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PREFACE

I am pleased to see these selected stories from the four volumes of The
Road to Science Fiction made available to Chinese readers interested in the
literature of science fiction and in improving their reading of English. And 1
am even more pleased 1o see it edited by Wu Dingbo, a friend who was one
of my former students in the Intensive English Institute on the Teaching of
Science Fiction and, through great effort and sacrifice, earned a doctorate
in English from a U.S. university.

Science fiction has become one of the major categories of fiction in the
United States with nearly 2000 different titles published each year, but
even twenty years ago it was valued as a subject in secondary schools, as
well as colleges and universities. That was because it appealed to both good
readers and slow readers—the good readers because it was a literature of
ideas that involved them in speculation about the changing world, as well as
in the physical sciences and technology and the social and psychological sci-
ences; and the slow readers because it told a good story that kept them
reading to find out what would happen next. That was what got me reading
science fiction when I was young, and it still works for most of us: good
stories built around stimulating ideas.

I put together the four volumes of The Road to Science Fiction at the
invitation of Barry Lippman, an editor at Mentor. Books who had come
across my Alternate Worlds: An Illustrated History of Science Fiction and
asked me if I would like to do a book for Mentor. We finally settled on a
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historical anthology of science fiction, because that is what I needed for my
science-fiction class. I had tried teaching a mixture of stories and novels be-
fore I decided that short stories were the ideal form of science fiction and 1
could teach much more by using a lot of short stories than by using a few
novels. Moreover, 1 felt that in order to read contemporary science fiction
with understanding and appreciation, readers ought to know what science
fiction was and how it had got to be what it was. That is, | wanted to teach
science fiction as a category (sometimes called a genre) in which books and
stories were in dialogue with each other, not as great books (or great sto-
ries) . But there was no good historical anthology to show science fiction’s
development.

Mentor Books gave me a contract to produce The Road to Science Fic-
tion : From Gilgamesh to Wells (represented in Book One of this collection
by “Rappaccini’s Daughter” and “Mellonta Tauta”). When it was well re-
zeived, | persuaded Mentor to allow me to produce The Road to Science
Fiction #2: From Wells to Heinlein (represented in Book One by “A
Martian Odyssey, ” “ Twilight,” “ Nightfall,” and “ Requiem”) and The
Road to Science Fiction #3: From Heinlein to Here (represented in Book
One by “That Only a Mother, ” “The Cold Equations, ” and “The Jigsaw
Man, "and in Book Two by “Reason,” “The Million-Year Picnic, ” “Pil-
grimage to Earth,” “ Masks,” “ Harrison Bergeron,” “ The streets of
Ashkelon, ” “When It Changed, ” and “The Engine at Heartspring’ s Cen-
ter”). Before the third volume was completed, I saw that there were many
stories and authors I couldn’t include, and I wanted to add a volume, but
Mentor made me wait for another three years (to see how the earlier vol-
umes were selling) before they published The Road o Science Fiction # 4
From Here to Forever (represented in Book Two by “The Planners”).

Eventually these four volumes went out of print and Mentor released
the rights. Recently another publisher, White Wolf, has begun a process of
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reprinting the books in updated and expanded form and is also publishing
two additional volumes: The Road to Science Fiction % 5: The British
Way and The Road to Science Fiction # 6: Around the World. In the lat-
ter book, stories by two Chinese science-fiction writers, Zheng Wenguang
and Ye Yonglie, will be included. Meanwhile, all four volumes havé been
translated into Chinese, supervised by another friend and former student,
Guo Jianzhong, and # 5 and # 6 are in preparation; they have also been
translated into Polish and German, and single volumes have been translated
into Italian and Czech.

And to think: it all started with the need for a textbook in a science-
fiction class. It is my hope that these two books will represent only a begin-
ning in science fiction for its Chinese readers. Science fiction is important
reading because it is the only fiction that deals with the world as it is: a
world that is changing into something different. That is what science fiction
is about, the imagining of the impact of change on human beings. And any
fiction that involves the process of change is inevitably going to read like sci-
ence fiction.

We live in a science-fiction world, Isaac Asimov once said, a world
very much like the stories he and others were writing in the late 1930s and
early 1940s. I know that I don’t live in the world into which I was born in
1923; it has changed almost beyond recognition. It will happen to you,
too, if it has not already happened. And when it does you will be better
prepared to live in that world because, unlike others, you have already lived
in many such worlds through the power of science fiction to dramatize the
human impact of scientific and technological change, and to imagine a vari-
ety of possible futures.

James Gunn
Lawrence, Kansas
January 15, 1998
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Isaac Asimov
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Isaac Asimov(1920 — 1992)
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Reason

Gregory Powell spaced his words for emphasis,'“One week ago,
Donovan and I put you together.” His brows furrowed doubtfully and he
pulled the end of his brown mustache.

It was quiet in the officers’ room of Solar Station 5 —except for the
soft purring of the mighty beam director? somewhere far below.

Robot QT-1 sat immovable. The burnished plates of his body
gleamed in the luxites, and the glowing red of the photoelectric cells that
were his eyes® were fixed steadily upon the Earthman at the other side of
the table

Powell repressed a sudden attack of nerves.* These robots possessed
peculiar brains. The positronic paths’ impressed upon them were calculat-
ed in advance, and all possible permutations that might lead to anger or
hate were rigidly excluded. And yet—the QT models were the first of
their kind, and this was the first of QT’s. Anything could happen.
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Finally the robot spoke. His voice carried the cold timbre inseparable
from a metallic diaphragm. “Do you realize the seriousness of such a state-
ment, Powell?”

“Something made you, Cutie,” pointed out Powell. * You admit
yourself that your memory seems to spring full-grown® from an absolute
blankness of a week ago. I’ m giving you the explanation. Donovan and 1
put you together from the parts shipped us.”

Cutie gazed upon his long, supple fingers in an oddly human attitude
of mystification. “It strikes me that there should be a more satisfactory
explanation than that. For you to make me seems improbable.””

The Earthman laughed quite suddenly. “In Earth’s name, why?®”

“Call it intuition. That’s all it is so far. But I intend to reason it
out, though. A chain of valid reasoning can end only with the determina-
tion of truth, and I’ Il stick il I get there.®”

Powell stood up and seated himself at the table’s edge next the robot.
He felt a sudden strong sympathy for this strange machine. It was not at
all like the ordinary robot, attending to his specialized task at the station
with the intensity of a deeply ingrooved positronic path.

He placed a hand upon Cutie’ s steel shoulder and the metal was cold
and hard to the touch.

“Cutie, "he said, “I’ m going to try to explain something to you.
You’ re the first robot who’s ever exhibited curiosity as to his own exis-
tence—and I think the first that’s really intelligent enough to understand
the world outside. Here, come with me.”

The robot rose erect smoothly and his thickly sponge-rubber-soled
feet made no noise as he followed Powell. The Earthman touched a but-
ton, and a square section of the wall flicked aside. The thick, clear glass
revealed space—star speckled.

“I’ ve seen that in the observation ports in the engine room, ” said
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Cutie.

“I know,” said Powell. “What do you think it is?”

“Exactly what it seems—a black material just beyond this glass that
is spotted with little gleaming dots. I know that our director sends out
beams to some of these dots, always to the same one —and also that these
dots shift and that the beams shift with them. That is all.”

“Good! Now I want you to listen carefully. The blackness is empti-
ness——vast emptiness stretching out infinitely. The little gleaming dots
are huge masses of energy-filled matter. They are globes, some of them
millions of miles in diameter—and for comparison, this station is only one
mile across. They seem so tiny because they are incredibly far off.

“The dots to which our energy beams are directed are nearer and
much smaller. They are cold and hard, and human beings like myself live
upon their surfaces—many billions of them. It is from one of these worlds
that Donovan and I come. Our beams feed these worlds energy drawn
from one of those huge incandescent globes that happens to be near us.
We call that globe the sun and it is on the other side of the station where
you can’t see it.”

Cutie remained motionless before the port, like a steel statue. His
head did not turn as he spoke. “ Which particular dot of light do you
claim to come from'®?”

Powell searched. “There it is. The very bright one in the corner.
We call it Earth.” He grinned. “Good old Earth. There are five billions
of us there, Cutie—and in about two weeks I’ Il be back there with
them.”

And then, surprisingly enough, Cutie hummed abstractly. There
was no tune to it, but it possessed a curious twanging quality as of
Dlucked strings . ! It ceased as suddenly as it had begun. “But where do I

come in, Powell? You haven’t explained my existence. ”



