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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 Eng-
lish. And I am even more pleased to 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 litera-
ture of ideas that involved them in speculation about the changing world,
as well as in the physical sciences and technology and the social and psy-
chological sciences; 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
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on a 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 before I decided that short stories were the ideal form of science fic-
tion and I 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
15, I 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 stories). 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 received,
I 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, ” “Pilgrimage to Earth, ” “Masks, ”
“Harrison Bergeron, ” “The Streets of Ashkelon,” “When It Changed, ” and
“The Engine at Heartsprings Center”). Before the third volume was
completed, I saw that there were many stories and authors I couldn’t include,
and [ wanted to add a volume, but Mentor made me wait for another three
years (to see how the earlier volumes were selling) before they published The
Road to 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
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of reprinting the books in updated and expanded form and is also publish-
ing two additional volumes: The Road to Science Fiction # 5: The
British Way and The Road to Science Fiction #6: Around the World .
In the latter book, stories by two Chinese science-fiction writers, Zheng
Wenguang and Ye Yonglie, will be included. Meanwhile, all four vol-
umes have 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
beginning in science fiction for its Chinese readers. Science fiction is im-
portant 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 science 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 drama-
tize the human impact of scientific and technological change, and to imag-

ine a variety of possible futures.

James Gunn
Lawrence, Kansas
January 15, 1998
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Nathaniel Hawthorne

RAPPACCINI’S DAUGHTER
PIAPE R E AR & L
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Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804—1864)
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Rappaccini’s Daughter

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long ago,
from the more southern region of Italy, to pursue his studies at the Uni-
versity of Padua'. Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold
ducats® in his pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an
old edifice, which looked not unworthy to have been the palace of a Padu-
an noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the armorial
bearings® of a family long since extinct. The young stranger, who was
not unstudied* in the great poem of his country, recollected that one of
the ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very man-
sion, had been pictured by Dante® as a partaker of the immortal agonies of
his Inferno. These reminiscences and associations, together with the ten-
dency to heartbreak natural to a y'oung man for the first time out of his na-
tive sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily, as he looked around the des-
olate and ill-furnished apartment.

“Holy Virgin®, Signor,” cried old dame Lisabetta, who, won by
the youth’ s remarkable beauty of person’, was kindly endeavoring to
give the chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh was that to come out of a
young man’s heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the love of

heaven, then, put your head out of the window, and you will see as
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”

bright sunshine as you have left in Naples®.

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but could not
quite agree with her that the Paduan sunshine was as cheerful as that of
southern Italy. Such as it was, however, it fell upon a garden beneath the
window, and expended its fostering influences on a variety of plants,
which seemed to have been cultivated with exceeding care.

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni.

“Heaven forbid, Signor! —unless it were fruitful of better pot-
herbs® than any that grow there now, ” answered old Lisabetta. “No; that
garden is cultivated by the own hands'® of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini,
the famous Doctor, who, I warrant him"', has been heard of as far as
Naples. It is said that he distils these plants into medicines that are as po-
tent as a charm'?. Oftentimes you may see the Signor Doctor at work,

and perchance'®

the Signora his daughter, too, gathering the strange
flowers that grow in the garden.”

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of the
chamber, and, commending the young man to the protection of the
saints', took her departure.

Giovanni still found no better occupation than to look down into the
garden beneath his window. From its appearance, he judged it to be one
of those botanic gardens, which were of earlier date in Padua than'®
elsewhere in Italy, or in the world. Or, not improbably, it might once
have been the pleasure-place of an opulent family; for there was the ruin
of a marble fountain in the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so woe-
fully shattered that it was impossible to trace the original design from the
chaos of remaining fragments. The water, however, continued to gush
and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A little gurgling
sound ascended to the young man’s window, and made him feel as i f the

ountain were an immortal spirit, ' that s its song unceasingly, and
ung g
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without heeding the vicissitudes around it; while one century embodied it
in marble, and another scattered the perishable garniture on the soil. All
about the pool into which the water subsided, grew various plants, that
seemed to require a plentiful supply of moisture for the nourishment of gi-
gantic leaves, and, in some instances, flowers gorgeously magnificent.
There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase in the midst of the
pool, that bore a profusion of purple blossoms, each of which had the lus-
tre and richness of a gem; and the whole together made a show so resplen-
dent that it seemed enough to illuminate the garden, even had there been
no sunshine'’. Every portion of the soil was peopled with plants and
herbs, which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of assiduous care; as if all
had their individual virtues, known to the scientific mind that fostered
them. Some were placed in urns, rich with old carving, and others in
common garden-pots; some crept serpent-like along the ground, or
climbed on high, using whatever means of ascent was offered them. One
plant had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus'®, which was thus
quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily ar-
ranged that it might have served a sculptor for a study.

While Giovanni stood at the window, he heard a rustling behind a
screen of leaves, and became aware that a person was at work in the gar-
den. His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that of no
common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly-looking man,
dressed in a scholar’s garb of black. He was beyond the middle term of
U felg, ‘with grey hair, a thin grey beard, and a face singularly marked
with intellect and cultivation, but which could never, even in his more
youthful days, have expressed much warmth of heart.

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific gar-
dener examined every shrub which grew in his path; it seemed as if he

was looking into their inmost nature, making observations in regard to



