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PEKI NG MAN
by Robert J. Sawyer
The lid was attached to the wooden crate with eighteen nails. The

return address, in blue ink on the blond wood, said, "Sender: Dept. of Anatony,
P.U MC., Peking, China." The destination address, in larger letters, was:

Dr. Roy Chapnan Andrews

The Anerican Museum of Natural Hi story

Central Park West at 79th Street

New York, N Y. US A

The case was marked "Fragile!" and "REG STERED' and "Par Avion." A
brand had burned the words "Via Hongkong and by U S. Air Service" into the wood.

Andrews had waited anxiously for this arrival. Between 1922 and
1930, he hinself had | ed the now fanous Gobi Desert expeditions, searching for
the Asian cradle of humanity. Al though he'd brought back untold scientific
riches -- including the first-ever dinosaur eggs -- Andrews had failed to
di scover a single ancient human renain.

But now a Gernan scientist, Franz Wi denreich, had shipped to hima
treasure trove fromthe Oient: the conplete fossil remains of Sinanthropus
pekinensis. In this very crate were the bones of Peking Man

Andrews was actually salivating as he used a crowbar to pry off the
lid. He'd waited so long for these, terrified that they wouldn't survive the
journey, desperate to see what humanity's forefathers had | ooked |ike, anxious

The Iid cane off. The contents were carefully packed in smaller
cardboard boxes. He picked one up and noved over to his cluttered desk. He swept
the books and papers to the floor, laid down the box, and opened it. Inside was
a ball of rice paper, wapped around a | arge object. Andrews carefully unw apped
the sheets, and --

Wi te.

Whi t e?

No -- no, it couldn't be.

But it was. It was a skull, certainly -- but not a fossil skull. The

mat eri al was bright white.

And it didn't weigh nearly enough.

A plaster cast. Not the original at all.

Andr ews opened every box inside the wooden crate, his heart sinking
as each new one yielded its contents. In total, there were fourteen skulls and
el even jawbones. The skulls were subhuman, with | ow foreheads, prom nent brow
ridges, flat faces, and the nost unlikely | ooking perfect square teeth.

Amazi ngly, each of the skull casts also showed clear artificial damage to the
foramen nmagnum
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Oh, some work coul d i ndeed be done on these casts, no doubt. But
where were the original fossils? Wth the Japanese having i nvaded China, surely
they were too precious to be left in the Far East. Wat was Wi denreich up to?

Fire.

It was |like a piece of the sun, brought down to earth. It kept the
tribe warmat night, kept the saber-toothed cats away -- and it did sonething
wonderful to neat, making it softer and easier to chew, while at the same tine
restoring the warnth the flesh had had when still part of the prey.

Fire was the nobst precious thing the tribe owned. They'd had it for
el even sumers now, ever since Bok the brave had brought out a burning stick
fromthe burning forest. The gl owi ng coals were always fanned, always kept
alive.

And then, one night, the Stranger canme -- tall, thin, pale, with
red-ri med eyes that sonehow seened to gl ow from beneath his brow ridge

The Stranger did the unthinkable, the unforgivable.

He doused the flanmes, throwing a gourd full of water on to the fire.
The 1 ogs hissed, and steamrose up into the blackness. The children of the tribe
began to cry; the adults quaked with fury. The Stranger turned and wal ked into
the darkness. Two of the strongest hunters ran after him but his |long | egs had
apparently carried himquickly away.

The sounds of the forest grew closer -- the chirps of insects, the
rustling of small animals in the vegetation, and --

A flappi ng sound.

The Stranger was gone.

And the sil houette of a bat fluttered briefly in front of the waning
noon.

Franz Wi denreich had been born in Germany in 1873. A conpletely
bal d, thickset nman, he had nade a name for hinself as an expert in hemnatol ogy
and osteology. He was currently Visiting Professor at the University of Chicago,
but that was coning to an end, and now he was faced with the unconfortable
prospect of having to return to Nazi Germany -- sonething, as a Jew, he
desperately wanted to avoid.

And then word canme of the sudden death of the Canadi an
pal eont ol ogi st Davi dson Bl ack. Bl ack had been at the Peking Union Medica
Col I ege, studying the fragnmentary renains of early man being recovered fromthe
| i mestone quarry at Chou Kou Tien. Widenreich, who once made a study of
Neandert hal bones found in Germany, had read Bl ack's papers in Nature and
Sci ence descri bi ng Si nant hropus.

But now, at fifty, Black was as dead as his fossil charges -- an
unexpected heart attack. And, to Weidenreich's delight, the China Medical Board
of the Rockefell er Foundation wanted himto fill Black's post. China was a
strange, foreboding place -- and tensions between the Chinese and the Japanese
were high -- but it beat all hell out of returning to Hitler's Gernany ..

At night, nost of the tribe huddl ed under the rocky overhang or
crawmed into the damp, snelly recesses of the linmestone cave. Wthout the fire
to keep ani nal s away, soneone had to stand watch each night, arned with a | arge
branch and a pile of rocks for throwi ng. Last night, it had been Kart's turn.
Everyone had slept well, for Kart was the strongest nenber of the tribe. They
knew they were safe fromwhatever |lurked in the darkness.

When daybreak cane, the nenbers of the tribe were astounded. Kart
had fallen asleep. They found himlying in the dirt, next to the cold, black pit
where their fire had once been. And on Kart's neck there were two small
red-rimed holes, staring up at themlike the eyes of the Stranger
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During his work on henatol ogy, Wi denreich had net a renarkabl e man
nanmed Brancusi -- gaunt, pale, with disconcertingly sharp canine teeth. Brancus
suffered froma peculiar anenia, which Widenreich had been unable to cure, and
an al nost pat hol ogi cal photophobia. Still, the gentleman was cultured and widely
read, and Wi denreich had ever since maintained a correspondence with him

When Weidenreich arrived in Peking, work was still continuing at the
quarry. So far, only teeth and fragnents of skull had been found. Davidson Bl ack
had done a good job of catal oging and describing some of the material, but as
Wei denrei ch went through the specinens he was surprised to discover a snall
coll ection of sharp, pointed fossil teeth.

Bl ack had evidently assunmed they weren't part of the Sinanthropus
material, as he hadn't included themin his descriptions. And, at first glance,
Bl ack' s assessnment seened correct -- they were far |onger than normal human
cani nes, and rmuch nore sharply pointed. But, to Widenreich's eye, the root
pattern was possibly honminid. He dropped a letter to his friend Brancusi,
hal f-j oking that he'd found Brancusi's great-to-the-nth grandfather in China.

To Weidenreich's infinite surprise, wthin weeks Brancusi had
arrived in Peking.

Each ni ght, another nenber of the tribe stood watch -- and each
nmor ni ng, that nmenber was found unconscious, with a pair of tiny wounds to his
neck.

The tribe nmenbers were terrified. Soon nultiple guards were posted
each night, and, for a time, the happeni ngs ceased.

But then somet hing even nore unusual happened ..

They were hunting deer. It would not be the sane, not without fire
to cook the neat, but, still, the tribe needed to eat. Four nen, Kart included,
|l ed the assault. They noved stealthily anongst the tall grasses, tracking a
| arge buck with a giant rack of antlers. The hunters conmuni cated by sign
| anguage, carefully coordinating their novenents, closing in on the animal from
bot h si des.

Kart raised his right arm preparing to signal the final attack
when - -

-- a streak of light brown, slicing through the grass --

-- fangs flashing, the roar of the giant cat, the stag bolting away,
and then --

-- Kart's own scream as the saber-tooth grabbed hold of his thigh
and shook hi mvi ciously.

The other three hunters ran as fast as they could, desperate to get
away. They didn't stop to | ook back, even when the cat |et out the strangest
yelp ...

That night, the tribe huddl ed together and sang songs urging Kart's
soul a safe trip to heaven.

One of the Chinese laborers found the first skull. Widenreich was
summoned at once. Brancusi still suffered fromhis photophobia, and apparently
had never adjusted to the shift in time zones -- he slept during the day.

Wei denrei ch thought about waking himto see this great discovery, but decided
against it.

The skull was still partially encased in the |inmestone muck at the
bottom of the cave. It had a thick cranial wall and a beetle brow -- definitely
a nore prinmtive creature than Neanderthal, probably akin to Solo Man or Java
Man ...

It took careful work to renove the skull fromthe ground, but, when
it did cone free, two astoni shing things becane apparent.
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The | oose teeth Davidson Bl ack had set aside had i ndeed cone from
the honinids here: this skull still had all its upper teeth intact, and the
cani nes were |ong and poi nt ed.

Second, and even nore astonishing, was the foranen magnum -- the
| arge opening in the base of the skull through which the spinal cord passes. It
was clear fromits chipped, frayed margin that this individual's foramen nmagnum
had been artificially w dened --

-- meani ng he'd been decapitated, and then had sonet hing shoved up
into his brain through the bottomof his skull.

Five hunters stood guard that night. The noon had set, and the great
sky river arched high over head. The Stranger returned -- but this time, he was
not alone. The tribesnmen couldn't believe their eyes. In the darkness, it | ooked
like --

It was. Kart.

But -- but Kart was dead. They'd seen the saber-tooth take him

The Stranger came closer. One of the nen lifted a rock, as if to
throwit at him but soon he let the rock drop fromhis hand. It fell to the
ground with a dull thud.

The Stranger continued to approach, and so did Kart.

And then Kart opened his nouth, and in the faint light they saw his
teeth -- long and pointed, |ike the Stranger's.

The nen were unable to run, unable to nove. They seened transfixed,
either by the Stranger's gaze, or by Kart's, both of whom continued to approach

And soon, in the dark, chill night, the Stranger's fangs fell upon
one of the guard's necks, and Kart's fell upon anot her

Eventual ly, thirteen nore skulls were found, all of which had the
strange el ongated canine teeth, and all of which had their foranmen magnuns
artificially w dened. Also found were sone nmandi bl es and skull fragments from
other individuals -- but there was al nost no post-cranial material. Someone in
di m prehi story had di scarded here the decapitated heads of a group of
pr ot ohunmans.

Brancusi sat in Widenreich's lab late at night, |ooking at the
skulls. He ran his tongue over his own sharp teeth, contenplating. These
subhumans doubt| ess had no concept of mathematics beyond perhaps addi ng and
subtracting on their fingers. How woul d they possibly know of the probl emthat
pl agued the Family, the problemthat every one of the Kindred knew to avoi d?

If all those who feel the bite of the vampire thensel ves becone
vanpi res when they die, and all of those new vanpires also turn those they feed
frominto vanpires, soon, unless care is exercised, the whole population will be
undead. A sinple geonetric progression

Brancusi had | ong wondered how far back the Family went. It wasn't
like tracing a normal fanmily tree -- oh, yes, the lines were bloodlines, but not
as passed on fromfather to son. He knew his own |ineage -- a servant at Castle
Dracul a before the Count had taken to living all alone, a servant whose loyalty
to his master extended even to letting himdrink fromhis neck

Brancusi hinmsel f had succunbed to pneunonia, not an uncomon ail ment
in the dank Carpathians. He had no famly, and no one nourned his passing.

But soon he rose again -- and now he did have Famly.

An Englishman and an American had killed the Count, renoving his
head with a kukri knife and driving a bowi e knife through his heart. Wen news
of this reached Brancusi fromthe gypsies, he traveled back to Transyl vani a.
Dracul a's attackers had sinply abandoned the coffin, with its native soil and
the dust that the Count's body had crunbled into. Brancusi dug a grave on the
desol ate, w nd-swept grounds of the Castle, and placed the Count's coffin
wi t hi n.
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Eventual ly, over a long period, the entire tribe had felt the
Stranger's bite directly or indirectly.

A few of the tribefolk lost their lives to ravenous bl oodthirst,
drained dry. Ot hers succunbed to disease or giant cats or falls fromcliffs. One
even died of old age. But all of themrose again.

And so it canme to pass, just as it had for the Stranger all those
years before, that the tribe had to | ook el sewhere to slake its thirst.

But they had not counted on the O hers.

Wi denrei ch and Brancusi sat in Widenreich's lab late at night.

Thi ngs had been getting very tense -- the Japanese occupati on was beconi ng
intolerable. "I"'mgoing to return to the States," said Widenreich. "Andrews at
the American Museumis offering ne space to continue work on the fossils."
"No," said Brancusi. "No, you can't take the fossils."
Wei denrei ch's bushy eyebrows clinbed up toward his bald pate. "But
we can't let themfall into Japanese hands."

"That is true," said Brancusi
"They bel ong somewhere safe. Somewhere where they can be studied.”
"No," said Brancusi. His red-rimed gaze fell on Widenreich in a

way it never had before. "No -- no one may see these fossils."
"But Andrews is expecting them He's dying to see them |'ve been
deliberately vague in ny letters to him-- | want to be there to see his face

when he sees the dentition."

"No one can know about the teeth," said Brancusi

"But he's expecting the fossils. And | have to publish descriptions
of them"

"The teeth nust be filed flat."

Wei denreich's eyes went wide. "I can't do that."

"You can, and you will."

"But --"

"You can and you will."

"I -- 1 can, but "

"No buts."

"No, no, there is a but. Andrews will never be fooled by filed
teeth. Ever since Piltdown Man, filing is the first thing people ook for when
they see an odd specinen. And, besides, the structure of teeth varies as you go
into them Andrews will realize at once that the teeth have been reduced from
their original size." Widenreich | ooked at Brancusi. "lI'msorry, but there's no
way to hide the truth."

The Ot hers lived in the next valley. They proved tough and
resourceful -- and they could make fire whenever they needed it. Wen the
tribefolk arrived it becanme apparent that there was never a tinme of darkness for
the Others. Large fires were constantly burning.

The tribe had to feed, but the O hers defended thenselves, trying to
kill themw th rock knives.

But that didn't work. The tribefolk were undeterred

They tried to kill themw th spears.

But that did not work, either. The tribefol k cane back

They tried strangling the attackers with pieces of animal hide.

But that failed, too. The tribefol k returned again.

And finally the Gthers decided to try everything they could think of
si mul t aneousl y.

They drove wooden spears into the hearts of the tribefolk.

The used stone knives to carve off the heads of the tribefolk.
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And then they jammed spears up into the severed heads, forcing the
shafts up through the holes at the bases of the skulls.

The hunters nmarched far away fromtheir canp, each carrying a spear
thrust vertically toward the sumer sun, each one crowned by a severed,
poi nt ed-t oot hed head. When, at last, they found a suitable hole in the ground,
they dunped the heads in, far, far away fromtheir bodies.

The Others waited for the tribefolk to return.

But they never did.

"Do not send the originals," said Brancusi

"But --"

"The originals are nmine, do you understand? | will ensure their safe
passage out of China."

It | ooked for a nonent |ike Weidenreich's will was going to reassert
itself, but then his expression grew blank again. "A'l right."

"I'"ve seen you nmake casts of bones before."

"Wth plaster of Paris, yes."

"Make casts of these skulls -- and then file the teeth on the
casts."

"But --"

"You said Andrews and others would be able to tell if the origina

fossils were altered. But there's no way they could tell that the casts had been
nmodi fied, correct?"

"Not if it's done skillfully, | suppose, but --"

"Do it."

"What about the foramen magnhuns?"”

"What woul d you conclude if you saw fossils with such w dened
openi ngs?"

"l don't know -- possibly that ritual cannibalism had been
practiced. "

"Ri tual ?"

"Well, if the only purpose was to get at the brain, so you could eat
it, it's easier just to snmash the cranium and --"

"Good. Good. Leave the danmage to the skull bases intact. Let your
Andrews have that puzzle to keep hi moccupied."

The casts were crated up and sent to the States first. Then
Wei denrei ch hinsel f headed for New York, |eaving, he said, instructions for the
actual fossils to be shipped aboard the S.S. President Harrison. But the fossils
never arrived in America, and Wi denreich, the one man who m ght have clues to
their whereabouts, died shortly thereafter

Despite the raging war, Brancusi returned to Europe, returned to
Transyl vania, returned to Castle Dracul a.

It took hima while in the darkness of night to find the right spot
-- the scar left by his earlier digging was just one of nany on the desol ate
| andscape. But at last he located it. He prepared a series of smaller holes in
the ground, and into each of themhe laid one of the grinning skulls. He then
covered the holes over with dark soil

Brancusi hoped never to fall himself, but, if he did, he hoped one
of his own converts would do the same thing for him bringing his remains hone
to the Fam |y plot.

THE END
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