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A zoo can be a rather depressing place, or it can be a lot of
fun, or it can be so dull as to make the mind wander
elsewhere in self-defense. In fairness to Emeraude, Robin
Lampert had to concede that this one was not quite in the
last group. He had been able to keep his attention on the
exhibits. This was, in a way, surprising; for while a frontier
town has a perfect right to construct and maintain a zoo if it
wishes, one can hardly expect such a place to do a very
good job.

The present example was, it must be admitted, not too
good. The exhibits were in fairly ordinary cages—barred for
the larger creatures, glassed for the smaller ones. No
particular attempt had been made to imitate natural
surroundings. The place looked as artificial as bare concrete
and iron could make it. To a person used to the luxuries
provided their captive animals by the great cities of Earth
and her sister planets, the environment might have been a
gloomy one.

Lampert did not feel that way. He had no particular
standards of what a zoo should be, and he would probably
have considered attempts at reproduction of natural habitat
a distracting waste of time. He was not a biologist, and had
only one reason for visiting the Emeraude zoo; the guide
had insisted upon it.

There was, of course, some justice in the demand. A man
who was taking on the responsibility of caring for Lampert
and his friends in the jungles of Viridis had a right to require
that his charges know what they were facing. Lampert
wanted to know, himself; so he had read conscientiously
every placard on every cage he had been able to find. These
had not been particularly informative, except in one or two
cases. Most of the facts had been obvious from a look at the



cages' inhabitants. Even a geophysicist could tell that the
Felodon, for example, was carnivorous—after one of the
creatures had bared a rather startling set of fangs by
yawning in his face. The placard had told little more. Less, in
fact, than McLaughlin had already said about the beasts.

On the other hand, it had been distinctly informative to read
that a small, salamanderlike thing in one of the glass-
fronted cages was as poisonous as the most dangerous of
Terrestrial snakes. There had been nothing in jts appearance
to betray the fact. It was at this point, in fact, that Lampert
began really to awaken to what he was doing.

He was aroused all the way by McLaughlin's explanation of a
number which appeared on a good many of the placards.
Lampert had noticed it already. The number was always, it
seemed, different, though always in the same place, and
bore signs of much repainting. It bore no relationship to any
classification scheme that Lampert knew, and neither of the
paleontologists could enlighten him. Eventually he turned to
McLaughlin and asked—not expecting a useful answer, since
the man was a guide rather than a naturalist. However, the
tall man gave a faint smile and replied without hesitation.

"That's just the number of human deaths known to have
been caused by that animal this year." It did not comfort
Lampert too greatly to learn that the year used was that of
Viridis, some seventeen times as long as that of Earth. For
the Felodon the number stood at twelve. This was not very
much when compared to the annual losses from tigers in
India during the nineteenth century. But this reflection was
not particularly consoling. The human population of Viridis
was so very small compared to that of India.

Lampert examined the creature thoughtfully. It was of
moderate size as carnivores went—some four feet long
without the tail—and looked rather harmless as long as it
kept its mouth shut. It was lying in the center of the cage,



so it was difficult to judge the length of its legs. It showed
no trace of the tendency displayed by many captive
animals, of lying against a wall or in a corner when relaxed;
and there was none of the restless pacing so characteristic
of Earth's big cats under similar circumstances. It simply lay
and stared back at Lampert, so steadily that he never was
sure whether or not the cold eyes were provided with lids.

"I never liked reptiles back home, but I think | like these
creatures less." The voice of Mitsuitei, the little
archaeologist, cut into Lampert's reverie.

"Don't let Hans or Ndomi hear you mention them in the
same breath with reptiles," he answered.

"Well, I'm not fond of frogs, either."

“I'm afraid that wouldn't make them much happier. These
are not even amphibians."

"They certainly are. I've been told that they lay eggs in
water and have a tadpole stage—"

"l should have said they aren't Amphibians with a capital A.
That is, they don't belong to the order Amphibia, since they
are not genetically related to the corresponding order on
Earth, as far as we know. Sulewayo gets quite peeved at
people who try to lump terrestrial and extraterrestrial
creatures in the same order. | believe that whoever decides
things for biologists has decreed that on Viridis the
dominant order is to be called Amphibids. It's a quibble, if
you like. But | can see why they insist on it."

"Mph. So can I. Even now you sometimes run into people
who go to great length to make you admit that there are
pyramids both in Egypt and Mexico—and for that matter on
Regulus Six—and infer from that that their makers had
something in the way of common culture. | say these things
are amphibians, without the Capital A, because they are at
home both on land and in water. And a dictionary would



back me up. | don't insist that they're related to those of
Earth—any more than a Mayan pyramid has anything but
geometry in common with an Egyptian one."

"But I've heard—"

“I'm sure you have, but it's a sore subject. I'll be open-
minded if you like and admit that some Egyptian may have
been blown across the Atlantic and taught architecture to
the Americans, but | don't regard it as proved. What was
that remark of yours—'as far as we know'—in connection
with the ancestry of the amphibids? That's being at least as
open-minded as | was, | would say."

"In a way, yes. | don't think anyone has seriously suggested
that these things originated on Earth. However, a puzzle
we're here to investigate still exists. How there could be life
forms corresponding to those which took a good half billion
years to evolve elsewhere, on a planet which by geophysical
evidence hasn't been solid for forty million? Someone
certainly has suggested that the world was stocked from
outside. But certainly it hasn't been proved. | don't think
anyone has tried very hard, either. And | certainly won't, on
a planet with as much radioactivity as this one."

"You think that would account for high-speed evolution?"

Lampert shrugged his shoulders, and began to stroll toward
the next cage. "Ask the paleontologists. My opinion doesn't
carry much weight."

Mitsuitei nodded, started to follow the geophysicist, and
then turned back to stare once more at the carnivore lying a
few feet away. It stared back unblinkingly.

The visit to the zoo was one of several, which continued
until Lampert, Mitsuitei and the two paleontologists were
able to identify each of a dozen animals which were most
concerned in the death rate of Viridis. Apparently
McLaughlin was not the only guide who did this. The zoo



was equipped to give a "final examination" in which any
creature the guide desired could be seen on a television
screen from viewpoints quite different from those obtained
in front of the cages. McLaughlin proved hard to satisfy.

Lampert did not blame him. He knew a lot about Viridis, of
course. He had not only read of it in ordinary reference
material, but had done much of the laboratory work on drill
cores brought from the planet. His name had been one of
those attached to the report giving the probable age of the
planet's crust. At that time, however, the mental picture he
held had been of continent distribution, rock strata, zones of
diastrophic stress and the like. The question of the
appearance, or even the existence, of plants, animals and
people had simply never risen to conscious level in his mind.

That had changed, shortly before his arrival. The tramp
spacer which had brought him and his group to Viridis had
had to orbit about the world in free fall for several hours
while its obsolete drive elements "cooled," and the
passengers had examined the planet.

Lampert, oddly enough, had been as much impressed by
the night side as by the sunlit hemisphere. The latter had
shown, at twenty thousand kilometers, a fairly standard land
and water pattern. The most unusual thing about it had
been the almost perfect uniformity of the land coloration, a
light green which bespoke, or at least implied, a virtually
complete covering of vegetation.

By the time the ship had circled to the dark side, however, it
was much closer to the surface; and Lampert would have
expected to make out luminous sparks and patches of towns
and cities by the hundreds.

He saw just two, and was not really sure of those. For the
rest, the planet was a vast, gray-black circle occulting a
portion of the Milky Way. It was not absolutely black, either.



Ilts contrast with the background of the galaxy was
diminished by the glow in the upper atmosphere arising
from the recombination of water molecules dissociated
during the day by Beta Librae's fierce ultraviolet light. The
center of the circle was darker than the edges, where the
line of sight penetrated through more of the luminous gas.

But even this sight, unusual as it was, did not affect Lampert
as much as the lack of city lights. He had done field work in
lonely, wild places before, of course; but until now he had
always had the feeling of being in an island of wilderness
more or less surrounded by civilization. On Viridis it was the
civilized spots which formed the islands. And very small
islands they were. There was no known native intelligent
race, and settlements of alien races such as the men from
Earth were still few and far between.

So Lampert was prepared for McLaughlin's care in readying
the group for its trip. He was even glad of it, though he
would probably not have admitted to being at all afraid of
the venture. He would simply have said that it was nice to
have a guide who took his responsibilities seriously.

That of course, did not mean that Lampert was intending to
disavow any of his own responsibilities. He, like McLaughlin,
had been keeping a careful eye on the other members of
the group, looking for the signs of impatience or ill temper
which could be the seeds of serious trouble if the journey
were prolonged. He had come to tentative conclusions
about this during the flight from Earth, but was pleased to
see that, apparently, men who could stand the enforced
companionship of a tramp spacer were also able to retain
their senses of humor in the steam-bath environment of
Viridis.

Sulewayo, of course, had seemed safe from the first. A man
who has spent his formative years in the Congo rain forests
where his ancestors had lived for generations was ideal for



