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Part |1: Boot Camp
A QUESTION OF ATTITUDE

Dan Bergen lay motionless on his narrow limb amongst the big green leaves, and wished he had
never heard of the Interstellar Patrol.

A yard from Bergen's nose, the congtrictor glided ahead, then stopped. A smal bump on its back
bulged up and an eye looked out. The eye swiveled around like arotating radar antenna, then cameto a
stop with its gaze fixed on Bergen.

Bergen didn't move. Helooked at the eye. The eyelooked at him.

A long moment passed.

The eye svung away again. Bergen ingtantly looked away. The eye siwung back, its gaze again fixed
on Bergen. Bergen didn't move. The eye swung around, then pulled inside. The bulge on the condtrictor's
back diminished to asmall bump. The snake glided ahead.

Bergen dlowed himsdlf the luxury of abregth of air. He relaxed.

The snake continued to glide ahead.

Before, the congtrictor had moved, at most, afew feet at atime. Now, yards of it were diding past.

Frowning, Bergen looked around.

About three feet above the level of his head, and perhaps eight feet away, the big leavesthrust
aside. A pair of large opague green eyes looked at Bergen over ablunt green-and-brown snout.

Bergen for asplit-second baanced the question whether he should roll off the limb. That would
send him in aheadlong plunge through wide-spaced branches toward the forest floor ahundred and eight
feet below. Or should he—

The snake's head blurred. Itsjaws clamped, in aburst of pain, on hisleft shoulder.

Bergen struck at it with hisright figt.

The head twisted and wrenched, sinking its fangs deep into his shoulder. There was asteady hissas
the rest of the snake did forward. A thick coil looped around him.

Bergen sucked in adeep breath, and stabbed at the snake's eyes with his extended forefingers.

A thick skin blurred down over its eyes. Another loop passed over Bergen's body. The muscular
coilstightened. Therewas a crushing pressure a hisribs.

Through ared haze, Bergen's right hand found the snake's eyes. The head moved, something
gripped his hand, mashed and snapped and ground it, then crushed it at the wridt.

Somewhere within Bergen, acool sense of calculation told him the fight was dl over. But at the
sametime, he knew he had to get free.

For one white-hot instant, this urgent need took control of hisbody. For thisinstant, the
contractions of the congtrictor's huge muscles were blocked, and Bergen struck savagely at its head with
his mangled right arm. His left hand, caught in the loops of the snake's body, nevertheless contracted ina
grip that tore asection of tough hide from the underlying muscles.

A savageydl of defiance burst from Bergen, and for just afleeting instant the snake'sgaze held a
look of blankness—such as might appesar in the eyes of acondrictor in thejungles of Earth, when the
victim it has selected turns out to be an adult mae gorilla

Theinstant passed. The energy was gone, and in place of defiance, Bergen felt awave of
exhaugtion. Therewas afina, horrible, increasingly distant sense of crushing pressure, and then dizziness.
For an instant something took place that Bergen could not quite recall afterward.
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And then hewas lying on his back, looking at agray ceiling overhead.

Very cautioudy, Bergen drew up hisright hand and looked at it. It was unharmed. He felt of hisleft
shoulder. Hisleft shoulder was unharmed. He sat up. A dight dizziness passed as he sivung hisfeet to the
floor.

The memory of the past few ingtants came back, and Bergen could vividly see the head of the
condtrictor twist and wrench asthe big loops settled around him—

Bergen sprang to hisfeet and swore savagely. Full consciousness had now returned.

"Damn it," he said, forcing the menta picture of the congtrictor out of hismind by focusing his
attention on the immediate cause of the trouble—the people who gave these tests.

A buzzer sounded its peremptory warning. Bergen again became conscious of his surroundings. He
noted the gray bulkheads, gray steel deck, and gray ceiling overhead. There were three short rows of
sted cotsin the room, and above each cot was along wide bulge in the ceiling. With a sense of relief,
Bergen noted that the other cots were empty—had been empty when held gained consciousness. That
meant that, though he had failed at the end, he had at least outlasted the other candidates.

A small speaker nearby said, "Bergen to Evauation. Candidate Daniel Bergen report to Test
Evduation Office"

"Coming," said Bergen. He braced himsdlf for the walk through the Specid Effects storeroom. He
drew a deep breath, opened the air-tight hatch, and stepped into a shadowy space jammed with apes,
adligators, imitation dead trees, grizzly bears, hollow lichened boulders, smulated rotten logs covered with
moss, rolled-up bolts of spider web with spiders attached, one dozen wharf rats packed head-to-tail in a
crate, and other unattractive odds and ends that loomed, half-recognizable, through the gloom. Bergen
was grumbling to himself as he reached the hatch leading to the corridor. Then he Straightened up,
assumed an dert, resolute look, and stepped out into the corridor.

A brisk walk brought Bergen to ahatch marked: "Test Evaluation, Colonel Sanders.” Bergen
knocked, heard the colond's crigp "Comein," and stepped inside. Hewasin asmal compartment lined
with filing cabinets and e ectronic equipment, and with wires and odd headsets dangling from the ceiling.
A spare athletic individua with colond's leaves, a shock of crew-cut hair and alook of cool objectivity
eyed Bergen from behind a bare-topped desk. Bergen reported his presence. The colonel motioned him
to an olive-colored drum that doubled asachair.

Bergen thoughtfully eyed the drum, which waslabeled: "RATTLESNAKES, 1 doz. (assorted)." He
made sure the lid was on tight, and gingerly sat down. He looked at the colondl. The colonel |ooked back
coolly. A period of time passed. Bergen forced himsdlf to wait.

The colond cleared histhroat, clagped his hands behind the back of his neck and leaned back in his
chair. His eyes cameto a sharp focus. He said accusingly, " That was astupid stunt, Bergen.”

"Sir?' said Bergen, patheticaly uncertain which particular stunt the colond had in mind.

"Why didn't you just put both hands out in front and dive straight down histhroat?"

Bergen cast around mentally, then said, ""Oh, you mean the congtrictor, Sir?"

The colond snorted, and Bergen felt an overpowering sense of stupidity. Whenever he entered this
room his|.Q. seemed to drop off twenty or thirty points. He would recover hislogt intelligence when he
returned to the corridor, and then he would really see how dull he had been.

"We|?" snapped the colondl.

"Gy

"'Sr?" mimicked the colond. Hisface reddened, and he roared, " Answer the question!”

Bergen looked a him blankly.

The colond sat up and leaned forward on the desk. "Why," he said, "didn't you just put your hands
over your head and jump down the constrictor's throat? Y ou'd have accomplished exactly the same
thing, and with agreat saving of energy." The colonel had the air of a person putting forth areasonable

suggestion.



"Well," said Bergen, trying dully to synchronize his reactions with those of the colond, "my purpose,
ar, wasn't to get killed.”

The colonel nodded, and leaned back. "But so far as the smulation was concerned, that's exactly
what you accomplished, isn't it?"

Bergen could now see he had walked into atrap. Gloomily hesaid, "Yes, Sr."

"Why?"

g7

"Tel me, why did you get killed?'

"| guess| did thewrong thing."

"What wrong thing?'

Bergen hesitated.

The colond waited.

Bergen shook hishead. "If I'd dropped off that limb, sir, I'd have smashed right to the bottom of the
forest floor. That was certain death. | don't seethat | had much choice.

The colond shook hishead. ™Y ou made a series of mistakes. To begin with, you looked directly
into the congtrictor's dorsal eye. That wasthe first error, and a serious one. When you stand at attention
during an ingpection, do you look into the eyes of the inspecting officer?"

"No, ar."

"What do you do?"

"I look straight ahead.”

"Why?"

"Wl .. .it'sregulations.”

The colonel nodded. "It'sregulations. But there's areason why it'sregulations. If you look into the
eyes of the ingpecting officer, you make, asit were, personad contact with him. He will noticeit, and of
necessity hewill haveto respond. An ingpection isan impersona matter, and he will reprimand you. And
yet, you had no hesitancy about looking into the dorsal eye of that congtrictor. Did you think that because
the congtrictor came from another planet, it wouldn't sense you werelooking at it?

"Wel, |—" Bergen paused.

"Yes?' prompted the colondl.

Bergenfinished lamely, "I guess| just didn't think about it at thetime, Sir."

The colond nodded. "That was your basic error, underlying al the other errors. Y ou didn't think
about it. The next thing you didn't think about was looking away. The constrictor looked away, you
looked away, then the congtrictor looked back, and promptly noticed the change in the position of your
eyes. Next, you didn't think about the snake's motion. Y ou saw it glide forward, knew it was moving a
lot farther than it had before, knew it had seen you, and yet you didn't change your position.”

Bergen stared at him, blinked, and shook his head in weary disgust. "Yes. Now | seeit.”

"Y ou've been talking," said the colond, "asif your only aternative wasto jump off thelimb. Not so.
The snake had to get into position to strike. While it was doing that, you could have moved, and at
least gained time.”

"l seeit now, Sr."

"But you didn't see it when it counted.”

"No, gr. | didn't.”

"All right. Y ou made anumber of mistakes. First, you stared the snake in the eye, then when it
looked away, you looked away; both of these things the snake noticed and correctly interpreted. Next,
you stayed where you weretill it was all set to get you. Then, in addition, you still stayed where you
were when there was an ingtant |eft to act.”

"Well, gr, | admit | waswrong before. But there was ill some chance the snake wouldn't do
anything. Wheress, if | dropped off the limb—"



"Y ou'd have caught avine about ninefeet below," said the colonel.

Bergen dowly brought hisjaw shut.

"Pretty stupid, wasn't it?" said the colondl.

Bergen drew adeep breath. "Yes, gr, | guessit was, at that."

The colond sat back. "Most of us are accustomed to think of oursalves asintelligent people. We
move through life in our accustomed orbits, expect things dwaysto remain basicaly asthey are now,
have repeated opportunities to rehearse our behavior patterns for the few standard situations we mest,
and neverthelesswefall into one mess after another—because we don't redly think. If thingsturn out
badly for us, our reaction isto complain that the Situation wasn't set up right in thefirst place.”

The colond looked at Bergen intently, and Bergen sensed that this comment had a persona
gpplication. "Yes, gr," hesad.

The colond leaned back and said thoughtfully, "There are two basic attitudes, or ways of looking at
things. The human race uses these two attitudes to move forward, much asaman uses hislegsto walk.
And it'sjust as catastrophic for amember of the human race to misplace these two attitudes asit isfor
him to cross hisleft legin front of hisright leg, and then try to take astep with hisright leg.

"Thefirg attitudeisthat of recognizing the defect. In oneform, thisis pure gripe, the attitude of
'headquartersistoo stupid to get their head out of their boot.' But it's also the attitude of the man who
looks around, and asks himself if things couldn't be improved. From this attitude arises alot of noise, but,
properly used, it'saso one of the main driving forcesfor progress. If men had dways been satisfied, who
would ever havetried anything new?

"S0, you seg, it's useful to seeimperfections. But it's uselessto keep our minds focused on
imperfections. Having seen the imperfections, next we shift our attention to look for some means of
improvement. We see the obstacle, then look for the way through or around. And that iswhat you didn't
do. Right?'

"Yes, gr," said Bergen miserably.

"Don't worry about it," said the colonel. "It takestime to develop the right attitude. But you have to
show strong enough signs of it or you can't passthislast test. Y ou've got to be alert. Never be dismayed
at the most stunning examples of basicaly unfair mechanisms and Situations. Assume that somewherein
the mess there is something you can use, an opening you can get through, and set yoursdlf to find it.
Remember, mountain climbersregularly go up vertica rock facesthat the average man wouldn't think a
fly could climb. It isobvioudy unfair to expect aman to climb athing like that. And yet, the holds are
there, if you can find them, and if you have the few pieces of fairly smple equipment that will help you get
agrip.”

"Andif you dip," said Bergen drily, "you'refinished.”

The colond shrugged. "Y ou could aso say, 'Why climb? That's beside the point. The object isto
show what people can accomplishif they look for the handholds, instead of deciding at aglance thet the
dopeistoo steep, 0 it'simpossible.”

Thiswas alonger lecture than Bergen had gotten any of the other times, and he was starting to fed
uneasy. The colond was watching him intently, and seemed to be waiting for the sgnificanceto snk in.

"Yes, dr," sad Bergen dutifully.

"Now," said the colondl, "I wouldn't bother to say dl thisif you hadn't gotten up into arespectable
category for acandidate. Y ou started off with aclass of fifty, distributed to varioustesting facilities. This
fifty has so far been given atotal of four tests. About half of you flunked thefirst test, and roughly the
same proportion have flunked each test since. One candidate died of heart failure. One candidate blew
up and quit. That leaves exactly three of you coming up for thefifth test.”

Bergen blinked. "Forty-saven out of fifty are washed out aready?'

"That'sright."

"How many more tests after thisone?"

"Thefifth test isthe last, unlessthere are specid circumstances.”



"And only one of us can passthistest?’
"No. All or none of you may passthe fifth test. We've had both things happen.”
"Suppose | flunk it? Isthere any second chance?!

The colonel shrugged. "Y ou can take the tests as often as we offer them. Moreover, taking these
testsisn't the only way to get in. But it'sthe only way open to you right now, and even if we should offer
them again, you have to take the full series each time. Weld advise you to put everything you've got into
passing this onetest you've il got in front of you.”

Bergen thought of the miserable spot held been in and to which held return if hefailed thistest.
Bergen, anaturd hater of authority, had had the poor luck, when caled up for military training, to find
himself under anatural martinet. The fellow tore beds open to inspect the mattresses, then sent the
recruits on K.P. because their beds were unmade. Accompanied by afew toadies, he would snap on the
barracks lights at 2:00 on stormy nights, and order everyone outside into the rain, while he and his
sycophants searched the barracks for concedled liquor. Returning to the outside steps of the barracks he
would note angyrily that these men were up after taps, and would order them marched through the soaking
downpour dl night for punishment. On the following day, he would harass them for their duggish
unsoldierly bearing, and, to correct their attitude, would give them close order drill till they were dead on
their feet.

Oneday, following alengthy lecture on soldierly behavior, some worn strand of Bergen's
self-control snapped.

The officer and an admiring toady strolled past in front of Bergen as he stood in ranks. Bergen's
right hand reached out asif of its own accord, gripped the officer by the uniform jacket and jerked him
around. The hand released him, then came up again, to strike him full in the face. As Bergen stepped out
of ranks, several companions cameto life and grabbed him. Bergen was about to bash the officer's head
againg apost when they findly got him stopped. In the resulting court-martia, the officer's numerous and
flagrant misdeeds came to light. But Bergen neverthdesswas il in the stockade when Sergeant Hale of
the Interstellar Patrol came through searching for recruits, with histalk of good pay, forgiveness of past
sns, and asplendid future—if he could passthe tests.

"Now," said the colonel, his cool voice snapping Bergen back to the present, "we might aswell get
onwith thisfind tes.”

Bergen once again found himself lying flat on his back. Thistime, the cotsto either sde were empty,
as no other candidate on the ship had gotten thisfar. Bergen closed his eyes, and was conscious of a
drifting sensation such as he had felt before the previous tests. Then avoice was spesking to him, saying,
"Y ou have passed each of thefirst four tests. Each was designed to test certain elements of your physica
or mental make-up, and of your basic character. The test which followsisintended to examine one
particular persond trait. Thistrait has been tested only incidentally in previoustests. But it isatrait
especidly important to amember of the Interstellar Patral.

"History showsthat in any given Stuation, certain individuastend to survive. In agroup of
gunfighters, for instance, certain men stand out over aperiod of time. Isthisamatter only of reflexive
Speed, or isthere also something else? Amongst paliticians, someriserapidly to prominence, then fade
into inggnificance. Othersremain seedily in office. Some businessmen maintain ahigh pogtion while
othersrise and sink around them. Why? Is it amatter only of luck, friends, specid skills, or inherited
wedth? Men have had dl of these and failed. Others have begun with none of them, and succeeded.
Why? Isthere some specia skill—or perhaps some higher skill—that enables aman to use other skills
and advantages, combining them to gain hisends? If thereis, you will need it badly asamember of the
Interstellar Petrol. Y ou have dready been given someidea of what we consider this specid kill or
attitude to be. Wewill give you just one more hint:

"Julius Caesar, like many other grest leaders of the past, had this quality in good messure. Caesar
was once confronted by awalled town on a steep rocky hill. To attack it, he must advance uphill. The
enemy could hurl their missile weapons down at him, while his troops had to throw theirs uphill. The



enemy was sheltered. Caesar's troops were exposed. The walls were strong. The enemy had an
abundance of food stored inside, and, for water, had built closeto the site of aspring. To besiegethe
place would be along, dow, time-consuming process. To try to overwhelm it suddenly waslikely to
result in heavy losses.

"What should Caesar do? Should he attack with dl histroops? Or should he carry out adow,
methodical sege?

"Answer: Caesar cut the underground channd that fed the enemy's spring. With the spring dried up,
there was no water, and the enemy quickly surrendered.

"Thetest will now begin."

The drifting, floating sensation ended. Bergen opened hiseyesto find himsdf lying on adoppily
made-up cot. He wasin one corner of a cabin, with awindow opening sawed through the log wall near
the head of the cot. Thelog at the bottom of this window had been smoothed to form arough sill, and on
thissll sat acrude earthenware jug with acorncob in it for acork. As Bergen watched, adirty hand
reached up from outside, and took the jug off the sill. Therewas a pop! followed by agurgling sound.
Then therewas along sigh. The jug regppeared on the sill.

Bergen frowned, and looked around. The situation seemed to make no sense. But the apparent
sensalessness might itself be part of the test.

Bergen carefully sat up and |ooked around the room. A double-bitted ax with broken handlelay on
the rough plank floor across the room. A long-barreled gun had been dammed against a corner of the
stone fireplace with enough force to chip the stone and knock the gun barrel out of line. The gun lay on
thefloor near the ax. A number of smashed handmade tables, chairs and benches made severd hegps of
wreckage that cluttered the room. Large chunks had been chopped out of thelog wall, and chipswere
strewn around on the floor amidst the wrecked furniture, ax, and gun. The generd effect wasasif
someone had gone into amaniacal rage, and wrecked everything in sight. As Bergen's eyes adjusted to
the gloom, he could see the remains of a smashed earthenware bowl, and bits and pieces of what had
evidently once been arough window glazed with a cheap transparent plagtic.

Evidently, he was on a colony planet of the most primitive kind. And, somewhere nearby, was
whoever had been driven haf-crazy by the conditions that just naturaly existed on such acolony planet.
Bergen cautioudy put one hand on the foot of the cot, and leaned on it to step across a pile of
debris. The cot teetered and collapsed. Bergen was struggling to regain his balance when abillet of wood

came through the open window and struck him in the back of the neck, knocking him into a pile of
broken furniture with jutting legs and braces. One of these caught him in the middle of the forehead. He
saw adazzling burst of sparks.

Outside, someone spat.

Bergen dizzily picked himsdf up. His head was throbbing painfully. In the previoustests, hed at
least had a definite purpose. Now, he was told to manifest some obscure quality that was supposed to
distinguish successful gunmen, paliticians, businessmen, and generds. Bergen snorted. He wasn't even
sure there was any such qudlity.

From outside came a degp mae voice. "Coming out? Or do | drag you out?"

A burst of laughter followed, asif two or more men were outside, enjoying the situation.

Bergen was now sure that he must be on a colony planet in an early stage of development. Only on
such aplanet would he belikely to find aroughly-built log cabin, with ax and gun used astools, and with
alight platic, flown in by the supply ship, to serve the function of glass.

Ashewasthinking this, the cabin door flew open, and an individua whose shoulders spanned the
doorframe camein, glanced around and dung abillet of wood a him.

Bergen ducked. His opponent sprang across apile of trash, gripped him by the shirt and dammed
him againgt thelog wall. Therewas aburgt of lights, then blackness and dizziness.

The colond's voice was saying, "Y ou're very closeto failing thistest, Bergen. If your total score had
been alittle lower in the other tests, we'd flunk you now. Do you hear me?"



"Yes gar.”

"Anyonewith abrainin his head could have made better use of histime than you have. Theroom
wasfilled with potentia wegpons. Y ou had more than enough time to collect one. Instead, you did your
meditating on the Stuation before you were armed, even though that block of wood in the back of the
neck should have shown you had enemies. When your opponent camein, hisvison was momentarily dim
because of the bright light outside. But he found you in full view and empty-handed. Y our performance
so far ispathetic.”

"Yes gar.”

"Thanksto thispitiful start, the smulator has you on atrack where you'l find yoursef completely a
the mercy of petty opponents. Thisisgoing to be an unpleasant experience. If your performanceisno
better than it's been so far, you'd be better off to stop now. If you want, well end the test.”

"No, gr. | want to go on.”

"Y ou're warned, Bergen.”

"Yes, dr. Thank you."

"All right.”

Bergenfdt dizzy.

A voicewas saying, "Tickle him again, Con."

"Happy to, Milt."

A white-hot pincerstook hold of the calf of Bergen'sright leg and tore out a piece of flesh.

The pain snapped Bergen wide-awake. He found himsdlf sitting up, his back toward the outer edge
of the cabin's porch, with two men bent over him, one of them holding in alesther glove what looked like
alargeinsect. Bergen tried to spring to hisfeet, but his hands, tied behind his back, jerked him of
balance, so that his head banged back against a badly weathered post that supported the porch roof.

A familiar voice said, "L et him see how they taste, Con."

The nearer man leaned toward him, forced open Bergen's mouth and shoved something in. A
multitude of sharp claws scraped at histongue, teeth, and theinside of hismouth.

Bergen was wide-awake again. For an instant, he felt an uprush of rage. But then a sense of cold
caculation told him that, in this spot, the rage wouldn't work. Bergen concentrated on this cool inner
thought, nearly logt it, then brought it into full awareness, and suddenly he was perfectly cool himsdlf, his
mind concentrated on finding some opening. After amoment's intense thought, he saw one
possibility—then an ingtant later he saw another. And then his thoughts moved from point to point like a
lightning bolt seeking the line of least resstance, and suddenly he had aplan.

Bergen shifted his position to test hiswrists and ankles. He wrists weretightly tied. Hislegswere
free. No one was in sight save the two men bent over him. One of these was the broad-shouldered man,
gpparently named Milt, who had knocked him out. The other was an older man, called "Con,"” who now
jammed the large struggling many-clawed insect further into Bergen's mouth.

Bergen turned dightly, hisleft foot hooking behind the Ieft ankle of the broad-shouldered Milt, his
right leg drawing back asif hewould try to rall to hisleft to get up. At the sametime, he expelled the air
in hismouth, closing hislipswithout clenching histeeth.

He dammed hisright foot forward, to hit the broad-shouldered Milt at the left knee. Bergen'sleft
foot was dready hooked behind Milt'sleft ankle. Milt dammed back againgt thewall of the cabin.

But thiswas only one part of his problem. Meanwhile, the big insect squirmed violently in his mouth,
itslight and air cut off. Bergen opened his mouth dightly. Theinsact urgently thrust out into the light and
Bergen spat it towards the other of the two men, who sprang back out of the way.

Bergen got hisfeet under him and stood up, his hands, still tied together behind him, around the post
of the porch. The post felt about five inches thick, was smooth to the touch, and soft enough so that his
fingernails could dig into the surface.

Meanwhile, the older of the two men, Con, was just reaching to pick up abillet of wood from a



stack at the corner of the cabin. Hislarge friend, Milt, was starting to get to hisfeet, asavagelight in his
eyes. To ether sde were tumbled-down cabins, with no one e sein sight but awoman who now |leaned
againg the front wall of the nearest cabin, impassvely watching the fight. Bergen cast aglance over his
shoulder. Behind him was alarge furrowed weedy field dotted with mounds from three to fifteen feet
across, and from two to ten feet high. The whole place had a desolate, deserted look.

At the corner of the porch, Con had now selected his bolt of wood, and Milt was on hisfeet.

Bergen was facing Milt, with the post at the center of his back. He glanced at Con. "What'sthe
matter? Milt too yellow to fight his own fight?"

Con glanced a Milt. Milt hurled himself at Bergen. Bergen dropped.

Milt hit the post solidly.

With a splintering crack, the post gave way.

Bergen, twigting as hefdll, landed heavily on hisside, hishands till tied around the post, the dazed
Milt on top of him.

Bergen wormed hisway aong the post, and got his still-tied hands over the end.

Con was now coming toward him, holding a billet of wood ready to throw. Bergen rolled to his
feet, and jumped onto the porch.

The earthenware jug with the corncob cork till sat there on the windowsill. Bergen remembered the
sgh of pleasure held heard earlier.

"Throw that, and | smash thejug.”

Con hesitated. Bergen climbed in the window, twisted, and closed his fingers around the neck of the
jug. "Start troubleand | smashit.”

Milt now struggled to hisfeet. Con spoketo himin alow voice. Bergen picked hisway over the
wreckage to the corner of the room, dropped to a sitting position, let go of the jug, and found the broken
double-bitted ax.

His eyes were becoming accustomed to the relative dimness of the cabin. Holding the ax head by
the remnant of its splintered handle, he crossed the room to a still dimmer corner behind a clutter of
wreckage. He crouched behind an overturned table, took a fresh grip on the ax head, and carefully
worked it back and forth as the blade cut through the rope.

At thewindow, Milt, swaying dightly, looked into the room. Bergen massaged hiswrigts, quietly
picked up asolid round table leg.

The door opened, and Con eased in, blinking and holding abillet of wood in either hand.

Bergen tossed asmall broken stool across the room at the jug. The jug smashed. Con dung abillet
of wood toward the noise. Bergen sprang past the pile of wreckage, and rammed the end of the table leg
into Con's tomach. The rush carried him out the door. He caught aglimpse of Milt climbing inthe
window, smashed him on the back of the neck, knocking him dl theway in, followed himinside, hit him
over the head, and looked around.

Con was dtretched out by the door. Milt was stretched out by the window. Bergen glanced outside.
The woman was leaning againgt the porch post of the next cabin, watching him.

From oneof thetal circular moundsin the field, acolumn of marching insects was winding out
acrossthefidd, itsfar end nowherein sight. Bergen stepped out on the porch, and looked dl around.

When he glanced back, the woman was standing about six feet away, smiling. Her eyeshad a
glazed look.

"Honey," she breathed, and swayed toward him.

Bergen uneasily stepped back.

From somewhere came apeculiar rustling. He looked around, to see that the ribbon of insects
issuing from the mound in the field had changed direction, and was gpproaching the cabinsin awide lane.
As hewatched, the insects burst out of the grass onto the porch.

The woman looked around, screamed, and fainted.



Bergen swore, heaved her onto his shoulder, and ssumbled toward the next cabin. The rustling
continued, apparently al around him, and he saw another wide line of insects pour onto the porch of the
cabininfront of him.

A faint shadow swung across the side of the cabin in front of him.

Bergen whirled and strode toward the edge of thefield. For amoment, his thinking processes were
amogt blotted out by the redlization of what must be happening to the unconscious men in the cabin. But
there was nothing he could do about it.

Meanwhile, as histhoughts dwelt on this, the shadow held briefly noticed stresked fast acrossthe
field, therewas arush of wind, sharp talons sank in at the base of his neck and left shoulder, therewasan
agonizing wrench, and then the ground was faling away, the woman lying on the ground looking blankly
up a him, huge leathery wings creaking around him, and he was carried up, and up, to hover high over a
large stained boulder, and then he was et go.

Therewas aterrific concussion.

* * %

Bergen dazedly opened hiseyes.

The colond was standing by the cot. He beamed. "I had my doubts for awhile there. But you made
it

Bergen sat up dizzily. He took a deep breath. ™Y our mind hasto be aways on the problem, doesn't
it?'Y ou have to keep looking for achance, an opening, and be poised to take advantage of it."

"Let'ssay," said the colond, "that there's a certain hard-to-define attitude you haveto attain, a
certain frame of mind. In the other tests, it wasincidenta, though lack of it would finish youintime. Inthis
ted, it was centrd. Sdf-pity, complaining, prolonged indecision, fear, dread, any of anumber of
digtractions would finish you in short order. The test was programmed to keep the crises coming at you
faster and faster. Y ou bungled thefirst part, but once you straightened out you did well. Were proud of
you."

Bergen felt the heady flush of victory. He had succeeded. He had outwitted the stockade.

The colond gripped his hand, then turned toward the hatch. *Follow me, my boy, and well get you
your outfit. Then you can begin training immediately." He led the way out through astoreroom filled with
temporarily pardyzed gorillas, aligators, grizzly bears, and other assorted tools-of -the-trade.

To make conversation as he passed through this place, Bergen remarked, "I1tll be ardlief to get to
work. That's the roughest entrance exam I've ever heard of "

"Oh, sure," said the colond, brushing aside a sack full of coral snakes. "But we have to make the
process of sdection tough, so you can survivethetraining.” He gave Bergen alook of fatherly pride. "The
timewill come, my boy, when you'll look back on these admission testsand smile.”

The colonel stepped out into the corridor.

A chill passed through Bergen as hefollowed.

Ashetrailed the colond down the hall, now afull-fledged recruit in the Interstellar Patrol, alittle
question occurred to Bergen:

"Just what was so bad about the stockade?!
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