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‘ ‘ ere going th.rnu.gh!" The Commander’s
voice was like thin ice bre-a_l:ing. He
wora his -dress uniform, with the heavily braided
white cap pulled down ralashly over one cold gray
eve. “We can’t make it, sir. It aPn:-i]_i.n.g fora
hurricane, iffn:lu ask me.” “T'm not -a.:al-ung you,
Lieutenant Berg,” said the Commander. “Throw on
the power lights! Rev her up to 8,500! We're going
through!” The pounding of the cylinders increased:
tﬂ.‘PDELLEtﬂ.‘PDEl—LEtﬂ—PDEkEtﬂ-PH.-EEfE:FE-.E‘.&E!E’.T11E

Commander stared at the ice ﬂ:-rm_ing on the P]lut
window. He walled over and twisted a row of
cnmPhcatad diale. “Switch on No. B amﬂ.m_n. " he shouted. “Switch on No. 8 am.ﬂ.t-an
repeated Lisutenant Berg. “Full strength in No. 3 turret” shouted the Commander. “Full
auengﬂ:l. in No. 3 turret!” The cre-u_.b-end.mg to their varicue tasks in the huge_. hurﬂ:.n.g
Eight—englned l"":m'_'l.' ]'.I.j.'dIDP].E.ﬂE, locked at each other and grinned. “Tha Old Man'll get
uz thrn:rug]:l.,” t'h.a-}' said to one another. “The Old Man ein't afreid of Hell™. ..

“MNot so fast! You're dIlving too fast!” said Mrs. :"-.T_11:|:1. “What are you de.'-.-'].ﬂg so fast for™

*Hmm™ said Walter :'I-Ett:l.'. He locked at his wife, in the seat beside him, with shocked
astomishment. She ssemed gms:al}' unfamiliar, like a strange woman who had _"l,'E]lEd at
him in a crowd. “You were up to fifty-frve,” she said. “You know I don't like to go more
then E:brl:_l;. You wera up to ﬁf't_l;-ﬁve.”\valrer :"r[itl:_l; drove on toward "l.vaterbur_l; in silencs,
the roaring of the SN202 ﬂln:-ugh the worst storm in twenty years anm‘_'l; ﬂ1,1.|:1g fﬂ.ding
in the remote, intimata alrways of hiz mind. “You're tensed up ﬂgﬂin,” said Mre. :"r[itl:_rr.
“It’s one D-f:l,'D-LII d.a_f,'sa.:[ wich }'n:-u’d lat Dr. Renchaw lock you over.”

Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of the building where his wife went to have her
hair done. “Remember to get thoze overshoes while I'm heving my hair done,” she said. T
don't need overshoes,” said Mitty. She put her mirror back into her bag, “We've been all
through that,” she said, getting out of the car. “You're not a young man any longer.” He



raced the engine a littla. :\vhy don't VOou wear your glmms? Have vou lost your glmms?”
Welter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the gloves. He put them on, but after

sha had turned and gone into the blﬁlding and he had driven on to a red ].'Lghr, he took
them off again. “Pick it up, brother!” snapped a cop as the light chenged, and Mirty
haetily pulled on hiz gloves and lurched shead. He drove around the streetz aimlescly for
& time, and then ha drowve past the hﬂal:-it-al on his way to the Pﬂ.rl:i.n.g lot.

e a Ite the millionaire b-a.n.l-:ar_."l.‘i-'reﬂin.gtﬂn Mechillan,” seid the pretty nurse. “Yea:" said
Wealter Mitry; removing his gloves elowly. “Who hae the caze™ “Dir. Renshew and Dr.
Benbow, but there are two zpeciglists here, Dr. Remington from New York end Dr.
Pritchard-Mitford from London. He flew over.” A door opaned down a long, cool
corridor and Dir. Renshaw came out. He looked distraught and haggard. “Hello, Mirry,”
he said. “We're h-a.ving the devils own time with McMillan, the millionsire banker and
cloee personal friend of Roosevelt. Obetrecsis of the ductal tract. Tertiary. Wich youd
take a look at him.” “Glad to,” said Mitty,

In the operating room there ware w]:l.i:aparad introductions: “Dr Ramingt{m_. Dr :"r[irl:_l;.
Dr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. E.T_itl:_'l.'.” “T've read your book on E.u'el:-rn:-ﬂuiv:nalz._.” said
Pritchard-Mitford, eheking hande. “A brilliant performance, sir.” | hank you,” said
Wealter Mitty: “Didn’t know you were in the States, Mitty,” grumbled Remington. "Coels
to Newcaatls, brlnging Mitford and me up here fora 1:-&]:1:].-3.1'_1‘.’P “You are very land,” said
:'I-E.tl:_‘l.'. A hu.ge_. mmP]icatad machine, connected to the operating table, with rmany tubes
and wires, began at this moment to go pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. “The new ansssthetizer
15 gIving w-a.:l.".”ahnutad an interne.” | here is no one in the East who knows how to fox 1tl”
“Quiet, man!” said I'n]'.irr_-.-, in & low, cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which was now
going pocketa-pocketa-quesp-pocketa-queep. He began fingering delicately a row of
g]iatanlng digle. “Give me a fountain Fen:” he E:n-a.PIJE-d. Someone handed him a fountsin
pen. He pulled a faulty piston out of the machine and inserted the pen in its place. “That
will hold for ten minutes,” he said. “Get on with the Dpamﬂum”ﬂ. nurse hurried over and
whizpered to Renshaw, and Mitty saw the man tum pale. “Coreopaiz has set in,” said
Renshaw nervoushy: “If you would take over, Mitty™" Mitty looked at him and at the
craven figure of Benbow, who drank, and at the grave, uncertain faces of the two great
aPaciﬂ]ista. =If':mu wieh,” he eaid. T]:l.a_f; :a]iI:lPad a whita gown on him: he adjuate-d & mask
and drew on thin gloves; nurses handed him shining . ..

“Back it up, Mac! Look out for that Buicl!” Walter :"r[ltl:_l;jmad on the brakes. x‘.‘-’mng
lane, Mac,” said the parking-lot attendant, locking at Mitty closely: “Gee. Yeh,” muttered
:'I-I_'I.tl:‘l. He be-gﬂn -::autin:rusl:r to back out of the lane marked “Faat G'J:ll}'.” “Leave her =it
thers,” said the attendant. “T'll put her away.” Mitty got out of the car. “Hev, better leave
the ll:E:r.” “Oh,” said llitr:l.'_. hﬂ.nd_ing the man the 1gmition ll.'.E}'. The attendant vaulted into
the car, backed it up with inzolent ekill, end put it where it belonged.



They're zo damn cocky; thought Walter Mitty, walking elong Main Street; they think
they know everything. Once he had tried to take his chains off, outside New Milford,
and he had got them wound around the axles. A man had hed to come out in & wrecking
car and unwind them, & young, grinning garageman. Since then Mre. Mitty always made
him drive to a garags to have the chaine talken off. The next time, he ﬂ:mught_. I'll wear
my right arm in a eling; they won't grin at me then. I'll have my right arm in a eling and
thE:l."]l gee | couldn’t Pus-.uibl}' take the chains nﬁ‘nx_'l.'a.-alf. He kicked at the slush on the
amdewallz. “Overshoes,” he said to himeelf, and he beg-a_u 1&:::1:1:15 for a ehoe store.

When he came out into the street again, with the overshoes in & box under his arm,
Walter Mirtry began to wonder what the other thing was his wife had told him to get.
She had told him, twice, before they set out from their houss for Waterbury. In a way he
hated these weekly trips to town—he was always getting something wrong. Kleenex, he
thought, Squibb'’s, rezor blades® No. Toothpasts, toothbrush, bicarbonate, carborundum,
initiative and referendum? He gave it up. But she would remember it. “Whaere the
what'z-its-name’” she would ask. “Dion’t tell me you forgot the what’s-ite-name.” A
ﬂB‘l."n"'E-bl:I_"l,' went b}' ahnuting a-:-mething about the “ﬁa.te-:bur}' trial.

Cas “P&rhﬂpa this will refresh your me-m-:r:rj.'.”ThE Diatrict .:'!!Lttume]; Buddenl}' thrust a
hem'_'r automatic at the quiet ﬁgu.re on the witnese stand. “Hawve you ever seen this
before?™ VWalter Jt[irr_n; took the gun and examined it B:.'u:l:ue-rﬂ}'. “This is my “."E-blej."-
Vickers 50.50," he said -EE]JI]J.‘_'i.‘. An excited buzz ran eround the cnm‘tmn:-m.ThEIudgE
rapped for order. “You are a crack shot with any sort of firearma, [ believe®" said the
District af':.tl:ume];, inalnuatingl}'. “ij&cﬁnn'.”:ahnutad :'lr[itl:_l."s attornsy. “Wa heve shown
that the defendant could not have fired the shot. We have shown that he wore hiz right
arm in & sling on the night of the fourteanth of July” Wealter Mitty raised his hand briefly
and the bickering attorneys were stilled. “With any known make of gun,” he said evenly,
“1 could heve killed Gregory Firzhurst at thres hundred fest with sy lofF band.”
Pandemonium broke loose in the courtroom. A woman'’s scream ross above the bedlam
and E.udde-:ﬂ:r & ln:ﬁrel}', darle-haired gi.rl was In Vvalter E.T.itl:_r’a grma. T he District .:'!!Lttume];
struck at her sevegely. Without rizsing from his chair, Mitty let the man have it on the

ks

IJ-Jinr of the chin. “You miserable cur!™...

“Puppy biscuit,” said Walter Mirry. He stopped walking and the buildings of Waterbury
rose up out of the misty courtroom and surrounded him again. A woman who was
passing laughed. “He said "Puppy biscuit, ™ she eaid to her companion. “That man said
:PUPP}' biscuit’ to himaslf.™ Walter :I'I-].'I-.tt:l.' hurried on. He went into an A. 5 P, not the
first one he came to but a emaller one farther up the street. °I want some biscuit for emall,
young dogs,” he said to the clerk. “_-'3'111_1' epecial brand, sir™ The greatest pistol shot in the
world thought a moment. “It says Puppies Bark for It" on the box,” said Walter Mirty:



1z wife would be ﬂln:rug]:l. at the hairdressers in fifteen minutes, ..-"'-litl:_'l.' EAWY 171

ln:ioldng at his watch, unless ﬂlm. had trouble dr:t'ing it ometimes t]'.I.E_"I.' had
trouble drying it. She didn't like to get to the hotel firet; she would want him to be there
waiting for her as usual. He found & big leather chair in the lobby, facing & window, and
he put the cvershoes and the Pupp:rbla-:uit on the floor beside it. He I:licl:ed up an ald
copy ﬂf.[fé-:l.sﬂj-' and sank down into the chair. “Can Gann-a_u:l.' Ccm-::]uar the Werld
Thn:-ugh the Air®™ Welter E.T_'Lm locked at the pictures of b-:rmbing F].-a_uea and of ruined
streeta.

von Lhe n:ﬂ.mmmding has got the wind up 1n young R_-ale-lg]:l., air, said the sergeant.
Captain Mitty locked up at him through touselled hair. "Get him to bed,” he said wearily.
“With the others. I'll ﬂ]; glone.” “But you can't, gir,” said the sergeant mudﬂu:al}'. “It takas
two men to handle that bomber and the Archies are pounding hell out of the air. Von
Richtman’s circus 13 between here and Sau]jar.”ﬂﬂnmabnd}"a got to get that ammunition
dump,” said Mitty. “T'm going over. Spot of brandy™ He poured a drink for the sergeant
and one for himself. War thundered and whined around the dugout and battered at the
door. There was & rending of wood and eplinters flew through the room. “A bit of & near
thing,” gaid Cal:urﬂln :'I-Ert:l.' CMEIEEEJ.:I,‘. “The box bﬂ.n'-a.ge- 12 r:ln:naing in,” said the sergeant.
“We n:-nl}' live once, Sergea.ﬂt_.” said .:'nﬁrt_'l.'_. with his faint, ﬂaetln_g smile. “Or do we?” Ha
poured another brandy and toesed it off. T never zee @ man could hold his brandy like
you, air,” said the sergeant. “Begging your parden, sir.” Captain Mitty stood up and
atr-a.P]:hEd on his ]:l.uge ‘-‘rfn_blelp—vi-:kera automatic, “It's fc:rl:_rr kilomestres thrnugh hell, =ir,”
said the sergeant. ll'-l.‘l.‘l.'_‘l.' finished one last brmd}'. “After all,” he said a-:r{:ﬂ_'r_. “what 1an't?”
The pounding of the cannon increased; thers was the rat-tat-tatting of machine guns,
and from somewhers came the menacing pocketz-pocketa-pocketa of the new flame-
throwers, Welter Mitty walked to the door of the dugout humming “Auprés de Ma
Blende.” He turned and waved to the sergeant. *Cheeriol"he said. ...

Something struck his shoulder. “Tve been looking all over this hotel for you,” said Mre.
Mitty. “Why do you have to hide in thiz old chair® How did you expect me to find you?”
:T]'Jinga close in,” said Walter .:'I-E.i'-l‘_'l.' 'Fa.guel}'. “What™ Mr=. E.T_'Lm said. “Dhid you get the
what's-1te-name’ The PUPPY biscuit? What's in that box?” “Orvershoes,” said :"-.T_ltl:'l.
“Couldn’t you have put them on in the store:” "] waa thinking,” said Walter Mitty: “Does
it ever occur to you that | am sometimes ﬂﬁnldng?” She looled at him. “T'm going to tala
your temperature when [ get you home,” she said.

]:I.E-_"i.' went out thrn:lugh the ra*m-h‘ing doors that made a fﬂiﬂﬂ:l,‘ deriaive '..vhiz.ﬂin.g

gound when you pushed them. It was two blocks to the parking lot. At the
drugatore on the corner she said, “Wait here for me. I forgot something. I won'tbe a
minute.” She was more than a minute. Walter Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to rain,
rain with sleet in it. Ha stood up against the wall of the n:]rugatnre_. E.Im:-l:lng. ...Ha put
hie shoulders back and hiz heels together. “To hell with the handkerchief,” said Walter



:'I-I.'-I.tl.'_‘l.' aﬂnmﬁﬂl}; He took one last -:].mg on hie clgarette end amI:lPEd 1t @way. Then, with
that faint, fleeting amile playing ebout hie lipe, he faced the firing squad; erect and
motionless, proud and disdsinful, Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to the last. +
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