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Throckmorton Pendergast was deeply concerned, and he pondered about what could be done about the Abyssinian warlords and their devious plans. As he pondered, he walked  and in the course of his walking he came to a park. He had some peanuts in his pocket, so he sat down on a bench under a tree and began to feed the squirrels. A little girl came along, she couldn't have been more than six or seven years old, and she sat down on the other end of the bench. She was wearing a pretty little flowered dress and Converse high-top sneakers.

“You look worried mister, what, may I ask, is troubling you?” she inquired, in a very adult tone of voice. 

Throckmorton was a tad disconcerted, but he was a polite fellow, and really, the little girl was being most solicitous about his feelings, so he replied, “It’s those Abyssinian warlords you know, they're up to no good.” 

“Oh, I do know,” said the girl, angrily, “They're just so terrible!” 

“Wow,” replied Throckmorton, “There's not too many people that are aware of the threat.” 

“Well,” the little girl said, “I am certainly not ‘most people’, and I definitely share your concern.” 

“That's wonderful!” he said, “Do you, by any chance, have any ideas about what could be done about them?” 

“Oh I have a lot of ideas,” she said, “but I'm just a little girl and there's not much I can do all by myself. Maybe if I had a helper...?” 

“Maybe I could help you,” offered Throckmorton.

“Maybe you could,” she mused, “Are you by any chance the sort of socially awkward misfit that lives in an old moldering house that’s full of outdated junk?”

“That’s a pretty accurate description of me, I must admit,” he replied, “How ever did you know?” 

“Just a lucky guess,” she replied, “I’m a pretty perceptive little girl.” 

“Well, I guess you are,” replied Throckmorton.

“Look,”  she said, “I better be getting home. It’s getting a bit late, and my mommy and daddy will be worried about me. By the way, I’m Katy, what’s your name?”

“I’m Throckmorton,” he replied.

“Nice to meet you,” she said, shaking his hand firmly, “Meet me here tomorrow morning at 10 o'clock, and let's see what we can do about the problem.” 

And with that, she scampered off.

The next morning, 10 o'clock on the dot, sure enough, there she was, back on the park bench. 

“Let's go to your place and check out all that junk,” she said. 

So they left the park and walked along down the road. Suddenly the little girl said, “Quick hold my hand!” and she reached up and grabbed his hand. Just then a police cruiser pulled over, and the officer rolled down the window. 

“Where do you think you're going with that little girl?”, said the cop suspiciously. 

“Oh don't worry Officer,” Katy piped up, “He’s my uncle. I know he looks like a disreputable old coot, but really he's a retired nuclear scientist and we're gonna go see what we can do about those Abyssinian warlords.” 

The cop chuckled, “Well in that case, best of luck!”, and he drove off. 

“Whew!”, said the little girl, “That was a close one!” 

When they got to Throckmorton's house they had to enter through the back door, as the living-room of his house, was so cluttered with stuff that the front door could no longer be opened. Frankly, every room in the house, with the exception of the kitchen, was in the same state. The little girl looked around.

“You’re not much of a housekeeper, are you?”

“I guess I’m not,” he admitted sheepishly.

“That’s OK,” she said, “I can see you’ve got some really cool stuff here.”

With that, she climbed up the pile in the living-room and started pulling out various things. 

“Give me a hand with this old cathode ray TV set,” she said, “And you wouldn't happen to have an oscilloscope would you?” 

Throckmorton helped her ease the heavy old TV set down to a little patch of cleared floor and replied that, yeah, he was pretty sure he did, and then he went off to look for it. He found the oscilloscope underneath a bed. When he returned to the living room he saw that she had assembled quite a little pile. There was the old TV set, a 1965 Fender Deluxe guitar amp,  a flying saucer toy from the late 50s and an old electric mandolin, also a Fender. 

“You wouldn't happen to have a soldering iron would you?” she asked.

“Sure do!” replied Throckmorton, and off he went off to retrieve it. When he returned with the soldering iron, she went right to work. Various components of the TV set and the oscilloscope were wired together and then she affixed a cord with a phone jack onto the back of this assemblage, which she then proceeded to plug into the Deluxe amp. She plugged the cord from the mandolin into the second input of the amp.

“Need an electrical outlet,” she said.

That took quite a bit of shuffling stuff around, but eventually the power source was uncovered.

“What’s the flying saucer toy for?” he asked.

“Tell you later,” she replied.

She plugged the power cord of the Fender amp into the outlet and flipped the power switch. There was a loud buzz, a little puff of smoke came out the back of the amp, and then there was silence. She turned off the power switch and unplugged the amp. 

“Well, that certainly wasn't optimum,” Katy sighed. 

She poked around in the back of the amp, then looked up at Throckmorton. 

“You wouldn't happen to have any other guitar amps around here would you?” 

“Oh yes,” he replied proudly, “I’ve got an old Supro, there's a couple of Carvins, a couple of Marshalls...”

“Whoa!” she interrupted him, “You've got a Marshall?” 

“Oh, I've got three of them,” he replied, “A 100 watt Plexi, a 200 watt Super Lead, and a JCM from the mid 80s.” 

“Wait a minute,” she said, “You've got a Marshall 200 watt Super Lead?” 

“Sure do,” he replied proudly, “Bought it brand new, back in 1968.” 

“Well let's get it out here,” Katy said. 

“That might take a bit of digging,” he mused. 

“Then let's get right to it,” she replied.

The old Marshall amp was under a pile of Scientific American magazines and comic books, which took awhile to dig through, but at least they weren’t too heavy, and they had it out in about 20 minutes or so. They placed the very heavy amp head on a tarp, and with both of them pulling as hard as they could, they got it out into the living-room. The 4x12 speaker cabinet for the amp was on casters, and rolled easily, which was most helpful. 

Katy took a second look at the assembly of components from the old TV set and the oscilloscope that she’d wired together to see what mistake she might have made that damaged the Deluxe amp. 

“Oh silly me,” she said, “Of course!”, and she went back to work with the soldering iron.

“You’re really quite a whiz with that soldering iron!”,  Throckmorton said admiringly.

”Thank you,” she replied, blushing a bit, “my cousin Trixy taught me”. She fiddled around with the equipment a bit more.

“Got a circuit tester?”, she asked.

“That’s an easy one,” he
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