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“Hello, Toots,” sald Tubby. “Mest the Professor and Angelina.

THE GADGET GIRL

Tubby and the Professor Rush Through Space to Rescue a
Damsel in Distress and Meet a Lady with a Melting Glance!

“There’s three in the first row,” “Education is wonderful” Jake
Tubby said. “Come on, let’s grab agreed.

‘em. “Sure gives you plenty to think

With Jake and Pete close after him, about,” Pete declared with awe,
Tubby shoved his way down the aisle. The little platform was indeed awe
He wedged his fat little body into one “inspiring. The lecturer had not yet ap-
of the three chairs that fronted the peared, but all his scientific gadgets
small raised platform. ' were here mounted on three tables.
“Swell seats,” he whispered. “Lecture There were mysterious looking rows of
on thought waves. Sure ought to give us tubes, like the tubes of a radio; a big

80

THE lecture hall was almost full. plenty to think about. Am I right?”
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globe of thin glass with what looked
like a shiny little metal weather-vane
mounted inside; a snaky tangled mass of
small glass tubing, like a scrambled un-
lighted neon sign; a gruesome helmet
with electrodes that suggested the death
chair at Sing Sing.

Tubby squirmed in his seat as he gazed
at the helmet. Front row seats could
have disadvantages at an affair like this.

“If he wants to make a test on us,”
he whispered, “you try it, Jake. Your
thoughts sure are—"

Tubby’s suggestion was lost in a stir
from the audience as a woman appeared
on the platform. She was evidently the
lecturer’s assistant. Quietly she moved
among the apparatus, inspecting it, ad-
justing it here and there.

“Sure knows her business,” Jake mur-
mured. “Brains and scientific knowl-
edge—that’s unusual.”

HE looked it. She was maybe fifty

—tall, skinny and hatchet-faced.
Tubby stared at her with repugnance
while she calmly switched a current into
the tangled mass of tubing so that it
glowed and bubbled with purple fluo-
rescence.

His attention wandered to a fluffy
young girl sitting across the aisle. Cute
little dish with dimples and curves.
Tubby nudged Jake.

“Take a look,” he whispered. “If I
was this lecturer I sure could pick me
an assistant like that.”

A ripple of applause burst from the
audience as the slim, slightly bald, mid-
dle-aged lecturer appeared. The hatchet-
faced female stood quietly to one side,
alert to do his bidding.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the lecturer
began when the applause had subsided,
“in presenting to you tonight this re-
markable series of experiments with
thought waves, I must explain to you
our modern conception of what, scienti-
fically, a thought actually is. As per-
haps you know, about thirty or forty
years ago Sir William Crookes, the in-
ventor of the Crookes’ fluorescent tube,
forerunner of all our Neon signs—"

The lecturer made a gesture towards

his apparatus.

“Sir William Crookes,” he went on,
“was the first to recognize that thought
actually is a vibration—a tangible
thing.”

This lecturer evidently believed in

getting to the meat of the business at
once. Tubby braced himself for a swift
absorption of meaty scientific knowl-
edge.
“And now,” the lecturer said, “it is a
demonstrable fact that thought is an
electric impulse—a definite, tangible im-
pulse of electric charge sent out by the
brain. An impulse of infinitely tiny, in-
finitely rapid vibration of the ether, A
little wave of immense velocity, with
the brain its sending station. And thus,
another brain at some distant point, if
properly attuned, is capable of receiv-
ing those thought waves. We call that
thought transference; telepathy.”

Meaty stuff. With his feet swinging
clear of the floor, Tubby sat soaking up
the intricate data. Presently he was
aware of a twitch at his coat sleeve.
Turning, he saw there was a man be-
side him in the aisle.

“Lemme alone,” Tubby murmured in-
dignantly. “I’m listenin’ to the lecture.
It's important.”

“I'm important, too,” the man re-
torted. He was a tall, thin, stringy-
looking man in baggy black clothes. His
gray-white hair was spread in scraggly
strands over his bald spot. His sunken
cheeks were like wrinkled brown parch-
ment. His voice was a hoarse, urgent
whisper,

Tubby was startled.

“What do you want?” he demanded.

“I need help. Someone to help me.
Someone who understands this thought
science. The minute I saw you I knew
you were the man. Please, come with
me, just for a few minutes. My woman,
my thought-girl, needs me and I've got
to get to her at once.”

A girl? A girl who needed help?
That certainly was important.

“Where is she?” Tubby whispered.
Before he realized it, he was out of his
seat and the stranger was urging him
along the dim aisle toward a side exit
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door. “Where is she?” Tubby demanded
again. “She’s a good looker? How do
we get to her?”

“I knew you'd help me.” Immense
gratitude was in the man's hoarse voice.
“I could see you would, by the kindly
look on your face. And the intelligence.
But we must hurry.”

T WAS obvious that they couldn’t
talk details when they were hurry-
ing along this way.

Outside the lecture hall the dim street
was almost deserted. The stranger’s
bony hand clutched Tubby's arm with a
trembling grip,

“You're all excited,” Tubby said.
“Take it easy, don't be scared. - Where
we going?”

“To my laboratory. It isn't far, just
around the corner. You see, I'm a
thought-professor. That lecturer you
were listening to tonight is just a be-
ginner, a theatrical trickster. I'm Pro-
fessor Ponder. I was the first, the very
first, to discover that thought actually
is a tangible, scientific thing. I've
delved into the science of thought waves
very deeply. And now I've got the ap-
paratus all finished—just today.”

“That’s fine,” Tubby said. “Pleased
to meet you, Perfessor. I'm Tubby. You
need my help. Am I right?”

“Of course you're right.
dare make the trip alone.”

“And your girl's in trouble and we
gotta get to her in a hurry to help her.
Right? Is she a good looker?”

The last question seemed to strike at
the Professor with all the importance it
had Tubby. They were just entering a
dark hallway of a shabby brownstone
lodging house. At a big wooden door
the Professor turned and stared down at
Tubby.

“She’s the most beautiful of all women
who live,” he said hoarsely. In the dim-
ness his sunken eyes were gleaming. “Or
ever have lived, or ever will live. How
could she help but be? I created her.
With my thoughts I fashioned her into
everything most noble of glorious wom-
anhood. And now, she exists out there.
I've seen her. I saw her this afternoon,

I wouldn’t

just for the minute I had my image-grid
working. But I can’t leave her forever
in the oblivion of the gt 1l
Her eyes pleaded with me to come and
get her. So I'm going. That's where
we’re going, you and I, right now.”

Meaty stuff. Tubby gulped.

“Where did you say we were going,
Perfessor?” he asked.

They had entered the Professor’s
laboratory room. It was a big, shabby,
room, littered with weird scientific ap-
paratus. Tubby could see at once that
this was the real McCoy, not like the
cheap theatrical gadgets on that lecture
platform. On the floor here there was
a black glass screen, with coiled wires
hanging from it. The glass of the screen
was broken, with the black wires of its
mesh holding it partly together.

\HE Professor noticed Tubby’s rue-
ful gaze.

“I broke it,” he acknowledged. “When
I saw her out there in the thought-
realm I got excited and knocked it on
the floor. And now it can never show
her to me again.”

“But if we’re going to her, what dif-
ference?” Tubby said. “Am I right?
Perfessor, listen, what's this thought-
realm business? You gotta tell me.”

“Yes. Yes, of course I have.” The Pro-
fessor was across the room, pulling out
some apparatus with shaking hands. He
was terribly excited.

“I hate to take the time now for de-
tails,” he said, “but I must, of course.
The ght-realm is the of
all human thought. A realm of a dif-
ferent vibration-rate from ours here. A
different state of being, but equally real.
A coexisting realm—oh, dear, we're
wasting so much time, and this is so
elementary.”

“You can talk while you work,” Tub-
by suggested. “Get that apparatus ready,
but don’t get so excited. The more haste
the less speed. Am I right?”

“Yes. Yes, that's right,” agreed the
Professor. “This is my transition
mechanism. Two of them, one for you
and one for me. They'll change the vi-
bration-rate of our bedies, building an
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aura around us—that's my electro-
magnatite field—so that our clothes and
personal belongings close to our bodies
also undergo the change. It will be a
progressive change of our state of being,
until we ourselves exist in the other
realm. It's all so elementary—in prin-
ciple, I mean, because it took real genius
to devise my apparatus to make the
physical transition practical. I hardly
need explain this, to you especially.”

“Right,” Tubby agreed. “I'm up on
stuff like this. This thought-realm place
where your girl's trapped—that's the
fourth dimension.”

“Or the fifth, or the sixth or seventh,”
the Professor said. “Those are only arbi-
trary terms meaning a different dimen-
sion from ours. Here, you put this head-
gear on, and run these wires down to
your wrists and ankles. Fasten the belt.
You take this one, it's bigger.”

The thing was made of some extraor-
dinarily light metal. It was easy to
adjust, and Tubby had it on in a mo-
ment. It wasn’t particularly bother-
some.

“Swell,” he said. “We're about ready,
Perfessor. Your girl, she knows we're
coming? Why is she in such a rush?
She’s been out there a long time al-
ready.”

“All her existence,” the Professor
agreed, “Out there, buried in oblivion,
with only me thinking of her. Here’s
the battery box. Fasten it to your belt.”

They had just completed their prepa-
rations when a drastic thought occurred
to Tubby. A girl as beautiful as that,
all dimples and curves and everything
——she couldn’t be out there in that other
realm without the people there noticing
her. When the Professor had seen her
on his image-grid this afternoon her
eyes had pleaded with him. A look of
anguished appeal? Of course! Because
she was frightened! Because some dirty
villain was after her, and the Professor
and Tubby would have to come in &
hurry.

E TOLD the Professor his deduc-
tions. They were so logical you
couldn’t help but realize they were true.

But it was an error to tell them to the
Professor. It threw the poor man into
a panic.

“Oh dear, you're right, of course,” he
moaned. “Hurry, let’s get started. Just
slide that little switch on your belt
buckle. We must start together and al-
ways keep together.”

‘The terrified Professor was trembling.
Tubby took the situation in hand.

“Hadn’t we better sit down?"” he sug-
gested. “The shock of starting might
leave us dizzy.”

“Oh yes—yes, of course,” agreed the
Professor. “I forgot that.”

They sat down on the board floor, side
by side.

“Now,” Tubby said. “I'll count three.
Here we go—one! Two! Three—"

He slid the little switch. Things hap-
pened so instantly that his voice inton-
ing the word three seemed to get lost
in the chaos. This thought-wave transi-
tion certainly began with speed.

Tubby had a vision of the laboratory
walls dissolving into nothingness. The
impression was blurred a little because
his head gave a wild lurch and every-
thing inside him seemed turning over.
The shock of it knocked him on his back.
For a minute he lay dazed, with the Pro-
fessor clutching at him.

“Oh my goodness—I didn't realize it
would be quite so swift as this.” The
Professor’s frightened voice was a
weird, moaning blur. It seemed to come
from very far away. But it didn’t of
course, because the Professor was right
here.

“Okay, take it easy, hold everything,”
Tubby muttered. Somebody had to be
in control here, and the Professor cer-
tainly had gone to pieces. “We're okay,
Professor. Don't get excited.”

In a manner of speaking, they still
were okay. Tubby couldn’t feel any
pain anywhere. In fact he couldn’t feel
much of anything except the Professor’s
shaking grip. The floor under them was
gone. Everything was gone, so that they
seemed like two blobs without any
weight, floating in emptiness. Tubby
began to kick his legs violently, and in
a minute he seemed to have himself in a
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position what might be called sitting up,
with the Professor huddling beside him.

The transition mechanisms were hum-
ming faintly. Tubby could feel the heat
of the metal bands on his wrists and
ankles, and the band of the helmet
around his forehead. Looking down at
his legs he could see he hadn’t changed
any, and the Professor looked and felt
normal.

But everything else was just a gray
empty abyss. It was obviously horribly
big. Billions and billions of miles of
emptiness under them, above them and
to the sides. Much bigger than being
out in Interplanetary Space, where at
least the stars would give you something
to hold onto. Here there was just noth-
ing.

“Lucky we don't fall,” Tubby said.
“Looks awful far down there, eh, Per-
fessor?”

“Don't look down,” the Professor
moaned. “It’s awful.”

“Where are we?” Tubby demanded.
“Brace up, Perfessor. Keep your mind
on this. We don't want to make any
errors.”

The Professor pulled himself to-
gether.

“Actually we're all right,” he declared.
“Our bodies are changing their dimen-
sions—a progressive change of vibratory
character. A new state of being. We're
incompatible now with our earth-world,
and so we can no longer perceive it.”

“All according to Hoyle,” Tubby
agreed. “Correct. And when we get
to be like the thought-realm, then we'll
be there. Say, these waves sure are
speedy.”

HE flow of movement was obvious
now. It was like being on a fast
train, you couldn’t exactly tell whether
you were moving forward, or the scenery
was coming toward you and passing at
the sides. There was a sort of scenery
here now, a gigantic swirling mist out in
the abyss. Tubby stared at the mists.
Up ahead, billions of miles away, the
whirling shadows seemed to have some
sort of shape.
“Look, Perfessor?” Tubby cried.

“Maybe that's it up there?”

The misty shadows were opening,
spreading out sidewise, and closing in
behind. All at once Tubby realized that
he and the Professor were almost in
amongst them. It was a terrible realiza-
tion. If they hit anything at this speed
it would be a nasty bump. A roof of
gray blur was overhead now. A million
miles overhead, but still it was there. To
the sides the walls were like gigantic
graystone caverns, A million big corri-
dors were sweeping past. Tubby gazed
into one. It went back a million miles,
and seemed to branch out into a million
other corridors.

This was certainly a big place. Every-
where you looked there were caves and
tunnels, And there was a floor coming
up underneath them now—a shadowy,
undulating floor that spread out for mil-
lions of miles. It was sweeping back-
ward so fast it was a blur.

“Hey, Perfessor, hadn’t we better slow
up?” Tubby suggested. “And how do
we steer? How do we know where to
look for your girl? There’s quite a few
places around here.”

The Professor seemed to have his wits
now.

“That will be a natural process and
take care of itself,” he said. “Our
bodies will find their way into the proper
vibratory channel. We will stay com-
patible always with our surreundings.”

“Like a radio being tuned,” Tubby
said. “Am I right?”

“Yes, of course you are.” The Pro-
fessor's voice was admiring. “You al-
ways have a neat way of putting things,
Tubby.”

“Hitting the nail on the head,” Tubby
agreed. “Lookit! We seem to belong
up this hill.”

They went around a curve like a run-
away roller coaster, and then they were
speeding into a big ascending tunnel.
Other tunnels criss-crossed it and
branched out in every direction. It was
like going through a monstrously big
Mystic Maze, having no trouble at all
choosing the right turning, and doing it
all at headlong speed. Nature was cer-
tainly wonderful.
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“Soon we shall be there,” the Pro- T';‘hc lh!oe?;

fessor said with awe. “We're slowing Q,,,:, :,:h.,{“

now. One of these caverns must be

ours.” The ghostly outlines of the quaint
His voice bled with i little 1 ive with its big old-fash-

‘That was natural, heading toward his
girl of such breath-taking beauty. She
wasn’t Tubby’s girl, but still he could
feel the emotion of it.

The gray rocky floor was sliding past
fairly slowly now. Tubby shoved his
legs down and realized that he and the
Professor were walking. It wasn’t
exactly walking, though., It was more
of a jolting run, like being shoved for-
ward by a strong wind. It had Tubby
out of breath in » minute. Then the
wind eased and he and the Professor
came abruptly to a halt.

“Well,” Tubby panted.
are.”

He gazed around. Through the dim
gray twilight he could see that they
were in a huge cavern. It was just one
of billions of caverns which they had
passed, and it was enormous. Every-
where you looked gigantic tiers
stretched like circular balconies, one on
top of the other. And every balcony
had million of shelves with millions of
shadowy objects resting on them. Worse
than that, everywhere Tubby looked he
could see openings that led into other
monstrous grottos, just like this one—
billions of more tiers and shelves
crowded with shadowy objects. Tubby
had never seen anything like it.

It was certainly quite a big storehouse.

“Well, we're here,” Tubby repeated.
“I mean to say, where are we? Where's
your girl, Perfessor?”

“Here we

CIENCE had quite evidently done

its part, and the rest was now up to
them. Tubby and the Professor stared
around dubiously. There was no sign
of life, and everything was silent as a
tomb. Tubby was standing near a big
shelf in a recess of the rocky wall. At
first it seemed empty and then he could
make out the ghostly outlines of things
on it. Just the gossamer ghost-shape of
a big machine. Under it was a neat,
glowing little placard.

ioned smoke-stack shimmered in the dim
gray twilight.

“It was here for eons and eons,” the
Professor murmured with awe. “Then
Stephenson thought of it and built it in
the Earth-world. Now it’s gone. This
is just its memory.”

Deep stuff, this thought-realm busi-
ness. Tubby pondered it.

“Listen, Perfessor,” he said, “that
Stephenson feller got his locomotive out
of here without coming up after it,
didn’t he? Couldn't you have gotten
your girl out of here, without all this
bother?”

“Ah no, that was just the trouble.”
The Professor warmed eagerly to the
argument. “Stephenson had his basic
materials in his earth-world. Every-
thing that’s ever been thought of, or
ever will be thought of by humans is
stored here in this realm. But with a
living girl, you couldn’t very well
build—"

Tubby got the point at once.

“I get you, Perfessor. Then all the
people that us humans have ever thought
of, they just have to stay here—except
that we've been able to come here and
get your girl.”

“Exactly,” the Professor agreed.

Tubby stared again into the vast dead-
gray silence around them.

“Funny, with so many people here,
how quiet they're keeping themselves,
eh Perfessor?”

But if the people were still not in
evidence, the things which had been
thought of, and were going to be thought
of, were certainly here by the billions.
A weird-looking little blob, with a shape
that had no meaning at all, stood nearby.
It was obviously solid and intact. It
had a placard that read:

The Blintzer
‘Thought of by
William McGuire

“I guess McGuire's not been born
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yet,” Tubby suggested.

It was interesting stuff. One could
get a lot of knowledge by poking around
here. But it wasn’t getting them to the
Professor’s girl. Tubby mentioned the
faet.

“Maybe I've got to think of her
harder,” the Professor murmured. “You
see, Tubby, my theory—"

‘Whatever his theory was, quite evi-
dently it was pretty good, for suddenly
from near at hand there was a sound.
Tubby couldn’t at first place where it
was, or what it was. As the Professor
stood with his face and forehead wrin-
kled into a knot, the sound got clearer.
It was off to the left, a sort of faint gur-
gle. It was a girl’s voice, gurgling with
emotion, a gurgle of love. This girl, this
most beautiful, glorious specimen of
womanhood was gurgling with love be-
cause she was aware now that her lover
had arrived.

It was thrilling.

“She knows you're here, Perfessor!”
Tubby whispered. “Come on, let's go
get her.”

The Professor seemed instinctively to
know the way. He started off at a trem-
bling, shaky run, with Tubby after him.

“Brace up,” Tubby murmured. “You
gotta look romantic. First impression’s
important.”

Tubby straightened his tie and
smoothed his slick blond hair as he ran.
They turned a corridor corner and burst
into a dim gray cave room. A figure
stood in the center of the room. The
Professor’s girl. She was his all right.
A little placard on her bore the glowing
words:

Thought of by
Professor Ponder

Tubby stopped short at the cave’s en-
trance, as though he had bumped into a
wall.

“Oh my,” he murmured.

E HAD good reason to be startled.
This was a girl, doubtless. And
positively she was alive. She stood jig-
gling as though her legs and spine were
made of springs, and she was gurgling

THRILLING WONDER STORIES

and cooing as the Professor tremblingly
approached her. The glowing twilight
of the cave glinted on her weird figure.
She was dressed in a square-cut jacket
that looked like gray polished metal
cloth and a short, gray metal skirt that
stood out like a cone, her skinny waist
coming out of its top. Her bony legs
ended in wide, flat feet.

“Oh my darling,” the Professor mur-
mured.

He did his best to embrace her, but on
her angular shoulders, at her waist and
on her flat chest there were a lot of little
gadgets that got in his way. Her shin-
ing square face had thick-lens spectacles
on its nose. Her face was framed by
dangling yellow curls, hair that looked
like gleaming coiled wire. The curls
jiggled and bounced and a loose end of
one must have scratched his cheek as
he tried to kiss her, because he let out a
squeal of pain and drew away hastily.

But he was obviously thrilled. He
stood trembling, gripping her hand,
overcome by emotion.

“My darling,” the female’s voice
cooed. “You came to me.”

No accounting for taste, it seemed that
she was as pleased with him as he was
with her. For a moment they stood rapt
with the sight of each other.

The Professor swung around to
Tubby.

“You see?” he gasped. “Here she is.
We've got her, the most noble, glorious,
b iff i of d. You

like her?”

Tubby gulped. But a gentleman is al-
ways a gentleman,

“Swell,” he managed. “She's just
grand, Perfessor. What are the wire
curls for?”

“Ah,” the Professor exclaimed with
delight. “I knew you would appreciate
her. Those are made of my springtite
wire-alloy. Any coiffuge can be ar-
ranged in a moment, and at no beauty-
parlor expense. Show him, Angelina.
The upswing hair-do—show him how
easily you can fix it.”

The pofished, shining skin of An-
gelina’s face crinkled into a gratified
smile. At least she was like other fe-
males in being pleased, displaying her
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good points. With nimble, prehensile
fingers she bent and twisted the wire
curls go that in a few seconds they were
all standing upright like a little gleam-
ing haystack on top of her head. It ex-
posed her yawning, cup-shaped ears.

“Perfect,” the Professor murmured.
“I think I like that way best of all. Her
hearing is even more acute, with the
ears free of the hair. She has marve-
lous hearing and eyesight. See those
double bifocals? And her complexion
needs no cosmetics. Show him Angeli-
na.”

From one of the gadgets on her shoul-
ders she took a bit of polishing cloth,
rubbed her face and her long nose until
they shone even more brightly.

“And no fragile hosiery,” the Profes-
sor enthused. “I thought of lll that

“Tubby, Tubby dear, how perfectly
wonderful that you came to me, dar-
ling.”

Luscious voice, lingering on the en-
dearing words. Tubby’s girl! With her
long slinky skirt swishing about her
sleek Nylon-clad ankles she came glid-
ing from the shadows. It was a mar-
velous answer to the Professor’s chal-
lenging question because she was cer-
tainly an eyeful—fulsome curves in all
the right places. A regular super duper
girl. Not built along the lines of eco-
nomical utility maybe, but she was cer-
tainly decorative.

“Why, hello, Toots,” Tubby greeted.
“I was just thinkin’ of you. Meet the
perfessor and Angelina.”™

Toots quite evidently was already ac-

inted with Angeli Her

By virtue of my el

sorption process the skin of her lagn is
chameleon-like. That’s the nude shade
she’s wearing now. But if we want a
deep beige, for instance for afternoon
wear, to be ultra-fashionable—show him,
Angelina.”

Modestly, Angelina raised her flexible
metal skirt a trifle. A gadget was around
her skinny leg somewhat above the knee,
like a garter with tiny electrodes buried
in the skin. She pressed a switch-but-
ton on the garter and the skin of her
legs at once turned a darker shade, mot-
tled with a mesh-like design.

“You see?” the Professor excla:med

went up and the Cupld’s bow
oi her rouged lips twisted into a grimace
of distaste. And through the thick
lenses of Angelina’s spectacles the Pro-
fessor’s wonder girl returned the look
with de'qual asperity. They were both
very dirty looks.

It was an awkward moment, but with
neat skill Tubby jumped into the breach.

“Well, here we are,” he exclaimed.
“You girls are gonna go back with us.
Right? Come on, Perfessor, let's get
going. You can’t ever tell when some-
body—"

Too late! Behind them there was a
bellow. In the cave entrance a towering,

“How simple and ! And
how she can cook! Look at the thermite-
grids there at her waist. She has a self-
heating, automatic-turning grille—for a
broiled steak, if we have a visitor with
a big appetite, and a grille to boil my
own arrowroot porridge. A most glori-
ous woman, Tubby. Why, nobody in the
world  not even you, could think of such
a of ar

GENTLEMAN can be pushed only

just so far, but what Tubby would
have retorted was never revealed. From
the shadows of the cave near at hand
there came a sound. A warm, throbbing
voice—a girl's voice calling a familiar
greeting.

ing figure I d huge,

thickset man with flaring high boots and
big rolling black mustache.

“So0?” he roared. “Hah! I've got you
all trapped. That's just what I planned.”

The bellowing voice had a sneer in it,
the very essence of villainous sneer. In
his hand he had a long, leather quirt. He
lashed it, snapped it so that ‘the crack
was like a little pistol report to punc-
tuate his sneering words.

Toots gave a scream and swayed into
Tubby’s arms.

“Oh, Tubby, dear,” she cried, “save
me!”

The Professor stood trembling, with
a squeal of excited terror.

The exotic perfume of Toots envel-
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oped Tubby, and her soft warm arms
were around his neck, It was a momen-
tary handicap in doing battle with this
villain. Tubby took just a moment off
to kiss her, And then, as he was trying
to get loose from her convulsive clutch,
he saw Angelina.

The gadget-girl might have been
frightened by the villain’s sudden en-
trance, but certainly she didn’t show it.
Anger seemed her chiefest emotion. All
of her was abruptly alive with jiggling,
throbbing current. All her little ther-
mite grids and gadgets were glowing
luminous. From her eyes, through the
double-lens spectacles, little lightnings
of electronic anger were darting. Her
gaze at the advancing villain was like
a death-ray.

It had all happened in an instant. The
lashing quirt was cracking as the villain
strode confidently toward what he, of
course, considered his helpless quartet
of victims.

Suddenly

squealed:
“Anoeli

the quaking Professor
1 Angeli 1

adJustments, the gravnty-mtenslﬁcanon

NGELINA got the idea instantly.
Her nimble fingers darted to the
thick metal rim of the spectacles, turn-
ing a tiny switch there. In a second the
lightnings of her angry gaze deepened.
Twin violet rays struck the villain in
full force. It brought him to an abrupt
halt. Rooted to the cave floor as though
his feet were glued there, he stood
swaying, roaring with baffled anger. But
he could still lash his quirt. It crackled
in a ten-foot circle around him, but it
couldn’t reach anything.

“Now quick, the automatic clothesline,
Angie,” the Professor prompted. “We've
got him!”

From e about Angeli

snarling villain,

“Well thrown, Angie!” the Professor
squealed. “Now then, rope him up.”

There was no doubt but what Angelina
had everything under control. It shot
a pang through Tubby. He was still
trying to get loose from Toots' loving,
frightened grip. He sensed that if he
didn't do something more heroic than
just stand here hugging her, Toots her-
self would be the first one to remind him
of it. Desperately he flung her off.

“Hold everything!” he shouted. “I'll
fix him, I've got him.”

Angelina paid no attention. Method-
ically she was pulling on the tightened
lariat and the villain had now fallen to
the floor. Tubby gazed around wildly
for some sort of weapon with which he
could finish the affair up in speedy, effi-
cient fashion. If only he had something
like—

And then he saw it! There it was,
standing only a few feet away in a re-
cess of the cave wall, a little globular
object.

A glowing placard under it read:

Essence of T.N.T. Super-Triple X
Thought of by Tubby

Just the thing, and who had a better
right to use it? With a bound he had
rushed and seized it. Unerringly he
flung it at the fallen villain’s head. His
aim was perfect. There was a snapping
roar and a burst of light. It completely
obliterated the man on the floor. It did
more than that. It obliterated every-
thing else, with such speedy efficiency
that Tubby was only aware that the Pro-
fessor, Angelina, Toots, himself and the
cave were being splintered into frag-
ments, very tiny fragments of nothing-
ness. There was nothing left but a vast
abyss of empty silence.

“No, not quite silence. From an im-

long length of clothesline came sllth-
ering out. In addition to her domestic
talents she was evidently skilled in ro-
deo work. In a second she had the rope
into a lariat-noose and was whirling it
around her head. The spinning noose
darted out, settled over the head of the

mense di out across the abyss, a
blurred faint voice came floating.

“No mam, he’s not been drinking, hon-
est. Maybe he's got a fit or somethin’.”

And another earnest voice:

“Seems like maybe he’s got a fit or
something.”

(Concluded on page 112)
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THE GADGET GIRL
(Concluded from page 88)

The abyss sprang suddenly into
swaying light—chairs and people’s legs
as they crowded forward. Tubby
knew that he was on the floor by his
overturned chair, with the lecture plat-
form in front of him and people of the
excited audience jamming around. Jake
helping him, he struggled and sat up.

“I'm all right,” he gasped. “What's
all the excitement?”

Close at hand a figure leaned over him
—a tall, skinny, hatchet-faced female.
The lecturer’s efficient assistant. A first-
aid kit was in her hand, and she was
proffering Tubby a small vial. She re-
minded him of someone. Angelina!
That's who she was like—the profes-
sor’s gadget girl.

“Smelling salts,” said the hatchet-
faced female. “Aromatic spirits of am-
monia. And I'd Idvlse you to stop
drinking, young ma

“Not been drinkin
“Lemme out of here.”

There was certainly no one in the lec-
ture hall who was anything but glad to
have Tubby and his friends go. The
lecturer was resuming:

“And as I was saying before the un-
seemly interruption, the power of
thought is—"

“That’s a swell assistant he's got,”
Jake whispered admiringly. “Unsual
‘woman, so quiet and efficient.”

‘Tubby thought of that other quiet and
efficient woman, Angelina, and shud-
dered.

“Yeah,” he said, “she’s okay, I guess,
but not my type.”

" Tubby muttered.

IMPORTANT NOTICE
Wartime paper rationing makes it impos-
sible to print enough copies of this magazine
to meet the demand. To be sure of getting
YOUR copy, place a standing order with your
regular newsdealer.

A WORD TO THE PATRIOTIC

With the increased burden placed upon
our railroads by wartime two-way troop
movement, unnecessary travel is detri-
mental to public welfare. Travel only if
your essential war job demands it or in
case of family emergency. Remember—
Railroads are War Roads.




