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CHAPTER I 
Two Weeks in a Day 

 
HE beefy man sitting behind the ornate 
mahogany and chromium desk, ran his 
fingers through his rumpled graying 

hair. His face showed an annoyed red through 
his close-clipped Vandyke beard. On the door 
was the name “Mr. Porter.” 
 “You would come to bother me about 
money at a time like this, Tom,” he bitterly 
remarked to the broad-shouldered T 
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black-haired young man who stood facing him 
across the desk. 
 “But, Dad,” his son remonstrated, 
“wouldn’t it be worth two thousand dollars to 
you for me to graduate from college? All that 
stands in the way of my Engineering degree is 
tomorrow’s exam in Physics, and I have a deal 
which should get me through it. Only $500 
down, and $1,500 more if I pass.” 
 “Why didn’t you pay attention to your 
lessons during the year?” growled his father, 
“instead of frittering away your time on 
football and fraternities and dances! You’re 
licked, and you know it. At least it’s 
something to know when one’s licked.” 
 “Is it?” countered his husky son, 
raising his bushy eyebrows. “Well, there’s one 
thing which is even more worthwhile than 
knowing when one’s licked.” 
 “Yes? What is it?” 
 “Not knowing when one’s licked. 
Perhaps I’m a stubborn optimistic fool, but 
I’m never willing to admit that I’m licked. 
That’s why I still plan to pass tomorrow’s 
exam, although I know that it’ll take at least a 
week and a half of cramming to do it.” 
 The elder Porter heaved a sigh of 
resignation. “So you’d make fun of your poor 
old man at a time like this. All right, have 
your two thousand dollars! Perhaps, when 
you’ve graduated, you may turn over a new 
leaf.” 
 “Thank you, sir,” Tom Porter soberly 
replied, but there was a twinkle in his dark 
eyes and a strange smile on his broad face, as 
though he knew some joke which he was 
concealing from his father. 
 
Two men stopped questioningly in front of the 
huge bulking building in the dimly lit 
waterfront street. One of them, who loomed 
large and powerful, laid a fat briefcase on the 
sidewalk, lit a match, and held its feeble flare 
close to the number beside the door. A startled 
alley cat, with a fish-head in its mouth, darted 
out from behind a group of garbage tins; then 

flattened itself and slunk off down the street, 
keeping close to the buildings. The match 
flickered—and went out. 
 “Looks like the correct number—five 
one five,” the athletically built man with the 
match remarked in doubtful tones. “But this is 
a warehouse, not an office-building.” 
 His companion, a small and precise 
person, rummaged in his pockets, produced a 
small card, tilted it at several different angles 
in an endeavor to catch the rays of a distant 
street-lamp, and finally lit a match himself. 
The card read: 
 
ENTROPY, INC. 
515 East 17th St., New York City  
“Time for Sale” 
P. Lanford Hatch, Ph.D.  
President.      
 
 He threw away the match, lit another, 
and ran it up and down the door-casing, until 
he found an obscure button, beneath the label 
“ENTROPY, INC.” This button he pushed. 
 After a long wait, a gate clanged 
hollowly somewhere in the vast interior of the 
lower floor of the warehouse, a dim light 
flicked on, and then the door opened, 
disclosing a slim wiry white-coated man, with 
sad eyes and a quizzical smile. 
 “Well?” he demanded. 
 The smaller of the two callers, 
scholarly looking with domed forehead and 
thick horn-rimmed glasses, replied, “I’m 
McGuire of the University tutoring service. 
Your brother sent us. This is Tom Porter, the 
football captain, a Phi Gam.”[1] 
 “And I am Dr. Hatch,” announced the 
white-coated man in the doorway. 
 “I know you well by reputation, 
doctor,” said Porter. “You’re Lan Hatch, the 
great quarterback of the twenties! If you are 
half the physicist that you were football 
player, you can fix me up swell. And I’m 

                                                           
1 Dr. Hatch was also a member of Phi Gamma Delta. 
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certainly in need of help! My exam in Physics 
is tomorrow morning, and Mac here says it 
will take at least a week and a half of tutoring 
to get me by.” 
 The white-coated man sniffed, as 
though to indicate his supreme contempt for 
anyone who found the least difficulty in 
mastering Physics. 
 “Step this way, gentlemen,” he invited 
crisply. 
 Porter picked up the brief-case, and he 
and McGuire entered the warehouse. Dr. 
Hatch led the way onto a freight elevator, and 
pulled the cord. The elevator slowly ascended 
until it stopped at a brightly lighted upper 
floor. 
 Near the elevator-shaft stood a desk 
and some file-cabinets; and at the desk sat a 
girl with copper gold hair, a pink and white 
complexion, and a provocative smile on her 
very full, red lips. She wore some sort of 
green clothes, but all that Porter noticed was 
the exquisite figure to which they clung. He 
raised his bushy black eyebrows in a gesture 
of appreciation, and whistled softly under his 
breath. Then noticed that Dr. Hatch was 
speaking to him. 
 “You make the arrangements at the 
desk,” said Hatch, “while I show Mr. McGuire 
the apparatus.” 
 Hatch and McGuire strolled through an 
open doorway to the electrical paraphernalia 
with which the room beyond was filled; while 
Porter walked up to the desk and set down his 
bulging briefcase. He grinned broadly at the 
beautiful copper-haired girl. 
 “Well?” she asked, cocking her 
flaming head on one side, and looking up at 
him out of a pair of jade-green eyes. Then 
very ostentatiously she smoothed a stray lock 
of her copper-gold hair with a slim white hand 
which displayed a solitaire diamond and a 
platinum wedding band on its ring-finger. 
 “Old stuff,” Porter laughed, “but very 
effective. Keeps the predatory males from 
becoming annoying.” 

 “What can I do for you?” a bit icily. 
 “Well, you can take dinner with me 
tomorrow evening.” 
 “Sorry, but I’m engaged—” 
 “Good! I was afraid you might be 
married. I’ll phone you—” 
 Her cool green eyes narrowed. 
 “Will you please be sensible!” she 
snapped. “I assume that you are here to try 
one of Dr. Hatch’s time-machines.” She took a 
five-by-eight card-form from a drawer, and 
opened her fountain pen. “Name please.” 
 “Thomas Porter.” 
 A flicker of expression showed that 
she had heard the name. Porter chuckled 
inwardly. The girl, with a bit more respect, 
asked for and wrote down the remaining data, 
collected a preliminary fee of five hundred 
dollars, and sent Porter to join his tutor and 
Dr. Hatch. 
 He found them in front of a glassed-in 
cubicle about twenty feet square, 
encompassed by coils of shining copper wire, 
and surrounded by searchlights, 
mercury-vapor tubes, dynamos, and other 
electric contraptions. Within the cubicle were 
two cots, a desk, chairs, an ice-box, and toilet 
facilities. Dr. Hatch opened a glass door in the 
side of the cubicle. 
 “Step in, gentlemen,” he invited. “I 
shall have to lock you in, for it would be 
disastrous for you to emerge while the coils 
are energized. Stay in there two weeks and 
tutor Mr. Porter for his exam. You will note 
that the glass will become black and 
impervious to sight and light, as soon as the 
current is turned on. When the glass clears, 
you can come out. It will then be only seven 
o’clock tomorrow morning.” 
 “Two weeks?” gasped the scholarly 
McGuire. “And it’ll be only seven o’clock 
tomorrow?” 
 “That’s correct.” 
 The scholarly McGuire faltered, and 
looked anxiously around; but his young tutee 
seized his arm and pushed him—almost lifted 
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him—through the glass doorway. 
 “You a physicist, afraid of a little 
entropy!”[2 Eddington’s idea that our time-sense 
is merely a sensory perception of entropy was further 
outlined in “New Pathways in Science.” “Setting aside 
the guidance of consciousness, we discover a signpost 
for time in the physical world itself. The signpost is a 
rather peculiar one, and I would not venture to say that 
the discovery of an objective ‘going on of time’ in the 
universe. But at any rate, it provides a unique criterion 
for discriminating between past and future, whereas 
there is no corresponding absolute distinction between 
right and left. The signpost depends on a certain 
measurable physical quantity called entropy.”—Ed.] 
Porter taunted. 
 He flung his brief-case on the table; 
and the two men sat down uneasily on the two 
chairs, and stared out through the glass walls 
of the cage. 
 Dr. Hatch strode with a bit of a 
swagger to a switch-panel, where he closed a 
large leaf-switch and gradually advanced the 
handle of a controller. Motor-generator sets 
began to hum and spark-gaps to snap. The 
glass walls of the cubicle gradually blurred, 
then clouded a pearly hue which deepened 
through gray to an impenetrable black, 
completely cutting off all view of the outside 
world. 
 Gradually the two inmates relaxed 
their tenseness, and turned and looked at each 

                                                           

                                                          

2* Dr. Hatch adopted the term “entropy” from his 
research in Eddington, considered the greatest relativist 
next to Einstein, now at Princeton. 
 Eddington in his “The Nature of the Physical 
World,” discussing the relation between time and 
entropy, says: “Objection has sometimes been felt to 
the relativity theory because its four-dimensional 
picture of the world seems to overlook the directed 
character of time.... Without any mystic appeal to 
consciousness it is possible to find a direction of time 
on the four-dimensional map, by a study of 
organization.... Let us consider in detail how a random 
element brings the irrevocable into the world.... The 
practical measure of the random element which can 
increase in the universe but can never decrease is called 
entropy.... The law that entropy always increases—the 
second law of thermodynamics—holds, I think, the 
supreme position among the laws of nature.” 
 

other. Grinning wryly, Porter addressed his 
spectacled tutor, “All right, Mac, hop to it. 
And you might just as well begin with 
thermodynamics; it’s my weakest point. What, 
if anything, has entropy to do with time?” 
 McGuire nervously cleared his throat, 
and passed one hand across his high forehead 
in a tired gesture. 
 “Of course it’s all hooey,” he 
diffidently began. “And yet—And yet, if there 
is a way of speeding up the general entropy of 
some shut-off portion of space—” 
 “Such as this glass room?” 
 “Exactly—Well, Eddington has shown 
that entropy, in its more general sense, is the 
running-down of the universe. Entropy is what 
makes time irreversible—is what gives us the 
feeling of the flow of time. And so if, as Dr. 
Hatch claims, he has found a way to speed up 
the entropy in this glass cage, it should be 
possible for two weeks to flow past us inside 
here while only a few hours are passing for the 
world outside.”[3] 
 His voice did not carry conviction; but 
taking advantage of the evident interest of his 
pupil, he proceeded to plunge into a detailed 
mathematical explanation of entropy, the 
subject most difficult to understand of all of 
Physics. 
 So expertly did McGuire budget the 
time which the time-cabinet created for them, 
that he completed a review of the six branches 
of General Physics just short of the expiration 
of two weeks by his watch. 
 “Of course,” he said, his brow 
contorting with a frown, “this business of 

 
3McGuire was not quite correct in his explanation to his 
student. Eddington postulates that our time-sense is 
based on a sensory perception of entropy; which term, 
although usually associated with thermodynamics, is 
more generically the measure of the “running-down” of 
the universe. By isolating a portion of space and 
changing the rate of entropy within that portion, we 
thereby change the rate of elapse of time within that 
portion. Undoubtedly this is what Dr. Hatch does within 
the entropy cabinets.—Ed. 
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locking us up in a dark-walled glass room for 
two weeks is all hooey. I am very much afraid 
that we shall find that your exam was held 
thirteen days ago.” 
 Tom Porter shrugged his broad 
shoulders. 
 “I’d have flunked it anyway,” he said 
philosophically. “Come on, let’s get out of 
here and see what day it is.” He got up from 
his chair and approached the door. 
 “Stop!” shouted McGuire. “The 
sudden equalization of entropy might burn us 
to a crisp!” 
 “So you do place some stock in all this 
‘hooey,’ as you call it!” A pause. Then, 
“Look! The glass is clearing!” 
 The walls of the cubicle paled from 
black to gray, became a swirl of pearly mist, 
then translucent, and finally transparent. Dr. 
Hatch, tired and drawn advanced from the 
switch-panel, and unlocked and opened the 
glass door. 
 “Well,” he announced, “it’s seven a.m. 
Just time enough for you to eat breakfast and 
to get comfortably up to Morningside Heights 
for your examination. Fifteen hundred dollars 
more please.” 
 But Porter shook his black-maned 
head. 
 “Contingent fee, Doc,” he said. “I’ll 
come back and pay you right after the exam.” 
 “Okeh,” replied the scientist, with a 
supercilious grin. “Still incredulous, I see.” 
 “Why wouldn’t we be?” McGuire 
exclaimed, as Hatch led them to the elevator. 
 They bought a newspaper at the first 
stand, and found that, as promised, only one 
night had actually elapsed. Filled with elation, 
Porter took the subway up to the University. 
 

CHAPTER II 
The Time Corporation 

 
AFTER three hours spent on the examination, 
he made a bee line for his father’s downtown 
office. 

 The elder Porter sat at his desk, 
looking even more tired than on the day 
before. 
 “Well!” he snapped, as his son jauntily 
entered. “More trouble, and need more money, 
I suppose? Of course you flunked the exam.” 
 “Good old dad,” chaffed the younger 
Porter. “In spite of all his worries, he 
remembers that his little boy had an exam this 
morning. Well, dad, I bring you glad tidings. I 
positively killed the exam! Knocked it for at 
least a B!” 
 The tired old face brightened, and 
relaxed somewhat. 
 “No? How did you manage?” 
 “There, that’s better.” Seating himself 
on one corner of the desk, Tom Porter 
continued, “Last night, between midnight and 
seven a.m., I spent two weeks in an ‘entropy’ 
cabinet in P. Lanford Hatch’s laboratories, 
tutoring with McGuire.” 
 The fleshy eyes of Mr. Porter 
narrowed, and he jerked bolt upright in his 
chair. Then settled back again and shook his 
head judiciously. 
 “No, you’re not drunk.” He chewed his 
moustache for a moment in silence. Then, “So 
that’s what that loony Dr. Hatch was after, 
when he wanted me to advance money to him 
for his heat experiments. I turned him down; 
and now he’ll make me pay through the nose 
for whatever time which he may sell me. But, 
if he can cram a two weeks Physics Course in 
your trick head over night, he’s got 
something! Come on, son. Lead me to Dr. 
Hatch!” 
 “Poor dear old dad!” Tom Porter 
declaimed, as though explaining an interesting 
scientific specimen to a crowd. “He really 
believes that he thought up this idea all 
himself, whereas the truth is—” 
 “Skip it!” snapped his father, but not 
harshly, and his heavy-lidded eyes were 
twinkling. “Son, I’ll take back what I said 
about your being no use. You’re okeh, and 
I’m proud of you.” 



Amazing Stories 6

 “There, that’s better. Come on over to 
Hatch’s laboratory. It’s only a few blocks 
from here.” 
 
A few minutes later Tom Porter was 
introducing his father to P. Lanford Hatch in 
the latter’s laboratory. 
 There was reserve and veiled bitterness 
on Dr. Hatch’s fine features, as he 
acknowledged the introduction with, “So at 
last we meet, Mr. Porter. Formerly you 
refused to see me. Your son has more faith in 
the possibilities of modern science than you. 
He will be a greater man than you some day.” 
 The older Porter lowered his eyes and 
chewed his beard. But his son spoke up, 
“You’re unjust to dad, Dr. Hatch. How was he 
to know that you weren’t just some crank? 
Well, anyway, here he is to make amends and 
become a good customer. Suppose you show 
him the room where I spent two weeks last 
night.” 
 As Dr. Hatch and the elder Porter drew 
away toward the rear of the laboratory, Tom 
Porter turned back to the flaming-haired girl at 
the reception-desk. 
 “Hello, beautiful,” he said. “I killed 
my exam, thanks to you and your boss. How 
about helping me celebrate?” 
 Her jade-green eyes narrowed 
ominously. 
 “That reminds me,” she replied in icy 
tones. “You owe us an additional fifteen 
hundred dollars. Contingent fee.” 
 “Send the bill to father,” he airily 
replied. “Frederic Porter spelled without any 
K, 30 Wall Street.” He seated himself on the 
corner of her desk, and picked up a silver 
picture-frame containing the photograph of a 
pretty little girl. “Who’s the infant? Kid sister? 
Looks a lot like you.” 
 “It’s my daughter. And she’s eight.” 
 “Old stuff,” Porter declared, putting 
the picture back on the desk, and waving one 
large hand expansively. “Just like that phony 
wedding ring you’re wearing. You’re much 

too young to have an eight-year-old kid.” 
 “Mr. Porter,” the girl replied with level 
emphasis, “I might just as well tell you now as 
later. I am Dr. Hatch’s wife.” 
 Considerably deflated, Tom Porter got 
slowly down off the desk, raised an eyebrow 
and whistled softly. 
 “All right, Mrs. Hatch, you win,” he 
said resignedly. “From now on I’ll try not to 
annoy you any more than I can help. But you 
can’t stop my looking at you occasionally.” 
 His dark eyes were sad as he strolled 
over toward his father and Dr. Hatch. The girl 
stared after him with pity in her own green 
eyes. 
 “Tommy,” the elder Porter announced 
happily, as he joined them. “I’ve persuaded 
Dr. Hatch to let me invest a considerable sum 
of money in his business. How would you like 
to go in here as my representative? You’re 
entitled to it, boy, for putting me in touch with 
this solution of our worries.” 
 Tommy cast a glance back at the 
flaming Mrs. Hatch, who was still staring after 
him. 
 “Pop,” he replied, “it’s a go!” 
 With ample funds now at their 
command, Dr. Hatch and Tom Porter plunged 
into further experimentation. They had two 
objects in view: first, to speed up the operation 
of the already invented entropy-cabinet; and 
secondly to devise a cabinet just the converse 
of the other. 
 That is to say, within this new cabinet 
the flow of entropy would be so retarded that, 
while years were passing by in the world 
outside, the inmates of the cabinet would 
experience only a few days of time. 
 Finally the new cabinet was almost 
completed. Meanwhile Tom Porter 
scrupulously observed the proprieties with the 
flaming wife of his superior; although he had 
great difficulty in keeping his eyes from 
feasting on her luscious loveliness whenever 
her husband was not around. And, although he 
always addressed her most meticulously as 
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“Mrs. Hatch,” he thought of her by her first 
name, “Evelyn.” Evelyn Hatch, radiant, 
flaming, inscrutable, with cold jade-green 
eyes! 
 Dr. Hatch developed a real affection 
for his assistant, and couldn’t get it through 
his head why his young wife persisted in 
discouraging his attempts to bring Tom home 
for an evening. And at last, after Porter had 
been working for him for several months, the 
situation became so embarrassing that Evelyn 
Hatch finally gave in, and her husband 
triumphantly invited Porter to dinner. 
 Evelyn Hatch and Tom Porter 
managed to get through the dinner without any 
contretemps, but after dinner the tension 
became rather ghastly. 
 The entrance of the Hatch’s little 
daughter, who had her meal in the kitchen, 
served as a welcome diversion; and Porter 
covered up his embarrassment by playing with 
the child. 
 Little Evelyn had the same 
copper-gold hair as her mother, the same cool 
green eyes, the same peaches-and-cream 
complexion. But instead of being elusive like 
her mother, she was frank, almost forward. 
She spent most of the evening on a hassock at 
Porter’s feet, staring adoringly up at him, and 
insisting upon story after story of his 
experiences in the football arena. 
 “For daddy used to play football too, 
you know. Only I’ll bet that he wasn’t as good 
a player as you are, Mr. Porter.” 
 “He was a great deal better, you little 
minx. He was an All-American in his day.” 
 Dr. and Mrs. Hatch smiled indulgently 
at them, and the doctor remarked under his 
breath, “Tom would make a nice ‘uncle’ for 
the brat, don’t you think so, dear?” 
 Finally it came little Evelyn’s bedtime. 
 After the nursemaid had led the child 
away protesting, Mrs. Hatch turned to their 
guest and said, “Tell us what you think of our 
latest developments, Mr. Porter. I never get a 
chance to talk with you at the laboratory.” 

 To himself Porter added, “And you 
know darn well that it’s your own choosing!” 
But aloud he answered, “Mrs. Hatch, I don’t 
believe that we have yet even scratched the 
surface of the possibilities of your husband’s 
invention. For instance, take the case of a 
contractor who wishes to bid on a big contract 
and hasn’t the time to complete his 
calculations before the bids close. Or a lawyer, 
in the midst of an important trial, who wishes 
to get a good night’s sleep so as to be alert for 
his opponent on the morrow, and yet really 
ought to make a thorough study of the day’s 
developments. Take the court reporter in the 
same case, not having time and too tired to 
transcribe his notes to meet the insistent 
demands of the lawyer. What wouldn’t each 
of them be willing to give for just one extra 
day, sandwiched in overnight!” 
 “Not to mention what the 
entropy-cabinet did for you!” Evelyn Hatch 
added laughingly. 
 “A much more important use,” Dr. 
Hatch interjected, “would be in the event of 
war. Suppose a new poison gas is suddenly 
loosed against our troops. It will take weeks of 
chemical research to develop a specific 
absorbent, to add to the canisters of our 
gas-masks. Meanwhile our armies are likely to 
be overwhelmed. But no. Our Chemical 
Warfare Service sends some experts to me, 
they spend two weeks overnight in one of my 
cabinets, and the enemy’s great offensive the 
next morning is launched in vain. If we can 
build our cabinets large enough, we could 
even speed-up the manufacture of munitions 
during a war, and the bringing of boys to 
fighting age. I’m beginning to wonder if we 
ought not to withdraw our invention from 
public use, and deal only with the United 
States Army.” 
 “What do you mean ‘withdraw?’” 
laughed Porter. “So far as I know, my father 
and I have so far been your only clients.” 
 “Your father’s investment has enabled 
me to wait, to perfect my invention, to apply 
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for patents and see what degree of protection 
the Patent Office will accord me, and to mull 
over in my mind the question of whether or 
not to deal exclusively with the Government.” 
 “I see.” 
 “But what I can’t see,” Evelyn Hatch 
mused aloud, narrowing her jade-green eyes 
introspectively, “is what practical use there is 
going to be to our other entropy-cabinet, the 
one on which you two are now working, 
which slows down the entropy, so that while 
the person inside is experiencing the elapse of 
only a few days, time flows on outside 
through several years. Of course, it would 
enable an inquisitive soul to live to see the 
future, but is that a practical use?” 
 “Practical uses have always developed 
for every advance made by pure science,” her 
husband observed sententiously. 
 And there they left the matter for the 
present. 
 When Tom Porter said goodbye to 
Mrs. Hatch after a very pleasant evening, he 
held her hand just a bit longer than was 
necessary, nor did she resist. Warned by a 
flicker in the cool eyes of her husband she 
shifted her gaze, smiled sadly, withdrew her 
hand. Dr. Hatch standing behind her in the 
doorway, smiling quizzically, observed the 
performance through narrowed lids. 
 

CHAPTER III 
Human Guinea-Pig 

 
BUT the next morning in the laboratory there 
was no sign of annoyance on his scholarly 
features. In face he seemed even more friendly 
and ingratiating to his young assistant than 
usual. 
 “Tom,” he announced, “I’m 
dissatisfied with these guinea-pig tests in my 
new cabinet. With my first day-an-hour 
cabinet, I could put a group of baby 
guinea-pigs into it, and observe that they 
matured and even became senile overnight. 
But with my hour-a-day cabinet, a comparable 

test is not so easy.” 
 “We have already noted the times 
recorded by two clocks, one inside and one 
out. They check with your theoretical 
calculations,” Porter replied. 
 “Yes, but I want to try the effect on a 
living creature.” 
 “We could leave a guinea-pig and a 
head of lettuce inside for several weeks, and 
then prove by how little of the lettuce gets 
eaten, that only a few hours have elapsed 
inside.” 
 But Dr. Hatch shook his head 
doubtfully. “Too uncertain. And a conclusive 
test of that sort would take several months. I 
don’t want to wait that long; I want to know 
now. Besides, a guinea-pig can’t report his 
feelings to us. But with a real human being 
inside the cabinet, we could make a definite 
test in less than a week—it would seem like 
only an hour or two to him.” 
 “Meaning,” said Porter, grinning, “that 
you’d like me to be your human guinea-pig. I 
was wondering why you built the full-size 
cabinet, before you had adequately tested the 
miniature one. “All right, I’m game. But don’t 
leave me inside for too long. I don’t want to 
drop several years out of my life.” 
 Dr. Hatch’s eyes gleamed behind his 
horn-rimmed glasses. “I knew that you 
wouldn’t fail me,” he chuckled. “Good old 
Tom!” 
 “Might as well take the plunge now as 
later,” said Porter, with forced casualness. 
“How long do you plan to leave me in?” 
 “A seeming hour of your time should 
be enough. Meanwhile two weeks will elapse 
for me. Evelyn can take turns with me at the 
controls.” His face darkened almost 
imperceptibly as he spoke his wife’s name. 
 “Okeh,” said Porter, shrugging his 
broad shoulders. “Give me a couple of 
morning papers, and lead me to it.” 
 He stepped over to Mrs. Hatch’s desk 
by the elevator door, and picked up some 
newspapers from it. Then held out his hand 
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and stared hard into her green eyes. 
“Goodbye, Mrs. Hatch. I’m going for a short 
jaunt into the future. Meet you there.” 
 She cast an inquiring glance at her 
husband, as Porter turned and strode back into 
the laboratory. 
 In a few minutes Porter was seated 
inside the glassed-in cubicle, reading one of 
the papers. The glass walls had become black, 
completely shutting off the outside world. 
 An hour later by his wrist-watch, 
Porter glanced anxiously at the walls and 
door, but they were still black. He tensed his 
muscles impatiently—then relaxed with a 
grin. After all, Dr. Hatch’s estimate may have 
been a bit off. Perhaps two weeks on the 
outside equaled slightly more than an hour on 
the inside. 
 So Porter resumed the perusal of his 
newspaper for another fifteen minutes. But 
still no sign of clearing of the glass walls. 
 He threw the paper to the floor, and 
arose from his chair and strode up and down 
his narrow cell. Weeks were speeding outside, 
while minutes lagged within. Porter wanted to 
get out. He felt caged. 
 Finally with a snort of exasperation he 
sat down again and stooped to pick up the 
newspaper from the floor. 
 And then for the first time he noticed 
an envelope lying on the floor beside the table. 
It was sealed and addressed to him in the 
handwriting of Dr. Hatch. Porter’s heart 
skipped a beat, and then raced madly, as he 
picked up the envelope, slit it open, and 
spread out the contents on the table. Leaning 
over it, he read with increasing alarm: “My  
 
Dear Young Assistant. 
 “Last night for the first time I noticed 
your infatuation for my wife. I suppose that it 
is my fault for marrying one so young and 
beautiful. 
 “It explains a lot of things about you 
and her which have been vaguely puzzling me 
for some time. When a full realization finally 

dawned on me, I began to wonder what to do 
about the situation. And suddenly our 
conversation gave me the clue. When Evelyn 
(Mrs. Hatch to you) asked what was the 
practical use for the cabinet in which you now 
find yourself, I was on the point of saying that 
it could be used to adjust disparate ages. For 
example, a man like myself, married to a much 
younger woman, could put himself in this 
cabinet and wait for her to catch up with him. 
But I like Evelyn exactly as she is—I don’t 
mind her being so much younger than me, 
except insofar as her youthfulness offers a 
temptation to covetous young upstarts such as 
you. 
 “However, this cabinet can be used to 
cause, as well as to adjust, disparity of age. 
Instead of making Evelyn old enough for me, I 
can make her too old for you. 
 “So, instead of myself, I have put you 
into this cabinet. It has been perfected more 
than you knew. For I have found a way to slow 
down the entropy within it beyond your 
wildest expectations, so that instead of an 
hour of your time equaling a mere two weeks 
of mine, it will equal several years.” 
 
 Porter glanced at his wrist-watch with 
growing panic, then hurriedly read on: 
 
 “I shall let you out thirty years or so 
from now. By that time Evelyn will be an old 
woman, no longer physically attractive to you, 
who will be still in your youth. And I shall 
have had her to myself all that intervening 
period. 
 “The controls are automatic—you had 
not been told that fact either—and so I can 
wall-off this cabinet, and forget about it until 
the appointed time. Meanwhile a forged letter 
from you to Mrs. Hatch will explain that you 
have come out of the cabinet and have gone 
away to some distant land to forget about 
her—a gentlemanly gesture of renunciation, 
which will effectively prevent Evelyn and your 
father from looking for you. I shall send her 



Amazing Stories 10

on a short trip which she has been wanting to 
take; and, when she returns, she will find your 
letter. The cabinet containing you will by then 
be gone.” 
 
 Now what on earth could Dr. Hatch 
mean by that, Porter wondered uneasily! He 
continued to read: 
 
 “If anything should happen to me 
before your brief-seeming imprisonment of 
thirty years is over, the need for it and hence 
the imprisonment itself will come to an end 
through the shutting off of the power for 
nonpayment of meter-charges. 
 “But, barring that, I shan’t let you out 
until Evelyn has aged sufficiently to be in no 
further danger of your unwelcome advances. 
 “The door is locked. Don’t break the 
glass—the rush of entropy would kill you. 
  P. LANFORD HATCH.” 
 Porter set his jaw, and ran his fingers 
through his shaggy black hair. So this is how 
Dr. Hatch repaid him for playing square. Now 
for the first time Porter realized how much 
Evelyn Hatch—the mere sight of her flaming 
presence in the office every day—had meant 
to him, and how much self-restraint he had 
really exhibited in not making love to her. 
 Evelyn aging? Those copper-gold 
locks losing their metallic luster, and 
becoming muddy and then gray? Those clear 
cool green eyes dimming? The pink 
peach-bloom fading from her cheeks? Her 
luscious curves sagging and turning flabby? 
Impossible! 
 He must get out of this entropy-cabinet 
before that sacrilege occurred! And, once out 
of here, he’d no longer let Dr. Hatch stand in 
his way. This scurvy trick which his boss had 
played on him, made them quits. All is fair in 
love and war. Dr. Hatch had declared war. So 
be it! 
 Porter glanced at his wrist-watch 
again. An hour and thirty-eight minutes! Two 
or three years had sped outside! He must act, 

and act quickly. 
 But how about the locked door? 
 He could break the glass. 
 But how about the danger from the 
sudden equalization of entropy? 
 Porter smiled grimly to himself. Dr. 
Hatch’s letter had cited a number of things 
which Porter did not know; but one thing 
which Hatch himself did not know was that 
his assistant had been experimenting with this 
equalization-of-entropy theory, and had found 
it to be not altogether correct. 
 He had tried opening the door of one 
of the guinea-pig cabinets without first 
switching off the electric power, and had 
discovered that if the door were opened just a 
mere crack, and if the little animals were kept 
far enough away from the opening until the 
entropy inside had had a chance to equalize 
with that outside, no bad results were 
noticeable. 
 So now he’d make just a small hole in 
the glass, and P. Lanford Hatch, Ph.D., would 
be thwarted! 
 Porter picked up one of the chairs 
which helped to furnish his narrow cell, and 
posed it preparatory to jamming one of its legs 
against the black glass panel of the door. Then 
hesitated. 
 For it was one thing to subject a 
guinea-pig to the rush of entropy, but quite 
another matter to try the experiment on 
himself even after several guinea-pigs had 
demonstrated its safety. 
 Lowering the chair and placing it on 
the floor with deliberation, Porter sat down 
heavily upon it, leaned his elbows on the 
table, and buried his sinewy fingers in his dark 
shaggy hair. What to do? 
 But no ideas came. Gradually his 
thoughts roamed off to Evelyn as he had seen 
her last, seated cool and assured at her desk, 
when he had bade her an airy au revoir a 
couple of hours ago. A couple of hours? Years 
and years, probably. God! 
 Porter glanced at his wrist-watch. It 



Time for Sale 11

registered two hours, almost to a dot. But just 
how much time this represented in the world 
outside he could only guess. Ten years 
perhaps. 
 He rose unsteadily to his feet, blinked 
his blue eyes a couple of times, then gave his 
massive head a shuddering shake to clear the 
cobwebs from his brain. The flaming Evelyn 
was worth any risk! He picked up the chair 
with renewed resolution, and poised it to 
thrust one of its legs against the confining 
glass. 
 But he never completed the thrust. An 
echoing crash smote him an invisible blow 
which hurled him to the floor. Intense heat 
unbearably seared him through to the marrow, 
until he speedily lapsed into blessed 
unconsciousness. 
 

CHAPTER IV 
An Unexpected Adjustment 

 
PORTER awoke still lying on the floor of the 
entropy cabinet. An icy chill pervaded the air, 
and he reached instinctively for the blankets, 
thinking himself in bed. 
 Suddenly his mind cleared, and he sat 
bolt upright and stared around him. He 
remembered now—he had been about to 
thrust a chair-leg through the black glass wall 
of his prison, when an explosion had occurred, 
throwing him to the floor. Had this explosion 
been of his own causing, he wondered. Had he 
smashed too large an area of glass, and been 
overwhelmed by the sudden equalization of 
entropy? This thought caused him to 
remember the unbearable burning sensation 
which he had experienced just before he had 
become unconscious; so now he ran his 
powerful hands gingerly over his body—but 
there was no evidence of any burns. 
 The chill was now abating—it 
appeared to have been an internal chill, rather 
than due to any coldness of the air. 
 Porter stared around him more 
seeingly. The glass walls of his cabinet were 

transparent, no longer black, although thick 
with dust. Most of the panes were cracked, 
and many were completely smashed. When he 
had entered this enclosure two hours or so 
ago, it had stood in one corner of the open 
laboratory of Dr. Hatch; but now it was 
closely surrounded by a gray brick wall, old 
and shattered. So this is what the doctor’s 
letter had meant about the cabinet being 
“gone”! 
 Several pieces of brick had penetrated 
his enclosure through the broken window 
panes, and lay about him on the floor. 
Opposite the glass door of his enclosure there 
was an iron door in the brick wall. 
 Getting dazedly to his feet, Porter 
picked up a chair and smashed his way out. 
But he was unable to open the iron door, 
evidently locked on the outside. 
 He surveyed the brick barrier all about 
him. One of the jagged holes in the wrecked 
wall seemed large enough for him to squeeze 
his body through, so he smashed enough of 
the glass of his cabinet on that side to avoid 
risk of cutting himself, and then wormed his 
way out through the gap. 
 Once more he stood in the laboratory 
of Dr. Hatch. Except for the fact that this one 
corner had been walled off, and that some of 
the electrical apparatus seemed older and 
more complicated, very few alterations 
appeared to have been made in the ten years or 
so which had elapsed. 
 But the whole place lay devastated. 
Windows broken. Huge gaps in the walls. A 
large section of the ceiling fallen down. The 
laboratory looked exactly as though it had 
been under shell-fire! 
 As if in answer to this thought, there 
wafted in from the distance a number of dull 
booms, followed by what seemed the staccato 
rattle as of anti-aircraft machine-gun fire. 
(Later he found out the explosion resulted 
from some experiments in war explosives 
being conducted by Dr. Hatch for the War 
Department.) 



Amazing Stories 12

 Where was Evelyn in all this? 
 Galvanized to action, Porter clambered 
over a pile of debris which blocked the 
doorway between the laboratory and the front 
office. Where her desk had stood, there was a 
huge heap of bricks piled up against the 
elevator shaft, and above the heap the sky 
showed through a gap in the floor above and 
in the roof above that. 
 Evelyn might be lying helpless beneath 
all those bricks. 
 Lunging forward, Porter set to heaving 
bricks off the pile. For a few moments he 
worked with frantic desperation. Then 
realizing that his chances of saving Evelyn 
Hatch would be improved by more systematic 
effort, he strove to calm himself and conserve 
his strength. 
 His muscles rippling in rhythmic 
cadence, he hauled and heaved. The heap of 
bricks dwindled. One corner of the desk 
appeared. Then the entire desk, crushed and 
marred by the jagged weight which had 
descended upon it. 
 “No human body could live under this 
pile!” Porter exclaimed in an agonized tone. 
Yet, with bleeding hands, aching muscles, and 
tortured lungs, he continued to struggle on. 
 He uncovered her beloved chair. 
Finally the last brick was heaved away, and 
Porter stopped his labors, panting. A great 
peace descended over him. Evelyn Hatch’s 
body was not there! 
 A metal door off to one side clanged, 
and then creaked rustily open. Porter wearily 
turned. And there, framed in the doorway of 
the stair-shaft, stood a vision of flaming hair 
and jade-green eyes, more glorious and radiant 
than ever. 
 “Evelyn!” Porter gasped, stumbling 
toward her. 
 But she recoiled with surprise and 
uncertainty. 
 “Who are you?” she exclaimed, in 
those well-remembered tones. 
 “Don’t you know me? Of course it’s 

years and years since Dr. Hatch locked me up 
in that time-cabinet, but I didn’t think that 
you’d forget me so easily.” 
 “Where is my father?” asked the girl. 
 “What!” 
 “And mother, too. I’m looking for 
them. I ran home just as fast as I could, after 
we heard the explosion. And who are you?” 
 A great light dawned on Tom Porter. 
“You’re little Evelyn!” he cried. 
 “Of course. And now I remember you. 
You’re that nice football man, who told me all 
those interesting stories one evening at home 
ten years ago. Ever since that night, you’ve 
been my hero. But I never saw you again. And 
whenever I asked about you, Daddy always 
glared, and Mother always looked sad; so 
finally I stopped asking. We must look for 
them.” 
 “Little Evelyn!” Porter’s voice was full 
of awe, as he appraised her. Then, “Your 
mother and father aren’t here, dear. There was 
only one pile of debris big enough to cover 
them, and I’ve just frantically dug that away 
looking for her—them.” 
 The iron door of the stair-well clanged 
and creaked open again. There stood Dr. 
Hatch, older now and stooped, and completely 
bald. And Mrs. Hatch, still beautiful, but 
matronly and with hair now a chestnut shade 
instead of copper-gold. 
 With a glad little cry, their daughter 
dashed over to them. “Daddy! Mother!” She 
nestled in their embrace. 
 Dr. Hatch stared at Porter through 
thick-lensed glasses, and recoiled fearfully as 
though he expected to be struck. 
 But Porter smiled reassuringly at him. 
Then, as he compared the mature beauty of 
Mrs. Hatch with the glorious youthfulness of 
her daughter, he said, “I hold nothing but 
gratitude for you, doctor. Do you remember 
the words of the letter which you left in the 
cabinet for me ten years ago, that the entropy 
machine could be used to adjust disparate 
ages. Well, in my case at least, it appears to 
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have justified that use.” 
 Little Evelyn, in her mother’s arms, 

blushed a delightful, happy pink and smiled 
understandingly up at him. 

 


