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Lime Teavel

Qfgvery Tuesday in the room above the Occult Bookshop, the
Jungian. discussion group would meet for purposes of group
analysis and therapy® . Glogauer had not organized the group,
but he had willingly lent his premises to it and had joined it
eagerly. It was a great relief to talk with like-minded people
once a week. One of his reasons for buying the Occult Book-
shop was so that he would meet interesting people like those
who attended the Jungian discussion group.

An obsession with Jung brought them together, but everyone
had special obsessions of their own. Mrs.Rita Blenn charted the
courses of flying saucers, though it was not clear if she believed
in them or not. Hugh Joyce believed that all Jungian archetypes®
derived from the original race of Atlanteans who had perished
millennia before. Alan Cheddar, the youngest of the group, was
interested in Indian mysticism, and Sandra Peterson, the organiz-
er, was a great witchcraft specialist. James Headington was inter-
ested in time. He was the group’s pride;he was Sir James Head-

[2]
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ington, war-time inventor, very rich and with all sorts of decora-
tions for his contribution to the Allied victory. He had had the
reputation of being a great improviser® during the war, but after
it he had become something of® an embarrassment® to the War
Office. He was a crank, they thought, and what was worse, he
aired® his crankiness in public.

Every so often®,, Sir James would tell the other members of
the group about his time machine. They humoured® him.
Most of them were liable to exaggerate their own experiences
connected with their different interests.

Orne Tuesday evening, after everyone else had left, Head-
ington told Glogauer that his machine was ready.

“I can’t believe it,” Glogauer said truthfully.

“You’re the first person I've told.”

“Why me?”

“I don’t know. I like you—and the shop.”

“You haven’t told the government. ”

Headington had chuckled. “Why should I? Not until I've
tested it fully, anyway. Serves them right® for putting me out
to pastune° 7

“You don’t know it works?”

“I’m sure it does. Would you like to see it?”

“A time machine.” Glogauer smiled weakly.

“Come and see it.”
“Why nle? ”
“I thought you might be interested. I know you don’t hold

. . . ”
with the orthodox view of science. ..

Glogauer felt sorry for him.
“Come and see, said Headington. J
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Glogauer went down to Banbury® the next day. The same
day he left 1976 and arrived in AD 28.

S:yéonica and Glogauer were amateur psychiatrists—she a
psychiatric social worker, he merely a reader, a dabbler,
though he had done a year’s study some time ago when he had
planned to become a psychiatrist. Even when he had first met
Monica they had had long arguments. His father had not then
died and left him the money to buy the Occult Bookshop in
Great Russell Street, opposite the British Museum. He was
doing all sorts of temporary work and his spirits were very
low. At that time Monica had seemed a great help, a great
guide through the mental darkness engulfing® him. They had
both lived close to Holland Park and went there for walks al-
most every Sunday of the summer of 1962. At twenty-two, he
was already obsessed with Jung’s strange brand of Christian
mysticism. She, who despised® Jung, had soon begun to
denigrate° all his ideas. She never really convinced him,
but, after a while, she had succeeded in confusing him. It
would be another six months before they went to bed together.

Five years in the past (1971) Glogauer was lying in the
hot, sweaty bed with Monica. Their real courtship and fulfill-
ment was yet to come. As usual, it would be verbal. As usual
it would find its climax in argumentative anger.

Almost abstractedly, he noticed that the tension was in-
creasing. The argument was, as ever, pointless. But it was

not the argument that was the important thing; it was simply
the expression of their essential relationship. He wondered if

Lel
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that were in any way important, either.

“You’re not telling the truth.” He realized that there was
no stopping now that the ritual was in full swing® .

“I'm telling the practical truth. I've no compulsion® to give
up my work. I’ve no wish to be a failure. . .”

“Failure? You’re more melodramatic® than I am.”

“You’re too eamest, Karl. You want to get out of® yourself
abit.” .

He sneered. “If I were you, I'd give up my work, Monica.
You’re no more suited for it than I was.”

She shrugged. “You’re a petty bastard.”

“I'm not jealous of you, if that’s what you think. Youd
never understand what I'm looking for.”

Her laugh was artificial, brittle. “Modern man in search of
a soul, eh? Modern man in search of a crutch®, I’d say.
And you can take that any way you like.”

“We’re destroying the myths that make the world go
round. ”

“Now you say, ‘And what are we putting in their place?’
You're stale and stupid, Karl. You’ve never looked rationally
at anything—including yourself.” :

“What of it?® You say the myth is unimportant.”

“The reality that creates it is important.”

“Jung knew that the myth can also create the reality.”

“Which shows what a muddled old fool he was.”
~ He stretched his legs. In doing so, he touched hers and he
recoiled. He scratched his head. She still lay there smoking, ,
but she was smiling now.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s have some stuff about
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Christ.”

He said nothing. She handed him the stub of her cigarette
and he put it in the ashtray.

He always lost these arguments with Monica.

z he time machine was a sphere full of milky fluid in which
Glogauer floated, enclosed in a rubber suit, breathing through
a mask attached to a hose leading to the wall of the machine.
The sphere cracked as it landed and the fluid spilled into the
dust and was soaked up®. Instinctively, Glogauer curled
himself into a ball as the level of the liquid fell and he sank to
the yieldingo plastic of the sphere’s inner lining® . The in-
struments, cryptographic, unconventional, were still and
silent. The sphere shifted and rolled as the last of the liquid
dripped from the great gash in its side.

Momentarily, Glogauer’s eyes opened and closed, then his
mouth stretched in a kind of yawn and his tongue fluttered and
he uttered a groan that tumed into an ululation.

He heard himself. The Voice of Tongues®, he thought.
The language of the unconscious. But he could not guess what
he was saying.

His body became numb and he shivered. His passage
through time had not been easy and even the thick fluid had
not wholly protected him, though it had doubtless saved his
life. Some ribs were certainly broken. Painfully, he straight-
ened his arms and legs and began to crawl over the slippery
plastic towards the crack in the machine. He could see harsh
sunlight, a sky like shimmering steel. He pulled himself
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halfway through the crack, closing his eyes as the full strength
of the sunlight struck them. He lost consciousness.

@ e was being carried along. His head and side were so
painful that he felt sick. He had had no chance to discover
where exactly the time machine had brought him, but, turning
his head now, he could see by the way the man on his right
was dressed that he was at least in the Middle East.

He had meant to land in the year AD 29 in the wilderness
beyond Jerusalem, near Bethlehem®. Were they taking him
to Jerusalem now?

He was on a stretcher that was apparently made of animal
skins; this indicated that he was probably in the past at any
rate. Two men were carrying the stretcher on their shoulders.
Others walked on both sides. There was a smell of sweat and
animal fat and a musty smell he could not identify. They were
walking toward a line of hills in the distance® .

He winced® as the stretcher lurched® and the pain in his
side increased. For the second time he passed out®.

He woke up briefly, hearing voices. They were speaking
what was evidently some form of Aramaic® . It was night, per-
haps, for it seemed very dark. They were no longer moving.
There was straw beneath him. He was relieved. He slept.

Ehey'wem washing him. He felt the cold water running !
over his naked body. They had managed to strip off his pro-
tective suit. There were now thick layers of cloth against his i




