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Kage Baker's In the Garden of Iden is the first novel in what has become one of the most popular
series in contemporary SF--The Company--now back in print from Tor. In the 24th century, the
Company preserves works of art and extinct forms of life (for profit of course). It recruits orphans
from the past, renders them all but immortal, and trains them to serve the Company, Dr. Zeus.
One of these is Mendoza the botanist. She is sent to Elizabethan England to collect samples
from the garden of Sir Walter Iden.But while there, she meets Nicholas Harpole, with whom she
falls in love. And that love sounds great bells of change that will echo down the centuries, and
through the succeeding novels of The Company.At the Publisher's request, this title is being sold
without Digital Rights Management Software (DRM) applied.



PRAISE FOR KAGE BAKER AND THE COMPANY SERIES“One of the most consistently
entertaining series to appear in the late nineties. The novels read like literary pastiches—echoes
of Heinlein and Robert Louis Stevenson fill this one—and the narrative pace matches that of
most thrillers.”—Amazing StoriesThe Life of the World to Come A Kirkus Selection for Best Sci-
Fi of 2004“Another entry in Baker’s superlative series about Dr. Zeus … An astonishing and
thoroughly satisfying installment. What’s more, Baker’s overall concept and rationale, flawlessly
sustained through five books, grows ever more spellbinding and impressive.”—Kirkus Reviews
(starred review)“Baker’s trademark mix of serious speculation and black humor informs this solid
addition to her time-travel series.”—Publishers Weekly (starred review)“Baker’s strong world-
building and clever plotting make this an addictive read.”—Romantic TimesIn the Garden of
Iden“The prose is compulsively readable—it has the breezy feel of someone casually telling us a
story, a feeling I associate with, say, Heinlein at his best. … In fact, the whole book is a great
deal of fun. … [I]t’s easily on a level with Le Guin’s or Resnick’s first novels.”—New York Review
of Science Fiction“A narrative that sparkles with wit … A highly impressive and thoroughly
engrossing debut.”—Kirkus Reviews“Anything Kage Baker writes I devour with glee! Kage
Baker’s work is pure catnip to me.”—Ellen KushnerThe author and publisher have provided this
e-book to you without Digital Rights Management software (DRM) applied so that you can enjoy
reading it on your personal devices. This e-book is for your personal use only. You may not print
or post this e-book, or make this e-book publicly available in any way. You may not copy,
reproduce or upload this e-book, other than to read it on one of your personal devices.Copyright
infringement is against the law. If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on
the author’s copyright, please notify the publisher at: .For my mother, Katherine Carmichael
Baker,and her mother, Kate Jeffreys Carmichael,and for Athene Mihalakis,a Gray-Eyed
Goddess if ever there was oneContentsChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter
FourChapter FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter
ElevenChapter TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter
SixteenChapter SeventeenChapter EighteenChapter NineteenChapter TwentyChapter Twenty-
oneChapter Twenty-TwoChapter Twenty-ThreeChapter Twenty-FourChapter OneI AM A
BOTANIST. I will write down the story of my life as an exercise, to provide the illusion of
conversation in this place where I am now alone. It will be a long story, because it was a long
road that brought me here, and it led through blazing Spain and green, green England and ever
so many centuries of Time. But you’ll understand it best if I begin by telling you what I learned in
school.Once, there was a cabal of merchants and scientists whose purpose was to make money
and improve the lot of humankind. They invented Time Travel and Immortality. Now, I was taught
that they invented Time Travel first and developed Immortals so they could send people safely
back through the years.In reality it was the other way around. The process for Immortality was
developed first. In order to test it, they had to invent Time Travel.It worked like this: they would



send a team of doctors into the past, into 1486 for example, and select some lucky native of that
time and confer immortality on him. Then they’d go back to their own time and see if their test
case was still around. Had he survived the intervening nine hundred years? He had? How
wonderful. Were there any unpleasant side effects? There were? Oops. They’d go back to the
drawing board and then back to 1486 to try the new, improved process on another native. Then
they’d go home again, to see how this one turned out. Still not perfect? They’d try again. After all,
they were only expending a few days of their own time. The flawed immortals couldn’t sue them,
and there was a certain satisfaction in finally discovering what made all those Dutchmen fly and
Jews wander.But the experiments didn’t precisely pan out. Immortality is not for the general
public. Oh, it works. God, how it works. But it can have several undesirable side effects, mental
instability being one of them, and there are certain restrictions that make it impractical for
general sale. For example, it only really works on little children with flexible minds and bodies. It
does not work on middle-aged millionaires, which is a pity, because they are the only consumers
who can afford the process.So this cabal (they called themselves Dr. Zeus, Incorporated) came
up with a limited version of the procedure and marketed it as truly superior geriatric medicine. As
such it was fabulously profitable, and everyone commended Dr. Zeus.Everyone, of course,
except all those flawed immortals.But about the Time Travel part.Somehow, Dr. Zeus invented a
time transcendence field. It, too, had its limitations. Time travel is only possible backward, for
one thing. You can return to your own present once you’ve finished your business in the past, but
you can’t jump forward into your future. So much for finding out who’s going to win in the fifth
race at Santa Anita on April 1, 2375.Still, Dr. Zeus played around with the field and discovered
what could at first be taken as a comforting fact: History cannot be changed. You can’t go back
and save Lincoln, but neither can you erase your own present by accidentally killing one of your
ancestors. To repeat, history cannot be changed.However—and listen closely, this is the
important part—this law can only be observed to apply to recorded history. See the implications?
You can’t loot the future, but you can loot the past.I’ll spell it out for you. If history states that John
Jones won a million dollars in the lottery on a certain day in the past, you can’t go back there and
win the lottery instead. But you can make sure that John Jones is an agent of yours, who will
purchase the winning ticket on that day and dutifully invest the proceeds for you. From your
vantage point in the future, you tell him which investments are sound and which financial
institutions are stable. Result: the longest of long-term dividends for future you.And suppose you
have John Jones purchase property with his lottery winnings, and transfer title to a mysterious
holding firm? Suppose you have an army of John Joneses all doing the same thing? If you
started early enough, and kept at it long enough, you could pretty much own the world.Dr. Zeus
did.Overnight they discovered assets they never knew they had, administered by long-lived law
firms with ancient instructions to deliver interest accrued, on a certain day in 2335, to a
“descendant” of the original investor. And the money was nothing compared to the real estate.
As long as they stayed within the frame of recorded history, they had the ability to prearrange
things so that every event that ever happened fell out to the Company’s advantage.At about this



point, the scientist members of the cabal protested that Dr. Zeus’s focus seemed to have shifted
to ruling the world, and hadn’t the Mission Statement mentioned something about improving the
lot of humanity too? The merchant members of the cabal smiled pleasantly and pointed out that
history, after all, cannot be changed, so there was a limit to how much humanity’s lot could be
improved without running up against that immutable law.But remember, Gentle Reader, that that
law can only be seen to apply to recorded history. The test case was the famous Library of
Alexandria, burned with all its books by a truculent invader. Technically, the library couldn’t be
saved, because history emphatically states that it was destroyed. However, Dr. Zeus sent a
couple of clerks back to the library with a battery-powered copier disguised as a lap desk.
Working nights over many years, they transferred every book in the place to film before the
arsonist got to it, and took it all back to 2335.Even though the books turned out to be mostly
liberal arts stuff like poetry and philosophy that nobody could understand anymore, the point
was made, the paradox solved: What had been dead could be made to live again. What had
been lost could be found.Over the next few months in 2335, previously unknown works of art by
the great masters began turning up in strange places. Buried in lead caskets in cellars in
Switzerland, hidden in vaults in the Vatican Library, concealed under hunting scenes by
successful third-rate Victorian commercial painters: Da Vincis and Rodins and Van Goghs all
over the place, undocumented, uncatalogued, but genuine articles nonetheless.Take the case of
The Kale Eaters, the unknown first version of Van Gogh’s early Potato Eaters. It wasn’t possible
for the Company to go drug Van Gogh in his studio, take the newly finished painting, and leap
home with it: nothing can be transported forward out of its own time. What they did was drug
poor Vincent, take The Kale Eaters and seal it in a protective coat of great chemical complexity,
paint it over in black, and present it to a furniture maker in Wyoming (old USA), who used it to
back a chair that later found its way into a folk arts-and-crafts museum, and later still into other
museums, until some zealous restorer X-rayed the chair and got the shock of his life. Needless
to say, the chair was at that time in a collection owned by Dr. Zeus.As it happens, there are all
sorts of chests and cupboards in lonely houses that don’t get explored for years on end. There
are buildings that survive bombings, fire, and flood, so that no one ever sees what’s hidden in
their walls or under their floorboards. The unlikely things that get buried in graves alone would
astonish you. Get yourself a database to keep track of all such safe hiding places, and you too
can go into the Miraculous Recovery business.And why stop there? Art is all very well and can
fetch a good price, but what the paying public really wants is dinosaurs.Not dinosaurs literally, of
course. Everyone knew what happened when you tried to revive dinosaurs. But the Romance of
Extinction was big business in the twenty-fourth century. To sell merchandise, you had merely to
slap a picture of something extinct on it. A tiger, for example. Or a gorilla. Or a whale. Crying over
spilt milk was de rigueur by that time. What better way to cash in on ecological nostalgia than to
revive supposedly extinct species?In May of 2336, people turned on their newspapers and
learned that a small colony of passenger pigeons had been discovered in Iceland, of all places.
In Christmas of that same year, four blue whales were sighted off the coast of Chile. In March of



2337, a stand of Santa Lucia fir trees, a primitive conifer thought extinct for two centuries, was
found growing in a corner of the Republic of California. Everyone applauded politely (people
never get as excited over plants as they do over animals), but what didn’t make the news was
that this species of fir was the only known host of a species of lichen that had certain invaluable
medical properties …Miracles? Not at all. Dr. Zeus had collected breeding pairs of the pigeons
in upstate New York in the year 1500. They were protected and bred in a Dr. Zeus station in
Canada for over half a millennium and then released to the outside world again. Similar
arrangements were made for the whales and the fir trees.Anyway, when the public imagination
was all aglow with these marvelous discoveries, Dr. Zeus let the truth be known. Not all the truth,
naturally, and not widely known; business didn’t work that way in the twenty-fourth century. But
rumor and wild surmise worked as well as the plushiest advertising campaign, and the Company
didn’t have to pay a cent for it. It got to be known that if you knew the right people and could
meet the price, you could have any treasure from the past; you could raise the lamented
dead.The orders began to come in.Obsessive collectors of art and literature. Philanthropists
sentimental about lost species. Pharmaceutical companies desperate for new biological
sources. Stranger people, with stranger needs and plenty of ready cash. There were only two or
three questions.Who was running Dr. Zeus now? Even its founders weren’t sure. Its most
secretive inner circle couldn’t have said positively. Suddenly they were surrounded by the
prearranged fruits of somebody’s labor on their behalf—but whose labor? Just how many people
worked for the Company?Also, were they now faced with the responsibility of making sure
history happened at all? Quite a few species had been declared extinct, only to turn up alive and
well in unexpected places. Were these Dr. Zeus projects they hadn’t been aware of? Someone
went digging in the Company archives and discovered that the coelacanth was a Dr, Zeus
special. So was the tule elk. So was the dodo, the cheetah, Père David’s deer. And the Company
archives had an unsettling way of expanding when no one was looking.Finally, where do you get
the support personnel for an operation the size that this one had to be? Besides the cost of
sending modern agents to and from the past, the agents themselves hated it. They said it was
dangerous back there. It was dirty. People talked funny and the clothes were uncomfortable and
the food was disgusting. Couldn’t somebody be found who was better suited to deal with the
past?Well. Remember all those test-case immortals?A team from the future was sent back to
history’s predawn, to build training centers in unpopulated places. They went out and got
children from the local Neanderthals and Cro-Magnons, and shaved their diverse little skulls and
worked the Immortality Process on their little brains and bodies. They brought them up with
careful indoctrination and superior education. Then they went back to their own time, leaving the
new agents there to expand the operation.And what did Dr. Zeus have then? A permanent
workforce that didn’t have to be shipped back and forth through time, that didn’t suffer culture
shock, and that never, never needed medical benefits. Or, to put it in the corporate prose of the
Official Company History: slowly these agents would labor through the centuries for Dr. Zeus,
unshakable in their loyalty. They had been gifted with Immortality, after all. They knew they had a



share in the glorious world of the future. They were provided with all the great literature and
cinema of ages unborn. Their life work (their unending life work) was the noblest imaginable: the
rescue of living things from extinction, the preservation of irreplaceable works of art.Who could
ask for anything more, you say?Ah, but remember that Immortality has certain undesirable side
effects. Consider, also, the mental discomfort of being part of a plan so vast that no single
person knows the whole truth about it. Consider, finally, the problem in logistics: there are
thousands of us already, and as the operation expands, more of us are made. None of us can
die. So where are they going to put us all, when we finally make it to that glorious future world our
creators inhabit?Will they allow us in their houses? Will they finally pay us salaries? Will they
really welcome us, will they really share with us the rewards we’ve worked millennia to provide
them with?If you’re any student of history, you know the answer to that question.So why don’t we
rise in rebellion, as in a nice testosterone-loaded science fiction novel, laser pistols blazing away
in both fists? Because in the long run (and we have no other way of looking at anything) we don’t
matter. Nothing matters except our work.Look. Look with eyes that can never close at what men
do to themselves, and to their world, age after age. The monasteries burned. The forests cut
down. Animals hunted to extinction; families of men, too. Live through even a few centuries of
human greed and stupidity and you will learn that mortals never change, any more than we
do.We must go on with our work, because no one else will do it. The tide of death has to be held
back. Nothing matters except our work.Nothing matters.Except our work.Chapter TwoMY
NAME, MY age, the village of my birth, I can’t tell you with any certainty. I do know it was
somewhere near the great city of Santiago de Compostela, where the Holy Apostle’s body was
supposed to have been found. During the Middle Ages pilgrims flocked there to see the holy
relics (if they didn’t get wrecked first off Cape Finisterre) and returned with cockle shells pinned
to their hats (if they didn’t get wrecked going back). There, in that city, the Holy Inquisition set up
one of its offices.Also there, in the enormous cathedral, the Infanta Katherine, daughter of
Ferdinand and Isabella, is supposed to have stopped to hear Mass on her way to marry the
Prince of England. Now, in this cathedral was a silver censer, big as a cauldron, that swung in
stately arcs at the end of a chain; and during the Infanta’s Mass the chain broke and this censer
hurtled out of the church through a window and exploded like a bomb on the paving stones
outside. Some people would have taken this as an omen, but not the Infanta. She went
resolutely on to England and wound up marrying King Henry the Eighth. This shows that one
ought to pay attention to omens.Anyway, we lived near there. My parents were thin and
desperately poor, but racially pure, as they constantly assured us; and that is about all I
remember of them. Racially pure meant a lot in Spain in those days, you see. Presumably to
extend the line of Old White Christians, my parents had half a dozen little children, which they
soon regretted because our house only had one room.This is where the story begins.One day in
1541 (all dates approximate) my mother was sitting by the door, gloomily watching her little
White Christians as they rolled in a screaming knot in the dust of the yard. Along the road came
some people on horseback. They were very well dressed and looked as white as we did, nothing



like Jews or Moriscos, though of course you could never tell nowadays. They reined in beside
the gate and sat watching us for a moment.“Good morning, gentle sirs and ladies,” said my
mother.“Good morning, goodwife,” said a tall lady with red hair. “What pretty children you
have.”“Thank you, gentle lady,” said my mother.“And so many of them,” said the lady.“Yes, gentle
lady,” said my mother ruefully. (At least, they said something like this, but in sixteenth-century
Galician Spanish, all right?)We children had meanwhile stopped fighting and were staring at the
people openmouthed. They really did look wealthy. I recall the women had those things on their
heads like the queens on playing cards wear. You know.“Perhaps,” said the fine lady, “you have
more little ones here than you can provide for? You would perhaps entertain the idea of, say,
hiring one out?”Now my mother’s eyes went narrow with suspicion. She didn’t know who these
people were. They could be Jews, and everybody knew that Jews bought and ate Christian
children. Or they could be agents of the Church, sent to see if they could confiscate her property
because she was the kind of woman who sold her children to Jews. They could be
anybody.“Gentle lady, please,” she said. “Have consideration for a mother’s feelings. How should
I sell my own flesh and blood, which is very old Christian blood, you should know.”“That is very
obvious,” said the lady soothingly.“In fact, we are descended from the Goths,” added my
mother.“Of course,” said the lady. “Actually, this was an entirely honorable proposition I had in
mind. You see, my husband, Don Miguel de Mendes y Mendoza, was wrecked on the rocks at
La Coruña, and I am traveling around the country until I have performed one hundred acts of
charity for the repose of his soul. I thought I’d take one of your children into my house as a
servant. The child would have food and clothing, a virtuous Catholic upbringing, and a suitable
marriage portion arranged when she comes of age. What do you think of this idea?”Boy, my
mamacita was in a quandary. Just what every Poor but Honest Mother prayed would happen!
One less mouth to feed without the expense of a funeral! Still … I can just see her racing
mentally down the list of One Hundred Ways to Recognize a Secret Jew, posted by the Holy
Inquisition in every village square.“I would have to have some kind of surety,” she said
slowly.Beaming, the lady held out a purse, heavy and all clinquant, as the man says, with
gold.My mother swallowed hard and said: “Please excuse me, gentle lady, but you will surely
understand my hesitation.” She wasn’t going to come right out and say, Would you care to stay
for dinner, we’re having pork?The lady understood perfectly. Spaniards were as famed for
paranoia as for courtesy in those days. She pulled out a little silver case that hung about her
neck on a chain.“I swear by the finger of Holy Saint Catherine of Alexandria that I am neither
Judaizer nor Morisco,” she declared. She leaned over and put the purse into my mother’s hands,
and my mother opened it and looked inside. Then my mother looked at all of us, with our gaping
little mouths, and she sighed and shrugged.“Honest employment is a good thing for a child,” she
said. “So. Which one would you like to hire?”The lady looked us over carefully, like a litter of small
cats, and said: “What about the one with the red hair?”That was me. That was the first moment I
can remember being aware of being me, myself alone. My mother came and got me and led me
to the gate. The lady smiled down at me from the height of her horse.“What about it, little girl?”



she said. “Would you like to come live in a fine house, and have fine clothes to wear, and plenty
of food to eat?”“Yes,” I said like a shot. “And my own bed to sleep in, too?”Whereupon my mother
slapped me, but all the fine folk laughed. “Yes,” said the lady, “I’ll take that one.” So I was taken
indoors to have my face washed while the strangers waited, and my mother stripped off my filthy
shift and pulled a clean one on over my head. Then she leaned close to give me her last piece of
advice before sending me out into the world.“If those people turn out to have been lying, hija,
you go straight to the Holy Inquisition and inform on them.”“Yes, Mama,” I said.Then we went out
and I was lifted up in front of one of the men: he smelled of leather and musk perfume. We
waved goodbye and rode slowly away into the golden morning. Goodbye Mama, Papa, Babies,
Little Stone House!I didn’t cry. I was only four or five, but I knew I was going off on a splendid
adventure. Food and clothing and my very own bed! Though before we had ridden many miles,
the lady carefully explained to me that what she had told my mother wasn’t exactly true: I was
not to be a servant.“In fact, little girl, we are going to do you a very great honor,” she said. “We
are going to betroth you to be married to a mighty lord. This will be much to your advantage, for
then you will no longer be a little pauper: You will be a noblewoman.”It sounded fine to me,
except: “I’m only a little girl. Big girls get married, not little ones,” I observed.“Oh, gentlefolk marry
off their little children all the time,” said the lady serenely. “Little princes, little princesses, two and
three years old they hitch them up. So you see there’s no problem.”We rode along for a while,
past castles and crags, while I mulled this over.“But I’m not a princess,” I said at last.“You will be,”
I was assured by the man who held me. He wore riding gauntlets with the cuffs embroidered in
gold wire. I can see the pattern to this day. “As soon as he marries you, you see.”“Oh,” I said,
seeing nothing at all. But they all smiled at one another. What a slender, elegant lot they were,
with their smiles and secrets. I considered my cotton shift and my grubby sandals, and felt as
strange as red wheat in a vase of lilies.“Why is this lord going to marry me?” I wanted to know.“I
told you, I’m arranging it as an act of charity,” said the lady.“But—”“He loves little girls,” laughed
one of them, a very young man, his face still downy over the lip. The others all glared at him, and
the lady rode between us and said:“He too is a very charitable man. And life will be splendid for
you from now on! You’ll wear gowns of fine velvet and shoes lined with lamb’s fleece. You’ll have
a bed all to yourself with sheets of the whitest lawn, the counterpane embroidered with ruby
pomegranates and golden lilies. You’ll have a servant to lift you into it each night. The pillow will
be filled with whitest down from the wild geese that fly to England in the spring.”I stared at her.
“What land is he lord of, this lord?” I asked finally.“The summer land,” said the lady. “Beyond
Zaragoza.” I didn’t know where that was. “Shall I tell you about the palace where you’ll live? The
most beautiful palace of Argentoro, which is not least among the palaces of the world, being
made of blocks of pure white marble veined with gold. The park around it is seven by seventy
leagues to a side and filled with pleasant streams and walks; there are orange groves and pools
where swim gold and silver fish. There are Indians and monkeys from the New World; there are
rose gardens. Everything a little girl could want.”“Oh,” I said again.And again they all smiled at
one another over my head.Well, that had me floating on air. Except, in all the stories I’d ever



heard, little princesses had big troubles. It was true that handsome princes usually came and
rescued them, but the troubles came first and sometimes they lasted a hundred years.Anyway,
we rode on through green mountains, I asking questions and they laughing at me. By nightfall we
reached a big old house set far back from the road, darkly shadowed by oak trees, and there
wasn’t a castle or an orange grove in sight.They took me inside this dark house, and I must
admit I had the biggest meal of bacon and onions I’d ever seen, all to myself. But when I asked
them where the great lord was, they told me he’d be there soon; he was riding from a far country
and it would take him days yet to arrive. Then they put me to bed alone in a room, all to myself—
another promise kept—and for all my doubt I slept soundly.I lived with those people in that house
for maybe a week. I knew there was something odd about the household but, being a peasant
child, didn’t know that it was unusual for gentlefolk to live in a remote house with nearly no
furniture, no servants, and no visible means of support—in that century, anyway. They had plenty
of food of the finest quality (in my opinion), and their clothes were not threadbare. These weren’t
impoverished nobility; their purses were heavy with gold that never diminished.They made no
attempt to train me in any kind of work. In fact, I was left to myself to wander through the empty
rooms of the house all day, while they came and went on mysterious errands. They were more
and more evasive in answering my questions. Sometimes they gave conflicting answers, or
fanciful ones a baby wouldn’t have believed.By sitting quietly where they didn’t think I could hear,
I gathered that the house was only a temporary place and we wouldn’t be staying there long. The
red-haired lady seemed to be their mistress; they all deferred to her. There was to be some kind
of party soon, at a place called The Rocks, where other persons would be waiting for us.The ring
was turning my finger green, as the saying goes.Then, one day, I was alone with the youngest
man of the party. He was the only one who would play with me; he talked so much, the others
were always cautioning him to silence. Watching from my cupboard window, I had seen the lady
and her friends ride away that morning. I climbed out of bed and padded down the creaking
stairs.The young man was sitting on the empty kitchen floor. He had just opened a bottle of wine
and raised it in a toast when he saw me peering around the doorway.“Greetings, little one,” he
said, and drank deep. I stared at him. His doublet had small white birds and red hearts
embroidered all over it. The hearts were silk and looked shiny-wet, like candies.“I’m hungry,” I
told him.“So eat.” He pushed a tray across the flagstones with his boot. It had bread and cheese
and radishes on it. I picked up a loaf of bread.“It’s too big.” I pulled vainly at the crust.He sent his
dagger clattering across the floor toward me. I took it in surprise. Didn’t he know that little
children weren’t supposed to play with knives? Suppose I planned to rob him? But I managed to
slice some bread without taking off a finger as well and sat there chewing, staring at him
thoughtfully. He kept on drinking the wine. By the time I had eaten most of the bread and cheese,
his eyelids were drooping and his mouth was silly. I decided to try asking about my future one
more time.“What about this husband I’m supposed to have, señor?” I prodded.He looked blank.
Then he giggled and laid a finger beside his nose, which was the sixteenth-century body
language equivalent of a broad wink.“Well,” he said. “Little lady, I’ll tell you a great secret. He



arrived here in the night.”“He did?” Oh, how my heart leaped up. “Where is he?”“Ssh. Ssh. He’s
asleep. If you wake him, he’ll be angry! He’ll come down and strike you with a thunderbolt! Eh?
So don’t bother him. Anyway, you’ll see him soon enough.”“When?” I wanted to know.“Tonight.”
His smile got sillier. “At moonrise.” And he took another long pull at his bottle. I sat there and
fumed. Thunderbolts! Who did he think he was fooling?He chuckled to himself for a while and
finally took a long slow slide down the wall. When he arrived on the floor, he arranged his hat for
a pillow and went unconcernedly to sleep. I headed for the staircase at once. I had to have a look
at this great lord. Up the high bare creaking flight narrow as a ladder, I went; round and round to
the top of the house.At the end of the passageway was a shut door. I ran and pulled it open.No
lord there, with riding boots and sword propped beside his bed; no fine aristocrat pale against
the bed linen. No. Only, leaning in the corner, the figure of a man all braided together out of
sheaves of wheat. He was large as life and decked with colored ribbons, bright and frivolous as
festival time.Writing this down, I can still feel the howl of disappointment rising in me. I tiptoed
into the room—God knows why I tiptoed, I could never wake him—and looked very closely to be
sure.A big straw dolly was all he was, like the play figures folk put up to decorate their houses at
harvest time and burned later. I remembered seeing them. I remembered the priest scowling and
telling us these were things of the Devil.I had been crying quietly but clapped my hands over my
mouth as Light Dawned on me.Crash of cymbals for dramatic emphasis here. Actually, there had
to have been quite a lot of crashing and other commotion going on downstairs at this point, but
all I heard was my own heart pounding. These people were witches. The Devil gave them
powers and that was where all the gold came from and of course all witches dressed in splendid
clothes. No, wait, wasn’t that secret Jews? Was it Jews who sacrificed little children to idols and
witches who ate them, or the other way around? Whichever, I had to find the Holy Inquisition as
fast as I could.I turned and scurried down the stairs, arriving at the bottom landing to behold the
hallway full of big men, booted and spurred. Two of them were dragging the young man out of
the kitchen. He had puked all over his doublet in terror, and hung limp between them. A grim-
looking fellow leaned down and said:“Señor, the Holy Inquisition is waiting for you. It seems they
wish to discuss a matter of faith.”“Are you Inquisidors?” I inquired, peering through the stair
railings. All their heads swung up in astonishment.“Yes,” said the grim man.With a cry of relief I
ran down and hugged him around the legs. He stared at me in shock. I can’t imagine he got that
kind of reaction from people very often.“Thank you, Holy Inquisidor!” I babbled. “These people
are witches and they were going to kill me and there’s a big scary devil-thing upstairs, I saw it,
and I didn’t know how to find you but here you are! Please save me, señor!”There was a
moment’s silence before he turned to his men and said:“Seize this child also. And search the
house.”Well, I didn’t think anything was wrong, even when they hauled me out and set me on a
horse and bound my hands to the pommel. After all, everyone knew the Holy Office played a
little rough. I was so grateful to be saved, I didn’t mind in the least. All I had to do (I thought) was
explain everything to the Inquisidors and they would understand the danger I had been in. All
would be well. Of course.They brought out the young man—he was crying now—and tied him to



a horse too. They brought out a big bundle containing everything they had found in the house; I
could see the trailing ribbons of the wheat man.“See, señor?” I pointed as well as I could with my
hands bound. “There’s the bad devil-thing. Are you going to burn this bad man, señor? Are you
going to tell my mama and papa?”But they wouldn’t answer me. They all mounted; a man
vaulted up behind me, and away we rode at a gallop. Just as before, my heart was bright and
light. I was rescued! I was safe! Goodbye, dark house under the oak trees!Well.We came to the
great city of Santiago in broad morning, by country lanes and by narrow city streets where not a
soul moved, even in the light of day. I remember a city white with dust and blazing in all its stone
ways: no people, I suppose because of the heat, but also because the Holy Office was secretive
and came and went on near-deserted streets. The streets glared all the brighter for their
emptiness. It hurt my eyes to look.But soon enough we went under a big archway, the horses’
hooves echoing back, and down steep stairs into darkness. And that was the last I had to worry
about the sun hurting my eyes for a long time.I was locked in a tiny dark room. There was a sort
of wooden tray on the floor, filled with straw, to lie down in; there was a crockery pot to do
something else in. No other thing in that room at all; no windows. The only light came from the
grated window in the door.So there I was, in the dungeons of the Inquisition.Chapter ThreeIT
REALLY WASN’T so bad at first. I was full of optimism; I sat there in the straw rehearsing all the
things I would say to the Inquisidors when they sent for me—any minute now, I was sure—with a
particularly dramatic rendering of how I found the wheat man at the top of the stairs. And at least
I still had a bed to myself, though this one had a moldy smell.And it really didn’t bother me (at
first anyway) when hours and more hours went by and nobody brought me anything to eat. I was
used to that, I could manage. Sometimes at my mama’s and papa’s we went a day or two without
eating. But after I had slept and woken three or four times, I was very thirsty, so I went to the door
and yelled up at the little window.Eventually there came a clumping of boots, and a big nose
poked through the grate. I could just see a scowl behind it.“I’m hungry and I want some water,” I
told the nose.“You shut up,” it said, “or I’ll bring the gag in here.”“But I want something to eat.” I
backed away from the door a little.“Got any money?”“No.” I blinked. Was he serious? I’d never
held so much as a maravedi in my hand in my whole life.“Then you may ask San Fructuoso to
bring you some,” he said, and clumped away. I sat down and cried. After a while I went back to
sleep in the straw and was awakened by the sound of the cell door opening. A hand thrust
through the blinding crack of light and set a pitcher of water on the floor; then it withdrew, and the
door bumped shut. I scrambled to the water and drank greedily, until I got sick and spilled half of
it on the floor.After that I wasn’t doing so well. I slept and woke and still got no food; I was
beginning to feel very strange, very bad. The next time I woke to see the hand putting water in, I
cried at it:“Please, I need to have some bread!”It hesitated, and a voice replied: “Your mother is
supposed to pay for your food.”“My mama!” I was so excited. “Is she here?”“Well, yes,” said the
voice.“Tell her to come get me! Right away!”The voice laughed and the door shut.I got through
the next few sleeps in happy anticipation of my mama coming for me, until once again the truth
began to insinuate itself, whispering nastily behind its hand like the Devil in the paintings. I don’t



know how long I was a prisoner there. I couldn’t see the sun; time had altered its pace with me.
The Holy Office, I was to discover, had a whole different perception of time from the rest of the
world.Time had a few more tricks to play on me, as will be seen. That old devil Chronos.At some
point my door crashed open and brilliant light streamed in. I rubbed my eyes and tried to sit up.
The figure of a man appeared in the light and looked at me.“Little girl? Get up and come with
me.”“You get me some food first,” I croaked, glaring at him. He took a step or two into the room
and crouched down to look at me. And though I know he had to be speaking Galician, because
of course I couldn’t speak Cinema Standard yet, I swear to God I remember him saying:“Wow.
You’re in bad shape, aren’t you?”“Nobody has given me anything to eat since I’ve been in here!” I
tried to yell.He looked at another man, who was standing just outside the door. “Why is this?” he
asked.“Her mother, the woman Mendoza, has not made any provision for her keeping.”“She’s
not my mama!” I exclaimed. “She bought me from my mama! I don’t have anything to do with her
and she’s a witch.”“Well, she says she’s your mother,” said the first man.“She isn’t either! She is
Bad. I am Good. She’s a witch and I told you all and you mean I’ve been stuck in here because
nobody listened?” In my rage and frustration I beat my fist against the floor.The man regarded
me with interest. He was short, stocky, and dark, like a Biscayan, with a close neat beard. His
clothes were good but rather sober and nondescript.“Days and days down here without any food
and you’re pretty mad about that, huh?” he observed. I was so angry, I just stared at him in
disbelief.He gave a wry sort of smile and glanced over his shoulder at the other man. He
gestured. The other man ostentatiously turned his back and stared at the opposite wall. From
inside his doublet the Biscayan took a thing like a little book, and from its leaves he extracted
something small. With great deftness he slapped it behind my ear before I could see what it was.
I reached up to feel it, but he struck my hand away and said:“Don’t touch it. Maybe later you’ll get
some food, but right now the Holy Inquisition wants to talk to you.”“Good,” I said sullenly as he
picked me up.“You think that’s good?” He raised an eyebrow at me.“Yes. I have a lot to tell
them.”He nodded thoughtfully and said nothing for a while as he carried me through endless
stone passageways. Finally we came into a high room, very fine, with paneled walls and a
distant ceiling. I felt swell and feared nothing.There were three other men in this room, older than
the Biscayan. One was a priest. One was dressed all in red. The other was mousy plain and I
couldn’t see much of him behind the lectern where his pen scratched. I was put down in a chair,
and the others sat at a table to face me.“So,” said the priest. “You are the child Mendoza.”“No, I’m
not,” I said.Raised eyebrows. “May we ask who you are, then?” asked the man in red.“I got
kidnapped by that bad lady, and her name is Mendoza,” I said. “She’s a wicked, terrible, evil lady.
And a witch.” The man in red looked interested. The other two exchanged glances. The priest
leaned forward and said:“Little girl, tell us the truth.” And, that first time, there was nothing terrible
in the phrase, no ominous reverberation.Well, I told them the truth, the whole story, just as I’d
rehearsed it so often in the dark. I enjoyed the attention. They only interrupted me once or twice,
to ask questions. I finished quite cheerfully and concluded:“Can I go home now, señors?”There
was no reply. The man in red was flipping through some papers on the table in front of him. “This



seems very clear to me,” he said. “Look here, at the inventory of goods taken from the house. A
straw image of Satan. Various tools of witchcraft. Stars chalked on the floor.”“But how many
points on the stars?” asked the priest.“Some had five and some had six,” conceded the man in
red. The priest smiled tightly. The man in red went on, “Therefore, in my opinion, this is genuine
witchcraft. The woman and her confederates were courting the powers of the Prince of Darkness
and intended to sacrifice this child at a Sabbat.”“Yes,” I confirmed.“I think otherwise,” said the
priest, ignoring me. “With respect to his Grace, the Holy Office does not concern itself with
superstitions. These are modern times, señor. Peasants believe in witchcraft; the odd corrupt
nobleman plays at it; but it is not a thing to be feared.”“Surely you don’t deny the evidence of the
Malleus Malificorum?” demanded the man in red. His face was red too, and his eyes were
bugging out a little.“We disregard it entirely, señor,” said the priest. “I mean, really. Women flying
through the air on brooms. Toads that speak. What intelligent person credits such
nonsense?”“The Bishop, for one,” said the man in red hotly. The Biscayan’s smile twisted deeper
into his beard, and the priest sighed and rested his chin in his palm. The man in red went on: “Do
you deny that demons can be raised to give powers to those who worship Satan? The German,
Paracelsus, was carried off by just such, as all men know. These things have been witnessed
and proved, worthy Inquisidor.”“You are treading on very shaky theological ground, señor.” The
priest placed his hands flat on the table. “I would not, if I were you, assert that the Devil has
powers equal to God’s.”“I never said that.” Now the man in red went white.“Good.” The priest
nodded. “So, to the matter in hand.”“Nevertheless, we should remember that certain deluded
souls do form cults to attempt to practice witchcraft,” said the Biscayan diplomatically. I lifted my
head to stare at him. This time he had spoken in flawless, erudite Castilian, with just a little
Biscayan accent. “And the evidence found in the house resembles such things as these cults
use.”“That is possible, that they were cult objects,” admitted the priest. “But there are other dark
rites that involve, for example, stars.” He rounded on me. “I believe this child is a secret
Jew.”Well, my hair stood on end. I couldn’t get a word out, I was so terrified.“Now, how have you
arrived at such a conclusion, worthy señor?” the Biscayan was asking in an intrigued voice.“I
think that house was a nest of secret Jews,” said the priest. “Look, in all this inventory you will
find not one Christian object of worship. Those that dabble in sorcery keep inverted crucifixes,
defiled hosts, and such trash. All their cult is based on Christian belief. But the secret enclaves of
Judaism find such things abhorrent. Then, too, the woman Mendoza has consistently testified
that this child is her child. I point out to you that they both have hair as red as Judas’s beard. I
think the child is lying, to disassociate herself from the others in hopes of escape. And you may
depend upon it, she is our best hope of getting at the truth.”I shook my head numbly. I didn’t
understand, they didn’t understand, and what did all those big words mean? The man in red was
looking considerably deflated, but he rallied enough to say (yes, I swear he did):“She doesn’t
look Jewish.”“None of them do anymore.” The priest pointed at me with a sneer. “Insidiously they
have married into our noblest families and polluted the most ancient racial stock of Spain. Even
here in the north, where the Moors never conquered! She may well have fair skin; it’s only the



more likely there’s polluted blood there. The Jews have no interest in honest Spanish yeomen.
They want noble wives, with rich dowers.”“No!” I yelled. “I’m very poor! But pure, señor, my mama
says so, we’re descended from the Goths!” Whatever they were, I certainly didn’t know, but
surely it was important.“Tell us the truth,” said the priest.“I am telling the truth!”“Who is your
mother, if not the woman Mendoza?” asked the Biscayan.My downfall was coming, the
consequence of spending my brief life as one of a swarming knot of children. “She lives with my
papa and the others. Our house is made of stones. It has tiles on the roof,” I stammered.“But
what are your parents’ names?” pressed the Biscayan.“Mama and Papa,” I said.“What is your
family name?”I stared in confusion. The truth was, our house had been remote from the village
and I had never heard anyone address my parents as Señor or Señora Anything. And my
parents had been in the habit of addressing each other as Papacito or Mamacita or Mi Esposa.
Very affectionate, I’m sure, but it sank me in deep waters. I sat there racking my brains.The priest
smote the table with his palm. “What is your name?” he said slowly.“Hija?” I said at last. I had a
long sonorous baptismal name, I knew I had, but I couldn’t remember what it was.“What is the
name of your village?” tried the man in red.A memory floated by and desperately I grabbed at it.
“It’s not Orense because Mama comes from there and she says it’s better and she wishes she
could go back.”“But where do you live?”“I told you, in a little house. With a fence. And we have a
goat.”Well, it went on like that for what seemed hours, with the dry quiet scratching of the pen
taking it all down, establishing only that I was a little girl of unknown origin and apparently no
Christian name. The priest seemed very excited, very happy. The man in red fumed. The
Biscayan just looked fascinated by it all and kept pressing me for details, which of course I didn’t
have.Then abruptly, in the middle of a question, he stopped and peered at me.“Are you going to
faint?”“What?” I stared at him. But lights were dancing in front of my eyes.“The child has had no
food since the time of her arrest,” he explained to the others. “It was assumed that she was the
child of the woman Mendoza and her food would be paid for accordingly. However, no
arrangements were made.” He looked encouragingly at the man in red. “Which could be an
argument for your point of view, señor. Surely, if the child was really her daughter, she’d have
paid to send the child some food?”“An oversight,” the priest objected. “The woman has been in
continuous interrogation since she was arrested. It could easily have slipped her mind.”“On the
other hand, if the child’s story is true, then the Holy Tribunal has the responsibility of providing
her meals, assuming that she is, as she says, a pauper.” The man in red tapped his finger on the
documents in front of them.The priest glared at him. “We have not yet established that her story
is true in any respect.”“Worthy señors,” the Biscayan started to say, at which point I swayed
forward and threw up bile all over the floor. So the man in red, acting as the Bishop’s
representative, was able to authorize a loan with the Tribunal that I might buy a supper of milk
and broth. The Biscayan took me off to a little side room and watched me as I dined.Before I
drank, he took a flask of something from within his doublet and poured it into my milk. I grabbed
it and gulped at it.“That tastes funny,” I said suspiciously.“What do you want, Rhenish wine?” he
replied. “Drink. It’ll make you strong. And believe me, you’re going to need to be strong.”I



shrugged. He leaned there, watching me. The intensity of his watching made me angry. There
was no malice there, nor any sympathy, nor any human reaction at all that I could identify.“You
know, they put the woman Mendoza on the rack today,” he remarked. “They’re torturing her. To
make her confess she’s a secret Jew.”Was he trying to make me cry? I’d show him. I
shrugged.He studied me. “Doesn’t upset you, eh?”“She’s a bad lady. She was going to kill me. I
told you that.”He just nodded. “They’re going to try to make you confess to being a Jew yourself,
you know.”“But I’m not a Jew. I told them that,” I said wearily. “If they would only take me back to
my mama, she’d tell them.”“But they don’t know where your mama is. You can’t remember.”He
had me there. I blinked back tears.“Come with me now,” he said, and held out his hand.We went
back into the other room, he sat me in my chair, and I glared at them all.“Little girl, tell us the
truth,” said the priest.“I told you the truth already,” I said.“If you do not tell us the truth,” he said,
just as if I hadn’t spoken, “you will be severely punished.”“I did tell you the truth,” I squeaked.“Are
you a Jew, little girl?”“No!”“When were you first taught Jewish rites?”“What?”“Have you ever
been inside a Christian church?”“Yes.”“That proves nothing.” The priest made a gesture of
dismissal. “The Jews go to Mass to mock the Sacrament. Many have confessed to it. What creed
have you been taught, little girl?”What was a creed? I sat mute.“How often does your mother
change her linen?”“Oh, lots,” I said. “She has to wash and wash, all the time.” I meant rows and
rows of little diapers drying on the bushes, but that hadn’t been what he’d meant.“She washes,
eh? And does she wash your food, also, before she prepares it?”“Sometimes.”The priest shot a
triumphant look at the man in red. “You see? Even considering the child’s age and mendacity,
certain things may be discovered.” Apparently he had scored a point of some kind. I looked from
one to another of their faces, trying to guess what I’d done. The secretary got up to light a taper,
because the room was filling with night. In this pause, the door opened and in came another
Inquisidor.“Excellence.” He bowed. “The woman Mendoza has testified.”“And?”He looked
cautiously at me, but the priest waved him on. “She has confessed that she is a practitioner of
sorcery and stole the child from her parents.”“See!” I yelled, and the man in red positively
grinned.“She has also confessed, however,” the Inquisidor continued, “to being a secret Jew, to
being a Morisca, to being the concubine of Almanzor, and to being the Empress of Muscovy.”
There fell a disgruntled silence.“Continue the inquiry,” ordered the priest. “Persuade her.”The
Inquisidor bowed and left. “This always happens,” remarked the man in red.The priest swung
back to me. “Do you see what happens to liars, little girl?”“Yes,” I said.“I don’t think you do.” He
stood up. “We must show you.”They got up, and the Biscayan took me firmly by the wrist, and we
left that room with the secretary scurrying after us, fumbling his paper and pen. We went along
some halls to a dark place that smelled bad. I could hear crying, loud crying. I remember a little
window high in a wall. They opened it and lifted me up to look through. It was dark in there, but
as my eyes got used to the darkness, I could see glowing coals … and other things I would
prefer not to describe.My eyes hurt. And I couldn’t breathe. The priest put his face up very close
and said:“You can save your mother. All you have to do is tell us the truth.”I remember trying to
push his face away with my hand because his breath was very hot. I found myself staring at the



Biscayan. He was leaning against the wall, watching me, his mouth set, his eyes blank.I don’t
remember what I said, but I must have said something to make them take me down from that
terrible little window and let me look anywhere else. They didn’t take me back to my cell. I was
taken to a different room, a tiny place. One chair filled it entirely. Here I was put, and the door was
closed. I was left alone in the dark.But not for long. Briefly the door opened, and the man in red
looked in at me. His eyes were full of compassion. “Pray, my child,” he told me. “Accept Jesus
Christ as your Savior. Take this comfort.” He hung something on the inside of the door and
closed it again.A little light slanted down from somewhere, and a figure swam toward me out of
the darkness. It was Jesus on the Cross.A word here about comparative styles in religious art.
My little village church had been built in the Gothic style. Stone arches, no plaster, not much
decoration. Its furnishings were similarly rude and rustic, for we were, after all, a very poor
parish. A few rough saints chopped out of the local stone, smoky candles guttering on rock. The
church’s great crucifix was old and ax-hewn, stuck up in the shadows behind the altar, and what
with the distance and the darkness, Jesus looked as if He were standing in a tree, watching us
with alert if yellowed eyes.But this crucifix, now, was a fine expensive modern thing, from Castile
or maybe even Naples. This might have been the Bishop’s very own crucifix. It was as real as
they could make it. Someone had carved, someone had sanded and polished that poor gaunt
body with such care that every bone and sinew shaped out perfect, anatomically precise.
Someone had painted it with matte-smooth paint, the color of gray pearls or the skin of a dying
man. And not to forget the details: the wounds pink and crusted with black at the edges for dried
blood, just like the real thing. The wet yellow stain seeping down from the side wound. The artist
who reproduced those thin red lines from the flagellum must have had a tiny brush, fine as an
eyelash; yes, and he must have studied real welts, laid on live sweating backs, to show the
bruising so well. The matted hair and vicious crown of thorns were reproduced with such veracity
that you could see the dust caking the braids, you could see the bright blood drops.But it was
the face, of course, that was the masterwork.An intelligent face, eyes wide and dark. You could
imagine this Christ laughing, or angry, or asleep. Beyond all that, you could see the God shining
through the man.Having given you all this, this living Christ that your heart went out to, the artist
put the knife in and twisted it. The mouth was opening in a gasp of pain, the teeth were bared in
agony. Those live dark eyes looked out in desperation from that agony to plead, to ask a
question I had no answer for. God was being murdered in front of my eyes.So He hung before
me in the gloom, illuminated by one weak beam of light. I was terrified. I couldn’t get away, I
couldn’t.“I’m sorry, Lord Jesus, I’m sorry, Lord Jesus, I’m sorry, Lord Jesus …”“Why are you
causing me such suffering?” cried my hallucination through bleeding lips.“I don’t know, Lord
Jesus. I’m sorry, Lord Jesus. Couldn’t we get you down from there and get you a barber-surgeon
or something?”“No.”“Couldn’t we put bandages on you to make you better?”“No.”“But why
not?”“Because my suffering is eternal. While men live, they must sin; and while they sin, I must
bleed here. I am dying in torment for you. You are the one who pushes these thorns in my flesh
by your sin.”“But when did I sin?”“In the Garden. Because you sinned there, God sent me to be



crucified.”“I’m sorry! I don’t remember what I did in the garden, but I’m sorry! Can’t you come
down now?”“Never.” The weary eyes closed for a moment. He was so beautiful, He was in such
pain, and I’d have done anything to get those nails out of His hands and feet. But I was so afraid
of Him.“It’s not my fault,” I wept. “I wasn’t even born then.”“That doesn’t matter,” He explained. “As
part of the human race, you are born to Sin. You’re one of the daughters of Eve. You can’t avoid
Sin even if you want to.”“Then no matter what I do, I’ll always hurt you?” I was
appalled.“Yes.”“Who made things this way?”“I did.” Sweat glittered on His brow. “I took your state
upon myself to redeem you from all Sin.”“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” I said. “You should
go back to heaven and live with the angels. How could I ever be happy again if I hurt you so
much? I don’t want you to suffer for me.”“You will not be saved.”I looked around at the darkened
room, remembered my cell and the other room. “But I’m already damned, aren’t I? And at least
you won’t be up on that cross anymore.”“You really mean this?” He looked intently at me.I meant
it with all my heart.So He shrugged, and the nails came flying out of His hands and feet like
bullets. The crown of thorns sprang away from His head like a lute string snapping. His stigmata
closed, healed over, were gone. The weals of the scourge receded into His skin.He stepped
down from the Cross, pulled His red robe around Himself, and gave me a courteous nod before
striding into the darkness and disappearing. I collapsed back into my chair, overwhelmed with
relief. It was short-lived.The door burst outward and light blinded me. My three Inquisidors stood
there, dark against the light like mountains. The priest looked furious. He must have found out
that I was talking to Jesus, I thought. “Are you ready to tell us the truth?” he said.“What?” I
blinked at him. He reached in and pulled me out, twisting, by the wrist.
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JLD, “Radical Protestant meets Cyborg Atheist in 16th century England. Garden of Iden (A
Novel of the Company) by Kage BakerI had not previously heard of Kage Baker and was just a
bit skeptical about this book but I have read Connie Willis's To say nothing of the dog and after
reading the sample of this book decided it was worth the try. I'm delighted that I did because not
only does she have the fresh humor that Connie Willis demonstrates, she also has a depth of
character and story that are quite compelling.My first warning to anyone starting to read this is
that it might be misleading to think that this is a futuristic time travel novel. The bulk of this novel
reads more like a period piece with the incidental that time travel and future technology and
immortality are integral in the event that stirs the main character into the story. Also it's a clever
device that Kage Baker uses to enable her characters to think along anachronistic lines that
actually make sense when you consider the whole.To explain-in the future they develop
technology to extend life-but are in a hurry to test it without having to wait the length of time it
would take to verify first that it appears to work second that there are minimal side effects and
third that it actually does work. But then they create time travel and have a host of common
people to chose from on which to test this and if it works they just look them up in the present
and test them for side effects and such. Presumably after much testing our main character,
Mendoza, has the latest greatest with least amount of side effects.Now a number of rules apply
here that make the story interesting. They can't change the past-even if they try- so they don't try.
They can go to the past and return to the present but can't go to the future- which means those
they make immortal in the past have to stay in the past, but that's key to what they want to do
anyway. So the premise is that if they find and alter people who have no visible impact on history
it won't alter time and no one will know about it because those people were just common folk
and there are just so many of those around that it makes no difference.--Sure there might be a
hole in this somewhere in real causality but we can overlook that for now--.These past
participants are then isolated and trained to preform special tasks for the Company that will
result in saving things for the Company to use in the future such as works of art that history never
noted or perhaps were mysteriously lost and herbs and plants that had gone extinct and
perhaps even some animals that had gone extinct. They would have to be isolated somewhere
where they wouldn't be discovered until around the dawn of time travel so to speak. Mendoza is
a botanist by training so is intent of getting specific things from the Garden of Iden.These
inductees are pumped full of nanites and drugs that make them immortal and it become
questionable whether they are any longer human and their isolation makes them weary of and in
many cases fearful of the apes known as man. They also have knowledge of history that extends
well into the time time travel began so they have all sorts of influence from movies tapes and
books that they would otherwise not know about. This leads to some interesting thoughts from
Mendoza that seem anachronistic when the reader forgets that she learned all of the history and
culture and literature that would give her this knowledge. So even though this takes place in mid



16th century she makes reference to things like Shakespeare and Don Quixote and more. Which
means they have to be particularly careful when they are around the normal human animals.
What this story is really about is Mendoza's coming to terms with the notion that even though
she is immortal she may still be human and it takes an unlikely romance with one of the human
animals to bring this to her attention. Still throughout she constantly tries to deny that she might
still be human. The reader on the other hand can have no doubts as they see her so easily fall
sway to normal human pitfalls and prattles. Basically she's smitten and love sick. Of course since
she is brought up to be areligious it makes perfect sense that she fall for a devout Protestant
during a time of turmoil in England when the Catholic church and the Inquisition are going to be,
for a short time persecuting Protestants and heathens. It's a tragedy in the making.Mendoza is
torn between duty to the Company and her job and her love for Nicholas and she vacillates
between desire to run off with him and the knowledge that since she is immortal any such
relationship would end badly. There is one particular incident when she is dancing with her
beloved Nicholas that she is almost resolved to go with him when somehow her own
conversation inadvertently leads to Nicholas having a logical conclusion that removes the
possibility for them to run off together. Later there is a suggestion that part of the training
imparted on Mendoza is full of subliminal triggers that prevent her from abandoning her work
with the Company but Kage Baker's writing is so tight that even so, as a reader, I felt that it might
have just been some human part of Mendoza that managed to crash things now and
then.Another clever piece of writing in the story is that we never quite cross any pivotal moments
that make the history books, creating a sort of leeway for guiding the story where it needs to
go.This is a great story for people who like historical fiction and for SFF fans who are interested
in immortal beings and time travel; even though it is mostly a sort of comedy tragedy about a
romance between a radical Protestant and a Cyborg Atheist set in 16th century England. A great
start to a series and fantastic debut novel.  J.L. Dobias”

LA Man, “Brilliant Storytelling!. I just read this book, and I have to say I'm flabbergasted with
delight. As this is the first of her Company Series, I have a deal of pleasure ahead of me.I must
say the basic dual premise the immortals and the logic of their time travels opens up a wealth of
possibility -- both for inventive plotting, philosophical inquiry (through character and action,
rather than through the musings of a 19th Century novel) and, yes, humor. I rarely finished a
chapter without a good laugh. The lady can write!A confession, here: I met Kage Baker in the
16th Century (at the Original Renaissance Faire in Southern California,) and I found her a
delightful person. I mention this, as I can attest to the fact she knows her Living History and
writes it beautifully. That said, if you have no interest in that sort of thing, well, the poorer you for
you lack of curiosity. There's much of that era that informs who we are today. And if you're
curious yet unfamiliar with that sort of milieu, you couldn't have a better storyteller take you by
the hand to give you a personalized tour down the country lanes of Olde England, with its many
delights and barbarities.Oh, and did I mention the lady can write. My only regret is that it took me



so long to get to this, and I am denied the pleasure of telling her to her face what a wonderful job
she's done. She, alas, is not 'an immortal' -- not physically, at any rate -- but she lives on in her
work.”

William F. Wallace, “BUY THIS BOOK!. Do not listen to anyone else: BUY THIS BOOK AND ALL
THE ONES AFTER IT!!. I just discovered this wonderful writer a few months ago and after a
couple of books, bought everything she ever wrote. If I had a few dead writers to dinner she
would be on the list. Very intelligent, great story teller, very little violence, satire everywhere...
What's not to like?Suspend your disbelief, like you do every time you read fantasy or scifi, and
don't look for paradoxes or errors or inconsistencies, just enjoy. I did not read the two or three
star ratings, as those people must be illiterate, have no sense of humor, don't recognize
wonderful writing when they see it, or are just OCD and picky picky picky. I have been all the
way through the Company novels and am on the second book the second time around. Don't
miss this one.  I would have loved, loved to have known this person.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Hard to find non-massed produced SF. It's hard to find an original voice
and ideas in modern SF, but Baker shows them in this book. Yes, there are no spaceships; deal
with it. Instead there are characterization, and some interesting ideas about history and what our
attitudes to it should be, and a plot driven by the tension arising out of these. The next book in
the series, Sky Coyote is even better, but it helps to have read this one first.”

Mrs. S. E. Tudor, “excellent. Loved this. Second time I have read it and still just as entertaining
and insightful. Themes from this seem to be in lots of more recent films etc, didn't realise Kage
Baker was so influentiak.”

The book by Kage Baker has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 145 people have provided feedback.
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