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When Rigg and his friends crossed the Wall between the only world they knew and a world they

could not imagine, he hoped he was leading them to safety. But the dangers in this new wallfold are

more difficult to see. Rigg, Umbo, and Param know that they cannot trust the expendable, Vadesh

â€” a machine shaped like a human, created to deceive â€” but they are no longer certain that they

can even trust one another. But they will have little choice. Because although Rigg can decipher the

paths of the past, he canâ€™t yet see the horror that lies ahead: A destructive force with deadly

intentions is hurtling toward Garden. If Rigg, Umbo, and Param canâ€™t work together to alter the

past, there will be no future.
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Ruins  CHAPTER 1 Water Rigg saw the stream before any of the others. Loaf was an experienced

soldier; Olivenko not so experienced, but not untrained, either; and Umbo had grown up in the



village of Fall Ford, which was almost like living in the woods. But only Rigg had tramped the high

forests above the Upsheer Cliffs, trapping animals for their fur while the man he called Father taught

him more than Rigg ever thought he would need to know. Rigg practically smelled water like an

animal. Even before they crested the low grassy rise he knew that there would be a stream in the

next crease between hills. He even knew it would be only a rill, with no trees; the ground here was

too stony. Rigg broke into a jog. â€œStop,â€• said the expendable they were calling Vadesh. Rigg

slowed. â€œWhy? Thatâ€™s water, and Iâ€™m thirsty.â€• â€œWeâ€™re thirsty,â€• said Umbo.

â€œYou cannot drink there,â€• said the expendable. â€œCannot? Thereâ€™s some kind of

danger?â€• asked Rigg. â€œOr a law,â€• suggested Olivenko. â€œYou said you were leading us to

water,â€• said Loaf, â€œand there it is.â€• â€œThatâ€™s not the water Iâ€™m taking you to,â€• said

Vadesh. Only now did Rigg realize what he wasnâ€™t seeing. It was his inborn gift that all the paths

of the past were visible to him. Humans and animals all left traces behind them, paths in time. If they

ever traveled through a particular place, Rigg could tell where they had gone. It was not something

he saw with his eyesâ€”his eyes could be closed or covered, or there could be walls or solid rock

between him and a path, and he would still know where it was, and could figure out what kind of

creature made it, and how long ago. There had been no human traffic at this stream in ten thousand

years. More tellingly, few animals had come there, and no large ones. â€œItâ€™s poisonous,â€• said

Rigg. â€œIs that a guess?â€• asked his sister, Param, â€œor do you know somehow?â€• â€œEven

animals donâ€™t come here to drink,â€• said Rigg. â€œAnd no human for a long time.â€• â€œHow

long?â€• asked Vadesh. â€œDonâ€™t you know?â€• asked Rigg. â€œIâ€™m curious about what you

know,â€• said Vadesh. â€œI have not known a human who can do what you can do.â€• â€œNearly as

long as since the beginning of human settlement on this world.â€• Rigg had a very clear idea of what

paths that old were like, since he had just crossed through the Wall between his home wallfold and

this one, by clinging to an animal that, in the original stream of time, had died in the holocaust of

humansâ€™ first coming to the planet Garden. â€œThat is off by only a little less than a thousand

years,â€• said Vadesh. â€œI said â€˜nearly,â€™â€• answered Rigg. â€œA thousand years this way or

that,â€• said Param. â€œClose enough.â€• Rigg still didnâ€™t know Param well enough to tell if her

sarcasm was friendly teasing or open scorn. â€œWhat kind of poison?â€• he asked Vadesh. â€œA

parasite,â€• said Vadesh. â€œIt can live out its entire lifecycle in the stream feeding off the bodies of

its siblings, ancestors, and descendants, until one of them eats it. But if a larger animal comes to

drink, it attaches to the face and immediately sends tendrils into the brain.â€• â€œIt eats brains?â€•

asked Umbo, intrigued. â€œNo,â€• said Vadesh. â€œIt infiltrates them. It echoes the neural network.

It takes over and controls the hostâ€™s behavior.â€• â€œWhy in the world would our ancestors bring



along such a creature when they came from Earth?â€• asked Umbo. â€œThey didnâ€™t,â€• said

Olivenko. â€œHow do you know that?â€• asked Loaf. His tone showed he was still skeptical of

Olivenko, who was only a member of the city guard in Aressa Sessamo, rather than a real soldier.

â€œBecause if they had, it would exist in every wallfold,â€• said Olivenko, â€œand it doesnâ€™t exist

in ours.â€• Olivenko thinks the way Father taught me, thought Rigg. Donâ€™t assume: Think it

through. Vadesh was nodding. â€œA very tough little creature, the facemask.â€• â€œFacemask?â€•

â€œWhat the humans of this wallfold named it. For reasons that would have become tragically

obvious if you had bent over to drink from the stream.â€• Something didnâ€™t ring true about this.

â€œHow can a creature that evolved on Garden successfully take over the brains of creatures from

Earth?â€• asked Rigg. â€œI didnâ€™t say it was successful,â€• said Vadesh. â€œAnd you are now as

close as is safe. To avoid picking up facemasks from the wet ground beside the streamâ€”they can

attach to any skin and migrate up your bodyâ€”you should follow in my footsteps exactly.â€• They

followed him in single file through the grass, with Rigg bringing up the rear. The path Vadesh took

them on was the highest ground. Each time they reached a damp patch they jumped over it. The rill

was narrow here. No one had trouble overleaping it. Only when they got to higher ground several

rods beyond the rill was Rigg able to continue the conversation. â€œIf the parasite wasnâ€™t

successful, why is it still alive here?â€• â€œThe parasite is successful in attaching to humans and

Earthborn beasts of all kinds,â€• said Vadesh. â€œBut thatâ€™s not really how we measure success

in a parasite. If the parasite kills its host too quickly, for instance, before the parasite can spread to

new hosts, then it has failed. The goal of a parasite is like that of any other life formâ€”to survive and

reproduce.â€• â€œSo these facemasks kill too quickly?â€• asked Umbo, shuddering. â€œNot at all,â€•

said Vadesh. â€œI said â€˜for instance.â€™â€• He smiled at Rigg, because they both knew he was

echoing Riggâ€™s earlier testy reply when Vadesh told him his time estimate was off by a

millennium. â€œSo in what way did this parasite fail?â€• asked Riggâ€”the way he would have

pushed Father, an attitude that came easily to him, since not just in face and voice but in

evasiveness, smugness, and assumption of authority this expendable was identical to the one that

had taken Rigg as an infant from the royal house and raised him. â€œI think that with native

species,â€• said Vadesh, â€œthe parasite rode them lightly. Cooperating with them. Perhaps even

helping them survive.â€• â€œBut not with humans?â€• â€œThe only part of the earthborn brain it

could control was the wild, competitive beast, bent on reproduction at any cost.â€• â€œThat sounds

like soldiers on leave,â€• said Loaf. â€œOr academics,â€• said Olivenko. Vadesh said nothing. â€œIt

sounds like chaos,â€• said Rigg. â€œYou were there from the beginning, werenâ€™t you, Vadesh?

How long did it take people to learn of the danger?â€• â€œIt took some time for the facemasks to



emerge from their chrysalises after the disaster of the human landing,â€• said Vadesh. â€œAnd still

longer for the people of Vadeshfold to discover that facemasks could infest humans as well as cattle

and sheep.â€• â€œThe herders never got infected?â€• asked Loaf. â€œIt took time for a strain of

facemasks to develop that could thrive on the human body. So at first it was like a pesky fungal

infection.â€• â€œAnd then it wasnâ€™t,â€• said Rigg. â€œFacemasks are that adaptable?â€•

â€œItâ€™s not blind adaptation,â€• said Vadesh. â€œTheyâ€™re a clever, fascinating little creature,

not exactly intelligent, but not completely stupid, either.â€• For the first time, it occurred to Rigg that

Vadesh was not just fascinated by the facemasks, but enamored of them. â€œThey can only attach

to their host in the water,â€• said Vadesh, answering a question no one had asked. â€œAnd once

they attach to an air-breather, they lose the ability to breathe in water. They only get their oxygen

from the blood. You know what oxygen is?â€• â€œThe breathable part of air,â€• said Umbo

impatiently. Olivenko chuckled. Of course, thought Riggâ€”Olivenko was a scholar, and Umbo had

studied for a time with Riggâ€™s father. But Rigg noticed that Loaf and Param seemed to have no

idea what Vadesh meant. How could air be divided in parts? Rigg remembered asking Father

exactly that question. But there was no point in explaining the point now or soon or, probably, ever.

Why would a soldier-turned-innkeeper and a royal heiress who had fled her throne require a

knowledge of the elements, of the behavior of gases and fluids? Then again, Rigg had thought, all

through his years of education, tramping with Father through the woods, that he would never need

anything Father taught him except how to trap, dress, and skin their prey. Only when Fatherâ€™s

death sent Rigg out in the world did he learn why Father had trained him in languages, economics,

finance, law, and so many other subjects, all of which had proven vital to his survival. So Rigg

started to explain that invisible air was really made of tiny particles of several different types. Loaf

looked skeptical and Param bored, and Rigg decided that their education wasnâ€™t his job. He fell

silent and thought about parasites that could only attach to humans in water, and then they lost the

ability to breathe on their own. Rigg filed the information away in his mind, the way Father had

taught him to do with all seemingly useless information, so he could recall it whenever Father

decided to test him. Iâ€™ve been on my own for a year, thought Rigg, and still in my thoughts

heâ€™s always there, my pretended father, my kidnapper for all I know. Heâ€™s the puppeteer who,

even dead, is pulling all the strings inside my mind. Lost in such thoughts, Rigg did not notice the

first building that came in sight. It was Loaf, ever alert as a soldier should be, who saw the glint of

metal. â€œItâ€™s like the Tower of O,â€• he said. It was indeed, in that it was tall and of a similar

substance. But it did not rise to a point and was not rounded like a cylinder. And there were several

of them nearby, and none of them was half so tall as the Tower of O. But they were impressive



nonetheless, and tall enough that it took two more hours of walking after they first saw them for their

little group to come close enough to see that these towers were made from the same material, and

formed the skyline of a city. â€œHow could they build with thisÂ .Â .Â . substance?â€• asked Loaf.

â€œPeople have tried to cut into the Tower of O many times over the years, and neither tool nor fire

can affect it.â€• â€œWho would try to damage it?â€• asked Umbo. â€œConquerors who want to show

their power,â€• said Olivenko. â€œRiggâ€™s and Paramâ€™s people arose only lately. The Tower

has been there ten thousand years.â€• The talk of duration made Rigg realize something he should

have noticed at once, as soon as they knew it was a city they were coming to. There were human

paths again, as there had not been near the stream, but all of them were old. None more recent

than ten thousand years. â€œHow long has this city been abandoned?â€• asked Rigg. â€œIt isnâ€™t

abandoned,â€• said Vadesh. â€œThere hasnâ€™t been a human being here for a long time,â€• said

Rigg. â€œBut Iâ€™ve been here,â€• said Vadesh. Youâ€™re not a human being, Rigg wanted to say.

Youâ€™re a machine; you leave no path. A place that contains only you is uninhabited. But it

seemed too rude to say aloud. Rigg saw the absurdity of his attitude: If he truly thought of Vadesh

as only a machine, rudeness would not be an issue. â€œWhere did the people go?â€• asked Param.

â€œPeople come and go in the world, and where there once were cities there are only ruins, and

where once there was nothing, cities rise,â€• said Vadesh. Rigg noticed how nonresponsive

Vadeshâ€™s answer was, but did not challenge him. Rigg trusted Vadesh too little to want him to

know he wasnâ€™t trusted. â€œAnd thereâ€™s water here?â€• asked Loaf. â€œBecause my need

for it is getting pretty urgent.â€• â€œI thought you field soldiers drank your own piss,â€• said Olivenko.

â€œWe do pee into canteens,â€• said Loaf. â€œBut only so we can bring it back for the officers of

the city guard to drink.â€• It could have been a quarrel, but to Riggâ€™s relief, Olivenko just smiled

and Umbo laughed and it went nowhere. Why did they still irritate each other so much, after all they

had been through together? When would rivals become comrades? So all the people of this city

were gone. Rigg began to scan for the paths that would show a great migration out of the city, but

before he could make much progress, Vadesh led them into a low building of ordinary stone, which

showed its many centuries of weathering. â€œDid someone live here?â€• asked Umbo. â€œItâ€™s a

factory,â€• said Vadesh. â€œWhere did all the people sit to work?â€• asked Olivenko. â€œA

mechanical factory,â€• said Vadesh. â€œAnd most of it is underground. I still use it, when I need any

of the things the factory makes. But they needed safe water for the supervisors and mechanics, and

for the people who hauled things in and hauled things out.â€• He led them through a doorway into a

dark chamber. As they passed through the door after him, a bright light came from above. The

whole ceiling was aglow, very much like the lights inside the Tower of O. The others gasped in awe,



but Rigg was noticing that the paths of humans into this chamber were few and ancient. This

building had only been used for a few decades at the most. It had been abandoned by the same

generation of people who had built it. Vadesh touched the front of a thick stone pillar and at once

they heard the sound of running water inside the pillar. Then he touched another place, and a

portion of the pillar came away in his hand. It was a stone vessel halfway between a drinking mug

and a waterbucket in size. He handed it to Loaf. â€œBecause your need was so urgent,â€• said

Vadesh. â€œIs it safe?â€• asked Rigg. â€œItâ€™s filtered through stone. No parasites of any kind

can possibly get into this water.â€• Again, Rigg noticed that while Vadesh answered, he only

answered about the likelihood of parasite infestation, not the actual question Rigg had asked. Loaf

handed the water to Param without tasting it. â€œYou need this most,â€• he said. â€œBecause

Iâ€™m a frail princess?â€• Param asked with a hint of resentment. Well, she was physically frail and

she was a princess. Until their mother tried to kill her and Rigg, she was assumed to be heir to the

Tent of Light. Years of living in the narrow bounds of captivity had made her physically weak, and

the journey to the Wall had only improved her stamina by a little. But no one was rude enough to

point this out to her. â€œYou need it most because you and Umbo lived on your water for an extra

week that we didnâ€™t live through,â€• said Loaf. Param took the water and drank. â€œItâ€™s

perfect,â€• she said. â€œIt tastes fresh, and nothing else. Except a tinge of somethingÂ .Â .Â .â€•

â€œTrace metals,â€• said Vadesh. â€œFrom the rock it filtered through.â€• Umbo drank next. He tried

to pass it to Rigg, but Rigg would not take any until Loaf and Olivenko had also drunk.

â€œThereâ€™s plenty,â€• said Vadesh. â€œThen finish it, Loaf,â€• said Rigg. â€œIâ€™ll drink from

the second serving.â€• â€œHe thinks I spit in it,â€• said Umbo. â€œDidnâ€™t you?â€• said Loaf.

â€œYou usually do.â€• Then Loaf drank it off. â€œDelicious,â€• he said, as he handed the empty

vessel to Vadesh for refilling. Rigg did not know why he did not trust Vadesh. This expendable had

no mannerisms that were not identical to those of Riggâ€™s father. Perhaps that was the cause of

his suspicions. But he was sure that Vadesh was deceptive and dangerous, not because he

deflected questions and clearly had his own agendaâ€”those were Fatherâ€™s constant attributes

as wellâ€”but because of which questions he wouldnâ€™t answer. Father would have told me why

the people were gone from this place. It would have been the first thing he explained, because

telling me why people do the things they do was always his favorite topic. Vadesh isnâ€™t educating

me, thatâ€™s why he doesnâ€™t explain it. But Rigg did not believe his own excuse. As Father had

taught him, he did not believe the first explanation his mind leapt to. â€œIt will often be right, and as

you get more experience of life it will usually be right. But it will never be reliably right, and you must

always think of other possible explanations or, if you canâ€™t, then at least keep your mind open so



you will recognize a better explanation if one emerges.â€• So Rigg did not trust Vadesh. Moreover,

he was sure that Vadesh knew that Rigg did not trust himâ€”because Father would have known.

When Rigg got his water from the second cupful, it was as delicious as the others said. He poured

the last water from his canteen onto the floor and then moved to put it into the space the stone

vessel came from. â€œNo,â€• said Vadesh. â€œOne reason this water can be trusted is that it is

never used to fill any container but this one. It wonâ€™t work anyway. It only pours out water when

this is in place.â€• Vadesh reinserted the stone cup, and again the water could be heard gushing into

the stone. They all emptied their canteens of the stale traveling water they obtained when they last

filled at a stream two days before, then refilled them from the stone vessel. With enemies pursuing

them, they had not dared to stop even for water on that last day before they crossed the Wall.

â€œItâ€™s getting near dark outside,â€• said Loaf. â€œIs there a safe place to sleep in this city?â€•

â€œEverywhere here is safe,â€• said Vadesh. Rigg nodded. â€œNo large animals ever come

here,â€• he said. â€œThen is there a comfortable place here?â€• asked Umbo. â€œIâ€™ve slept on

hard floors and on grass and pine needles, and unless thereâ€™s a bedÂ .Â .Â .â€• â€œI donâ€™t

need beds,â€• said Vadesh, â€œand I didnâ€™t expect company.â€• â€œYou mean they didnâ€™t

make their beds out of stuff that never decays?â€• asked Olivenko. â€œThere is nothing that

doesnâ€™t decay,â€• said Vadesh. â€œSome things decay more slowly than others, thatâ€™s all.â€•

â€œAnd how slowly do you decay?â€• asked Rigg. â€œSlower than beds,â€• said Vadesh, â€œbut

faster than fieldsteel.â€• â€œAnd yet you seem as good as new,â€• said Rigg. â€œThatâ€™s a

question.â€• Vadesh stood by the water pillar gazing at him for a long moment. Deciding, Rigg

supposed, how to respond without telling him anything useful. â€œMy parts are all replaceable,â€•

he said. â€œAnd my knowledge is fully copied in the library in the Unchanging Star.â€• â€œWho

makes your new parts?â€• asked Rigg. â€œI do,â€• said Vadesh. â€œHere?â€• asked Rigg. â€œIn

this factory?â€• â€œSome of the parts, yes,â€• said Vadesh. â€œAnd the other parts?â€•

â€œSomewhere else, obviously,â€• said Vadesh. â€œWhy do you ask? Do you think any of my parts

are defective?â€• Now, that was interesting, thought Rigg. I was going to ask him if he ever had

enough parts to make a complete new copy of himself, but he assumed I was doubting that he was

functioning perfectly. This made Rigg assume that Vadesh himself had doubts about his

functionality. â€œHow could I know if a machine so perfect that I could live with one for thirteen

years without realizing it wasnâ€™t human is not up to par?â€• he asked. â€œExactly,â€• said

Vadesh, as if they had been arguing and Vadesh had just proved his point. And maybe we were

arguing, thought Rigg. And whatever Vadesh might have done since I met him, he certainly did not

prove anything. All he did was make me wonder if heâ€™s broken somehow. Did he do that for a



purpose? Is it an illusion, so I will underestimate his ability? Or is it a symptom of his imperfection,

that he could raise doubts in my mind when his goal was to reassure me? â€œThanks for the

water,â€• said Rigg. â€œI think weâ€™ll go out of the city to sleep on softer ground. Unless

thereâ€™s a couple of you who want to sleep on stone.â€• There were no volunteers. Rigg led the

way out of the building, following their own paths back out of the empty city. At first Vadesh seemed

to assume he was welcome to come with them, but Rigg disabused him of that notion. â€œI

donâ€™t believe you sleep,â€• Rigg said to him. â€œAnd we wonâ€™t need you to find us a resting

place.â€• Vadesh took the hint and returned into the factoryâ€”leaving no trace of himself for Rigg to

follow. Just like Father, Vadesh was pathless; only living beings made paths through time. Machines

might move about, but they left no track visible to Riggâ€™s timesense. It would have been so

useful to trace Vadeshâ€™s movements through these buildings over the past ten thousand years,

since all the people left. And perhaps even more interesting to trace his movements for the

thousand years before that, when the people were still here. What was he doing when they left?

Why did he still come here, if all the people were somewhere else? --This text refers to an out of

print or unavailable edition of this title.

Ruins is the 2nd volume in a trilogy, and it takes the story in some bizarre, unexpected directions. It

is better than its predecessor Pathfinder. The biggest flaw of the first bookÃ¢Â€Â”Rigg being so

smart and powerful that you never felt like he was in any real dangerÃ¢Â€Â”is remedied. Rigg is

finally faced with challenges he does not know the answer to. The first volume was essentially just

RiggÃ¢Â€Â™s personal journey to find his sister and perhaps regain a throne that is his birthright. In

Ruins, the stakes are raised. The two timelines of Earth and planet Garden have merged, and

Garden must now prepare for a dangerous First Encounter with the species that spawned them.The

expendablesÃ¢Â€Â”the android protectors of the human race--turn out to be flawed and self-serving.

Rigg must explore the 19 cultures of his planet to prepare and unite them. The problem is that none

of the cultures are truthful, everyone is lying and manipulating for different reasons. Rigg has to use

his time-travel abilities to create causality loops to figure out how to avoid the destruction of the

world which has already happened 10 previous times!Some of the evolved versions of humanity,

the results of 11,000 years of genetic drift and manipulation, are inventive almost to the point of

absurdity. There is a culture where lab rats spliced with human genes evolve to surpass their human

creators in intelligence. There is another where humans live in symbiotic harmony with a fish-like

parasite.Rigg and Umbo both master their time-traveling skills, meaning they can travel freely

without the constraints so meticulously established in Pathfinder. Neither an anchor in the present



nor a receiving party in the past are required anymore. This feels like a little bit of a cheat, as if the

author just got tired of following his own rules, but itÃ¢Â€Â™s also an important plot point that

eventually leads to a rift among the main characters.Rigg, his sister Param, and their friend Umbo

spend much of this book feuding like petty children, which actually makes them more believable

than the child geniuses they appeared to be earlier. However, the bickering and in-fighting ran long

and became tedious.Some other annoying discrepancies in the Ã¢Â€ÂœrulesÃ¢Â€Â• of time travel

just feel like sloppy editing: Ã¢Â€Â¢ In chapter 3 Rigg travels back and meets Vadesh the android

10,000 years ago, which results in Rigg Ã¢Â€ÂœgainingÃ¢Â€Â• new memories from their original

introduction. However, it had already been established in Pathfinder (in the origin of the Wandering

Saint and Noodle-eater legends) that the person who initiates a causal change in time retains

memories from the original timeline while everyone else, even others in the time-traveling party,

gain new memories from the changed/resultant sequence of events. Ã¢Â€Â¢ Umbo claims he

canÃ¢Â€Â™t calibrate a trip back in time to exactly nineteen days, but in Pathfinder he was able to

calibrate trips back by a couple of days (to appear to Loaf and Leaky at dinner) and two weeks (to

steal the jewels they buried.) Ã¢Â€Â¢ Rigg points out that Umbo can always return to the exact time

from which he originally departed. However, in Pathfinder, it had earlier been established that Umbo

cannot always control his Ã¢Â€Âœreturn tripÃ¢Â€Â• because, unlike Rigg, he does not anchor onto

someone in the present.These are not substantial problems in that they do not disrupt the story, but

continuity flaws like this contribute to an overall feeling that the author is just Ã¢Â€Âœmaking it

upÃ¢Â€Â• as he goes along.Despite the flaws, this is still a trippy, mind-bending story full of

mysteries, paradoxes, time loops, and recursive story lines. While several tropes have been done

before by other others, this never feels like a retread. It feels new and fresh and I have no idea how

it is going to end. I will definitely read the concluding volume.

Pathfinder was great as all other Card books have been. started this one 2 years ago and is few

Card books I can not recall if I ever finished reading much less read in just a 1-3 days as all the rest.

Would rather read more on The Worthing Saga, a Sequel to Treason, the series about the Tattoo'd

people or he co-wrote with ?Katherine Kidd? not for sure on her name and forgot the name of the

book. Other's not finished was the last book in the Earthbound series and do not recall about

"Crystal something" in the "Seventh Son" series,

I enjoyed Pathfinder, so I got its sequel as soon as it came out. Alas, it's a very different book. The

threat of a mysterious end of the world is introduced. The more and more complex time jumps



trigger lengthier and more frequent pointless philosophy speeches. But you continue reading,

hoping for an explanation or epiphany at the end. You get none. The book ends mid sequence with

absolutely nothing resolved. Gotta wait for the sequel for that. Hopefully it will be more logical and

concise than this one.

I recently finished reading Orson Scott Card's Ruins, the second in his Pathfinder series. I have a

very mixed reaction to this book. I was somehow both blown away, and disappointed at the same

time. I have read many of Card's works before and I generally find his stories to be exceptionally

compelling. The action of this story involves a group of teenagers on the run. During their travels

they each realize they each have the ability to manipulate time in different ways. His "causality"

treatment of time travel is unusual and I found myself really cogitating on how his rules worked. The

reason for their journey was equally engaging. The characters grew up on a world that was

partitioned into 19 regions, where each civilization developed differently for 11,000 years. They

found a way to cross these boundaries. Within each region they found a mysterious AI caretaker

whose motives were very difficult to discern.However amidst this fascinating setting and riveting

story, were characters that transformed a captivating tale into a bit of a chore. The character

development centered on the transition from childhood to adulthood for three of the characters. The

other two were already adults but they behaved just as poorly as the children. Insecurity, jealousy,

self-pity, entitlement, spite, and impatience, all interfered with their journey. While these feelings are

legitimate struggles that teenagers face, the combination of all of them behaving so selfishly made it

hard to care about the success of their journey. It wasn't until 2/3 of the way through the story, when

one of the adults began acting like a father figure, that the character development was bearable

again.Ultimately, I can forgive the author for his treatment of 3 maturing super human teenagers. It

was the second book of a trilogy and that kind of plot device makes sense at that point of the story

arc. It was not well done, but it was understandable. Or perhaps it was too true to life and who

wants to read about grumpy teenagers. Either way, the finale is still something I am looking forward

to. They have finally made it through their belligerent attitudes and they have some real problems to

solve. How do they keep their entire world from being destroyed? I'll be back for that last

installment.
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