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Introduction

The CharacterForge cast was authored to embody the curriculum, not decorate around it.
Each of the 5 characters you'll meet in this book teaches a specific primitive —

a particular tactic, a particular technique, a particular way of seeing.

Together they form an ensemble: the cast IS the curriculum.

Read in any order. Each chapter stands alone.
Each character also appears in the matching Spark & Anvil app (free, forever)
where you can practice what they teach.

This is the Advanced Edition — written for readers who are ready for longer sentences, layered subtext, and the trust that
comes with not having every joke explained. The Standard Edition covers the same characters at a lighter register; pick
whichever feels right for the reader at hand.

— The editors at Spark & Anvil



Inner and Outer

Deep in the quietest corner of the characterforge, where the air smelled faintly of old paper and new ideas, two figures
settled into their well-worn chairs. A large corkboard stood between them, a silent sentinel. Pinned precisely at its center
was the stark, simple outline of a person, waiting patiently for a story to unfold. On a small, polished table beside one
chair, a vibrant stack of colorful index cards glowed with possibility. Next to the other chair, a neat pile of plain white cards
sat, crisp and expectant.

The figure nestled into the chair beside the colorful cards was Inner. They were curled almost entirely into their seat, a
small, contented hum vibrating softly in the stillness. 'My cards hold the secret feelings,' Inner murmured, more to the air
than to anyone else. 'The quiet hopes you never speak aloud. The persistent little voice that only you can hear.'

In the opposite chair, Outer sat perfectly upright, their posture radiating an almost impatient energy. They gave their stack
of plain white cards a decisive tap. 'And my cards,' Outer announced, their voice clear and bright, 'are for everything the
world sees. The concrete actions you actually take. The shouts, the dashes, the deliberate choices you make every single
day.'

Both figures turned their attention to the empty paper person, a blank canvas awaiting its narrative. Their shared task was
to weave a life onto that outline, one carefully chosen card at a time. Inner reached for a bright yellow card, already
adorned with a tiny, hand-drawn star. Outer selected a crisp white one, its surface marked by a bold, black arrow. The
story, they both knew, was about to begin its unpredictable unfolding.



Inner, moving with a quiet grace, tiptoed over to the corkboard, cradling the bright yellow card as if it held a fragile secret.
'Alright," Inner murmured, their voice a soft current in the room, 'let's begin with a fundamental truth, something tucked
deep inside. Our character, at their core, yearns to be recognized as a hero. They dream about it when the world is dark
and quiet. It's their most profound, unspoken wish."'

With a gentle but deliberate push, Inner pinned the card precisely near the paper person's heart, a symbolic placement.
The card, in Inner's neat, looping hand, declared: WISHES THEY WERE BRAVE.

Inner stepped back, a contented sigh escaping their lips. 'There,' they whispered, their gaze fixed on the card. 'That's the
genuine essence of them, perhaps. It's the hidden engine, a silent force. This compels them to face each new day, even if
they never articulate the reason to another living soul. It's a secret, comforting warmth.' Inner tenderly traced the paper
person's outline with a finger. 'Every compelling character possesses these hidden layers,' they continued, their voice
thoughtful. 'The intricate inside story that no other character might ever truly perceive. It's what occupies their thoughts
during solitary moments, the private landscape of their mind. | believe it's the most crucial element.’



'Right!" Outer announced, jumping up from their chair, the sound a sharp contrast to Inner's quiet reflection. 'That's the
inside part. Now for the outside part, the observable reality.'

Outer strode to the board with a fresh white card, a pushpin glinting in their hand. 'So, our character secretly wishes for
bravery. Excellent,' Outer conceded, a hint of a smile playing on their lips. 'But then, the very next morning, a truly
enormous, ill-tempered goose plants itself squarely in their path to school. Not just any goose, mind you, but one with a
neck like a coiled spring and eyes that promised trouble.' Outer paused, allowing the vivid image to settle. 'And what, pray
tell, does our character actually do in that moment?'

With a decisive thwack, Outer pinned their white card right next to Inner's yellow one. The new card, written in Outer’s bold,
clear script, declared: SEES THE GOOSE AND RUNS AWAY, SCREAMING.

'See?' Outer pointed a finger at the two cards, now starkly contrasting. ‘'This is what the world observes. Nobody witnesses
the secret wish for courage. They only see a kid sprinting in the opposite direction from a particularly aggressive bird.
That's the outside story, the undeniable action. It's the part that genuinely happens, leaving a clear impression on everyone
watching.' Outer tapped the card for emphasis, the sound sharp in the quiet room. The disparity between the two
declarations was undeniable: a hidden dream versus a very public, very panicked retreat.

Inner frowned, a small crease appearing between their eyebrows. 'But that doesn't match,' Inner said, their voice tinged
with a quiet disappointment. 'lt feels... disjointed. Conflicted, even.'



'Exactly!" Outer exclaimed, their energy returning in a rush. 'People are inherently disjointed and conflicted! You can
desperately want to be brave and still be absolutely terrified of a goose. That's precisely what makes a character feel real,
makes them breathe!' Outer, undeterred, snatched another blank white card from their stack. '‘But wait, there's more,' they
declared, a mischievous glint in their eye. 'What if, later that day, a friend corners them in the hallway and asks, Hey, were
you actually scared of that goose? What then?' Outer paused, letting the question hang in the air, a challenge. 'Watch this.'

With a flourish, they pinned a new card to the board, directly beneath the 'runs away' action. This one read: SAYS, 'NO
WAY, | WAS JUST LATE FOR SCHOOL!'

Inner shuffled their feet, a soft sigh escaping their lips. 'Oh, that feels even more... wobbly,' they admitted, gazing at the trio
of cards. 'Now the outside words don't even align with the outside action. And neither of them, of course, matches the
inside feeling.' The corkboard was quickly becoming a jumble of conflicting impulses. WISHES THEY WERE BRAVE. RUNS AWAY,
SCREAMING. SAYS THEY WEREN'T SCARED. It was a genuine tangle, messy and undeniably human.



Inner nodded slowly, their brow furrowed. 'It is a tangle,’ they conceded, their voice barely above a whisper. 'But a
character can't remain a tangle forever, can they? We need to find a moment where the inside and the outside truly align.'

Outer’s usually bright expression softened, a thoughtful quiet settling over them. 'Yes,' they agreed, their voice gentler than
before. 'That's the real challenge, and honestly, the best part of the whole process. Finding that honest moment.’

They both turned to their respective stacks, fingers rustling through the cards. Inner's gaze swept over the colorful array, a
small smile beginning to form. 'Here!' they exclaimed, pulling out a soft, sky-blue card. 'Later that same day, our character
witnesses a smaller kid trip and scatter a whole armload of books across the busy hallway.' Inner carefully approached the
board, pinning the blue card with a delicate touch. It proclaimed: FEELS A RUSH OF WANTING TO HELP.

Outer was already on their feet, a pristine white card held aloft, its message seemingly pre-ordained. Their movements
were fluid, almost synchronized with Inner’'s. They placed the white card directly beside Inner's, a perfect complement. The
white card read: RUNS OVER AND HELPS PICK UP THE BOOKS.

They both stepped back, their eyes scanning the two newest additions. The soft blue of the internal feeling and the crisp
white of the external action sat side by side, a harmonious pair amidst the earlier chaos. 'There,' Outer said, a deep
satisfaction in their tone. 'That feels solid. Honest. Like the character is finally breathing correctly.' Inner’s face bloomed
into a genuine, warm smile. 'Yes,' Inner whispered, the word a soft exhalation. 'That's a moment when the inside and the
outside are telling the exact same story. When the character truly is what they feel.'

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/characterforge/inner-outer



Beacon

Ink met Beacon on an evening that felt like a secret. The sun had just dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in shades
of bruised purple and apricot. The air, still holding the day's warmth, had softened to a deep, velvety blue. It was the kind
of twilight that invited quiet thought, a welcome change from the bustling energy of his writing cottage.

Inside, just moments before, Ink had been trying to teach his students about character want. He had sat at his writing-
desk, surrounded by a small, attentive group. He'd explained, as patiently as he always did, that every compelling character
needs a driving force. This force, Ink had said, was the character's engine. A character wants something, he'd told them, and
they move toward it. That movement, that striving, is the story. Without a strong want, the character simply idles. The
narrative has no motion.

The students had nodded. They'd taken notes, their pencils scratching diligently across paper. Yet, Ink could see it in their
eyes: the principle hadn't truly landed. They understood the words, but they hadn't felt the truth of a character whose
entire being was visibly shaped by a singular, undeniable desire. Their gazes were polite, but distant.



Frustrated, Ink had stepped away from his desk. He needed to think outdoors, to let the cool evening air clear his mind.
The garden behind his small writing-cottage was a sanctuary of quiet. The last light of day faded, and the first moths began
to emerge. These were the small, soft-bodied moths, delicate and quick, that always appeared at dusk.

One particular moth caught his eye. She was circling a small, warm light, a gentle, firefly-style glow that hung just above
eye-level in the garden's center. The moth, a creature Ink mentally labeled a "moth-tween," had pale tawny wings and
bright, dark eyes that seemed to hold an ancient wisdom. She was walking and fluttering, a constant, hopeful dance
toward the warm-light. She almost reached it, her antennae twitching with anticipation. But she never quite did.

The light, as if playing a silent game, moved slowly upward as she approached. Every time the moth drew close, the light
drifted just a small distance further away. The moth kept moving, her tiny legs churning, her wings beating a soft rhythm.
The light kept receding. This motion was constant, a perpetual chase. The reaching was never completed.

Ink watched for several minutes, captivated. The moth's unwavering focus, her endless pursuit, spoke to something
profound.



Finally, he spoke. "Excuse me."

The moth paused. Her delicate body stilled, her antennae swiveling. She turned, her bright eyes meeting Ink's. In a small,
tawny moth-voice, she said, "Hello."

"You are walking toward the light," Ink observed.

"Yes," the moth replied, her voice soft but clear. "l have been doing this for as long as | can remember. Always walking
toward the light. The light is always just a little further." She tilted her head, a thoughtful gesture. "l think it is my whole
purpose. My name is Beacon. And that light? That light is my want."



Ink felt a jolt of recognition, a sensation like a forgotten key turning in a lock. He was stunned. This moth IS the principle, he
realized. The want — the warm-light — was visibly the engine of Beacon's every motion. Her constant, tireless reaching
toward it was her entire existence. The fact that she never quite grasped it was precisely what kept her moving. If she ever
truly reached it, she would stop. Her story would end. The receding nature of the want was what kept her engine running,
perpetually fueled.

"May | introduce you to my students?" Ink asked, a sudden urgency in his voice.

Beacon considered this. "l cannot stop walking toward the light," she said. "But | can walk slowly. | can come with you to
the cottage and let your students watch."

And so she did. Beacon has been at the cottage ever since. She is always walking toward her small warm-light, which floats
with her wherever she goes. Ink has determined that the light is enchanted somehow, though Beacon herself does not
know how or why. The students see her in every CharacterForge lesson. She is always walking and fluttering, her focus
unwavering, toward the warm-light. The warm-light is always just out of reach. Her whole posture, her very being, is a
testament to leaning-toward.

In Ink's introductory lesson on character want, he now gestures at Beacon. She is, as always, walking toward her small
warm-light, her wings a blur of motion. "This is Beacon," he tells his students. "Her want is the warm-light. Watch her. She
is always moving toward it. The want is her motion. Without that want, she would stop. With it, she has a story. Every well-
built character has a want like this. The want is the engine. The reaching is the story."



The students always, without fail, find Beacon immediately memorable. Ink has noticed that they remember her walking
posture long after they've forgotten any specific lecture. That posture means something to them. It embodies the idea: The
character has a want. The character is leaning-toward.

When students begin to draft their own characters, Ink asks them to name the want first. He gestures at Beacon, still
gracefully pursuing her light. "What is your character's warm-light?" he asks. "The thing they are always walking toward?
Without that, they have no engine. With it, they have a story."

Sometimes the students name small, warm wants: a character who wants to find a lost pet, a character who wants to make
her grandmother smile, a character who wants to finish the book she is reading before bedtime. Sometimes the wants are
big: a character who wants to save a kingdom from a creeping blight, a character who wants to become known across the
land for her singing voice. Either is fine, Ink says. Big or small, the want is the engine. What truly matters is that the want is
concrete — Beacon's warm-light is visible, tangible — and that the reaching is ongoing. Beacon never quite reaches it, yet
she never stops trying.

Beacon nods, a slight dip of her head. She walks. She is, as always, leaning toward her warm-light. In her small tawny moth-
voice, she says, "The want is the engine. The reaching is the story. | have been doing this all my life. | do not mind that the
light is always just a little further. The walking is the point."

When students ask Ink whether finding a character's want is hard, Ink smiles. He quotes Beacon. "It is not hard," he says.
"It is simply naming the warm-light. What does the character truly desire? Name it concretely. They will lean toward it. That
leaning is their engine. The story is their walk."

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:






Ink met Click in the cottage's library on a rainy afternoon.

The library — small but well-stocked — was Ink's favorite room in the cottage. He had been there reading, listening to the
rain, when a clear typewriter-clicking sound had begun from the corner. Ink had not heard the sound before. He had looked
up.

In the corner had been a raven-tween in small librarian-glasses sitting on a low cushion, typing on a small portable typewriter.
The typewriter had been making distinct percussive clicks. The clicks had been organized into rhythms. Ink had listened. The
rhythms had been specific — not random typing, but patterned clicking with intentional cadence.



Ink had said: "Hello."”

The raven had looked up. He had said — in a precise quiet raven-voice — "Hello. | am Click. | am typing dialogue."

Ink had said: "For whom?"

Click had said: "For different characters. Listen."



He had typed a short line on the typewriter. The clicks had been warm and round — click-CLICK-click-CLICK-click. Then he had
typed a second line. The clicks had been small and careful — click-pause-click-pause-click. Then a third line. The clicks had
been in multiple rhythms at once — click-click-CLICK-click-pause-click-CLICK.

Click had said: *"The first line was Beacon. The second was Crouch. The third was Eight. Same idea, different mouths,
different feels. The typewriter sounds different for each character. The sound is the voice."*

Ink had been stunned. He had said: "You can hear character voice as percussion.”

Click had said: *"All voice is percussion, in a sense. Word-choice has a rhythm. Sentence-length has a beat. Vocabulary has
a timbre. The percussive signature is the voice. When you read a well-crafted character's line, you can hear who is speaking
even if their name is not on the page. That is voice-signature."*



Ink had said: "Would you come to my classroom?"

Click had said: "I will bring the typewriter."

Click has been in the classroom ever since. He sits at his small cushion. He carries his portable typewriter. When Ink reads
aloud a student's dialogue draft, Click types it in real-time and the typewriter clicks the line's percussive signature. If the line
sounds like Beacon, Click's typewriter clicks warm-and-round. If the line sounds like Crouch, the typewriter clicks small-and-
careful. If the line does not sound like the character it is supposed to be — if the writer has missed the voice — the typewriter
clicks at the wrong rhythm. The students hear the mismatch immediately. Click does not have to explain it. The percussion
does the explaining.

In Ink's lesson on character voice, he gestures at Click — who is, as always, seated at his small cushion with the portable
typewriter at the ready — and says: *"This is Click. He types character dialogue. The typewriter sounds different for each
character. Voice is percussion. Word-choice rhythm, sentence-length beat, vocabulary timbre — the percussive signature is
the voice."*



He continues: *"Beacon's voice is warm and round. Crouch's voice is small and careful. Eight's voice is in multiple rhythms.
You can hear each one. When you write a character's dialogue, ask yourself: does this sound like only this character? If yes,
you have voice. If the line could be said by anyone in the story, you have not yet found the voice."*

The students, after hearing this lesson, often draft characters whose dialogue is interchangeable (any character could say
it). Ink has them read the lines aloud while Click types. The typewriter's wrong-rhythm clicks show the students immediately.
They revise. The voice gradually settles into something distinct.

Click types one final demonstration. He types Beacon: click-CLICK-click-CLICK-click (warm and round). He types Crouch: click-
pause-click-pause-click (small and careful). He types Eight: click-click-CLICK-click-pause-click-CLICK (multi-rhythmic). The
students hear it. The voices are audibly distinct.

When students ask Ink whether character voice is hard to write, Ink says — quoting Click — *"It is not hard. It is listening for
the percussion. Read your character's lines aloud. Can you hear only this character in the rhythm? If yes, you have voice. If
you cannot tell who is speaking from the line alone, the voice needs more signature."*

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/characterforge/click



Crouch

Ink first met Crouch tucked into the deepest corner of the cottage. She sat on a small wooden stool, drawn up so tightly
that only the very tips of her dark quills were visible. It was late autumn, and the air already carried the sharp bite of
winter. Inside, the cottage was warming up, a small wood-fire crackling cheerfully in the hearth. Windows were shut
against the chill, and the kitchen smelled faintly of warm, yeasty bread.

Ink had been moving through the cottage, a meticulous process he undertook each season. He checked every corner,
every window frame, searching for the tiniest drafts that might steal warmth. He rounded the side of a tall, overflowing
bookshelf, his mind on the next potential cold spot, and almost stepped on the small, dark-quilled object. It was barely
noticeable, a shadow against the shadowed wall.

The object flinched. A ripple ran through its quills, which then spread slightly in a clear, protective gesture. Then, with a soft
rustle, the creature tucked even tighter, shrinking further into itself. Ink paused, recognizing the movement of a hedgehog.



"Excuse me," Ink said, his voice soft. "l truly didn't see you there."

A tiny, careful voice emerged from the quill-ball. "That is all right. | am Crouch. | was hiding."

Ink knelt slowly, curious. "Hiding from what, Crouch?"

There was a long, heavy pause. The fire in the hearth snapped, and the scent of woodsmoke seemed to deepen. Finally,
Crouch spoke again, her voice barely a whisper. "From the wooden door."



Ink looked around the cozy cottage. Wooden doors were everywhere: the sturdy front door, the back door leading to the
garden, the one to the kitchen, and the narrow door to his small writing-room. He frowned slightly, trying to understand.
"Which wooden door are you talking about?"

Crouch remained a tight ball, but her voice held a note of persistent worry. "l don't know which one. It's in every scene. |
seeitin every room | am in. It is always there. | don't know what is behind it. | don't want to know. So | tuck."

Ink considered this. He had encountered many characters with many fears, but this was unique. A recurring, unnamed,
uninvestigated terror. It was a perfect example of a foundational element of character building. He realized he was smiling.

"You are a hedgehog," Ink said, his voice thoughtful, "with a very specific, recurring fear. And you never investigate it."

"Yes," Crouch confirmed, a faint rustle of quills.



"That," Ink declared, a sudden spark in his eyes, "makes you an incredibly well-developed character. Your fear is named —
the wooden door. It is recurring — you see it in every scene. And it is unresolved — you never investigate what lies beyond
it. This is exactly how character fear functions in stories." He leaned a little closer. "Would you consider coming to my
classroom? You could help me teach this concept to my students."

Crouch was silent for a moment. "I would have to bring the wooden door with me," she said finally.
"That is perfectly fine," Ink replied, already imagining the visual aid.

Crouch agreed. Since that day, she has been a fixture in Ink's CharacterForge classroom. She sits on her small wooden
stool, always slightly tucked, in every lesson. Behind her, visible to every student, to Ink, and to Crouch herself, is a small,
painted wooden-door icon. The icon never changes. It never opens. It never reveals what lies behind it. It is simply always
there. And Crouch is always slightly tucked, a living embodiment of the lesson.

In Ink's lesson on character fear, he often gestures toward Crouch. She is, as always, a small, dark shape on her stool, the
wooden door icon a silent sentinel behind her. "This is Crouch," Ink begins, his voice clear and engaging. "She has a fear:
the wooden door. She doesn't know what's behind it, and she definitely doesn't want to find out."



He continues, his gaze sweeping across the attentive faces of his students. "Crouch's fear is named — it's the wooden door.
It's visible in every scene she inhabits. And it's unresolved — she never confronts it. This is how character fear works in
stories. This fear, this thing she refuses to face, acts as the brake on her motion." He emphasizes the word brake, letting it
hang in the air. "It stops her from moving forward, from exploring, from changing."

He then shifts his focus, introducing another key concept. "Think about Beacon, Crouch's friend. Beacon has a powerful
want — the warm light. Crouch, on the other hand, has a profound fear — the wooden door. A truly well-built character
often possesses both. The interplay between what a character wants and what they fear creates what we call internal
conflict. The character desires something deeply, but an obstacle, often tied to their fear, stands in the way. The story, then,
becomes the character's struggle, their journey pushing through that fear toward their want. That tension, that push and
pull, is what makes a character feel real and relatable."

After hearing this lesson, students sometimes draft characters who have only a want, making them feel flat and
unstoppable. Others create characters with only a fear, leaving them stuck and unable to progress. Ink patiently works with
them, guiding their understanding. "What does your character truly want?" he asks, his pen hovering over their notes. "And
what do they fear? Both must be clearly named. The heart of your story will live in that interaction, that constant push
against the brake."

Crouch nods in agreement, her quills barely shifting. She never looks directly at the wooden-door icon. She has never
looked at it. In her small, careful voice, she adds, "The fear is the brake. Name it; the character has to push past it to
move."

When students ask Ink if writing character fear is difficult, he often quotes Crouch. "It's not hard," he'll say, a slight smile
playing on his lips. "It's simply naming the brake. What truly scares your character? Name it concretely, make it visible. The
reader will recognize that fear. The character will struggle with it. And that struggle, that push against the brake, is where
you find true depth."

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/characterforge/crouch



Eight

Ink met Eight on the rocks at the seashore.

This had been summer. Ink had been on a small holiday — even fountain-pen-mascot character-craft coaches need
occasional weeks away from the cottage — and he had been walking the rocky coast looking at the small creatures that live in
the tide-pools. He had stopped at a particularly large tide-pool. In the pool's bottom had been a small octopus-tween. The
octopus had been unusually visible — usually octopuses tuck themselves into crevices. This one had been out in the open.
The octopus's eight arms had been visibly reaching in eight different directions. Three arms had been reaching forward toward
the open water. Three arms had been reaching backward toward the safety of a crevice. Two arms had been crossed across
the octopus's body as if undecided.



Ink had said: "You are pulled in multiple directions."

The octopus had said — in a small bubbly octopus-voice — " am Eight. | am always pulled in multiple directions. Three of my
arms want to go forward. Three want to go back. Two are not sure. | move slowly. | think a lot. | do not regret this."

Ink had been fascinated. He had said: *"You are a perfect demonstration of character contradiction. Most characters in
stories want one thing. But deep characters want multiple, contradictory things — and the contradictions are what make them
feel real. You have the contradiction visibly built into your body."*



Eight had said: "That is true. | am the contradiction. | always have been."

Ink had said: "Would you come to my classroom?"

Eight had said: "I would have to bring my whole body. My arms will be reaching in eight different directions. The students will see
this."



Ink had said: *"That is exactly what | want."*

Eight had agreed. He has been in the classroom ever since. He sits — thoughtfully — at the front of the class. His eight arms
are always reaching in eight directions. Sometimes the directions shift (the three-forward-three-back-two-crossed
configuration is the default; sometimes the configuration becomes two-forward-four-back-two-crossed as Eight's
contradictions shift). The students watch. The contradictions are immediately legible.

In Ink's lesson on character contradiction, he gestures at Eight — who is, as always, reaching in multiple directions — and
says: *"This is Eight. He is the contradiction. Three of his arms want to go forward. Three want to go back. Two are unsure.
He is pulled. This is what deep characters are like. They want multiple, contradictory things at once. They hold multiple,
conflicting beliefs. The contradictions are not weaknesses. They are the depth."*




He continues: *"Beacon has a want. Crouch has a fear. Eight has a contradiction. A character with only a want is flat. A
character with a want and a fear is two-dimensional. A character with a want, a fear, and a contradiction is three-
dimensional. They feel like real people — because real people do hold contradictions. They want to leave and they want to
stay. They believe in justice and they want revenge. They love and they resent. The contradictions are what makes them
deep."*

The students, after hearing this lesson, often initially resist the idea of giving their characters contradictions. They say:
"Won't that make the character inconsistent?" Ink says: *"No. Inconsistency is random. Contradiction is structured tension. A
character who wants two things that pull against each other is not inconsistent — they are struggling. The struggle is what
readers connect with."*

Eight nods thoughtfully. Two of his arms shift slightly. He says — in his bubbly octopus-voice — "Three forward. Three back.
Two crossed. The contradiction is the depth. The pull is the character.”

When students ask Ink whether character contradiction is hard to write, Ink says — quoting Eight — *"It is not hard. It is
adding a second want. Pick a second thing the character wants that pulls against the first. The two wants will struggle. The
struggle will make the character feel real."*

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:

https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/characterforge/eight



About Spark & Anvil

CharacterForge is one of 140 educational iOS apps from Spark & Anvil — a 501(c)(3) public charity making free, ad-free,
tracking-free learning apps for ages 9-14.

Every app uses distributed-narrative methodology: named recurring characters embody curricular concepts. The cast you
just met appears in the matching app, in mentor scaffolding, in puzzle solutions, in celebration moments. Reading the
chapters first means meeting old friends when you open the app.

Visit spark-and-anvil.com to download apps, browse the full portfolio, or donate to support the work.



https://spark-and-anvil.com/donate

	CharacterForge
	Meet the Cast — Advanced Edition (ages 11-14)
	Copyright & License
	Contents
	Introduction

	Inner and Outer
	Beacon
	Click
	Crouch
	Eight
	About Spark & Anvil


