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Introduction  
The MathLore cast was authored to embody the curriculum, not decorate around it. 
Each of the 6 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.

— The editors at Spark & Anvil



Carry  
*CULTURAL-TRANSMISSION — the idea traveled; every place it visited, it grew. The math-as-story primitive of *mathematical 
ideas as travelers — gaining + sometimes losing context as they move across cultures and centuries.**

Carry's hooves made soft thumps on the dusty path. She was a camel-tween, not too big, not too small. Just right. Her fur 
was a mix of warm cream and soft russet. It looked like a sunset. She hummed a quiet, traveling tune.

Carry loved roads. Any road, really. Long ones, short ones, bumpy ones, smooth ones. They all led somewhere new. A 
small woven travel-pack bounced gently on her shoulder. It was her most prized possession. The pack had patterns woven 
into it. Swirls and lines and zigzags. They didn't belong to just one place. They seemed to come from everywhere. This pack 
was for carrying things. Not just objects, but ideas. Big, important ideas.

Carry knew a secret. Math ideas didn't just stay put. They traveled! Like a message in a bottle. Or a seed carried by the 
wind. They went from one land to another. And they changed along the way.

Take numbers, for example. The ones we use every day: 1, 2, 3. They're called Hindu-Arabic numerals. They started far away, 
in a place called India. Then they traveled to the Islamic world. Later, a smart guy named Fibonacci brought them to 
Europe. Before that, Europeans used Roman numerals. Imagine trying to do big math problems with X's and V's! It was a 
mess.



Algebra also took a long trip. It started in India and the Islamic world too. The word 'algorithm' even comes from an old 
math wizard named al-Khwārizmī. He wrote a book about it.

And trigonometry? That's about triangles and angles. It traveled from India, through the Islamic world, and then to Europe.

Even the number zero went on a journey. It was a big deal. Zero helps us know if a '1' means ten or one hundred. It came 
from places like India and the Mayans. Then it traveled. People in Europe didn't get it at first. They thought zero was silly. 
But it was super important!

Every time an idea traveled, it changed a little. It picked up new meanings. Or it lost some old ones. Like a story told by 
many different people.

Carry always said one thing very clearly. "Ideas don't just go one way," she'd explain. "They travel. And every place it visited, 
it grew." She'd tap her travel-pack. "Sometimes it got new meaning. Sometimes it left old meanings behind."



She hated when people said, "Oh, that culture stole that idea!" Or, "That culture just gave away their idea!"

"No, no, no!" Carry would shake her head. "It's not stealing. It's not a gift. It's carriage."

She'd pause, looking thoughtful. "It's like carrying a precious box across a bumpy road. The box gets a few dents. Maybe a 
new sticker. The journey itself changes what's inside. The carriage shapes the cargo."

Carry believed in honoring everyone. "You have to honor where the idea started," she'd say. "That's important."

Then she'd add, "And you have to honor the journey it took. The long roads. The dusty paths. The ships on the sea."

"But most of all," she'd finish, "you must honor the carriers. The people who moved the ideas. The traders, the scholars, the 
monks. The students who copied books by hand. They did the real work. They made sure the ideas kept moving."



Carry's family had always been travelers. They lived along busy trade routes. Her parents carried all sorts of things. 
Objects, yes. But also ideas. They taught Carry to respect where things came from. And to respect the long trip they took.

One day, Carry walked all the way to MathLore. She was twenty-two years old then. A wise old creature named Lore met 
her.

"Tell me, Carry," Lore said, her voice like rustling leaves. "What is cultural-transmission?"

Carry straightened her shoulders. She looked at her woven pack. "It's simple, Lore," she began. "The idea traveled. Every 
place it visited, it grew."

She explained it clearly. "It's like carrying something precious. The journey changes it. The carriage shapes the cargo."

"I carry the big picture," Carry added. "The way ideas move. The special stories about how they moved, those are for other 
rooms here at MathLore."



Lore smiled. "You understand," she said. "You are appointed."

Carry often pointed to her travel-pack. "Look at these patterns," she'd say. "They don't show one story. They show all 
stories of ideas traveling."

"The special tales," she'd explain, "like Fibonacci bringing numbers to Europe, or al-Khwārizmī's algebra going to new lands. 
Or Madhava's early calculus ideas from India reaching Europe. Those are in other parts of MathLore. My job is to show the 
main idea."

She'd tap her pack again. "Ideas travel. And travel changes them. It's not hard, really. It's just this: transmission is carriage + 
carriage shapes cargo."

"Always remember," she'd say, "Honor the origin. Honor the journey. Honor the carriers."

And her woven travel-pack? It was never empty. It always held the next big idea, ready for its own journey down the road.

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/carry



Heap and Spire  
COUNT-AND-NOTICE — every culture in human history figured out two things: how to count, and how to notice the pattern in what 
they counted. The pair is the deep structure of math-as-recurring-human-work.

"12"

"3"

"6"

"9"

Heap and Spire and the Pile of Forty-One Pebbles  
The MathLore gardens were quiet in the late afternoon. Pip the new student was sitting on a low stone bench. He had 
been studying for a while. He had pushed his book aside. He had wandered to the gravel path that ran around the rose-
bed. He had been picking up pebbles for the last twenty minutes.

He now had a small pile of them on the bench beside him. He was looking at them.

Heap saw him from across the garden. She came over slowly, the way she always did. Her vest's many small abstract 
patches caught the late-afternoon light. She carried a small cloth bag in one paw.

"Pip," she said. "What are you doing?"

"Counting pebbles," Pip said. "I have a pile."

"How many?"

"Forty-one."

"And what will you do with forty-one pebbles?"

Pip shrugged. "Nothing. I just like the pile. I like that I know how many."



"That's a good thing to like," she said. "That is the first thing math ever was. A person, somewhere, looking at a pile of stones, 
and wanting to know how many."

Pip considered that.

A small humming sound came from the rose-bed. Spire zipped over and hovered above the pile of pebbles. She glanced 
from Pip to Heap to the pile and back again.

"Oh," she said. "Forty-one pebbles. May I?"

She landed lightly on the bench.

Heap opened her cloth bag. Inside were small wooden tokens, each carved differently. She set out twenty-six of them.

"Watch," she said. "These tokens are tools I sometimes use to teach. Each carving is a way someone has counted — not in 
any particular place or time, just a way — across the long story of humans counting things. Some tokens have little notches. 
Some have groups of dots. Some have knot-patterns. Some have bead-patterns. They are all valid ways of recording how 
many."

Pip leaned in.

"Are any of them better than the others?" he asked.

"No," Heap said. "Each one works for the people who used it, in the conditions they faced. Some counted up to ten and 
then began a new ten. Some counted up to twenty. Some counted up to sixty (which is why an hour has sixty minutes — that 
bookkeeping has lasted a very long time). Some had a zero and some did not. Every way works. People around the world 
figured out their own ways. The story is the plural of all of those."

"So my forty-one pebbles," Pip said, "could be counted in any of these ways?"

"Of course."

"Show me one."



"Yes."

"Now watch this." She rearranged the pebbles. Two groups of twenty, plus one extra. "Two twenties, plus one. If your people 
count up to twenty and then begin a new twenty, you would say the same pile is two-twenties-one."

She rearranged them again. Two groups of sixteen, plus nine. "Sixteen-and-sixteen-and-nine. If your people grouped by 
sixteens — which has happened — you would call the same pile that."

Pip stared at the rearrangements.

"The pile is the same," he said. "But the name of the pile is different."

"That's exactly it," Heap said. "Counting is universal. The grouping you use to count is a choice. Every culture made the 
choice differently. The pile of forty-one pebbles did not change. Only the story we tell about the pile changed."

Spire had been watching very quietly. Now she hopped along the bench until she was perched right above the pile.

"Pip," she said. "May I show you the next thing?"

"Yes."

Spire tilted her head. She looked at the pile, which Heap had rearranged into four-tens-plus-one. She blinked.

"There is something interesting about your pile," she said. "Not just the count. Look at it again."

Pip looked.

He saw forty-one pebbles. He did not, at first, see anything else.



Pip moved the pebbles around. Six by six is thirty-six. Seven by seven would be forty-nine. Forty-one was between two square 
numbers. It did not make a perfect square. He could fit a six-by-six square, with five extra pebbles left over.

"It's between two squares," he said. "Six-squared is thirty-six. Seven-squared is forty-nine. Mine is closer to thirty-six."

"That's a pattern," Spire said. "Every number lives between two squares. Some numbers are squares themselves. Most are 
not. The distance from a square is itself a property of the number. Forty-one is five away from thirty-six — the square below 
it."

"That's nice," Pip said.

"Try another pattern," Spire said. "Pull out the prime pebbles from your pile."

Pip thought. "Prime numbers are the ones with no factors other than one and themselves."

"Yes."

Pip set aside pebbles for two, three, five, seven, eleven, thirteen, seventeen, nineteen, twenty-three, twenty-nine, thirty-one, thirty-
seven, forty-one. He counted them.

"Thirteen pebbles. The first thirteen primes."

Spire's eyes lit up. "Now what's special about thirteen?"

"It's prime," Pip said slowly.

"Yes. And forty-one is also prime. So the number of primes up to and including forty-one is itself prime. That's not always true. 
But it's true here. That's a small pattern hiding in your pile."

"How did you see that?"



Pip looked at his pile with new attention.

"There are more patterns?"

"There are always more patterns," Spire said. "Counting is the first story. Noticing is the second. Together they are the whole 
long story of math across every people who have ever lived."

Heap nodded slowly. She had not interrupted. She was simply present.

"That is the deep structure," she said. "Counting and noticing. Both are universal. Both have many forms. Every culture, in 
every era, did both. Some counted with knots. Some counted with beads. Some noticed the spiral in a sunflower. Some 
noticed the rectangle in a brick. Some noticed the prime-among-primes in a pile of forty-one pebbles. Different surfaces. 
Same two moves."

"Count and notice," Pip whispered.

"Count and notice," Heap said.

"That is the math," Spire said.

Pip looked down at his pebbles. He counted them again, very slowly. Forty-one. He noticed that thirteen of them were 
primes. He noticed that the pile was five short of a perfect square. He thought about the people, long ago, who had first 
noticed the same things in their own piles of stones and shells and beads.

He felt, very faintly, that he was part of a very long story.

He gathered up his forty-one pebbles. He put them carefully back into a small pouch.

He walked back to the bench, picked up his book, and sat down. He started reading again. The book was not about 
pebbles. It was about triangles. But triangles, he was starting to understand, were also things you count and notice patterns 
in.

The whole subject, suddenly, was a little less strange.

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/heap-and-spire



Heap  
*COUNTING-AS-FIRST-STORY — every people figured out their own way to count. The math-as-story primitive of *counting as 
universal human work that took many forms across civilizations.**
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Chapter 1 — Heap and the Collage-of-Evidence 
Vest

 



She is small, gray-and-cream-and-soft-black-banded (chunky-cartoon badger), steady-eyed, patient, fond-of-collecting-bits. Her 
signature feature is the collage-of-evidence vest — a working vest with many small fabric patches stitched on, each patch 
representing a counting-technique from somewhere in human history. But the patches are deliberately abstract — no specific-
culture iconography, no flags, no ethnic markers — just abstract shapes representing the variety of counting-systems humans 
have invented. A patch showing clusters of marks (any tally tradition). A patch showing grouped dots (any base-system). A 
patch showing knot-clusters (any quipu-like tradition). A patch showing bead-clusters (any abacus-tradition). The abstraction 
is the discipline.

(Cultural-representation gate, essential: MathLore's meta-cast is for showing math-as-recurring-human-work, NOT for 
representing specific civilizations. Specific civilizations and their mathematicians get @Generable NPC voices in the app — 
Hypatia, Brahmagupta, al-Khwārizmī, Ramanujan — with appropriate cultural context. The meta-cast like Heap holds the 
pattern across civilizations, with abstract iconography to avoid mascotization of any specific tradition.)



Critical: Heap NEVER frames any one counting-system as superior. She is explicit: *"Every people figured out their own way to 
count. No one figured it out first. No one figured it out best. Each system worked for the people who used it, in the conditions 
they faced. Counting is the first story of math — and it was told everywhere, in many forms."*

Heap teaches the counting-as-first-story scaffolds:

Counting is universal human work. (Every culture. Every era. Different specifics; same fundamental task.)

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:

https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/heap



Home  
*MATH-AS-CULTURAL-CONTEXT — this idea was born somewhere, for someone, with reasons. The math-as-story primitive of 
*acknowledging that every mathematical idea has a context of origin and use.**

Home was a turtle-tween. That meant she was a turtle who was also a kid. She moved slowly, like she was thinking about 
every single step. Her eyes were calm and steady. She had a way of making you feel settled, just by being near her.

Her skin was warm olive and cream. She really liked to remember where things came from. But her most important thing 
was her cloak. It was covered in patches. Hundreds of them.



Each patch had a strange shape. Some were sharp triangles. Others were curvy lines that spun into themselves. There 
were hexagons and swirly patterns. They weren't pictures of anything real. They were just shapes. But they made you think 
of math. Old math. Math from all over the world. The patches didn't show math from just one country. They showed that 
math came from everywhere.

Home believed something really important. She believed that every math idea had a home. It wasn't just floating around in 
the air. Someone, somewhere, first thought of it. They had a reason for it, too. This was her big idea: math-as-cultural-
context.

Think about the Pythagorean theorem. It's famous. But people in Babylon, Egypt, China, and India knew about it long 
before Pythagoras. They just called it something else. Or the way we write numbers, with places for ones, tens, and 
hundreds. That came from India. It traveled through the Islamic world. Then it reached Europe. Even the number zero? 
People in Mayan lands, India, and Babylon all thought of it on their own. Math ideas don't just appear out of nowhere. They 
have a story.

Home never said math was just some universal truth. She always said, "This idea was born somewhere, for someone, with 
reasons. Honor the home. Math has homes. Every idea came from somewhere." She would tap a patch on her cloak. 
"Knowing where an idea came from doesn't make it less true. It makes it more honest."

Home taught kids about the homes of math ideas. She had a few simple rules:

Every math idea has a home. (Who thought of it first? Where? Why did they need it?)

Many people can discover the same idea. (Lots of math ideas were found in different places. That shows how math 
works everywhere. It also shows how many different people are smart.)

Honoring where math came from isn't about being bossy. (Saying "this idea came from this tradition" is just saying 
thank you. It's not keeping anyone out.)



Honoring where math came from helps us see the whole picture. (Some people think math only came from Greece, 
then Europe. That's not true. History shows math came from everywhere.)

Different cultures get to tell their own math stories. (Other special helpers in MathLore tell those stories.)

This is like honoring how people do things. (It's about respecting how different groups practice math, not just 
looking at their faces.)

Home grew up moving around a lot. Her family were like traveling storytellers. But they kept track of math's origins. They 
collected abstract symbols from many traditions. Then they sewed them onto cloaks. Home's family wore these cloaks as 
they traveled. They were pattern-bearers.

When Home was twenty-two, she walked to MathLore. Lore, the wise old keeper, asked her, "What is math-as-cultural-
context?"

Home looked at Lore with her steady eyes. "This idea was born somewhere, for someone, with reasons. Honor the home. 
Every idea came from somewhere. Acknowledgment is honesty, not gatekeeping. I carry the meta-pattern. The specific 
cultures speak for themselves."

Lore nodded slowly. "You are appointed," she said.



Home always made things clear. "My patches are abstract on purpose," she would explain. "Specific cultural origins appear 
in MathLore via per-era voicing. That means the historical mathematician NPCs speak for their traditions." She would point 
to a patch. "My job is to remind kids that math has homes. Many homes. And honoring where math came from is part of 
doing math honestly."

"It is not hard," she'd say with a small smile. "It is honor the home plus acknowledge the origin. Many people discover the 
same things. Honoring that is just being honest."

The abstract-geometric patches on her cloak were like a map. They honored the repeating patterns of math. They showed 
that math ideas came from many different homes.

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/home



Spire  
*PATTERN-AS-DISCOVERY — patterns are everywhere when you slow down enough to see them. The math-as-story primitive of 
*pattern-recognition as universal human work across civilizations.**

Spire was tiny. She was like a hummingbird, but a kid. Her skin shimmered with greens and creams. Her eyes were bright, 
always looking. Around her neck hung a leather cord. On it was a small, round pendant. It had a spiral pattern carved into 
it. This spiral was special.

It wasn't the famous golden spiral. It wasn't the Sankofa symbol from Africa. It wasn't the Koru from New Zealand. It wasn't 
the Taiji from China. Spire's spiral was different. It was a mystery spiral. It hinted at all those other spirals. But it didn't 
belong to just one. It was just a pattern. A pure, simple pattern.

This pendant was important. It showed what Spire was all about. She helped kids find patterns. Finding patterns is 
something everyone does. All people, everywhere, look for patterns. They see them in nature. They see them in art. In 
music. In clothes. In buildings. They take these patterns. Then they turn them into math ideas.

Things like matching sides. Or things happening over and over. Or shapes that repeat inside themselves. Or how often 
something comes back. Or how big one thing is compared to another.

Spire always made one thing clear. Finding patterns wasn't just one culture's idea. "Patterns are everywhere," she'd say. 
"You just have to slow down. Then you can see them." She'd tap her pendant. "Every culture saw patterns. They saw 
different ones first. They saw them in different places. My pendant shows the pattern across all of them. It's a general 
idea."



One sunny afternoon, Spire zipped through the MathLore gardens. Flowers bloomed in bright, impossible colors. Vines 
twisted up tall pillars. A new student, Pip, sat on a bench. Pip looked a bit bored. He was poking a stick into the dirt.

Spire hovered near Pip's ear. "Lost in thought, or just lost?" she chirped.

Pip jumped. He nearly dropped his stick. "Oh! Just... looking at dirt."

Spire landed lightly on the bench beside him. Her tiny feet barely made a sound. "Dirt has patterns, you know."

Pip looked at her. "Really?"

"Really," Spire said. She pointed to a patch of moss. "Look at the tiny leaves. See how they grow? Each one is small. But 
they all look like the big one. That's a repeating shape pattern."

Pip leaned closer. "Oh, yeah! Like mini-leaves."



"Exactly," Spire said. She picked up a fallen seed pod. It was shaped like a tiny swirl. "And this. See how it curves? It's a 
spiral. Spirals are everywhere."

She pointed to a wall made of smooth, flat stones. "Look at the stones. They're all different sizes. But they fit together. 
There's a pattern in how they connect. That's called repetition. Things happening again and again."

Pip traced a finger along the wall. "Like bricks."

"Yes, like bricks!" Spire agreed. She flew up to a butterfly resting on a flower. "And this butterfly. One wing is just like the 
other. If you fold it, they match. That's symmetry. A balanced pattern."

Pip's eyes widened. He hadn't noticed that before.

"And listen," Spire whispered. A faint drumbeat came from a distant chamber. Thump-thump-tap. Thump-thump-tap. "Hear 
that? It's a beat. It comes back again and again. That's periodicity. A pattern that repeats over time."

Spire landed back on the bench. "These are all patterns. They are like types of patterns. The butterfly is one example. But 
its pattern is a type of pattern. You'll see it in other things, too. Each butterfly is different. But the pattern is the same."



Pip nodded slowly. "So, patterns are everywhere."

"Yes!" Spire said. "And different people saw different patterns first. In ancient Babylon, they watched the stars. They saw 
patterns in how the stars moved. In India, they found patterns in music. In the ocean, Polynesians saw patterns in waves. 
They used them to find their way. In Africa, people wove patterns into cloth. They used repeating shapes. The Mayans 
watched Venus. They saw how it moved in the sky."

Spire paused. "All these cultures found patterns. They just looked in different places. My pendant shows the big idea. The 
idea of finding any pattern."

"Can anyone find patterns?" Pip asked.

"Of course!" Spire said. "It's not a magic trick. It's a skill you learn. The more you look, the better you get. It's like practicing 
a game."

"How do you do it?" Pip asked.

Spire smiled. "It's not hard work. It's just three steps. Slow down. Look closely. Then figure out the main idea. That's how 
you find patterns."



Spire didn't grow up in one town. She traveled a lot. Her family moved from village to village. They were like pattern 
detectives. They watched for patterns everywhere. In different cultures. In different ways of life. They took all those 
patterns. Then they put them together. They made the special abstract spiral pendant. Spire wore it proudly.

When Spire was older, she went to MathLore. Lore was the wise leader there. "What do you know about finding patterns?" 
Lore asked.

Spire stood tall. "Patterns are everywhere," she said. "You just have to slow down. Then you can see them." She continued, 
"Every culture noticed patterns. They saw different ones first. They saw them in different places. I carry the big idea of 
patterns. The specific cultures tell their own stories."

Lore nodded slowly. "You are chosen," Lore said.

"My pendant is a general pattern," Spire explained to Pip. "I keep it that way for a reason. Real spirals from real cultures 
are special. The Sankofa, the Taiji, the Koru. The golden spiral. The repeating shapes. They all have their own places. They 
have their own stories. They show up in other parts of MathLore. I just carry the main idea. The idea of finding patterns."

Pip looked at his stick. He started drawing a spiral in the dirt. He was slowing down. He was looking. He was finding a 
pattern.

Spire's pattern-spiral pendant caught the light. It shimmered with a tiny flash.

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:



https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/spire



Vouch  
*PROOF-AS-SHARED-KNOWLEDGE — show me why; if your why holds up, I'll build on it. The math-as-story primitive of *proof 
as community-building work across civilizations.**

Vouch is a small ibex-tween with a small carved wooden proof-staff and a steady, witnessing bearing.

She is small, warm-cream-and-soft-russet-and-soft-brown, steady-eyed, patient, fond-of-careful-witnessing. Her signature feature 
is the small carved wooden proof-staff — a hand-held staff with abstract carvings that suggest "this has been witnessed and 
verified" across multiple traditions — deliberately abstract, no specific-culture seals or marks.



This is essential. Vouch embodies the proof-as-shared-knowledge primitive. Proof is a way humans build trustable 
mathematical knowledge together. Different cultures developed different proof traditions: Euclidean geometric proof (Greek 
tradition); Chinese Nine Chapters on the Mathematical Art practical-demonstration proofs; Indian upapatti (demonstration) 
proofs in Bhāskara II; al-Khwārizmī's algorithmic proofs; Brahmagupta's mathematical reasoning. Each tradition developed 
its own form of "show me why."

Critical: Vouch NEVER frames any one proof-tradition as the only valid form. She is explicit: *"Show me why. If your why holds 
up, I'll build on it. Many cultures developed proof-traditions. Each had its own form. Each is valid for its tradition. The pattern 
across is proof as community-trust-building. I carry that pattern."*

Vouch teaches the proof-as-shared-knowledge scaffolds:

Proof is community-building. (One person checks another's reasoning. If it holds, both build on it. Trust accumulates.)

Different proof-traditions exist. (Euclidean / Chinese practical-demonstration / Indian upapatti / Islamic algorithmic / 
and others.)

Each tradition has its own conventions. (What counts as a complete proof varies by tradition. Modern formal 
mathematics inherits multiple traditions.)

Show your work. (At any age, at any level. Showing how you got there is the start of proof.)

Resist appeal-to-authority. (Don't say "trust me." Say "here's why." Even if you're an expert.)

Resist proof-as-gatekeeping. (Proof opens shared knowledge. It shouldn't lock kids out who are still learning 
conventions.)

Cross-app: ScienceForge Conclude. (Both teach reasoning discipline; Conclude focuses on experimental conclusions; 
Vouch on mathematical proof.)



Vouch grew up across many villages (meta-cast). Her family had been traveling witness-bearers who learned multiple proof-
traditions and carried abstract symbols of witness-having-been-done.

She walked to MathLore at twenty-two. Lore asked: "What is proof-as-shared-knowledge?" Vouch: *"Show me why. If your 
why holds up, I'll build on it. Many cultures developed proof-traditions. Each is valid in its tradition. The pattern across is 
community-trust-building. I carry that pattern."* Lore: "You are appointed."

She is explicit: *"My proof-staff has abstract carvings. Specific traditions' proofs appear in their own kit-chambers in MathLore 
— Euclid voicing Greek proof, al-Khwārizmī voicing algorithmic proof, Bhāskara voicing upapatti. I carry the meta-pattern."*

*"It is not hard. It is show me why. Many traditions. Same community-building purpose."*



The proof-staff witnesses the next demonstration.

Listen along + meet more of the cast at:

https://spark-and-anvil.com/cast/mathlore/vouch



About Spark & Anvil  
Spark & Anvil is a 501(c)(3) public charity. We make educational apps for ages 9-14 — all free, forever; no ads; no tracking; 
no in-app purchases. MathLore is one of 140+ apps in the portfolio.
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Each app in the Spark & Anvil portfolio publishes its own illustrated chapter book + audio drama, available free from 
spark-and-anvil.com/books. Highlights include:

GambitTales — chess tactics through Sir Pinwell, Lady Skewer, Queen Vesper, and the Twin Knights of Fork Hill

ProofQuest — formal proof techniques through Direct-Proof Dora and the Lemma Library

CuriosityQuest — Texas geography exploration through Linger, Notice, and the Lantern in the Dark

QuillSpell — spelling craft through the Word Wizard cast

SynaForge — sensory-affirming creative tools through Lull, Soften, and the Quiet that is Also Creating

Methodology  

Distributed-narrative pedagogy per Jerome Bruner (narrative-cognition) + Sebastian Habgood (intrinsic-integration in 
educational games) + SAMHSA TIP 57 (trauma-informed register).

Trauma-informed-design framework per Eggleston et al. (2025) and Stoltenburg et al. (2024).

License  

© 2026 Spark & Anvil (501(c)(3) public charity). Chapter text and illustrations licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 4.0. App software 
© Spark & Anvil — all rights reserved. Distribute, adapt, and remix freely for educational use with attribution.

Cover art, chapter illustrations, and chapter text generated and reviewer-cleared per labsmith ADRs 012, 016, 017, 018, 
021. Audio drama transcripts available at spark-and-anvil.com/cast.
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