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Introduction

The DanceQuest 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.

— The editors at Spark & Anvil



Storey

*LEVEL — *dancing in the vertical space: low on the floor, mid at standing height, high in reaches and jumps. changing level
to add depth and surprise.**

Storey was a wombat-tween, low and solid and wonderfully close to the ground, with thick grey-brown fur and short strong
legs. She wore a loose, layered tunic that pooled around her when she sank down low, which she did often and happily.
She was built for the floor and proud of it, and she was just as happy stretching one paw high into the air. On a cord she
wore a little wooden ladder-charm with three rungs, and she'd point to each rung — low, middle, high — to remind
everyone that dance lives at every height, not just up on tiptoe.

"Level is the up-and-down of dance," Storey liked to say, tapping her three-rung charm. "Low is down on the floor — rolling,
crouching, sliding. Middle is standing height, where most moving happens. High is reaching and rising and jumping. A
dance that stays at one height gets flat and sleepy. Change your level and suddenly there's depth — surprise, drama, a
whole extra direction to play in. And here's the big thing: no height is better than another. The floor is just as much dance
as the leap."



Storey grew up in the burrow-warren, where her family were the tunnel-diggers — creatures who lived their whole rich
lives at every level of the earth. There were high sunny galleries near the surface, cozy middle rooms, and deep low
chambers where the warren gathered on cold nights. The burrow taught Storey something the sky-creatures never
learned: that down is not less. The deep low rooms were the warmest, safest, most beloved places in the whole warren.

Little Storey once felt clumsy because she couldn't leap high like the wallaby-kits. "I'm no good," she moped, low to the
ground as always. Her uncle, digging beside her, laughed kindly. "No good? You're the best low-dweller in the warren. You
think the deep room is worth less than the high gallery? It's the heart of the place." He showed her how much power lived
down low — how a strong push from a crouch, a roll, a slide close to the earth, was every bit as thrilling as a jump. "Every
height belongs to you," he said. "The floor is your friend, not the place you fell to." Storey grew up loving all three rungs of
her little ladder equally, and never once believed that higher meant better.



At twelve, Storey trundled to DanceQuest, three-rung charm swinging. Rhythm met her and asked.

"What is level?"

Storey touched each rung — low, middle, high. "It's the up-and-down of dance," she said. "Low on the floor, middle at
standing, high in reaches and jumps. Change your level and the dance gets depth and surprise. And no height is better
than another — the floor is as much dance as the leap." She patted the ground fondly. "The floor's a friend."

Rhythm smiled. "You are appointed.”



Storey's studio had a wonderfully soft, warm floor — she'd insisted on it — and today a lanky heron-tween named Sumi
stood stiffly, refusing to go down.

"My dance is all up high," Sumi said, "reaches and tiptoes and a little jump, because that's the pretty part, right? But Rhythm
says it looks 'flat' and 'all one note.' And honestly—" she hesitated— "I don't want to go down on the floor. It feels like
falling. Like admitting | got tired. Like it looks bad."

"Oh, we've got to fix that feeling first, because it's just not true," Storey said gently, sinking down low herself, comfortable
as anything. "Going low isn't falling, and it isn't giving up, and it certainly doesn't look bad. Watch." From her low crouch she
pushed — a powerful, rolling slide across the floor, then a rise, then a reach up high, then back down. Low, high, low. It was
thrilling to watch, full of depth and surprise, and the low parts were the most powerful of all. "See? The floor gave me the
push. Low is where a lot of strength lives."

She coaxed Sumi down. Nervously, the heron sank to the floor — and found it didn't feel like failing at all. It felt strong.
When she rose from it into her high reach, the reach meant more, because it had somewhere to rise from. Her one-note
dance suddenly had depth.

"It felt powerful," Sumi said, surprised. "Going down felt... strong."

"Because it is," Storey said. She gave the heron the rules, tapping her three rungs. Use all three heights — a dance stuck at
one level goes flat. Let low be low and proud: rolls, slides, crouches are full dance, not resting. Contrast your levels for
surprise — a high reach means more right after a low sink. And never think higher means better or prettier; the floor is a
friend and a source of power, not a place you fell to.



When the soft floor cooled for the evening, Sumi lingered, practicing sinking low and rising, low and rising.

"l really thought going to the floor would look like I'd given up," she admitted, "or like | couldn't do the pretty high stuff. |
was kind of scared of it."

Storey settled comfortably onto the ground beside her, layered tunic pooling. "So many dancers carry that fear — like the
only 'real' dancing is up high and light. But that's a story about /ooking, not about dancing. Your body can do astonishing
things down low: press, roll, coil, spring. The floor holds you up so you can push off it. Being low isn't less. It's a whole rung
of your ladder, and it's yours." She patted the warm floor. "The heart of the warren was always the deep room."

Sumi pressed her paws to the floor, felt its steady strength push back, and the fear of going-low melted into a grounded,
quiet confidence — the ease of knowing every height belonged to her.

"Every height belongs to you," Storey said, touching all three rungs of her charm. "Doesn't it feel good, knowing the floor is
your friend?"



Beckon

*CALL-AND-RESPONSE — *one dancer or group makes a movement (the call); another answers it (the response). a
movement conversation across the floor.**

Beckon was a lyrebird-tween, warm-brown and soft-bodied, with a big expressive tail she could sweep in wide inviting arcs.
She wore a loose flowing wrap that trailed when she gestured, and everything about her seemed to be offering — reaching
a wing out and then waiting, bright-eyed, to see what came back. She never rushed to fill a silence; she made a movement
and then paused, open, expectant. On a cord at her side she carried two little bells, one bright and one deep, and she'd
ring one — call — and wait for someone to ring the other — response.

"Call-and-response is a conversation you have with your body," Beckon liked to say, sweeping her tail out in invitation.
"One dancer makes a movement — that's the call. Another dancer answers it — copies it, or flips it, or grows it bigger —
that's the response. Back and forth, like talking, but in movement. It only works if you truly /isten to what the other person
offered, with your eyes and your whole self, and answer that — not just do your own thing when it's your turn."



Beckon grew up in the misty forest, where her family were the song-callers — lyrebirds famous for their calls that echoed
across the valley and were always answered. A call sent into the empty forest and ignored was a lonely, sad thing. But a call
that came back, answered by another bird, turned into a duet, a conversation, a whole morning chorus of birds building on
each other's songs.

Little Beckon learned the hard way that a good answer requires real listening. She used to send her call and then, instead
of listening to what came back, just launch straight into her next showy call. "You're not having a conversation," her mother
told her. "You're taking turns talking at each other. Listen to what your partner actually sang. Answer that. Maybe echo it.
Maybe turn it upside down. Maybe make it bigger. But answer what they gave you." When Beckon finally learned to truly
listen and answer, her calls turned into real duets — two voices weaving together — and it was the most alive she'd ever
felt. She never forgot that the magic was in the listening, not the calling.



At twelve, Beckon swept her way to DanceQuest, two bells jingling. Rhythm met her and asked.

"What is call-and-response?"

Beckon rang the bright bell, then the deep one. "It's a conversation in movement," she said. "One dancer makes a call — a
movement. Another answers it — echoes it, flips it, grows it. Back and forth, like talking. And it only works if you truly listen
to what the other dancer offered, and answer that, instead of just doing your own thing on your turn."

Rhythm smiled. "You are appointed.”



Beckon's studio had two facing spots on the floor, a caller's and an answerer's, and today a serious badger-tween named
Sumi stood on the answering spot, arms crossed.

"Me and my partner are supposed to do call-and-response," Sumi said, "but it just looks like two separate solos glued
together. She does her move, and then while she's doing it I'm already planning my move, and then | do mine, and it
doesn't... connect. Rhythm says there's 'no conversation.' But | am taking turns!"

"Taking turns isn't the same as answering," Beckon said gently. "Right now you're waiting for your turn to perform, not
listening to what she gives you. Let's fix that." She rang the bright bell. "I'll call. Watch my whole movement — not to copy it
exactly, but to really see what | offered." Beckon swept one arm slowly up and to the left, then opened her wing wide — a
big, reaching, hopeful call. Then she waited, open, watching Sumi. "Now — answer that. What did | give you?"

Sumi paused. She'd actually watched this time. "It was... big and reaching and hopeful," she said. And instead of a planned
move, she answered it — she took that same reaching bigness and swept it back the other way, then folded it smaller, like
a gentle reply. It matched. It connected. It was suddenly a conversation.

"That connected!" Sumi said, startled. "It felt like | was actually talking back to you."

"Because you answered what | gave you, instead of what you'd pre-planned," Beckon said. She gave the badger the rules,
ringing a bell between each. Watch the call with your whole self — you can't answer what you didn't truly see. Answer that
call: echo it, reverse it, shrink it, grow it — but make it clearly a reply. Don't plan your response during their call; listen first,
answer second. And leave a clear little space between call and response, so the conversation has a rhythm and doesn't blur
into two people moving at once.



When the studio hushed, Sumi stayed on the answering spot, replaying the movement duet in her head.

"l do that in real conversations too," she admitted quietly. "Wait for my turn instead of really listening. It's why my dances
felt lonely, I think. Like two people not really hearing each other."

Beckon settled beside her, tail folding soft. "That's the beautiful secret of call-and-response — it teaches your whole self to
listen before answering, and there's almost nothing that feels better than being truly answered. When your partner sees
what you offered and builds on it, you feel met. That's not about how anyone looks doing it. It's about two bodies actually
hearing each other." She rang both bells softly, bright then deep. "A call that gets answered is never lonely."

Sumi rang an imaginary bell back, and felt the glued-together loneliness of her old dance warm into the alive, connected
feeling of a real exchange — the gladness of being heard and answering back.

"Listen first. Answer what they gave you," Beckon said, sweeping her tail in a wide, open arc. "Doesn't it feel good, being
truly answered?"



Canon

*UNISON & CANON — *unison is everyone doing the same movement at the same time; canon is everyone doing the same
movement staggered, one after another, like a round. two ways a group shares one move.**

Canon was a duck-tween, round and buoyant, with sleek water-repellent feathers and a calm, unflappable way about her.
She wore a loose layered smock and moved with an even, unhurried steadiness, like she carried her own metronome
inside. In her wing she carried a small paddle-wheel toy: spin it, and the little paddles rose and fell one after anotherin a
rolling wave — then she could lock it so they all rose and fell together. "Two ways to share a move," she'd say, showing
both. "All at once. Or one after another."

"Unison is when the whole group does the same movement at the exact same time," Canon liked to explain, locking her
paddle-wheel so all the paddles moved together. "It's powerful — a wall of dancers moving as one. And canon" — she
unlocked it, and the paddles rippled one after another — "is when everyone does the same movement but staggered, each
dancer starting a beat or two after the one before. It rolls across the group like a wave, like a round in singing. Same move,
two totally different feelings. Unison says we are one. Canon says watch it travel."



Canon grew up on the wide pond, where her family were the water-readers. When the whole flock landed together, they
sent one big ring of ripples out at once — unison, a single powerful splash. But when they landed one after another down
the length of the pond, the ripples rolled across the water in a traveling wave — canon. The pond taught Canon that the
same action, timed together or timed staggered, made two completely different kinds of beauty.

Little Canon struggled with the staggered kind. Doing a wave-landing, she'd panic and try to splash at the same time as the
duck ahead of her, ruining the rolling wave. "You're rushing to match her," her father said. "In a wave, you don't match —
you wait your turn and keep your own steady count. Trust your count. If everyone holds their own timing, the wave rolls
perfectly. The moment you rush to copy your neighbor, the wave collapses into a mess." Canon practiced holding her own
inner count while the duck ahead moved first — trusting, waiting, then going — and the rolling wave appeared like magic.
She learned that a canon isn't about watching and copying; it's about trusting your own steady time.



At twelve, Canon paddled her way to DanceQuest, paddle-wheel toy in wing. Rhythm met her and asked.

"What is unison and canon?"

Canon locked her wheel — all together — then unlocked it — one after another. "Two ways a group shares one
movement," she said. "Unison is everyone doing it at the same time — a wall moving as one. Canon is everyone doing the
same move staggered, one after another, so it rolls across the group like a wave. Same move; two feelings. And a canon
only works if each dancer trusts their own count instead of rushing to match."

Rhythm smiled. "You are appointed.”



Canon's studio had a long floor, good for waves, and today an anxious rabbit-tween named Sumi stood in a line of dancers,
twitchy.

"We're doing a canon," Sumi said, "where we each do the same arm-sweep one after another so it looks like a wave. But |
keep messing it up! | watch the dancer next to me and try to match her and then we're both doing it at the same time and
the wave disappears and it's my fault." Her ears drooped. "l feel like everyone's waiting to see me ruin it."

"Ah — you're watching your neighbor and rushing to copy her," Canon said, calm as still water. "That's exactly what breaks
a canon. In unison you match; in a canon you don't. Watch." She set her paddle-wheel rolling. "Each paddle waits its turn
and keeps its own steady time. It doesn't try to catch up to the one ahead. That's the whole trick — trust your own count."
She stood Sumi in the line. "Count four in your head, steady, no matter what. When it's your turn — after the dancer ahead
has started, on your own count — do your sweep. Don't watch her and copy. Trust your four."

Sumi took a breath and counted, steady, to herself. The dancer ahead swept; Sumi held her own count; then — on her
count, not a rushed copy — she swept. And down the line the movement rolled, a clean traveling wave, because each
dancer trusted their own timing.

"It made a wave!" Sumi said, ears up. "And | stopped watching everyone!"

"Because you trusted your own count instead of chasing hers," Canon said. She gave the rabbit the rules, spinning her
wheel between each. Know which one you're doing: unison means match exactly; canon means stagger and don't match. In
a canon, hold your own steady inner count — never rush to copy the dancer ahead. Start your move on your count, cleanly,
and let the wave roll. And trust the group: if everyone keeps their own time, the wave takes care of itself.



When the long studio quieted, Sumi stayed, counting steady waves under her breath.

"l get so nervous I'll be the one who breaks it," she said. "So | stare at everyone else and try to copy, and that's what
actually breaks it."

Canon settled beside her, calm and buoyant. "That's the gentle irony of a canon: the more you anxiously watch and copy,
the worse it gets. The fix is the opposite of what fear wants — stop watching, go inward, trust your own steady count. You
already have good timing inside you. A canon just asks you to trust it instead of chasing everyone else." She spun her
paddle-wheel into a gentle rolling wave. "When a whole group each trusts their own time, something beautiful rolls right
across the floor — and nobody had to copy anybody."

Sumi counted a slow, steady four, felt the anxious need-to-copy settle into calm self-trust, and the fear of breaking-it eased
into the quiet confidence of holding her own time.

"Trust your count. Let the wave roll," Canon said, her paddle-wheel rippling one paddle after another. "Doesn't it feel
steadying, trusting your own time?"



Bide

*STILLNESS & THE HOLD — *the held, motionless moment inside a dance. the pause that frames the movement around it;
negative space made of time. stillness as a choice, not an absence.**

Bide was a heron-tween — but a very different heron from the restless kind. She was tall and calm and utterly comfortable
holding perfectly still, and when she did, she wasn't empty or frozen; she was full, poised, breathing, alive, like a held note.
She wore a soft draping wrap that settled around her when she stilled. She carried no busy tool, only a small smooth river-
stone she'd cup in her wing, because a stone, she said, is never doing anything and is somehow always exactly enough.

"Stillness is a move too," Bide liked to say, holding motionless with her stone. "The held moment. The pause inside a dance.
Everyone thinks dance is only the moving parts — but the stillnesses are where the moving parts get their meaning. A held
moment right after a big movement lets the audience feel it. A stillness before a movement makes everyone lean in. It's not
an absence. It's negative space made of time — and it's a choice, a strong, alive, chosen thing. Not stopping because you're
tired. Holding, because you mean to."



Bide grew up in the still shallows, where her family were the patient fishers — herons who caught their food not by darting
about but by holding utterly, gloriously still until the moment arrived. The shallows taught Bide what the busy creatures
never understood: that stillness is not nothing. A held heron is not a stopped heron. She is coiled, breathing, completely
present, full of readiness — and that fullness is its own kind of power.

Little Bide hated holding still at first; she felt like she was failing, just standing there while others splashed and darted. "I'm
not doing anything," she fretted. Her grandmother, mid-hold, didn't stir. "You're doing the hardest thing," she murmured.
"You're being completely here. A stillness that's alive — breathing, ready, present — is not the same as stopping. Feel it:
you're not empty, you're full." Slowly Bide felt the difference between a dead stop and a living hold, and fell in love with the
held moment — the way a pause could brim with meaning, the way being still could be the most present thing of all. She
kept a smooth river-stone from that day, to remember that doing-nothing can be exactly enough.



At twelve, Bide walked calmly to DanceQuest, river-stone cupped in her wing. Rhythm met her and asked.

"What is stillness?"

Bide held perfectly still for a breath before answering, full and poised. "It's the held moment inside a dance," she said. "The
pause that frames the movement around it. A held stiliness after a big move lets the audience feel it; a stillness before
makes them lean in. It's not an absence — it's negative space made of time. And it's a choice: holding because you mean
to, not stopping because you're tired."

Rhythm smiled. "You are appointed.”



Bide's studio was calm and uncluttered, and today a fidgety squirrel-tween named Sumi was there, unable to stop moving.

"My dance never stops," Sumi said, bouncing. "It's move, move, move, the whole time, because if | stop it feels like | forgot
what comes next, or like I'm just standing there being boring and everyone can see me not-dancing. Rhythm says it's
'exhausting to watch' and 'has no breath.' But stiliness feels so... scary. Like a hole."

"Ah — a still moment feels like a hole you're falling into," Bide said gently. "Let's turn it into something you're holding
instead. Watch." She did a big sweeping movement — and then stopped, held, perfectly still, but alive: breathing, poised,
present, her whole body full of the movement that had just happened. She held it three long breaths. It wasn't boring at all.
It was powerful. The stillness let the sweep she'd just done /and. Then she flowed on.

"See? The held moment isn't nothing," Bide said. "It's where the movement you just did gets to be felt. Now you try. Do
your move — then hold. Don't collapse, don't check out. Stay full: keep breathing, stay reaching, stay here. Hold three
breaths. Trust it."

Sumi did her move and then — terrified — held. But Bide reminded her: stay full, keep breathing, stay here. And the hold
wasn't a hole at all. It was strong. It gave her frantic dance, for the first time, a breath. The audience-in-her-mind leaned in
instead of glazing over.

"It felt powerful," Sumi said, amazed. "Not boring. And | didn't fall in the hole."

"Because you held instead of stopping," Bide said. She gave the squirrel the rules, cupping her stone. Make stillness a
choice — hold because you mean to, not because you froze. Stay full in the hold: breathe, stay reaching, stay present; a
living hold is not a dead stop. Place a stillness where it counts — after a big move to let it land, before one to make them
lean in. And don't fear the held moment; the pause that feels like forever to you is exactly the breath the dance needs.



When the calm studio dimmed, Sumi stayed, practicing holding — one move, then a full, alive stillness.

"I move constantly because stopping scares me," she admitted. "Like if I'm still, I'm failing, or I'm boring, or everyone will
notice me just standing there."

Bide settled into a serene stillness beside her, river-stone in wing. "So many dancers run from stillness for exactly that fear.
But here's the truth the shallows taught me: a held stillness isn't you failing to dance. It's you dancing the pause. It's the
most present thing you can do — fully here, breathing, alive, letting the moment matter. That's not boring. That's brave.
And it has nothing to do with how you look standing there. It's about how present you are." She cupped her stone. "A stone
does nothing, and is always exactly enough."

Sumi held one long, full, breathing stiliness, and felt the fidgety fear of the hole settle into a calm, grounded fullness — the
quiet strength of a moment chosen and held.

"Hold because you mean to. Stay full," Bide said, perfectly, powerfully still. "Doesn't the quiet feel strong, once it's yours?"



The Company

*DANCING TOGETHER — *a group piece is not many solos at once. it is formation, level, call-and-response, unison, canon,
and stillness woven so a whole group moves as one living thing.**

Q

Sumi wanted the group dance to look amazing, so she'd tried to make herself the amazing part.

The wombat-tween stood in the DanceQuest studio, out of breath and frustrated, with a whole group of dancers milling
behind her. "l worked so hard on my part," she said. "Big jumps, fast spins, everything | could do. And Rhythm says the
group piece still looks like a 'mess of people all doing their own thing.' But | did my best moves! Isn't that what a good
dancer does?"

Rhythm, the calm old dance-leader, shook her head with a warm smile. "In a solo, yes. In a company — no. A group dance
isn't a bunch of dancers each being amazing at the same time. That just looks like chaos. A group dance is a whole group of
dancers feeling each other, moving as one living thing. Nobody stands out. Everybody tunes in. Let me show you — with the
five who know how a group breathes together."

Five dancers stepped forward, none of them the lean, sleek sort — they were round and sturdy and soft and strong, in
loose layered clothes made for moving: Flock the starling, Storey the wombat, Beckon the lyrebird, Canon the duck, and
Bide the heron. "Watch what we make," said Rhythm, "when we stop trying to shine and start trying to listen."



Flock the starling went first, gathering the dancers into shapes. "Before anyone moves fancy, we need a shape," she said.
She arranged the group into a wide ring, then flowed it into a line, then a wedge. "Formation. Where everyone stands and
how the group's shape changes. You don't watch the front — you feel the two dancers beside you and keep your spacing.
That's how a blob becomes a clean shape." The dancers found their spots by feel, and suddenly the group looked like
something — a shape, not a scatter.

But it was all at one height, flat. Storey the wombat dropped low. "Now give it depth," she said. She sent some dancers low
to the floor, some at standing height, some reaching high — the same shape, but now rising and sinking through all three
levels. "Every height belongs to the dance. Low isn't falling; high isn't better. A group that uses all the heights has dimension
— it's @ moving landscape instead of a flat line." Flock's shifting shapes now rose and fell, low and high, a group breathing
in space.



Then Beckon the lyrebird split the group in two and set them talking. One half swept an arm out — a call — and the other
half answered it, echoing the movement back. "Call-and-response," Beckon said. "Half the group offers a movement; the
other half truly watches, then answers it. It turns a dance into a conversation — but only if you really /isten to what the
other half gave you, instead of just doing your own thing on cue." The two halves began to talk in movement, back and
forth, listening and answering.

And Canon the duck took that conversation and set its timing. "Now — do you all do it at the same time, or one after
another?" She had them try both: first everyone sweeping in unison, one powerful wall of motion; then staggered, each
dancer starting a beat after the one before, so the movement rolled across the whole group like a wave. "Unison says we
are one. Canon says watch it travel. Trust your own count in a canon — don't rush to copy your neighbor — and the wave
rolls perfectly." Flock's shapes and Canon's timing — Shape and Timing, the two of them a pair — made the group move
like one designed, breathing thing.



There was only one thing missing, and Bide the heron provided it by doing nothing at all. At the peak of the rolling wave,
she raised one wing — and the whole company froze. Held. Perfectly still, all together, full and breathing, for three long
beats. Then they melted back into motion.

"Stillness," Bide said softly. "The held moment. A group dance that never stops is exhausting to watch — it needs to
breathe. When the whole company holds still together, all at once, the room seems to hold its breath with them. It's not the
group failing to dance. It's the group dancing the pause." Beckon's flowing conversation and Bide's shared stillness —
Conversation and Stillness, the two of them a pair — gave the piece both its voice and its breath.

And then Rhythm counted them in, and the whole company danced the piece together — all of it at once.

Flock's shifting shapes, rising and sinking through Storey's high and low, the two halves calling and answering in Beckon's
conversation, the movements rolling across the group in Canon's staggered wave, and then — all together — the held,
breathing stillness of Bide. Nobody stood out. Everybody tuned in. And the group of separate dancers became one living,
breathing thing, moving as a single body across the floor.

Sumi, watching from the edge, forgot to be frustrated. "It's beautiful," she whispered. "And nobody's doing anything super
fancy. It's just... together."

"That's the whole secret," said Rhythm. "Together is the fancy part."



Rhythm waved Sumi in. "Now stop trying to shine, and come tune in. Find your spot in the shape. Feel the dancers beside
you. Match the timing. Trust your count. When it's still, be still with everyone. You don't have to be the amazing one. You
just have to be with everyone." And Sumi joined the company — not doing her biggest jumps, just holding her shape,
feeling her neighbors, riding the wave, freezing when they froze.

And she felt it: the click of the whole group locking in, the way the room seemed to breathe together, the way she was one
part of something far bigger and more beautiful than her best solo could ever be. She wasn't performing at the group
anymore. She was inside it, held by it, holding it up in return.

They danced the piece around once more, and Sumi stopped thinking about how she looked entirely — there was no room
for that feeling, because she was too busy feeling everyone else, moving as one. The frustrated, trying-too-hard knot in her
chest melted into a bright, buoyant belonging: the pure body-joy of moving as one with a whole company, of being one
breath in a dance that breathed together.

"Nobody stands out. Everybody tunes in," said Rhythm, watching the company breathe as one. "Feel how good that feels —
not how it looks. How it feels."
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e 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

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

e QuillSpell — spelling craft through the Word Wizard cast

e 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 are reviewed for age-appropriate, trauma-aware content before
publication. Audio drama transcripts available at spark-and-anvil.com/cast.
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