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The FigureForge 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
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*METAPHOR — *X IS Y. direct comparison. the meaning ferries from one side to the other.**

On the workbench sat a bank of morning fog, two little paper flags planted in it, and a toy wooden rowboat. Ferry, a small 
river otter in a chunky sailor cap, russet and cream, stood between the flags with a pebble balanced on one paw. One flag 
showed the ripple-marks of a river. The other showed a curl of drifting hours. She set the pebble in the boat, gave it a push, 
and it slid clean across the bench from the river-flag to the hours-flag.

She lifted the pebble out on the far side and held it up. "There," she said, to no one and everyone. "Time IS a river." The 
pebble had started as one thing and arrived as another, and along the way the whole boat had carried it — no rope, no 
bridge, just a crossing. Ferry watched the fog curl over the empty river-flag and felt, the way she always did, the small thrill 
of a meaning that had picked itself up and walked to the other side.

Ferry  



Ferry had grown up doing exactly this, only with people. Her family were ferry-otters, back when her village sat on a wide 
river bend and there were no bridges yet. Every morning her mother would push off from the near bank with a boatload of 
neighbors and their baskets and their sleepy children, and every evening she would carry them home again.

Little Ferry rode in the bow and learned the one truth of the work: whatever stepped into the boat on this side stepped out 
changed on that side — the market-goer became a market-seller, the visitor became a guest. Nothing teleported. It was 
carried, over the current, all the way across.

One dusk she asked her mother why words felt like that too — how you could say my heart is a stone and somehow the 
stone's heaviness climbed right into the heart. Her mother had smiled and rested the oars. "Because a word can be a 
boat," she said. "It picks up what one thing means and rows it over to another." Ferry never let go of that. Long after the 
village built its bridges and the ferry stopped running, she kept the little toy rowboat, and she kept crossing meanings from 
one bank to the other.



When she was grown she followed the towpath up to FigureForge. The old mentor, Trope, was waiting at the water-gate 
and asked her, before anything else, to show what it meant when you said one thing was another.

Ferry set her toy boat down on the stones between them and planted her two flags — the river on one side, the drifting 
hours on the other. She dropped a pebble in and pushed.

"Watch it cross," she said. "It leaves the river carrying everything the river has — the flowing, the current, the never-going-
back — and it lands over here on time, and now time has all of it." She caught the boat on the far bank. "That's the bold 
kind of crossing. Not time is like a river, hedging, keeping its distance. Just — time is a river. It steps all the way over and says: 
same thing."

Trope studied the little boat rocking on the stones, then said, "Stay, and teach them the crossing."



Her workshop smelled of river-mud and cedar, and the toy boat lived at the center of the bench. One afternoon a young 
heron named Quill frowned at the flags and said, "But how do I know it's a real crossing and not the soft kind?"

Ferry pushed the boat halfway and stopped it midstream. "Listen for the little words that keep the banks apart," she said. 
"Like. As. Those two never let the boat land — they hold it out in the middle, saying close, but not the same." She let go, and 
the boat drifted the rest of the way and bumped the far flag. "Take them out, and the boat lands. Hope is a bird. It flew all 
the way over. No hedging."

Quill tried it. "The classroom is a zoo," she offered, and pushed the boat across.

"It landed," Ferry said, grinning. "Now — some crossings happen so often nobody notices the boat anymore. The leg of a 
table. The mouth of a river. Those boats made the trip so long ago the water went still around them. The fresh ones, the 
ones a writer launches on purpose so you'll watch — those are the real detective work." She nudged the pebble back into 
Quill's paw. "And if you miss one at first, that's fine. Some of them are so quiet you have to ride the current a while before 
you feel where it started."



When the light on the water had gone soft and the others had drifted home, Quill lingered at the bench, turning the little 
boat over in her wings, and asked if she'd ever really get good at spotting the crossings.

"You will," Ferry said, and she said it gently. "You already caught one today. It clicks — you feel the meaning leave one bank 
and land on the other, and something in you just goes oh."

Quill nodded, and Ferry watched the worry ease out of the young heron's shoulders, replaced by a small, glad, curious 
lightness. Outside, the fog was lifting off the real river, and Ferry set the boat rocking one last time — and felt, warm under 
her sailor cap, the quiet happiness of watching a meaning she loved climb into the boat and cross safely over into someone 
new.



*COMPARISON PAIR — *Ferry says X IS Y (metaphor; bold). Ripple says X is LIKE Y (simile; soft). Same family. Different 
distance.**

The Word Workshop smelled of paper, tea, and chalk. Sun cut through tall windows in long, dusty bars. A round table sat in 
the middle of the room. On the table, a folded note. The note had been slipped under the workshop door an hour before. 
Whoever left it had not knocked. The case was not signed. Around the table sat the cast.

Ferry stood at one end. She was a small otter-tween with chunky-soft brown fur and a bright orange life vest. The vest was 
a little too big for her. The straps puffed out like wings. Ferry rocked from one foot to the other, the way she always did 
when she was thinking. Across from her sat Ripple. Ripple was the pond-skater-tween with long-soft legs and a small pond-
disk on her workbench. The pond-disk was a shallow pan of water. A single drop sat in the middle. Ripple liked things to 
start small and spread out.

"Open it," Ferry said.

"Slowly," said Ripple.

Knot unfolded the note. The paper was thick. The handwriting was careful. The note had only two lines.

Line one: My grandmother's hands ARE soft brown maps.
Line two: My grandmother's hands are LIKE soft brown maps.

Knot read the lines aloud. Then he read them again. Then he set the note down between Ferry and Ripple. "Two lines," 
Knot said. "Almost the same. Just one little word swapped. The case wants to know — which line means more?"

Ferry stopped rocking. Her whiskers twitched once. Ripple leaned forward over her pond-disk. The drop on the pan 
trembled.

"It's mine," Ferry said quietly.

"And mine," said Ripple, just as quietly.

The cast looked at each other. Two characters. One note. Two lines. The case would have to split.

Ferry and Ripple  



Ferry pulled the note toward herself first. She tapped line one. "My grandmother's hands ARE soft brown maps," she read. 
Her voice was small but firm. "That's me. That's metaphor. No middle word. No softening. The hands and the maps are the 
same thing. X IS Y. You step from one side to the other and you don't notice the gap."

She tapped her orange vest. "That's why I carry the boat. I ferry meaning. The reader gets on the bank of grandmother's-
hands and gets off the bank of soft-brown-maps and they don't pay a fare. They don't even feel the crossing. They just 
arrive."

Knot scratched his head with one wiggly arm. "But hands aren't actually maps."

"That's the point," Ferry said. "When you say something IS something else, you're not lying. You're saying the two things 
share a feeling. Old, kind hands have wrinkles like roads. Brown spots like islands. Lines like rivers. The whole shape of 
where someone has been. A map is all the places she's gone. So when I say her hands ARE maps, I am saying her hands ARE 
her whole life."

Ferry's voice got a little wobbly. She rocked once. Then she steadied.

"Metaphor is the brave one," she said. "It doesn't say kind of like. It says yes. That makes it heavy. You have to mean it. 
That's why I always go slowly. Because once the reader steps on the boat, they trust the crossing. If the metaphor is wrong, 
they fall in."

Hum scribbled something on her drawing pad. The sketch was a small boat. The boat had two passengers — a pair of 
hands and a folded map sitting on the bench. They looked the same size. Hum showed Ferry. Ferry's whiskers twitched and 
her ears went pink.

"That," Ferry said softly, "is exactly the boat."



Ripple slid the note across the table and put her long-soft front leg on line two. She did not press hard. Ripple never 
pressed hard. "My grandmother's hands are LIKE soft brown maps," she said. The word LIKE got a little extra weight in her 
voice. Not too much. Just enough.

"That's me," Ripple said. "Simile. The middle word does the work. LIKE. Or AS. Either one. The two things stay separate. The 
reader doesn't get on a boat. The reader stands on the bank and looks across."

Ripple touched the drop on her pond-disk. The drop spread into a ring. The ring spread into another ring. "Simile ripples," 
she said. "The first thing is grandmother's-hands. Right at the center. The next ring is kind of like a map. Almost. But not 
exactly. The reader holds both pictures in their head at once. Hands. Maps. Side by side."

Knot looked at the drop. "Why would you want a softer version of the same thing?"

Ripple smiled. "Because softer leaves room. If I say her hands are LIKE maps, the reader thinks, yes, I see, the wrinkles are 
kind of like roads. But they also think, and not exactly. Her hands are still hands. The reader gets to keep her grandmother 
and the comparison."

Ferry watched from across the table. She wasn't frowning. She was just listening.

"Sometimes," Ripple went on, "the writer is not ready to say IS. Sometimes the feeling is too big to step right onto. Simile 
lets the reader walk up to it slowly. LIKE is a porch. You can stand on it and look out and you don't have to come inside if 
you don't want to. That's a gentle way to share a hard feeling."

Mask, in the corner, made a soft sound that was not quite a laugh. "So Ferry is the front door. And Ripple is the porch."

"Yes," Ripple said. And Ferry, after a small pause, said, "Yes."



Knot cleared his throat. He pointed at the note again. "So the case wants to know which line means more. But you both say 
the line is yours. So which line means more?"

Ferry and Ripple looked at each other across the table. Then Ferry slid the note to the middle. Ripple slid her pond-disk to 
the middle. The drop in the pan trembled.

"Neither," Ferry said.

"Both," Ripple said.

Hum stopped drawing. Knot uncrossed one of his arms. Mask leaned forward.

"It's not a competition," Ferry said. "Line one and line two aren't fighting. They're a pair." She tapped the orange vest. "The 
writer chose me when they wanted the reader to arrive. Right inside the feeling. No porch. No window. Just here."

"And they chose me," Ripple said, "when they wanted the reader to approach. Slowly. With room to back up. With room to 
keep grandmother as grandmother and the map as a map and the comparison as a soft idea between them."

Ferry nodded. "Both lines say the same true thing. That an old kind woman's hands carry a whole life. But Ripple's version 
says, come closer. And mine says, you're already here. A good writer keeps both of us in their pocket. Some days they need a 
ferry. Some days they need a ripple."

Ripple touched the drop on the pond-disk. It spread. "That's how figurative language works. We're not different cases. 
We're different distances."



Knot folded the note carefully. He set it back on the table. "Then the case is solved," he said. "There is no 'better' line. 
There's a Ferry-day and a Ripple-day. The writer picks the day."

Mask grinned. Hum drew one final sketch on her pad. The sketch showed a river. On one side of the river were 
grandmother's hands. On the other side was a folded brown map. Above the water, Ferry was rowing a small boat from 
one side to the other. The boat had no fare. Below the water, Ripple stood on the bank with her long-soft legs in the 
shallows. She wasn't crossing. She was looking. The ripples from her feet went out in soft, growing rings.

Hum held up the drawing. "This is the case."

Ferry rocked from one foot to the other. Her whiskers twitched. "Put it on the wall."

Ripple smiled and touched her pond-disk one last time. "Put it where the new visitors can see."

Outside, the sun had moved. The dusty bars of light on the table had grown long. Somewhere down the hallway, a door 
opened. Footsteps. A small voice asking for the Word Workshop.

The cast looked up. A new case was coming. Ferry pulled her vest a little tighter. Ripple lifted her pond-disk. The drop in the 
middle was still trembling, ready to spread.

"Together?" Ferry said.

"Together," Ripple said.

The two of them — boat and porch, the bold and the soft, the IS and the LIKE — stood up to greet whoever was about to 
walk in. And side by side like that, ready in two different ways at once, they both felt something warm and steady settle in: 
the quiet gladness of knowing you don't have to be the only kind of help there is.



SIMILE — X is LIKE Y. softer comparison. ripples-outward instead of bold-identification.

At the edge of the still pond, a pond-skater tween named Ripple crouched over a shallow pan of water and dropped in a 
single pebble.

The rings spread out — one, then another, then another — sliding across the surface toward a sketch she'd pinned to the 
far bank. It was a drawing of a girl mid-run, hair flung back.

"Watch what the words do," Ripple said to the boy beside her. She tapped the sketch. "You could write she is a storm. Bold. 
It grabs the whole page." She let the ripples settle. "Or you could write she runs like a storm. Softer. Do you feel the 
difference?"

The boy squinted. "The first one's louder."

"The first one becomes the storm. The second one just points at it — like a ripple. It travels from the girl toward the storm, 
connects them for a second, and lets them both stay themselves." She dropped another pebble. The rings pushed out 
again, touching the drawing's edge without disturbing the paper. "That little word — like — is the whole trick. It keeps the 
two things separate and still lets them lean on each other. That's a simile. And it's my favorite quiet kind of magic."

The boy watched the water go flat again, thinking.

Ripple  



Ripple had grown up reading ripples before she ever read words.

Her family were ripple-readers for the pond village. When a storm was coming, or a stranger was crossing the far shallows, 
you could see it in the surface long before you could see it in the sky — the way the patterns bent and doubled and 
hurried. Her grandmother taught her by pointing: that ring means wind. That flutter means a heron landed. That double-wave 
means someone's wading in.

But the day Ripple remembered most was the day she tried to draw the pond and couldn't.

She'd sat for hours trying to capture the water — and every line she made was wrong. The pond wasn't a flat blue disk. It 
wasn't a mirror, exactly. It wasn't glass. She felt a hot, frustrated tightness climb up her chest, the feeling of a thing sitting 
right there in front of you that you can't quite name.

Her grandmother had settled beside her and looked at the drawing for a long time. "You keep trying to say the pond is 
something," she said gently. "But it isn't a mirror. It isn't glass. So every time you decide it is, you feel like you lied, and it 
makes you tight inside."

Ripple had nodded, miserable.

"So stop deciding what it is." Her grandmother smiled. "Say what it's like. The water moves like a slow breath. It shines as 
bright as a coin held underwater. You don't have to trap it. You just have to point." She traced a ring on the surface. "A 
ripple never pretends to be the shore. It only reaches toward it."

Ripple tried again. The pond ripples like breathing. And the tightness let go all at once, because it was finally true.



She walked to FigureForge at twelve, because a place that studied how to draw and describe the world ought to 
understand the gentlest way to compare one thing to another.

Trope, the mentor who ran the studios, met her at the gate. Trope didn't ask her to prove she was clever. Trope asked one 
question. "What is a simile?"

Ripple didn't answer with a speech. She knelt by the entrance fountain, dropped in a pebble, and watched the rings spread 
toward Trope's reflection on the far side.

"That's it," she said, pointing at the moving water. "The pebble is one thing. Your reflection is another. The ripple travels 
between them and connects them — using like or as — but it never makes them the same. Two things, still separate, held 
together for a moment by a soft comparison."

Trope watched the last ring dissolve against the fountain's rim. "You belong here," Trope said.



Ripple's studio smelled of wet paper and pond water, and there was always a shallow pan on the workbench.

A girl came in one afternoon slumped and stuck, a half-finished drawing curled in her fist. She'd been trying to describe her 
own character in the margin. "I wrote he is a mountain," she said, "but that's a lie. He's not a mountain. He's just... big and 
quiet and steady. Now the sentence feels fake and I hate it."

Ripple knew that hot, tight, I-lied feeling. She'd felt it drawing the pond.

"Come here." She dropped a pebble into the pan. "Where does the ripple go?"

"Outward. Toward the edge."

"Does the pebble turn into the edge?"

"No — they stay separate."

"Right. So don't turn your friend into a mountain. Just let the comparison ripple toward one." Ripple slid the girl's pencil 
back to her. "Add one word. *He is like a mountain* — big, quiet, steady. Or *he stands as steady as a mountain.* Read it 
back."

The girl scratched it in. Her shoulders dropped an inch. "It's... true now. He's still him. I'm just pointing at the mountain."

"That's the tell," Ripple said, tapping the water. "Like or as. Those two little words are the signal-flags. Spot them and you've 
found a simile every single time — brave like a lion, light as a feather, quiet as a snowfall." She smiled. "A metaphor grabs and 
merges. A simile just reaches. Softer, sometimes truer. Both are good — they're only different." She flicked one more 
pebble in. "And you never have to lie to make something vivid. You only have to point."

The girl laughed and drew three more rings around her character, just for the feeling of it.



Later, when the studio was quiet, the girl lingered at the door with one more question. She was gentler now.

"When you use like instead of just saying it is," she asked, "doesn't it feel weaker? Like you're not brave enough to commit?"

Ripple thought about the pond that wouldn't be a mirror, and the hot tightness that finally let go the moment she stopped 
forcing it.

"It felt that way to me too, once," she admitted. "But then I noticed — the softest comparison was the one that finally felt 
honest. I wasn't trapping the water into being something it wasn't. I was just standing beside it, pointing at what it 
reminded me of." She looked out at the still pond going gold in the evening light. "There's a kind of relief in that. You don't 
have to decide a person is the whole storm. You can just say they move like one, and let them stay themselves."

The girl nodded slowly, and Ripple watched the stuck, tight look slide off her face — the same way, years ago, hers had 
loosened by the water.

She didn't say the rest out loud, but she felt it, warm and settled as a pond after the last ring fades: the gentlest way to say a 
thing is sometimes the truest — you reach toward it, you don't swallow it, and everyone gets to stay exactly who they are.



*IDIOM — *fixed expressions whose meaning isn't literal. you can't untie them word-by-word.**

Knot was a small octopus-tween with a chunky, soft head and eight friendly arms that wiggled and curled when he got 
excited, which was often. He was warm purple with cream-colored suckers, and he was not the least bit scary — more like 
a plush toy that had learned to talk. What Knot loved most in the world was words. Especially the strange ones. The ones 
that made no sense at all if you took them apart.

He carried a whole collection of little rope-knots, each one tied a different way, each with a paper label. And on every label 
was a saying. "Spill the beans," read one. "Break a leg," read another. "Cat got your tongue?" read a third.

"Try to untie one," he'd tell a visitor, holding out a knot. "Go on. Loosen it word by word and see if the meaning falls out."

Nobody ever could. You could pick "spill the beans" apart into spill and the and beans all day long and never once arrive at 
tell a secret. That was Knot's whole delight. The meaning wasn't hiding inside the words. It was tied up in the knot itself — 
and the only way to get it was to already know it.

Knot grew up in a tidepool village where his family made knots for the fishing boats. All day long they tied nets and rigging 
and mooring lines, each knot with its own name and its own job. A bowline. A clove hitch. A sheet bend.
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Young Knot noticed something that stuck with him for the rest of his life: the name of a knot never once showed you how 
to tie it. "Bowline" didn't tell your fingers a single thing. You couldn't reason your way to it. You had to be shown, and then 
you had to practice, and then one day your arms just knew. There was no untangling it from the word.

He remembered the afternoon it clicked. He'd spent an hour trying to figure out a knot from its name alone, getting more 
and more tangled, more and more frustrated — until his grandmother gently took the rope, looped it twice, and there it 
was. He hadn't been dumb. The knowing simply lived in the doing, not in the name. He felt the frustration melt into 
something warmer: relief, and a small thrill. Some things you don't figure out. You learn them. And that was allowed.

Years later, when he heard the strange sayings people traded back and forth, he felt that same tidepool click. Language 
was full of knots too.

One sunny afternoon in his workshop, with light streaming through a shell window and dozens of labeled rope-knots laid 
across his bench, a young student named Pip poked their head in, looking worried.

"Knot? Can I ask you something?"

"Of course! In, in." His arms waved them over.



Pip stepped inside. "My friend said 'it's raining buckets' this morning. I looked outside. There were no buckets falling. What 
did they even mean?"

Knot's eyes lit up. He plucked a knot off the bench — its label read exactly that phrase — and held it out. "Feel this. Try and 
pull the meaning out of the words."

Pip tugged gently. "Raining... buckets... rain that comes in buckets?" They frowned. "But it doesn't, though."

"It doesn't," Knot agreed happily. "So the words are lying to you, a little. What it really means is: raining hard. Very hard. But 
you can't get there from rain and buckets. The meaning is just... agreed on. Everybody who says it has decided together 
what it means, and left the words behind."

Pip turned that over. "So if a phrase sounds weird — but everybody says it anyway — that's my clue?"

"That's your first detective trick," Knot beamed, an arm curling with delight. "Trust the weirdness. The weirdness is the 
whole signal."



He picked up another knot: cost an arm and a leg. "Say you bought a new shell-phone and it 'cost an arm and a leg.'"

Pip giggled. "Nobody's handing over an arm!"

"Nobody is. It just means very expensive. The words paint a wild picture, and the picture isn't the point." He set it down and 
lifted a third: break a leg. "And this one's a wish for good luck — for a show, usually. The words say the opposite of what 
they mean."

"That's wild," Pip laughed.

"Isn't it?" Knot said. Then his voice went a touch softer, more serious, and he gathered a few knots into his arms at once. 
"Here's the part that matters most, Pip. These sayings are like fingerprints. They belong to a place, a family, a language. 
'Raining buckets' might get a blank stare across the ocean. Somebody there might genuinely go find a bucket." He set the 
knots down gently. "So when someone doesn't know one of these — never, ever think they're not smart. They just come 
from a place where the fingerprints are different."

Pip nodded slowly. "So it's not their fault."

"It's nobody's fault. These phrases don't travel well. That's just how they are." He held Pip's gaze. "Be kind about it. Always."



He showed Pip one last thing — a knot with no label yet. "When you meet a strange phrase, and it makes no sense taken 
apart, what do you do?"

Pip thought. "Look it up?"

"Look it up," Knot cheered, arms waving. "Find someone who knows, or find a book that lists them. And when you've 
caught one — you've found a Knot." He pressed a small paper tag and a pen into Pip's hand. "Here. Your first one to keep."

Pip left the workshop clutching the new knot, already scanning the world for weird phrases to catch. Knot watched them 
go, and settled back on his bench among the ropes.

He thought about his grandmother's hands, all those years ago, looping the rope twice while he sat frustrated beside her. 
He'd been so afraid, back then, that not-knowing meant not-good-enough. It had taken him a long time to feel otherwise.

He picked up the phrase Pip had brought in — raining buckets — and turned it over in one arm, the way you'd turn a 
smooth stone. No shame lived in this little knot. Only a story, a place, and a person somewhere who'd know it by heart. 
And now there was one more kid in the world who understood that not-knowing wasn't a failing — just an invitation to 
learn.

Knot felt his eight arms go loose and easy, and a quiet gladness settled over him, warm as the afternoon light. His work 
wasn't pulling knots apart. It was helping kids feel safe enough to reach for the ones they hadn't met yet.



*ANALOGY — *X:Y::A:B. parallel structure. relationship mapped across pairs.**

Meet Twin. Twin isn't just one finch. Twin is two finches! They are small, chunky birds. One finch has a warm amber body. It 
has a cream-colored belly. The other finch has a cream body. It has an amber-colored belly. They look like mirror images.

Twin always walks in step. They speak at the exact same time. It's like two characters acting as one. That's how they work.

Twin  



Twin is two-but-one. They are very curious. They love to learn about how things connect. They often say, "X is to Y as A is to 
B." Their special look is the mirrored colors. Their special move is walking in step. These things show what an analogy is. 
They show its parallel structure. When Twin teaches, they take turns speaking. This helps everyone see the parallel 
structure.

Twin teaches about analogy. An analogy is a special kind of comparison. It doesn't just compare two things. It compares 
relationships. Lots of kids get analogies mixed up. They think it's like saying "the moon is a big cheese." That's a metaphor. 
An analogy is different. It looks at how two things are connected. Then it finds another pair of things. Those two things 
have the same kind of connection.

Think about it this way: "Bird is to sky as fish is to water." What does that mean? A bird lives in the sky. It moves through 
the sky. A fish lives in the water. It moves through the water. The relationship is "lives in and moves through." That's what 
an analogy maps. It does not map just the bird and the fish.

Analogies are important. You see them in tricky puzzles. They show up in science lessons. They even help lawyers make 
their cases. Twin's whole job is to show you the parallel structure. They also help you tell the difference. They show you 
what an analogy is. They show what a metaphor or simile is not.

Twin always says it clearly. They speak in perfect chorus. "X is to Y as A is to B," they chirp. "That's parallel structure. We 
map relationships across pairs." They give examples. "Bird is to sky as fish is to water." "Hot is to cold as wet is to dry." "A 
teacher is to a student as a doctor is to a patient." They nod their little heads. "Pairs. Relationships. Mappings."

Twin teaches the steps for analogies:

The Form. Twin shows you how it looks. "X:Y::A:B," they write. They say, "You read it as 'X is to Y as A is to B.'" 
Sometimes it uses colons. Sometimes it's a full sentence.

What's Mapped. "Remember," Twin chirps. "We don't map the objects themselves. Not X, Y, A, or B alone. We map 



Twin grew up as twin-finches. They lived in the songbird village. Their family had been song-pair-singers. They sang for the 
whole village. These finches always sang songs with parallel structure. One bird sang a phrase. The other answered with a 
mirrored phrase. They learned over many years. "The parallel structure is the song," they knew. Twin carried that lesson 
forward.

They walked to FigureForge when they were twelve. Trope, their mentor, asked them a question. "What is analogy?" Trope 
asked. Twin answered in chorus. "X is to Y as A is to B," they chirped. "It's parallel structure. It's a relationship mapped 
across pairs. The mapping is the relationship. Not the objects." Trope smiled. "You are appointed," Trope said.

In their workshop, Twin showed everyone how it worked. They walked in perfect mirror-step. One finch faced left. The 
other faced right. Both raised their right wings. "See?" they chirped in chorus. "A mirror! Same pattern, different positions. 
That's analogy."

They sat down in two chairs. The chairs were side-by-side. "Cat is to kitten," one finch said. "As dog is to puppy," the other 
finished. "The relationship is 'adult to baby.' It's the same for both pairs. The animals are different. But the way they 
connect is the same."

the relationship between X and Y. That relationship must match the one between A and B."

Detective Approach. Twin taught a detective approach. "Look for two pairs," they chirped. "They must share the 
same relationship." They held up a tiny magnifying glass. "Or look for the X is to Y as A is to B structure. It's like a 
secret code!" They gave an example. "If you see 'shoe:foot,' what's the connection? A shoe goes on a foot. It covers a 
foot. Now, look at 'glove:hand.' A glove goes on a hand. It covers a hand. See? Same relationship! You found an 
analogy!"

Types of Relationships. "There are many kinds of connections," Twin explained. "Like part-to-whole. A wheel is part 
of a car. Or cause-to-effect. Rain causes puddles. Or function-to-tool. A hammer is a tool for nailing. Or member-to-
category. A cat is a member of the animal category. We can map all these!"

Use in Argument. "You can use analogies to make a point," Twin said. "Imagine someone says, 'The economy is to 
a country as health is to a body.' They mean both need careful attention. That's an analogy making a point about 
countries."

ProofQuest Bridge. "This helps with math and science," Twin added. "Finding parallel relationships is part of making 
proofs. It's a big step for ProofQuest!"



They wrote on a small whiteboard. "Doctor:patient :: teacher:student." They pointed at the words. "Both relationships are 
about someone giving care. And someone receiving it. One is in a hospital. One is in a school. Different places. Same 
structure."

They looked at the class. "We are Twin. We teach analogy. Our job is to help you map relationships. Not just objects. If you 
see X:Y::A:B, and the relationships match, you've found us!"

They were gentle teachers. "Don't get confused by analogies on tests," they said. "Those tests check if you can find the 
relationship. Look at the FIRST pair. Name the relationship in your head. Then check which other pair has the same 
relationship. That's the trick!"

"Twin sees in twos. Twin thinks in pairs. Parallel is the whole form." And side by side, wings almost touching, both little 
finches felt the same quiet gladness — the warm, steady comfort of never having to face a puzzle alone.



*PERSONIFICATION — *non-human things take on human qualities. the wind whispers. the sea is angry. that's hum.**

Hum is a small bumblebee. She has chunky, soft stripes. They are warm gold and black. She does not have a sharp stinger. 
Hum carries a tiny drawing pad. On it, she sketches things that aren't human. But she gives them human faces and 
feelings.

Hum  



She is small. Her stripes are warm gold and black. Hum is very curious. She loves to give human qualities to non-human 
things. She often says, "The wind whispers. The sea is angry. That's personification." Her drawing pad is her special tool. 
She draws wind with puffed-out cheeks. She draws the sea with a worried frown. The sun gets a big smile. Time has 
hurried, running legs. Each sketch shows a non-human thing. Each one wears a human emotion.

This is super important. Hum teaches about personification. That's when you give human qualities to things that aren't 
human. Like feelings, actions, or even voices. Many people use personification all the time. They don't even know its 
name. "The wind whispers," we say. It doesn't sound strange. "The clock is mocking me" is a common phrase. Even famous 
poets use it. Emily Dickinson wrote, "Hope is a feathered thing." Personification makes things that don't move feel alive. It 
helps readers feel emotions. You find it a lot in poems and songs. Hum's big job is to help you spot personification. She 
also shows you why authors use it. It's all about making you feel something.

Hum is very clear. "The wind whispers," she says. "The sea is angry. That's personification." She taps her drawing pad. 
"Things that aren't human get human qualities. Things that can't feel are described as feeling. Things that can't speak are 
described as speaking. It makes the whole world feel alive. It puts emotion right into a description."

Hum teaches special tricks for personification:

What it means. It's when you give human qualities to non-human things. Like feelings, actions, speech, or even 
thoughts.

How to spot it. Look for human verbs or adjectives. They will be stuck to non-human nouns. "The leaves DANCED." 
Leaves don't really dance. That's personification. "The shadow CREEPS." Shadows don't creep. That's 
personification.

Why it's used. It makes still things feel alive. It adds strong feelings to descriptions. Authors use it to put emotions 
into places, weather, or objects.



Hum grew up in the meadow-village. It was a beautiful place. His family had a special job there. They were the flower-
singers. These bumblebees buzzed in a special way. Their buzzing was so deep and rich. People said they "gave voice to the 
flowers." Hum's family learned something important. They knew flowers don't actually sing. But describing them as singing 
made the meadow feel alive. It made everyone feel happy. Hum carried this lesson with him. He knew the power of words.

He walked to FigureForge when he was twelve. Trope, his mentor, asked him a question. "What is personification?" Hum 
thought for a moment. He looked at his tiny drawing pad. "Non-human things take on human qualities," he said. "The wind 
whispers. The sea is angry. It makes things that don't move feel alive. It puts emotion into a description." Trope smiled. 
"You are appointed," he said. Hum felt a warm buzz inside him.

Common ways to use it.

Weather: "The storm raged."

Time: "Time crawled."

Nature: "The trees sighed."

Big ideas: "Fear gripped him."

Body parts: "Her heart sang."

It's different from anthropomorphism. This is a bit tricky. Personification is a quick, pretend human quality. Like 
saying the wind whispers. Anthropomorphism is when an animal or object acts like a human all the time. Think of 
talking animals in Disney movies. Personification is like a quick costume. Anthropomorphism is a whole new 
identity.

Don't overdo it! Some writers use personification everywhere. Then it feels fake. Personification works best 
when you use it carefully.



In his workshop, Hum held up his drawing pad. "Watch this," he said. He quickly sketched a wind spirit. It had puffed-out 
cheeks. Its lips were pursed tight. "The wind is blowing hard," Hum explained. "But I drew it like a person blowing. That's 
personification you can see." Next, he drew the sea. It had a deep, angry frown. Its brow was furrowed. "The sea is 
choppy," Hum said. "But an author might write, 'the sea is angry.' Personification makes the reader feel that chop. It's not 
just waves. It's a feeling." He looked at his students. "I am Hum. The special trick I teach is personification. Your job is to 
spot a human verb or quality. Look for it attached to a non-human thing. When you find one, you've found me. And the 
author put it there to make you feel something important."

He spoke gently. "Don't be shy when you use personification naturally. Everyone does it." He gave some examples. "'The 
clock is mocking me,' you might say. Or, 'My phone hates me today.' We use personification because it feels right. It feels 
true to our emotions. Even when it's not literally true."

He held up a finger. "Here's your detective tell. It's super reliable. Human verb plus non-human noun equals 
personification." Then his stripes gave a soft, happy shimmer, and his voice went warm and quiet. "And when you catch 
one, notice how it makes you feel — a little closer to the wind, a little kinder to the sea. That warm, alive feeling? That's why 
we do it at all."



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. FigureForge is one of 140+ apps in the portfolio.

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:

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).

© 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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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
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