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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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*SAY-ONE-THING-MEAN-ANOTHER — *hyperbole exaggerates. understatement minimizes. irony flips. all three: the words 
don't match the meaning.**

Three worksheets lay on the workbench. Three. Mask, a small fennec fox with big soft pink-lined ears and cream fur, stood 
over them, flipped the grinning side of her little stage-mask down over her face, threw both paws into the air, and cried, "I 
have an ENDLESS mountain of homework! It goes up past the clouds! I will be doing it until I am an old, old fox!"

Then she pushed the mask up onto her brow, glanced down at the three lonely worksheets, and let one paw fall. The 
words she'd flung out had been enormous — and the truth on the bench was tiny. The gap between them hung in the air 
like a joke waiting to land. That gap was the thing she loved most in the world. She grinned to herself, and her ears flicked, 
delighted, because the biggest words had ridden right over the smallest pile of paper and everyone in earshot had 
understood exactly how it felt to be buried in three worksheets.
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Mask had grown up learning to read two faces at once. Her village put on plays every season, and her family had carved 
the masks for them for as long as anyone could remember — a grinning face bigger than joy, a flat face emptier than calm, 
a slantwise face that never quite pointed where it looked.

As a kit she would sit backstage and watch an actor hold a laughing mask over a trembling chin, and she'd understand, 
without being told, that the mask and the face beneath it were saying two different things at the same time — and that the 
whole audience read both. The words on the outside. The meaning underneath. She learned that the space between them 
was never a lie. It was where all the meaning lived, if you were willing to look for it.

By the time she was half-grown she could tell, from three rows back, which mask hid which feeling. It became her favorite 
puzzle: the wider the outside, the more you had to lean in to find the truth on the inside.



When she was grown she walked to FigureForge, and the old mentor, Trope, met her at the gate holding a plain wooden 
mask. He asked her to show him how words could wear a face that wasn't their own.

Mask took a breath and showed him three in a row. She flipped the grin down: "This sandwich is the size of a HOUSE!" — 
then lifted it and shrugged at the ordinary sandwich in her paw. She flipped the mask to its flat, blank side and murmured, 
in a voice like still water, "Bit of a breeze," while the wind tore a shutter off its hinge behind her. And she tilted the mask 
sideways, looked at a puddle she'd just stepped in, and said warmly, "Oh, marvelous."

She set the mask down. "Each one says a different-sized thing than it means," she told him. "One puffs the words up huge. 
One shrinks them down small. One turns them clean around. But it's the same puzzle every time — the outside doesn't 
match the inside, and you land the meaning by looking at what's really there."

Trope turned the plain mask over in his hands and said, "Then these are yours to teach."



Her workshop was bright and cluttered, masks of every size hung along the walls. One afternoon a young crow named 
Rook squinted at her and said, "But how do I tell them apart? They all just... lie."

"Not lie — play," Mask said, and her ears perked. She flipped the grin down. "Watch which way the words stretch. Big-side
—" she boomed, "—I've asked you a THOUSAND times! That one blows the truth up so you feel how much it matters." She 
flipped to the flat side and said, dead level, "It's a touch uncomfortable," while fanning herself hard; the wall-thermometer's 
red line was jammed at the very top and the windows were fogged with heat. "Small-side. It shrinks the truth down so the 
smallness is the point."

Then she tilted the mask crossways. Thunder cracked; rain sheeted down the glass. She gazed out at the storm with a dry 
little smile and said, gently, "What a beautiful afternoon."

"You said beautiful," Rook objected.

"And the rain said everything else," Mask replied, straightening the mask. "That's the crossways one — the words point one 
way, and what's really happening points the other, and you follow the happening to the meaning." She tapped the mask 
softly. "In writing, you can't hear my voice, so hunt for the clues around the words. And if you can't tell whether someone's 
playing — a message, a note, no face to read — it's kinder to ask than to guess."



When the storm had passed and the others had gone, Rook stayed at the bench, turning the little flip-mask over, and asked 
whether he'd always feel foolish for missing one.

"You won't," Mask said, and she said it softly, her big ears settling gentle and warm. "When a word wears a face that isn't its 
own, don't feel tricked. Get quiet inside, and wonder — kindly — what someone might really be feeling underneath the 
words. That soft, careful noticing, that little lean-in toward another heart — that's the whole warm center of it."

She hung the mask back on its peg beside all the others. Rook's shoulders, which had been up around his ears, came down 
easy. And Mask felt it too — that tender, curious calm that comes from caring enough to look past the words and find the 
true small feeling hiding safe behind them.



ONOMATOPOEIA — a word that sounds like the noise it names. Buzz. Splash. Crash. Hiss. When you say the word, your mouth 
makes a little echo of the real sound, so the reader almost hears it.

Trope's detective cast met Clang near the old clock tower, and they heard him before they saw him.

Clang was a small, round creature made of dented copper, like a little walking bell. When he hopped, his body rang. When 
he splashed through a puddle, the splash seemed to live in the very shape of his mouth. He didn't just make sounds — 
when he said a word, the word seemed to carry the sound right inside it. He said the word for a bee's noise, and you could 
almost hear the bee. He said the word for a door's creak, and you could almost hear the door.

"Your words sound like the things they mean," a young detective said.

Clang gave a happy little ring. "That's my whole trick!" he said. "My name is Clang. I keep the sound-words — the ones that 
sound like the noise they name." He hopped, and his copper body chimed. "Say the word for thunder. Feel it rumble in 
your mouth? Say the word for a snake's warning. Feel it hiss between your teeth? The word is a little echo of the real 
sound."
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The detectives gathered close. "Show us how it works in a sentence," one said.

Clang thought, then spoke a flat, plain line: "The rain fell on the roof." Nothing happened; the detectives just pictured rain. 
Then he spoke it again, but slid in a sound-word: "The rain went pitter-patter on the roof." And suddenly the detectives could 
hear it — the little tapping, right inside the word. The sentence wasn't just telling them about rain anymore. It was letting 
them hear the rain.

"That's the magic," Clang rang softly. "A sound-word puts the noise right inside the sentence. The reader doesn't just 
picture it — they almost hear it. The word does the listening for them."

A young detective's eyes lit up. "So the word is like a tiny recording of the real sound!" "Exactly," Clang chimed, delighted.



Trope asked Clang to join the detective cast. "These young word-detectives are learning the figures of speech," Trope said. 
"And they write flat, silent sentences. I think you could teach them to put a sound inside their words."

Clang rang all over with joy. "Oh, yes!" he said. "I'll teach them words you can hear!"

So Clang joined the cast, and the detectives' sentences began to make noise.



When Trope teaches onomatopoeia, Clang leads — ringing. "Find the noise in your scene," he tells the detectives. "Is 
something buzzing? Crashing? Whispering? Then reach for the word that sounds like that noise. Say it out loud. If your 
mouth makes a little echo of the real sound, you've found a sound-word."

A young detective had written "the fire was loud." Flat, silent. Clang had her find the sound the fire made — and she wrote 
"the fire crackled and popped." Suddenly you could hear it. "You didn't just tell us it was loud," Clang said. "You let us hear 
the crackle. That's the difference."

"And here's the clue to remember," Clang added, "because we're detectives, after all. A sound-word is easy to spot: read the 
sentence aloud, and listen for the word where your mouth makes the actual noise. Buzz buzzes. Hiss hisses. Boom booms. 
The word and the sound are the same. That's how you catch one in the wild."



After the lesson, Clang sat with the detectives as the clock tower chimed the hour, his copper body ringing softly along with 
it.

For a long time, Clang had felt a little silly — a creature who was basically just noises, all clangs and buzzes and splashes, 
while the other figures of speech seemed so clever and deep. He'd wondered if making sound-words was a shallow sort of 
trick.

But ringing gently along with the tower bells, Clang understood his gift more warmly. Sound-words weren't shallow. They 
did something no other figure could: they reached past a reader's eyes and touched their ears. They put a real noise into a 
silent line of words on a page — a little piece of the actual world, captured in a sound you could say. And there was a 
simple, joyful magic in that. A warm ring of contentment hummed through his copper body. He wasn't silly. He was the one 
who let a reader hear. And he chimed along with the clock, glad to be a word you could listen to.



sound devices — writers make meaning with the SOUND of words, not just their sense. Alliteration repeats a beginning sound to 
link and stress words; onomatopoeia uses a word whose sound imitates the thing it names. Both make language you can hear.

In the word-forge, two friends worked at a long bench covered in loose letters, and they could not have sounded more 
different.

Chain spoke in a smooth, rolling way, and every few words they'd catch a sound and keep it, linking word to word like beads 
on a string. "The soft, silver sea," Chain murmured, sliding three letter-S's together across the bench. "See how they hold 
hands? Ssss, ssss, ssss. Same beginning sound. That's my whole trick. I take a sound and I chain it."

Beside them, Clang did not murmur. Clang erupted. "BANG!" they shouted, slamming two letters together so they burst into 
the shape of a firework. "HISS! BUZZ! DRIP!" Each word they made didn't just mean a sound — it was the sound. "I don't 
chain anything," Clang grinned. "I just make a word that already knows what it's supposed to sound like. Say 'buzz.' Go on. 
Your mouth buzzes."

Chain laughed, a low ripple. "We're nothing alike, you and me. I'm smooth. You're loud."

Clang bumped them with an elbow. "Nah. We're the same, secretly. We both make words you can hear."

Chain and Clang  



Clang liked to tell how they nearly gave up making noise at all, and Chain always listened, because they knew it mattered.

"When I was little," Clang said, quieter than usual, "grown-ups kept telling me to settle down. 'Use your indoor words, 
Clang.' But my words came out loud. Crash. Thud. Clatter. I thought something was wrong with me." They turned a letter 
over in their hands. "I tried to be smooth like Chain. Whisper-words. And they came out flat and dead. A 'loud noise' written 
quietly isn't a loud noise at all. It's just... a description."

Chain nodded slowly.

"Then one day," Clang went on, brightening, "a writer needed a door to slam. And I made the word — SLAM — and 
everyone in the room jumped, like they'd really heard it. And I understood." Clang looked up. "My loudness wasn't a 
problem. It was the whole point. A word that sounds like its own meaning — that's a gift. You can't do it by being quiet."

"So you stopped whispering," said Chain.

"I stopped whispering," Clang agreed. "And you never once told me to."



A writer arrived with a hard job: a single sentence about a summer storm that had to make the reader feel the weather.

"Watch us team up," Chain said, rubbing their hands. "This is the good part."

Chain went first, laying down a smooth run of same-starting sounds: "The warm wind whispered through the wheat." Three 
W's in a row, soft and breathy. "Feel that? All those W's make your mouth blow air, like a real breeze. The sound does the 
work. That's alliteration."

"My turn," said Clang, and struck. "Then — CRACK! — the thunder." The word split the sentence like lightning. "That's 
onomatopoeia. 'Crack' doesn't just tell you about thunder. It cracks."

The writer read the whole thing aloud: The warm wind whispered through the wheat, then — CRACK! — the thunder. And they 
shivered, as if a storm had actually blown through the room.

"Smooth and sudden," said the writer, amazed. "The soft part made the loud part louder."

"That's us," said Chain and Clang together.



The apprentice who'd been sweeping letters off the floor stopped to stare. "But you two do totally opposite things. Chain 
repeats sounds. Clang invents sounds. How is that the same?"

Chain and Clang looked at each other and smiled.

"Close your eyes," Chain said gently. "Now — don't think about what the words mean. Just listen to how they feel." They 
spoke: "The silver sea sighed." Soft. Long. Slow.

"Now me," said Clang. "The pebbles went POP, POP, POP." Sharp. Quick. Bright.

The apprentice's eyes were still closed. "I can... hear them. Not the meaning. The sound. One feels calm. One feels bouncy."

"There it is," said Chain. "I use sounds that match each other. Clang uses sounds that match the world. But we're both saying 
the same secret thing—"

"—that words aren't only for your eyes," Clang finished. "They're for your ears. The sound is part of the meaning. Always 
has been."



That evening the bench was quiet, the letters swept into their bins, and the two friends sat listening to the forge tick and 
cool.

"Do you ever wish you were smooth like me?" Chain asked. "Instead of so... loud?"

Clang thought about it, and shook their head. "Not anymore. For a long time I did. I thought loud was wrong." They were 
quiet a moment. "But you never asked me to turn it down. You just made room beside your soft sounds for my loud ones. 
And together we made something neither of us could make alone."

Chain smiled. "The soft makes the loud louder."

"And the loud makes the soft softer," said Clang, and leaned back, and felt something warm and settled spread through 
their chest — the deep, easy gladness of finally believing that the way they sounded was never too much, but exactly, 
wonderfully enough, especially with a friend who'd built a whole song around it.



ALLITERATION — when words near each other begin with the same sound. "Big blue balloon." "Silly slippery snake." The repeated 
first-sound links the words together and makes the phrase fun to say and easy to remember.

Trope's detective cast met Chain by the blacksmith's shed, where loops of bright metal links hung gleaming on the wall.

Chain was a long, link-bodied creature, like a friendly living chain, and each link of her body was stamped with a letter-
sound. When she said words that began with the same sound, two of her links would clink together and lock, joining up 
bright and tight. "Big blue balloon," she said, and three of her links — all the b sound — clinked together into a shining run. 
The words felt linked, joined, fun to say.

"Your body links up when words share a first sound," a young detective noticed.

Chain gave a happy little rattle. "That's my craft!" she said. "My name is Chain. I keep the alliteration — when words near 
each other start with the same sound." She clinked a run of links together. "Silly slippery snake. All those s-words link up, 
hand in hand. The repeated first-sound chains them together — and a chained phrase is fun to say and easy to 
remember."
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The detectives leaned in. "Show us what it does," one said.

Chain spoke a plain line: "The wind moved through the trees." The words sat there, separate, unlinked. Then she re-said it 
with linked first-sounds: "The wild wind whispered through the willows." And the w-words clinked together down her body, 
and the whole phrase suddenly flowed, musical and tight, a pleasure to say aloud.

"Feel how they link?" Chain said. "Wild, wind, whispered, willows — all starting with w. The matching first-sounds chain the 
words into one smooth run. It catches the ear. It sticks in the memory. That's why so many sayings and titles and tongue-
twisters use it."

A young detective grinned. "It's like the words are holding hands!" "Exactly," Chain clinked, pleased.



Trope asked Chain to join the detective cast. "These young detectives write flat lists of words," Trope said. "Nothing links, 
nothing flows. I think you could teach them to chain their sounds."

Chain rattled with delight. "Oh, I'd love to!" she said. "I'll teach them to link words up!"

So Chain joined the cast, and the detectives' phrases began to clink and flow.



When Trope teaches alliteration, Chain leads. "Pick a sound," she tells the detectives, "and find two or three words near 
each other that start with it. Dancing daisies. Crooked crows. A marvelous, magical morning. Link them up and read it aloud — 
feel how it flows."

A young detective wrote a flat description of a storm. Chain helped him chain a few first-sounds: the storm's strong, 
sweeping squalls. The s-words linked, and the line suddenly had a wild, whistling music. "Now it flows," Chain said, "and 
you'll remember it, too."

But then she taught the clue that matters most. Another detective had chained every single word with the same sound, and 
it came out a hopeless tongue-tangle. Chain's links snarled into a knot. "Feel that?" she said. "A few linked sounds are 
catchy. Too many become a silly knot, impossible to say. A little alliteration is a bright chain. Too much is a tangle. Link just 
enough — then stop."



After the lesson, Chain coiled comfortably beside the detectives, idly clinking a few of her links together in a soft, pleasant 
rhythm.

For a long time, Chain had wondered if she was just a gimmick — a creature who made words cute, all clinks and tongue-
twisters, while the deeper figures carried real meaning. She'd half-believed linking sounds was just decoration.

But coiled in the warm light, clinking gently, Chain understood her gift more kindly. Linking sounds wasn't just cute. It did 
real work: it made a phrase stick, made it flow, made it a joy to say — so that a reader carried it in their memory long after. 
Half the sayings and titles people never forget were chained by her. And there was a quiet pride in being the one who 
made words memorable. A warm, linked contentment settled through her body. She wasn't a gimmick. She was the chain 
that held a phrase together in the mind. And she clinked her links, content, in a soft and happy rhythm.



SYMBOLISM — when an object stands for a bigger idea. A dove stands for peace. A heart stands for love. A storm stands for 
trouble. The thing is real, but it carries a meaning much larger than itself.

prompt: "Token carries small objects that each stand for something much bigger — a tiny key that means 'a fresh start,' a 
feather that means 'freedom.' Is there an object in your life that means more to you than it looks like it should — and what 
bigger thing does it stand for?"

Trope's detective cast met Token in a quiet curiosity-shop, where she sat surrounded by small, ordinary objects, each one 
glowing very faintly.

Token was a gentle, deep-eyed creature with a wide cloak full of little pockets, and from each pocket she could draw a 
small object. But every object she held seemed to glow with a meaning far bigger than itself. She lifted a tiny key, and 
somehow it felt like a fresh start. She lifted a single feather, and it felt like freedom. She lifted a small cracked cup, and it felt 
like something broken that's still loved.

Token  

beat-after: 4
prompt: "The detectives learned that a symbol lets a story SHOW a big idea instead of saying it out loud. When has 
an object or an image meant something deep to you without anyone explaining it?"



Token nodded, her deep eyes warm. "That's the quiet magic," she said. "My name is Token. I keep the symbols — small 
things that stand for big ideas." She held up the tiny key. "This is just a key. But in a story, it can stand for hope, or a new 
beginning, or a secret about to open. The object is real and small. The meaning it carries is large."

The detectives gathered round the glowing objects. "How is that different from a metaphor?" one asked, thinking of Ferry.



A young detective breathed out. "So the reader feels the meaning, without being told." "Yes," Token said. "And the feeling 
they find themselves is the one they keep."

Trope asked Token to join the detective cast. "These young detectives explain everything out loud," Trope said. "They never 
let an object carry a meaning. I think you could teach them to use a symbol."



So Token joined the cast, and the detectives' stories began to glow with quiet meaning.

When Trope teaches symbolism, Token leads, drawing objects from her pockets. "Pick something real in your story," she 
tells the detectives, "and let it carry a bigger idea. A wilting flower for a fading friendship. A locked door for a secret. A 
sunrise for a fresh chance. Don't explain it — just let the object sit there and mean it."

"Here's the detective's clue," she added. "A symbol is an object that keeps showing up, or that the story lingers on, that 
seems to mean more than it should. When you notice a writer pausing on a small thing — a ring, a scar, a storm — ask 
yourself: what bigger idea is this standing for? That's how you catch a symbol."



After the lesson, Token sat with the detectives in the quiet shop, turning the small cracked cup gently in her hands.



OXYMORON — two opposite words placed right next to each other on purpose. "Bittersweet." "Deafening silence." "Jumbo shrimp." 
The two opposites seem to fight — but together they say something truer than either word could alone.

Trope's detective cast met Twain on a strange evening that was somehow both warm and cool at once — and Twain, it 
turned out, was exactly like the evening.

Twain was a curious two-toned creature: one half of him glowed warm and sunny, the other half shone cool and silvery, 
right down the middle. When he spoke, he liked to put two opposite words side by side — and instead of canceling out, the 
opposites seemed to deepen each other. "A bittersweet goodbye," he said, and his two halves shimmered together, and 
somehow you understood the feeling exactly: sad and sweet, both at once.

"You're two opposite things at the same time," a young detective said.

Twain smiled, both halves at once. "That's my whole nature," he said. "My name is Twain. I keep the oxymoron — two 
opposite words placed right next to each other." His warm half and his cool half glowed together. "Deafening silence. Jumbo 
shrimp. A wise fool. The two words seem to fight. But put together, on purpose, they say something truer than either one 
could alone."
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The detectives studied his two-toned glow. "But how can opposites be true together?" one asked.

Twain's halves shimmered. "Think of bittersweet," he said. "When you say goodbye to a wonderful summer — is it happy? 
Yes. Is it sad? Yes. Neither word alone is right. But bittersweet — the two opposites together — catches the real feeling 
exactly." He held up his warm and cool hands together. "Real life is full of these. A loud quiet. A terribly good time. A small 
giant. The opposites don't cancel. They mix into something true."

A young detective's eyes widened. "So an oxymoron says a feeling that's too complicated for one word!" "Exactly," Twain 
glowed. "When a feeling is two things at once, you need two opposite words at once."



Trope asked Twain to join the detective cast. "These young detectives think every word has to agree with the one beside it," 
Trope said. "They'd never dare put two opposites together. I think you could teach them the oxymoron."

Twain glowed warm and cool together. "I'll come," he said. "I do love two opposites that belong together."

So Twain joined the cast, and the detectives' writing began to hold two truths at once.



When Trope teaches the oxymoron, Twain leads, shimmering. "Find a feeling that's two things at once," he tells the 
detectives. "Then put the two opposite words right next to each other. A cheerful gloom. A loud whisper. A painful joy. Don't 
worry that they fight — that's the point. The clash is the meaning."

A young detective was trying to describe how it felt to win a game while her best friend lost — and one word kept failing 
her. Twain suggested two opposites: a sad victory. And suddenly the complicated feeling landed perfectly. "Neither sad nor 
victory alone was right," Twain said. "Together, they told the truth."

"Here's the clue for catching one," he added. "An oxymoron is two words side by side that seem to contradict — and yet the 
writer put them there on purpose. When you spot two words that argue with each other but somehow feel right, you've 
found an oxymoron. The fight between them is doing the work."



After the lesson, Twain sat with the detectives in the strange warm-and-cool evening, his two halves glowing gently side by 
side.

For a long time, Twain had felt broken — two opposite halves that didn't match, never quite one thing or the other. He'd 
wondered if being two contradictory things at once meant something was wrong with him, that he should pick a side and 
be whole.

But sitting in the evening that was somehow both warm and cool, Twain understood himself at last. He wasn't broken. He 
was complete — precisely because he held two opposites at once. Real feelings were rarely just one thing; the truest 
moments were bittersweet, the deepest victories a little sad. By being two things at once, he could say what no single thing 
could. His two halves weren't a flaw. They were how he told the whole truth. A warm-and-cool contentment glowed 
through both sides of him at once. He didn't need to pick a side. He was the truth that lived in the middle. And his two 
halves shone together in the strange and perfect evening, glad.
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