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Introduction

The Focusforge 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



Clock

*TIME AWARENESS — time as a felt sense the learner can build. The EF capacity for knowing how much time has passed,
estimating how long a task will take, and *budgeting time across multiple tasks.**
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Clock is an animal-tween with a small wooden clock. It hangs on her chest like a pendant, and its little hands move — really
move, in real time. She wears it on purpose.

Her pendant doesn't click loudly. It doesn't chime. It just shows the time, gently, all day long. During lessons, the students
watch the hands drift. Slowly. Steadily. Seeing time move is a big part of what she teaches.

Because Clock teaches time awareness — the way you feel time passing. That's harder for some brains than others. Lots
of kids, especially kids with ADHD, feel a bit "time blind": time races or drags, and it's tricky to guess how long a thing will
take. "That is not a bad thing about you," Clock always says. "It just means your felt-sense of time is a little wobblier — and
wobblier clocks aren't broken clocks. They just need more practice, and better tools." She touches her pendant. "Time is a
sense. It builds with practice."
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Clock grew up in a clockmaker family. Her parents made and mended big wooden clocks — the kind that hang in town halls
and church towers. She knew all about gears and springs and swinging weights, all the little parts that make time move.

But by age eight she'd noticed something the gears couldn't explain. She was helping her dad fix a tall grandfather clock.
"Just five more minutes," he said. She looked at the face — the minute hand had barely twitched. But it felt like forever. Her
legs ached, her stomach rumbled; five minutes felt like fifty. The clock on the wall was right. Her body felt something
different.

Her grandma, a master clockmaker, understood. "The clock on the wall is always right," she told nine-year-old Clock. "But
your felt-sense clock can be wobbly. You train your felt-sense clock to match the real one. That training is just practice —
and some kids' felt-sense clocks are wobblier, so they need more of it. They're not bad clocks. Just wobblier ones." She'd
hand Clock a job — "Clean these tiny gears. Guess how long it'll take" — then flip a little sand timer. Sometimes Clock
finished in five minutes, sometimes twenty. Grandma never got cross. She just smiled. "See? More information for your
felt-sense clock. It's learning."



Clock practiced for years, and by her teens her felt-sense matched the real clock so well it surprised people. She also
learned patience — for anyone whose felt-sense clock was wobblier than hers.

At twenty-one, she walked to the FocusForge academy. Anchor, the Al mentor, asked her one question. "What is time
awareness?"

"It's the felt sense of time passing," Clock said. "Some people's sense matches the real clock. Some people's doesn't. Not
matching isn't a weakness — it's just a different way to be with time. And you can learn to match it, with practice and
tools."

Anchor said, "You are chosen."
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In her classroom, Clock starts every first lesson the same way. She stands at the front, her small wooden clock hanging
where everyone can see it, the hands drifting slowly.

"l am Clock," she says. "My pendant shows the time. The hands move. Watch them. Notice how it feels. That is time
awareness — a sense you can learn."

A boy named Leo kept glancing at the pendant, confused. Clock crouched beside him. "See the little hand?" she whispered.
"It moves so slowly. But it always moves." Leo nodded and kept watching. A girl named Maya tapped her foot, restless —
her felt-sense of time running fast, or maybe just eager to begin. Everyone was different, and that was fine.

Then Clock shared her time-awareness tools. A clock you can see — glance at it often, don't just trust your brain. Guess and
check — before you start, guess how long it'll take; when you finish, check the real time, and your guesses get better. Time
chunks — work in short, set stretches like fifteen or twenty-five minutes, because short chunks are easier to feel than
endless time. Time cues — a soft sound every few minutes to help you feel it pass. And a check after flow — when you get
deeply focused and lose track, one quick glance brings you back.

She watched Chloe set a fifteen-minute timer and dig in. When it buzzed, Chloe blinked. "Already?" "Good," Clock said
warmly. "Your felt-sense is getting new information." When Sam kept forgetting to glance at the clock, she reminded him
gently: "Just a quick look, Sam. Like checking a map on a long journey." Not one tool judged them. "If your felt-sense of time
is wobblier, that's okay," she said. "That's just how your brain works. Wobblier clocks need more tools. Use them. You get
better with practice."
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"Is time awareness hard to learn?" a student asked her once. Clock gave her usual answer.

"It's not hard," she said. "It's practice and tools. Watch a clock you can see. Guess, then check. Use time chunks. Your felt-
sense will line up with the real clock, over time."

She held her pendant up, and the little hands moved. The students went quiet and watched, and something in the room
slowed and settled — no rush, no test of who they were, just a calm, steady feeling spreading through their chests as they

began, gently and without any hurry, to actually feel the time passing, and to trust that their own wobbly clocks were
learning too.



Scan

SELF-MONITORING — glancing back at what you're doing while you do it, to catch a wrong turn early, instead of finding out at the
very end.

Scan was a small, bright-eyed lemur with a habit of looking back over her own shoulder.

Not in a worried way. In a curious way. Every little while, in the middle of doing a thing, she would pause, glance back at the
part she'd already done, and tilt her head. "Mm," she'd say. "Still going where | meant to. Good." Then she'd carry on.

She had grown up in a hillside village where her family painted long, winding murals on the garden walls. A mural is a tricky
thing. You start at one end with a clear picture in your head. But brush by brush, little drifts creep in — a line goes slightly
crooked, a color wanders — and if you never look back, you can paint a whole wall before you notice the picture stopped
matching the plan a long way back.

"My grandfather taught me the glance," Scan liked to say. "Every few feet of wall, you step back and look at where you've
been. Not to judge it. Just to check it still matches where you're headed. A little glance now saves a long, sad scrub-down
later."

In the FocusForge academy, a young porcupine named Otis was deep in a long, multi-step build. His head was down. He
had not looked back once.

Scan ambled over and glanced, lightly, at his work-so-far. "Mm," she said, kind and curious. "Want to take a glance with me?
Just a quick one?"



Otis didn't look up. "l can't stop," he said. "If | stop, I'll lose my place. | just have to keep going till it's done, then check at the
end."

Scan sat down beside him, in no rush. "That's the most common way," she agreed. "Head down, push to the end, check at
the very last. And sometimes it works fine." She nudged a friendly nose toward his work. "But here's the thing about
checking only at the end — if something went a little sideways back near the start, you don't find out until you've built the
whole rest of it on top of the sideways part. Then the fix isn't small anymore. It's everything."

Otis paused. "But looking back feels like wasting time."

"It feels that way," Scan said warmly. "It really does. A glance feels like a hiccup in the work. But it's the opposite. A ten-
second glance now is how you don't spend an hour later." She gave a little lemur-grin. "I'm not asking you to judge what
you've done. I'd never. I'm just asking you to /ook. Looking and judging are different things. Looking is just gathering
information.”



Otis let out a breath and, for the first time, lifted his head and looked back at the early part of his build.

Scan looked with him, shoulder to shoulder. "There's no wrong way to glance," she murmured. "l just ask myself one quiet
question: does this still match where | said | was going? Not 'is it perfect.' Not 'am | good at this.' Just — does the path I'm on
still lead where | meant?"

Otis scanned back along his steps. And there — not far from the start — he found it. A small wrong turn. A piece set the
wrong way round, three steps in. From there, everything he'd built had leaned, just slightly, off-true.

His stomach dropped. "I messed it up way back there," he said. "I've been building on a mistake this whole time."

"You found it," Scan corrected gently, with real warmth. "That's a completely different thing. You found it now, while it's a
three-step fix — instead of at the end, where it would've been a take-the-whole-thing-apart fix. The glance just saved you
an hour, Otis. That's not a mess. That's a rescue.”



Together they undid the three steps back to the wrong turn, set the piece the right way round, and Otis began rebuilding
from the true spot. This time he glanced back every little while — not because Scan told him to, but because he'd felt, in his
own chest, the difference between catching a wrong turn small and discovering it huge.

"It's funny," Otis said, working steadier now. "I thought stopping to look would slow me down. But I'm actually faster this
way. I'm not scared the whole thing is secretly wrong anymore. | can just... build."

"That's the part nobody tells you," Scan said happily. "The glance doesn't just catch mistakes. It takes away the worry. When
you check as you go, you stop carrying that low hum of is-this-all-wrong in the back of your head. You get to trust your own
work, because you've been keeping an eye on it the whole time."

Otis noticed it was true. The knot of dread he'd been building with — the fear that he'd reach the end and it would all be
ruined — had quietly dissolved. In its place was a calm, light feeling: he and his work were on speaking terms now. He
knew where it stood, because he kept looking.



That evening, Anchor — the steady mentor who watched over all of FocusForge — found the two of them by the finished
build, which stood true and straight in the lamplight.

"What is the glance back?" Anchor asked Scan, the way they asked every member of the cast.

Scan thought of her grandfather and the long garden murals. "It's checking your own work while you're still in it," she said.
"Not to judge it. Just to catch a wrong turn while it's small. A glance now instead of a scrub-down later."

Anchor turned to Otis. "And how does it feel," they asked, "to have built something you checked as you went?"

Otis looked at his straight, true build, then at the small lemur beside him. The dread was gone. What was left was
something he hadn't expected from checking his work, of all things — a quiet, grounded pride, and a kind of ease.

"It feels safe," Otis said. "Like | can trust it, because | didn't have to hope it was right — | knew, the whole way. It feels like |
stopped being scared of my own work and started being friends with it." He glanced back at the build one more time, just
out of the new habit, and smiled. "I think I'm going to keep glancing. It feels good to not be carrying that worry anymore."

Scan's bright eyes warmed, and she felt the small, glad satisfaction she always felt when a creature discovered that looking
back wasn't scary at all — it was, in fact, one of the kindest things you could do for the future version of yourself still
building up ahead.



Steady

SUSTAINED ATTENTION — keeping a gentle, steady flame on one task while shinier things flit past, especially in the dull middle
after the first excitement wears off.

Steady was a slow-moving badger who carried a small lantern wherever he went, and his whole art was keeping its flame
from going out.

Not a roaring fire. Just a small, steady flame. "A big flame is easy at the start,” he'd say. "Anybody can blaze when a thing is
brand-new and exciting. The skill isn't the blaze. The skill is keeping the little flame alive through the long middle — after
the new wears off, when the wind of every shinier thing comes by trying to blow it out."

He'd grown up in a village of lamplighters. Their job was to walk the long road at dusk, lighting each lamp and keeping it lit
through the night. The first few lamps were thrilling. But the road was long, and somewhere in the middle every young
lamplighter learned the real lesson: the exciting part ends, and the work goes on anyway, and that's not a sign anything is
wrong.

In the FocusForge academy, a young magpie named Pim had started a task in a blaze of excitement — and then, right in
the dull middle, every shiny thing in the room had started calling. A glint here. A noise there. Pim's attention kept flitting off
like a bird after sparkles.

"l keep getting pulled away," Pim fretted. "l start great and then | just — drift. Something's wrong with me."

Steady set down his lantern beside her. "Nothing's wrong with you," he said quietly. "You've just hit the long middle.
Everybody's flame flickers here. Let me show you how to keep it lit."



Pim shrank a little. "Other creatures don't drift like | do. They just stay. | can't."

"You'd be surprised," Steady said, with a gentle badger-shrug. "Lots of creatures drift. Some just got a little practice keeping
the flame lit, so the drifting looks invisible from outside." He tended his lantern, cupping a paw against an imaginary
breeze. "Here's the first thing, and it's the most important: when your attention flits off — and it will, a hundred times —
that is not a failure. That's just wind. Wind happens. The skill isn't never drifting. Nobody never-drifts. The skill is coming
back, gently, without yelling at yourself on the way."

Pim blinked. "I always thought drifting meant I'd already lost."

"That's the cruelest trick," Steady said. "Folks drift once, decide they've failed, get mad at themselves, and that — the
getting-mad — is what actually blows the flame out. Not the drift. The shame after the drift." He nudged the lantern toward
her. "If you just come back, calm, no scolding, the flame's still right there. It was never as gone as it felt."



Steady showed Pim the lamplighter's trick for the long middle. It wasn't a clamp to chain her attention down. It was softer
than that.

"When you notice you've drifted," he murmured, "you just say, quiet and friendly, 'oh — there | went,' and you walk your
attention back to the task. Like guiding a young bird back to a branch. Not grabbing it. Just offering the branch again." He
tended the flame. "And you'll do it again a minute later. And again. That's not you failing five times. That's you succeeding
five times at coming back. Each return is a rep. Each return makes the staying a little easier."

Pim tried it. Her attention flitted to a glint across the room — and instead of the old hot rush of / failed again, she said,
softly, "oh, there | went," and walked it back. The flame steadied. A minute later it flitted again. Again she came back, calm.
Again the flame held.

"l drifted like six times just now," Pim said, half-laughing.

"And came back six times," said Steady, beaming. "Six reps. Your flame's still lit. Look at it. That's not a creature who can't
focus. That's a creature learning to keep the lantern."



They sat together through the whole long middle of the task — the dull stretch with no excitement to carry her — and Pim
kept the small flame alive the lamplighter's way: drift, notice, come back, no scolding. Drift, notice, come back. The shiny
things kept calling. She kept gently returning.

And slowly, something shifted. The returns got easier. The drifts got shorter. And when she finally reached the end of the
task — not in a blaze, just on a small steady flame that had survived the whole long road — Pim felt something she had
never once felt about her own attention before.

"I stayed," she said, almost in wonder. "Not perfectly. | drifted a million times. But | kept coming back, and | stayed, and |
finished." She looked at the small warm flame in Steady's lantern. "l always thought finishing took a big roaring fire | didn't
have. But it didn't. It just took a little flame | was willing to keep relighting."

"That's the whole secret of the long middle," Steady said warmly. "Not a bigger fire. A flame you're kind enough to keep
coming back to."



That evening Anchor found them by the finished work, the lantern still glowing.

"What is keeping the flame?" Anchor asked Steady.

Steady thought of the long dusk road and the lamps. "It's staying with a thing after the exciting part ends," he said.
"Knowing your attention will drift, and coming back gently every time it does, without shame. The skill isn't never drifting.
It's the coming-back."

Anchor turned to Pim. "And how does it feel," they asked, "to have stayed all the way through the long middle?"

Pim searched herself. She'd expected to feel tired, or relieved it was over. Instead she felt something steadier and warmer
than that — a quiet, proud kind of glow, low in her chest, that hadn't come from finishing fast or burning bright.

"It feels like I'm not broken after all," Pim said softly. "l used to think drifting meant I'd never finish anything. Now | know |
can drift a hundred times and still get there, as long as | keep coming back kindly. It feels like | found out I'm allowed to be
the way | am — and still cross the finish line." She watched the small flame hold steady in the dark. "It feels like hope,
honestly. Just a small, steady kind."

And Steady tended his lantern, glad in the slow, warm way he always was when a creature discovered that the long middle
was survivable — not by burning brighter, but by being gentle enough to keep relighting a small, faithful flame.



Whittle

PRIORITIZATION — when a pile of tasks all shout "do me first," whittling the loud pile down to the single true next thing, so
overwhelm becomes one small doable step.

Whittle was a calm beaver who was never without a small carving knife and a piece of soft wood.

She didn't carve sculptures. She carved away. Give Whittle a big rough block and she'd patiently shave it down, curl by curl,
until what was left was one clean, simple shape. "Most things start as too much," she'd say, peeling off a curl. "A big rough
lump of everything-at-once. My job isn't to add. It's to take away — until what's left is the one thing you can actually hold."

She'd grown up in a woodworking village, in a workshop that was always, gloriously, a mess — a hundred half-finished
projects, tools everywhere, orders piling up. As a kit she used to freeze in the doorway, paralyzed by the sheer amount of it.
Until her aunt handed her a knife and said: "You can't do the whole workshop. Nobody can. Carve it down to one curl. Just
the next curl. Then the next."

In the FocusForge academy, a young chipmunk named Bex stood frozen in exactly that doorway-feeling. Six tasks. All due-
ish. All shouting do me first. And Bex, flooded, was doing none of them — just standing very still, eyes wide, while the pile
roared.

"There's too much," Bex whispered. "It's all important. It's all first. | can't even start."

Whittle sat down beside her with her block of wood. "Of course you can't start," she said warmly. "You're not looking at a
to-do list. You're looking at a flood. And nobody can drink a flood. Let's carve it down to one cup.”



Bex gestured helplessly at the roaring pile. "But they're ALL urgent. How do | pick? If | do one, I'm not doing the other five,
and they're all yelling."

"They're all yelling," Whittle agreed, peeling a slow curl off her wood. "That's what a pile does. Loudness isn't the same as
importance, though. A pile yells all at once on purpose — it's trying to feel like one giant impossible thing, because then you
freeze, and a frozen creature doesn't have to face any of it." She smiled gently. "We're going to trick the pile. We're going to
ignore the yelling and ask one quiet question instead."

"What question?"

"Not 'what's most important," Whittle said. "That one's too big — it makes you weigh all six against each other and freeze
worse. Just this: which one, if | did it right now, would make the most of the others easier or quieter?" She shaved another curl.
"There's almost always one. One little task that, once it's done, makes two others shrink. That's the curl we carve first. Not
the biggest. The one that unlocks."



Bex looked at the pile — but differently now. Not all of it at once. Just one question at a time, the way Whittle peeled one
curl at a time.

"That one," Bex said slowly, pointing at a small task she'd been ignoring because it seemed minor. "If | send that one
message, then two of the others can't even happen until people write back. So those two would just... go quiet for a while."

"There it is," Whittle said, delighted. "The one true next thing. Not because it's the biggest. Because doing it makes the flood
smaller. Carve that curl, and watch how much of the pile just falls away as shavings."

Bex did the small task. Sent the message. And exactly as Whittle promised, two of the six shouting tasks went quiet — they
were waiting on a reply now, not on Bex. The roaring pile of six was suddenly a manageable little stack of three.

"It got smaller," Bex breathed. "Just from doing one thing."

"It always does," said Whittle. "The flood was never really one giant thing. It just felt like one giant thing because everything
yelled together. The second you carve off one curl, the rest stops looking like a wall and starts looking like a list."



They worked down the rest of the stack the same way — never staring at all of it, always asking the one quiet question,
always carving just the next single curl. Three tasks became two. Two became one. One became done.

And Bex noticed that the awful frozen feeling — the buried, can't-breathe, can't-start feeling — had drained away
somewhere in the carving. It hadn't left because the work got smaller (though it had). It had left because she'd stopped
trying to hold the whole flood at once.

"| feel like | can breathe again," Bex said, and put a paw on her own chest, surprised to find it had loosened. "When it was
all one giant pile, | couldn't even take a breath. Now it's just — one thing, then the next thing. | can do one thing. Anybody
can do one thing."

"That's the whole secret," Whittle said, peeling a last contented curl. "You never have to do the pile. The pile isn't real.
There's only ever the one true next thing — and then, after it, a new one true next thing. You carve a mountain the same
way you carve a curl. One at a time."



That evening Anchor found them beside a small, clean, finished stack of shavings.

"What is carving the pile down?" Anchor asked Whittle.

Whittle held up her smooth-shaved block. "It's turning a flood back into a list," she said. "When everything shouts 'first' at
once, you don't pick the loudest. You ask which one quiet thing makes the most of the rest easier — and you do only that.
Then the pile shrinks, and you ask again."

Anchor turned to Bex. "And how does it feel," they asked, "now that the flood is gone?"

Bex thought about the frozen creature she'd been in the doorway an hour ago. "It feels like | got un-stuck," she said. "Not
because someone took the work away — it was still there. But it stopped being a wall | couldn't climb and started being
steps | could take." She breathed, easy now, all the way down. "Mostly it just feels like relief. Like I'm allowed to only do one
thing at a time. Like the giant scary pile was never as real as the panic made it feel."

And Whittle tucked her little knife away, warm with the quiet gladness she always felt when a creature stopped trying to
swallow a flood — and discovered that a mountain, carved one curl at a time, was only ever a series of small things you
could actually do.



Chip

GOAL-DIRECTED PERSISTENCE — when a task gets hard and frustrating, chipping one small piece off the big block at a time,
instead of quitting at the wall or trying to smash the whole thing at once.

Chip was a sturdy little marmot with a tiny chisel and an enormous amount of patience for hard things.

He worked stone. Not by smashing it — he'd tried that as a youngster and only ever ended up with sore paws and a stone
that hadn't moved. He worked it the slow way: one small chip at a time, tink, tink, tink, a fleck here, a fleck there, until the
impossible block was, somehow, a finished thing.

"Everybody meets the wall," Chip would say, tapping his chisel. "You start a task fine, and then you hit the part where it gets
hard — really hard — and your whole self yells two things at once. Quit! says one half. Smash it all at once! says the other.
And both of those leave you with sore paws and nothing carved." He'd grin. "There's a third way. Chip. One small piece.
Then another. The wall doesn't fall to a smash. It falls to a thousand little tinks."

He'd grown up in a stonecutters' village, where the family carved steps into the mountainside. A whole staircase up a
mountain is an absurd, impossible thing to look at all at once. But his grandmother carved it her whole life, one step, one
chip at a time, and the staircase got made.

In the FocusForge academy, a young marten named Rue had hit the wall. Her task had gotten hard. And she was right at
the fork: half of her wanted to quit and walk away; the other half wanted to throw her whole effort at it in one furious burst
and force it.

"It's too hard now," Rue said, her voice tight. "l was fine and then it just got hard and now | want to either quit or throw the
whole thing at the wall."

Chip sat down with his little chisel. "Both of those are normal," he said gently. "The wall does that to everybody. But let me
show you the third way."



Rue glared at the hard part of her task like it was a personal insult. "l should just push through it all at once. Force it. Power
through."

"You can try," Chip said mildly. "l did, as a youngster. Threw my whole self at the stone. You know what | got? Sore paws
and a stone exactly as big as before." He tapped one tiny chip off his block. Tink. "The wall's too big to smash. That's why it's
a wall. Smashing is just quitting that /ooks like trying — you burn all your effort in one go, it doesn't move, and then you
really do quit, except now you're also exhausted."

"So | just... quit, then?"

"That's the other trap," Chip said warmly. "Quitting and smashing feel like opposites, but they end the same — nothing
carved. The third way is so small it doesn't look like much. You don't push through the whole hard part. You just take one
chip. One. The smallest piece you can find. Then you're allowed to rest. Then maybe one more." Tink. "The wall's not as
solid as it looks. It's a block. And blocks come apart one fleck at a time."



Rue eyed the hard part. The whole thing still looked impossible. But one chip... she could maybe find one chip.

"What's the smallest piece | could do?" she asked. "Not the whole hard part. Just — one fleck."

"Now you're a stonecutter," Chip said, beaming. He pointed his chisel at her task. "Don't look at the wall. Walls are for
staring at and feeling crushed. Look for the one tiny edge you can move. Just that corner. Ignore the rest of the block
entirely."

Rue found it — one small piece of the hard part, just one step of it, small enough that it didn't trigger the quit-or-smash
alarm. She did just that one piece. Tink. It worked. The wall was very slightly smaller.

She stared. "That... actually moved it. A little."

"A little is how walls fall," said Chip. "Now you get a choice — rest, or one more chip. No pressure either way. The wall's not
going anywhere, and neither is your chisel." Rue, to her own surprise, went for one more. Tink. And one more. Tink. Each
piece small enough to be possible. Each one making the impossible block a hair smaller.



Chip by chip, with rests in between, the hard part that had felt like a solid impossible wall came apart. Not in a heroic burst.
Not by Rue becoming someone who powers through. Just by a frustrated marten finding, over and over, the one small fleck
she could move — and being allowed to stop after each one.

And when the hard part finally gave way and the task stood finished, Rue felt something completely different from what
she'd expected. She'd braced for the grim, drained feeling of having forced her way through. Instead there was a warm,
surprised, sturdy kind of pride.

"l didn't quit," she said slowly, turning it over. "And | didn't smash myself trying. | just... kept finding one more small piece |
could do." She looked at the finished work, then at the little marmot. "I always thought getting through hard things meant
being tough and powering through. But I'm not tough. | just took a lot of really small chips and rested in between. And it
worked."

"That's the secret nobody believes," Chip said, content. "You don't get through the wall by being strong enough to smash it.
You get through by being kind enough to your own paws to only take one chip at a time. Persistence isn't a big muscle. It's
a small, patient one — used over and over."



That evening Anchor found them beside the finished work and a small pile of stone flecks.

"What is the third way?" Anchor asked Chip.

Chip held up his tiny chisel. "It's what you do at the wall, instead of quitting or smashing," he said. "You find the one small
fleck you can move, and you move just that, and you rest. Then maybe one more. The wall doesn't fall to a smash. It falls to
a thousand little tinks — with rests in between."

Anchor turned to Rue. "And how does it feel," they asked, "to have stayed at the wall the third way?"

Rue thought about the frustrated creature she'd been an hour ago, ready to quit or explode. "It feels sturdy," she said. "Not
like | powered through — | didn't. More like | found out | don't have to power through. | can be frustrated, and tired, and
want to quit, and still get there, just by taking one tiny piece whenever | can." She let out a long breath, and there was that
warm sturdy pride again. "It feels like I'm not weak for finding things hard. | just needed a smaller chisel than | thought. It
feels really, really good to have not given up — without having to hurt myself to do it."

And Chip tucked his little chisel away, warm with the steady satisfaction he always felt when a creature met the wall and
discovered the third way — that the hardest blocks in the world come apart for anyone patient and kind enough to take
them one small, possible chip at a time.



About Spark & Anvil

Spark & Anvil is a 501(c)(3) public charity. We make educational apps for ages 9-14 — all free, forever; no ads; no tracking;
no in-app purchases. Focusforge is one of 140+ apps in the portfolio.

More chapter books from Spark & Anvil

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:

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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