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The MythForge cast was authored to embody the curriculum, not decorate around it. 
Each of the 8 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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*TRICKSTER — *the boundary-crosser who teaches through inversion.**

The thing about Trickster is that you could never quite say what it was. One moment it looked like a small, quick fox with a 
creamy coat that shimmered rainbow when it moved. Blink, and it was a spider on a thread. Blink again, and it was 
something else entirely, peering over the edge of a table with a grin that meant trouble — the good kind.

A young storyteller named Odell had come to the MythForge library sure he understood how myths worked. "Every culture 
just has its own stories," he announced to no one in particular. "They're all different."

"Are they?" said a voice from somewhere near the ceiling.

Odell looked up. Trickster was balanced on a shelf, tail flicking, eyes bright. It slid down to the floor in a shape that was fox-
ish now and spread a fan of picture-cards across the table between them.

"Watch what I do," Trickster said, "before you decide what I am." It flipped the first card. A clever spider grinned up from it. 
"This is Anansi — from the Akan people of West Africa, and from Caribbean traditions too. He talks the sky's own keeper 
out of all the world's stories." Flip. A lean desert dog. "This is Coyote — from many different Native American nations, each 
with their own telling. He steals fire back from those who were hoarding it." Flip, flip. "This one crosses the gods in old 
Norse tales. This one, from Polynesia, lassoes the sun to slow the day down."

Odell stared. "They're all... doing the same kind of thing."

Trickster's grin widened. "Now you're looking."
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Trickster had noticed this a long, long time ago — back when it was less a character and more a habit the whole world 
seemed to have.

Everywhere it went, in every land, it found someone like itself: a clever creature who slipped between the rules, who taught 
by doing things backward, who was never quite good and never quite bad. And at first that seemed impossible. How could 
a fox in one place and a spider in another and a sly god in a third all be so alike?

The answer, Trickster figured out, wasn't that anybody copied anybody. Anansi grew up in his own soil. Coyote came from 
his own land. They'd never met. It was simpler and stranger than copying: people everywhere run into the same tangles — 
rules that pinch, powers that hoard, edges that beg to be crossed — and everywhere, people invent a character to laugh at 
those tangles and slip past them.

So the shape repeated, all across the world, even though every single teller filled that shape with their own soil, their own 
soul, their own rules. And the deepest thing Trickster learned was this: seeing the shared shape is a joy — but the shape is 
the only thing shared. Each specific figure stays exactly where it was born. You can hold them side by side and marvel at 
the echo, as long as you never smudge them into one.



When Trickster first came to the MythForge, it arrived the way a good idea arrives — sideways, when you're not looking. 
Lyra, the mentor of the hall, had been wondering aloud why the same sort of sly figure kept showing up in stories that had 
never touched.

Trickster answered by turning a solemn scroll's tassel into a small confused mouse, then back again.

Lyra laughed in spite of herself. "You cross boundaries," she said. "And you teach by showing the wrong way, so we can see 
the right one by contrast."

"And," Trickster added, "I never let anyone pretend two traditions are the same tradition."

Lyra considered the shimmering, shape-shifting visitor. "Then you belong in this hall," she said. "Show them the echoes 
between stories — and show them, just as hard, that the echo is not the story."



Odell wanted to try. He picked up the Anansi card and the Coyote card and held them side by side. "So I can just... say 
they're the same character?"

"No." Trickster's voice went gentle, though its eyes still sparkled. "That's the trap. Watch." It set the two cards a careful 
distance apart. "Anansi belongs to the Akan people and to Caribbean tellers. Coyote belongs to the specific nations who tell 
him — each with their own rules for when and how he may be spoken of. If you mash them into one 'trickster,' you've 
dropped what makes each one real. And if you grab one and wear him like a costume, or claim his stories as your own 
without knowing them, that's not comparing — that's taking."

Odell set the cards down, more carefully this time. "So what's the part I am allowed to keep?"

"The shape," Trickster said. "The idea that clever boundary-crossers turn up everywhere, teaching by flipping things upside 
down. That's yours to notice, yours to wonder at, yours to use when you spin your own new character. The living, specific 
ones stay home with the people whose ancestors made them. If you ever tell one of those, you tell it with those people, not 
instead of them."

It flipped one last card — blank. "This one's for the trickster you might make up someday. Nobody's soil but your own."



Odell grinned at the blank card. Then he looked up at Trickster, who was already halfway to being a spider again.

"Why does it feel so good?" he asked. "Seeing the echoes, I mean. Not stealing anything — just... noticing."

Trickster's rainbow coat rippled, and for once it didn't shift into anything new. It just grinned — that light, fizzy, laughing 
feeling right before a good joke lands, when the whole world tilts a little and you realize how much of it is playfully, 
wonderfully connected.

"Because you found a secret hiding in plain sight," it said, "without breaking anything to get it. That's the best feeling there 
is — the giddy little lift of oh, I see how this works now." Its eyes danced. "Hold onto that lightness. It's how you look at the 
world sideways and wonder what else might be flipped upside down — with delight, and with respect, both at once."

And Odell felt exactly that: a bubble of laughter rising in his chest, and underneath it, steady and warm, a new carefulness 
he was almost proud of.

Read it? Now hear Trickster's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/trickster



*HERO-KING — *the reluctant ruler called to a journey.**

The Hero-King wasn't just a person. He was more like a giant, comfy armchair that happened to be shaped like a king. He 
wore a crown that looked a size too heavy for his head, so it made him slouch a little, and his shoulders seemed to carry 
some great, invisible weight. But his eyes were kind, and a warm, cream-colored glow hung about him like afternoon light.

"The reluctant ruler called to a journey," he'd sigh. It was his favorite thing to say, and he said it the way you say something 
you know from the inside.

His workshop wasn't fancy. It smelled of old paper and something sweet — maybe honey, maybe dust. The walls were 
covered with maps, but not ordinary maps. These showed no towns and no rivers. Instead, tiny cartoon people trudged 
along twisting paths, each one following a trail that curved out of sight.

"Come in, come in," Hero-King rumbled as Maya and the others filed inside. He patted a stack of big, colorful cards on his 
lap. "The call-card-set. Careful — they're heavier than they look. Most true things are."

Hero-King  



Maya noticed how gently he touched the cards, almost tenderly. "Were you ever called?" she asked. "Like the heroes?"

Hero-King went quiet. He adjusted his heavy crown, and for a moment he looked very far away.

"Once," he said at last. "Long ago, a messenger came to my door with a letter. It said my kingdom needed me — that I had 
to leave everything safe and known and walk into the dark to set something right." He chuckled, but softly. "And do you 
know what I did? I said no. I shut the door. I told myself I wasn't ready, that someone braver should go, that the crown 
didn't fit anyway." He tapped the crown. "I sat in my comfy chair and I refused."

"What changed your mind?" Maya asked.

"Nothing changed my mind," he admitted. "My mind stayed scared the whole time. But one grey morning I got up, and my 
feet started walking before the rest of me was ready, and I went. It was hard. I stumbled. I missed home. But somewhere 
out on that long road, I stopped waiting to feel worthy." His voice went warm and low. "Because I learned the secret then. It 
isn't the crown that makes you a Hero-King. It's the walking. The journey is the worthiness."



He laid out the first card. It showed a person receiving an important-looking letter. "This is the call to adventure," he 
explained. "Someone tells you to go and do something big. Something that will change everything."

Then another card — the same person shaking their head, arms crossed tight. "And this is the refusal. Most people don't 
want to go. It sounds too hard, or too scary." He sighed and settled the crown again. "It's a heavy thing, being called."

Maya's hand shot up. "So — like if my mom tells me to clean my room and I say no?"

Hero-King laughed, a low rumble like a bear waking up. "A good start, Maya! But this journey is bigger than a messy room. 
It's about saving a kingdom, or finding a lost treasure, or bringing peace to a troubled land." He paused, and his eyes 
softened. "Sometimes it's just about finding out who you really are."

He fanned out more cards. An old figure with a long beard: "The mentor — someone who gets you ready, gives advice, 
maybe a good map." A gate bristling with spikes: "The threshold — stepping into the unknown, with no turning back." Cards 
with monsters and knotty puzzles: "The trials." A huge dark cave: "The ordeal, where you face your greatest fear." A card 
glowing golden: "The transformation — you change; you are not who you were." And last, the person walking home, 
standing taller: "The return — bringing what you learned back to your world."



"This is the journey shape," Hero-King said, tapping the cards with a thick finger. "It happens again and again, across many 
stories." He turned to the great map on the wall and traced a path with his finger.

"Take Gilgamesh, a king from the very old land of Mesopotamia. His dearest friend died — that was his call. He set off to 
find a way to live forever. He didn't want to go, but he had to." His finger slid across the map. "Or Odysseus of ancient 
Greece, twenty long years trying to get home. A very reluctant journey! And Arjuna of India, who had to face a terrible 
battle he dreaded, until his friend Krishna helped him understand his duty." He touched two more places. "Beowulf from 
England. Cúchulainn from Ireland. Different people, different monsters — but the same journey shape."

Then he grew serious, his kind eyes meeting theirs. "Here's the important part. Each hero belongs to their own story. 
Gilgamesh belongs to Mesopotamia, Arjuna to India. We don't mix them up. We don't pretend they're all the same person." 
He tapped the map gently. "That would be like saying every apple tastes the same. They don't."

He lifted a card with a hero standing beneath tall grass. "And this is Mwindo, of the Nyanga people in Central Africa. And 
Sundiata, of the Mandé people in West Africa. Their stories matter just as much, and they follow this shape too." He set 
them carefully with the others. "The pattern is everywhere. But the people are precious, and their own."



"So the big idea I teach," Hero-King said, leaning forward until the stool creaked, "is the called-and-reluctant journey." His 
voice dropped, gentle now. "You honor each specific story. You study the patterns that connect them. And you remember 
this: the journey itself makes you worthy. Not power. Not being born a king. Not even a fancy crown." He patted his own 
heavy one, and for once it seemed to settle comfortably.

"Don't think power makes you ready," he added. "The journey makes you ready. And don't flatten traditions — honor the 
specific heroes who belong to their people."

"The reluctant ruler called to a journey," he murmured, almost to himself, and looked out the window as if he could see all 
those roads unwinding at once. Under the weight of his heavy crown his kind eyes went soft and warm — that full-chested 
feeling of being proud and a little tender all at the same time, the way you feel when you think of everyone brave enough 
to say yes to a road that scared them, and started walking before they felt ready.

Read it? Now hear Hero-King's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/hero-king



THE GREAT KEEPER — the pattern of holding close, then letting grow.

In the oldest garden in Mythforge, a huge, soft-shouldered figure in a deep-indigo cloak knelt over a single green shoot 
and, very gently, built a wall of stones around it.

The Great Keeper worked slowly. Each stone was placed so the little shoot would never feel wind, never feel frost, never 
feel the sharp teeth of a hungry rabbit. When the wall was finished, the shoot stood in a perfect, safe, shadowed circle. 
Nothing could touch it. Nothing could hurt it.

A student wandered over, chewing a piece of grass. "That's the safest plant I've ever seen," she said.

"Yes," said the Keeper, warm and rumbling. "And watch."

Days passed. The student came back. The shoot inside the stone wall had grown pale and thin, reaching, reaching, for a 
sun the wall kept blocking. It was safe. It was also fading.

The student's face fell. "It's not dying, is it?"

"Not yet." The Keeper reached down and, one by one, began lifting the stones away. Sunlight fell across the shoot. Wind 
touched it and it swayed — and did not break. "This is the oldest pattern there is," the Keeper said quietly. "The one that 
holds a thing close to keep it alive. And then — this is the hard part — the one that opens its hands so the thing can grow." 
A breeze moved the little plant, and it leaned toward the light like it had been waiting its whole short life to do exactly that.

"Holding on," the Keeper said, "and letting go. Both are love. You need both."
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The Great Keeper had not always known the second half.

Long ago — so the story goes — the Keeper had made a small warm world and tucked one living thing inside it, and loved 
it so much that the answer to every danger was another wall. Cold outside? A thicker roof. Something sharp? A softer floor. 
The living thing was cherished. It was guarded. It never once got hurt.

And it never grew.

The Keeper felt that as an ache — a tight, worried, clenched feeling right under the breastbone, the feeling of holding 
something so hard your hands start to hurt. The living thing pressed against the walls, not to escape the love, but to reach 
the light. And the Keeper understood, slowly and painfully, that a world with no endings is a world where nothing new can 
begin. That a seed kept forever safe in a jar is a seed that never becomes a tree.

So the Keeper did the bravest and most frightening thing: opened a door in the wall. Let the cold in a little. Let the living 
thing take a step that might scrape a knee.

It scraped its knee. It cried. And then it stood up taller than before, and looked at the Keeper with new, wide-awake eyes.

That ache under the breastbone never fully left. But the Keeper learned its real name. It wasn't danger. It was love learning 
to trust.



The Keeper came to Mythforge because a place that studied every old story ought to hold the hardest, gentlest one of all — 
the pattern that lives in every tale where something must end so something else can be born.

Lyra, the mentor who welcomed the cast, did not ask the Keeper to prove anything grand. Lyra asked one careful question. 
"What do you carry?"

The Keeper did not answer in words. The Keeper took a closed fist, held it up, and slowly, gently, uncurled the fingers — 
palm open, empty, offered.

Lyra watched the fist become an open hand. "Closed to protect," Lyra said softly. "Open to let grow."

"Both," said the Keeper. "Never only one. A hand that never closes can't shelter. A hand that never opens can't release. The 
whole pattern is the closing and the opening."

Lyra nodded, and there was gentleness in it, the way you're gentle around something that carries weight. "You belong 
here. And we'll always frame you with care — some hearts are tender about holding on and letting go."



The student with the grass came back to the Keeper's workshop the next week, upset.

"My little brother learned to ride his bike," she said. "And I let go of the seat like Mom told me to, and he wobbled, and I 
almost grabbed it again, and — my whole stomach hurt. Why did letting go feel bad when it was the right thing?"

The Keeper smiled, that slow warm rumble of a smile. "Show me your hands."

She held them up.

"Close them. Tight. Like you're holding the back of that bike seat." She did. "How long could you hold like that?"

"...Not forever. It starts to hurt."

"That's the ache. That's the closed hand loving so hard it hurts." The Keeper reached out and, very softly, touched her 
clenched fingers until they loosened. "Now — open. Let the bike go. Watch what happens to the wobble."

"He rode," she said slowly. "He actually rode. Once I stopped holding on, he could balance."

"Because balance was his to find. Not yours to give." The Keeper's voice was low and kind. "The oldest pattern isn't about 
losing what you love. It's about knowing that some things only bloom when you finally open your hands. The seed has to 
leave the shell. The kid has to leave the seat. The story has to let a chapter end so the next one can start." The Keeper 
looked at her tender, unsure face. "It's supposed to feel like something. If it didn't ache a little, it wouldn't be love."



That evening the student lingered by the open door of the workshop, watching the Keeper tend a whole row of little plants 
— some walled, some half-walled, some standing free in the wind.

"How do you know," she asked, "when it's time to take the stones away?"

The Keeper was quiet a moment, hands resting open in the dirt.

"You feel it," said the Keeper. "That's the honest answer. When you're holding something so close that your arms have 
gone stiff and your chest has gone tight — that tightness isn't telling you to squeeze harder. It's telling you it's almost time 
to open. Not to stop loving. Just to loosen your grip enough that the thing you love can reach the light on its own."

The student breathed out, and felt her shoulders come down from around her ears, and realized she'd been holding them 
there all week.

"That's it," the Keeper said gently, watching the tension leave her. "That soft feeling — the one right after you let go, when 
your hands stop hurting and your breath comes easy — that's the whole pattern finishing its turn. Holding was love. And so 
is this. So is the letting go."

Read it? Now hear Devouring-Mother's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/devouring-mother



*WISE-ELDER — *the mentor-figure who knows the path but cannot walk it for the hero.**

Wise-Elder wasn't just one person. They were a pattern — a way of being that turns up again and again in old stories. 
Picture a wise old tree. Or a comfy, worn-out armchair that has heard a thousand secrets. Wise-Elder was old and warm, 
and their face was like a map of good stories, all creased with places they had been.

Their tiny, crooked house sat at the very edge of the Whispering Woods. Smoke curled from the chimney in slow, 
thoughtful loops. If you stood outside long enough, you'd hear them murmur their favorite words to the wind: "The mentor 
knows the path, but cannot walk it for the hero."

Everyone in the village whispered about the old one. They said Wise-Elder knew things — real things, the kind you couldn't 
find in any book. So when Alex's quest got tangled, there was only one crooked door to knock on.

Alex stood on the mossy step, heart thumping. Through the window they could see Wise-Elder inside, stirring a pot of tea, 
tapping a twisted-wood staff on the floor like a slow heartbeat. The staff looked like it had seen a thousand journeys. Alex 
took a breath and pushed the door open. A little bell jingled softly overhead.
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Wise-Elder didn't even look up. "Come in, young one," they said, their voice like rustling leaves. "I expected you."

"You did?" Alex shuffled inside, over creaky floorboards and past piles of books that leaned like tired towers.

"Of course. Many come when their path gets tangled." Wise-Elder finally turned, and their eyes twinkled. "It was the same 
for me, you know. Long ago."

They settled onto a stool and stared into the fire, remembering. "When I was young — younger than you'd believe, looking 
at this beard — I was stuck too. I had my own quest, and I couldn't find my way. So I went to my teacher. An old woman 
who lived in a cave full of bells. And do you know what she did when I begged her for the answer?"

"Told you?" Alex guessed.

Wise-Elder chuckled, low and warm. "She poured me a cup of tea. She asked me three questions. And then she sent me 
back out into the cold with nothing but my own two feet and a very good map." They shook their head, smiling at the 
memory. "I was furious. I thought she was cruel. It took me the whole long journey home to understand — she hadn't given 
me nothing. She'd given me the most important thing. She'd let the doing stay mine." Wise-Elder tapped the staff gently. 
"That's the first rule I ever learned. The one I've kept ever since."



Alex perched on a small stool, and the whole story came tumbling out. "It's the Sparkle Stone," they blurted. "It's gone, and I 
need it for the quest, and everyone says you know everything, so — can you just tell me where it is? Or maybe, you know, 
just get it for me?"

Wise-Elder stroked their long white beard and stared at the floor for a long, quiet moment. Then they looked up. "Ah. The 
Sparkle Stone. A very important item." They nodded slowly. "And the quest is yours, is it not?"

"Yes! So — where is it?"

Wise-Elder shook their head, but kindly. "I know of the path. I know about the stone. But I cannot walk the path for you." 
The staff tapped the floor once. "That is what I call bounded mentorship."

"Bounded what now?" Alex frowned.

"It means my help has edges." Wise-Elder gestured to a great wall covered in small, colorful cards, each one glowing softly. 
"See these? Every one of them is a mentor from an old story. And every one of them knew exactly where their help ended 
— and where the hero's work began. Come. Look closer."



Alex leaned in. The first card showed a woman in a bronze helmet. "This is Athena," Wise-Elder said. "She gave Odysseus 
wise advice on his long journey home. She told him what to watch for. But she never once sailed his ship. He had to do that 
himself, storm after storm."

They moved to the next glowing card — a man beside a charioteer. "This is Krishna, counsellor to Arjuna. He guided him 
through his hardest hour. But he did not swing Arjuna's arm for him. The choice, and the doing, stayed Arjuna's own."

A third card held a small green figure with enormous ears. "And that fellow," Wise-Elder said with a wink, "is Yoda. He 
showed Luke the way of the Force. But he could not face Luke's fears for him. No mentor can. That is the whole point."

"So they just... told people stuff?" Alex asked. "They didn't actually do anything?"

"They did the most important thing of all." Wise-Elder's voice was gentle but firm. "They offered counsel. They were 
knowledge-keepers. They got the hero ready — and then they stepped back." They picked up a blank card from a stack and 
pressed it into Alex's hands. "This one is yours. Your path. You must fill it in."

The card felt strangely heavy. "But what if I mess up?" Alex whispered.

"Then you learn," Wise-Elder said simply. "That is part of the journey, not something to hide from. Some folk think a 
mentor should just do the work — or they muddle the stories, saying Athena and Krishna are the same. They are not. 
Athena belongs to the Greek tales, Krishna to the Hindu ones, each precious and its own. But the pattern of a mentor who 
guides and steps back? That, my dear, is everywhere."



Wise-Elder rose and crossed to a dusty shelf, pulling down a small, leather-bound book with no title on its spine. "This 
holds riddles," they said. "Riddles about forgotten places. One of them may point you toward your Sparkle Stone."

They placed it in Alex's hands. "I won't tell you which riddle. I won't tell you the answer. But I will tell you this: read carefully, 
think hard, and trust your own steps."

Alex turned the book over. It wasn't the easy answer they'd wanted. It was harder — and, somehow, it was more. Wise-
Elder hadn't done the work. But they had given Alex a place to begin.

"Don't expect the mentor to do the walking for you," Wise-Elder murmured, settling back by the fire. "That's not what 
mentors are for. Listen. Ask. Then walk the path yourself."

Alex looked at the book, then at the old one's creased, kind face. Wise-Elder knew the path. But Alex had to walk it — and, 
holding the heavy little book, that suddenly didn't feel so scary. Something inside them lifted, small and warm, like the first 
light before sunrise: the quiet excitement of realizing the next brave step was theirs to take, and that it had always been 
meant for them.

Read it? Now hear Wise-Elder's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/wise-elder



*THRESHOLD-GUARDIAN — *the figure that tests whether the hero is ready to cross.**

At the far end of the MythForge hall stood a door of dark, ancient wood with no handle at all — just a smooth, worn 
surface — and in front of it stood a tall, quiet figure in a robe the color of twilight. This was the Threshold-Guardian. Not a 
person, exactly. More like a job that shows up in stories everywhere, wearing a hundred different faces. Today it wore this 
one: hands clasped, eyes calm and steady, watching everyone who came near the door.

A group of young storytellers edged into the hall. One of them, a bold kid named Rell, marched straight up to the door and 
pushed. It didn't budge.

"You can't just walk through," the Guardian said, in a voice low and warm as a deep bell. "First there is a question."

Rell frowned. "Why? Are you trying to keep me out?"

"No," said the Guardian. "I'm trying to find out if you're ready. Those are not the same thing." A shimmer of light bloomed 
in the air beside the door, like a window opening onto other stories. "Watch. You are not the first to reach a locked door. 
Every hero, in every land, has stood where you're standing now."

In the shimmer, a shape appeared: a stern creature with a lion's body and a human face, sitting on a rocky path, blocking 
the way. "In one old Greek tale," the Guardian said, "a traveler met the Sphinx. She wouldn't let anyone pass unless they 
answered her riddle. And her riddle wasn't cruelty. It was a check — did this traveler understand something true about 
being alive?"

Rell leaned in despite himself. "What was the riddle?"
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The Guardian had not always stood at a door. Long ago — so long that the story is more feeling than fact — it had simply 
been the pause a hero feels at the edge of something new. The held breath before the leap. Storytellers noticed that pause, 
and gave it a shape, and the shape became a figure standing guard.

That was the Guardian's whole beginning: someone realized that the scariest part of any journey isn't the monster in the 
middle. It's the doorway at the start — the moment you have to decide whether you're truly ready to go in.

So the figure appeared, over and over, in tale after tale, always at the crossing point. Never at the comfortable part. Always 
at the edge, where a child becomes something older, where a traveler leaves home, where a learner steps into a way of 
thinking they've never tried before.

And here is the thing the Guardian understood better than anyone: the test at the edge was never a punishment. It was a 
mirror. It didn't ask are you good enough. It asked have you gotten ready. Those two questions feel the same when you're 
nervous, but they are worlds apart, and the whole craft of the Guardian was to help a hero tell them apart.



The Guardian came to the MythForge the way all the archetypes did — not walking, exactly, but arriving, the way a familiar 
feeling arrives when you need it. Lyra, the mentor of the hall, had been asking a question aloud: what is it that waits for a 
hero at every doorway?

The Guardian answered by simply being there, at the door, hands folded, patient.

Lyra studied the tall twilight figure for a long moment. "You test them," she said. "But you're not the enemy."

"I test whether they're ready," the Guardian agreed. "And when they are, I open the door myself."

Lyra nodded slowly. "Then this door in my hall is yours to keep," she said. "Stand here. Ask the question that helps them 
find out what they already know. And when a young one is truly prepared — let them through, and let them feel it."



Now the Guardian turned back to Rell and the others, and the shimmer showed a new figure: a huge dog with three heads, 
snarling silently at the gate of a dark underworld.

"This guardian couldn't be snuck past either," the Guardian said. "In the old tales, a hero who wanted to cross had to come 
prepared — knowing a song to calm the great dog, or carrying a honey-cake to lull it to sleep. Not tricks. Preparation. You 
had to show you respected the rules of the place you were entering."

The shimmer shifted again — a dragon coiled on a hoard of treasure, one eye gleaming. "And this one guards not a door 
but a prize," the Guardian said. "It doesn't yield to the sneaky or the strong-armed. It yields to the one who is ready in heart 
and mind."

Rell crossed his arms, but his voice had gone quieter. "So how do I pass your test? What's the riddle?"

"You already answered it," the Guardian said gently. "You asked how do I get ready instead of how do I get around. That's the 
whole difference. The heroes who try to slip past a guardian, in almost every story, end up worse off — lost, or trapped, or 
changed into something they didn't want to be. But the one who stops, and prepares, and steps forward only when they're 
truly ready—"

The Guardian laid one hand flat against the ancient wood. Slowly, without a sound, the door swung inward.



Rell stared at the open doorway. He didn't run through. He found, to his surprise, that he didn't want to yet — he wanted 
to earn the step.

"It's not locked to keep you out," the Guardian said, watching him. "It was locked to give you something to become ready 
for. The door and the getting-ready are the same gift."

Rell felt the nervousness in his stomach that had been there since he walked in — and felt, underneath it now, something 
new and steadier. Not the jittery what if I'm not enough. Something more like I did the work; I can trust my own feet. His 
shoulders, which had been up near his ears, came down.

The Guardian saw it, and though the twilight robe never moved and the voice stayed low and calm, there was a warmth 
behind those watchful eyes — the quiet gladness of someone who wants nothing more than for you to feel that exact mix, 
the nervous and the proud all braided together, the moment you finally step through your own door, ready.

Rell took a breath, and stepped through, and the warm, sure feeling went with him.

Read it? Now hear Threshold-Guardian's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/threshold-guardian



SHADOW — the hidden parts of ourselves we would rather not look at.

In the quietest room of Mythforge, a tall, soft-spoken figure in a cloak the colour of dusk stood in front of a mirror and did 
not look away.

The mirror was old and a little cloudy, and the person looking back out of it was almost exactly like the figure in the cloak 
— same height, same posture, same steady eyes — except that where the cloaked figure stood calm, the reflection 
scowled. Where the figure kept its hands still, the reflection clenched its fists.

A student had wandered in and stopped in the doorway, uneasy. "Isn't that scary? Standing there staring at the mean 
version of yourself?"

"This isn't the mean version of me," Shadow said gently, not turning around. "It's the part of me I usually keep in the dark. 
Watch."

Shadow lifted one hand slowly. In the mirror, the scowling reflection lifted its hand too — grudgingly, like it hated agreeing. 
Then Shadow smiled, just a little, and after a long moment the reflection's fists uncurled.

"There," Shadow said. "It's not a monster. It's me — the parts I don't like to show. When I pretend it isn't there, it gets loud 
and strange. When I actually look at it, kindly, it settles down." Shadow finally turned to the student. "Everybody has one. 
The trick isn't to smash the mirror. The trick is to stop being afraid of what's in it."

The student stepped a little closer, curious now instead of scared.

Shadow  



Shadow had not always been this calm about mirrors.

When Shadow was young — and Shadow had been young once, small and unsure — there was a feeling that came 
whenever they got jealous, or wanted to be mean, or felt something they'd been told was ugly. The feeling was hot and 
squirmy, and it made them want to hide. So they hid it. They stuffed it down and put on a bright, polite face, and told 
themselves the ugly part simply wasn't real.

But it didn't disappear. It just went into the dark. And in the dark, it grew.

It came out sideways — snapping at friends for no reason, hating someone for a fault they secretly shared, feeling like a 
fraud behind their own nice smile. The harder they pushed it down, the heavier and stranger it got.

An old teacher had found Shadow one night, exhausted from all that pushing, and hadn't scolded them. The teacher had 
just said, "The thing you're hiding from — it's not an enemy, you know. It's the part of you that got left out. You can't beat it 
in a fight. It is you. But you can turn around and finally look at it."

Shadow had been afraid to. What if it really was as ugly as they feared?

"Look anyway," the teacher said softly. "Kindly. Not to punish it — to know it. Things stop being scary the moment you stop 
refusing to see them."

So Shadow looked. And the hot, squirmy feeling, once it was seen instead of hidden, turned out not to be a monster at all. It 
was just a lonely, left-out piece of themselves. The feeling had a name now: not bad, just hidden. And somehow, having a 
name made it possible to carry.



Shadow came to Mythforge as a grown archetype, because a place that studied the great stories ought to understand the 
figure who shows up in nearly all of them: the mirror-self, the rival who is oddly similar to the hero.

Loresinger Mae, who kept the story-halls, met Shadow at the door and asked one careful question. "What do you teach?"

Shadow didn't answer with a speech. Shadow held up a smooth silver hand-mirror and turned it so Mae could see her own 
reflection. "In the oldest tales," Shadow said, "the hero keeps meeting a rival who has the same gifts they do — the same 
cleverness, the same strength — but points them the opposite way. It looks like an enemy. Often it's really a mirror. The 
story isn't finished until the hero recognises a piece of themselves in the one they were fighting."

Mae studied her own reflection for a long moment. "And you teach that gently?"

"Always gently," Shadow said. "This idea is powerful, so I hold it carefully. I don't teach children to hunt for monsters. I 
teach them that the parts of themselves they'd rather not see aren't villains — just unlit." Shadow lowered the mirror. 
"Nobody is finished until they stop being scared of their own reflection."

Mae smiled. "You belong here," she said.



Shadow's workshop was full of mirrors — not to frighten, but to practise looking.

A girl came in one afternoon, arms crossed, cross about something. "There's this kid in my class," she said. "She always has 
to be first, always showing off, and it drives me up the wall. I can't stand her."

"That's a big feeling," Shadow said, unbothered. "Tell me — when do you most want to be first?"

The girl opened her mouth to say never — and stopped. Her arms slowly uncrossed. "...Okay. In races. And when we read 
out loud, I want to be picked."

"Mm." Shadow held up a mirror between them, tilted so the girl saw her own face. "Sometimes the thing that drives us the 
most crazy in someone else is a thing we hide in ourselves. She shows her wanting-to-be-first. You bury yours — so seeing 
hers pokes the buried part awake, and it stings."

The girl went pink. "That's kind of embarrassing."

"It's kind of human," Shadow said warmly. "It doesn't make you bad. It makes you like every hero in every story I know. The 
point isn't to hate her, and it isn't to hate the wanting either. It's just to see it. 'Oh — I do that too. A little.'" Shadow set the 
mirror down. "That's the whole lesson. Not smash the mirror. Not run from it. Just look, and say hello to the part of you 
that was hiding. It gets so much quieter once you do."

The girl uncrossed her arms the rest of the way and let out a breath she seemed to have been holding for a while. "She's 
still kind of annoying, though."

Shadow laughed. "Oh, absolutely. But now you know why. That's a start."



Later, when the workshop had emptied, the girl came back with a smaller, quieter question.

"When you look at the hidden part," she said, "and it's not nice... doesn't that just make you feel worse about yourself?"

Shadow thought about the hot, squirmy feeling from long ago, and the old teacher's soft voice in the dark.

"You'd think so," Shadow said. "But it's the opposite. The heavy feeling doesn't come from seeing the hidden parts — it 
comes from hiding them. All that pushing-down is exhausting. The moment you turn around and look, kindly, something 
loosens." Shadow touched the cloudy old mirror. "It's not about being perfect. It's about being whole — keeping company 
with all of yourself, even the parts you'd rather not show. That's braver than any sword-fight."

The girl nodded slowly, and Shadow watched her shoulders come down from around her ears — the same way, long ago, 
their own had.

She left lighter than she came. And Shadow stood a while in the quiet, looking at the reflection that no longer scowled, 
feeling something warm and unhidden settle at last in the middle of their chest — the plain, roomy calm of being known, 
all the way through, by the one person who mattered.

Read it? Now hear Shadow's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/shadow



*WANDERER — *the journeyer without fixed home. carries stories between cultures.**

Wanderer wasn't just one person. They were a very old idea, the kind that has been walking for longer than anyone can 
remember. Picture someone always on the move, carrying stories from one place to the next. Wanderer was tall, like an 
adult, and their cloak was the warm color of cream, always dusted with road dirt. They travelled light. Their most precious 
thing was a special bag — the one that held every story they had ever collected.

"A journeyer without a fixed home carries stories between cultures," Wanderer liked to say, patting the bag at their side.

It didn't look like much from the outside — just soft, worn cloth. But when Wanderer walked, it seemed to hum, very 
faintly, as though a hundred quiet voices lived inside.

Wanderer  



"Why stories?" someone asked. "Of everything you could carry?"

Wanderer went still, and for a moment the road-dust seemed to settle around them. "Because a story is the one treasure 
no one can take from you," they said softly, "and the one thing light enough to carry anywhere."

Their voice dropped, gentle as wind over dry plains. "Long ago, I had to leave a place I loved. There was no time to pack, no 
cart for my things. I stood in the doorway of a home I would not see again, and I asked myself: what can I carry? Not the 
furniture. Not the walls. Not even the garden." A small, warm breath. "But my grandmother's story — the one she told by 
the fire, in her own voice, in her own words — that I could carry. I tucked it into my heart and I walked. And every time I 
told it after that, a little of home walked with me." Wanderer touched the bag. "That is when I understood my whole 
purpose. Stories are how people who lose everything keep the most important thing."



Wanderer opened the special bag. It wasn't cloth inside — it shimmered. There were no objects, only tiny lights, each one a 
story. Some glowed bright; others pulsed soft and slow.

A light floated up and hung in the air, showing a ship crossing a blue sea, waves crashing at its bow. "This is a story of 
Odysseus," Wanderer said. "He travelled far and saw many things, then carried those tales home and made his whole 
world bigger."

Another light drifted out. This one showed a family walking a long dusty road, bundles on their backs, a small child holding 
a doll. Wanderer's voice grew careful and tender. "And these are people who had to leave their home. They didn't want to 
go. But they carried their history with them — kept it safe, told it to their children by new fires in new places. Their stories 
helped them remember exactly who they were, even when everything else had changed."



"Stories move because people move," Wanderer explained. "Sometimes out of curiosity, to see new lands. Sometimes for 
work — traders, performers, travellers. And sometimes people are forced to leave, as refugees, or in exile. That is a very 
hard thing. But whatever the reason, they take their stories with them, and those stories put down new roots, and cultures 
learn from one another."

Then Wanderer grew serious, and their gaze steadied on us. "But we must be careful. Not every story about travellers is a 
kind one. Some old tales were made up to hurt people — to paint travellers as rootless or bad, as though they belonged 
nowhere." They paused a long moment before going on. "Cruel people used stories like that against real people. Against 
Jewish people. Against Roma people. Against Indigenous peoples. Those stories were wrong, and they caused terrible pain, 
and they made it even harder for people to find safe new homes. We never, ever tell those."

"Instead," Wanderer said, "we honor the carriers. Think of the Jewish people, who moved across the whole world and kept 
their stories and traditions alive through every hardship — precious tales that teach hope. Think of the Roma people, who 
carried their music and language and dances with them. Think of Indigenous peoples, so often forced from their lands, 
who held tight to their wisdom and their sacred tales, the ones that tie them to their ancestors and their ground." 
Wanderer closed the bag gently, and the lights inside twinkled like far-off windows. "Don't ever make leaving-home sound 
like a fun adventure for everyone. Sometimes it is frightening. Sometimes it is a grief. Honor the carriers. Tell their stories 
with care."



"The journeyer without fixed home," Wanderer murmured. "Carries stories between cultures."

They rested one road-worn hand over the humming bag, and something in the room went quiet and full. If you had been 
listening to your own body, you might have noticed it too: a slow warmth spreading behind your ribs, a soft ache in your 
throat — the tender heaviness of thinking about people who lost their homes and refused to lose their stories. Wanderer 
breathed out, long and steady, the way you do when a thing is sad and beautiful at the very same time. "It's alright to feel 
that," they said gently, as if they knew. "That warm, aching feeling in your chest? That's you carrying the story now, too."

Read it? Now hear Wanderer's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:

https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/wanderer



CHILD-DIVINITY — the newborn with power. divine-child motif.

In the smallest room of Mythforge, cradled in a wide woven basket, a baby laughed — and the whole basket rose gently off 
the floor.

It hung there in the air, wobbling, while the tiny child inside clapped both hands and watched the world tilt below. A tall 
keeper rushed over, arms out, ready to catch — and stopped. The baby wasn't falling. The baby was floating, easy as 
breathing, doing something no grown person in the whole academy could do.

"You're not supposed to be able to do that yet," the keeper whispered.

The baby only gurgled and reached for a passing dust-mote, and the basket drifted a little higher, chasing it.

This was Child-Divinity — though nobody was quite sure whether that was one child or the same wonder wearing a 
hundred small faces. Every time a newborn arrived at Mythforge who could already do the impossible — lift what they 
shouldn't lift, know what they hadn't learned, glow softly in the dark without a lamp — the keepers would smile and say, 
ah, there it is again. The power that shows up already finished, tucked inside something that still needs its diaper changed.

The keeper stood on tiptoe and eased the floating basket back down to the floor, one hand steady underneath the whole 
time. Not grabbing. Just there.

The baby yawned, entirely unbothered, and the glow around it dimmed to a nightlight softness. It had lifted itself into the 
air the way another baby might grab a toe — no effort, no showing off, just a thing it happened to be able to do. The 
astonishing part wasn't the floating. The astonishing part was how ordinary the floating felt to the one doing it.
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Child-Divinity remembered the first time someone had been afraid of it instead of for it.

It had been very small then — small enough that the memory came in feelings more than pictures. A cold night. A crowd of 
grown-ups murmuring, pointing, some backing away. Too much power in something too little, they said. It isn't safe. Send it 
away. And the child had felt the strangest, loneliest thing: it could bend the light and warm the whole room and it still could 
not make anyone hold it.

Then one keeper had pushed through the crowd. Not the biggest. Not the loudest. Just the one who knelt down to the 
child's own height and looked at it plainly, without flinching and without fussing.

"You're not too much," the keeper had said. "You're just early. Everything you'll grow into, you already carry. That's a lot to 
hold when you're this small." And then, softer: "So I'll hold the rest until you're ready."

The child hadn't understood the words. But it understood the arms. It understood that being powerful and being tiny were 
not opposites — that you could be both at once, and the both-at-once was exactly the thing worth protecting.

That was the night the fear turned into wonder. Not because the child changed. Because someone chose to stand between 
it and the cold, and stay.



Child-Divinity came to Mythforge in a basket carried by that same keeper, who set it down at the great doors and refused 
to leave.

The old mentor of the mythology workshops met them at the gate. She looked at the basket, at the soft light leaking out of 
it, at the keeper who would not step back.

"What is a divine child?" she asked. Not the keeper. The baby.

And the baby — who could not yet speak — pulled itself up on the basket's rim, wobbled, and lifted the mentor's heavy 
iron gate-key clean out of her hand and into the air, where it spun slowly like a little moon. Then it set the key gently back 
into her palm, sat down hard, and giggled.

The mentor turned the warm key over in her hand for a long moment.

"Power that arrives before the growing-up does," she said quietly. "And a protector who stands guard over the space in 
between." She looked at the keeper, then back at the child. "You belong here. Both of you. One of you to show them the 
wonder — and one of you to show them that wonder needs guarding."



Child-Divinity's workshop filled up with the newest, smallest students — and, always, the ones who watched over them.

A worried girl came in one afternoon, minding her baby brother, who kept doing things he was far too little to do. He had 
stacked blocks into a tower taller than himself. He had named a shape she hadn't taught him. "It scares me," she admitted. 
"He's a baby. How can he already be so much? Am I supposed to just... let him?"

Child-Divinity, sitting in its basket, reached up and touched a soft glowing card that hung in the air — and the card lit with a 
picture: a tiny figure, radiant, and beside it always a taller figure, arms curved protectively around the space.

"Look," the mentor said, translating the wonder into words the way she always did. "In story after story, the smallest one 
shows up already carrying something enormous. That's the pattern — the newborn who can do what shouldn't be possible 
yet. But look what's always standing next to it."

"The big one," the girl said.

"The guardian. The pattern isn't just small-thing-with-huge-power. It's small-thing-with-huge-power, and someone who keeps it 
safe until it grows into itself. The wonder and the protecting are the same story." The mentor nodded at the baby brother, 
happily rebuilding his fallen tower. "You're not supposed to shrink him down. You're supposed to be the arms around the 
in-between. That's not holding him back. That's the whole point of the pattern."

The girl looked at her brother. She stopped bracing to stop him. She just moved a little closer, so she'd be there if he 
wobbled.

Child-Divinity clapped, and its whole basket glowed like a small warm sunrise.



Later, when the workshop had emptied, the girl came back with her brother asleep against her shoulder.

"When he's this little," she said, "and already so much — how am I supposed to feel about it? It's so big."

Child-Divinity couldn't answer in words. But the mentor was still there, and she'd seen the question a thousand times.

"You feel two things at once," she said gently. "Amazed, and soft. That squeezy, protective, oh-you-tiny-enormous-thing 
feeling in your chest — that's the right feeling. It isn't fear and it isn't nothing. It's wonder wearing a heartbeat." She 
reached over and tucked the sleeping boy's arm back inside the girl's coat. "The pattern doesn't ask you to be bigger than 
the power. It just asks you to stay close, and be warm, and let the small ones grow."

The girl held her brother a little tighter, and felt it — that full, glowing, tender ache of loving something that was already 
becoming so much.

She wasn't afraid anymore. She was just holding him, and it felt like the safest thing in the world.

Read it? Now hear Child-Divinity's audio drama + go play — scan or visit:



https://spark-and-anvil.org/cast/mythforge/child-divinity
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