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Introduction

The ReadQuest 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



Frame

TEXT STRUCTURE — the underlying organizational pattern of a passage: compare-contrast, sequence, cause-effect, problem-
solution, description. Identifying the structure helps the reader anticipate and integrate the content.

e prompt: "Frame felt a spark of excitement when she realized passages had shapes, just like her family's dams. Have
you ever felt that jolt of joy when two things you love suddenly connect?"

o prompt: "When you finally see the pattern in something that used to feel like a jumble, how does that feel
inside you?"

Frame is a beaver-tween carpenter. She loves wood. She loves building.

Her small workshop smells like fresh-cut pine and sawdust. It is packed with every kind of wooden frame you can imagine.
There are tall stacks of wood planks. Tiny wood shavings curl on the floor. Frame hums a little tune as she works.

She has parallel-bar frames. These look like two long, straight pieces of wood. They have smaller cross-supports holding
them together. They stand side-by-side, like train tracks.

Then there are staircase frames. These frames step up, one piece a little higher than the last. They look like tiny wooden
stairs. Each step leads to the next.



Some frames are broken-fixed frames. You can see where they were once snapped. But Frame has carefully glued and
clamped them. Now they are strong again. You can still see the repair, though.

And her favorite: expanding frames. These start small in the middle. Then they grow outward in every direction. They
spread out like a splash in a puddle.

Each of these special frame-shapes matches a text structure. Frame uses them to show kids how stories and articles are
built.

The parallel-bar frames match compare-contrast passages. These passages talk about two things. They show how they are
alike. They show how they are different.

Staircase frames match sequence passages. These passages tell things in order. First this happened. Then that happened.

Funnel frames match cause-effect passages. These passages show why something happened. One thing causes another. Or
many things cause one big thing.



Expanding frames match description passages. These passages tell all about one thing. They give many details from all
sides.

Frame shows these frames to her students. She holds up the right frame. It makes the structural shape easy to see.

Frame grew up in a beaver-family of dam-builders. Her parents were famous. They built real, strong dams in the kingdom's
small rivers. Young Frame loved to watch them work. She saw them choose logs. She saw them pack mud.

By age six, Frame knew that dams have special shapes. She knew these shapes were important. Some dams were straight-
bar dams. They stretched in a single line across a narrow river. Others were staircase dams. These were many small,
stepped dams going down a slope. They looked like giant stairs for the water. Some were V-shaped dams. These pushed the
river's flow toward a central spillway. They focused the water's power.

The shape of a dam showed how it worked. Frame learned this early. She grew up thinking that structures had their own
shapes. And those shapes told you everything.

She was thirteen when she thought about passages. Her village schoolteacher was a kind old badger. He had big, bushy
eyebrows. He would pace the classroom.



Frame's ears perked up. She sat up straight in her wooden desk. "Like dams!" she blurted out. The other students looked at
her. The teacher stopped pacing.

"What do you mean, Frame?" he asked, a small smile starting.

"Each dam has a shape," Frame explained. She thought about her parents' work. "Each shape does something special.
Passages must work the same way!"

The teacher's smile grew wide. He clapped his paws together. "Exactly, Frame! Exactly!" He looked so happy. He even gave
her a gold star sticker. It was the biggest one he had.

Frame walked to the ReadQuest academy when she was nineteen. It was a long walk. She carried her tools in a big wooden
box. She has been the academy's text-structure teacher for eleven years now. She loves her job.

In her classroom, she starts every first-day lesson the same way. Her workbench is right at the front. On it, she has one of
each kind of frame. They sit there, waiting.

She clears her throat. "Hello, everyone," she says. Her voice is calm and clear. "l am Frame. | build wooden frames in
different shapes. Each shape matches a text structure. Watch."



Next, she picks up the staircase frame. She runs a paw along its stepped pieces. "This is the sequence structure," she
explains. "Events are listed in order. First, then, next, finally. Each event builds on the one before it. The staircase frame
shows this. Stepped rising pieces. One after the other."

Then she lifts the funnel frame. It feels heavy in her hands. "This is the cause-effect structure," she says. "Many things can
happen. They all lead to one big result. Or one thing happens. It makes many other things happen. The funnel matches
this. Wide at the input. Narrow at the output. It pushes things to a point."

She carefully picks up the broken-fixed frame. She points to the mended spot. "This is the problem-solution structure," she
tells the class. "A problem is presented. Then a way to fix it is proposed. The broken-fixed frame shows this. A damaged
piece. Visibly repaired. It's fixed!"

Finally, she holds up the expanding frame. She turns it slowly. It looks like a wooden starburst. "This is the description
structure," she says, her voice soft. "You start with one main subject. Then you describe it from many angles. You add
details. The expanding frame matches this. A small center. It grows outward in all directions. It just keeps getting bigger."

The students always — always — find the frame-and-structure pairing clear. Their eyes get wide. They nod their heads.
Before Frame, they often read passages. But they didn't see how they were built. Frame makes the patterns visible. They
learn to find the frame-shape of each passage. This helps them guess what comes next. It helps them put all the information
together.

Frame also teaches the signal-words for each structure. These words are like little clues.
For compare-contrast, look for: like / unlike / similarly / however.

For sequence, look for: first / then / next / finally.

For cause-effect, look for: because / since / therefore.

For problem-solution, look for: problem / solution / however / instead.

For description, look for: for example / such as / specifically.

Sometimes, students ask Frame if finding these text shapes is hard. Frame always says the same thing. She smiles.



Pith

*VOCABULARY IN CONTEXT — deriving the meaning of an unfamiliar word from the surrounding text rather than from a
dictionary. The surrounding sentences usually give enough signal to derive the word's meaning *in this context.**

The whole class went silent when Pith set the coconut on his desk and picked up the little hammer.

He was a small, round coconut himself — a coconut-tween, the kids called him, with a bristly brown husk for a body and a
wide, friendly face — and every year, on the first day, he did exactly this. He held up a whole, sealed coconut so the
students could see it from every side. "Tell me what's inside," he said.

"Meat!" someone always shouted.

"How much? Is it sweet? Is it good?" Pith turned the coconut slowly in his hands. "You can't know yet. You can guess from
the outside — the husk, the little eyes, how heavy it feels — but you can't taste it until you crack it open." Then he swung
the hammer, and the coconut split with a crack, and there it was: the bright white meat, hidden all along, right there under
the surface the whole time.

That crack was Pith's entire heart, because a new word, he liked to say, is exactly like a sealed coconut — and the meaning
is the meat you have to work your way in to find.
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Pith had grown up in a warm village by the sea, where the coconut palms leaned out over the water and his family split
coconuts from sunup to sundown.

As a small coconut himself, he'd spent whole afternoons watching his aunties work. They'd pick one up, weigh it in a palm,
thumb the three little eyes, and press the husk to test the fibers — and only then, having read all those outside signs, would
they split it open. Half the time they knew what they'd find before the hammer even fell.

"How do you always guess right?" little Pith asked once.

His oldest auntie held a coconut up to the light. "The outside is always telling on the inside," she said. "You just have to
learn to listen to it."

That sentence lived in Pith's mind for years. And one afternoon, sitting on the beach with a storybook in his lap, he hit a
word he didn't know — and instead of running for help, he found himself doing exactly what his auntie did with coconuts.
He stopped. He looked at the words around the strange word. He read them like fibers and eyes and weight. And slowly,
without any dictionary at all, the meaning cracked open in his mind, white and clear.

He nearly dropped the book. Words had husks. The sentences around a hard word were the husk, and the meaning was
the meat, and the husk was always, always telling on the meat — if you learned to listen to it.
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Pith carried that discovery all the way to ReadQuest Academy, and on his first day he wasted no time proving it.

The head teacher had written a sentence on the board and pointed to one long, spiky word in the middle of it. "The
younger students are afraid of a word like this," she said. "They freeze. What would you have them do?"

Pith padded up to the board, and instead of answering, he read the whole sentence aloud, slow and steady:
"The hiker felt his quadriceps burning as he climbed the steep slope, the muscles in his thighs straining with every step."

Then he circled the words muscles in his thighs and, without touching the scary word at all, said, "There it is. The meaning
was hiding in plain sight." He tapped quadriceps. "This one just means the muscles in your thighs. The sentence told us
itself. No dictionary. | only had to read the husk."

The head teacher smiled slowly. "Take the first-day lesson," she said. "Every year."



And so, every year, after cracking his coconut and passing pieces around for the students to nibble, Pith would turn to the
board and show them how a word gives itself away.

He'd write a fresh sentence — "The sun was beginning to wane as evening approached, its light dimming and the sky darkening"
— and point to wane, and refuse, cheerfully, to define it. "Don't look it up," he'd say. "Look around it. Beginning to what, as
evening comes? Light dimming. Sky going dark. So — what's the sun doing?" And a hand would shoot up: getting smaller,
fading! "Exactly. The words around it just handed it to you."

The students learned there were all kinds of husks, and Pith showed them each one inside a real sentence. Sometimes the
text came right out and defined the word for you. Sometimes it gave you an example so clear you couldn't miss it, or
dropped in a word that meant nearly the same thing, or set an opposite right beside it so you could feel the difference by
contrast. And sometimes there was no single clue at all — just the whole warm feeling of the sentence, telling you which
way to lean. Pith called all of these context clues, and every one of them was just another way the husk wrapped around
and pointed you toward the meat.

The children always loved this part, because they came in believing that every hard word meant a trip to the dictionary —
and left knowing that most of the time, the words already around them were plenty.



Late one afternoon a girl stayed behind, frowning at a word in her book. Pith waited. She read the sentence again, and
again — and then he watched her sit up straighter, her whole face brightening as the meaning clicked into place all on its
own.

"l gotit," she breathed. "I didn't even look it up. | just... read around it."

"That's the whole secret," Pith said warmly. "The word's the meat. You can't see it alone. But the husk — everything
wrapped around it — that you can see. Trust the husk, and the meaning cracks right open."

The girl closed her book and hugged it to her chest, glowing with that small, private pride of having found something
entirely by herself — the warm, sure feeling of a mind learning to trust its own hands.



Yonder

PREDICTING — using what you've read so far to guess what will happen next. A good reader is always leaning a little into the
future of the story, making predictions and then checking them against what actually comes.

Yonder lived along the winding trails of the word-woods, and he was always looking ahead.

He was a long-eared, bright-eyed creature — something like an alert young hare — and he stood up tall on the path,
reading the signs of what was coming. Clouds gathering yonder meant rain ahead. Fresh tracks meant a creature had
passed. A bend in the trail meant something new was about to come into view. He couldn't see around the bend yet — but
from the clues so far, he was always guessing, leaning eagerly into what came next.

Margin, the mentor, found him peering down a curving path. "You can't see what's past the bend," she said. "Yet you seem
ready for it."

"l read the trail behind me to guess the trail ahead," Yonder said, ears up. "The clues so far always hint at what's coming.
I'm usually close. And when I'm wrong — well, that's the fun. The trail surprised me."



A young student came along, nervous about a fork in the path. "l don't know what's ahead," she said.

"Then let's guess," Yonder said brightly. "Look at the clues. The ground's getting sandy. | hear water. There's a gull feather
on the path." He leaned forward, eager. "l predict the trail leads to a beach, just past that bend. I'm not certain — but the
clues point that way." They walked on, and round the bend... was a wide, sparkling shore. "l guessed it from the signs,"
Yonder grinned. "And even if I'd been wrong, I'd have learned something new."

Margin smiled. This, she thought, is what readers do with a story. "Yonder," she said, "you've just done with a trail what a
good reader does with a book."



"Have I?" Yonder's ears swiveled.

"A good reader is always leaning a little into the future of the story," Margin said. "Using what's happened so far to guess
what's coming. The dark clouds gathered as the hero stepped onto the old bridge..." She paused. "What do you predict?"

The young student's eyes widened. "Something bad's about to happen on the bridge! A storm — or the bridge breaks!"

"You predicted," Yonder said. "From the clues — the dark clouds, the o/d bridge — you leaned into what's coming. Now
you'll read on to find out if you're right. And that's the thing —" his ears perked "— predicting makes you want to read on.
You're checking your guess. The story's pulling you forward."



Margin asked Yonder to join the academy. "Our readers drift through stories without ever guessing what's next," she said.
"Would you teach them to lean ahead?"

Yonder agreed, ears high. When he teaches, he gives readers one eager habit: "As you read, keep guessing what'll happen
next. Use the clues so far. Say your prediction out loud. Then read on and check it. Right or wrong, you win — if you're
right, you feel clever; if you're wrong, the story surprised you, which is even better."

A young reader predicted a story's lost dog would never be found — and read on, anxious, to check. When the dog turned
up asleep in the laundry basket, she laughed out loud with relief. "Your prediction was wrong," Yonder said, "and wasn't
that the best part? The story surprised you. That's the joy of guessing."




After the lesson, Yonder sat with the young readers at the top of a small rise, looking out over the trails winding off toward
the horizon.

For a long time, Yonder had felt foolish about how often he guessed wrong. He'd predict rain and get sun; predict a beach
and find a meadow. He'd wondered if all his eager guessing just made him look silly when the trail proved him wrong.

But sitting on the rise, looking out at all those winding paths, Yonder finally understood. A wrong guess was never a failure.
It just meant the world had more surprises in it than he could see from here — and what a wonderful thing that was. His
guessing wasn't about being right. It was about leaning forward, staying curious, wanting to know what came next. And that
eager lean was the very thing that pulled a reader happily through a whole book. A bright, forward-leaning gladness filled
him, ears up, eyes bright. He didn't need to guess right. He just needed to keep guessing — and to love being surprised.
And he gazed off toward the bend in the farthest trail, eager for whatever lay yonder.



Vista

VISUALIZING — making a movie in your mind as you read. Turning the words on the page into pictures, sounds, and feelings you
can almost see. Visualizing keeps a reader inside the story and helps them remember it.

Vista lived at a high lookout in the word-woods, where you could see for miles, and she had the most unusual eyes in the
whole region.

She was a gentle, wide-eyed creature — something like a dreamy young deer — and when someone read aloud near her,
her big eyes would go soft and faraway, and a whole scene would seem to bloom in the air around her: the colors, the
weather, the faces, even a hint of the smells and sounds. She didn't just hear the words. She saw them — turned them into
a living picture only she could fully see.

Margin, the mentor, found her at the lookout, eyes shining at a story being read below. "You've gone somewhere far away,"
Margin said gently.

"I'm inside the story," Vista said dreamily. "When | hear the words, | build the scene in my mind. The little cottage, the green
hill, the grey cat on the step. | can almost smell the woodsmoke. | make a movie out of the words."



A young student climbed up, frustrated. "l read the whole page," she said, "but nothing stuck. The words just slid past."

"Did you picture any of it?" Vista asked kindly. "Here — close your eyes. Listen." She read a line slowly: "The old fisherman
pushed his small red boat onto the grey morning sea." She paused. "Now — what do you see? What color is the boat? How
cold is the morning? What does the sea smell like?"

The student's eyes were shut, but her face changed. "The boat's red... the sea is foggy and cold... | can smell the salt." She
opened her eyes, amazed. "l can see it now. And | think I'll remember it."

"You made the movie," Vista said warmly. "That's what keeps a story inside you."



Margin's eyes brightened. "Vista," she said, "you've shown her the thing that turns reading from sliding past to living inside."

"It's simple, really," Vista said. "As you read, build the picture. Don't just decode the words — see them. What does the place
look like? What are the faces doing? What sounds are in the air? The more senses you use, the more real it gets, and the
more it stays with you."

"But here's the loveliest part," she added. "The movie you build is made from your own memories. When you read 'a cozy
kitchen," you picture a kitchen you know. So everyone's movie is a little different — and every single one is right. The writer
gives the words; you give the pictures. You finish the story together."
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Margin asked Vista to join the academy. "Our readers decode every word and remember none of it," she said. "Would you
teach them to make the movie?"

Vista agreed, eyes shining. When she teaches, she gives readers one dreamy instruction: "As you read, let the pictures
come. Pause on a good description and really see it — the colors, the light, the sounds, the smells. If your mind stays blank,
you're just decoding. Make the movie, and the story comes alive — and stays."

Ayoung reader who'd struggled to remember stories tried picturing each scene as he read. At the end, he could recount
the whole tale — because he'd seen it, not just sounded it out. "You watched it happen," Vista said. "Now it's yours to keep."




After the lesson, Vista sat with the young readers at the lookout, watching the real hills below turn gold in the evening, her
eyes soft and dreaming.

For a long time, Vista had wondered if her habit of drifting off into pictures meant she wasn't paying proper attention — if
the careful, precise creatures who tracked every exact word were the real readers, and she was just daydreaming.

But watching the gold hills, Vista understood her gift more truly. Making the movie wasn't daydreaming — it was the
deepest kind of attention. To build a whole world from words, you have to take in every detail and feel it, color and sound
and smell. The dreamers weren't drifting away from the story. They were diving all the way in. And the pictures they made
were what let a story live in them forever. A warm, dreaming contentment settled over her, soft as evening light. She wasn't
missing the story. She was living inside it. And she watched the gold hills, content, already turning them into a picture she
would keep.



Nettle

QUESTIONING THE TEXT — asking questions as you read (Who? Why? What if? | wonder...). Curious readers interrogate a text
instead of swallowing it whole; their questions keep them awake, drive them deeper, and lead them to the answers.

Nettle lived in a brambly thicket at the heart of the word-woods, and she simply could not leave anything alone.

She was a small, prickly, bright-eyed creature — something like a curious little hedgehog covered in soft question-mark-
shaped quills — and her whole nature was to poke. Not to hurt — just to ask. She'd see a closed flower and wonder why it
hadn't opened. She'd see an odd track and wonder who made it. Wherever she went, questions sprang up around her like
new green shoots: Why? How? What if? Who left this? What happens next?

Margin, the mentor, found her in the thicket, surrounded by a cloud of her own questions. "Your head never stops asking,"
Margin observed.

"l can't help it," Nettle said, quills bristling cheerfully. "Everything makes me wonder why. | poke at things — gently — until
they start to give up their answers."



A young student pushed into the thicket, discouraged. "l read the page," she said, "but | just... read it. It went in and out. |
don't think | really thought about it."

"Then you forgot to ask it anything," Nettle said. "Watch." She had the student read a line aloud: "The girl hid the letter under
the loose floorboard and never told a soul." Nettle's quills quivered with questions. "Why did she hide it? Who was she hiding
it from? What was in the letter? What if someone finds it?" She grinned. "See? The page is suddenly alive. You're not
swallowing it whole anymore. You're interrogating it."

The student's eyes sharpened. "l want to know why she hid it now," she said. "l care."

"That's questioning the text," Nettle said. "Your questions woke you up."



Margin's eyes brightened. "Nettle," she said, "you've shown her how to read awake."

"It's the simplest thing," Nettle said, quills rustling. "As you read, ask. Why did that happen? What does this mean? What if it
had gone differently? | wonder what the author wants me to feel here? Don't wait until the end. Question as you go. Your
questions are little hooks that pull you deeper — and most of them, the story answers if you keep reading."

"And here's the part that matters most," she added, quills going soft. "Asking a question doesn't mean you're not
understanding. It means the opposite. It means you're awake, thinking, alive to the text. The reader with no questions isn't
the smartest one in the room. They're the one who's half asleep."”



Margin asked Nettle to join the academy. "Our readers swallow stories whole and ask nothing," she said. "Would you teach

them to poke?"

Nettle agreed, every quill bristling with delight. When she teaches, she gives readers one curious habit: "Read with
questions ready. Why? How? Who? What if? | wonder... Poke the text gently as you go. Your questions will keep you awake,
pull you deeper, and lead you straight to the things worth understanding."

Ayoung reader who used to drift through stories started jotting a question at the end of each page. Suddenly he was
arguing with the book, predicting, wondering, caring. "You woke the story up," Nettle said. "And it woke you up, too."




After the lesson, Nettle settled in her brambly thicket with the young readers, her question-quills finally at rest, glowing
softly in the dusk.

For a long time, Nettle had worried that all her questions made her seem like she didn't get it — that the readers who sat
quiet and nodded along understood things she didn't, while she was left poking and wondering and asking.

But settled in her thicket in the soft dusk, Nettle understood her prickly gift at last. Her questions were never a sign of not
understanding. They were the proof that she was thinking hardest — wide awake, fully alive to every page, refusing to
swallow anything whole. The quiet nodders weren't ahead of her. The questions were the understanding, in the very act of
being asked. And there was nothing to be ashamed of in a head full of why. A warm, prickly pride settled over her, every
quill content. She wasn't the reader who didn't get it. She was the one who was most awake. And she nestled in her thicket,
glowing softly, a fresh question already budding.



Sheaf

SUMMARIZING — gathering a whole passage into a short, tidy retelling that keeps only what matters. Not the single main idea, and
not every detail — the important middle: enough to carry the meaning, light enough to hold in one hand.
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Sheaf worked the wide grain-fields at the edge of the word-woods, and she had a gift for gathering.

She was a sturdy, warm-handed creature, and at harvest she would walk a whole enormous field of grain and gather it —
not every single stalk, and not just one — but a tidy sheaf, an armful of the best of it, bound up neat and easy to carry. The
loose straw and the chaff fell away. What she kept was enough to make the bread: the important middle of the whole field,
held in two hands.



"You gathered that whole huge field into one armful," a young traveler said.

Sheaf smiled, binding her bundle. "l kept what matters and let the rest fall," she said. "My name is Sheaf. | keep
summarizing — gathering a whole long passage into a short, tidy retelling." She hefted her bundle. "Not every word —
that's the whole field, too heavy to carry. And not just one word — that's not enough to make the bread. The important
middle: enough to carry the meaning, light enough to hold."

Mira, the mentor, watched as a young traveler said, "But how is that different from the main idea? Crest already does that."



"A fair question," Sheaf said. "Crest finds the peak — the single highest point, the one main idea. That's one stalk, held up
high." She patted her bundle. "But a summary is more than one stalk. It's the important middle of the whole — the main
idea plus the few key things that carry it: who, what happened, how it turned out. Crest points at the mountaintop. | gather
an armful of the mountain you can carry home."

The young traveler nodded slowly. "So a summary is bigger than the main idea, but much smaller than the whole story."

"Just so," Sheaf said. "Enough to retell it to a friend in a breath or two. The bundle, not the field — and not just the one tall
stalk."



Mira asked Sheaf to join the academy. "Our readers either retell everything — every tiny detail — or they shrink a whole
story down to a single word," she said. "Would you teach them to gather the right armful?"

Sheaf agreed, hands ready to bind. When she teaches, she gives readers one harvest-rule: "After you read, gather a sheaf.
Ask: who is this about? what happened? how did it end? Keep those. Let the little side-details fall away like loose straw. If your
summary is as long as the story, you've kept the whole field. If it's just one word, you've kept too little to make bread. Aim
for the tidy armful in between."

Ayoung reader retold a long story by listing every event, on and on. Sheaf had her gather instead: just the main character,
the big problem, and how it was solved. Three sentences. "That's a sheaf," Sheaf said. "Light enough to carry, full enough to
feed. Your friend could understand the whole story from that."




After the lesson, Sheaf sat with the young readers at the field's edge, binding a small, neat bundle as the sun went down
over the gathered rows.

For a long time, Sheaf had worried that gathering meant losing — that every stalk she let fall was something wasted,
something she'd failed to keep. She'd wondered if a good harvester shouldn't somehow save it all.

But binding her tidy bundle in the gold evening light, Sheaf understood her gift more kindly. Letting the loose straw fall
wasn't loss — it was care. You can't carry a whole field; you'd drop it all. By choosing the important middle and letting the
rest go, she made something a person could actually hold, and carry home, and use. The leaving-out was the very thing
that made the keeping useful. A warm, gathered contentment settled over her. Summarizing wasn't throwing away. It was
choosing, with care, what was worth carrying. And she bound her small sheaf tight, content, the whole field's worth held
neatly in her arms.
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© 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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