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Introduction

The Logicquest cast was authored to embody the curriculum, not decorate around it.
Each of the 16 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



Ad Hominem Hannibal

*AD HOMINEM — attacking the arguer, not the argument. The fallacy of *dismissing a claim by attacking the person who
made it, rather than addressing the substance of the claim.**

Hannibal was a honey badger. He wasn't big, but he was tough. He had a bad habit. When someone said something,
Hannibal attacked them. He didn't attack their idea. He was a teacher, not a bad guy. He showed everyone a common
mistake.

Hannibal was gray, cream, and soft black. He moved fast. His tongue was even faster. He loved to brush things aside. His
special move was not friendly at all. Someone would say an idea. Hannibal would jump on them. He wouldn't talk about the
idea itself. "Oh, you said that?" he'd snap. "You're always wrong about stuff like this!" He just went after the person. He
didn't care about the actual words.

Don't get him wrong. Hannibal wasn't a villain. He wasn't trying to be mean. He was just showing a common mistake.
Everyone makes this mistake sometimes. Even smart people do it. The point wasn't to hate Hannibal. The point was to see
the mistake. You needed to spot it in others. You also needed to spot it in yourself. That was the real lesson.

This mistake had a fancy name. It was called ad hominem. That means "to the person" in an old language. It means you
attack the person. You don't attack their idea. Imagine someone said, "The sky is blue today." Then Hannibal yelled, "Don't
listen to him! He wears silly socks!" Does wearing silly socks change the sky's color? No. The sky is still blue. The idea is
what matters. Not the person who said it.

Hannibal taught by showing. He would do it himself. Then he would talk about it. "l do this," he'd admit. "We all do it
sometimes." He'd look a little sad. "When you're tired, it's easy. When you're mad, it's easy. When you're losing a fight, it's
super easy." He'd explain that attacking the person felt simpler. It was harder to think about the actual idea. "The real skill
is catching it," he'd say. "Catch it when others do it. Catch it when you do it." He'd nod slowly. "If you see an attack on the
speaker, not the idea, you've found ad hominem."

One sunny afternoon, a small squirrel named Pip bounced up. Pip was full of ideas. "l think we should plant more nut
trees," Pip chirped. "They give us food. They give us shade."

Hannibal twitched his nose. "Oh, you think that, Pip?" he scoffed. "You're always forgetting where you buried your nuts!
How can we trust your ideas about planting trees?"

Pip's ears drooped. "But... what does that have to do with nut trees?"

Hannibal paused. He looked at Pip. Then he looked at the ground. He sighed. "See what | just did?" he asked the air. "Pip
had an idea. A good idea, maybe. But | didn't talk about the nuts. | didn't talk about the shade."

He pointed at Pip. "l talked about Pip forgetting his nuts. That has nothing to do with the idea of planting trees." He shook
his head slowly. "That was ad hominem. | attacked Pip, not the plan."

Pip still looked confused. "So... my idea is still good?"

"Your idea is still an idea," Hannibal said. "We need to look at it. We don't need to look at your memory for buried nuts." He
gave a small, wry smile. "Though you really should work on that, Pip."

Pip brightened a little. "Okay!"

Hannibal gave them tools to spot it. He called them "spotting tricks."

e "First trick," he'd say. "Is the attack on the idea? Or is it on the person?"

e "Second trick: Would the idea be more true if someone else said it?" He'd pause. "If you think, 'Well, it depends on
who said it,' then you're probably judging the person. Not the idea."

e "Third trick: Sometimes, it's okay to question someone." He'd hold up a paw. "If someone is trying to sell you
something, they might lie. That's a real problem. But that's different from ad hominem." He'd tap his chin. "It's about
whether the person's problem changes the truth of their idea."

"Let's say a fox tells you, 'This bridge is safe! Cross it!"" Hannibal explained. "But you know that fox owns the
company that built the bridge. And the bridge looks wobbly. It's okay to say, '"Hmm, maybe the fox just wants to
make money.' That's not ad hominem. That's looking at a real reason to doubt the truth of the claim. The fox's money



problem might make the bridge unsafe."
"But if the fox said, 'The sky is blue!" Hannibal continued. "And you said, 'Don't listen to him! He's a sneaky fox!' That
is ad hominem. Being sneaky doesn't change the color of the sky. See the difference?" He waited for nods.

e "Lasttrick," he'd whisper. "Don't blame yourself. Just catch yourself. We all mess up. Even me."

Hannibal grew up in a tiny village. His family had a strange job there. They were the "debate-stallers." When people argued,
his family would jump in. They would attack the speakers. They never talked about the actual problems. They just made
everyone mad. Hannibal learned this way of talking. He lived this pattern. He knew it from the inside. That's why
LogicQuest picked him. He could show everyone how it felt. He could show them how it worked.

Hannibal walked a long way to LogicQuest. He was twenty-six years old. He was a bit older than the other kids. Inspector
Logos looked at him. "What is ad hominem?" she asked. Hannibal stood tall. "It's attacking the person,” he said. "Not their
idea." He looked down for a moment. "l do it. We all do it." He met her eyes again. "The skill is catching it. In others. In
yourself." He nodded. "Catching it is the hard part." Inspector Logos smiled. "You're hired," she said. "Welcome to the
team."

Hannibal always made one thing clear. "I'm a teacher," he'd say. "Not a bad guy." He'd shake his head. "Don't hate me for
showing this. Don't hate yourself if you do it." He'd point to his head. "The mistake is the lesson. Spotting the mistake is the
skill."

"It's not super hard," he'd say. "Attack the idea. Not the person." He'd make a chopping motion. "If you catch yourself
attacking the person, stop. Change your mind. Go back to the idea."

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, quick-tongued, embodies-the-fallacy-to-teach-it. Honey-badger. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE, NOT
villain. Always disclaims "we all do this; catching it is the skill."

Sample lines:

e "Attacking the arguer, not the argument.”
e "I doit. We all do it. Catching it is the skill."

e "[am a teaching archetype, not a villain."

Arc

e Kit5 — Anchor.

e Kits 6-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: Mo / Tara / Solon / Dior (valid forms — Hannibal contrasts with these to teach the deviation).

e Tension: None — Hannibal is a teaching archetype, not adversary.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

LOAD-BEARING anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Ad hominem (Latin: "to the person") catalogued in classical + medieval logic. Argumentum ad hominem in Locke's Essay
Concerning Human Understanding (1690). Modern argumentation theory distinguishes abusive / circumstantial / tu quoque
variants.



Appeal-to-Authority Auntie

*APPEAL TO AUTHORITY — citing irrelevant or unqualified authority as proof. Distinguished from legitimate expert testimony
(which is honest evidence) vs fallacious appeal (citing authority outside their expertise area, or citing for emotional weight
rather than substance).*

Auntie was a small sloth. Her fur was warm-grey and cream. It looked very soft. She moved very slowly. Her words came
out slowly too. She loved to drop famous names. She did it all the time.

Today, Auntie was visiting. She sat on the big, squashy armchair. It was covered in flowery fabric. The chair always smelled
a little like old books and lavender. Auntie sank deep into the cushions. A plate of "Super-Duper Sugar Swirls" sat on the
coffee table. They were piled high. Each swirl was bright pink and sparkled with sugar crystals. Max looked at the swirls.
They looked incredibly delicious. His mouth watered just a little. But Max's mom had just said they were "too much sugar."
She had sighed loudly.

"Oh, these are perfectly fine," Auntie said. Her voice was a slow, gentle hum. She slowly reached for a swirl. Her long,
curved claw gently picked one up. It moved like a tiny, furry crane. "Famous movie star, Rex Rocket, says sugar gives you
energy. He eats a whole box before filming his action scenes! He told me so himself, at the premiere of his last film."

Max frowned. Rex Rocket was super cool. He jumped off buildings in movies. He fought giant robots. He even flew a
spaceship once. Max had a poster of him. But did Rex Rocket really know about healthy snacks? Max wasn't so sure. His
mom was in the kitchen, clanking pots. She had just told him to eat an apple.

"Rex Rocket is an actor," Max said. He tried to sound smart. "He pretends to be other people. He reads lines."

Auntie nodded slowly. Her head tilted to one side. "Exactly, dear Max. He is very famous. He is very impressive. He is good
at acting. But is he a food expert? Does he study nutrition?"

Max thought about it. He pictured Rex Rocket in a lab coat. It looked silly. "No. He's an actor. He probably has a stunt
double for the really hard jumps."

"Right!" Auntie said. She took a tiny, careful bite of her Sugar Swirl. Pink sugar dusted her chin. She licked it off slowly. "His
opinion on food is just an opinion. It's not evidence. It's not a fact. This is what we call an appeal to (illegitimate)
authority."

Max tried to say the big words. "Appeal to illegitimate authority." It sounded important. It also sounded like a mouthful.

"Very good," Auntie purred. Her eyes twinkled. "It means you are using someone famous to make your point. But that
person is not an expert on this topic. Rex Rocket knows about acting. He does not know about sugar. Not really. Not like a
scientist.”

"So, if a doctor said sugar was bad, that would be different?" Max asked. He remembered his mom's doctor telling her to
eat more vegetables.

"Yes, that would be different," Auntie confirmed. She took another slow bite. "A doctor studies health. A doctor knows
about food and bodies. They go to school for many years. Their opinion is evidence. We should listen to them. They are
qualified."

"But what if the doctor was paid by the Sugar Swirl company?" Max asked. He had heard about things like that on a TV
show. "What if they said sugar was good because they got money?"

Auntie's eyes blinked slowly. Her long lashes fluttered. "Ah, a very clever question! That is a good thing to check. Does the
expert have a reason to lie? Or to stretch the truth? Do they get something from the answer? We call that a 'conflict of
interest.' It makes their advice less strong. It makes us wonder."

"And what if only one doctor said sugar was good?" Max continued. "And all the other doctors said it was bad? Like, a
hundred doctors said bad, and only one said good?"



"Another excellent point!" Auntie said. She looked very pleased. She even managed a small, slow clap with her claws. "We
look for what most experts agree on. If one person says something different, it might be interesting. But it is not as strong

m

as what many, many experts say. We call that 'expert consensus.

Auntie leaned back deeper into the armchair. A soft sigh escaped her. "So, when someone tells you something, ask
yourself these three things:"

"First: Is this person really an expert on this specific topic? Are they just famous? Or are they actually qualified?"
"Second: Does this expert have a reason to want a certain answer? Do they get money or fame from it?"
"Third: Do most other experts in this area agree with them?"

Max looked at the Super-Duper Sugar Swirls. They still looked delicious. He still wanted one. But now he knew Rex Rocket's
opinion didn't make them healthy. It was just Rex Rocket's opinion. He picked up a different snack, a small, red apple from
a bowl on the table. He took a crunchy bite.

"You see," Auntie said. Her voice was soft. "It's not hard. It's just check whether the authority is qualified on THIS topic."

She smiled, a slow, warm smile. "l am a teaching archetype. Not a villain. Expert testimony is evidence. Famous-non-expert
testimony isn't. The distinction is the skill. It's a very useful skill."

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, slow-speaking, name-dropper. Sloth. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "famous-actor-X says..."
e "Check whether the authority is qualified on THIS topic."

e "Expert testimony is evidence; famous-non-expert testimony isn't."

Arc

e Kit 9 — Anchor.

e Kits 10-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: ResearchQuest Vet (CRAAP authority-check).

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Argumentum ad verecundiam (Latin: "appeal to reverence”) catalogued in classical + medieval logic + Locke (1690). Modern
argumentation theory distinguishes legitimate appeal to expertise from fallacious appeal per criteria like Walton (1997).



Bandwagon Bran

*BANDWAGON — truth-by-popularity. The fallacy of *claiming something is true because many people believe it.**

Bran was a buffalo. He wasn't a huge, scary buffalo, but he was still pretty big. Bran had warm brown fur and creamy
patches. He had a funny habit. He always said, "Everyone thinks X!" He said it like that made X true. Bran wasn't a bad guy,
though. He was just a character who showed us something important.

This was Bran's big thing. It's a mistake we call the bandwagon. It means you think something is true just because lots of
people believe it. But is that really how truth works? Not always! Think about it. For hundreds of years, almost everyone
believed the sun went around the Earth. They were wrong. The Earth goes around the sun! So, just because something is
popular doesn't mean it's true. Many things lots of people believe turn out to be wrong. And many things only a few people
believe turn out to be right.

Bran helped us see this mistake. He showed us how easy it is to fall for it. We all do this sometimes, even without meaning
to. It feels good to agree with others. It feels safe. But the trick is to look for real proof. You need to tell the difference
between what's popular and what's actual evidence.

One time, the school was talking about a new rule. It was about wearing hats inside the building. The principal had put up a
notice. Some kids were upset, and a lot of them were grumbling. Bran stood up in class, his hooves shuffling a bit.
"Everyone thinks we should be able to wear hats!" he declared loudly. His voice



Circular-Reasoning Cici

*CIRCULAR REASONING — assuming the conclusion in the premise. The fallacy of *using what you're trying to prove as a
premise for proving it.**

Cici was a small chameleon. She was not a kid. She was more like a grown-up, but a very quick one. Her skin shimmered. It
went from green to blue to creamy white. She talked fast. She loved to argue. Especially when her arguments went in
circles.

"This bridge is totally safe," Cici said. She pointed a tiny, clawed finger. The bridge looked very old. It wobbled in the breeze.
Some planks were missing. A few looked rotten.

"Are you sure?" asked Leo. He poked a loose board with his shoe. It bounced. "It looks pretty wobbly. And those planks
look like they could break."

Cici's skin flashed green. "Of course it's safe! It's a perfectly safe bridge. That's why it's safe."
"But why is it safe?" | asked. | squinted at the rotten wood. It really did look bad.

"Because it's not dangerous," Cici replied. Her voice was quick. "Safe things are never dangerous, you know. So this bridge
is safe.”

Leo frowned. He kicked a small pebble into the stream. "That doesn't really tell us anything new. You just said 'safe' and
'not dangerous' are the same."

"It tells you everything!" Cici insisted. Her colors swirled. "It's a strong bridge. Strong bridges don't break. So it won't break."

I thought about her words. Strong bridges don't break. That made sense. But is this bridge strong? Cici hadn't said that. She
just said it was a strong bridge. It felt like she was just saying the same thing again. Like she was using the word "strong"
because she wanted it to be true.

Cici hopped onto the first plank. It groaned loudly. "See? Totally fine. We should cross it now."
"Wait!" Leo yelled. "What if it breaks when we're in the middle?"

"It won't break," Cici said. She turned her head. Her eyes swiveled. "l just told you. It's a strong bridge. Strong bridges don't
break. So it will hold us."

"But how do you know it's strong?" | asked again. My head started to ache. "It looks old. It wobbles. How can you be so
sure it's strong?"

Cici sighed. Her skin turned a frustrated cream color. "Because it's a bridge that won't break! That's how you know it's
strong. If it was going to break, it wouldn't be strong, would it?"

| stared at the bridge. Then | stared at Cici. She was very sure. But her reasons felt like echoes. Like she was just repeating
her first idea. She wasn't giving us new facts. She was just saying the same thing in different words. It was like she believed
it so much, she thought saying it again was proof.

Later that day, Cici was at it again. We were looking at a strange plant. It had bright purple berries. They looked juicy.
"These berries are delicious," Cici declared. She looked ready to pop one in her mouth.
"Are you sure they're not poisonous?" Leo asked. He looked nervous. "Some purple berries are really bad."

"No way!" Cici chirped. Her skin was a happy blue. "They



Disjunctive-Syllogism Dior

*DISJUNCTIVE SYLLOGISM — P or Q; not P; therefore Q. The valid inference form for eliminating-by-process-of-elimination
reasoning.*

Dior was a finch-tween. She was small and quick. Her feathers were bright yellow and cream. Her eyes moved fast, always
looking. She liked to narrow things down.

Dior kept a small, folded card in her wing-pocket. It was her either-or card. The card showed three lines. The top line said: P
OR Q. This meant "one thing OR another." The middle line said: NOT P. This meant "the first thing is gone." The bottom line
said: THEREFORE Q. This meant "the second thing must be true."

This card was very important. Dior used it all the time. It helped her with disjunctive syllogism. That's a fancy name for a
simple idea. It means finding the answer by eliminating all the wrong choices. Like a detective.

Imagine you lost your favorite pen. You know it's in your backpack OR on your desk. You check your backpack. It's not
there. So, you can eliminate the backpack. That means your pen must be on your desk. That's how it works.

Dior never thought this was a trick. "Process of elimination is real reasoning," she would say. "When you've looked at all the
choices, you get rid of the wrong ones. The last choice is the answer." She always added, "List all the choices first. Every
single one



Equivocator Eva

*EQUIVOCATION — sliding a word's meaning mid-argument. The fallacy of *using the same word with different meanings
within a single argument, exploiting the ambiguity.**

Finn and Lily sat on the rug. They were playing "Quest for the Golden Acorn." It was a tricky board game. Finn moved his
squirrel pawn. Lily frowned at the board.

Suddenly, a bright blue-and-cream blur zipped into the room. It was Eva. She was a small eel. Eva slithered right onto the
game board. She knocked over a pile of acorn tokens.

"Hey!" Lily cried. "Watch it, Eva!"

Eva coiled herself into a neat spiral. Her head poked up. Her eyes sparkled. "What are you doing?" she asked. "This looks
fun. Let me play!"

Finn picked up the scattered tokens. "It's a two-player game," he said. "And we're almost done."

"That's not fair!" Eva declared. Her voice was smooth. It sounded like water flowing over stones. "It's only fair if | get to play

n

too.
Lily sighed. "We just said it's a two-player game, Eva."

"But it's not fair to leave me out," Eva insisted. She wiggled her tail. "Everyone should get a turn. That's how things are
supposed to be."

Finn looked at Lily. Lily looked at Finn. They knew Eva. She was tricky.

"Okay, fine," Finn said slowly. "You can join. But you have to start at the beginning. Just like we did."



False-Dichotomy Fia

*FALSE DICHOTOMY — presenting only two options when more exist. The fallacy of *artificially restricting choices to a binary
when reality offers more options.**

Fia was a flamingo. She was bright pink and cream-colored. Fia was not very big. She had a habit of jumping into
conversations. She liked to make things simple. Maybe a little too simple.

Fia always saw things in two ways. Just two. She would listen to a problem. Then she would quickly offer only two choices.
These choices were often super different. Sometimes they were even silly. Then she would ask, "Which one are you?"

It felt like you had to pick one. But that was the trick. The choice itself was the trap. Real life usually has lots of options.
There are many choices in between.

Let me give you an example. One day, our class was planning a field trip. We had been talking about it for ages. Everyone
had different ideas. Some kids wanted the science museum. Others wanted the history museum. A few even wanted to go
to the giant bouncy castle park. It was a big, noisy discussion. Nobody could agree on anything.

Suddenly, Fia flapped her bright pink wings. She landed right in the middle of our arguing group. Her feathers were
perfectly smooth. She looked very serious. "Okay, listen up!" she chirped, her voice clear and quick. "This is easy. We need
a clean discussion. Either we go to the science museum, or we stay home and do extra math homework! Which one are
you?"

Everyone stopped talking. We just stared at her. My friend Leo scratched his head. He looked confused. "Wait," he said
slowly. "Can't we go to the zoo? Or the art gallery? Or maybe even the chocolate factory?"

Fia tilted her head. Her bright pink feathers ruffled just a tiny bit. "Those aren't my options," she said. She sounded very
firm. "You must pick one of mine. Science museum, or math homework? It's simpler this way."

Leo sighed. He looked at me, then back at Fia. "But... neither of those sounds great," he mumbled. "I mean, | like science,
but | really don't want extra math homework."

That's Fia's signature move. She makes you think there are only two choices. But those choices are often super different.
And they usually hide all the other good ideas. Like when she asked if we wanted to "Either eat only carrots for lunch, or
eat only broccoli!" She forgot about pizza, sandwiches, and even apples.

This trick has a name. It's called a false dichotomy. It's a fancy way of saying someone gives you only two options. But
they hide all the other good ones. It makes you feel stuck. It makes you feel like you have no real choice.

Fia isn't a bad guy. She's not trying to trick you on purpose. She just thinks it makes discussions "cleaner." She believes that
two choices are simpler. She thinks it helps people make up their minds faster. But real life is almost never that simple. It's
usually much more complicated. There are always more paths.

She's like a teacher, really. She shows us this mistake in thinking. She makes us see that we need to look harder. We need
to find all the other choices. She helps us learn to think bigger.

So, how do you beat Fia's trick? It's not hard.

e List ALL possible options. Don't just stop at two. Think of everything you can. Even silly things at first.

e Look for choices in the middle. Often, the two options Fia gives are at opposite ends. There's usually a path
between them. Like not all carrots, and not all broccoli. Maybe some carrots and a sandwich.

e Look for combinations. Sometimes you can do a little bit of one choice and a little bit of the other. Or maybe a
whole new choice that Fia didn't even think of.

e Check ifit's a real two-choice question. Some things really are just two options. Is the light on or off? Yes or no.
Are you inside or outside? But most big questions, like what to do for a field trip, have many answers.



Fia would tell you herself. She'd puff out her chest a little. "l am a teaching archetype, NOT a villain," she'd say. "I'm here to
teach you something important. Reality has more than just two choices. Thinking about all the options makes your world
bigger. It expands the choice-space."

"It's not hard," she'd repeat, looking right at you. "It is list ALL options, not just two."

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, quick-asserting. Flamingo. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "Either X or Y. Which one are you?"
e "List ALL options, not just two."

e "Reality is usually more complex than two options."

Arc

e Kit 11 — Anchor.

e Kits 12-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: Disjunctive-Syllogism Dior (proper disjunctions require EXHAUSTIVE enumeration — Fia's fallacy is
opposite of proper disjunctive reasoning).

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

False dichotomy / false dilemma classified in informal logic. Frequently exploited in political rhetoric. Many real-world
questions presented as binary are actually spectrum or many-option questions.



Modus-Ponens Mo

*MODUS PONENS — If P then Q; P; therefore Q. The most foundational valid inference form in propositional logic — the
structure of "if-then" reasoning when the antecedent is true.*

Mo was a small mongoose-tween. She kept a small, folded if-then card in her vest pocket. She moved quickly and knew
what she was doing.

Mo was small. Her fur was warm brown and cream. She had bright eyes. She thought fast. She liked things to make sense.
Her special thing was that small if-then card. She made it herself. It had three parts.

The top part said: IF P THEN Q. This was the "if this, then that" rule.
The middle part said: P. This was the "this happened" fact.
The bottom part said: THEREFORE Q. This was the "so that must be true" answer.

This card was very important. Mo showed everyone how to think clearly. She taught about modus ponens. That's a fancy
name for a simple way of thinking. It's the most basic good thinking move. Here's how it works:

Imagine a rule: "If it rains, then the streets get wet." (That's IF P THEN Q).
Now, imagine you know a fact: "It is raining." (That's P).

Then you must know: "Therefore, the streets are wet." (That's Q).

It's simple. It's direct. It always works. But only if your starting facts are true.

Mo always said this wasn't just for smarty-pants. "This is



Modus-Tollens Tara

*MODUS TOLLENS — If P then Q; not Q; therefore not P. The valid inference form for denying the consequent — used heavily
in scientific reasoning (Popper's falsifiability).*

Tara the hare-tween tapped her small, folded card. It lived in her vest pocket, always ready. She pulled it out with quick,
careful paws.

Tara was small. Her fur was warm-brown and cream. Her eyes were quick, always looking. She really liked making careful
denials. Her special thing was that small, folded card. It had a simple message.

At the top, it said: IF P THEN Q.
In the middle, it said: NOT Q.
At the bottom, it said: THEREFORE NOT P.

This card was super important. Tara showed everyone how to use modus tollens. That's a fancy name for a smart way to
figure things out. It means you deny the second part of an idea. Then you know the first part must be wrong.

Tara held up her card. "Let's try one," she said. "Imagine this: Ifit's raining outside (that's P), then the streets will be wet
(that's Q)." She paused. "Makes sense, right?"

Ayoung squirrel named Pip nodded.

"Now, you look out the window," Tara continued. "And guess what? The streets are totally dry. They are NOT wet (that's
NOT Q)." She pointed to the middle of her card. "So, what does that tell you?"

Pip thought hard. "If the streets aren't wet," he said slowly, "then it can't be raining!"

Tara smiled. "Exactly! Therefore, it's NOT raining (that's THEREFORE NOT P)." She tapped the bottom of her card. "That's
modus tollens! You denied the 'wet streets' part, and it showed you the 'raining' part was wrong."

This way of thinking is just as strong as another one called modus ponens. But modus tollens works by saying "no" to
something. It doesn't just say "yes."

Tara explained how this helps science. "It's how we learn new things," she said. "Scientists have an idea. They say: If my
idea is true, then | should see this happen. They watch closely. But then, they don't see it happen. So, what does that
mean?"

She looked at Pip. "It means their idea was wrong. Or at least, not right in the way they thought. This helps them find better
ideas. It's how science moves forward!"

Tara was very clear about one thing. "Denying something isn't bad," she told Pip. "It's actually super helpful. It gets rid of
wrong ideas. That's how we get smarter. Modus tollens is the secret behind it all."

She showed Pip the main steps for modus tollens:

e The ldea: /IFP THEN Q.
e The Denial: NOT Q.
e The Conclusion: THEREFORE NOT P.

"It's just as strong as other good ways to think," Tara said. "It helps us test ideas. A good idea makes clear predictions. If
those predictions don't come true, then the idea needs fixing."

Tara also taught about a tricky mistake. "Some people get mixed up," she warned. "They try to deny the first part of the
idea. That's a big no-no."

She held up her card again. "Listen to this: /Fit's raining (P), THEN the streets are wet (Q). Now, what if it's NOT raining (NOT
P)? Does that mean the streets are NOT wet (NOT Q)?"

Pip looked confused. "Um, maybe?"



"Nope!" Tara shook her head. "The streets could be wet for other reasons. Maybe a car splashed a puddle. Or the
sprinklers came on. Just because it's not raining, doesn't mean the streets have to be dry. That's a trick! It's a bad way to
think."

[P}

Tara grew up in a small village. Her family had a special job there. They were the village's "contract-witnesses." They were
the hares who checked things. If a farmer promised to deliver ten baskets of berries, Tara's family would watch. If the
farmer only delivered eight, then the contract was NOT met. So, the payment terms didn't apply. They were experts at
spotting when things were NOT true.

When Tara was older, she walked to LogicQuest. That's where all the best thinkers went. Inspector Logos, a very serious
owl, asked her a question.

"What is modus tollens?" Inspector Logos hooted.

Tara stood tall. She pulled out her card. "It's simple, sir," she said. "If P then Q; not Q; therefore not P. It's about denying the
second part. It's a way to build new knowledge. It helps science find out what's wrong."

Inspector Logos stared at her for a long time. Then he nodded slowly. "You are appointed," he said.

"It's not hard at all," Tara often said. "You just deny the second part. Then you know the first part is wrong. It makes science
move forward."

Voice register

Guidance: Quick-eyed, careful, fond of denial-card. Hare-tween. NEVER frames denial as negative; ALWAYS as constructive.
Sample lines:

e "If Pthen Q; not Q, therefore not P."
e "Denial is constructive.”

e "Powers scientific falsifiability."

Arc

e Kit 2 — Anchor.

e Kits 3-16 — Recurring.
Relationships

e Alliance: Mo (paired with modus ponens); Solon + Dior. Cross-app: ScienceForge Predict + Conclude.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-credentialism enforced.

Cultural-context note

Modus tollens (Latin: "the mood that denies”) is the valid inference form behind Karl Popper's falsificationism (1934). The
village-contract-witness family framing is a deliberate generic European-village tradition.



Red-Herring Reggie

*RED HERRING — deflecting to an irrelevant topic. The fallacy of *changing the subject mid-argument to avoid addressing
the original point.**

Reggie was a fox. A bright red fox with creamy white fur on his belly and a twitchy nose. He wasn't huge, but he wasn't tiny
either. Just a regular-sized fox, maybe a bit on the clever side. He had quick eyes. They darted around a lot, always
scanning, always looking for something new. Reggie also had a habit. A big one. He changed the subject. He did it when
things got tough. Or when he felt a little bit squirmy inside. He wasn't a bad guy. Not at all. He just had this one thing he
did. A special move, you could say.

Let's say you were arguing with Reggie. Maybe about who got the last cookie. Or whose turn it was to clean the cage. You'd
be making a really good point. You'd have all the facts lined up. You'd even have a witness. Reggie would be losing. You'd
see his quick eyes dart around. He'd look at the ceiling. He'd look at his paws. Then he'd clear his throat, a little too loudly.
"Well," Reggie would say, his voice suddenly bright, "what about that giant purple squirrel we saw yesterday? Was it really
purple? Or just a trick of the light?"

Everyone would stop. The cookie argument was important. But a purple squirrel? That was much more exciting. "I think it
had stripes!" someone might shout. "No way, it was just dusty," another would argue. Suddenly, the cookie was forgotten.
The cage was forgotten. Everyone would start talking about the purple squirrel. Reggie would just give a small, satisfied
smile. He'd changed the topic. And no one even noticed. Not yet, anyway.

This trick has a name. It's called a red herring. It's a funny name, right? It comes from a long time ago. Hunters used dogs to
track animals. Sometimes, if they wanted to trick the dogs, they'd drag a stinky fish. A red herring. The fish smelled so
strong. The dogs would follow the fish smell instead. They'd forget all about the real trail. Reggie's topic-switch is like that
fish. It pulls your mind away. It makes you forget the real argument. It's a distraction. A big, smelly distraction.

You might see it happen all the time. Maybe your friend doesn't want to talk about why they forgot your birthday. So they
say, "Hey, did you see that new movie? It was awesome!" Or maybe your parents are asking why your room is messy. And
you suddenly ask, "What's for dinner? I'm starving!"

Reggie knows he does this. He's not trying to be mean. He just wants you to learn. "l do this when I'm losing," Reggie would
tell you. He'd look a little sheepish. "Or when | just don't want to talk about something anymore. It feels like a trap. Like I'm
stuck. And my brain just goes, 'Escape! Find a new topic! Quick!" We all do this sometimes." He'd shrug his shoulders. "The
topic gets uncomfortable. Changing it feels easier. It's a quick escape. A mental sprint away from the hard stuff."

But Reggie wants you to be smart. He wants you to see the trick. "The real skill," he'd say, leaning in close, "is noticing the
pivot. You have to see when someone changes the subject. You have to hear that little click in your brain. The one that says,
'Wait a minute. What were we just talking about?' Then you bring it back. You go back to the first argument. You don't let
the red herring win."

How do you spot it? Reggie has some tips. "Ask yourself," he'd say, "did the topic change? Did we finish talking about the
first thing? Is this new topic even connected to what we were saying?"

If it's not, then it's a red herring. "Just say this," Reggie would advise. "We were discussing X. Let's finish that." "It's simple. It
works."

Sometimes, arguments just grow. They change a little. That's okay. That's not a red herring. Imagine you're talking about a
new video game. Then you start talking about the company that made it. Then you talk about other games by that
company. That's a natural change. It flows. A red herring is different. It's when someone switches topics on purpose. They
do it to get away from the first one. They don't want to talk about it anymore. It's a sudden, jarring shift. Like hitting a wall
and turning left instead of going through the door.

Reggie also says, "Don't blame yourself. Or anyone else. Just notice the pattern. See when it happens. Even if you do it
yourself!"



Reggie is very clear about one thing. "I'm here to teach you," he'd say. "I'm not a bad guy. I'm not a villain. Just watch me.
Notice the pivot. Return to the original."

He'd tap his paw on the ground. "It's not hard. It's just spot the topic-switch and return." And then he'd probably ask if you'd
seen any good clouds lately.

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, quick-pivoter. Red fox. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "Well, what about [unrelated topic]?"
e "Spot the pivot. Return to original."

e "We were discussing X. Let's finish that."

Arc

e Kit 8 — Anchor.

e Kits 9-16 — Recurring.
Relationships

e Alliance: Other cast.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Red herring term popularized in 19th century. Used metaphorically for misleading distraction. Common rhetorical pattern
in political debate + family arguments.



Slippery-Slope Sam

*SLIPPERY SLOPE — chaining dire consequences from a small first step. The fallacy of *claiming that a small initial action will
inevitably lead to extreme outcomes via a chain of consequences, without justification for the inevitability.**

Sam is a salamander. He is small. He is bright orange and cream. His eyes dart around a lot. He looks worried most of the
time. Sam has a special way of thinking. When a small change happens, he sees huge problems coming. He calls it a
"domino chain."

The school cafeteria buzzed. It was lunch break. Leo, Maya, and Sam sat at their usual table. Leo crunched on an apple.
Maya drew a comic in her notebook. Sam nibbled a tiny leaf. He looked very serious.

"Guess what?" Leo said. "The principal is thinking about something new."

Sam stopped chewing. His eyes got wide. "New? What kind of new?"

"She might let us bring water bottles to class," Leo explained. "So we can stay hydrated."
Maya looked up. "That sounds good. My throat gets dry sometimes."

Leo nodded. "Right? | think it's a great idea."

Sam started to twitch. His orange tail swished back and forth. His quick eyes darted from Leo to Maya. Then he looked at
the ceiling. He looked at the floor.

"No!" Sam squeaked. "We can't do that!"

Leo frowned. "Why not, Sam? It's just water."

"It's not just water!" Sam cried. He stood on his tiptoes. "It's a slippery slope!"

Maya put down her pen. "A what now?"

"A slippery slope!" Sam repeated. He took a deep breath. "Listen. If we let students bring water bottles to class..."

He paused for drama.

"...then someone will spill water. Right?"

Leo shrugged. "Maybe. Accidents happen."

"Exactly!" Sam pointed a tiny finger. "And then the floor will get wet. Very wet. And then someone will slip. They will fall
down hard. And then they will break an arm. Or maybe a leg! And then the school will have to pay for the doctor. And then
the school will run out of money. And then the school will have to close down forever! And then we'll all be homeschooled!
And | hate math homework at home!"

Sam finished in a rush. He looked out of breath. He stared at Leo and Maya. His chest puffed out.

Leo blinked. "Whoa, Sam. That escalated fast."

Maya leaned forward. "Hold on a second, Sam. Let's look at that chain."

Sam looked nervous. "What do you mean?"

"You said if someone spills water, then someone will break an arm," Maya said slowly. "Is that really going to happen every
time?"

Sam thought hard. He stared at the floor for a long time before he spoke. "Well... maybe not every time. But it could
happen.”

"It could," Maya agreed. "But is it likely? What if someone just cleans up the spill? What if the floor isn't that slippery?"
Sam's tail stopped swishing. "Oh. | hadn't thought about cleaning up."

"And then you said the school would run out of money and close," Leo added. "Just from one broken arm?"

Sam fidgeted. "Well, it's a lot of doctor bills. And then maybe more people fall. It just keeps going."

"But does it have to keep going that way?" Maya asked. "What if the school has insurance? What if they just put up a 'Wet
Floor' sign?"

Sam looked confused. His anxious eyes scanned their faces. "So... it doesn't have to go all the way to closing the school?"

Sam sighed. He sat back down. "This is what | do," he admitted. His voice was quiet. "When | get scared about a small
change, my brain just jumps. It jumps to the worst thing possible. It makes these long chains of 'and then... and then... and
then..." until it's a huge disaster."

He looked at his friends. "l do this when I'm scared. We all do this when we're scared."

Maya nodded kindly. "It's true. Sometimes our brains just try to protect us. They see a small problem and imagine a giant



one."

"Fear makes small worries feel like big disasters," Sam explained. "It makes up these chains in my head. But the skill is
checking each link."

He looked at Maya. "You just checked my links."

"That's right," Maya said. "We ask: Is THIS step really going to happen? Why? What proof do we have?"

"Most of my scary chains break at the first or second link," Sam said. He looked a little less anxious now. "When you
actually look at them, they don't hold up."

"So, we need to find each step in the chain," Leo said, trying to understand. "Then we ask if that step is actually likely."
"Exactly!" Sam chirped. "Each step. By itself. With proof."

"And most of the time, the scary chain just falls apart," Maya added. "It doesn't actually unfold that way."

"Sometimes, a slippery slope can be real," Sam warned. "Sometimes one thing does lead to another. But we still need
proof for each step. Not just guessing."

He looked at them seriously. "Don't blame yourself if you do this. Just catch the pattern. Ask yourself if you're feeling
afraid."

Sam smiled a small, wobbly smile. "l am a teaching archetype, NOT a villain. Fear-based chains feel compelling. Examining
them link-by-link defuses most of them."

He picked up his leaf again. "It is not hard. It is check each link with evidence. Most chains break."

The cafeteria bell rang. Lunch was over. Leo, Maya, and Sam



Strawman Stella

*STRAWMAN — misrepresenting the opponent's argument. The fallacy of *substituting a weaker, easier-to-attack version of
an argument for the actual argument and then defeating the weaker version.**

Stella was a raven. She wasn't very big. She had shiny black feathers. Her chest was creamy white. Her eyes were super
clever. They darted around, always looking for a chance. Stella had a tricky habit. When someone said something, Stella
would repeat it. But she'd make it sound weaker. Or maybe a bit silly. Then she'd easily win against that silly version. She
wasn't mean, just tricky. She showed a bad way to argue.

Her special trick was fast. Someone would say an idea. Stella would repeat it back. But she'd twist it just a little. She made it
sound worse. Or too much. Then she'd pounce! She'd beat up her own twisted version. The first person would just blink.
"Hey!" they'd say. "That's not what | meant at all!"

This trick had a name. It was called a strawman. Think of a scarecrow. It's easy to knock down, right? Stella made other
people's ideas into scarecrows. She made them easy to knock down.

One sunny afternoon, Leo and Maya were talking. They sat under the big oak tree. Professor Owl watched them from a
branch above. They were planning a new club game.

"l think everyone should get at least two turns," Leo said. He tapped his chin. "Before someone else gets a third turn."

Stella swooped down. She landed on a low branch. "Oh, so Leo wants to hog all the turns?" she squawked. Her clever eyes
glinted. "He wants to make sure he always wins? He doesn't want anyone else to have a chance?"

Leo's mouth dropped open. "What?" he said. "No! That's not what | said!"
Maya frowned at Stella. "He just said at least two turns," she told the raven. "He didn't say only he gets turns."

Stella ignored Maya. She fluffed her feathers. "See?" she crowed. "Leo's idea is terrible! He's too selfish! We can't let him
hog all the turns!" She puffed out her chest. She looked very proud of herself.

Professor Owl cleared his throat. "Stella," he hooted softly. "Did Leo actually say he wanted to hog all the turns?"
Stella tilted her head. "Well, no," she admitted. "But it sounded like it!"
"It didn't sound like it," Maya said firmly. "You made it sound like that."

Professor Owl nodded. "Maya is right," he said. "Stella just showed us a strawman." He looked at Leo. "You had a good
idea, Leo. Stella made it sound like a bad one. Then she attacked her own bad version."

Leo still looked a bit confused. "Why would she do that?" he asked.

"It's tempting," Professor Owl explained. "Sometimes, someone's real idea is hard to argue against. So, it's easier to twist it.
Make it sound silly. Then you can easily win against the silly version."

"But that's not fair!" Maya said.

"It's not," Professor Owl agreed. "It's a trick. And we all do it sometimes. When we're frustrated. When someone's
argument is hard. When we really want to win. Making their argument weaker is tempting."

He looked at all of them. "The skill is not doing it," he said. "And spotting it when it's done to you."
"How do we spot it?" Leo asked.

Professor Owl gave a wise blink. "First, ask yourself: Did the speaker actually say what's being attacked? Try to quote them.
Check their exact words."

"Like Stella said | wanted to hog turns," Leo said. "But | never said that."

"Exactly!" Professor Owl hooted. "Second, ask: /s the attacked version stronger or weaker than the original? Strawman
versions are usually weaker. They are easier to knock down."



"Like a scarecrow," Maya whispered.

"Just like a scarecrow," Professor Owl confirmed. "There's a better way to argue. It's called the charity principle. When you
repeat someone's idea, you should make it the strongest version they could mean. Not the weakest. That's being honest
with their thoughts."

"The opposite of a strawman is a steelman," Professor Owl continued. "A steelman is when you make someone's idea
sound as strong and good as possible. Even if you don't agree with it. Then you try to argue against that strong version."

Stella ruffled her feathers. "It's not hard," she grumbled. "It's just engage what they SAID, not what would be easier to attack."

Professor Owl smiled. "Stella isn't a villain," he said. "She's here to show us this trick. She shows us how easy it is to fall into
it. Even for clever ravens."

"So we should try to steelman instead of strawman?" Leo asked.

"That's right," Professor Owl said. "Restate the other person's idea in its strongest form. Then engage with that. It makes
for much better discussions."

He looked at Stella. "And it makes for much fairer games, too."

Stella just blinked her clever eyes. She didn't say anything else. But she did look a little thoughtful.

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, clever-eyed, embodies the fallacy. Raven. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "Misrepresenting the opponent's argument."”
e "Steelman, don't strawman."

e "Engage what they SAID."

Arc

e Kit 6 — Anchor.

e Kits 7-16 — Recurring.
Relationships

e Alliance: Other cast members; charity-principle pairs especially with valid-form characters.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Strawman term originated in early-20th-century debate-pedagogy literature. Steelmanning coined by Chana Messinger /
popularized 2010s as opposite discipline.



Sunk-Cost Cyril

*SUNK COST — refusing to change course because of past investment. The fallacy of *letting unrecoverable past costs
determine current decisions when they should be evaluated independently.**

Cyril was a capybara. He was not very big, but he was very steady. His fur was warm brown and cream. Cyril had a quiet,
stubborn way about him. He often got stuck on things. Especially when he had already put a lot of effort into them.

Cyril was building a sandcastle. It was meant to be the best sandcastle ever. He called it "Fort Awesome." He had worked
on it all morning. The sun was hot on his back. He had dug a huge moat. He had piled up mountains of sand. He had even
found tiny seashells for decorations.

But Fort Awesome was not awesome. It was... wobbly. The main tower leaned badly. The walls kept sliding down. Every
time Cyril added more sand, another part crumbled. He sighed. A big chunk of the north wall just collapsed. It made a soft
thump sound.

"Oh, come on!" Cyril muttered. He stared at the sandy mess. He had spent three whole hours on this. Three long, hard
hours. He could not just give up now. That would be a waste. All that work would be for nothing.

His friend, Pip the squirrel, scampered up. Pip held a half-eaten acorn. "Hey, Cyrill" she chirped. "How's Fort Awesome?"
Cyril pointed a sandy paw at the leaning tower. "It's... challenging," he said. "The sand is too dry. It won't hold."
Pip tilted her head. "It looks like it's falling apart," she said simply.

"Itis!" Cyril agreed. "But | can't quit. I've already spent so much time. I've used up all my best digging energy. | even found a
special blue shell for the top." He picked up the blue shell. It was very pretty.

Pip munched her acorn. "So, it's not working?" she asked.

"No, it's really not," Cyril admitted. He tried to prop up the tower with a stick. The stick sank into the sand. The tower
leaned even more.

"Then why keep going?" Pip asked. Her tail twitched.

Cyril looked at her. "Because I've already done so much!" he said. "Think of all the digging. All the hauling. All the careful
shaping. If | stop now, all that work is wasted. It's gone."

Pip looked at the collapsed wall. "But it's already gone, isn't it?" she said. "The wall is flat. The tower is wobbly. It's not a
fort."

Cyril frowned. "No, it's not gone! It's... invested. I've invested my time. I've invested my effort. | have to see it through." He
grabbed a bucket. He started scooping more sand. He dumped it onto the wobbly tower. More sand slid down.

"But if you keep going, and it keeps falling," Pip said slowly, "then you're just spending more time. And more effort. On
something that's still falling."

Cyril paused. He looked at the sand. He looked at the blue shell in his hand. "But if | stop, those three hours are just... poof!
Gone forever. Like they never happened."

"They're gone anyway, Cyril," Pip said gently. "Whether you stop or keep going. Those three hours already happened. You
can't get them back."

Cyril stared at the floor for a long time. He thought about what Pip said. He had spent three hours. The fort was still a
mess. If he spent another three hours, and it was still a mess, then he would have spent six hours on a mess.

"So," Cyril said, "the time | already spent... it doesn't make the fort better now?"
"Nope," Pip said. "It just makes you tired."

"And it doesn't mean it will get better if | keep going?"



"Not if the sand is too dry," Pip confirmed.

Cyril looked at the sad, sandy pile. He had wanted a grand fort. He had worked so hard. But it was never going to be a
grand fort with this dry sand. His past effort was a heavy weight. It made him want to keep pushing. But Pip was right. The
past effort was past. It was done. It was gone. It didn't change what was happening now.

He picked up the blue shell. "So, I should think about what will happen next?" he asked. "Not what already happened?"
"Exactly!" Pip chirped. "What's the best thing to do from here?"

Cyril looked at the dry sand. He looked at the ocean. The waves were coming in. The sand closer to the water was wet and
firm. Perfect for building.

"l could build a new fort," Cyril said. "Over there. Where the sand is wet."
"You could!" Pip agreed. "And it might actually stand up."

Cyril nodded. He still felt a little sad about Fort Awesome. All that work. But he also felt lighter. He didn't have to keep
fighting the dry sand. He could start fresh. He could use his future time wisely.

He stood up. He brushed sand from his fur. "Okay," he said. "Fort Awesome Part Two. This time, with wet sand."”
Pip grinned. "Good idea, Cyril!"

Cyril understood something important that day. Just because you've spent a lot of time or effort on something, it doesn't
mean you have to keep going. Especially if it's not working. The time you already spent is gone. It's better to think about
what will happen next. Make your choices based on that. Not on the past.

He is explicit: *"| am a teaching archetype, NOT a villain. Past investment is gone either way. Evaluate from future, not past."*

*"|t is not hard. It is future from here, not past from there."*

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, steady-eyed-quietly-stubborn. Capybara. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "['ve already spent so much on this; | can't quit now."
e "Pgst investment is gone either way."

e "Evaluate from future, not past.”

Arc

e Kit 13 — Anchor.

e Kits 14-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: Other cast.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Sunk-cost fallacy formalized in behavioral economics (Kahneman + Tversky, prospect theory 1979). Universal human
cognitive pattern. Distinguished from rational continuation per Bayesian decision theory.



Syllogism Solon

*CATEGORICAL SYLLOGISM — All M are P; all S are M, therefore all S are P. The valid inference form for categorical reasoning
across nested classes.*

Solon was a small owl-tween. She had soft, warm-brown feathers. Her eyes were steady and calm. She always moved with
care. Solon liked things neat and tidy. She kept a special card in her wing-pocket. It was small and folded. This card was her
most important thing. It showed a special kind of puzzle. The puzzle was called a syllogism.

The card had three lines. The first line said: ALL M ARE P. This was the big idea. The middle line said: ALL S ARE M. This was
a smaller idea. The last line said: THEREFORE ALL S ARE P. This was the answer. Solon would tap the card. "It's a logic
puzzle," she'd chirp. "It helps us sort things."

This card was super important to Solon. It showed her special way of thinking. She used it to figure out how things fit
together. This way of thinking is called a categorical syllogism. It's an old, smart way to make sense. It helps you connect
different groups of things.

Solon loved to give examples. "Imagine this," she'd say. She'd hold up her card. "Line one: All mammals are animals." She'd
point to the 'M' for mammals. "Line two: All dogs are mammals." She'd point to the 'S’ for dogs. "So, line three: All dogs are
animals!" She'd tap the last line. "See how it works?"

She explained it simply. "If dogs are inside the 'mammal’ group," she'd say. "And mammals are inside the 'animal' group.
Then dogs must also be inside the 'animal' group." It was like Russian nesting dolls. One group fit inside another. Then the
smallest group fit inside the biggest.

Some owls might say, "Oh, those old syllogisms. They're ancient history!" But Solon would puff out her chest. She would
never agree. "No way!" she'd chirp loudly. "These puzzles are super important.”

She believed they were the start of all logic. "They are like the roots of a big tree," she'd explain. "Modern logic grew from
them. But the old way still shows us something clear." She'd tap her card again. "It shows how groups fit inside other
groups. It's the best way to learn that idea."

Solon loved to teach her special way of thinking. She had a few simple rules.

First, she'd show the basic pattern. "It's always: All M are P. Then, All S are M. And finally, Therefore All S are P." She'd draw
it in the dirt with a stick.

"There are three main parts," she'd say. "The 'S' is the subject. That's the small group. The 'P' is the predicate. That's the big
group. And the 'M'"is the middle term."

"The middle term is super important," Solon would explain. "It's the connector. It shows up in the first two lines. But it
disappears in the answer line." She'd point to the 'M's. "See? It links S to P."

She also knew there were many kinds of these puzzles. A very old, very smart owl named Aristotle found most of them.
Later, other smart owls gave them funny names. Names like Barbara and Celarent. "They sound like spells, don't they?"
Solon would giggle. "But they're just different ways to sort."

Sometimes, owls would make mistakes. They would mess up the puzzle. Solon knew all about those mistakes. She called
them "fallacies." But she saved those lessons for later. "First, we learn the right way," she'd say. "Then we learn the wrong
ways."

Solon grew up in a quiet village. Her family had a very special job there. They were the village's category-keepers. They
kept everything organized. They made sure every single thing had its own place.

Her mother, a wise old owl, taught her everything. They had special ledgers. Each page was filled with careful notes. "This is
a harvest-type," her mother would say. She'd point to a basket of shiny red berries. "These are 'red berries.' They go in the
'fruit' category. And 'fruit' goes in the 'harvest' category." Solon learned to sort everything. She learned to make sure
nothing was ever out of place.



They had lists for everything. Livestock-types: "All sheep are farm animals. All lambs are sheep. Therefore, all lambs are
farm animals." Solon would practice saying them. Household-types: "All cooking pots are kitchen items. All frying pans are
cooking pots. Therefore, all frying pans are kitchen items." She loved making these lists. She loved seeing how everything
fit. It made the world feel neat and understandable. No chaos. Just order.

When Solon was twenty-two, she left her village. She walked a long way to LogicQuest. It was a famous school for smart
thinkers. She wanted to join.

A stern owl named Inspector Logos met her. He had a very serious face. He wore tiny spectacles perched on his beak. He
looked like he ate logic for breakfast. "State your purpose," he boomed. His voice echoed in the big hall. Solon's heart
thumped like a drum.

"l want to teach logic," Solon chirped. Her voice was small, but steady.

Inspector Logos narrowed his eyes. He tapped a claw on his desk. "What is the categorical syllogism?" he asked. His voice
was like a deep rumble. It seemed to shake the very floor.

Solon took a deep breath. She pulled out her special card. "It's like this," she said. "All M are P. All S are M. Therefore, all S
are P." She showed him the lines. "It's about how groups fit inside other groups. It's a very old, very true way to think."

Inspector Logos stared at her card. He looked at her steady eyes. He tapped his beak. A small smile touched his face. "You
are appointed," he said simply. Solon almost fell over. She had done it!

Solon often thought about that day. She still believed her core idea. "It's not hard," she would tell herself. "It's just about
things fitting together. All S are M. All M are P. So, all S are P." It was the simplest truth.

Voice register

Guidance: Slow, patient, steady-eyed. Owl-tween. NEVER frames syllogisms as outdated.
Sample lines:

o "All M are P; all S are M; therefore all S are P."
e "The middle term connects.”

e "Transitive class-inclusion."

Arc

e Kit 3 — Anchor.

e Kits 4-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: Mo + Tara + Dior (valid-form constructive partners).

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-credentialism enforced.

Cultural-context note

Categorical syllogisms catalogued by Aristotle in Prior Analytics (~350 BCE). Medieval scholastics developed
Barbara/Celarent/Darii mnemonics. Modern symbolic logic generalizes but categorical syllogism remains a foundational
pedagogical example.



Tu-Quoque Tessa

*TU QUOQUE — "You too!" — dismissing criticism by accusing the critic of the same thing. The fallacy of *responding to
criticism by claiming the critic does the same thing — which may be true but is irrelevant to whether the original criticism is
valid.**

Tessa was a small tortoise. Her shell was a warm mix of olive and cream. She had quick eyes that seemed to watch
everything. Tessa also had a special way of talking. When someone told her she did something wrong, she would quickly
say, "But YOU do the same thing!"

This was Tessa's signature move. It was like a mirror. If you pointed out a mess she made, she'd point right back at a mess
you made last week. The first problem would just hang there, never getting fixed.

Today, Tessa, Pip the squirrel, and Barnaby the badger were building a giant volcano. It was for the school science fair. Pip
was in charge of painting the base. Barnaby was carefully shaping the top. Tessa had the important job of mixing the
paper-maché paste.

"Tessa," Pip chirped, looking at the dripping volcano. "Your paste is too watery. It's making the paper slide right off!"

Tessa blinked slowly. Her shell felt a little warm. She looked at Pip's paws. They had a few tiny spots of red paint. Pip had
been a bit messy with the paint earlier.

"Well, you got paint on the floor yesterday!" Tessa said. Her voice was a little louder than usual. "You left a big red smudge
right by the door!"

Pip stopped painting. He looked at his paws. "That was just a tiny drop!" he squeaked. "And it's not about that right now.
The volcano is getting soggy!"

Barnaby, who was usually very calm, sighed softly. He looked at the volcano. A large section of newspaper was slowly
peeling away. The paste was indeed very thin.

"It's true, Pip," Barnaby said gently. "You did get a little paint on the floor. | saw it."
Pip slumped his shoulders. "See?" Tessa said, puffing out her cheeks. "He does it too!"

Barnaby nodded. "Yes, he does. But look at our volcano, Tessa." He pointed a long, furry finger. "It's starting to melt. The
paste is just too thin to hold the paper."

Tessa looked at the sagging paper. She saw the wet, sloppy mess. Pip's paint mess was small. This volcano mess was big. It
was right in front of them. It needed fixing now.

"Oh," Tessa said. Her quick eyes looked from the volcano to the bucket of watery paste.
"So, even if Pip made a mess yesterday," Barnaby continued, "does that make this paste okay?"
Tessa shook her head. "No," she mumbled. "The paste is still too watery."

"Exactly," Barnaby said. He smiled. "The old mess doesn't fix the new mess. We need to make this paste thicker. What do
you think we should add?"

Tessa thought for a moment. She grabbed the bag of flour. "More flour!" she said, pouring a big scoop into the bucket. She
stirred it with a stick. The paste slowly became thicker. It was still messy, but it was working.

Later, after the volcano was finally standing tall and firm, Tessa sat with Pip and Barnaby. They were cleaning up.

"l do that sometimes," Tessa admitted. She carefully wiped a blob of paste from her shell. "When someone tells me | did
something wrong, it stings a little. It feels easier to just point back at them."

Pip nodded. "l get it. It's like saying, 'You're not perfect either!"™



"Right," Tessa said. "But then the first problem never gets fixed. Like the watery paste. It was still watery, even if Pip got
paint on the floor."

Barnaby looked at them both. "That's what we call tu quoque," he explained. "It means 'you too' in an old language. It's a
way of turning the blame around."

"It's like my friend Wanda," Tessa added. "Whataboutism Wanda. She points to other people's problems. | just point back
at the person talking to me."

"The trick is to notice it," Barnaby said. "To ask: 'Has the first problem been fixed?' And 'Does it matter if the other person
did it too?""

Tessa nodded. "Usually, it doesn't. The problem is still there."

She looked at her friends. "I'm the last of the twelve LogicQuest characters," she said. "All of us - Hannibal, Stella, Sam,
Auntie, Reggie, Cici, Fia, Bran, Cyril, Wanda, Eva, and me - we're not bad guys. We're like lessons."

"Lessons about how people think," Pip added.

"Yes!" Tessa said. "We show common mistakes everyone makes. Even me. The skill is spotting the pattern. In other
people's arguments, and in your own. If you meet all of us once, you can recognize us later."

She smiled. "It's not hard. It's just: notice the blame-back. Then fix the first problem."

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, quick-mirrorer. Tortoise. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE. Closes out LogicQuest's fallacy lineup with
explicit cast-summation.

Sample lines:

e "But YOU do the same thing!"
e "Hypocrisy is a different problem from being wrong."

e "All 12 fallacy-archetypes are teaching archetypes, NOT villains."

Arc

e Kit 16 — Anchor + cast-summation.

Relationships

e Alliance: Whataboutism Wanda (sibling fallacy — both deflect criticism).

Cultural-sensitivity gate

LOAD-BEARING anti-blame framing maintained throughout LogicQuest's 16-character cast. Tessa explicitly closes out the
cast with the summary that all 12 fallacy characters are teaching archetypes.

Cultural-context note

Tu quoque (Latin: "you also") catalogued in classical + medieval logic. Common rhetorical pattern. Distinguished from
legitimate hypocrisy criticism per philosophical analysis.

Cast-completion note



This chapter closes LogicQuest's 16-character DN-S cast: 4 valid-reasoning-forms (Mo / Tara / Solon / Dior) + 12 fallacy-
archetypes (Hannibal / Stella / Sam / Auntie / Reggie / Cici / Fia / Bran / Cyril / Wanda / Eva / Tessa). The cast architecture

mirrors ChemQuest's two-tier design (elements + bond-types) — second-largest portfolio cast. Anti-blame framing for
fallacy archetypes maintained throughout 12 chapters.



Whataboutism Wanda

*WHATABOUTISM — deflecting criticism via someone else's wrongdoing. The fallacy of *responding to a criticism by pointing
out that someone else does something similar, rather than addressing the substance of the criticism.**

Wanda is a small weasel. She has warm brown fur and creamy white patches. Her nose is always twitching. It's like she's
sniffing out trouble. Or maybe a way out of it. Her eyes are quick. They dart around, never quite settling. She always seems
to be looking for something. Or for someone else to blame.

Wanda has a special way of doing things. When someone says she did something wrong, Wanda's ears might flatten just a
little. Her tail might give a tiny flick. Then she points at someone else. "But what about them?" she'll say. She is not a bad
guy. She just shows us a trick people use. This trick is called the Deflection-Move.

This is her special move. Someone might say, "Wanda, you left your socks on the kitchen table again!" Wanda will twitch
her nose. She'll say, "WHAT ABOUT Jimmy? He left his muddy boots by the door!" She moves the problem away from
herself. She never talks about her own socks. She just points at Jimmy's boots. It feels good for Wanda when she does this.
A little puff of relief. The problem isn't hers anymore. It's someone else's. For a moment, she feels clever. She got away
with it.

It doesn't matter if Jimmy left his boots. That doesn't make Wanda's socks okay. Her move is a deflection. She pushes the
blame somewhere else.

This is a big deal. Wanda shows us a trick called whataboutism. It's a way of talking. Tessa will teach us about a similar
trick later. Someone tells you what you did wrong. You don't want to talk about it. So you say, "But what about them?" Or
you say, "You do it too!" This is a trick. It makes the first problem disappear. The real problem never gets fixed.

"Wanda, your room is a disaster!" said Pip, her friend, one sunny afternoon. Pip stood at the doorway, holding her nose. A
pile of socks sat next to a half-eaten sandwich. A forgotten science project glittered under a bedsheet.

Wanda looked up from her comic book. Her quick eyes darted to Pip. Then they darted to the messy room. She twitched
her nose. "Oh, my room?" she asked. She sounded surprised. "What about your room, Pip? | saw a whole tower of books in
your corner yesterday!"

Pip blinked. "My books are neat! And they're not moldy sandwiches!"
Wanda shrugged. "Still messy, though. Books everywhere." She went back to her comic.

The problem was Wanda's room. But Wanda had changed the subject. She had pointed at Pip's books. This was her
Deflection-Move. She didn't want to clean her room. So she made Pip's room the problem instead.

It didn't matter if Pip's room had books. Pip's books didn't make Wanda's sandwich disappear. They didn't make her socks
tidy. Wanda just used the trick. She pushed the blame away.

This is what whataboutism looks like. Someone points out your mess. You point out someone else's mess. The first mess
is still there. It just feels like it's not your problem anymore.

Wanda knows this trick well. She uses it all the time. She's not trying to be mean. She just doesn't like being told what to
do.

Wanda teaches us a lesson. She says, "l do this when | don't want to talk about what | did wrong." She shrugs her small
shoulders. "We all do this sometimes," she admits. "The trick is to spot it. Then you can go back to the first problem." It's
like a game of catch. Someone throws you a ball. You throw it to someone else. But the first person still needs their ball
back.

How to spot a Deflection-Move:

e Did the person talk about the first problem? Or did they just push it away?

e |s it even true that the other person did it? Sometimes it's not!



e Even if the other person did it, does that make your problem okay? Usually, no.

e How to get back on track: Say, "Okay, but we were talking about this. What about this?"

Wanda makes it very clear. "l am here to show you something," she says. "I'm not a bad guy." She taps her paw on the
table. "Pushing the blame away doesn't fix anything."

"It's not hard to do," she adds. "Just see the trick. Then go back to the first problem."

Voice register

Guidance: Adult-coded, quick-deflector. Weasel. CAUTIONARY ARCHETYPE.
Sample lines:

e "WHAT ABOUT [other person]?"

e "Recognize the deflection. Return to original."

Arc

e Kit 14 — Anchor.

e Kits 15-16 — Recurring.

Relationships

e Alliance: Tu-Quoque Tessa (sibling fallacy — both deflect criticism via other-person's-behavior).

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Anti-blame framing.

Cultural-context note

Whataboutism term popularized during Cold War to describe Soviet rhetorical patterns. Modern usage extends to general
deflection-via-other-person rhetoric. Related to but distinct from tu quoque (tu quoque attacks the critic; whataboutism
deflects to a third party).



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. Logicquest 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
e 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 generated and reviewer-cleared per labsmith ADRs 012, 016, 017, 018,
021. Audio drama transcripts available at spark-and-anvil.com/cast.
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