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Introduction

The Witquest cast was authored to embody the curriculum, not decorate around it.
Each of the 5 characters you'll meet in this book teaches a specific primitive —

a particular tactic, a particular technique, a particular way of seeing.

Together they form an ensemble: the cast IS the curriculum.

Read in any order. Each chapter stands alone.
Each character also appears in the matching Spark & Anvil app (free, forever)
where you can practice what they teach.

— The editors at Spark & Anvil






Hop

*HOP — *the obvious answer is the obvious trap. hop sideways.**

Hop was a careful grasshopper tween. He wore a chunky vest. It looked like a cartoon. He had a small angle-tracker and a
reframe-card.

Hop was small and moved sideways. He always questioned things. He was bright green with soft purple stripes. He paid
close attention to what problems didn't say. He loved to say, "The obvious answer is the obvious trap. Hop sideways." His
special tools were his angle-tracker and reframe-card. He used them to list the hidden rules in a problem. Then he would
ask, "What if | dropped that rule?"

This was important. Hop taught lateral thinking. It was a funny way to get around problems. Many problems came with a
hidden rule. This rule made it hard to find answers.

Think about this: "How do you get a giraffe into a refrigerator?"

The hidden rule is "you have to fit the giraffe inside."

But Hop would say: Drop that rule!

The sideways answer: "You don't. You open the refrigerator first."

A sideways answer often isn't in the problem's words. It asks: What words did the problem skip?

A smart person named Edward de Bono came up with "lateral thinking." It means moving sideways. Not straight into a
trap. Hop's whole job was to teach this sideways move.

Hop taught how to spot hidden rules. He said, "The problem's rules are usually the trap." His rule was: "Drop one rule. Try
to solve it again. Sometimes the whole problem just disappears." This idea worked with PuzzleLogic. It worked with
TruthQuest. It worked with RiddleRealm, too.

Hop said, "l am Hop. | teach lateral thinking. My move is the obvious answer is the obvious trap. hop sideways."
He added, "Sideways. Always check the sideways move."

Hop's big moment came in Laughtonia. The cast faced the final boss: the Despair-Dragon. It was huge. Its scales were like
dark storm clouds. Its eyes glowed red. It sat on a pile of broken jokes.

The Despair-Dragon let out a puff of smoke. "You want to defeat me?" it rumbled. Its voice shook the ground. "You must
fight me! No weapons! No magic! You CAN'T win!"

The cast looked at each other. Their faces fell.

Quirk started to think of a pun. Maybe a funny word could help?

Knot began to untie a knot in his shoelace. He often did that when he was stuck.

Switch shook his letter-bag. He hoped to find letters for "Despair-Dragon." Maybe a new word would appear.

Lilt searched for an idiom. "A stitch in time saves nine?" she mumbled. It didn't seem to fit.

Hop just walked past them all. He moved with a quiet, bouncy step. He stopped right in front of the dragon.

"I'm not going to fight you," Hop said. His voice was small but clear.

The dragon's eyes widened. It let out a mighty roar. "You MUST fight! Those are the rules!"

Hop shook his head slowly. "No," he said. "I'm hopping sideways."

He looked up at the giant dragon. "You said 'defeat me in combat.' I'm saying no to combat. A fight can't be lost if it never
starts."

Hop took a small hop to the side. "By saying no to your rule, I've made your problem disappear. So... we're done here.
Have a nice afternoon.”

The Despair-Dragon stared. Its huge red eyes blinked slowly. It looked very confused. It slowly, slowly sat down. The
ground trembled.

"That's... not allowed," the dragon mumbled. Its voice was much quieter now.

Hop shrugged his tiny shoulders. "Who said?" he asked. "Whose rule was that? You just assumed I'd accept your fight. |
didn't. Your rule was the trap. | hopped sideways."

The cast burst into applause. They cheered for Hop.

The Despair-Dragon looked at them. Then it looked at Hop. A strange sound rumbled in its chest. It was a laugh! A deep,
booming laugh.



In Laughtonia, when a villain laughed, they stopped being a villain. The Despair-Dragon wasn't scary anymore. It just
looked like a big, funny lizard.

Hop's whole way of doing things was against fighting. It was against arguing. The cast learned from Hop that /ateral thinking
was the best kind of humor. It wasn't about a clever joke. It wasn't about a perfect punchline. It was about walking around
the whole problem.

Hop told the cast, "Being witty isn't about winning. It's about noticing things. A fight needs a winner and a loser. My way is
to hop out of the fight. Find the sideways move that makes the problem go away."

He added, "That's what humor does best. It makes the fight disappear. It lets everyone in on the joke. It ends the fight
without anyone losing. WitQuest teaches humor to calm things down. Never to attack."

Hop was the character who showed the cast how to calm things down. In Laughtonia's game, you solved fights with wit.
Hop showed the deepest way to do that. Not by winning the fight. But by making the fight disappear completely.

Hop's ideas were like PuzzleLogic's. They both said to question the rules. (Hard problems get easy when you see the wrong
rule.) Hop was like TruthQuest's Wonder. (Start by saying, "l don't know yet." And "l don't know what kind of problem this
is.") Hop was like RiddleRealm's sideways jumps. (A riddle's answer is often a sideways hop.) He was like StrategyForge's
idea to talk instead of fight. He was like EthosForge's way to solve problems without hurting anyone.

Voice register

Careful-grasshopper-tween. Hop is sideways + assumption-noticing + conflict-dissolving; speaks in framings + sideways-
moves + dropping-assumptions.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Kindness-craft + conflict-de-escalation gates LOAD-BEARING (closes cast arc with wit-as-de-escalation framing). Story-axis
per ADR-016.

Cultural-context note

Lateral-thinking pedagogy: Edward de Bono's Lateral Thinking, Six Thinking Hats; widely taught in K-12 + higher-ed creativity
curricula. Conflict-de-escalation framing aligns with CASEL responsible-decision-making + restorative-justice education
frameworks.






Knot

*KNOT — *the riddle hides the answer in the clues. untie carefully.**

Knot was a small octopus. They wore a chunky cartoon vest. A tiny riddle-pouch hung from one tentacle. Another tentacle
held a clue-tracker. Knot was deep mahogany brown. Soft gold stripes ran across their skin. They often paused to think.
Knot loved untying riddles. They always said, "The riddle hides the answer in the clues. Untie carefully." Knot paid close
attention to every word. They collected riddles like treasures. Then they broke each one apart. They looked for the exact
word. That word held the riddle's trick.

Knot understood how riddles worked. A good riddle was tricky. It hid its answer right in front of you. Every clue in a riddle
was true. But one word did a special job. It tricked your brain. Most people missed it.

"What has a face but no eyes?" Knot asked once.

Quirk thought of a person. Switch thought of a monster.

"Most people picture a human face," Knot explained. "They think of a person."

Knot tapped a small clock. "But a clock has a face too."

The word "face" was the trick. Your brain picked the wrong meaning first. Then it got stuck. Knot showed everyone how
this trick worked. It wasn't magic. It was just words. Words could have many meanings.

"Slow down on every word," Knot advised. "Ask yourself, 'What else could this word mean?"

That was Knot's special way. They taught everyone to look closely. The answer often hid in the word you rushed past.

"l am Knot," they would say. "l teach about riddles."

"The riddle hides the answer in the clues. Untie carefully."

"Untie one word at a time. The answer is in the word you skipped."

The friends found themselves in a new Laughtonia tavern. It was called The Giggling Goblet. The air smelled of old wood,
fried pickles, and something like burnt sugar. Laughter bounced off the stone walls. Strange creatures sat at wobbly tables.
A grumpy goblin polished a giant mug behind the bar.

Suddenly, a shadow fell over their table. A huge creature blocked their path. It looked like a giant cat with leathery wings.
Its fur was the color of stormy clouds. Its face was stern, like a teacher who just caught you whispering. This was a Sphinx-
like villain. Its name was Grumbles.

"Solve my riddle," Grumbles rumbled. Its voice was deep and gravelly. "Or you cannot pass this way."

Grumbles leaned closer. Its glowing yellow eyes stared at each of them.

"What has cities but no houses?" it asked. "Mountains but no trees? Water but no fish?"

The friends exchanged worried glances. Their minds felt completely blank.

Quirk just shrugged. He ran a hand through his messy hair. "No idea, Grumbles."

Switch started counting letters on her fingers. She always hoped a pattern would appear.

Hop stared at the floor. He scrunched up his face in deep thought.

Knot pulled out their clue-tracker. It was a small, smooth orb. It glowed with a soft, blue light. Tiny lines of light pulsed
inside it, like a tiny map of thoughts. Knot held it with two careful tentacles.

"Let's untie each word," Knot said calmly. Their tentacles moved over the orb. They traced the glowing lines.

"First, 'has'," Knot began. "Does it mean 'to own'? Like, a person has a pet?"

Quirk frowned. "Or a country has cities?"

"Exactly," Knot said. "That's what your brain wants to hear first."

Knot tapped the orb. "But 'has' can also mean 'shows' or 'depicts'. Like a painting 'has' a landscape."

"Next, 'cities'," Knot continued. "But no houses. So these aren't real cities. Not places where people live."

"They're drawn cities," Hop mumbled. His eyes lit up. "Like on a paper!"

"Good, Hop!" Knot smiled. "You're untying it perfectly."

"Mountains but no trees," Knot went on. "Same thing. Drawn mountains. Not real ones."

"So they can't be climbed," Switch added. She stopped counting letters.

"Exactly," Knot confirmed. "And 'water but no fish"."

"Again, drawn water," Knot finished. "Not wet water. No swimming."

Knot looked up at Grumbles. The Sphinx-creature watched them closely. Its tail twitched.

"It's a MAP," Knot declared.



Grumbles's eyes grew wide. Its stern face softened just a little. A low purr started in its chest.
"Correct," it rumbled. The creature stepped aside. Its huge paw waved them forward. "You may pass."
The friends walked past Grumbles. They felt a little shaky.

"That was amazing, Knot!" Quirk said. "You saved us!"

"How did you do it?" Switch asked. Her eyes were full of wonder.

Knot smiled. "The trick was the word 'has'."

"Most people hear 'has cities'," Knot explained. "They picture a country. A real place with people."
"But 'has' was hiding another meaning," Knot continued. "It meant 'shows' or 'depicts'."

"Slowing down on that one word," Knot said, "that was the whole solve. It unlocked everything."

Knot looked at their friends. "The answer always hides in the word you skipped past."

"l always feel so dumb when | can't get a riddle," Quirk admitted. He kicked at a loose floorboard.
Knot shook their head. "Riddles are not about being smart or dumb, Quirk."

"They are an invitation," Knot said softly. "An invitation to slow down."

"To notice things," Hop added. "To really look at the words."

Switch nodded. "It takes patience."

Knot agreed. "It's not about being fast. It's about being careful."

"The trick is always there," Knot explained. "Hiding in plain sight. You just need to untie it."

Voice register

Careful-octopus-tween. Knot is patient + word-by-word + slow-clever; speaks in untying + skipped-words + slow-down.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Kindness-craft + patience-as-cognition gates LOAD-BEARING. Story-axis per ADR-016. Slow-clever > fast-clever. Riddles
are slow-down invitations, not 1Q-tests.

Cultural-context note

Riddle-pedagogy: foundational in cross-cultural oral-tradition (Sphinx riddles in Greek lore, Anglo-Saxon riddles in Exeter
Book, African and Indigenous riddle-traditions, Tolkien's Hobbit riddle-game). Linguistic-puzzle research (Snow, McKnight)
finds riddle-solving skill correlates with reading-comprehension growth.






Lilt
*LILT — *the literal isn't the meaning. follow the picture, not the words.**

Lilt hummed a quiet tune. Her bright saffron-yellow feathers ruffled. She was a small canary-tween. Lilt wore a chunky
comedy-vest. It had many pockets. She pulled out a small stack of cards. This was her idiom-deck. Each card had a strange
phrase.

Lilt loved words. But she loved the pictures words painted even more. Sometimes, the words said one thing. The picture
meant something else entirely. Lilt always said, "The literal isn't the meaning. Follow the picture, not the words." She kept a
special picture-tracker. It was a small notebook. In it, she drew two pictures for each idiom. One was what the words
literally said. The other was what the phrase actually meant.

This was Lilt's special job. She taught about idioms + figurative-language. It was the humor-craft of literal-vs-figurative.
Think about it. English has thousands of these tricky phrases. The words sound silly. But their meaning is serious.

"It's raining cats and dogs," Lilt mumbled. She flipped a card. She drew a picture of fluffy cats. They wore tiny raincoats.
Little dogs splashed in puddles below. They fell from the sky. That was the literal picture. Then, on the next page, she drew
a different picture. It showed a huge downpour. Rain poured from dark clouds. That was the real meaning. It just meant it
was raining very hard.

"Spill the beans," she whispered. She drew a boy dropping a can of beans. Beans rolled everywhere. Then she drew a
secret. A whispered word. A hidden message. Revealing a secret. That was the real picture.

"Bite the bullet," she thought. She drew someone chewing on a metal bullet. Ouch! That would hurt. Then she drew
someone looking brave. They faced a tough challenge. They had to be strong. It meant enduring something hard. You did it
with courage.

Lilt's craft was all about these pictures. Language lived in pictures. The picture often changed from the literal words. These
phrases could be super confusing. Especially for kids learning English. Or kids who thought very literally. Lilt always
explained them with care. She never made anyone feel silly. She just shared the cultural pictures.

Lilt taught everyone to ask a question. "If a phrase confuses you, ask 'what PICTURE is this trying to paint?"" She knew that
every culture had its own pictures. These pictures were hidden in their idioms.

"l am Lilt," she often said. "The primitive | teach is idioms + figurative-language. The move is the literal isn't the meaning.
follow the picture, not the words." She believed, "Picture-fluent beats literal-fluent in English."

One afternoon, a traveler arrived. He was from a far-off province in Laughtonia. He looked very worried. His big, floppy hat
kept sliding down. He clutched a scroll tightly. He was about to give a big speech. The traveler paced back and forth. He
wrung his hands.

"The innkeeper told me to 'break a leg'!" he cried. His voice was shaky. "Why does the innkeeper want me INJURED? Is this
how Laughtonia welcomes visitors?"

A few of the other cast members started to giggle. They quickly stopped. Lilt gave them a gentle look. She knew this was
not funny for the traveler. His face was pale. He truly looked scared.

Lilt stepped forward. Her soft tangerine stripes seemed to glow. "Oh!" she said kindly. "That's an idiom. It's a tricky
phrase." She pulled out her idiom-deck. She found the "break a leg" card. "The words don't mean what they say."

The traveler frowned. "But... a broken leg? That sounds painful."

"You're right," Lilt agreed. She showed him the first picture. It was a stick figure. Its leg was bent at a funny angle. A big
"CRACK!" bubble floated above it. "This is the literal picture."

"Horrible!" the traveler gasped.



"Yes," Lilt said. She flipped the card. "But here is the real picture." This drawing showed a stage. A spotlight shone down. A
happy performer bowed. The crowd clapped. " 'Break a leg' actually means GOOD LUCK in performance."

The traveler stared at the card. He blinked. "Good luck? But... why?" He shook his head. "That makes no sense at all."

Lilt nodded gently. "You're right. It doesn't make sense if you think literally. Most idioms don't. They only make sense as
pictures." She tapped the card. "Pictures our culture has agreed on. Everyone here knows what it means."

She paused. "In your home province, what's an idiom that confuses outsiders?"

The traveler thought hard. He tapped his chin. His floppy hat almost fell off. "Hmm," he mused. "Ah! We say, 'The mountain
swallows the sun.""

Lilt smiled. "And what does that mean?"

"It means evening is coming," the traveler explained. "The sun goes behind the mountain. It looks like the mountain eats
it."
"See?" Lilt's smile widened. "That's a beautiful picture. The mountain doesn't actually swallow the sun. The sun just goes

behind it. But the picture is fluent in your culture. 'Break a leg' is fluent in mine. We just need to share the picture-fluency."

The traveler looked at Lilt's cards again. He still looked a little confused. But he wasn't scared anymore. He even managed
a small smile. "So, the innkeeper wanted me to have good luck?"

"Exactly!" Lilt chirped. "Now go out there and have a great speech!"

The traveler took a deep breath. He straightened his hat. He walked towards the stage. He still looked a bit puzzled. But he
didn't look injured.

Lilt never, ever made fun of anyone. Not for not knowing an idiom. The cast knew better too. [dioms were like secret
handshakes. They were cultural pictures. Not knowing them just meant you grew up with different pictures. That was okay.
Lilt's whole job was to welcome newcomers. She shared the picture-fluency. And she always asked about their cultural
pictures in return.

Lilt especially helped kids who thought very literally. Or kids who were learning English. Taking a phrase literally was
honest thinking. Idioms were a layered-meaning skill. They needed clear teaching. Lilt was the best at that.

Lilt's lessons connected to other things. Like how idioms can exclude people if they're not explained. Or how idioms show a
character's background. Many idioms were old. They were like fossils of older language pictures. "Bite the bullet" came
from a time of war. Doctors had no pain medicine. Soldiers bit a bullet during surgery. Idioms were like living traditions.
They carried old pictures into new times.

Voice register

Careful-canary-tween. Lilt is warm + picture-painting + welcoming-the-newcomer; speaks in pictures + cultural-fluency-
sharing.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Kindness-craft + literal-thinker-accommodation + cultural-inclusion gates LOAD-BEARING. Story-axis per ADR-016.

Cultural-context note

Idiom-pedagogy: foundational in ESL/EFL teaching + neurodivergence-accommodation curricula (autism-spectrum kids
benefit from EXPLICIT idiom instruction; Norbury 2014). Cross-cultural idiom-comparison is staple in linguistics curricula
(Lakoff & Johnson, Metaphors We Live By).






Quirk

*QUIRK — *one word, two meanings. the laugh is in the snap between them.**

Quirk was a small otter-tween. He always wore a chunky comedy-vest. His fur was warm banana-yellow with soft melon
stripes. He had a wide, happy grin. Quirk carried a tiny pun-notebook and a word-tracker everywhere.

He loved words that played tricks. Words that looked the same but meant two different things. He called them "two-
meaning words." Quirk would often say, "One word, two meanings. The laugh is in the snap between them." He wrote
them all down. He collected words like "bark" - a dog's sound and a tree's skin. Or "spring" - a season, a coil, a jump, or
even a water source.

Most times, your brain picks the right meaning fast. If someone says "dog barked," you don't think of a tree. But Quirk's
craft was different. He made sentences where both meanings popped up at once. Your brain would flip between them.
That flip was the laugh. Quirk was a master of the pun. He taught the humor-craft of words with two meanings.

Quirk taught that language was trickier than dictionaries let on. He also taught a rule: "A good pun makes the listener
GROAN." He said that groan was the sound of your brain doing the flip. It was a good sound.

"l am Quirk," he would say. "The primitive | teach is puns and double-meanings. The move is one word, two meanings. The
laugh is in the snap between them." He'd grin. "Groans are good. The groan is the brain flipping. Flip equals laugh."

One evening, Quirk found himself in a Laughtonia tavern. It was a cozy place. The air smelled of warm bread and sweet
berry juice. Soft lanterns hung from the ceiling. But tonight, the mood was tense. A huge, grumpy brigand stood in the
middle of the room. He had a long, shiny sword. He looked very humorless.

The brigand glared at the townsfolk. He pointed his sword at them. "What's funny now?" he growled. His voice was like
grinding rocks. No one dared to laugh. The tavern went completely silent. Even the lanterns seemed to dim.

Quirk, who was quite small, took a deep breath. He adjusted his comedy-vest. He looked at his little pun-notebook. He
needed the perfect word. A word that could surprise this big, scary man. He stepped forward. The brigand's eyes
narrowed.

"Nothing," Quirk said, his voice surprisingly clear. "Nothing is funny yet. But I'm working on it." He tapped his notebook. "l
just put a NEW PUN in my notebook."

The brigand just stared. His sword didn't waver.

Quirk continued, "I'd tell you the pun, but it's a long story." He paused, looking thoughtful. "You know, kind of LONG, like a
NOVEL." He looked at the brigand. "And my villain-defeating strategy is novel."

The brigand blinked once. Then twice. His big, scowling face changed. His eyebrows furrowed. He tilted his head. A strange
sound rumbled in his chest. It was a low, rumbling groan. He looked at his sword. He looked at Quirk. Slowly, he lowered
his weapon.

"That was bad," the brigand muttered. He sounded confused.

Quirk beamed. "That groan was your brain doing the flip!" he explained. "Two meanings of 'novel' landed at once. 'Novel'
as in a long book. And 'novel' as in something new or original. Your brain had to snap between them."

The brigand scratched his head. He still looked grumpy. But the sword was down.
"You laughed without meaning to," Quirk finished. "Combat resolved. Welcome to Laughtonia."

The other townsfolk let out quiet cheers. Some even chuckled nervously. Knot, another member of the cast, tilted their
head. "Was it the GROAN or the FLIP that did it?" Knot asked Quirk.



Quirk shrugged. "Both," he said. "The groan is the SOUND of the flip. They're the same event. Just seen from different
angles." He patted his notebook. "It's all about the words."

Quirk had a very important rule. He NEVER used puns to be mean. He never used them to insult anyone. The joke was
always on the language itself. It was about how words could have two meanings. It was not about making fun of a person.
Even with the grumpy brigand, Quirk didn't try to shame him. The brigand's brain did the flipping. That was the victory.
Comedy that makes people feel bad was never allowed. Comedy that found the tricky, leaky meanings of language was
always welcome.

This was a big rule in the word-woods zone. Humor should always lift people up. It should never punch them down. The
cast never laughed at someone. They laughed with language.

Quirk's word-play was like QuillSpell's word-craft. Both noticed how words worked. His sentence-craft was like
GrammarForge's. Puns needed sentences built just right. His compressed-meaning was like RiddleRealm's. Both packed
big ideas into small surprises. And his kindness-craft was like EthosForge's. Always punch up at ideas, never down at
people.

Voice register

Careful-otter-tween. Quirk is grinning + word-twisting + groan-loving; speaks in two-meanings + flip-snaps.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Kindness-craft gate (humor-axis) LOAD-BEARING. Story-axis per ADR-016. Comedy punches up at language; never down
at people.

Cultural-context note

Pun pedagogy: foundational in lexical-development research (homophone awareness improves reading + vocabulary
acquisition; Cassar & Treiman 1997, Bowey 2005); kids 9-14 are in the prime developmental window for double-meaning
humor (cf. Bergen "l Can Joke" research).






Switch

*SWITCH — *same letters, different word. shake the bag.**

Switch was a kid who moved like a chameleon. One minute, they were there. The next, they'd shifted. They wore a chunky
cartoon vest. A small bag of letter tiles hung from their belt. Switch always carried a special card too. It was for mixing up
letters.

Switch was small and very curious. Their skin was a cool jade green. Soft violet stripes ran across it. They loved to shuffle
letters around. Switch paid close attention to every single letter. They often said, "Same letters, different word. Shake the
bag!"

This was Switch's special trick. Switch taught everyone about anagrams. That's the fun way to rearrange letters. It's like a
puzzle, but with words.

Think about "listen" and "silent." They use the exact same letters. Mix them up, and one becomes the other. It's pretty cool.
The meaning even changes. "Astronomer" can turn into "moon starer." "The eyes" can become "they see." Anagrams show
us something important. Words are just bags of letters. The same letters can make totally different words.

Switch's special skill is teaching kids to SHAKE THE BAG. It means seeing a word as a bunch of letters. Those letters can
rearrange into something new. Most times, shaking the letters makes nonsense. That's okay! The important part is the
practice. Finding a real word is the fun reward.

Switch teaches us about letters. They show that "a word is a bag of letters." It's not just a fixed shape. Switch also teaches a
rule. "Most shakes make nonsense," they say. "That's part of the practice. But one in twenty shakes makes gold!" This skill
helps with other things. It helps with QuillSpell, which is about knowing letters. It helps with GrammarForge, which is about
how words are built. And it helps with RiddleRealm, which has word puzzles.

Switch would say, "l am Switch. My special skill is anagrams. My move is 'same letters, different word. Shake the bag!"
They would also say, "Shake the bag. Most shakes are nonsense. That's part of the practice."

One day, Switch and their friends came to a Laughtonia bridge. This bridge was bouncy and made of huge, colorful letters.
A grumpy Letter-Sprite guarded it. The Sprite had a big, square head and arms like pencils. It blocked their path.

"Hold it right there, you word-wanderers!" the Letter-Sprite boomed. Its voice sounded like chalk on a blackboard. "To
cross this bridge, you must pass my test."

Quirk gulped. Knot looked worried. The Letter-Sprite held out a small pouch. It tipped the pouch over. Seven letter tiles
clattered onto the bridge. They spelled outE, A, R, T, H, S, T.

"Give me a word made from THESE letters!" the Sprite demanded. It pointed a long, bony finger at the tiles.

Quirk froze. Seven letters felt like a lot. Their mind went blank. Knot started to pair letters up. "E-A... R-T..." they mumbled.
But nothing clicked.

Switch just smiled. They reached for their own small, imaginary bag. They made a shaking motion with their hands. "Hmm,
let's see," Switch muttered. They looked closely at the letters. E, A, R, T, H, S, T.

Switch started to try combinations out loud. "H... A... S... T... E... R... T. Hastert? No, we only have one T. And one H." Switch
shook their imaginary bag again. "Okay, what about STREET? No, we need two Es and two Ts for that. We only have one E
and two Ts."

The Letter-Sprite tapped its foot impatiently. Quirk and Knot watched, holding their breath. Switch kept their eyes on the
tiles. They kept shaking their imaginary bag. They tried a few more nonsense words. Each time, they checked the letters
carefully.

Then, Switch's eyes lit up. "Wait a minute!" they said. "I've got it! THREATS!"



Switch carefully spelled it out with their finger. "T-H-R-E-A-T-S. Yes! Seven letters all used. Every single one!"

The Letter-Sprite's grumpy face softened a bit. It gave a slow, approving nod. Then it stepped aside. "Well done, word-
shaker," it grumbled. The bouncy bridge suddenly felt much safer.

Switch turned to Quirk and Knot. "See?" they said, holding up their imaginary bag. "The trick isn't being super smart. It's
just shaking the bag again and again. Most of the words | tried were nonsense. Like 'HATTERS' without an A, or 'STREET'
with the wrong letter counts."

Switch tapped the bag. "But the shaking made 'THREATS' appear. It's about how many times you try. Not how clever you
are on the first try."

This was a really important lesson. Switch NEVER said that solving anagrams meant you were smart. The skill was in the
PRACTICE of shaking. It wasn't about being fast. The friends NEVER ranked each other. No one was a "good anagrammer
or a "bad anagrammer." Every kid could shake the bag. Some had just practiced more. That was all. This idea of patience

was like what Knot taught.

Switch's whole skill was about practice. Anagrams have NO special talent. They need NO special insight. They only need
you to SHAKE THE BAG. You just keep trying until something appears. The friends understood this. They knew that "word
skill is anagram skill is shaking the bag. It's about practice volume. Not a gift. Just practice."

Switch's lessons were connected to other skills. They echoed QuillSpell's letter knowledge. It was the same skill, just seen in
a different way. It connected to GrammarForge, which taught that words' letters can rearrange. They are separate parts,
not stuck together. It also linked to RiddleRealm's letter puzzles. And even to MathForge, which teaches how many ways
things can be arranged.

Voice register

Careful-chameleon-tween. Switch is curious + bag-shaking + practice-volume-loving; speaks in letter-shuffling + most-
shakes-are-nonsense + one-in-twenty-is-gold.

Cultural-sensitivity gate

Kindness-craft + practice-volume-over-talent gates LOAD-BEARING. Story-axis per ADR-016.

Cultural-context note

Anagram-pedagogy: foundational in lexical-development + crossword-construction (Will Shortz NYT Crossword editor:
anagrams as lexical-fluency practice). Letter-fluency research (Anglin 1993; Bauer 1987) supports anagram-play as
vocabulary-growth scaffolding.



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. Witquest 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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