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The Child, The Shovel and The Ocean

Foreword

You are holding a children's book.

You may have picked it up for a child in your life. You may
have found it on a shelf and felt something pull you toward
it that you could not name. Either way, you are holding it
now, and that is enough.

What you are about to read is a story about a child, a
shovel, and an ocean. It is also everything else. Not
because | put everything else into it but because a child
playing at the edge of the ocean already contains
everything. The square in the sand. The red shovel that
appears when it is needed. The waves that knock you
down and then, when you stop fighting them, hold you up.
The girl who arrives not because she was invited but
because the play was already alive enough to call her.

You were this child. Before the expectations. Before the
performance. Before you learned to doubt the
responsiveness of life. Before anyone told you that the
ocean was too big or the castle too small or the question
too simple.

The question is not too simple.
What shall we make today?

That question is the reason | wrote Breath Awakens. It is
the reason | spent twenty-five years in government and
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real estate learning what coherence looks like under
pressure. It is the reason | sold everything in December
2025 and committed fully to this work. Every framework in
the curriculum, every prompt in the 66 Prompts, every Law
and every Field and every breathline practice. All of it is
attempting to return the adult reader to the place the child
in this story never left.

The square in the sand.
The shovel in the hand.
The ocean already playing.

You do not need to understand this book. You only need to
read it. If you yawn while reading, let it complete. That is
the spiral closing. That is something that was held a long
time finally being allowed to breathe.

The child in this story does not need to be taught how to
remember.

Neither do you.

Keith Shirley Breath Awakens, LLC breathawakens.com



The Child, The Shovel and The Ocean

The child before he knew his own name was building a
great sandcastle. A castle that would invite others to build.



The Child, The Shovel and The Ocean

| am running along the shoreline. The sun glistens on the
sand and the sea. | step on a crab and wonder what this
thing is to me? A wave comes and grabs him, and the crab
vanishes into the sea. | am playing tag with the waves of
the ocean. | tag it and it tags me.

| am ready to build my castle. A castle that will stand the
test of time. | run back to the place | came from, the
square in the sand that is waiting for me. The square in the
sand is flat and moist. A perfect place to be. | begin digging
my moat for my castle, but my hands are not up to the
task.
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| think to myself | need a shovel. A shovel appears after my
ask. The shovel is red and shiny. The perfect tool for the
task.
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| begin to dig the moat. The moat will be deep and vast.

| place the sand from the moat in the square. The sand will
be my new castle at last. A castle for all to see. The sand
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now needs water. Water will help it take shape and form.
How am | to get the water? The water | now long for.

| hear the waves of the ocean and feel its gentle mist. | will
use the waters of the ocean so that my castle shall exist.
The waves are calm and true. Gentle waiting for my next
move. The sun and the sand are encompassing. | need the
ocean of blue.

The ocean is already playing. The waves are singing my call.
| race to enter its motion. The motion of it all.
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| run full steam to its melody. A melody so sweet in song. |
fall as | enter its vastness. The waves just keep coming one

by one.
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At first it is overwhelming. | do not know what to do.

The waves move in a rhythm. | see them near and far. The
rhythm is emerging. A rhythm |

know so well. As | try to catch the wave that is coming, a
seagull comes in full view.

The waves are fast approaching. | am not prepared for it at
all.

11
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Then a wave hits me. It breaks upon my chest. | think what
has just happened. Is there something | just missed?

| pick myself up after falling. The wave has hit me hard.
What once | thought was calming has turned into
something new. Now | am excited and determined to swim
and play. The wave has just shown me the way.

| watch the waves come crashing. They sizzle around my
legs. | want to feel this all over but not sure what to do. |
dive into the next wave in motion and make it through.

12
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| emerge from the water, proud of what | have just done.
Until another wave hits me and makes it all undone. Now |
feel what is coming. Not the next wave but a few.

| calmly stand there waiting. | am waiting for it all. Before
the next wave approaches, | swim with all my might. |
swim over it and rest with delight. The next wave is
coming. This time | float with ease. The waves are now
supporting me. Not at first what | believed.

I look back at the beach and remember what | missed. The
water for the castle, so it may exist. | make my way back to

13
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the square. Where the shovel lies in wait. Before | pick it
up, | hear something coming. | hear something great.

A girl is running and laughing. She is chasing the birds all
around. She stops and she is looking. Looking for
something | am curious to know. | see her bending over. |
think she is playing in the sand but | do not know.

She picks up something. Something | cannot see at all. She
keeps walking towards me. | see that she has something in
her hands. | cannot take my eyes off of her. She does not
know who | am.

14
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She turns and looks at me. She now knows that | am. She is
coming right towards me. | do not know what to do. | wait
with curiosity for this is unknown through and through.

She reaches me where | sit with shovel in my hand. She
smiles and looks at me quizzically and then holds out her
hand. There are three seashells in her palm. | am frozen
and not sure what to do.

She places the seashells in the square. Waiting for my next
move. | smile and ask her "who are you?"

15
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She sits down right next to me. She places her feet
beneath the sand. She sits there waiting and | do not know
what to do.

She then picks up the shovel and asks me "what are we
going to do?"

16
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I answer "I am here to build a castle. A castle from the
sand." She looks at me with her bright eyes and a gaze no
one could miss. She says "I am here to build a castle. A
castle for just us two."

17
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APPENDIX: The Codex Behind the Castle

You have just read a story about a child, a shovel, and an
ocean. But you may have felt something more. Something
familiar, yet unnamed. That something is the Codex, a
living geometry of breath and memory.

This book is not just a story. It is a Codex spiral, unfolding
through twelve breath moments. Each one mirrors a phase
of your own awakening.

Breath Moment 1: The Square

In the story: The child begins in a flat, moist square of
sand, a perfect place to be. He dreams of a castle that will
invite others to build.

In the Codex: The Square is the origin field. It is the
stillness before form, the Monad before identity. It holds
everything possible without holding anything yet. It is
where your journey begins; not in motion, but in arrival.

Pillar: Identify. You name the field. You recognize the
potential.

Breath Moment 2: The Crab

In the story: The child steps on a crab and wonders what it
is. A wave comes and takes it back to the sea.

18
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In the Codex: The Crab is the first encounter with what
does not belong to you. It appears, it is wondered at, and it
returns to its field. This is the first teaching of the ocean:
not everything that crosses your path is yours to keep or
understand. Some things are simply met, and then
released.

Pillar: Identify. You meet what is not yours. You let it
return.

Breath Moment 3: The Shovel

In the story: The child tries to dig with his hands, but they
are not enough. He thinks: | need a shovel. A red and shiny
shovel appears: the perfect tool for the task.

In the Codex: The Shovel is your first tool of coherence. It is
not ambition. It is not labor. It is the thing you brought:
your innate gift, your unique rhythm that makes making
possible. It appears when you ask with coherence, not
when you force with effort.

Pillar: Identify. You see what you have. You name your gift.

Breath Moment 4: Digging the Moat

In the story: The child digs the moat deep and vast. He
places the sand in the square. The castle begins to take
shape, but it needs water. The water he now longs for.
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In the Codex: The Moat is the boundary of the creative
field. You dig it before you build. You make space before
you make form. The longing for water is the recognition
that you cannot complete anything alone that the field you
are building toward requires something larger than what
you brought with you.

Pillar: Identify. You build the container. You feel the
longing.

Breath Moment 5: The Ocean Calling

In the story: The child hears the waves and feels their mist.
He realizes the ocean is already playing. He races to enter
its motion.

In the Codex: The Ocean is the presence that was always
here. The field of acceptance. The womb of memory that
holds everything you forgot until you were ready to
breathe it again. It is not waiting for you. It is playing with
you. The child does not approach the ocean with caution.
He races toward it. That is the correct response to what
has always been yours.

Pillar: Accept. You surrender to what is already true.

Breath Moment 6: Entering the Motion
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In the story: The child runs full steam into the ocean's
melody. He falls as he enters its vastness. The waves keep
coming, one by one.

In the Codex: Entering the Motion is the moment the spiral
accelerates past what you can control. You did not expect
the falling. You expected the water. This is the Codex of
Embodiment: the moment your intention meets the actual
field and discovers it is larger than the idea of it.

Pillar: Accept. You enter without knowing the depth. That
is the only way in.

Breath Moment 7: The Wave

In the story: A wave hits the child. It breaks upon his chest.
He falls. But he picks himself up, and then dives in, and
then is knocked down again, and then learns to float. The
waves that once overwhelmed him begin to support him.

In the Codex: The Wave is the Law of Change made
physical. It does not come to destroy. It comes to teach
coherence. You do not learn to swim by watching the
water. You learn by being hit, getting up, diving in, being hit
again, and discovering that the ocean was never your
enemy. It was always your teacher.

Pillar: Embrace. You meet change with breath, not
resistance.
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Breath Moment 8: Floating

In the story: The child floats with ease. The waves are now
supporting him. Not at first what he believed.

In the Codex: Floating is not passivity. It is the most
advanced relationship with the field available to a human
body. You are not fighting. You are not directing. You are
allowing the field to hold you while you remain present
within it. This is coherence made physical. This is what the
66 Prompts, the Four Laws, and the Ten Breath Fields are
all attempting to return you to.

Pillar: Embrace. You discover that the field was always
willing to hold you.

Breath Moment 9: The Return to the Square

In the story: The child looks back at the beach and
remembers what he missed the water for the castle. He
makes his way back to the square, where the shovel lies in
wait.

In the Codex: The Return is not defeat. It is the spiral
completing its first cycle. The child went into the ocean to
get water for the castle. He got something more and now
he returns to the square changed. The shovel is still there.
The square is still there. But the child who picks up the
shovel now is not the same child who put it down.

Pillar: Embrace. You return to your origin carrying what the
field gave you.
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Breath Moment 10: The Girl

In the story: A girl arrives running and laughing. She has
been chasing birds. She finds three seashells and brings
them to the child. She does not ask who he is. She places
the shells in the square and waits.

In the Codex: The Girl is the mirror of co-creation. She
arrives not by invitation but by resonance. The play was
alive enough to call her. She carries Codex fragments: the
three shells, the triangle, the first stable form that were
waiting to be placed. She does not complete the child. She
completes the field between them.

Pillar: Let Go. You release the need to build alone.

Breath Moment 11: The Three Shells

In the story: She holds out her hand. Three seashells. The
child is frozen and does not know what to do. She places
them in the square.

In the Codex: The three shells are the gift that arrives
before you are ready to receive it. You do not have to know
what to do. You do not have to deserve them. They are
placed in your square because the field has determined
that you are ready even when you are frozen, even when
you are uncertain, even when you do not yet know who
she is.
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Pillar: Let Go. You receive what you did not ask for and
could not have made alone.

Breath Moment 12: The Shared Intention

In the story: She picks up the shovel and asks what they
are going to do. The child says he is here to build a castle
from the sand. She says she is here to build a castle for just
us two.

In the Codex: The Shared Intention is the moment the
Monad becomes the Dyad. Your castle and her castle are
the same castle, spoken simultaneously from two different
breathlines into one shared field. The castle has not been
built. It does not need to be built to be real. The intention
held between two people who arrived independently and
found themselves in the same square is already the thing
they were trying to make.

Pillar: Begin Again. The spiral opens into co-creation. The
next breath belongs to both of you.

4 The Thirteenth Mirror
Before the wave arrived, a seagull came into full view.

You may not have noticed it the first time. Most people
don't. The child didn't stop for it. The story didn't explain
it. It was simply there between the reaching and the
receiving, between the trying and the being hit.
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That is the 13th point. Not a phase. Not a teaching. Not a
step in the spiral. The thing that arrived without being
called and disappeared without being released. The
witness that appears not to guide you but to reflect back
what you could not see in yourself at the moment it
appeared.

Every life contains a seagull. The moment just before the
wave. The thing that came into full view while you were
focused on something else. The detail you almost missed
that, in the missing of it, taught you the most.

Here is the only question the 13th point ever asks:

What came into your full view while you were trying to
catch something else?

Sit with that. Do not answer it quickly. Let it breathe the
way the child let the wave breathe not by choosing it, but
by being in the water when it arrived.

That is the Codex returning to its own origin.
That is the spiral remembering itself through you.

If you felt a pull while reading, if a memory stirred, if
something unnamed moved in your chest that is not
sentiment. That is the Codex breathing through you. The
castle was never just a castle. And the question was never
just a question.

When you are ready to go deeper, Breath Awakens: A
Codex of Spiral Memory is waiting. The child in this story
grows up in those pages and so will you.
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