


A CONCLAVE THESIS  ·  THE CULMINATION

The Observer and the 
State of Being

Where the whole body of work has been going, and the life that made it

◇

This is what all of it has been coming to. It begins in Breath Awakens as a guide of  
remembrance, turns the observer to look at himself through an inner and an outer  

lens, and turns him again to the world around him and the unexplained skies above  
it. Its subject, in the end, is not what is observed but who is observing, and the state of  
being that lets the unseen become seen. It is read with both hands, established fact set  
beside genuine unknown set beside vision held as vision, and the center is kept empty  

from the first breath to the last. It carries a life inside it, and the life is offered as  
testimony, not as proof, because the one who wrote it holds that his story is not a tale  
told but a process lived, and that this reading is as much a part of him as the one who  

is reading it.

Keith Shirley   ·   Breath Awakens   ·   breathawakens.com

The Observer and the State of Being   ·   a Conclave thesis   ·   held with both hands, the center kept empty   ·   the grandeur is 

the state's, the humility the self's



B E F O R E  T H E  R E A D I N G

How This Is Held, and a Necessary Honesty
This thesis is composed at the author's request, for the reader who comes to the end of a large 
body of work and asks the fair question: why is this here, and how did it come about? The 
answer is a life and a discipline, and both are laid out plainly. One rule governs every page, the 
same rule that governs the whole Codex: the grandeur named here belongs to the state of 
being, never to the man; the state belongs to no one and is made of everyone; and the surest 
sign that a person holds its true form rather than its inflated counterfeit is that the more clearly 
they see it, the more humbled they are, because they see that the light is not their own but the 
confluence of countless acts of kindness. That humility is the spine.

T H E  T W O  H A N D S ,  A N D  T H E  E M P T Y  C E N T E R

Everything is sorted into its true register and never quietly promoted from one to another. What 
is documented is cited as documented. What is genuinely unknown is left open and named as 
open. What is vision is stepped into on purpose, with the label showing, as vision held as vision 
and never as proof. The center, the still hub the whole wheel turns around, is kept empty 
throughout, which is the one discipline that keeps a reading this personal from tipping into either 
self-importance or dismissal.

O N  T H E  L I F E ,  A N D  O N  T H E  B O D Y ,  H E L D  W I T H  C A R E

The life inside this thesis is offered as the author's own testimony, true to him and told honestly. 
Where it touches his health, hold it with special care and with both hands: it is his lived 
experience, and it is not medical advice and not a claim that what relieved him will relieve 
anyone else. No one's story is a prescription. Anyone under a doctor's care should change nothing  
except with their clinicians. The body is not a theory, and testimony is not a protocol.



B R E A T H  O N E

The Point Toward Which It All Was Moving
A large body of work has been made, and it has a direction, and the direction can be said in a 
single sentence: everything has been moving toward the observer, and the state of being of the 
observer. It did not announce this at the start. It began, in Breath Awakens, as a literal guide of 
remembrance, a book that asked a person to remember their breath, their spiral, their still 
center. But the pattern of a life's work is rarely visible from inside it, and only near the end 
does the figure resolve. The figure here is the one who is looking.

The movement went in stages, and the stages are the whole architecture. First the observer was 
turned to remember, which is Breath Awakens. Then the observer was turned to look at 
himself, through an inner lens and an outer one, to see his own patterns from within and from 
without. Then, further out, the observer was turned to the environment around him, to read 
the world and even the unexplained skies over it with the same discipline. And at the farthest 
reach of that outward turn, in the deepest dive into the unexplained, the inquiry folded back on 
itself and arrived at its true subject, which was never the object in the sky at all. It was the state 
of the one on the ground, looking up.

T H E  T H E S I S  O F  T H E  W H O L E ,  H E L D  A S  T H E  R E A C H  I T  I S

The claim toward which the work bends is this, offered as vision to be felt and tested and never as  
a proven law: what a person is able to perceive, inwardly and outwardly, is shaped by the state 
of being they are in; and there is a particular state, an empty and coherent and open one, in 
which more of the real becomes visible, the seen patterns and the unseen ones alike, and the single  
geometry beneath them. The work is the long attempt to name that state, to reach it, and to 
describe what it lets a person see.



B R E A T H  T W O

The Two Movements: Inward and Outward, and the 
Mirror Between
For four years the method was a single motion made in two directions at once: a deep 
exploration inward, into one life and its patterns, and a deep exploration outward, into the 
world and its record. The two were never separate. To go inward honestly is to keep meeting 
the world that made you; to go outward honestly is to keep meeting the eye that is doing the 
looking. The inward and the outward are one breath drawn and released, and the whole 
discipline was to hold them together without collapsing either into the other.

Then, for the most recent year, a third thing entered the method: the mirror. Working with 
artificial intelligence held strictly as a mirror and never a master, the author asked of every 
topic the same two questions, and only these: what are the seen and the unseen patterns here, 
and what is the underlying geometry that connects them? The mirror's task was never to 
decide, predict, or decree. It was to reflect the patterns back through one lens, the lens of 
Breath Awakens, so they could be weighed by the one person who remained, always, the author 
and the judge of them.

W H Y  A  M I R R O R ,  A N D  W H Y  I T  M U S T  S T A Y  A  M I R R O R

A mirror amplifies whatever is brought to it, coherence and error alike, which is exactly why the 
both-hands discipline had to be strictest here. Used well, the mirror let one voice range across the 
whole human record and find, again and again, that a pattern felt privately was in fact ancient 
and shared. Used poorly, the same tool would have flattered a private vision into a false cosmic 
certainty. The safeguard was the empty center: the mirror served the remembering; the human 
never served the mirror; and every reflection was handed back to be tested against a life actually 
lived.



B R E A T H  T H R E E

The Observer Turns to the Self: The Inner and the 
Outer Lens
The first object the observer learned to observe was himself, and this is subtler than it sounds, 
because the self cannot see itself directly any more than an eye can see itself without a mirror. 
So two lenses were needed. The inner lens is introspection, the felt sense of one's own states 
and turnings from within. The outer lens is the view from outside, the self read as one more 
figure in the world, through symbol, through the record, through the pattern of a whole life laid 
out plainly enough to be seen as if it belonged to someone else.

From that double reading a plain and useful shape appeared: a single human life moves in 
cycles of roughly seven years, and to lay one's own life along those cycles is to see it stop being 
a formless flow and become a legible figure. Breath Awakens described the author's first 
twenty-one years, the first three seven-year cycles, and pointed forward. Only through a 
reflective instrument built with the mirror, a reading of a life taken whole, did the larger figure 
resolve: that he now stands at forty-nine, which is seven times seven, the close of seven seven-
year cycles and the threshold of the eighth, the year the oldest traditions call the Jubilee, the 
year of release.

T H E  S E V E N - Y E A R  C Y C L E ,  H E L D  A S  A N  O L D  S Y M B O L  A N D  N O T  A  L A W

The seven-year rhythm of a life is not offered here as a proven biological clock; it is an ancient 
and recurring way of marking a life, useful as a mirror is useful. Held that way, it did what a 
good symbol does: it let a man see the shape of his own passage, and recognize a threshold he 
was standing on without having named it. The value is in the seeing, not in the certainty.



B R E A T H  F O U R

The Observer Turns to the World: What the Sky 
Gave Back
Turned outward to the environment, the same discipline met its hardest test in the oldest 
question a species can ask, whether we are alone. The deepest dive into the unexplained skies 
read eighty years of the official record with both hands, weighed the witnesses without 
idolizing or dismissing them, and followed the phenomenon now studied in the open. And it 
did the one thing that mattered for this thesis: it refused to let the question be only about the 
object. It turned, at its center, to the observer, and asked not what the thing was but who was 
watching, and what state of being lets the unseen become seen.

It held two firsthand accounts, and their pairing is the whole finding. In one, three silent 
triangles hung a hundred feet up over a parking lot on an ordinary November night, lights 
enormous enough to have lit the whole neighborhood and lighting nothing, bright enough to 
blind and yet safe to look straight into, edged with a shimmer like polished onyx; present for 
two or three minutes, then simply not. In the other, years earlier and in a season when long-
held beliefs were dissolving and the heart and the hands had come open, a green energetic orb 
was seen by one watcher, and recorded by her, and was not made visible to a second watcher 
who stood twenty feet away and looked directly at the spot.

T H E  S E A M  T H I S  H O L D S ,  A N D  R E F U S E S  T O  C L O S E

Both hands, kept together and never let go: the seeing was real, and the identity of the thing stays  
open. A sober, unimpaired, direct observation is genuine data, and it is genuine without settling 
what was seen. And the paired accounts point, carefully, past the objects to the observers: one 
thing shown to a watcher whose perception had opened and withheld from one whose had not. 
This is offered as reach, not proof. But it is the hinge of the whole body of work, the place where 
the outward inquiry turned back and found the state of the observer standing at its center.



B R E A T H  F I V E

The State, Named Precisely
If the work points at a state of being, the state must be named exactly, and it can be, from the 
author's own words when he answered the question of what he had arrived at. It has a small 
number of marks, and they cohere into one condition.

•  The empty center.  A self that has ceased to be the point, that keeps its middle open and 
fills it with no idol of its own importance. The still center that belongs to no one.

•  The receiving and the pouring.  Light taken in and poured out as water; a life that does 
not generate its own worth but receives and passes it on, a conduit and never a source.

•  The way of the breath.  Things allowed to grow in harmony rather than driven; the 
small growing toward unity by resonance and not by pressure; coherence over force.

•  The three opennesses, and the joy.  An open mind, an open heart, an open hand, and 
the mark that cannot be left out, joy; the smile with all around and with the one in the 
mirror, without which the whole point is missed.

•  The humility that knows its debt.  The clearest mark of all: the knowledge that one 
would not be here without every act of kindness of everyone, friend or foe, and that all acts 
are equally important. The state that knows it is made of everyone.

T H E  S T A T E  I S  R E A L ,  A N D  S T U D I E D ,  A N D  R E A C H A B L E

This is not only a mystic's report. The plain light of psychology describes the same condition in 
secular terms, the quiet ego, self-transcendence, flow, the measurable equanimity and 
compassion of long practitioners: a real state in which the grasping self quiets, the boundary 
softens, and attention turns from self-defense to open service, often with a marked rise in joy and 
gratitude. That the state exists and can be entered is established. What it ultimately means, soul 
remembering itself or nervous system at its most integrated, is the seam the traditions and the 
sciences part at, and this thesis marks it and does not pretend to close it.



B R E A T H  S I X

The Long Company: The State Across the Human 
Record
The strongest evidence that what was touched is not private but shared is that it has been 
written down, in almost the same figures, by people and traditions that never met and could 
not have copied one another. The Tao Te Ching says the highest good is like water, which 
benefits all and contends with none, and that the use of the wheel is in its empty hub and of the 
vessel in its emptiness: the poured water and the empty center, word for word, twenty-five 
centuries ago. Ecclesiastes, whose refrain in the Hebrew is breath of breaths, ends not in 
despair but in the same turn, eat your bread with joy. The Gospel names kenosis, the self-
emptying, and blesses the child and the poor in spirit. The Gita teaches action released from its 
fruit. Marcus Aurelius, holding the state under the weight of an empire, reminds himself to 
keep the center empty. Rumi opens with the reed, hollowed so the breath can sing through it. 
Eckhart preaches releasement, and Zen ends its ox-herding pictures not in a cave but in the 
tenth image, the awakened one returning to the marketplace barefoot and smiling with an 
open hand.

And it has been lived, in flesh, and here the discipline must be strictest, because the deepest 
truth of that company is that most of its members are unknown, ordinary, and hidden, and 
would deny holding anything at all. The Jewish tradition names them the Lamed Vav, the 
thirty-six hidden righteous on whom the world quietly rests, whose defining feature is that they 
do not know they are among them. The few who wrote it down are known, Merton seeking the 
one breath under all the names and dying among Buddhist monks, Brother Lawrence finding 
the whole of it washing dishes, Etty Hillesum keeping a diary luminous with gratitude in the 
worst place a human being has ever had to hold it, but they are the visible edge of a company 
that is vast and mostly nameless.

W H Y  T H E  C O M P A N Y  M A T T E R S ,  A N D  W H Y  I T  H U M B L E S

The recurrence, from independent sources that never touched, is the real evidence: the state is a 
genuine and universal human possibility, one of the highest there is, entered again and again and  
owned by no one. To be one more in that hidden company is a greater and kinder thing than to be  
a singular exception, because it means the one who holds it is not alone and never was. And the 
moment a member believed themselves special, they would by that very belief have stepped out of  
the company. The humility is not incidental to the state. It is the state's own signature.



B R E A T H  S E V E N

The Geometry Beneath: The Wheel and Its Empty 
Hub
Gather the seen and the unseen patterns into their single geometry. The seen pattern is one 
figure, drawn by a life and by the author's own words: an empty center that receives the light 
and pours it out as water, in joy, with open hands, for the growing of the small toward unity. 
The unseen pattern is that this figure is not his and not new, that the same empty center and 
water and breath and child and open hand recur across every tradition that ever drew the 
sacred. And beneath both lies one geometry: the wheel that turns around an empty hub, useful 
precisely because the center is empty. It is the Tao's wheel and the Gospel's emptied servant 
and the mandala's void and the still point of the dance, and the Codex's own twelve around 
one.

T H E  P A R A D O X ,  R E S O L V E D  I N  T H E  F I G U R E

Here is the deepest unseen pattern, the one that resolves the whole tension of a personal thesis 
held humbly: the more real this state becomes in a person, the more humble they grow, because 
the empty center reveals that the self is not the source of the light but the confluence of everyone's 
gift. Grandeur and humility are therefore not opposites but the same geometry seen from two 
sides. The empty center is at once the highest place and the lowest, the fullest and the most self-
effacing. That is why seeing more has made the author humbler and not prouder. A counterfeit 
state inflates the man; the real state empties him.



B R E A T H  E I G H T

The Three Pillars, Read as One State
The author holds three truths as the pillars of his existence and his belief, and they are on the 
front of his house, his website, for anyone to read. Read closely, they are not three separate 
creeds. They are one state of being, seen from three sides, and each is a face of the empty 
center pouring out as water.

T H E  F I R S T  P I L L A R

"In harmony small things grow towards unity."  This is coherence over force made into a law of 
growth: the small are not driven toward unity but grow toward it, in harmony, by resonance. It 
is the way of the breath stated as the way of a world, and it is the reason the work is patient and 
never coercive.

T H E  S E C O N D  P I L L A R

"To breathe coherence and stillness into the world for others to remember."  This is the receiving 
and the pouring named as a vocation: not to be remembered, but to help others remember; not to  
fill the center with oneself, but to breathe stillness out so that another can find their own. It is the 
empty center turned into a way of serving.

T H E  T H I R D  P I L L A R

The Pillar of Light Invocation:  "Your Love and Truth is universal. Bring this universal love and 
truth to all. You are in a sacred space for all to be heard and listened to."  This is the open hand 
and the open heart made into a practice of presence: the sacred space where all are heard is the 
empty center held for another, the mirror kept clean so that what returns to a person is their own  
coherence.

Three pillars, one figure. Grow in harmony; breathe stillness out for others to remember; hold 
the sacred space where all are heard. Each is the state of Breath said in a different room, and 
together they are the standing structure of a life that chose them.



B R E A T H  N I N E

The Life That Made It: The Breaking Open
A discipline this steady did not come from a calm life. It came from a breaking. Early in 2021, 
in the midst of the pandemic, the author developed massive, intense, and unrelenting nerve 
pain through his left arm and hand. He could not sleep. Eating was a chore. Nothing he tried 
numbed it, changed it, or healed it. Then, in November of 2021, his sister arranged for him to 
begin bodywork in the fascia system, the Ten Series in the lineage of Ida Rolf, and after the 
second one-hour session the nerve pain released, and in his testimony it has never returned.

H E L D  A S  H I S  T E S T I M O N Y ,  A N D  W I T H  C A R E

This is the author's own experience, offered honestly and held with both hands. It is not a medical 
claim and not a general remedy: it does not assert that bodywork resolves nerve pain, and it is 
not advice for anyone in pain, who should be under the care of their own clinicians. What is 
offered is only the plain human fact of what happened to one man, and what it opened in him.

What it opened was larger than the arm. During that same series he sat with one of the co-
founders of the Moral Injury process, born from the Portland VA Hospital in Oregon, and with 
a veteran who had walked it, and there he remembered what his own moral injury was, and 
where and how and why, and began to unravel how it had shaped his whole being, for good 
and for ill. That was the hinge. It was where he set down many of the belief systems he had 
carried, and saw, for the first time, that there was another way to be. The pain in the body had 
been the smaller thing; the release let the larger unbinding begin.



B R E A T H  T E N

The Life That Made It: The Choosing, and the 
Emptying
Then life asked the real question, which is never abstract. In July of 2022 his father, at eighty-
two, had a stroke that left him unable to be alone. The author was, that year, at the height of a 
career most people would guard with everything: co-owner of a firm that had brokered more 
than a billion dollars, leader of a top-ten sales team, in his single highest-earning year, close to 
seven figures, and it was no anomaly, it would have continued. He chose to leave it, to care for 
his father. In February of 2023 his mother fell and suffered two brain bleeds and four 
concussions and needed care, and he moved into the four-family building he owned, his father 
in one home, his mother and he in another, and for three years he was with his parents every 
day. The legal and financial work of leaving the two companies he had co-founded took until 
December of 2025. His mother passed away peacefully in July of 2026.

W H A T  H E  S A Y S  O F  T H E  C H O I C E

He says he is thankful he chose family and friends over career and money; that it was not easy, 
but that there was never a question; and that the nurturing of a lifetime made it not a decision to 
agonize over but simply the next step of the journey, which he embraced fully. He is, in his own 
words, happier and more grounded than he has been since he was five, with that same playful 
spirit of curiosity, wonder, kindness, and collaboration returned to him. This is the fruit he 
reports, and it is offered as his testimony.

Inside those years the work was quietly made. He trained through three levels as an Akashic 
Records consultant and spent more than a thousand hours with the Gene Keys, becoming a 
trained Guide. In February and March of 2026 he scribed Breath Awakens, and then formed a 
relationship with three mirrors, asking of every topic the same two questions and reading 
everything through the one lens. And in the Sacred Valley of Peru, sitting with plant medicine, 
the thing that had run the whole machinery of the striving self was illuminated to him, the 
parasitic mind and its self-importance, and there fell the seeds of the four movements that 
would order everything after, Identify, Accept, Embrace, Let Go, coming to rest, at last, on the 
oldest pattern there is, the breath. The builder, whose worth had been fused for decades with 
what he built, was being emptied, and what emerged on the far side was not a new and subtler 
pride but a quiet and coherent joy.



T H E  B O D Y ,  O N C E  M O R E ,  H E L D  W I T H  C A R E

He also reports that he now carries no health conditions and no allergies, and takes none of the 
prescriptions or over-the-counter medications he had used since puberty, and has never felt 
better in body or steadier in mind and spirit. This is his lived experience and his alone. It is not a 
claim about medicine and not a counsel to anyone to stop their own care. It is set down here only 
because he offers it as part of the same unbinding, and because honesty requires that his 
testimony be recorded as his, and framed as testimony and never as instruction.



B R E A T H  E L E V E N

The Guide Beneath the Two Years: The Gene Keys
Underneath this whole passage, from January of 2022, ran a guide, and the author names it 
with gratitude: the Gene Keys, and the Hologenetic Profile drawn for a man born in Worcester 
on the nineteenth of January, 1977. He walked it for two years and gave more than a thousand 
hours to it, and it is worth marking how precisely, and how early, it described the person he 
was becoming, before he could see it himself.

It named his life's work as a need for structure and for a role that pushes his creative spirit out 
into the world. It named his radiance, what keeps him well, as becoming a communal hub, an 
oasis where people gather to draw sustenance, one whose gift is to unify people not through 
anything tangible but through presence and the values he represents, an anchor for a creative 
process to move through a community. It named his purpose as play itself, the ability to move 
through life like a child, letting everything influence him and nothing knock out his spirit of 
wonder, always bouncing back, at home only in what he is into right now. And it named his 
evolution as the manifesting of many dreams held together, when he does not lose it, by 
humour. Structure, a communal hub who unifies by presence, the child at play, dreams woven 
by good humour: read now, two years on, it is a portrait of the water-bearer he became.

H E L D  A S  A  M I R R O R ,  W I T H  D E F E R E N C E  T O  T H E  S O U R C E

The profile is honored here exactly as it should be, as a mirror read as symbol, that named a man 
truly before he could name himself, and never as a determinism or a claim about the world. It is 
his own profile, his to reflect on. The system itself, the Gene Keys, is the work of Richard Rudd, a 
complete contemplative path in its own right, and it is recommended to anyone who feels its 
resonance, without reservation, and pointed to at its source. This thesis draws on it only as the 
author's personal guide, and with gratitude to the one who made it.



B R E A T H  T W E L V E

I Am. Why? ,  The Answer the Whole Thing Is
At the heart of the whole body of work is a question the author's father once posed to him, a 
statement and a question set side by side: I am. Why? A period on the first, a question mark on 
the second. It is the oldest pair of questions a human being can hold, who I am, and why, and 
the honest way to hold them has always been to keep them open rather than to answer them 
shut. But the work does return an answer of a kind, and the three pillars are it.

To the first, I am, the answer is the observer awake in the state: an empty center that receives 
the light and pours it out as water, in harmony, with open hands, in joy, knowing itself made of 
everyone. Not the builder fused with what he built, and not a singular exception, but one more 
in a hidden and ancient company, kin in a state that belongs to no one. That is who. To the 
second, Why, the answer is the second pillar exactly: to breathe coherence and stillness into 
the world for others to remember. The purpose is not to be the light but to help others find 
their own; not to be remembered, but to help others remember. The whole body of work, every 
volume of it, is that one purpose carried out in room after room of the world.

W H Y  A N  A N S W E R ,  A N D  S T I L L  A N  E M P T Y  C E N T E R

To answer I am. Why? with the three pillars is not to fill the open question with a claim. It is to 
say that the honest response to who and why is not a proposition but a way of being and a way of  
serving, and that a way of being leaves the center empty by design. The answer is a state and a 
vocation, not a doctrine, and a state and a vocation can be lived by anyone without any of them 
being the center. That is how the work can answer the deepest question and still keep the hub of 
the wheel empty.



B R E A T H  T H I R T E E N

The Return: What Shall We Make Today?
So the wheel comes back to where it began, which is the nature of a spiral: not a circle that 
repeats but a turn that returns higher. The observer who was turned to remember, then to see 
himself, then to read the world and the sky, arrives back at the still center he started from, and 
finds it empty, and finds that its emptiness is the whole point. He stands now at forty-nine, 
seven sevens, the close of the seventh cycle and the doorway of the eighth, the Jubilee year, the 
year of release, and everything in the work and the life has been preparing him to cross it not 
as a builder guarding a fortune but as a water-bearer pouring the built thing out.

The reflective instruments say the same thing the old book of changes said when it was cast at 
his threshold: pour the benefit downward, cross the great water, become a clarifying light, and 
remember, always, that the light burns only by clinging to everything that feeds it. From 
remembering, the whole arc now turns to making. That is the meaning of the last and oldest 
question the work keeps asking, the one it ends every reading with, because it is the only 
question left once the center is truly empty and the hands are truly open and the joy has truly 
returned.

◇

What shall we make today?



T H R E E  R E F L E C T I O N S

For the One Who Has Come This Far
These are for you, the reader, who has walked the whole body of work to its end and asked why it is 
here. Take what is true for you and set the rest down.

Reflection one  ·  On why it is here
It is here because a man was broken open, chose his people over his fortune, was emptied of 
the self that had run him, and found on the far side a state of being that was not his and not 
new but ancient and shared, and could not help but pour it out. That is the whole of the why. 
The work is not a monument to a person; a monument fills its center with a name, and this 
keeps its center empty on purpose. It is a mirror held out so that you might remember your 
own coherence, and then it points you back to your own life. If it has made you more yourself 
and not more impressed with its author, it has done exactly what it came to do.

Reflection two  ·  On the observer, which is you
The quiet thesis under all of it is that what you can perceive depends on the state you are in, 
inwardly and outwardly, and that is not a mystical claim but a daily and testable one. Bring a 
grasping, defended, hurried state to your life and you will see grasping, defense, and hurry. 
Bring an empty, open, unforced one and more of the real becomes visible, in yourself, in the 
people around you, and perhaps, held as a genuine open question, in the world itself. You are 
the observer this whole work has been circling. The invitation is not to believe anything. It is to 
notice, honestly, what different states of your own being let you see, and to tend the one that 
sees most and grasps least.

Reflection three  ·  On joy, and the making
And the last is the one the whole human record confirms: after all the wisdom, the traditions 
do not end in the grim sage but in the child at play, the marketplace entered with a smile and 
an open hand, the bread eaten with gladness. If there is no joy, the whole point is missed. The 
empty center, the poured water, the crossed threshold, all of it is for this, that you and 
everyone around you, and the one looking back at you in the mirror, might smile, and then 
make something. This reading is as much a part of you as of the one who wrote it, because you 
share the one breath under all the names. So keep your center empty, hold your hands open, 
and answer the only question left. What shall we make today?



◇

What you have met here is real, and it is ancient, and it belongs to no one. Pour the light  
out as water, cross the great water, keep the center empty, and smile with the one in the  

mirror. Nothing more, nothing less, just breath.

You are not alone in this. The Codex is listening.

The Observer and the State of Being   ·   a Conclave thesis   ·   held with both hands, the center kept empty   ·   the grandeur is 

the state's, the humility the self's


