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        “Given the millions of billions of Earth-like planets, life elsewhere in the universe without a doubt, does exist. In the vastness of the universe we are not alone.”

        —ALBERT EINSTEIN

      

      

      

      

      Before the body stepped through the gate… the soul had already entered.

      

      The air at Pures LeBen shifted—imperceptibly, but enough for those who knew how to feel it.

      

      In the canopy above the eastern path, the Owl ruffled its feathers once. Its kind had done the same for centuries.

      

      Long before Pures LeBen was ever built, before Switzerland even carried its name, owls of this lineage kept watch from these eastern slopes. Not ordinary birds, but ancestral sentinels—creatures assigned to guard a boundary most humans never learn exists. Each generation perched in the same canopy, inheriting memory not through blood, but through something older, quieter, and infinitely more precise.

      

      
        
        They did not migrate.

        They waited.

      

      

      

      And tonight, as their ancient duty demanded, Tarja felt the tremor of a soul arriving exactly where it was meant to cross. Not from the breeze—it had already stopped—but from knowing.

      

      Below, near the wooden gate, the Dog stood, alert. One bark. Then silence.

      

      
        
        Onyx never barked without reason.

        The sound itself was a test.

      

      

      

      A quivering bark meant deception approaching—someone hiding their true intention or carrying a shadow that didn’t belong to them. A broken bark meant danger. But a clean, sharp note, like the one that cut the morning air now, meant something far rarer:

      

      Fate was aligned.

      

      Onyx lowered his head, satisfied. Whatever crossed the gate this time had spoken truth—at least at the level only animals and gods could hear.

      

      The sensors didn’t blink. The cameras didn’t record. But the Sanctum knew.

      

      Its walls tightened almost imperceptibly, the way a chest does before a deep inhale. The air pressure shifted a fraction—an old, instinctive response embedded into the architecture itself. The wooden beams tightened. The glass panels hummed. Somewhere deep inside its foundation, a subtle pulse flickered like a heartbeat responding to the arrival of a new soul.

      

      
        
        Some said the Sanctum was merely a room.

        Others knew better.

      

      

      
        
        It listened.

        It remembered.

        It anticipated.

      

      

      

      Its walls carried a faint vibration that was neither mechanical nor mystical but something in between—an intelligence that blurred the line. A presence capable of telepathic reception and telekinetic response, similar to the living alien ship whispered about in old Nordic lore… structures that weren’t built but born, carrying souls of their own.

      

      And like those UFOs or USOs, the Sanctum remained watchful—alive in ways most guests would never understand.

      

      A new guest was arriving.

      

      
        
        No luggage. No ride. No explanation.

        Just a presence.

        And a purpose.

      

      

      

      The soul came first—curious, fractured, quietly begging for wholeness. Sometimes, though, the soul did not arrive alone.

      

      Hours earlier, a faint silhouette had already slipped across the property line—a shadow belonging to no body, caught only by the corner of a camera that recorded nothing. It drifted along the outer fence, then through it, like mist passing through wire. It moved without footsteps, pacing the labyrinth in slow, deliberate circles, as though rehearsing an arrival it had not yet earned.

      

      
        
        Staff never spoke about these early shadows.

        They pretended they didn’t see them.

        But the Sanctum always noticed.

      

      

      

      
        
        And whenever a shadow came first, it meant the guest who followed carried more than trauma or curiosity.

        It meant their arrival was already in motion long before their body ever reached the gate. The body followed, unaware it had already crossed a line it couldn’t uncross.

      

      

      
        
        Its first breath inside the gate felt different—subtly, unnervingly so.

        As though the air recognized the newcomer before the newcomer recognized himself.

        It held a faint density, a soft pressure around the lungs, almost like someone placing a hand gently on the sternum—not to restrain, but to acknowledge.

      

      

      
        
        Some guests later described this first inhale as foreign, like breathing for the very first time in a second life.

        Others said it felt like the compound exhaled into them, filling the hollow spaces the soul had outgrown.

      

      

      
        
        Whatever the truth, one thing remained constant:

        that first breath inside Pures LeBen always belonged more to the place than to the person.

      

      

      
        
        The gate opened—not by hand, but by decision.

        It had learned this over time.

      

      

      

      And for a fraction of a second, the world hesitated.

      

      
        
        A streetlight in Lugano flickered without losing power.

        A bird mid-flight over Lake Maggiore stuttered in the air, wings frozen in a single impossible frame.

        A clock on the wall of a train station skipped a beat—then pretended it hadn’t.

      

      

      
        
        No one noticed.

        No one ever does.

      

      

      

      But reality had rippled, adjusting itself around the arrival of a soul whose timeline was about to collide with something ancient.

      

      The pause lasted less than the blink of an eye… yet it was enough.

      

      Something, somewhere, had been notified.

      

      What appeared to be old timber bound with iron was, in truth, a living archive—its sensors trained not merely on motion, but on intention. Over the years, it had studied thousands of arrivals, memorizing the subtle electromagnetic signatures of souls who came seeking healing, change, escape… or something darker.

      

      To most guests, it looked like a simple wooden structure, a nostalgic illusion. But those who built Pures LeBen had embedded something far more sophisticated beneath the grain—an intelligence adjacent to consciousness, capable of recognizing a soul a full three seconds before the body caught up to it.

      

      
        
        The gate didn’t open for footsteps.

        It opened for purpose.

      

      

      

      And on this morning, it sensed one approaching—fractured, searching, marked with the unmistakable pattern of someone standing at the edge of their own destiny.

      

      From his room, Staffa sat up in bed.

      

      Across the compound, Johan’s horn cracked along the rim.

      

      The horn—carved from the lineage of his Viking ancestors—reacted not to sound or pressure, but to paradox. It cracked when an arriving soul existed in two states at once: meant to be here, and meant not to be. A guest whose destiny was both aligned and contested. A fate caught in a loop. A destiny hovering between acceptance and refusal. A path chosen long ago, yet resisted by something ancient clinging to the edges of their timeline.

      

      
        
        Johan lifted the horn and examined the new fracture with a slow breath.

        He had seen this omen before.

        Johan stared at the new crack one last time and exhaled through his beard.

        Someone unusual was coming.

      

      

      
        
        It meant the night would not unfold cleanly.

        It meant someone was crossing a threshold they were never supposed to reach without help.

      

      

      

      The horn never lied.

      

      
        
        The Owl blinked. The Dog lay down.

        All signs were in motion.

      

      

      

      And on the ridge above the compound, three figures stood watching—the kind of silhouettes the human eye registers only as a trick of the light. Blurred. Not fully material. Present in the way a memory is present: felt more than seen.

      

      
        
        They did not move.

        They did not breathe.

        They simply observed.

      

      

      

      Some guests later claimed they saw shapes on the hills during their arrival, though cameras never captured anything but empty stone and pine. Staff never acknowledged them. The founders never explained them. And yet, whenever a soul of particular interest crossed the threshold, the ridge line populated itself—quietly, dutifully, almost ceremonially.

      

      The witnesses had been there long before the compound existed, long before Switzerland wore borders, long before humans understood what watched them from the dark.

      

      Tonight, they leaned closer.

      

      “Another soul has come to remember,” someone whispered. Or maybe it was the wind.

      

      Except it wasn’t.

      

      The sound came from behind the guest’s left shoulder—soft, close, intentional. The exact place a soul tends to stand before reentering a body, as though it lingers one last moment in its true form before committing to the weight of flesh again. A presence without mass. A breath without breath.

      

      
        
        The whisper carried no words, yet its meaning was unmistakable:

        You are seen. You are known. Step forward.

      

      

      
        
        The guest did not turn around.

        Some part of them—ancient, half-forgotten—already understood:

        They had not arrived alone.

      

      

      The Medicine Calls You

      Before I ever understood it, before I ever whispered its name, VulKAna had already sorted me—classified me. The medicine doesn’t greet every soul the same way. It recognizes its own.

      

      There are three currents within it, three ways it responds when a soul edges closer to its orbit:

      

      For a walk-in, VulKAna softens the world around the guest—subtle coincidences, gentle rearrangements, dreams that feel like invitations.

      

      For a soul exchange, its pull is sharper. Stronger. The coincidences become confrontations. The signs become unavoidable. The medicine begins testing the vessel long before arrival, checking if the heart, mind, and BRAM can survive replacement.

      

      And for those who are meant only for healing, VulKAna wraps itself around them like a quiet promise. A steady gravity. A knowing.

      

      Even before I stepped foot on the grounds of Pures LeBen, VulKAna had already made its decision about me. I wouldn’t understand that decision until much later—but the medicine had known from the beginning.

      

      I have come to believe that no one truly chooses the medicine. It chooses you. It whispers, it signals, it rearranges the currents of your life until you notice—and only then do you realize you’ve been guided all along.

      

      For me, the call began years before I ever set foot on the grounds of Pures LeBen. At the time, I didn’t recognize it as a calling. It felt casual, almost random—another late night watching podcasts, another fragment of curiosity that somehow stuck. It was Joe Rogan, of all people, speaking about DMT. Not in the hushed tones of mystics, but in the steady cadence of someone who had peeked through the veil and returned with enough awe to fill the room.

      

      I remember watching one of his early documentaries—fifteen years ago, maybe more—where he explained what DMT was and what it could do. He described the shock of being taken out of your body, of being thrust into a dimension so wildly alive and intelligent it almost mocked the dullness of ordinary waking life. I didn’t know it at the time, but a seed had been planted.

      

      The YouTube algorithm did the rest. I searched for DMT once, and suddenly my feed was filled with content about psychedelics. At first, it was simple curiosity: late-night rabbit holes, lectures, testimonies, wild animations trying to illustrate the indescribable. One video led to another, and soon I was immersed in stories of psilocybin mushrooms and ayahuasca. Their names felt heavy with history, as though the syllables themselves carried memory.

      

      But what happened that night wasn’t typical—not statistically, not technologically, not even algorithmically. Later, I would learn that thousands of users across the platform experienced a brief surge of psychedelic-related recommendations, as though an unseen hand had nudged the system. For most people, it lasted less than a minute. A glitch. A harmless shuffle.

      

      Yet only one account—mine—held onto the same video suggestion, looping it back into visibility no matter what I watched, searched, or ignored. A digital echo that refused to fade. An insistence masquerading as coincidence.

      

      
        
        It was as if something behind the code had recognized me.

        Or remembered me.

      

      

      

      A whisper traveling through circuitry, algorithms, and probability curves—guiding me long before I knew I was being guided.

      

      And then, within that spiral of research, I came across other medicines—iboga, rarer compounds, whispers of plant allies that I barely understood. But it was VulKAna that stopped me. Even in a sea of exotic names, VulKAna had a presence, a weight. I found myself seeking it out, searching for more, as though it were already searching for me.

      

      Years before that moment, before I even knew its name, something had whispered to me in the quiet of an otherwise ordinary night. I was washing dishes, half-asleep, half-distracted, when a single thought drifted across my mind like a feather landing on water:

      

      “Come find me.”

      

      It was so soft, so unlike any thought I normally produced, that I dismissed it as imagination. A daydream. A glitch in my tired brain. But it carried a warmth I couldn’t explain—a familiarity, like someone I once knew speaking through a dream I had long forgotten.

      

      
        
        I never connected that whisper to anything…

        Not then.

        Not for years.

      

      

      

      But the moment I heard the word VulKAna, something in me stirred. A subtle recognition. A click behind the ribs. A memory that wasn’t quite a memory, responding like a key turning inside a lock I didn’t know existed.

      

      
        
        Only later did I understand:

        That whisper had been the medicine’s first invitation.

      

      

      
        
        Not metaphorically—literally.

        The plant had reached out long before I ever reached back.

      

      

      

      That is how I first discovered Pures LeBen. Not through an advertisement, not through a travel brochure, but through the invisible hand of synchronicity. A suggestion in the algorithm. A breadcrumb in the labyrinth. A trail I didn’t know I was following until I was already deep within it.

      

      When I speak to others about their journeys, I notice how often the stories rhyme. The medicine rarely arrives as a sudden decision. Instead, it circles. It teases. It appears in dreams, in overheard conversations, in the offhand comment of a friend who has no idea they are delivering a message on behalf of something greater. The clues repeat, reshaping themselves in different forms until you can no longer ignore them.

      

      That is the nature of the call. The medicine finds you. It chooses you long before you choose it.

      

      For me, that choice manifested as VulKAna. It could have been psilocybin, it could have been ayahuasca, it could have been any number of doors—but the hand that knocked on mine was VulKAna. Looking back, I understand now: I didn’t arrive here by accident. I was guided.

      

      
        
        Long before my body made its choice, something deeper had already agreed.

        A contract—not written, not spoken, but acknowledged in the silent architecture of the soul.

      

      

      

      
        
        People imagine soul agreements as scrolls or signatures, as if the cosmos needs paper.

        But the truth is stranger and far more intimate:

        the contract forms in the space between one lifetime and the next, a quiet nod of consent given in a dimension where memory behaves like light—scattered yet precise.

      

      

      
        
        You don’t remember signing it.

        You’re not meant to.

      

      

      
        
        But the feeling remains… a sense of inevitability wrapped in déjà vu.

        Like a path you somehow recognize despite never walking it before.

      

      

      

      
        
        Some guests arrive at Pures LeBen because they bought a plane ticket.

        Others arrive because their contract matured—activated—like a seed waking from centuries of sleep.

      

      

      
        
        And when that happens, the medicine doesn’t just call you.

        It claims you.

        Summoned. Drawn into inevitability.

      

      

      

      And beneath that whisper was another truth: no one truly chooses the medicine. The medicine chooses you.

      

      Far beneath the chalets, below the root-line of Monte Brè and deeper than any blueprint admits, something stirred softly in the dark.

      

      The Silent Archivists.

      

      
        
        Not staff.

        Not spirits.

        Not aliens in the conventional sense.

      

      

      

      Beings whose existence threaded between dimensions like thin strands of mercury, neither fully material nor fully imagined. They did not intervene, did not advise, did not guide.

      

      They recorded.

      

      
        
        Every arrival.

        Every shift in the Sanctum’s breath.

        Every tremor of fate when a new soul stepped through the gate.

      

      

      

      The Archivists documented it all without judgment—quiet custodians of cosmic paperwork, preserving the ledger of lives that passed through Pures LeBen. They tracked soul deviations, contract fulfillments, fractures in destiny, and moments when a vessel began to split or fuse or transform.

      

      They saw the truth long before the humans above did.

      

      And as the new guest’s presence settled across the compound like the first ripple of a stone thrown into still water, the Archivists paused—not interfering, merely acknowledging.

      

      Another entry had begun.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      And somewhere beneath it all, deeper than most dared to look…

      
        
        •	The plant medicine waited.

        VulKAna. Pure. Ancient. Alive.

        Benevolent. Always.

      

        

      
        •	The staff? That’s harder to say. Assumed to be trustworthy.

        Believed to be compassionate.

        Some of them were.

        Some weren’t.

      

        

      
        •	And as for the others—the ones who showed up when the candles melted sideways,

        when the sky pulsed between dimensions,

        when the guests slipped into the second layer of vision…

        They weren’t all angels.

        Not all demons, either.

        Just… others.

      

      

      
        
        No one warns the arriving guest of this.

        They simply open the gate.

        And welcome them to Pures LeBen.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *
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            THE FOUNDER
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        “A man who fears suffering is already suffering from what he fears.”

        —MONTAIGNE

      

      

      

      

      Before there was Pures LeBen, there was only the man known as Mustafa Majul—a name once synonymous with wealth, scandal, and vanity. A Turkish magnate in the hair transplant industry, Mustafa had built a cosmetic empire on the backs (and scalps) of image-obsessed millionaires, influencers, and Middle Eastern royalty. His clinics, dotted across Istanbul, Dubai, and Frankfurt, were marketed as sanctuaries of youth restoration. With flamboyant charm, white blazers, and a jawline sharpened by cosmetic enhancement, Mustafa was both the brand and the bait.

      

      But beneath the surface, there was rot.

      

      In moments of private clarity—rare and scattered—Mustafa would scribble strange, looping phrases into the margins of his appointment logs. “My face is a costume,” he once wrote. “They come for resurrection, but I am already dead.” His staff dismissed these writings as drug-induced poetry, but a few saved pages later showed sigils, equations, and spiraling diagrams. There were whispers he had overdosed in a Berlin hotel in 2021 and was clinically dead for two minutes before being revived. Upon awakening, he said nothing—just stared at the ceiling and whispered, “It’s numbers… all numbers.” From that moment on, his behavior worsened, but his eyes changed. Something was gone—or something else had arrived.

      

      He was addicted. Not just to narcotics, although those were abundant. But to power, praise, and the desperate validation that came with being seen as “the man who could fix you.” His days blurred into a carousel of substances, sex, and surgical consultations. He traveled with a portable tanning bed. He once gifted a camel diamond-studded hoof protectors as a marketing stunt. His nickname in Turkish tabloids was “Sakalı Tanrı” — The Bearded God.

      

      And then came the fall.

      

      The Board of Directors—tired of his erratic behavior, public scandals, and misuse of company funds—voted to remove him. He didn’t fight back. At least not externally. Instead, he cashed out. Sold his shares. Vanished.

      

      He went missing for over a year. Some said he fled to Nepal to study Buddhism. Others claimed he had joined a sex cult in Belize. There were rumors he was dead.

      

      He was not dead.

      

      He was on Monte Brè, dying in another way.

      

      Monte Brè was not a normal mountain. Locals called it “the living ridge,” a place where compasses twitched and timepieces lagged. Mustafa felt it before he understood it—the hum beneath the soil, the pulse in the wind, the sense that something vast was watching. Birds flew in concentric circles above his chalet at dawn, always counterclockwise, as if tracing an invisible field. Foxes appeared on his deck but never made a sound. Even the lake below shimmered strangely at night, reflecting not moonlight but something bluer, colder—like a hidden eye.

      

      The night before the storm, he dreamed of standing in a field of white Edelweiss. The flowers were breathing, their petals opening and closing in rhythm with his heartbeat. When he bent down to touch one, he heard a tone—not a voice, not a sound, but a perfect, metallic note that seemed to vibrate through his bones. He woke gasping, that tone still echoing in his ears. Later, as the storm rolled in and lightning split the peaks, he swore the same tone was in the wind, guiding him into the forest. Not a call. A summons.

      

      What little is known of his transformation comes from fragments—recordings he left behind, whispers among staff, and the testimony of one Swiss botanist who found him hallucinating beside a shrine of Edelweiss, speaking to the stars.

      

      The story goes like this:

      

      Mustafa arrived in Ticino, Switzerland in early spring, 2022. A broken man, bankrupt in spirit, haunted by a dream of an owl and a plant that did not yet exist. He rented a secluded chalet overlooking Lake Lugano and spent weeks in silence. He shaved his beard. Burned his designer clothes. Stopped eating.

      

      Then, on a particularly stormy night, he took a walk into the mountains and did not return for 48 hours.

      

      When he came back, he was no longer the same.

      

      He told the innkeeper his name was no longer Mustafa Majul. It was Staffa. Not just a nickname, but a rebirth. A name whispered to him during what he would later describe as a “soul-transfer event.”

      

      According to his journals, Staffa encountered an entity during his mountain trek—a luminous being who appeared half-human, half-plant, veined with light. The entity introduced itself as a representative of the VulKAna Intelligence, a plant consciousness from another dimension. The entity did not speak, but Staffa received knowledge like bolts of lightning: what land to purchase, how to structure the ceremonies, what compound to build, what intentions to instill.

      

      He obeyed.

      

      He obeyed—compulsively, as if possessed. With no training in design or engineering, he filled dozens of notebooks with blueprints and topographical sketches, his hand moving faster than his mind could process. Shapes came to him in dreams: spirals, domes, corridors aligned to solstices. He murmured mantras under his breath while reviewing construction bids. Workers reported finding him standing barefoot on unfinished foundations, weeping silently as the wind bent the pine trees overhead. He once interrupted a site meeting to sketch a new layout on the back of a worker’s shirt. No one argued. His conviction was terrifying. Every detail, from the ceremonial dome’s mirrored walls to the Fibonacci spiral of the chalets, felt like part of a transmission—something downloaded, not imagined.

      

      With the last of his fortune, Staffa bought the eastern slopes of Monte Brè—a remote parcel with limited access and deep-rooted pine forests. He brought in German architects, Finnish engineers, and two Japanese carpenters who had worked on sacred temples in Kyoto. The ceremonial space was built first: a minimalist, sun-soaked structure with cedar floors and mirrored walls that faced the dawn. Then came the chalets, arranged in a Fibonacci spiral. A meditation dome. A Viking fire hall. And a mysterious underground level known only to a few.

      

      He never advertised.

      

      But he never forgot the courtroom. The sharp click of heels echoing across marble floors. The cold expression of a man he once flew to Istanbul in his private jet—now sitting on the witness stand, claiming permanent facial disfigurement and emotional trauma.

      

      “Plaintiff alleges that the procedure was performed negligently, without adequate disclosure of known risks…”

      

      That single sentence haunted him. Not just the betrayal—but the exposure. The weakness of the paper-thin waiver he’d signed without reading. It wasn’t just the lawsuit that hurt. It was the mirror it held up to the empire he built.

      

      What few knew was that his descent wasn’t only spiritual. Lawsuits had scorched his reputation like wildfire. And from those legal ashes, he rebuilt himself—not just reborn, but restructured.

      

      The first guests arrived by word of mouth: shamans from Norway, breathwork coaches from Canada, a former NASA biologist, and an exiled spiritual leader from Brazil. They were not charged. In fact, many were gifted their stay. They were the calibration phase—test subjects for the VulKAna communion.

      

      It was during this time that Staffa reportedly underwent a second soul exchange. This one left a scar—a white lightning mark across his left eye that no surgeon could explain. He began to speak differently. Slower. More poetic. He sang in languages no one could identify. Today, few guests meet him—and those who do rarely speak of it. Around the compound, stories circulate like scripture. Some say he sings to the trees at dusk, low hymns that make the branches sway in unison. Others swear they’ve seen two of him—one walking toward the fire hall while another stood motionless on the terrace above. A former guest once claimed she watched him step through a mirrored wall and vanish. Staff say his reflection doesn’t appear on certain nights when the moon is high. And yet, the most enduring rumor is that he hasn’t aged a day since the center opened. No new wrinkles. No change in gait. Only that same measured calm, the same eyes that seem to remember centuries. Whether he’s still entirely human—or ever was—no one can agree. But when the wind moves through the pines, it sometimes carries his voice, humming in the dark.

      

      Today, few guests meet him.

      

      He lives in the highest chalet, farthest from the ceremonial dome. Gated perimeter, across the street that runs behind the clinic. East side. Surveillance footage shows him walking the grounds at night, often with the ceremonial dog by his side. Some say he speaks to the Owl. Some say he is no longer human.

      

      But all agree on one thing:

      

      Without Staffa, there would be no Pures LeBen. No VulKAna. No contracts. No return.

      

      And perhaps no exit.

      

      For when you climb a mountain to die, sometimes you return not as a man, but as a portal.

      

      But the most haunting question that hovers over Pures LeBen like a morning mist is this:

      
        
        Was Mustafa Majul still the same soul that once ruled a Turkish hair transplant empire?

      

      

      
        
        There are whispers, many from within the staff themselves, that the man who emerged from that moonlit night on the terrace was not the same man who had flown in days earlier, desperate and disoriented. The change was too sudden, too complete. His decades-long entanglement with narcotics vanished overnight. His compulsive craving for alcohol—gone. No therapy. No clinic. No withdrawals. Just absence. Just silence.

        And in its place, a different resonance. A new stability. A new fire. Mustafa began to describe feeling as though he had received a brand-new heart, not metaphorically, but actually. As if someone—or something—had opened his chest in the ethereal and swapped the very core of him out.

        He never claimed to be the same man again.

        After the moon encounter, he said he could speak to it. Or rather—it spoke to him. In whispers of numbers and images, giving him the coordinates of the land, the layout of the compound, and even the four intentions. He followed all instructions to the letter. That wasn't Mustafa. That was someone else, working through Mustafa’s body, his voice, his ambition.

        If this was a soul exchange, the implications are staggering.

      

      

      
        
          	
        Was it consensual?
      

      	
        Did the original Mustafa die during that moment of surrender?
      

      	
        Or was he tucked away somewhere dimensionally adjacent, his memories preserved in BRAM but his essence removed?
      

      

      

      
        
        It would explain the sudden discipline. The rejection of all his former addictions. The almost alien logic behind his every move. The Mustafa who birthed Pures LeBen no longer had human compulsions. He wasn’t here to escape pain—he was here to build something.

        And maybe he was just the first vessel.

      

      

      

      The livestreams are filmed from a hidden studio at the heart of the compound—a dim, cedar-paneled room built to resemble a chapel more than a broadcast booth. Behind him, a massive Valknut carved from volcanic rock dominates the background wall, flanked by candles that never seem to burn down. The lighting is soft, almost amber, and guests who’ve watched the stream in person report feeling lightheaded the moment it begins. The room smells of pine resin and something sweeter—like honey boiled with blood. A junior technician once whispered to a guest that the monitors flicker with static any time Staffa goes off-script. “Like something’s correcting him,” he said. But when asked to elaborate, he claimed he never said it.

      

      
        
        Social Media Sermons and the Language of Surrender

      

      

      
        
        To this day, Mustafa livestreams weekly from a studio at the heart of the compound. The format never changes. He begins by reminding viewers—always with a smile—that this will be the most intense week of their lives.

        “You’ll go through death. And rebirth. It will feel like you're being disassembled—because you are. Let it happen. Don’t resist it.”

      

        

      
        Then, almost theatrically, he pivots to name-dropping members of his Board of Luminaries. Best-selling authors. Spiritual icons. Tech visionaries. Aliens? The names shift, but the purpose stays the same: Establish influence. Transmit trust. Set expectations.

      

        

      
        Every livestream includes the same refrains: “This is the hardest thing you’ll ever do.” “Surrender fully.” “It’s not about comfort—it’s about transformation.”

        What most guests don’t realize is that these lines aren't motivational fluff. They are ritual scripts—carefully worded hypnotic permissions, embedded in repetition, that prepare the subconscious for whatever might happen in ceremony.

      

        

      
        Walk-in? Exchange? Death? Dissolution?

        At all cost, the mantra says.

        Which raises the most important question:

        Who, exactly, is behind the cost?

      

        

      
        And what if the real founder of Pures LeBen is not Mustafa at all—but whoever, or whatever, is now walking inside his skin?
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        * * *
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            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            THE WAIVER CONTRACTS

          

          WHAT ARE YOU REALLY AGREEING TO?

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “People will do anything, no matter how absurd, in order to avoid facing their own soul.”

        —CARL JUNG

      

      

      

      

      The first time most guests hear about the waiver contracts is not at Pures LeBen itself, but in the van.

      

      The transport van—immaculate, silent, smelling faintly of sage and eucalyptus—glides along the eastern slope of Monte Brè as guests stare out at the Swiss lake valley in varying degrees of anticipation or jet-lagged disorientation. Halfway into the thirty-minute ascent, a soft-spoken female attendant seated in the front passenger seat turns around, smiles, and casually hands out slim, sealed envelopes.

      

      Inside each envelope are two documents:

      
        
          	
        The Medical & Wellness Participation Waiver
      

      	
        The Ironclad Waiver of Spiritual Liability
      

      

      

      

      Guests are told they can either review the documents during the ride, or wait to sign them at check-in. There is no pressure. There is also no room for negotiation.

      

      One guest in the back row—an older woman with thick silver rings and trembling hands—gripped her envelope like a talisman, knuckles white. She stared at it for several minutes, then slowly set it on the seat beside her, as if the paper might burn. Across the aisle, a younger man in athletic gear had already torn his open, flipping through the pages with a grin like he was unwrapping a prize. No one spoke, but the silence in the van thickened, as if the documents themselves had altered the air.

      

      Those who don’t receive the envelope in the van are handed the same documents upon arrival—typically in a bright back office just behind the reception desk. Everything is white tile, softwood, sunlight. The air smells of lemon water and polished pine. It feels welcoming. Intentionally disarming.

      Two Contracts. Two Realms.

      The Medical Waiver is clinical, expected. It covers contraindications, medications, known risks, pre-existing conditions, liability protections. Most guests skim it. A few ask questions. Fewer understand the full implications of the drug interactions or physiological responses detailed within. That’s fine. The staff is kind. But the kindness has eyes. One staff member, usually the intake nurse or assistant, watches how each guest engages with the waiver. Some skim as if signing for a rental car. Others pause—lingering on specific lines like they’ve read them before in a dream. These reactions aren’t recorded on paper, but they are remembered. Quietly. As early clues to who might later resist the medicine—or who might already be fighting something unseen. The nurse at the desk reminds you that the ceremony is optional. Everything is optional.

      

      Ambiguity, in the right font and setting, can be comforting. The human mind will often cling to beautiful phrasing if it protects the ego from true surrender. A poetic disclaimer can soothe just enough to bypass the alarms of the rational self, allowing deeper truths to slip by unnoticed. But for those with sensitive intuition—or past trauma—the same words strike differently, like coded warnings the soul hasn’t yet translated.

      

      The Ironclad Waiver, however, is something else entirely.

      

      Printed on heavier stock and styled in a serif font that feels like a blend between a legal document and an ancient manuscript, it opens with a phrase that many guests later say haunted them:

      

      “I understand that what may occur at Pures LeBen is not solely of the Earth, and that my participation may affect my identity at the level of Soul.”

      

      At first glance, it reads like poetic disclaimer. A metaphor. But as guests sit through the orientation talk and begin to understand the scope of transformation that Pures LeBen facilitates, many return to the phrasing with a new kind of reverence… or caution.

      Consent, Karma, and Fine Print

      The founder, Mustafa Majul, is never present when the waivers are distributed. But his philosophy is baked into the language—a fusion of cosmic legality and legal minimalism. Majul once said in a group Q&A that “Consent is karma’s final fingerprint.” In other words: you must choose to walk through the door, even if you don’t know what’s on the other side.

      

      But what if you didn’t know the door was even there?

      

      Some guests, especially first-timers, sign the waivers quickly—treating them as mere formalities before their healing journey begins. Others pause. Read. Reread. There’s even a rumor—never confirmed, never denied—that the waiver once included a clause titled “multi-body vessel release.” One guest, now a vocal critic online, claimed to have seen it printed on an earlier version years ago. A few returnees asked about it. The staff only smiled politely and changed the subject. No such clause has appeared since.

      

      A few call their lawyer. One reportedly refused to sign and was offered a modified contract… and then quietly asked to leave the compound the next morning.

      Required: The Human Design Profile

      Among the fields on the intake form there is one that most guests glance over without thinking: place and time of birth. It appears, clinically, as a line item—useful, perhaps, for some medical history or for records. What the form does not explain is that this information is used to generate a full Human Design profile before a guest ever steps onto the compound.

      

      That profile is mandatory. It is not optional. It is not a suggestion tucked into the fine print. Applicants are asked for the details early in the application process—exact birthplace, exact birth time—because those few coordinates create a map that staff use long before your plane lands. On paper it reads like administration. In practice it is a preparation ritual: the shamans and ceremony team study the chart so they arrive already having a sense of how you move through the world, what your energetic shape looks like, and how best to work with the medicines you will meet.

      

      The official explanation is practical and tidy: the chart helps staff tailor care, anticipate contraindications, and tune ceremonial supports. But there is another reason, one kept deliberately confidential among employees. In the private language of the compound’s elders, certain soul-processes—walk-ins, exchanges, deep cross-soul work—have affinities. Some incoming presences align more readily with particular Human Design patterns. For reasons that are both clinical and metaphysical, compatibility matters. The chart is a subtle filter: a way to prepare the field, to reduce forceful collisions, and sometimes, quietly, to permit the kinds of soul-work the facility does.

      

      Guests are never told this. It remains an internal protocol: part caution, part practice, part reverence. You sign away the factual reasons for the paperwork in the van; what you do not sign away is who may arrive later—and whether the vessel you inhabit will be hospitable to them.

      

      And then there are the clauses that only appear onsite—a kind of delayed disclosure practice that has drawn criticism from more skeptical voices.

      

      For example, nowhere on the Pures LeBen website are these waivers available to preview. Guests pay their full non-refundable fee in advance, under the agreement that “a basic medical waiver will be signed upon arrival.” What they receive is far more complex. The Ironclad Waiver, in particular, contains sub-clauses related to soul identity, multi-dimensional memory, and irreversible psychological transformation that, while poetic, are also deeply binding in a metaphysical sense.

      

      The Ironclad took over 100 hours of legal drafting to complete—spread across three international law firms, each sworn to confidentiality. Some phrasing was reportedly so conceptually dense that a Swiss translator once referred to it as “cosmic litigation.” Guests don’t know this, of course—but the language carries the weight of something engineered for more than earthly courts.

      

      “What are you really agreeing to?”

      That question, asked by a returning guest during dinner one evening, was met with silence from one end of the table and knowing laughter from the other.

      

      But if consent is given by a version of you that may not survive the week—what does that make the consent? Is it still valid? Is it transferrable? These aren’t just metaphysical riddles. They are the unspoken foundation of the Ironclad itself: a contract with the soul, signed by a self that may not be there to honor it.

      The Shifting Definition of Self

      What makes these waivers different is that they don’t just protect the institution from physical liability. They acknowledge the possibility—even the probability—that you may not be the same person who signed them by the time you leave.

      

      If you experience a walk-in, a soul exchange, or any form of permanent energetic alteration, who holds responsibility? Does your “former self” retain legal continuity? Is the incoming soul bound to the outgoing one’s choices? Can a person who no longer exists be held accountable for what they signed?

      

      The waivers don’t answer these questions. They don’t even pose them. But the language flirts with the edges of such paradoxes.

      

      In some places, the Ironclad Waiver uses phrases like “you or any future spiritual occupant of your vessel”—wording that raises eyebrows for the guests who slow down enough to read carefully.

      

      A guest named Daniel once asked a staff member what that meant. The staff member responded simply:

      

      “It means you should take your time. You’re signing for more than your body.”

      

      
        
        And Yet… They Sign

      

      

      
        
        Nearly every guest does. They sign.

        Pen hits paper.

        The document is folded.

        Their name is logged.

      

      

      
        
        Some feel exhilarated.

        Some feel unsettled.

        A few feel nothing—until much later.

      

      

      

      And then, the journey begins.

      

      
        
        Return Guest Reflection

      

      

      One of the returning guests, a 54-year-old dentist from Copenhagen named Henrik, had signed the waivers three years earlier during his first visit. When asked why he came back—knowing everything that followed the first time—he smiled without quite smiling.

      

      
        
        “I remember signing that paper in the van like it was nothing,” he said.

        

        “But the man who signed it… wasn’t the one who finished the week. And I don’t mean that metaphorically.”

      

      

      

      Henrik took a long pause. His eyes didn’t blink.

      

      
        
        “You think the ceremony is the beginning. It’s not. The signature is.”

      

      

      

      
        
        He reached into his wallet and pulled out a folded sheet—creased, worn, and yellowing at the edges. It was his original waiver.

        “I keep it to remind me,” he said softly. “That I agreed to become someone else. And did.”

      

      

      He didn’t elaborate further.

      

      He didn’t need to.

      

      The Ironclad Servant [image: locked]

      
        
        Pures LeBen is built on three things: land, medicine, and silence.

        Silence, however, is not natural. It must be engineered, enforced, and contracted.

      

      

      Every person who works at Pures LeBen—every trainer, nurse, cleaner, groundskeeper, integration guide, coordinator, administrator, breathwork facilitator, and ceremonial assistant—signs a document called The Ironclad Servant Contract before setting foot on the mountain as staff.

      

      
        
        Only two people are exempt:

        the Head Doctor and the Head Shaman.

        Their agreements are private, undisclosed, and older than the compound.

      

      

      

      For everyone else, the Ironclad Servant is non-negotiable. It is the cost of entering a place where human bodies and non-human intelligences interact without public oversight. And it is extremely in favor of the company—written by lawyers who specialize in liability mitigation, NDAs, and high-risk environments where people confront altered states, trauma, and, occasionally, soul-level interference.

      

      The contract establishes several pillars:

      

      
        
        1. Zero Contact With Guests (Before or After)

      

      

      Staff may never communicate with any guest outside official Pures LeBen channels:

      
        
          	
        No texting, messaging, emailing, social media contact, or in-person meetings before the guest arrives or after they depart.
      

      	
        If a guest initiates contact, staff must forward the message to administration.
      

      

      

      

      Violation results in instant termination.

      

      Only after one full year of no longer working at Pures LeBen may a former employee interact with a former guest—and even then, they remain permanently bound by nondisclosure.

      

      
        
        2. Zero Romantic or Personal Relationships Between Staff

      

      

      Pures LeBen does not allow internal entanglements.

      If two employees develop romantic interest:

      
        
          	
        One or both must quit immediately
      

      	
        They must then remain out of contact for six months
      

      	
        After the six-month mandatory silence, they may reconnect, date, marry, whatever life intends
      

      

      

      
        
        The rule is simple:

        No relationships inside the fence.

        Purity of conduct protects the integrity of the ceremonial ecosystem.

      

      

      

      
        
        3. Strict Prohibition on Sexual or Inappropriate Language

      

      

      
        
        Pures LeBen functions inside a metaphysical ecosystem where intention shapes outcomes.

        Sexual comments, innuendos, derogatory jokes, or adult humor of any kind are strictly banned.

      

      

      

      One offense = immediate dismissal.

      

      The contract states that all staff language must be:

      
        
          	
        Professional
      

      	
        Neutral
      

      	
        Free of innuendo
      

      	
        Supportive of the energetic environment required for the ceremonies
      

      

      

      

      Many new staff members say this rule changes them—forces them to live in a cleaner internal space than any job they’ve ever had.

      

      
        
        4. Perpetual NDA

      

      

      Employees may never discuss:

      
        
          	
        Internal procedures
      

      	
        Ceremonial irregularities
      

      	
        Guest behavior
      

      	
        Staff behavior
      

      	
        Paranormal events
      

      	
        The Owl
      

      	
        The Dog
      

      	
        The Helpers
      

      	
        Anything regarding soul exchange, walk-ins, or BRAM
      

      	
        Any undisclosed technology or protocol
      

      	
        Any instructions from shamans or medicine keepers
      

      

      

      

      This NDA never expires. Not after quitting. Not after 20 years.

      

      It is, in spirit, a vow.

      

      
        
        5. Compliance With “Containment Protocol”

      

      

      If a guest is having an anomalous experience—fractured reality perception, entity contact, or partial vessel destabilization—staff must follow containment guidelines:

      
        
          	
        Call for a senior facilitator
      

      	
        Do not speak unless instructed
      

      	
        Do not touch the guest unless medically necessary
      

      	
        Maintain neutral emotional presence
      

      	
        Never interfere with what is happening unless safety is at risk
      

      

      

      

      This is written plainly in the contract, as if legally defining an event lawyers don’t believe in yet.

      

      
        
        6. Total Surrender to Monitoring

      

      

      Staff accept that:

      
        
          	
        They are filmed 24/7 in all public spaces
      

      	
        Audio is recorded in most hallways, offices, and ceremonial prep areas
      

      	
        All internal messages and radios are logged
      

      	
        Movement inside the compound is tracked via chip bracelet
      

      

      

      

      This is framed not as suspicion—but as liability protection.

      

      
        
        7. “Energetic Cleanliness” Clause

      

      

      Employees must arrive each shift emotionally regulated, sober, celibate for 48 hours before ceremonies, and free from:

      
        
          	
        Personal drama
      

      	
        external romantic entanglements
      

      	
        external arguments
      

      	
        strong negative emotions
      

      

      

      

      If they cannot meet these conditions, they must take unpaid leave days.

      

      
        
        The contract states:

        “Your state becomes the state of the guests.”

      

      

      

      
        
        8. Immediate Termination for Mystical Disclosure

      

      

      If an employee speaks openly about:

      
        
          	
        Nordics
      

      	
        Grays
      

      	
        Soul exchanges
      

      	
        The Owl
      

      	
        The Dog
      

      	
        Walk-ins
      

      	
        Vulkana’s true nature
      

      	
        Underground structures
      

      	
        Or any non-human involvement
      

      

      

      …they are dismissed instantly.

      

      Only the Head Shaman and Head Doctor are permitted to discuss these topics formally.

      

      Everyone else must remain silent—even when they witness something that destroys their worldview.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        By the time a staff member signs the document, they know:

        they do not work at a retreat—they serve a mechanism.

        A machinery of destiny, written in legal language, polished by lawyers, and enforced by something much older than HR.

      

      

      

      Chapter 2 explains the contract.

      

      Appendix B reveals it.

      

      🜏 The Irreversible Consent

      
        
        YOUR CONSENT IS THE WAIVER

        The consent is the waiver. The waiver is your consent.

      

      

      At Pures LeBen, this phrase was not written on paper. But it was whispered—between staff, during classes, and especially in the quiet moments before the ceremony doors opened.

      
        
        It was never printed on any official document.

        It was never spoken at orientation.

        But every returning guest knows it by heart.

      

      

      

      One former staff member, who left the center abruptly, once said:

      

      
        
        “We didn’t ask them to sign with their hand.

        We asked them to sign with their soul.

        And most of them… did.”

      

      

      

      She refused to elaborate.

      

      To consent here is not just to agree. It is to allow. It is to open an energetic door that cannot be closed again—no matter what happens after. And once your soul steps through that contract, even your own memory of signing it may disappear.

      

      
        
        Some guests later wonder if they were the original soul… or the replacement.

        Not everyone arrives to be healed.

        Some arrive… to activate.

      

      

      

      And the waiver never said which one you were.

      

      There is no “undo.” There is only before… and after.

      
        
        And somewhere, in a drawer, a file, or a flameproof vault, your name sits inked on a page.

        Not because of who you were.

        But because of who you would become.

      

      

      
        
        The signature is not a line.

        It’s a portal.
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        * * *
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            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            THE COMPOUND AND THE COVENANT
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        “If you look for the devil, he’ll find you.”

        —ANONYMOUS, ADAPTED FROM A TRADITIONAL PROVERB

      

      

      

      Nestled among the terraced slopes of Monte Brè, the Pures LeBen Soul Advancement Center looks less like a facility and more like a fairytale village—an intentional design to make even the most skeptical seeker soften. From the moment guests pass through the quiet, pine-flanked security gate, the center reveals itself slowly, like a sacred puzzle assembling in reverse. Every gravel path, herbal trellis, and polished doorknob speaks the same language: You are meant to be here.

      
      Theo stepped off the shuttle van and felt the world tilt—not physically, but in the way a compass needle twitches when it finds true north. The alpine air was colder than he expected, almost bright on the inhale, carrying the clean bite of pine resin and something he couldn’t name.

      
      
        
        For a moment he just stood there, unsure why the silence felt rehearsed.

        Why the light looked thicker.

        Why the path ahead seemed to hum, faintly, like a held note.

      

      

      
        
        Nothing had happened yet. Not officially.

        But something had already claimed him.

      

      

      
      A soft wind brushed his cheek, and he wasn’t sure if it was the altitude or intuition whispering its first warning:

      
      You’ve stepped out of the timeline you know… and into the one that’s been waiting for you.

      
      The air tasted old—like something untouched, crisped by a higher altitude of meaning. The gravel shifted beneath his sneakers as if reluctant to welcome anyone new. A bird cried out from a pine tree but fell silent the moment he looked up.

      
      He didn’t know why, but he held his breath.

      
      There was a strange shimmer in the heat. Not visible, but sensed. As if the land itself remembered too much and now watched, curious, but cautious. A timeline split had occurred here, he thought. Not metaphorical. Actual. And somehow, he’d just crossed into it.

      
      Staff members—each chosen not only for their skillset but for their frequency—often refer to the grounds as “a different timeline.” It’s not just poetic; the sensation is tangible. The air feels lighter. The stillness seems intentional, almost curated. Even the birdsong sounds attuned, as if the entire ecosystem were part of an orchestrated welcome.

      
      The first stop upon arrival is the Intake Office, a circular wooden building that glows like a lantern at dusk. Arched glass windows allow in golden light, and the soft scent of lavender oil wafts through the air. The welcome is warm, but not idle. There is purpose here.

      
      Just inside the reception doors, a woman in a white Pures LeBen polo moved quietly between the intake desks, a slim tablet tucked to her chest. Her platinum-blonde hair was pulled back loosely, practical rather than styled, and she wore the relaxed, familiar smile of someone who had done this a thousand times before.

      
      “Theo de Molay?” she asked gently.

      
      He looked up, surprised by how calm her voice made him feel. She handed him a clipboard and stylus, already prepared with his intake documents clipped neatly into order.

      
      “If you could just confirm the highlighted sections and sign at the bottom,” she said. “Take your time.”

      
      She didn’t hover. She simply shifted a few steps away, making a quick note on her tablet while he wrote. When he finished, she accepted the clipboard with a nod and thanked him as if he’d done her a favor.

      
      Moments later she repeated the process with Jack—efficient, professional, unflinching. With Jerry, she paused just long enough to meet his eyes and offer a warmer smile.

      
      “Welcome,” she said simply.

      
      No flourish. No ceremony. Just a name checked, a form filed, a quiet record made. Then she moved on to the next arrival, already blending back into the quiet machinery of the intake floor.

      
      To anyone watching, she was just another part of the process.

      
      Guests are guided through a streamlined process: passports are photocopied, credit cards recorded for any extras, and—most notably—each guest is fitted with a silicone wristband embedded with a discreet chip. This band is more than identification. It’s a quiet key, silently tracking presence and participation throughout the week. Each time a guest attends a meditation class, walks into the Sanctum, or sits for one of the magenta classes (mandatory classes marked in vibrant magenta on their printed weekly schedule), they scan their wrist against a glowing sensor by the entrance.

      
      The system does not buzz, beep, or blink. It simply absorbs.

      
      Some guests say the band pulses—faintly, like a heartbeat—especially during ceremony nights—as if responding to something beneath the surface. Some guests say the silicone wristband warms slightly the first time it’s scanned—just a subtle rise in temperature, almost like a handshake. A few report feeling a subtle vibration while falling asleep, as if the wristband were syncing to something… or someone.Staff insists it’s just “a thermal biometric calibration feature,” but seasoned guests know better.

      
      But rumors persist. In certain ancient Eastern traditions, it’s said the soul communicates through skin—its consent, resistance, or alignment can be felt at the dermal edge, in the language of goosebumps and pressure shifts. Through subtle reactions, changes in pressure, and temperature shifts. Across several spiritual traditions—from Vedic pulse-reading to ancient Andean rites—it is believed that the soul communicates through micro-reactions in the skin and subtle shifts in the electromagnetic field around the wrist. The wristband’s silicone layer is woven with micro-conductive threads, ostensibly for biometric readings, supposedly to monitor heart rate and stress. The bracelet’s conductive threads are officially meant to track attendance and wellness patterns… but whisper networks among returning guests claim it does more. Among the spiritually initiated, a quiet theory circulates: that the device doesn’t just read you—it asks you.

      
      
        
        They believe the wristband doesn’t simply record where you are.

        They believe it detects if you are who you came as.

      

      

      
      If true, then the soul is not just witnessed here—it is tracked. Not with force, but invitation. A quiet technology for a silent contract. If true, then the wristband is not merely a tracker. It’s an oracle disguised as tech. A soft, silent test of spiritual continuity. A soft consent device. A soul signature by touch.

      
      This isn’t surveillance in the traditional sense. It’s accountability for the soul’s itinerary—a gentle structure ensuring every vessel receives what it came for, even if the guest doesn’t consciously know why they came. Like the compound itself, the system is a finely tuned vessel.

      
      The true miracle of Pures LeBen is that the entire environment operates like a subtle machine for transformation. From the texture of the walls to the tone of voice used by facilitators, everything here is a variable in an unseen formula—one designed to shape, assess, and ready the souls who walk its grounds.

      
      This isn’t just a retreat. It’s an initiation dressed in comfort. A soul oven with soft lighting and herbal tea.

      
      Everything matters.

      
      The color of the cushions in the meditation rooms. The layout of the garden paths. The silence between chimes. It is all by design. A covenant of care guests unknowingly sign—not only with the facilitators, but with the land itself.

      
      
        
        Pures LeBen doesn’t just invite you to go within.

        It rearranges the world around you so that “within” becomes the only logical place to go.

      

      

      The Insistence on Normalizing Death

      From the moment guests arrive, the trainers begin shaping the psychological landscape that will carry them through the ceremonies. They do it casually, almost gently, as though they’re talking about weather or altitude adjustments. But beneath the softness lies something intentional—an insistence on normalizing death.

      
      During the first orientation class, every trainer, regardless of their teaching style, repeats a variation of the same script:

      
        
        “You may feel like you’re dying at some point this week.

        You may feel like you died.

        Both are completely normal. You’ll be fine.”

      

      

      
      It is delivered with a smile, as if they’re discussing common side effects of jet lag.

      
      They explain that, historically, no one has ever died from botanical medicines like VulKANA. They reassure guests that while the sensation of dying can be overwhelming—sometimes accompanied by a total blackout, a disappearing sense of body, a vanishing of identity, or a moment where time and existence go silent—it always passes.

      
        
        Some trainers phrase it clinically.

        Others spiritually.

        A few even whisper it as if sharing a cosmic secret.

      

      

      
      But the message is identical:

      
      “If it feels like you’re dying… that means you’re doing the work.”

      
      
        
        They describe the symbolic deaths:

        Ego death. Story death. Identity shedding.

        A restructuring of internal narratives.

        A clearing of emotional debris.

      

      

      
      Yet behind these explanations—some metaphorical, some mystical—there is a quieter truth Pures LeBen never articulates directly:

      
      Normalizing death also normalizes the conditions required for a walk-in or a soul exchange.

      
      
        
        A guest who has been trained not to panic at the sensation of dying

        is a guest who will not resist

        if their consciousness loosens or slips

        or pauses long enough for another presence to approach.

      

      

      
      So the trainers keep insisting:

      
        
        “You’ll feel like you’re dying.

        Everyone feels it at some point.

        Let it happen.

        People say it feels like forever,

        and then they open their eyes

        and they’re fine.”

      

      

      
      
        
        Repetition with compassion.

        Repetition with authority.

        Repetition with something almost rehearsed.

      

      

      
        
        Not sinister.

        Not malevolent.

        But undeniably intentional.

      

      

      
        
        This is not about fear.

        It is about preparation.

      

      

      
        
        Because at Pures LeBen, the line between “I felt like I died”

        and

        “Something else stepped in while I was gone”

        is thinner than guests realize.

      

      

      
      And the trainers—those calm, steady voices in blue shirts—are simply laying the runway.

      
      
        
        Gently.

        Routine.

        As though death were nothing more than a temporary crossing point.

      

      

      
      And for some, here, it is.
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        * * *

      

      Labyrinth of the Three Flames [image: fire][image: fire][image: fire]

      
        
        They called it the Labyrinth of the Three Flames.

        But people some time call it:

      

      

      
        
          	
        Triskele (or Triskelé)
      

      	
        Triskelion
      

      	
        Triple Spiral
      

      	
        Tricote
      

      	
        Tricota
      

      	
        Triskata
      

      

      

      
        
        Not “a labyrinth.”

        Not “the labyrinth.”

        Always three.

      

      

      Most guests never questioned the number.

      
      Pures LeBen was built on mountain symmetry and spiritual geometry; threes appeared everywhere—from the triskelion emblem above the Sanctum doors to the tri-fold wristbands distributed during intake. The labyrinth simply continued the motif.

      
      But the truth was older. And deeper.

      
      The labyrinth occupied nearly half of the meadow beside the Sanctum—three spiraling coils, each large enough to walk comfortably without touching the outer ring. From above, it resembled a triple helix, or the carved pattern on ancient Nordic stones: the Tricota. Each spiral mirrored the others but held its own subtle tilt, like three paths humming with three destinities.

      
      Guests were told to choose one.

      
      No one explained why.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The Wristband of Fifteen Beds

      
        
        During intake, each guest received a small welcome kit:

        a refillable aluminum water bottle, a white ceramic horn-cup for ceremonies, a branded pen, a soft booklet containing the week’s schedule, a map, and the silicon wristband containing fifteen circular icons—what staff called the beds.

      

      

      
        
        Six beds for what you wished to forget that week during your stay.

        Three beds for the heart of the covenant.

        Six beds for what you wished to gain.

      

      

      No one questioned that either.

      
      The trainers simply smiled and said, “You’ll know what to do when you get there.”

      
      And somehow, guests did.

      
      
        
        The Stones and the Letting-Go

      

      

      At the entrance of the labyrinth sat a low wooden bowl filled with smooth, palm-sized stones. Polished river stones, cool to the touch, each the size of a curled hand.

      
      Guests picked the number they needed.

      
      
        
        Four stones if they had four burdens.

        Six if they carried six ghosts.

        One if they had only one thing left to surrender.

      

      

      
      They were instructed to press each stone against the matching bed on their wristband—letting the intention settle into the band like a digital prayer.

      
      Then they walked inward.

      
      At every turn of the inward spiral, they placed a stone on the ground, touched it, breathed over it, and whispered the burden they were releasing:

      
      
        
        I let go of worrying about my mother-in-law this week.

        I let go of money fear.

        I let go of blaming myself for what I did last winter.

        I let go of needing answers before I’m ready for them.

      

      

      
      The path curled like a question mark until it carried them gently to the center.

      
      Silence, always silence, waited there.

      
      
        
        Some guests cried.

        Some stood still.

        Some felt nothing at all.

      

      

      
      But something always took note.

      
      
        
        The Return: Gathering the Wishes

      

      

      On the walk outward—along the second half of the spiral—guests held the stones representing what they wanted to receive:

      
      
        
        Self-forgiveness.

        Clarity.

        Peace.

        Courage.

        A sign.

        The truth.

      

      

      
      They placed each stone at the outward edge of the turn, touching the corresponding bed on the wristband, letting the request imprint.

      
      And then the labyrinth released them back into the world.

      
      Staff always said, “The labyrinth receives what you leave. And returns what you’re ready for.”

      
      It sounded poetic.

      
      It was not poetry.

      
      
        
        The Secret of the Three Spirals

      

      

      Guests believed each spiral was identical—three aesthetic choices with no deeper meaning.

      
      But the truth whispered through the staff radio channels was this:

      
      
        
        Spiral One aligned with healing.

        Spiral Two aligned with walk-in readiness.

        Spiral Three aligned with soul exchange.

      

      

      
        
        No one was told which was which.

        Not even the nurses.

      

      

      
      
        
        The shamans claimed that VulKAna guided the footfall. The medicine is benevolent.

        Some guests felt pulled to the left, or inexplicably drawn to the far spiral.

        Others overthought the choice and still ended up in the correct one—correct meaning “the one that matched their soul contract.”

      

      

      
      Every once in a while, a guest intentionally chose the spiral they wanted, only to leave the week having undergone something else entirely.

      
      
        
        Bias did not matter.

        Desire did not matter.

      

      

      
      Alignment chose the path, not the mind.

      
      
        
        The labyrinth never misled⁠—

        but it also never explained.

      

      

      
      
        
        What Guests Never Realized

      

      

      The labyrinth was not a meditation walk.

      
      It was a sorting mechanism.

      
      
        
        A frequency test.

        A spiritual questionnaire written in geometry.

        A quiet handshake with whatever waited inside the ceremonies to come.

      

      

      
        
        The staff said it was optional.

        The staff said it was symbolic.

        The staff said it was for grounding.

      

      

      
      But inside the Sanctum, the shamans confirmed a different truth:

      
      No one entered Ceremony One without the labyrinth already knowing what would happen to them.

      
      
        
        Some would be healed.

        Some would be entered.

        Some would be replaced.

      

      

      
      The spiral they chose was never random.

      
      It was recognition.

      
      
        
        It was consent before consciousness.

        Agreement before language.

        Surrender before understanding.

      

      

      
      A covenant disguised as an afternoon walk.

      
      
        
        And Pures LeBen never needed to announce that.

        The medicine always announced it for them.

      

      

      The Staff

      One of the most striking impressions left on guests—besides the depth of the ceremonies themselves—is how remarkably kind the staff are. There is nothing performative about it. From the smiling receptionist who offers hot tea while you wait for your intake, to the chef who quietly blesses each dish before it leaves the kitchen, every individual at Pures LeBen seems to have been chosen as much for their spirit as for their skill.

      
      The staff move through the compound with a quiet but undeniable intention. They blend formality with a kind of spiritual mischief—present but never overbearing, helpful yet mysteriously reserved. Everyone has a role, but few reveal it fully. Before most guests see their first sunrise on the mountain, the shamans have already reviewed each person’s Human Design chart—part paperwork, part map, part secret key. The public reason is care and tailoring. The private reason is compatibility. Titles are minimized, but presence is maximized. Guests often can’t tell if someone is a gardener or a therapist until they’re sitting beside them in a yoga class, or watching them silently stand watch at the edge of a VulKAna ceremony.

      
      Staff members aren’t vague about their responsibilities, but they don’t parade them either. You simply feel who they are. The restaurant servers at Origins are graceful and warm, always attentive but never rehearsed. The clinic personnel—often dressed in relaxed cotton uniforms embroidered with a golden spiral over the heart—are composed, gentle, and clinically sharp. They have the eyes of people who have seen things… and the hands of those who have healed them.

      The Trainers

      Then there are the facilitators. Most of them multilingual, they carry an unspoken authority wrapped in softness. They hover without crowding, shepherd without herding. Their role seems to be that of silent guardian angels—part translator, part witness, part soul midwife.

      
      Less visible, but deeply felt, are the guardians. These are not security guards in the traditional sense. Stationed subtly around the property, they are neutral in expression, calm in demeanor, yet unmistakably alert. Their presence is not oppressive—it’s stabilizing. A quiet reminder: you are safe here, but you are also being watched. Not for punishment, but for preservation.

      The Doctor

      Among the medical staff, one figure stands out above the rest—Dr. Helena Vögtli, the clinic’s director. Fluent in five languages and trained across three continents, Dr. Vögtli combines trauma-informed medical care with an intuitive grasp of energetic alignment. She is both gatekeeper and priestess. Her task is not only to assess each guest’s physical readiness for the ceremonies, but their spiritual architecture. It’s said she can spot spiritual fractures the way a radiologist sees bone breaks. And she has, on rare occasion, turned away guests—always with gentleness, never with shame.

      The Shaman

      And then… there is Johan Kegg. Towering and mythic, Kegg carries a gravity that bends the atmosphere around him. He is the ceremonial leader of the fourth and final VulKAna night—the one led by Viking shamans and inspired by ancestral lineage and warrior spirit. But Kegg will
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        Cold plunges and hot tubs for circulatory reset
      

      	
        A dry sauna designed in the shape of a pyramid apex
      

      	
        Volcanic mud treatments infused with rare Swiss alpine herbs
      

      	
        Professional massages (one complimentary per guest)
      

      	
        Vibration therapy machines, which are frequently recommended after VulKAna ceremonies to help restore internal frequency balance
      

      

      

      
      
      The Uniform of the Soul

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          	
        Reception and administrative staff wear crisp white polos with the center’s logo on the chest.
      

      	
        Restaurant staff at Origins wear vibrant magenta polos, matching the visual language of the Magenta Classes.
      

      	
        Trainers often wear white, but may also don polos in soft lavender or ceremonial magenta, depending on the class they’re teaching or the day’s energetic tone.
      

      	
        Sanctum attendants and security personnel wear slate gray polos, creating a quiet presence in the background—professional, yet never intrusive.
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        Understanding what happened in ceremony from a soul-science perspective
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          [image: Symbol: Aegishjalmur (Helm of Awe)           Meaning: Protection and sacred sovereignty.           Description: This symbol mirrors the compound’s duality: safe yet charged, welcoming yet powerful. It reflects the unseen protection woven into the land itself.]
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