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I

Part One

Before you can remember who you are, you must first witness the structural illusions you built to survive. Crossing the threshold of The Labyrinth requires a willingness to stop performing, strip away the social masks of the hyper-vigilant ego, and confront the internal shadows. This is where the journey begins—not by escaping your pain, but by learning the raw, somatic language of your feelings to unlock the divine spark trapped beneath the survival armor.







  
  1

  
  
  The Morning After

  
  




The sun came through the kitchen window the same way it always did.

Raniee sat at the table, coffee in hand, watching the light move across the floor. Evan was reading the news on his phone. The house was quiet.

Nothing had changed. Yet everything had changed.

She could still feel the warmth behind her heart—the Voice, quiet now, but present. Not speaking. Just… there. Like a parent who’d said everything they needed to say and was waiting for the child to respond.

Go within, it had said. You are the map now.

She’d woken up that morning expecting to feel different. Expecting fireworks, expecting the world to look somehow altered.

But the coffee was still coffee. The sun was still sun. Evan was still scrolling through headlines he’d forgotten by the time he reached the bottom of the page.

This is what integration feels like, she realized. Not a mountain peak. A plateau. A place to rest before the next climb.

Evan looked up. Caught her staring.

“What?” he asked.

“Nothing.”

“You’re doing that thing.”

“What thing?”

“The thing where you’re somewhere else. Not in a bad way. Just… elsewhere.”

Raniee smiled. “I’m right here. I’ve just never been here before.”

Evan set down his phone. Gave her his full attention. That was new—or maybe not new. Maybe she’d just never noticed. Maybe she’d been too busy running to see that he’d always been present.

“How does it feel?” he asked. “Being here.”

She thought about it. Let the question land.

“Quiet,” she said. “Not in a lonely way. In a… settled way. Like the noise finally stopped.”

Evan nodded. He didn’t say, “I’m happy for you,” “That’s amazing,” or any of the things people say when they don’t know what else to say. He just nodded. Witnessed.

That was enough.

* * *




The Kids 

Theo was the first one down. He’d always been an early riser—serious, observant, the kind of person who watched the world before stepping into it.

He poured himself a bowl of cereal and sat across from Raniee. Ate in silence.

Then: “You seem different.”

Raniee raised an eyebrow. “Different how?”

“I don’t know. Lighter. Like you’re not waiting for something.”

Raniee’s heart clenched. Twenty-two years old, and he could still see her. Really see her.

“I’m not waiting anymore,” she said.

Theo nodded. Went back to his cereal.

That was the thing about Theo. He didn’t need long explanations. He just needed the truth.

Roma came down next. Her hair was a mess. Her eyes were still half-closed. She grabbed a banana and slumped into a chair, glaring at the world as if it had personally offended her.

Raniee remembered being twenty. Remembered the weight of it. The way everything felt too big and too small at the same time.

“Morning,” Raniee said.

Roma grunted.

“How did you sleep?”

Another grunt.

Raniee didn’t push. She’d learned that pushing only made Roma retreat further. So she sat and drank her coffee. She let her daughter be grumpy in peace.

After a moment, Roma looked up. “You were talking in your sleep last night.”

Raniee’s breath caught. “What did I say?”

“I don’t know. Something about a door. A serpent. And a school.” Roma’s brow furrowed. “It didn’t make sense.”

Raniee’s mind raced. She hadn’t dreamed about the school—not consciously. But maybe the Voice had been speaking while she slept. Planting seeds, showing her what came next.

“Just a dream,” Raniee said. “Nothing to worry about.”

Roma shrugged and went back to her banana.

But Raniee could feel it now, the pull. The thread attached to her sternum, tugging gently, constantly.

The school, she thought. The labyrinth. That’s what comes next.

* * *

Ian 

Ian wandered in last, still half-asleep, his dark hair sticking up in every direction. He poured himself a glass of orange juice and sat down across from Roma, watching the exchange with quiet amusement.

At sixteen, he was taller than both his siblings. But he still had that same calm energy he’d carried since birth—the one that made people stop and listen when he spoke.

“You were talking, too,” Ian said.

Raniee looked at him. “About what?”

“The serpent. The gold thread. The center of the labyrinth.” He took a sip of his juice. “It’s not just a dream, Mom. It’s a blueprint.”

Raniee’s heart raced. He’d never spoken like that before. Not so directly. Not so sure.

“How do you know?” she asked.

Ian shrugged. “I just know.”

That was the thing about Ian. He didn’t make a fuss about his gifts. He never had. He just… knew things. And everyone had learned to listen.

Raniee reached across the table. Took his hand.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For telling me.”

He smiled. It was small. Quiet. Certain.

“That’s what I’m here for.”

* * *

Evan 

Evan found her in the garden later that morning. She’d wandered out after breakfast, drawn by something she couldn’t name. The oak tree was there—not a sapling anymore. Tall. Rooted. Its branches reaching toward the sun.

He stood beside her. Didn’t speak. Just… stood.

“I’ve been thinking about something,” Raniee said.

“Yeah?”

“The school. The one I dreamed about.”

Evan was quiet for a moment. “You’ve mentioned it before— in your sleep. I thought it was just… I don’t know. A metaphor.”

“It might be. But I think it’s more than that.” She turned to face him. “I think I’m supposed to build it.”

Evan’s expression didn’t change. That was one of the things she loved about him—he didn’t react. He received. He let things land before responding.

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?”

“Okay, let’s build it.”

Raniee’s throat tightened. “You don’t even know what it is.”

“It’s a school. For people who are waking up. For people who need a place to heal. For people who are tired of hiding.” He shrugged. “That’s what you’ve been building anyway. In the living room. With the group. This is just… bigger.”

Raniee stared at him. “When did you get so wise?”

He smiled. It was a small smile. Tired. Real.

“I’ve been paying attention.”

* * *

The Thread 

She didn’t know how she would do it. Didn’t know where the money would come from. Didn’t know if anyone would come.

But the thread was there. Pulling her forward. The same thread that had pulled her to the oak, to the river, to the crash, to the Voice.

“Go within,” it had said. “You are the map now.”

She’d gone within. She’d found herself. And now—now she had to go outward.

No more hiding.

She looked at the oak tree. At Evan. At the house where her children had grown up.

This is the beginning, she thought. Not the end. The beginning.

The sun was warm on her face. The breeze was light. The day was ordinary.

And Raniee—for the first time in her life—was ready for it.
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The dream came again the night after the garden.

Raniee stood at the entrance of a building she’d never seen, but knew completely. The doors were painted a blue so deep it looked like the night sky—Midnight Blue, she’d later name it. Above the doors hung a serpent coiled in a perfect circle, silver, eating its own tail.

The Ouroboros, a voice whispered. Not the Voice. Something else. Something older.

She walked inside.

The entrance was narrow. Unadorned. She had to leave something behind to enter—she could feel it. Ego. Pretense. The need to be impressive. She shed them like a coat.

The path wound inward- no straight lines, no shortcuts. She walked for what felt like hours, yet no time at all.

And then she reached the center.

A circular room- empty. A single point of gold light at the center, not a throne, not a stage. Just… a place to sit. A place to be.

She sat.

And the voice—not the Voice, something else, something that was also her—said: This is what you’re meant to build. Not a monument to you. A container for everyone.

She woke up with tears on her face.

* * *




The Morning

Evan found her sitting on the edge of the bed, staring at her hands. The room was still dark, the sun not yet up. She’d been crying in her sleep—he could see the tracks on her cheeks.

“Another dream?” he asked.

She nodded.

“About the school?”

She looked up at him. “How did you know?”

“You’ve been talking in your sleep for weeks. The labyrinth. The serpent. The doors.” He sat beside her. “I’ve been keeping a list.”

He pulled out his phone. Showed her the notes.




Midnight blue doors

Silver serpent eating its tail

The center is a circle- no throne

No one sits at the front




Raniee stared at the screen. “You wrote all this down?”

“I didn’t know if it meant anything. But you kept saying it. So I kept writing.”

She leaned into him. Her hair was loose, dark waves spilling over her shoulders. She was wearing a black lace-trimmed nightgown, her usual—gothic, elegant, comfortable. A silver crescent moon necklace rested against her collarbone.

“What would I do without you?” she whispered.

“You’d still have the dreams. You’d just forget them by morning.” He kissed her forehead. “I’m your witness. That’s my job.”

* * *

The Conversation

They sat in the kitchen an hour later. Coffee steamed in mismatched mugs. Sunlight streamed through the window, catching the crystals Raniee had hung on a macrame shelf—amethyst, rose quartz, black tourmaline. Her style was everywhere in the house: dark floral curtains, velvet pillows in deep purples and blacks, silver candle holders shaped like crescent moons, a small altar on the windowsill with dried herbs, and a single white candle.

She was wearing a long black cardigan over a flowy burgundy dress, silver rings on every finger, and a pair of dangling earrings that looked like tiny stars. Boho chic goth, she called it. Gypsy influence. Evan just called it her.

Raniee spread out a notebook and started drawing.

“The doors are Midnight Blue,” she said. “The veil of the cosmos. The material world—beautiful, seductive, and obscuring true light. Not evil. Just limited.”

Evan watched her draw. She sketched the Ouroboros, the circle, the labyrinth within.

“The serpent is silver. The divine spark. Sophia’s wisdom. The moon guides the seeker through the dark.” She added a delicate spiral. “And at the center—gold. The Pleroma. The Fullness. Not used lavishly. Just a point, a thread- the goal.”

Evan was quiet for a moment. “You’ve thought about this a lot.”

“I haven’t thought about it at all. It’s just… there. In my head- like someone downloaded it while I was sleeping.”

“Maybe someone did.”

She looked at him.

“Maybe the Voice isn’t done with you,” he said. “Maybe it’s not just about your healing. Maybe it’s about what you’re supposed to do with it.”

Raniee set down her pen. “I’m scared.”

“I know.”

“This is big. This is public. This is no more hiding.”

“I know.”

“What if I fail?”

Evan took her hand. “Then you fail. And then you try again. That’s what you’ve always done.”

She squeezed his fingers. “You’re not scared?”

“I’m terrified.” He smiled. It was a small smile. Real. “But I’m more terrified of watching you shrink yourself to fit a world that doesn’t deserve you. Build the school, Raniee. I’ll help.”

* * *

The Vision

Over the next week, the vision expanded.

Raniee filled notebooks. Drew diagrams. Wrote course descriptions. The philosophy came first—the light wave universe, the chakras as frequency classifications, the mind as the only thing that separates us from source.

Then the structure.




The Three-Tier Path.

The Path of the Follower

— foundational knowledge. Learning the myths, the history, and the basic practices. Unlearning what the world taught.

The Path of the Seeker

— deep inner work. Shadow work. Energy work. Learning to see beyond the veil.

The Path of the Knower

— advanced application. Mentorship. Deep integration into life and work.

No one graduates. You walk the labyrinth your whole life. The tiers just acknowledge where you are on the path.




She showed the notebooks to Evan. He read for hours.

Then: “You’re not just building a school. You’re building a whole worldview.”

“I’m just writing down what I saw.”

He looked at her. “That’s what all prophets say.”

She punched his arm. “I’m not a prophet.”

“You’re something.” He handed back the notebook. “And I think you’re supposed to share it.”

* * *

The Colors

She painted swatches on the wall of the living room. Midnight Blue, silver, and gold.

Theo came home from school, and he stopped, stared. He was twelve now, tall for his age, with his mother’s dark eyes and his father’s quiet steadiness.

“What’s that?”

“The colors of the school I’m building.”

He walked closer. Touched the Midnight Blue. “This one feels heavy.”

“That’s the veil. The material world. It’s supposed to feel heavy.”

He touched the Silver. “This one feels… hopeful.”

“The divine spark. The part of you that remembers.”

He touched the Gold. Didn’t speak. Just looked.

“What does that one feel like?” Raniee asked.

Theo was quiet for a long time. Then: “Home.”

Raniee’s throat tightened.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s the point.”




The Ouroboros

Evan came home with a piece of silver wire. He’d been bending it for hours, working from Raniee’s sketches.

He held up his creation. A serpent, coiled in a perfect circle, eating its own tail.

“It’s not perfect,” he said. “The real one will be better. But I wanted you to see it.”

Raniee took it from his hands. She held it up to the light.

The silver caught the sun. The circle was complete. The serpent’s mouth met its tail.

“The Liberator,” she whispered.

“What?”

“In Gnostic texts, the serpent in the Garden of Eden isn’t Satan. It’s Sophia. Offering gnosis. Liberating Adam and Eve from the Demiurge’s tyranny.”

Evan raised an eyebrow. “So the snake is the good guy?”

“The snake is the wake-up call. The serpent is the path. The Ouroboros is the labyrinth—coiled, circular, turning inward to go outward.”

She hung the wire serpent above the mantle. Stepped back. Adjusted it until the light caught just right.

“The school needs a symbol,” she said. “This is it.”

* * *

The Building

The realtor called on a Tuesday.

Raniee was in the garden, pulling weeds, thinking about nothing. She was wearing a wide-brimmed black hat, a flowy dark purple skirt, and combat boots- her usual. The oak sapling she’d planted months ago was still small, but it was growing.

The phone buzzed. She almost didn’t answer.

“Ms. Davine? I think I found your building.”

The building was old and needed work. The roof leaked, and the garden was overgrown. The windows hadn’t been cleaned in decades.

But the bones were good.

Raniee walked through it alone. The entrance hall was narrow, unadorned, forcing you to slow down. The corridors wound, no straight lines, no shortcuts. The center room was circular, empty, waiting.

This is it, she thought. This is the labyrinth.

She stood in the center of the room. Closed her eyes. Felt the warmth behind her heart.

You did it, the Voice seemed to say. You found it.

No, she thought. You showed me.

She called Evan. “I found the building.”

“How bad is it?”

“Terrible. It’s perfect. Come see.”

* * *

The Decision

They sat in the center room that evening. Just the two of them. The sun set through the dirty windows, painting the walls gold.

Raniee was curled on the floor, her back against the wall, her legs tucked under her. Her black lace shawl was draped over her shoulders. A silver ring with a moonstone glinted on her thumb.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Evan looked around. At the cracked walls, the dusty floor- the potential.

“I think it’s going to cost a lot of money.”

“I know.”

“I think it’s going to take years.”

“I know.”

“I think people are going to think you’re crazy.”

Raniee smiled. It was a tired smile, but genuine. “They’ve always thought I was crazy.”

Evan stood and walked to the center of the room. He stood in the light.

“Then I guess we’re building a school.”

She joined him. Took his hand.

“The Labyrinth,” she said.

“The Labyrinth,” he repeated. “What does that mean, exactly?”

She told him about the single path, the winding inward and outward, the center, and the return. No tricks. No dead ends. No monster waiting to devour you.

“Just the work,” she said. “Just the path. Just the return.”

Evan nodded. “When do we start?”

“Tomorrow.”

* * *

The Move

It took three weeks to make the building livable.

Not finished—nowhere near finished. But livable. Enough bedrooms for the family. A kitchen that didn’t leak. A bathroom with hot water.

The rule was simple: anyone who worked at the school had to live at the school.

Raniee had thought about it for days before making the decision. She’d talked to Evan, to Elara, to Marcus. They’d all agreed.

If we’re going to build a community, we have to be in it. Not commuting from the outside. Not clocking in and out. Living it.

There was a room near the back, quiet, with a window that faced the oak sapling. Raniee didn’t know who it was for yet. But she had a hunch. She left it empty, waiting.

Raniee and Evan took the largest room—not because they wanted hierarchy, but because they had three children and needed the space.

Theo got a room at the end of the hall. Roma got the one next to his, though she complained about the paint color (too dark, she said, though Raniee suspected she secretly liked it). Ian’s room was small and warm, with a window that caught the morning sun.

The first night in the building, they ate takeout on the floor of the center room. They had no furniture yet. Just cushions and blankets and the silver Ouroboros hanging above them.

Roma was quiet, pushing food around her plate. Raniee noticed but didn’t push.

Theo asked questions about the labyrinth, about the colors, about the serpent. Raniee answered as best she could.

Ian fell asleep in Evan’s lap, his small body curled against his father’s chest.

After the kids went to bed, Raniee stood in the center room alone. The moon was full. The windows were still dirty. The floor was still dusty.

But the building was alive.

She could feel it. The way the walls held the silence. The way the corridors whispered possibility. The way the center room breathed.

This is home now, she thought. Not the house we left. This.

She heard footsteps behind her- she didn’t turn.

“Can’t sleep?” Evan asked.

“Too much thinking.”

He came to stand beside her. “What are you thinking about?”

“Everything. Nothing. The future. The past. Whether I’m making a terrible mistake.”

Evan put his arm around her.

“You’re not,” he said. “This is exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

She leaned into him.

“How do you know?”

“Because you’re not running anymore. You’re building. That’s the difference.”

She was quiet for a long time.

“I’m scared,” she said.

“I know.”

“What if I fail them? The kids. The group. Everyone who’s counting on me?”

Evan turned her to face him.

“You’re not supposed to be enough for everyone. That’s the point of the circle. They hold themselves. You just hold the space.”

She closed her eyes.

No more hiding, she thought. Not from them. Not from myself.

* * *

The Teaching

The next morning, Raniee stood in the center room alone. The sun rose through the dirty windows. The dust motes danced.

She was wearing her favorite outfit—a long black velvet skirt, a flowy silver top, layered necklaces of various lengths, and her combat boots. Her hair was loose, falling in dark waves. She’d painted her nails black the night before, and the polish was still fresh.

She pulled out her notebook and started writing.




The Labyrinth School.

Core Tenets:




The Divine Spark. 

Every student has a fragment of Sophia within them. The goal is to remember, not to acquire something new.

Gnosis Over Belief. 

Direct, experiential knowledge of the divine. Not faith. Not doctrine. Knowing.

The Demiurge Within. 

The “false god” is not out there—it’s the ego, conditioning, the voice that says “you’re not enough.”

Shadow Work. 

You cannot reach the center without facing what you’ve buried. The labyrinth forces you inward.

Integration. 

The goal is not to escape the body or the world—it’s to be fully embodied, fully awake, fully here.

No Hierarchy of Awakening. 

The janitor can be more awake than the founder. The student can be more integrated than the teacher. Everyone walks their own path.

She read it back. Added more.

The Three Non-Negotiable Rules:


	Daily Affirmation. Your mind needs to hear from you first. Start the day by telling yourself what you deserve.

	Act from a place of love, not fear. Even when delivering a hard truth, let your intention be love and respect.

	“I am not being mean; I am choosing not to compromise my peace for your comfort.” Stop policing your boundaries to manage someone else’s ego




The Core Commitment: No matter what — hold yourself accountable to learn, change, and grow. Own everything you do, especially the mistakes. They are proof you’re trying.




She closed the notebook.

The sun was fully up now. The room was gold.

This is the labyrinth, she thought. Not a maze. A path. And I’m going to walk it. Every day. For the rest of my life.

She stood, brushed off her skirt, and walked to the entrance.

The Midnight Blue doors weren’t painted yet. The Ouroboros wasn’t hung. The building was still a wreck.

But the school was already here.

She could feel it.
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Setting: The Labyrinth School — a few weeks after opening. The building is still finding itself—some rooms painted, some still waiting. The garden is slowly being reclaimed. The Midnight Blue doors are open.

Naomi’s state: Wrecked. Overwhelmed. At her breaking point. She doesn’t know what she’s looking for, but she knows she can’t stay where she was.

Roma’s state: Guarded. Radiant despite herself. In the middle of her own war—but Naomi doesn’t know that yet.

* * *

The Arrival

Naomi stood at the entrance of the school, clutching the strap of her duffel bag like it was the only thing keeping her tethered to the ground.

The building was old. Solid. The doors were painted a deep blue—Midnight Blue, she’d learn later—and above them hung a silver serpent eating its own tail. It wasn’t threatening. It was something else. Something she didn’t have a word for yet.

She’d been driving for hours, maybe days. Time had stopped making sense somewhere between the last fight with her mother and the moment she realized she couldn’t go back.

This is a mental health facility, she told herself. That’s what this is. A boarding school for people like me.

That’s what her aunt had said, anyway. “There’s a place. They help people who can’t get their act together. You need structure, Naomi. You need someone to tell you what to do.”

So she’d packed a bag. Driven until







The First Sight


















* * *

The Avoidance











* * *

The Assignment























* * *

The Rocky Start



















* * *

The Bait











* * *

The Question
















The Stages of Friendship — Roma Teaches















































The Shift













* * *

The Unspoken Understanding
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