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This book is dedicated to those who have ever felt the ground shift beneath their certainty.

To the sons burdened by expectations they did not create.

To the daughters forced to negotiate between love and lineage.

To the friends whose loyalty was tested by forces greater than themselves.

And to every reader who understands that memory is not just recollection... it is identity.

If you have ever fought to remain yourself while the world tried to redefine you, this story belongs to you.
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EPIGRAPH
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When power cannot defeat you openly,

it rewrites what you remember.

When love cannot be broken by distance,

it is tested by silence.

And when memory collapses,

the question is no longer what happened.

The question becomes... who are you without it?
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This novel explores the fragile architecture of identity.

What happens when memory becomes negotiable?

What happens when protection becomes possession?

What happens when love must survive manipulation, tradition, and fear at the same time?

The events within these pages are dramatic, but the emotional truths are real. Families fracture under pressure. Pride disguises itself as protection. Authority convinces itself it is necessary.

This book is not about villains and heroes.

It is about consequences.

And the dangerous belief that control can exist without cost.

... Ken Haych
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PREFACE
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Every family carries history.

Some histories are spoken openly. Others are whispered behind closed doors. And some are buried so deeply that a generation grows up unaware it is living inside unresolved decisions.

This story unfolds in the space between intention and impact.

A father believes he is securing his son’s future.

A spiritual matriarch believes she is preserving order.

A young man believes sacrifice can protect everyone he loves.

A young woman believes love should not require surrender.

But belief does not prevent damage.

In this world, memory is more than recollection. It is evidence. It is leverage. It is power.

When memories are erased, altered, or sealed away, identity fractures. When identity fractures, choices become unpredictable.

This is not merely a story about supernatural rituals. It is a story about influence. About the subtle violence of control disguised as care.

And at its center stands a question:

If someone removes the people who shaped you from your memory... are you still the same person?

Welcome to The Collapse of Memory.
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PROLOGUE
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Long before the wedding documents were signed.

Long before the curse sealed a boy’s mouth.

Long before a body gasped for air inside a mortuary drawer...

There was pride.

Two men once stood side by side in uniform, believing loyalty was permanent. They shared ambition. They shared dreams. They shared risk.

But ambition matures differently in different hearts.

One rose.

One waited.

One felt forgotten.

Resentment does not require confrontation. It grows quietly. It feeds on silence. It studies opportunity.

Years passed.

Children were born into a world already shaped by unspoken rivalry.

Those children believed they were simply living.

They did not know they were walking inside unfinished business.

Until accusations surfaced.

Until rituals were performed.

Until memory itself became negotiable.

This is not the beginning of revenge.

This is the inheritance of it.

And what follows is the cost of believing you can control fate without eventually facing it.

––––––––
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Welcome to Book Three:

The Collapse Of Memory.
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CHAPTER ONE 

The Curse of the Rightful Heir


“The spirits do not forget. 

They only wait.”
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Every story has a beginning.

Every conflict has a root.

Every incident is born from something that came before it.

Some beginnings arrive quietly. Others arrive disguised as something small... almost forgettable.

Ours did not begin with a war.

It did not begin with blood.

It began with four teenage boys.


Rajab.

Rashid.

Rahim.

Ramadhan.






Four names. Four boys. From Bagamoyo, Tanzania.

But this one... this one began with a girl.

Her name was Amne Salum.

Yes. You know her.

She is not the main character of our story. Not the one whose name headlines the chaos. Not the one whose choices tore memory apart. And yet... everything bends back to her.

Because sometimes the spark is not the fire.

It is the match.

Amne was the kind of girl people noticed before they realized they were staring.

Not just beautiful. That word is too small. Beauty fades into the background when seen too often. Amne did not fade. She held attention without trying. The way she walked. The quiet confidence in her posture. The calm intelligence in her eyes. She was desired in ways that made other girls resent her and made boys lose sleep.

Many wanted her.

They wanted her laugh.

They wanted her number.

They wanted the privilege of walking beside her in public.

But her heart had already chosen.

Rajab.

And that is where everything began to break.

People have always wondered about Rajab. They have whispered it in corridors and over late night conversations.

“Why couldn’t he just say it?”

Why couldn’t he tell Shufaa he loved her?

Why was the boy who feared nothing... afraid of three simple words?

Because Rajab could fight.

Rajab could rebel.

Rajab could stand against the world.

But he could not stand against his own heart.

Amne could.

That was the difference.

It takes a certain kind of courage for a woman to confess love first. It takes more than beauty. More than pride. It takes the willingness to lose.

And she knew she might.

The afternoon she told him, the sky over Bagamoyo was heavy with heat. The kind that makes the air feel thick.

Rajab stood near the old football ground, hands in his pockets, staring at nothing in particular.

“Rajab,” she called softly.

He turned. And for a brief second, something flickered in his eyes. Surprise. Admiration. Maybe even guilt.

“Amne,” he said. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she replied. Then corrected herself. “Actually... everything.”

He tried to smile. “You’re scaring me.”

She stepped closer. Close enough to smell the faint scent of dust and cologne on his shirt.

“I don’t want to pretend anymore,” she said. Her voice was steady. Too steady for what she was about to risk. “I like you, Rajab. Not as a friend. Not as a classmate. I like you.”

Silence.

Even the wind seemed to pause.

Rajab swallowed. His eyes dropped to the ground. That was the first sign.

“Amne...”

He said her name like an apology before the apology came.

“You’re an amazing girl,” he began.

She almost laughed. That sentence never leads anywhere good.

“You deserve someone who...”

“Who what?” she cut in gently. “Who loves me back?”

He looked at her then. Really looked at her. And in that moment he hated himself a little.

“It’s not that you’re not enough,” he said quietly. “It’s just... my heart is somewhere else.”

There it was.

Not cruel. Not harsh. Just honest.

And honesty can wound deeper than lies.

Amne nodded once. She refused to let her eyes betray her.

“Shufaa?” she asked.

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t need to.

And that is the cruelty of timing.

Because Rajab loved Shufaa. Silently. Stubbornly. Powerlessly.

But he never told her.

He carried that love like a secret he was too afraid to release.

Until someone else did.

Rashid.

His best friend.

The one who always moved faster. Spoke faster. Acted faster.

While Rajab hesitated, Rashid stepped forward.

“I need to tell you something,” Rashid had said to Shufaa one evening, his voice shaking in a way no one had ever heard before.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I love you.”

Simple. Direct. Brave.

And Shufaa... smiled.

“I love you too.”

Just like that.

By the time Rajab gathered the courage he had been saving for months, it was already too late. The door had closed quietly. Respectfully. Permanently.

So here is the chain.

Amne loves Rajab.

Rajab loves Shufaa.

Shufaa loves Rashid.

Rashid wins.

And when Amne realized the boy she had chosen had chosen someone else... well.

You already know what that does to a heart.

Rejection is one thing.

But watching the person you love love someone else?

That is a different kind of collapse.

She did not scream. She did not fight. She did not beg.

She smiled in public. She congratulated them. She even said, “I’m happy for you.”

And maybe a small part of her meant it.

But something shifted inside her.

Something quiet.

Something dangerous.

Because unreturned love does not always disappear.

Sometimes it transforms.

And sometimes... it becomes the root of everything that follows.

––––––––
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Now let us turn to the other side of the story.

This part does not begin with love.

It begins with power.

Long before the boys, before Amne, before the silent wars of teenage hearts, there lived a man whose name carried weight far beyond Bagamoyo.

Mubarack Zigamba.

But no one called him that.

They called him GORE ZIGAMBA.

And when they said it, they lowered their voices.

He was not just a witch doctor. He was the witch doctor. Across the country, practitioners of dark arts spoke his name with reverence edged in fear. He was consulted in matters no one dared to speak aloud. Kings of villages sought him. Politicians whispered about him. Rivals avoided him.

No witch doctor had ever successfully challenged him.

Not because he was lucky.

Because he was the culmination of generations.

The power did not start with him. It ran in the bloodline. From his great grandfather... to his grandfather... to his father... and finally to him. Each generation had followed the same unbreakable rule written not on paper, but in spirits.

The firstborn inherits.

That was the law of their lineage.

When it was your time, you did not choose. The spirits chose for you.

By the time Gore Zigamba reached middle age, he was married and had two children.

His firstborn was a daughter, Rusina.

His second child was a son, Feisal.

He raised them both with discipline. With structure. With the quiet certainty that one day, one of them would carry the weight of ancestral spirits on their shoulders.

But here lay the flaw in Gore Zigamba’s heart.

He loved his son more.

Not openly. Not cruelly. But deeply.

In his mind, a daughter was temporary. She would marry. She would leave. She would carry another man’s name. If the sacred lineage passed through her, it would scatter into another family. The Zigamba name would weaken.

A son, however... a son preserved blood.

So quietly, without announcing it to the spirits, he began bending tradition.

He started teaching Feisal.

At first, small things.

“Stand there,” he would say during rituals. “Watch carefully. Do not blink.”

Feisal, still a boy, would stand beside the fire pits at night, watching shadows twist against hut walls.

Later, lessons deepened.

“This herb,” Gore Zigamba would explain, crushing leaves between his fingers, “heals when used correctly... and destroys when used differently. Power is not in the leaf. It is in the intention.”

Feisal absorbed everything.

He followed his father to ceremonies. He witnessed sacrifices. He learned incantations whispered only after midnight. He memorized symbols drawn in ash. What began as observation became participation. What began as guidance became grooming.

By the time Feisal entered adulthood, he was not merely a student.

He was prepared.

And when the old man felt his strength beginning to fade, he made his decision.

He summoned Feisal alone.

“It is time,” Gore Zigamba said, his voice slower now, but still commanding.

Feisal knelt.

“You will carry what I carried. You will protect what I protected. And you will never show weakness.”

“What about Rusina?” Feisal asked quietly.

A long pause.

“The spirits will understand,” Gore Zigamba replied.

But the spirits are rarely silent when disrespected.

The transfer of power did not go unnoticed.

Rusina knew.

And that was where the true fracture began.

According to the sacred rules of their lineage, she was the rightful heir. The firstborn. The chosen vessel by law. Yet she had never been trained. Never been taught. Never been invited into the inner chambers of ritual.

Feisal had knowledge. Skill. Experience.

Rusina had the law.

And sometimes law is more dangerous than skill.

Before their father even died, brother and sister had already become enemies.

“You are sitting on my seat,” Rusina confronted him one evening.

Feisal did not raise his voice. “I am sitting where Father placed me.”

“That is not his choice,” she snapped. “It is tradition.”

“It is done,” he replied.

But it was not done.

Rusina began resisting. Questioning. Challenging his authority before it was even official. She did not know the rituals, but she knew the constitution of their craft. And she weaponized it.

Gore Zigamba saw the storm forming.

And so he did what powerful men have always done when faced with inconvenient daughters.

He removed her.

He arranged a marriage swiftly. Efficiently. To a respected man in another region. Far enough that her voice would not echo back. Far enough that the Zigamba house would breathe in peace again.

On her wedding day, Rusina did not cry.

She looked at Feisal once.

Not with sadness.

With promise.

Then she left.

After that, Feisal inherited fully. Publicly. Officially.

The rituals were performed. The spirits invoked. The seat claimed.

And for a time... peace returned.

Years passed.

Feisal married. He built his own household. And unlike his father, he was granted only one child.

A daughter.

Her name was Shufaa.

When she was born, the air in the house felt charged. Not dark. Not heavy. Just... aware.

Gore Zigamba held the newborn once. His old fingers trembling slightly as he studied her face.

“She carries something,” he murmured.

“Something good?” Feisal asked.

The old man did not answer immediately.

“She carries something,” he repeated.

A few days later, Gore Zigamba died.

And the house that had been ruled by fear, power, and bloodline fell silent.

But blood remembers.

Tradition remembers.

And somewhere, far from Bagamoyo, a woman named Rusina remembered too.

Feisal knew.

The moment the earth closed over his father’s grave, he knew.

Rusina would return.

Not to mourn. Not to reconcile. She would return for what she believed was hers.

He understood his sister too well. Rusina did not shout without calculation. She did not threaten without preparation. If she came, she would come with strategy. With patience. With something hidden beneath her calm.

So Feisal made a decision that would alter everything.

He gathered the inheritance.

Not money. Not land.

Power.

The raw spiritual force passed down from generation to generation, sealed in ritual, bound by blood, awakened through oath.

And he divided it.

Seventy five percent of it... he concealed.

He did not bury it like treasure. He sealed it in a place no human map could trace. A place known only to him. Protected by layers of secrecy that required more than knowledge to unlock. It required blood memory.

He remained with only twenty five percent.

Enough to defend himself. Enough to remain feared. Enough to rule.

But not enough to expose the full weight of what he carried.

As he predicted, Rusina returned the very day their father died.

She arrived before the final prayers ended. Dressed in mourning cloth. Face calm. Eyes sharp.

She did not cry at the burial.

She watched.

After the last handful of soil struck the grave, she approached him.

“You look comfortable,” she said quietly.

“This is not the place,” Feisal replied.

“It is exactly the place,” she answered. “I have come for what is mine.”

There it was.

No pretense. No delay.

“I am ready,” she continued, her voice steady. “If you want war, we can have war.”

Feisal did not argue.

He had already prepared.

The house was layered with spiritual traps. Invisible to ordinary eyes. Threads of power woven into doorways. Thresholds marked with silent incantations. Objects placed deliberately.

If Rusina crossed certain lines... she would suffer.

And she did.

The first time she stepped into the inner chamber, a sharp force struck her chest and forced her backward.

She steadied herself and smiled faintly.

“So this is how you want to play.”

What Feisal ignored... what he chose to ignore... was the oldest rule of their bloodline.

They were forbidden from using their power to harm one another.

It was not tradition.

It was law.

A sacred, unbreakable condition imposed by the very spirits that empowered them.

To violate it was to invite judgment.

Feisal knew this.

He simply decided survival mattered more.

Every trap he set. Every spiritual strike that targeted Rusina. Every hostile invocation.

All of it was recorded.

Not by people.

By the spirits.

And the penalty for such transgression was not suspension.

It was death.

Not dramatic. Not theatrical.

Sudden.

The morning it happened was quiet. No storm. No warning.

Feisal was alone in the ritual room when his breath shortened unexpectedly. His hands trembled. The air around him felt heavy, crushing.

He tried to stand.

He could not.

“Not now...” he whispered.

But the judgment had already been passed.

Within minutes, Feisal was dead.

No visible wound. No sign of struggle.

Just stillness.

He left behind a wife.

And a daughter.

Rusina did not celebrate.

She did not need to.

The path cleared itself.

She took the seat officially. The ancestral staff placed in her hand. The symbols redrawn in her name. The spirits invoked once more, this time without interference.

She was now the supreme witch doctor of the Zigamba lineage.

And to prove something, perhaps to herself more than anyone else, she chose mercy.

She allowed Feisal’s wife and child to remain in the house. She provided for them. Protected them. Treated them with visible fairness.

“There is no bitterness,” she told the elders. “I only fought for my right.”

And for years, no one could say otherwise.

She did not mistreat them.

She did not deny them comfort.

She lived with them in peace.

Yet something unsettled her from the very beginning.

When she fully assumed power, she expected weight.

She expected the surge she had witnessed in her father. The suffocating aura he carried. The unquestionable dominance.

Instead... she felt normal.

Strong, yes. Stronger than any witch doctor in the region. No rival could challenge her. None dared.

But not complete.

She recognized it immediately.

This was not the full inheritance.

In solitude, she began examining her power. Testing limits. Probing depth.

It did not take long for realization to settle in.

This was only a fraction.

Twenty five percent.

Her brother had hidden the rest.

At first, anger flared.

Then calculation replaced it.

Through spiritual investigation, she confirmed it. The missing power was not destroyed. Not diminished. Merely concealed.

Somewhere.

And she made herself a promise.

She would find it.

Weeks turned into months. Months turned into years.

She searched through rituals, through dreams, through communion with ancestral forces. She questioned spirits that whispered half-truths. She followed signs that dissolved into nothing.

Time moved.

Her authority solidified.

Her reputation expanded.

But beneath the calm exterior of the powerful Rusina Zigamba, there remained one unresolved hunger.

The missing seventy five percent.

And she would not rest until it returned to her hands.

And now... we return to the present.

In the old days, witch doctors carried names that sounded like thunder.

Zigamba.

Makure.

Mangara.

Mlungula.

Digalu.

Mwamtemi.

Names that traveled ahead of the men who bore them. Names that arrived before footsteps. Names that silenced rooms.

But the modern era softened even darkness.

Today’s practitioners carried ordinary names. Some even hid behind nicknames. You would hear of an Ali calling himself Babualiy. A Belinda shortening herself to Linda. Power dressed casually. Tradition diluted by trend.

Rusina chose something different.

She renamed herself Russ.

Cold. Sharp. Efficient.

But most people did not call her Russ.

They called her Rose.

Aunt Rose.

It sounded harmless.

It was not.

She raised Shufaa well. There was no visible cruelty. No favoritism. No deprivation. Shufaa went to school. She laughed. She grew. She lived like any other girl in Bagamoyo.

But Aunt Rose was never careless.

She knew the truth has a way of surfacing.

One day, Shufaa might ask questions.

One day, she might learn about her father. About the spiritual traps. About the forbidden attacks. About the sudden death that was not as sudden as it appeared.

And if she connected the pieces...

Would she remain silent?

Or would she rise?

Rusina could not take that risk.

So she reached for a strategy older than conflict itself.

Marriage.

Remove the threat. Relocate the bloodline. Neutralize the possibility.

It was the same method Gore Zigamba had used on her.

History does not disappear. It repeats.

But what Aunt Rose failed to calculate was the generation she was dealing with.

This was not her era.

This was Gen Z.

A generation that questions everything. That listens more to its mind than to inherited fear. A generation restless, skeptical, unpredictable.

Shufaa was not a silent vessel waiting to be placed somewhere.

She was fire under calm skin.

“It is the spirits’ demand,” Aunt Rose told her one evening.

They were seated in the living room. The air felt tight.

“Which spirits?” Shufaa asked calmly.

“Our family spirits.”

“And when did they start choosing husbands?”

Rose’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Do not disrespect what protects you.”

“I am not disrespecting,” Shufaa replied. “I am thinking.”

That was the problem.

She was thinking.

“You will marry,” Aunt Rose said, her voice firm now. “It is not a suggestion.”

“I will not,” Shufaa answered, just as firm. “I love Rashid.”

There it was.

Not whispered. Not hidden.

Declared.

“No man,” Rose said quietly, “is above ancestral command.”

“My life is,” Shufaa shot back.

Aunt Rose could not use direct force. The laws of their lineage still applied. She could not harm Shufaa. She could not spiritually manipulate her body.

But she could reach her heart.

And Rashid was the heart.

Meanwhile, outside the house of spirits and secrets, another fire burned.

Rajab was facing a heavy case. Accusations that could bury him. Charges that carried prison time. Rashid and the others had exhausted every connection, every favor, every attempt to soften the blow.

When help finally came, it came with conditions.

Cruel ones.

Everything tightened at once.

As Shufaa continued refusing marriage, Aunt Rose adjusted her strategy.

She could not harm Shufaa.

But she could harm the one Shufaa loved.

The ritual was not loud. It was not dramatic. It was precise.

Rashid was cursed. 
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