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Foreword
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SOME STORIES SURVIVE because they are true.

Others survive because they are useful.

And then there are the stories that survive because someone, somewhere, refused to let them disappear.

Damnatio Memoriae: The Second Impression is a novel about memory, power, and the machinery that decides what a civilization remembers as fact. It is also a novel about the people who work in the margins—printers, archivists, witnesses, and keepers of fragments—those who understand that history is not merely recorded, but selected, edited, repeated, and enforced.

At its center is a question as old as empire: who gets to tell the story of what happened? But beneath that question lies something more unsettling—what happens when a society does not simply forget, but is taught to remember differently?

This book began with the recognition that erasure is rarely clean. It leaves residue. It creates absences that can be felt, even when they cannot be named. It also began with the understanding that the most durable narratives are not always the most accurate, only the ones repeated often enough to become indistinguishable from truth.

The title, Damnatio Memoriae, names a Roman practice of condemning memory itself—striking names from records, removing likenesses, attempting to make a person vanish from history. But history rarely vanishes completely. It fractures, scatters, and survives in fragments. Sometimes those fragments are enough to challenge the official account. Sometimes they are enough to reveal the machinery behind it.

This novel is not interested in easy answers. It is interested in the cost of repetition, the violence of certainty, and the danger of stories that become too useful to question. It asks what is lost when one version of events becomes dominant, and what remains when another version is buried beneath it.

For some readers, this will be read as historical fiction. For others, as a political allegory. For still others, as a meditation on faith, power, and inherited memory. It is all of these things. More than that, it is a reminder that what survives is not always what should have been believed—but what was allowed to be repeated.

May this book be read not only for what it says, but for what it preserves.

— keny’
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FOR THOSE WHO WERE never meant to survive the encounter—

and did.

For the Indigenous peoples of every continent who held their knowledge,

their language, and their relationship to the cosmos

through centuries of determined erasure.

Your wisdom is not history. It is instruction.

For the men and women who wore the uniform

of a country still learning to deserve them—

who served with honor in the space between

what America promised and what it delivered.

For every child who looked up at the night sky

and felt, without yet having the words for it,

that the darkness was not empty—

and that we owed it something better than what we brought.

And for the generations not yet born

who will inherit the cosmos we are building right now,

in the choices we make and the ones we refuse to make,

in the laws we write and the silences we leave.

May we leave them something worthy of the stars.

This book is also for my children.

Everything I have written, I wrote toward you.

Everything I have questioned, I questioned on your behalf.

The future belongs to you.

I only ask that you carry it honestly.
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Prologue
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THEY DID NOT BEGIN by rewriting the story.

They began by deciding which parts would be remembered.

In Rome, memory was not a passive thing. It was not left to time, or chance, or the unrElile nature of human recall. Memory was governed—shaped with the same precision as law, the same intention as conquest.

When a man became inconvenient, they did not always kill him.

Sometimes, they did something far more complete.

They removed him.

Not from the present—

But from the past.

His name was struck from records. His likeness chiseled from stone. His victories reassigned, his words unattributed, his existence reduced to absence so total that even those who had known him began to doubt themselves.

Damnatio memoriae.

The condemnation of memory.

It was not enough for a man to die.

He had to become impossible.

But erasure was never perfect.

It left traces.

A broken inscription where letters once were.

A statue with its face carefully removed.

A record that skipped, just slightly, where something had been cut away.

And sometimes—

Something survived.

Not whole.

Not intact.

But enough to suggest that what had been removed had once mattered.

That absence, too, had a shape.

—
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IN JUDEA, FAR FROM Rome’s marble certainty, erasure worked differently.

There were no grand statues to dismantle.

No official records vast enough to cleanse completely.

Only stories.

Carried by voice.

By ink.

By repetition.

And repetition—

Repetition could be changed.

Not by removing what was said.

But by replacing it.

Again.

And again.

And again.

Until what remained was not what had happened—

But what could be remembered without consequence.
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THE DEATH OF A MAN should have been simple.

An execution.

A body.

An end.

But this death—

This one refused to settle.

Too many witnesses.

Too many accounts.

Too many versions that did not align cleanly enough to be ignored, or violently enough to be erased.

It lingered.

Unresolved.

Dangerous in a way Rome understood immediately.

Because unresolved things invited questions.

And questions—

Questions weakened certainty.
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SO THEY DID NOT ERASE it.

They refined it.

They shaped the telling until it carried no threat.

Until responsibility could be placed without destabilizing power.

Until memory itself became structured enough to survive—

And useful enough to keep.
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BUT REFINEMENT IS NOT erasure.

And what is shaped

Can be reshaped.
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SOMEWHERE IN JUDEA, a printer would soon receive a line of text that did not yet know what it would become.

Somewhere in Rome, a man would decide which version of that line could be allowed to endure.

And somewhere else entirely, unseen, unnamed, and unrecorded—

Someone would begin preserving what neither side intended to keep.
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THIS IS NOT THE STORY of what happened.

It is the story of what survived.

And the moment survival

Became something chosen.

:::
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Chapter One: Ink and Ash
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BY THE TIME THE THIRD account arrived, Eli had barred the door.

It came not by courier, nor trader, nor any man who would admit to carrying it. He found it slipped beneath the threshold, the parchment creased but deliberate, as if whoever delivered it understood both urgency and discretion. The ink was cleaner than the others. Measured. Official.

Eli did not open it immediately.

He stood there in the dimming light, listening to the city settle into its evening rhythms—the distant clang of metal, a woman calling her children home, the low murmur of voices that carried through stone like ghosts reluctant to leave. His apprentice watched him from across the room, hands still dusted with ink, eyes restless.

“You’re not going to read it?” the boy asked.

“I am,” Eli said. “I am deciding when.”

The distinction mattered.

He returned to the worktable, where the first two accounts still lay side by side like adversaries forced into silence. One raw, immediate, unfiltered. The other polished, deliberate, shaped for distance and authority.

He broke the third seal.

His eyes moved quickly at first, then slowed.

Then stopped.

“What does it say?” the apprentice pressed.

Eli exhaled, but it was not relief.

“It says,” he began, choosing each word with care, “that there was no trial.”

The apprentice frowned. “But—”

“It says there was no trial,” Eli repeated. “No formal charge. No decree from Rome. It claims the execution was carried out under pressure. Quietly. Expediently.”

“That contradicts
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