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“In the grand tradition of Spillane, Doyle and Chandler, yet entirely unlike them too, this first instalment of The Dread Eye Detective Agency is a fresh and innovative leap forward for the genre. As well as plainly being a cracking good fast paced read.”- Ivor Hartmann, editor, Story Time e-zine.

When wealthy businessman Windsor Kamutswira is found dead by the roadside on the outskirts of Harare, the police call in the Rastafarian sibling sleuths, Ce-Ce and Farai Chisango of the Dread Eye Detective Agency. They soon discover that the victim was no innocent man, and that his last hours were spent in Tsunami, a squatter settlement where everyone knows everyone else's business - or so it seems.

With only the smell of paraffin, a few telltale scratches, and a corpse dressed all wrong to guide them, the Chisangos must look past community gossip, police corruption and easy answers to uncover the truth. What they find is not a calculated murder, but a desperate act of survival in a world where the most vulnerable are too often unseen.

Set against the harsh beauty and social fractures of contemporary Zimbabwe, A Smell of Paraffin is a taut, atmospheric detective story about predation, invisibility and the kind of justice the law too often fails to deliver.
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Since you all know what is expected of a police

officer as well as a private, We need not go into the


details, but urge you to work diligently at all times- H.I.M. Emperor Haile Selassie I, Address to Aba Dina Police College, Tuesday, June 2,1959




Each morning, I silence deceit, removing evil from the city of the Eternal One. -Psalm 101:4
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On a sunny morning, a black Audi pulled over near a small crowd along Norton Road, about ten kilometres outside Harare. The motley group, some twenty strong, consisted mostly of local bystanders: a ragged, barefoot boy in an oversized donated jumper here, a massive middle-aged woman with thick arms bulging out of a torn T-shirt like sausage meat there, her belly straining against a colourful wrapper. But there were also two uniformed policemen and one official-looking young man in a grey suit. The whole crowd stared as the Audi's passengers stepped out, a man and a woman. They were worth staring at, for both had the appearance of Rastafarians.

The man wore a brown suit, his hair tied in a ponytail that showed off a handsome, bearded face. The woman was a stunner by any standards, her hair wrapped in a white cloth that swept down her back like a nun's wimple. She wore a cream suit, her skirt just reaching her knees. Red, gold and green banding edged the lapels.

“What's this now?” one of the policemen wondered aloud, his brow creased.

The official-looking young man approached the pair with a broad grin. "Miss Chisango, Mr Chisango, thank you for coming on such short notice. I am Detective Wellington Mafoti.”

Chenai “Ce-Ce” and Farai Chisango of the Dread Eye Detective Agency shook hands with him in turn.

“Well, I hope we can be of use, detective,” said Ce-Ce. “What have we got here?”

Mafoti turned, and the crowd parted before him. On the dry grass a man lay rigid in a crumpled heap, utter surprise fixed upon his rather plump face. He looked to be in his mid-fifties, shaved perhaps to even out the bare patch on the crown of his round head. He also looked like he was not from these parts. Plenty in the gawking crowd wore designer clothes too, but theirs were NGO donations. This man looked like he could afford his own.

“His name is Windsor Kamutswira,” said Mafoti. “Owner of a successful laundry business chain. Lives in a double-storey mansion in Chisipite.”

“He's a long way from home,” Farai remarked.

“Yes,” said Mafoti. “We have already worked out the purpose of his visit from these helpful members of the public.” He cocked his head toward the spectators. “Mr Kamutswira liked to socialise with vulnerable orphaned teenage girls from the squatter camp nearby. Constable Jiri tells me a docket for statutory rape was opened last year, but vanished from the station records around the same time the member-in-charge's children all acquired new shoes and sports equipment, and the investigating officer found himself transferred to Silobela.”

“So, was he robbed?” Ce-Ce asked.

“Not that we can tell. His wallet is intact. That is how we established his identity, which the public then confirmed. There was six hundred United States dollars in large bills, and coinage in South African and Botswana currency. No, robbery wasn't the motive. Kamutswira was too well known here for a local mugger to imagine he could attack him and then melt away.”

Ce-Ce crouched by the body, aware that the two uniformed policemen were eyeing her, torn between lust and wonder that a woman Rastafarian had been sent to accomplish what had proved difficult for their detective. If she was so capable, why wasn't she herself the detective? Even as they wondered, the answer came to them. Their force had a policy toward Rastafarians and people who looked like Rastafarians; it extended not merely to refusing to recruit them, but to criminalising them in public. Constable Jiri remembered a raid on a house shared by six Rastafarian families. He had gone there to clamp down on criminals and found himself dragging half-naked mothers from bed while their children screamed. The shame had haunted him since.

He crouched beside Ce-Ce, feeling perhaps that an opportunity had come to do one thing cleanly.

Farai and Mafoti joined them. The other constable remained on crowd control, and seemed to be sharing a joke with a young man, perhaps at Ce-Ce and Farai's expense.

“He was strangled?” Farai suggested, noting the bruise around the dead man's neck.

“A blow to the solar plexus first,” said Ce-Ce. “He struggled with his assailant. Regardez-vous the broken nail. There should be skin and blood for you.”

“Yes, the lab will look at all that,” said Mafoti. “My worry is it may yield nothing useful. Nearly a thousand people live in the settlement. Some have no papers, not even a national identity document or birth certificate. Even if we get skin and blood, the kind of information we would glean from such samples is unlikely to match any database.”

“I see your point,” said Ce-Ce.

It was not because the police were stupid that they had requested the services of Dread Eye on this one. It was because normal police investigation procedure was unlikely to bring a swift conclusion.

“Those scratches on his face,” said Farai. “And one swollen eye. Yet no sign of a serious struggle. I'd say he gave his assailant some before he was overpowered. He is a big lad. There couldn't have been more than one attacker. Strange, though, that what looks like a scuffle led to murder.”

“Maybe the death was unintentional,” suggested Constable Jiri. “Which is why the body was left here, away from the settlement.”

“We are assuming he was killed in the settlement,” said Farai. “What if it all happened at this spot? How did he travel from Chisipite?”

“His four-by-four is parked by the local bottle store where he left it,” said Mafoti. “Witnesses say that around seven last night he argued with his girlfriend, one Chioneso, whom he found in the company of another man. We estimate Kamutswira died around that time. The problem is that witnesses place both Chioneso and her new boyfriend at the bottle store, and later at her home. I have sent for them.”

Ce-Ce was still looking at the body. She pinched the fabric of the dead man's shirt between finger and thumb, then raised her hand to her nose.

“You'd think a man like this would be neater with his clothes,” she murmured. “Even if he was slumming it for a few hours.”

“That was another strange thing,” said Mafoti. “His T-shirt and underwear were both inside out. And his briefs were back to front as well.”

“So, he dressed in a hurry,” said Farai. “Caught in the company of someone else's woman, pulled himself together in panic, and still got beaten and killed. The killer dumps him where he'd be found.”

“The settlement is a place where people do catch partners in acts of infidelity,” Mafoti said. “But it is also a place where a fracas over someone caught in flagrante delicto would not pass unnoticed. Out here adulterers get mob justice for dinner. None of the witnesses reported anything of the sort last night.”

“That's because,” said a voice from behind them, “people only report what matters to them.”

It was the large woman in the wrapper.

Mafoti glared. “Madam, stand back.”

“But am I lying?” she retorted. “If a rich man goes in and out of a poor girl's shack, people notice. If a poor girl gets slapped by a rich man in her own shack, maybe they hear and say nothing. Trouble is normal here.”

Ce-Ce looked up at her. “Did anyone hear shouting?”

The woman shrugged. “This is Tsunami, young sister. Somebody is always shouting.”

Ce-Ce sniffed again, this
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