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“Masimba not only transforms the face of Zimbabwean literature by departing from the traditional themes portraying socio-economic issues, but also creates a crime series that mirrors the modern crime-cum-thriller detective stories like the James Hadley Chase crime thrillers or Alexander McCall Smith’s The Number 1 Ladies Detective Agency thriller set in Botswana.”- Sarudzayi Barnes, The Standard.

In the bustling city of Chitungwiza, Sgt. Onesimus Sambiri hates two things: that the brilliant Rastafarian sibling duo running the Dread Eye Detective Agency solve every murder in town, and that he occasionally has to rely on them. When a battered wife is found murdered outside a safe house—with an airtight alibi for her abusive husband and both the safe house manager and a top domestic violence investigator sitting behind bars—Sambiri calls in Ce-Ce and Farai Chisango.  

While Farai delves into high-tech forensics and physical traces at the crime scene, Ce-Ce relies on her razor-sharp insight into the human condition. Together, they unravel a horrifying intersection of domestic violence, neighborhood chaos, and dark superstition involving false accusations of witchcraft. Blending sharp wit, sharp-eyed deduction, and deep social resonance, the Chisango siblings must uncover the truth before ignorance claims yet another life.
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The preservation of peace and the guaranteeing of man's basic freedoms and rights require courage and eternal vigilance: courage to speak and act - and if necessary, to suffer and die - for truth and justice; eternal vigilance, that the least transgression of international morality shall not go undetected and unremedied. - H.I.M. Emperor Haile Selassie I, Address to the United Nations, October 6, 1963




Blessed be the Lord, my rock, who trains my hands for war, and my fingers for battle;. -Psalm 144:1
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Sgt Onesimus Sambiri, the choleric, burly head of Homicide & Armed Robberies at Chitungwiza Police Station, liked to solve all the murders in the city. He did not like the fact that ever since a sister and brother duo calling themselves the Dread Eye Detective Agency (presumably because they were Rastafarians) had set up shop a stone’s throw from the police station, they had solved every murder in the city.

It wasn’t just that they solved them that irked Sgt Sambiri. As a matter of fact, he liked it when murders got solved. Whether cases were cracked by faith healers brandishing bottles of holy water or high-tech criminology and forensics experts like Ce-Ce and Farai Chisango, it was always Sgt Sambiri and his assistant, Detective Susan Chimenya, who made the actual arrest. The improved ratio of arrests and convictions was a feather in his cap, and his superiors—not to mention local politicians—had been lavish with their praise.

What Sgt Sambiri deeply resented was the fact that Ce-Ce and Farai Chisango, operating out of 15a Merkato Arcade, Makoni Shopping Centre, were challenging his perception of private detectives as mere mercenary police, a debasement of a noble vocation through the doctrine of privatisation. Yet, despite his deep-seated political objections, it never occurred to him to join the rest of the force in disliking the Chisangos simply because they were Rastafarians. And as he sat in his office in a state of high dudgeon, he had to swallow his pride: he needed their expertise. He needed them now.

With a weary sigh of martyrdom, Sgt Sambiri wiped his face with one massive paw.

Detective Constable Susan Chimenya, his enthusiastic, bungling, and well-connected niece-by-marriage-turned-assistant, stood poised over him like an ethereal visitation, a vacant expression on her pretty face.

“Get me the Chisangos,” Sgt Sambiri drawled.

“Yes, unc-I mean seargent!” said Susan, grinning broadly. She wished she had the power to summon the private investigators as often as she would have liked. She had a compelling, personal reason for always wanting to see them.

Well, one of them, actually.
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Half an hour later, the Chisangos trooped into his office. Ce-Ce looked regal in a loose-fitting qamis, the flimsy netela billowing over her doek and shoulders like a medieval lady’s wimple, accentuating her Nefertiti features. Beside her, Farai looked dashing in a designer tracksuit emblazoned with the red-gold-green bands and the Lion of Judah. You didn't notice the sibling resemblance right away, until they started talking. Then, shared mannerisms and facial expressions revealed they were cut from the same cloth.

They looked innocuous, if a little different from typical Chitungwiza stock. But Sgt Sambiri never forgot he was in the presence of two of the most brilliant minds God had ever made. Ce-Ce’s insight into human nature reminded him of W.H. Auden’s poem Musée des Beaux Arts; like the masters of old, she understood the human condition, deducing who had done what, how, and why just by learning as much as she could about the people involved in a case. 

In contrast, Farai wasn’t quite as gifted that way, but he could make parallel deductions from prima facie trivia, such as a missing paper clip, or gaps in someone’s digital footprint.

That the Creator had deemed it expedient to create such minds as a potent weapon against evil was a measuring stick of how dark the times were. That He had chosen to make geniuses out of two people from a community yet to be regarded as fully acceptable in modern, diverse Zimbabwe was a testament to how profoundly He ignored human prejudice.

“Good morning, Searge,” Ce-Ce greeted him, noting that her brother was carefully avoiding eye contact with Susan. Susan’s face fell, and Ce-Ce felt a twang of pity, though not enough to actively encourage Farai to reciprocate Susan’s advances. Neither sibling was likely to find a more promising romance anytime soon, so there was still a slim chance Farai and Susan would eventually realize they were made for each other.

Well, or maybe third-world debt would be cancelled first, Ce-Ce mused. But that wasn’t important right now; Sgt Sambiri hadn't summoned them for matchmaking.

“I take it you haven’t been to the office yet?” Sgt Sambiri inquired, deducing as much from their casual attire. They normally wore business suits.

“Today’s our half-day, sir,” Farai explained. “We don’t go in until 2 p.m.”

“I take it you haven’t heard the news, then?” Sgt Sambiri said, pushing copies of the current case file across the desk.

Mrs Eustacia Chapeta, 32, had been found dead around 6 a.m. that morning in a clearing near the University of Chitungwiza and the residential area of Unit G. She was wearing her nightgown, and a tiny Gideons International Book of Psalms was clutched in one hand.

Preliminary examinations suggested she had died around 9 p.m. the previous evening. There was a nasty gash on her forehead caused by a beer bottle found at the scene; she had apparently been struck by it and hit her head on a rock as she fell. It was the latter impact that killed her.

Notably, Mrs Chapeta had been a guest at the Queen of Mercy safe house for female victims of domestic violence for exactly one day before meeting her demise. Only two people knew she was staying there: Ms Greta Mvali-Rodriguez, the safe house manager, and Sgt Mafaro Shonhiwa, head of the Domestic Violence Investigation Unit.

Both officials were currently in the cells below, having made their statements while waiting for a magistrate’s bail decision.

“If I go about it like a cop with limited resources, they’re as guilty as hell,” Sgt Sambiri saidd. “Shonhiwa admits he met Mr Chapeta, the deceased’s husband, yesterday. The prosecution will try to pin first-degree murder on him. He’s on friendly terms with Ms Mvali-Rodriguez, who is already under investigation for misappropriating donor funds. A
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