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            I wish I could be a child again, things were simpler then, my mind, ambition, love...
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In a world where shadows of personal demons and societal conformity intertwine, The Kapitalist’s Henchman unravels the layered life of Tendai, a man grappling with loss, betrayal, and the haunting ambiguity of his own mind. As the lines between reality and illusion blur, Tendai’s relentless pursuit of purpose collides with the toxic dynamics of his workplace, a microcosm of systemic dysfunction.

Through a narrative steeped in suspense, introspection, and cryptic revelations, the story unfolds as a tale within several tales, where Tendai’s external battles mirror his internal chaos. For readers who thrive on piecing together fragmented truths and finding clarity in a maze of complexities, this book is a compelling exploration of resilience, identity, and the cost of striving for happiness in an unforgiving world.

Today I have decided to rid this world of procrastination! I will start tomorrow, don’t ask me why.

Game No Eke!
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To my loving wife, my son, the heir to my legacy, my mother and my three personalities.
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Born on January 17, 1990, in Harare, Zimbabwe, Tawanda Chitewe is a talented poet and writer who has been weaving words into verse since 2008. With a passion for storytelling and a keen eye for detail, he has honed his craft over the years, exploring themes of identity, love, culture, and society. 

Through his writings, Tawanda offers a unique perspective on the world, drawing inspiration from his heritage and the complexities of modern life. With a voice both authentic and evocative, he continues to captivate readers and audiences alike, solidifying his place as a rising star in the literary world.
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Tuesday stood in front of the mirror in a well-lit restroom. The space was small but large enough for two small stalls, three wall-mounted urinals, and a knee-high, well-maintained trash can, the kind with flaps at the top, on both sides of a triangular apex. The mirror was fixed to the wall above two sinks, which were quite large for a men’s room. A strong pine-fresh aroma struggled to cling to Tuesday’s suit, but his Hugo Boss cologne allowed nothing to latch onto the well-woven navy-blue garment. His shirt, tie, wristwatch, belt, and shoes all reinforced a clear message: a loud yet subtle ‘I am in these streets and making a decent living.’ The aura around him was magnificent. Confidence exuded from his pores, giving off a lilac colour intertwined with neon-blue hues. You know that thing some people just have? The thing that makes others look at them and go, ‘Wow! I don’t know who he is or what he does, but wow!’ That was exactly what Tuesday had. His dark skin tone seemed to brighten the room, even in the well-lit, white surroundings.

Tuesday leaned forward, staring himself directly in the eyes in the mirror. He smiled, revealing his pearly whites. "We can do this!" he exclaimed before smiling again. Grabbing his briefcase, he stood tall, his chin parallel to a ground that seemed to admire him. With his left hand in his pocket, he backed away from the mirror slowly, glancing at and admiring himself. As he left the restroom, his chest puffed out instinctively, and his aura followed him like a personal assistant, ensuring the world saw the best side of its creator. Unfortunately for him, the hallway was empty, making the building seem deserted. But this did not deter Tuesday from continuing his glorious walk. The hallway was well-lit, with each panel at its brightest, leading to two heavy wooden doors with stainless steel handles. He took his left hand out of his pocket and pushed the door open, an action he would immediately regret.

As the door swung open, several grey, feral arms reached out from the darkness. One grabbed his hand, another his tie, and another his leg. More hands followed, wrapping around his abdomen and pulling him slowly into what seemed like the belly of an unknown beast. As his body steadily crossed the threshold, it was pulled through a veil that separated the two worlds. He could see his body greying out where it passed through, the veil creeping closer to his face. Where the veil touched his skin, it felt like hundreds of pincers were peeling away the melanin. His frantic struggles were in vain as the veil reached his neck, chin and finally, his crown. When it was done with him, the arms tossed him into a chair, leaving him in a vegetative state before wheeling him off to the next station.

As it reached the next checkpoint, shackles were placed around his neck, wrists, and feet, before being led to his portion on the plantation. He knew instinctively that he would need to bend over backward to meet the targets, or else face the tally man’s whip. No tea breaks, no potty breaks, just bone-breaking labour that drained both flesh and spirit. He had fasted and prayed for seven days for this job. Could he endure this new reality? We appreciate the warmth of the soft, glowing sun in winter, even chase after it until it sets. But at the height of summer, that same sun becomes a curse on an African man’s head. Yes, melanin protects you, but it also absorbs more heat, like a monkey that refused to jump out of a pot of water on the fire. It started off refreshing, and as it got warmer it laughed at those that jumped out, but as the fire grew and the flames rose higher than the pot, it found itself trapped. Boiled monkey, anyone?

Tuesday looked around and saw the same thing on either side, but further down the path he would see something different. A young man stood by the window, positioned where the window let the sun pour in. With one hand in his pocket and a cup of coffee in the other. The man wasn’t greyed out like the others. He was just a dark-skinned man dressed in black and white, his shirt sleeves rolled up three-quarters of the way. His black tie glistened in the sunlight, as it danced in the morning breeze, and his formal posture gave him complete control of the space he occupied.

Tuesday turned his attention back to his own struggle, but his focus shifted again to a young man in the smallest cubicle on the office floor. The boy was in "Mayday mode," drowning in sorrowful introspection. Tuesday couldn’t decide which was more tragic, his own case or that of the boy. The young man, with his pale skin, baggy eyes, and drooping face, looked miserable, slouched by his cubicle like a gargoyle. How had it come to this? Tuesday remembered that he was walking along the same path, and this realization hit him hard.

The interview for his current position had been splendid. The panel consisted of two women, one, his soon-to-be supervisor, and the other, a representative from operations. Both women were gorgeous and exuded an energy that meshed well with his. Two men were also present, though they asked fewer questions and smiled less. Their demeanour made Tuesday feel slightly inferior, and they were likely the company’s gatekeepers. But this didn’t bother him; his supervisor had assured him that he wouldn’t interact with them often if he got the job. The charm and charisma of the women sold the company to him, and he did his best to impress, making them believe he was the only person fit for the role.

One interview on a Wednesday, and by Tuesday of the next week, he had started the job. He was so enthusiastic about the opportunity that he resigned from his previous job in the most unprofessional way possible, with a letter on his boss’s desk that read "I quit!" in the middle. For Tuesday, this was humane. He could have simply left and never returned, or he could have started the new job without telling anyone, collecting salaries from both employers. But he didn’t. Tuesday had grown to loathe his old job: salary cuts, longer hours, and toxic leadership. Nepotism and corruption ran rampant, rewarding the least deserving. He hated every minute there.

Now, Tuesday mourned the eerie similarity between his old job and this one. How had he fallen for it again? The mismatch between expectation and reality was jarring, like waking up after a wild night to find an old, wrinkled woman beside you instead of the slay queen you expected. Slowly you crawl out of bed, trying not to wake her, but you realize she sleeps with the key to the front door around her neck, hidden beneath wrinkled skin. Now you can’t leave, nor can you stay. The ghetto is already buzzing with life. You wouldn’t have been caught dead near her house, but here you are, ploughing her deceased husband’s cabbage patch.

For Tuesday, the issue was the company culture. Was it not the boss’s responsibility to create an environment where employees could thrive? No matter the pressures from above, superiors should surely
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