
Foreword Foreword

Agriculture is the heartbeat of Malawi.

Across the country, from the lakeshore to the highlands, millions of men and women rise before dawn to work the land. They cultivate the crops that feed our families, support our economy, and sustain our communities. Yet despite their importance, the stories of farmers are often overlooked.

The Cry of a Farmer shines a light on those stories.

This book takes readers beyond the statistics and headlines to reveal the realities faced by farmers every day. It tells of hope and hardship, resilience and sacrifice, success and disappointment. It speaks of droughts and floods, rising costs and unfair markets, but it also speaks of courage, determination, and an unwavering commitment to feeding the nation.

The farmer's journey is not merely an agricultural story; it is a human story. It is a story about families striving for a better future, communities working together to survive, and individuals who continue planting seeds despite uncertainty.

As you read these pages, you will encounter the voices of people whose labor often goes unnoticed but whose contribution is indispensable. Their struggles deserve understanding. Their sacrifices deserve recognition. Their dreams deserve support.

May this book inspire meaningful conversations about the future of agriculture in Malawi. May it encourage greater appreciation for those who work the land. And may it remind us all that behind every meal is a farmer whose hands made it possible.

The cry of a farmer is a call that must be heard. And this book ensures that it will be.
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Author's NotesAuthor's Note

I wrote The Cry of a Farmer because I believe that the story of the farmer is one of the most important stories that can be told.

For too long, many farmers have suffered in silence. They work tirelessly to feed families, communities, and nations, yet their struggles often remain hidden from public view. While we celebrate harvests and agricultural achievements, we do not always see the sacrifices, risks, and hardships that make those achievements possible.

This book is dedicated to every farmer who has ever stood in a field wondering whether the rains would come. To every farmer who has borrowed money to buy seed and fertilizer. To every parent who has sacrificed personal comfort so their children could have a better future. To every farmer who has experienced loss but found the strength to begin again.

Although the character of Chikondi is fictional, his experiences reflect the realities faced by countless farmers across Malawi and throughout Africa. His story represents their hopes, fears, frustrations, and dreams.

My purpose in writing this book is not merely to highlight problems. It is also to celebrate the extraordinary resilience of farmers. Despite the obstacles they face, they continue planting. They continue believing. They continue feeding the nation.

I hope this book helps readers understand the human side of agriculture. I hope it encourages greater respect for farmers and deeper conversations about how we can build a future where their hard work is rewarded fairly.

Above all, I hope it gives a voice to those whose voices are too often unheard. To every farmer reading these pages: this story is for you.

Your struggle matters. Your contribution matters.

And your voice deserves to be heard. I AM WORD  Author, The Cry of a Farmer
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IntroductionThe Cry of a Farmer Introduction

The farmer wakes before dawn. While the rest of the nation sleeps, he is already in the fields, battling the cold morning air and preparing the land that feeds millions. He plants with hope, waters with faith, and waits with patience. Yet despite his hard work and sacrifice, his rewards are often small, uncertain, and sometimes nonexistent.

In Malawi, agriculture is more than an occupation—it is a way of life. Millions of families depend on farming for survival. Farmers provide food for the nation, contribute to the economy, and

support countless industries. Yet behind every harvest lies a story of struggle, disappointment, resilience, and determination.

This book tells the story of the Malawian farmer. It explores the challenges they face, from rising input costs and unpredictable weather patterns to poor market prices, debt burdens, and limited government support. It gives a voice to those who work tirelessly to feed the nation while often going unheard.

"The Cry of a Farmer" is not merely a story of suffering. It is a story of courage. It is a story of men and women who continue to plant even after losing everything to drought, who continue to believe even when markets fail them, and who continue to feed the nation despite their own hardships.

May these pages inspire understanding, spark conversations, and encourage meaningful solutions for the people whose hands sustain Malawi every day.
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	The Hidden Tears Behind Every Harvest


11. A Voice Rising from the Fields.  

12. The Future We Must Build  
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Chapter 1- Farmer's Dream
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The rooster crowed long before sunrise.

In a small village tucked away among the rolling hills of Malawi, a farmer named Chikondi slowly rose from his reed mat. The darkness still covered the land, but his day had already begun. He stretched his tired body and quietly stepped outside his modest house.

The air was cold. The stars still filled the sky.

As he stood in silence, Chikondi looked toward his field. Though hidden by darkness, he knew every corner of it. Every ridge. Every furrow. Every patch of soil carried a story of sacrifice.

For years, farming had been his only source of income. It was the inheritance passed down by his father and grandfather. The land was more than soil—it was his family's hope.

Like many farmers across Malawi, Chikondi dreamed of a better future. He dreamed of building a decent house for his wife. He dreamed of sending his children to good schools. He dreamed of harvesting enough crops to escape the cycle of poverty that had trapped generations before him.

Every planting season began with hope. Hope that the rains would come on time.

Hope that fertilizer prices would not rise again. Hope that pests would stay away.

Hope that buyers would offer fair prices for his crops.

Hope was often the only thing farmers could afford in abundance.

As dawn broke, Chikondi picked up his hoe and began walking toward the field. His footsteps echoed the journey of millions of Malawian farmers who rise before sunrise every day, carrying the weight of feeding a nation.

Yet few people truly understand their struggles. Consumers see maize flour on store shelves. Exporters celebrate tobacco earnings.

Politicians speak proudly about agricultural production.

But behind every bag of maize, every bale of tobacco, and every kilogram of groundnuts lies a farmer whose hands are cracked from years of labor and whose heart carries silent burdens.

The farmer faces risks that many businesses never encounter. A factory can operate

year-round. A shop can restock its shelves. But a farmer depends on forces beyond human control. One drought can destroy a season's work. One flood can wash away months of effort. One pest invasion can erase an entire year's investment.

Still, the farmer continues.

He plants after losses.

He starts again after failure.

He believes after disappointment.

And perhaps that is the greatest miracle of all. The cry of a farmer is not simply a cry of pain. It is a cry for recognition.

A cry for justice.

A cry for fair opportunities.

A cry that asks a simple question:

"Why does the person who feeds the nation often struggle to feed his own family?" This book seeks to answer that question.

It tells the story of those whose voices are rarely heard—the men and women who work tirelessly beneath the African sun, whose sweat waters the soil, and whose sacrifices sustain Malawi.

This is their story.

This is the cry of a farmer.
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Chapter 2 . Planting Seeds of Hope
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The first clouds of the rainy season appeared on the horizon. For most people, they were simply clouds.

For Chikondi, they were a sign that time was running out.

He stood at the edge of his field, watching the wind sweep across the dry grass. The land was ready, but one thing was missing.

Money.

Without seed and fertilizer, the field would remain nothing more than empty soil.

Back at home, his wife Thoko was preparing breakfast. Their children sat quietly around a small fire, unaware of the calculations constantly running through their father's mind.

How much would fertilizer cost this year? Would he be able to buy enough seed? Could he afford transport to the market?

Would there be enough left to feed the family until harvest? These questions haunted him every season.

Years earlier, farming had been simpler. Costs were lower, and although profits were never large, a farmer could still survive. Now everything seemed more expensive. Fertilizer prices rose. Seed prices rose. Fuel prices rose.

Yet the prices farmers received for their crops often remained painfully low. It was a battle that seemed impossible to win.

Later that morning, Chikondi traveled to the trading center to inquire about farm inputs. As he approached the shop, he saw dozens of other farmers gathered outside.

Their faces told the same story. Concern.

Frustration. Uncertainty.

Inside the shop, bags of fertilizer were stacked from floor to ceiling. To some, they looked like ordinary products.

To the farmers, they looked like survival. Chikondi listened as one farmer shook his head.

"At these prices, how are we supposed to farm?" Another farmer laughed bitterly.

"We are expected to feed the country, yet we struggle to buy what we need to grow the food." No one disagreed.

The truth was too familiar.

Many farmers borrowed money from relatives, village savings groups, or lenders. Others sold livestock, bicycles, or household belongings to raise funds for the season.

Every planting season began with investment. Every harvest season carried uncertainty.

It was a gamble played by millions.

As he returned home, Chikondi carried only a small bag of seed. It was less than he needed, but it was all he could afford.

That evening, rain finally arrived.

The sound of droplets striking the iron roof filled the house. His children cheered.

His wife smiled. Chikondi smiled too.

But deep inside, he knew rain alone was not enough.

A farmer needs more than fertile soil and good weather. He needs access to affordable inputs.

He needs fair markets.

He needs support when disaster strikes.

Most of all, he needs the chance to earn a dignified living from his hard work.

As the rain continued through the night, Chikondi lay awake thinking about the months ahead. The seeds were ready.

The soil was ready. The rains had come.

Now all he could do was plant and hope.

For a farmer, hope is often the first crop of the season. Chapter 3Planting Seeds of Hope

The first clouds of the rainy season appeared on the horizon. For most people, they were simply clouds.

For Chikondi, they were a sign that time was running out.

He stood at the edge of his field, watching the wind sweep across the dry grass. The land was ready, but one thing was missing.
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Chapter 3. The Cost Of Farming 
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Without seed and fertilizer, the field would remain nothing more than empty soil.

Back at home, his wife Thoko was preparing breakfast. Their children sat quietly around a small fire, unaware of the calculations constantly running through their father's mind.

How much would fertilizer cost this year? Would he be able to buy enough seed? Could he afford transport to the market?

Would there be enough left to feed the family until harvest? These questions haunted him every season.

Years earlier, farming had been simpler. Costs were lower, and although profits were never large, a farmer could still survive. Now everything seemed more expensive. Fertilizer prices

rose. Seed prices rose. Fuel prices rose.

Yet the prices farmers received for their crops often remained painfully low. It was a battle that seemed impossible to win.

Later that morning, Chikondi traveled to the trading center to inquire about farm inputs. As he approached the shop, he saw dozens of other farmers gathered outside.

Their faces told the same story. Concern.

Frustration. Uncertainty.

Inside the shop, bags of fertilizer were stacked from floor to ceiling. To some, they looked like ordinary products.

To the farmers, they looked like survival. Chikondi listened as one farmer shook his head. "At these prices, how are we supposed to farm?" Another farmer laughed bitterly.

"We are expected to feed the country, yet we struggle to buy what we need to grow the food." No one disagreed.

The truth was too familiar.

Many farmers borrowed money from relatives
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