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The day began not with the gentle whisper of a breeze, but with the sharp, acidic sting of Thokozile's voice. “Good for nothing!” she shrieked, the words cutting through the already thick air of their tiny shack in the heart of a Malawian ghetto. “Look at this! The whole neighbourhood has new clothes, new phones, new shoes! What do I have? Nothing!”

Pilolo sat on the edge of a mattress, its springs long gone, the foam flattened into a permanent slump. The walls of their house were made of patched-up cardboard and corrugated iron sheets, each layer a testament to their unending struggle. When it rained, it rained inside, forcing them to move their few belongings into a small, dry corner. Their floor was the hard, cracked earth, swept clean each morning only to be covered in a fresh layer of dust by midday.

He looked at his wife, a woman he had once loved with all the innocence of a young man, but who had been hardened by the relentless force of poverty. Her beauty was still there, etched in the lines of her frustration. She stood before him, a hand on her hip, her face contorted in a mask of anger as she held up a faded t-shirt. “I can’t even go to church in this! My friends, they call me names, they laugh at me! It is because of you, Pilolo! You are not a man!”

The words were like stones, each one hitting a tender spot in his heart. He worked. God, how he worked. He swept floors until his back ached and his hands were raw. He did every odd job he could find. Yet, every kwacha he earned was swallowed by the bottomless pit of their needs, leaving nothing for the small luxuries Thokozile craved. He wanted to give her the world, but he couldn't even give her a decent dress. The truth was, in the ghetto, you were only worth what you could provide, and Pilolo, a man with a brilliant mind, was worth very little. The world had no use for his cleverness, only for his hands and feet, and even then, it paid him barely enough to survive.
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