
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Vessel of Grace

By Edward Kelvin Kamara

––––––––

Dedication

To the women who choose virtue over approval,

To the girls who rise, even when told to kneel,

And to the silent ones whose strength sings in whispers—

This is for you.
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Set in the heart of Sukuta village in The Gambia, *Vessel of Grace* tells the story of Fatoumata Suso, a young woman whose virtue challenges tradition and reshapes a community. 

This novel explores the quiet rebellion of dignity, the cost of integrity, and the transformational power of education for girls.

As readers journey through Fatoumata’s trials and triumphs, they are invited to consider what it means to carry grace in a world that often misunderstands it.

This book is both a tribute and a call—to remember that the most courageous voices are not always the loudest.
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CHAPTER ONE – THE SILENCE Beneath Sukuta

The sun rose slow and golden over Sukuta, spilling light across red dust roads and faded zinc rooftops. It was the kind of morning that held its breath, wrapped in the stillness of chickens scratching dirt and the first call to prayer already echoing into memory. Smoke from charcoal fires rose in patient spirals, blending with the scent of baobab leaves and groundnut stew being stirred awake.

Fatoumata Suso walked quietly down the narrow path from her compound, her bare feet brushing the earth like a whispered blessing. Her white veil was neatly pinned beneath her chin, and her simple blue lappa swayed gently as she passed familiar courtyards and voices. Men called greetings in Mandinka and Wolof; women swept their front yards, their laughter sharp and short like flint stones against firewood. Children in oversized uniforms chased goats and dropped schoolbooks.

But Fatoumata's steps held a rhythm apart — not of haste, not of fear, but of quiet resolve.

She was twenty-four, unmarried, and already spoken of in lowered voices. Not because she had done wrong, but because she had refused what others called right. Three suitors had come with cattle, two with cars, one with connections in Banjul. She had turned them all down with the same soft dignity. “Allah knows the contents of the vessel,” she would say, quoting an elder. They thought she meant she was waiting for a better man. What they never saw was that she was protecting something sacred — not just her body, but her soul.

In Sukuta, a woman unmarried at her age was like a mango that ripened too long — watched with pity, whispered about with worry. Her aunt, Aji Kaddy, said it softly just yesterday.

“Fatoumata, no woman drinks from her own well. It is not the way.”

But Fatoumata had smiled, kneeling to rinse rice in the wide metal bowl. “Even wells have guardians,” she had replied.

Now, as she approached the school gates, children ran up to her shouting, “Miss Suso! Miss Suso!” Their small hands tugged at her scarf, their faces smudged with breakfast and dreams. She opened her arms to them like a tree giving shade — never hurried, never harsh. She taught them not just numbers and letters, but how to greet with honor, how to speak without shame, how to carry themselves with dignity even in worn sandals.
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