
Revelation 

 

He took my hand and asked me to follow him in the woods. It was dusk and I could 

barely see the tip of my fingers hand stretched. We walked about an hour or so silently. I 

was bare foot with my short and a torn tee shirt covering my dusty skin. At 12 years old 

we don’t bathe in the washroom. When it is dark the boys would just go down to the river 

and at the shore, would clean themselves taking the water with a calabash or with one 

hand and pour it on their bodies. Girls would get water in a container and take it to the 

backyard of the house.  

Only men who had been initiated to the Poro
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 and married women had access to the 

bathroom witch was shared by almost all the neighborhood. 

 

He was walking in front of me and I could feel the power of his presence. Even the 

nightingales stopped their chanting and bowed at him when we passed by. I was not 

afraid. The song of my grand mother was lingering in my head and I could not help but 

sing it silently to myself: 

 

“ Go black boy go, there is your destiny 

Like an arrow the skilful creator has released you 

Nothing will stopped you on your way 

Valliant conqueror don’t fall asleep 

Like the lion, hunt in the dark woods 

The night is your refuge 

The day is your witness” 

 

She used to sing this song to me anytime I needed to go to the woods to satisfy nature’s 

urges. I was a small boy then and feared a wild animal would tear me apart. Once she 

started singing this song, I could walk as far as her voice reaches and ease myself. She 

would sing for as long as I am not back to the hut. 

 

He suddenly stopped by a mountain. Asked me to kneel down and face the east side of 

the mountain. I could see the face of an old man incurved in the mountain. Did an artist 

do it or was it one of the wonders of nature? I never knew.  

He started to speak to the face in these worlds: 

 

“ Father, here is my sister’s son 

I promised you that I would give him to you if you spared my village from drought.  

Here we are, ready and willing to oblige. Take him or bless him” 

 

I started to shake and fever invaded my body. I suddenly collapsed. 
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 The poro is a mystical tradition in the senufo community. It has been practiced for 

centuries. Its aim is to teach the young man how to become a grown man and face the 

challenges in life.    



When I opened my eyes I was in his hut. There was fire burning in the corner of the hut 

and I could not see anything around. Then I heard him say: “ You are awake, son; I know 

your small heart is full of questions. If you make it till morning then I will owe you some 

explanations.” 

 

Early in the morning I was the first man to wake up with the chant of the first rooster. 

The women were already out sweeping the floor and making fire for the breakfast. I 

joined and helped to cut some firewood. Last night felt like a nightmare with no trace on 

me. 

  

My uncle came out, caught a red rooster and brought it to the back yard, there he spoke to 

an invisible being, then cut the throat of the roster and threw it on the ground. As the bird 

was jumping and flipping in the dust, he followed it. He was speaking louder to the 

agonizing rooster until the latter stopped moving. The rooster died on its back. My uncle 

jumped with a rare joy and chanted: 

“ Thank you oh invisible creator sight of the blind; black creator from whom all sprung. 

You who guided our brave ones oversee chained to one another. You made the enemies 

blind and like pharaoh they took their mortal enemies in captivity to their lands. The time 

is close when the egg shall break the chick set free. I see them leading the world and I see 

your blessed land full of pilgrims after a bloodshed all over “Farafina”
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 ”  

 

He turned to me and asked me to join him under the baobab tree. When were seated he 

started to speak to me but his eyes were looking at the horizon. 

 

- Ask your questions now. 

- Why did you attempt to sacrifice me to that stone last night? 

- It was not to the stone I was offering you; I was giving you to the reality of all 

stones. That face is just a symbol. 

- Still why offer me 

- In our tradition, a man goes by his words. As the elder of this village I was 

concerned with the drought and the number of women dying when given birth. I 

then said to myself that if it rained, I would give the most precious thing I have 

ever gotten to the spirits. The following morning, the rain poured all day and the 

first child was born. My son, you are the most precious thing God ever gave me 

though you are my sister’s son. 

- Do you believe in God?  

- I do son; so long as it is not the God in the Bible and the Koran! 

- Uncle this is blaspheme; the imam said God is one so you believe in that God or 

you are an unbeliever. 

- Funny enough what does your Imam go to when he goes to pilgrimage, the 

highest Islamic devotional act? 

- The Kaba 
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 ‘Black Africa or sub-Saharan Africa’ in mandigo 



- The stone, my son, the stone! Because his God is nowhere to be found he goes to 

the house of God where there is a “black” stone inside. Did anybody tell you the 

truth about where that stone is coming from? 

- Hmm no… but the Christians don’t go to a stone. 

- Son they all used to go to that stone before the Arabs turned it to be exclusively 

an Islamic place. Beside, Moses stood on a mountain to see the Promised Land. 

Before he got captured Jesus prayed on a stone. Jews go in front of the 

lamentation walls made of stones. In every culture, people build houses for their 

gods or use caves, for worshiping. Some use stones to carve their prophets or 

gods. 

- Son if their God does not accommodate me, I do not accommodate it. If it is One, 

why does he have preferred people who surprisingly are the ones talking on its 

behalf? No other people can testify in their favor. 

- If being deported is symbol of God’s love, what people more than the black 

people have suffered the most from deportation? If abundance is testimony of 

God’s grace what land is more generous than the black people’s land be it in 

Africa or Asia? If tolerance is evidence of true faith what people more than the 

dark one have accepted all from other races? 

- But Uncle…where is the black religion then? 

- In the heart of every dark one. Boy, such religion shall never fade away. Your 

heart must be free of any religion; then the black religion will settle in. You will 

talk to you ancestors and they will talk back to you through any channel you 

choose. You will never need a prophet nor a priest or an imam. Just be yourself 

and The GOD will come to you.  

- Uncle if our religion is so powerful, why have most of the black people turned to 

other religions? 

- In the beginning the other people stole a fire from us, they were so impressed with 

it that they wanted to show off by spreading it all other the world. Unfortunately, 

the fire is fading away and they never learned to ignite fire in the first place. 

Today our people are taking control of what should have never left home in the 

first place. 

What goes around comes around son. One day I will show you the reality of the 

black mystical path. I will tell you how the black people conquered the world and 

chose the best places to settle leaving the snowy and desert places to the others. I 

will teach you how we came to loose our tradition and accepted other people’s 

creed. I will eventually tell you how everything will come back to the origins in 

the future. 

 

Ibrahims KONE 

 

 

 

 


