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T

hese are stories of the ancient nation of Kush. They
were repeated by descendants of a once great race, who
believed they were favored by God. Their struggle and
insurmountable environmental disaster, epidemic diseases,
mass migrations and never ending wars and all other obstacles
that they faced, Culture of Kush nation was indeed forged by
famine, war and migration. Yet Kush culture was a beacon for
human solidarity, loyalty, wisdom, self-denial, courage, nobility, and above all strong spiritual beliefs.
The last few stories are oral history of the Eastern Kush
branch the Somali people.
All of these stories were told by traditional storytellers
with deep knowledge of the history of their people without having a written record. These stories are almost all fragments of
epic events that took place in the far past.
For years I tried to piece them together but in doing so I
might commit a historical blunder and that is why I chosen to
present them as legends as I was told by the storytellers.

Chapter 1

Human Waves:
Two Migrations of the Kush People

A

s the first pale rays of the rising sun brightened the eastern horizon, migrating Kush people halted at the southern
bank of Great River. For the past few years they had endured
heat, lack of water and starvation while they crossed an unforgiving land of large, sharp volcanic rocks; sometimes walking
for days without feeling the soothing sand under their cut and
bruised feet. Sometimes the Kush were stalked by wild animals
so hungry that they were bold even in the light, waiting for a
weak or old one to falter so they could attack. At night there
was another sort of animal, whether human or spirit they never
knew. A shadowy form glimpsed over the shoulder and would
reach out to grab their little children, their babies, the young
and the helpless, which would become food for the terrifying
silhouettes more sensed than seen. Another danger lied in pits
for the foot to slip into, where dwelt deadly snakes and scorpions.
At last they were drinking from cupped hands from the
greatest river in the world. The end of the harrowing journey

2

Ancient Stories Of the Cushitic Peoples

was a sad reminder of the great majority of their people, who
had lost their lives during the long march to the north. To their
best ability the Kush never abandoned their sick and weak
kinsman, or left a dead brother or sister without a proper burial. Indeed, they lived up to their reputation as Kush people, the
“True Ones”, the noblest of all.
Now, on the banks of the swift-flowing river, the stronger
Kush hastily assembled hundreds of rafts from shrubs that
grew along its banks. On these they loaded their animal hide
water containers, in which they were carrying juices extracted
from their last herds to remind any people at the river of their
desperate situation. Without those life-giving juices, the Kush
would never have made it to the river. The Nubians, the people
who lived along the river, were familiar with the oral accounts
of the tragic event that had forced their own ancestors to face
the same choice as the Kush; and they also had taken the same
perilous route to this destination.
Kush people came from Punt, the Divine Land. Within
recent memory they were confronted with extraordinary catastrophes including constant earthquakes, violent storms, and
epidemics of unfamiliar diseases. Finally the rivers and wells
dried up, the crops failed, and livestock began to die. Meantime
the people themselves were dying: new mothers and their babies, the old and frail, whole families wasting away and no one
able to stop the spread of starvation, disease and the sheer loss
of heart for living.
Acknowledging that God was uprooting them from their
homeland, the Kush consulted together. Universally, without
knowing what lay beyond their frontiers, they decided to head
toward the great river. The Kush spiritual leaders prayed for
those who might die or vanish before they reached the river.
The leaders also recalled the distant saga of the first migration, not unlike their own, when their Kush ancestors faced
the greatest danger of all times, an era when Earth breathed
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fire, when the volcanic catastrophe of the Rift Valley. In that
time the Earth crumpled and belched fire and molten rock,
burying rivers, pasture land, and green valleys. Finally the sun
died in a haze of smoke. Within weeks the trees dried up. The
animals died at an alarming rate, and wells and rivers became
sources of deadly poison. The dark age of cold, hunger, fear
and hopelessness was born. Every day they searched the eastern horizon hoping to see the lost sun but every day their hope
was dwindling. Ash and gases hovered above the Earth and all
living things were choking to death. They must leave while they
have strength. After all had consulted together, they decided to
leave their homeland in search of heat and light in the midst of
cold and darkness. With them they took what possessions they
could: goats, sheep and cattle that lived, and their donkeys
to carry burdens and allow the young and the elderly to ride.
Everyone else walked. Everyone carried things. They traveled
mostly in the dreary gray days and in the early mornings, while
resting during nights.
Their ancestors scarcely knew where they were headed,
for the eternal twilight masked familiar landmarks. With the
loss of the sun, the Kush also lost the moon, the stars, and all
directional signs. They crossed and re-crossed four great rivers: the Omo, Dawa, Jubba, and Shabelle, which had become
rivers of poison – rivers they could not drink from nor allow
their livestock to drink. After wandering hopelessly many days
they saw a Kaah, a beacon. At first they were cautiously jubilant, supposing it to be their lost sun but the light did not ride
across the sky from morning until night. It stayed in one place,
like a single ray of hope.
Again they consulted. Shall we go on toward it? There
was no other light and the land around them looked flat and
lifeless. Where the light was, there might be life once more.
Weary, hollow-eyed from starvation and dehydration, the Kush
elected to follow the light.
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Wherever that light shone they always found food, water
or shelter. One last time they crossed the Shabelle River toward
the east. The Kaah disappeared. Now the ancient Kush people,
left on their own resources, began moving toward the coast
where they might find marine foods.
All the long way they had not encountered other migrating people. They felt they were the only survivors of the land.
Had death claimed every soul in Shabelle land? As they drifted
toward the east the earth trembled less and volcanic lava gave
way to sand that was gentler on the feet. The clouds of ash
and gas began to thin. Everyday, even if only for moments, the
sun appeared. The air began to be breathable, even to smell
sweet. Here and there were a few trees that weren’t dried and
lifeless.
The Kaah – the beacon – was leading them toward the
coast but other major obstacles remained. To get to the coast
they had to cross more unknown and difficult terrain without
fresh water or food. They had no choice but to migrate to the
coast. Though the eastern Shabelle Valley was waterless country, there grew goon nuts that grew underground, which would
provide them with food and water.
After another month of slow migration the Kush people
were in a state of total debilitation. When they reached what
today we call El-Ad wells, their meager water supply was running out and the sick and weak persons were dying from malnutrition and exhaustion. Death, which had trodden on their
heels the whole way, lurked threateningly near to them.
That night the last few survivors of the Kush people
camped at smoldering outcrops. It was there that they sighted
a huge fire that resembled the Kaah beacon, only larger and
more stable. They sent their leaders to investigate. When they
reached the location of the fire, they saw a strange glowing light
that seemed to be rotating. With eyes wide, they looked at one
another.

Human Waves: Two Migrations of the Kush People

5

Cold and numb, gripped by fear, they dared not approach.
Terrified, they ran for their lives. They had seen something
divine, something they could never describe or ever forget.
That unforgettable night some unexplained event occurred and
the outcome was a blessed one. The next morning fresh white
clouds and breezy winds followed and the long-absent sun
claimed its rightful position in the sky.
Hope shone on the drawn faces of the Kush survivors.
Their leaders rushed to the point where they had encountered
the strange light. When they reached the frightening place they
found a mysterious man sitting at the spot where the light had
been. The mysterious man seemed to be of another country.
His hair was as white as ash, and his eyes glowed strange bluewhite. Surely here was a divine being. He said his name was
Kaah, meaning “The Light.” He was sitting on a half-buried
well.
When the men came near to him, he gestured to them
to maintain a distance and attend his message with their ears
and hearts open. They did not know if they were dealing with a
human or some other being. Kaah said that he was the guiding
beacon that had led them during the last dark and cold years.
Kaah looked at the sun and said, “When the catastrophe
fell on your land, some of you were spoken to with sacred
words that encouraged you to migrate and we of the Light were
willing to safeguard your survival.”
“All those dark and cold years,” Kaah went on, “we guided you to this hot, dusty and stony land, where you will find
shelter and enough water and food for your people. The only
gift we will give you is a gift of wisdom today as the life-giving
sun shines on your heads. Your hope and prosperity will rise
soon. After long and exhausting wandering you have finally
reached your new homeland, the Divine Land. My people welcome you to your home, where all lives and plants begin. This
land is the iris of the eye of our God. In time of need it is where
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your prayers will be heard. In time of plenty it is where your
behaviors will be examined. Many races have called it home,
yet they disappeared one after another during the great flood,
the fall of the third sun and the age of epidemic. Their traces,
their bones and spirits will stay with you forever. You Kush
people be just, kind and reasonable, and know that all lives are
sacred. I am not what you might think, today or afterward. My
children welcome home.” As they looked, the mysterious being
faded and disappeared.
The ancient Kush people discovered the entire area
contained buried wells. When they cleared them of mud and
debris, spring water poured out. El-Furdaan, the healing wells,
was the fitting name given to the wells. As they ventured to the
north they saw evergreen trees loaded down with tasty and nutritious nuts. These were the Gud trees, retribution trees. That
was the name given to the trees.
The first wave of Kush settled El-Ad and Id country.
What made their survival possible was a unique social structure, loyalty to one another and high moral values. They shared
all available food and water they carried with the sick, the weak
and helpless, and they buried their dead in a respectful manner,
agreeing to cross every obstacle that stood in their way. Their
endurance and social organization had drawn the admiration of
the God and had secured their future.
Their burial ritual was always simple and hasty: First an
ample hole was dug several feet long and three or more feet
deep. If they were migrating and time was short, the grave
would be dug about half-size, large enough for the person to
lie on his or her right side with knees drawn up to the chin.
His or her face would be facing the direction where they were
headed. Tools, utensils, and valuables would all be buried with
the person because he or she might want or need them in the
afterlife.
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Prayers were said for the safe passage of the soul to the
next world. When finished a chamber of stones would be made,
surmounted with small logs, blanketed with grasses and the
entire chamber covered with mud. As the Kush moved onward,
the mound that held their loved ones slowly blended into the
undulating landscape and disappeared.
At this time, Jedfure, the elder leader of the second wave
of the Kush, stood at the edge of the gorge with his people
gathered around him.
“Hearken to my words, my people,” he began. “We stand
here at a great river after many years of wandering and privation. Here at this river we may settle, we may plant and know
that our seeds will bear fruit and grain, we may raise our young
sons to be strong and courageous men. We may build huts and
create villages and have a satisfying life. But that is not why
our God has brought us here.
“We are here to recover from our losses, to rebuild our
bodies, to survive until the God accepts us once more and invites us, his children, to return home. Even if we should stay
here, it will never be our homeland. I must warn you against
the temptation of soft living in a strange land.
“You Kush people today are hungry and destitute refugees. However, you have proved to be the strongest and most
loyal people, and our success is the success of all men. Today,
as your leader, I am proud that our people have been chosen
to follow the old pathway that our ancestors paved with their
goodness during their great escape from the south.
“I am fearful about what will become of us. If we choose
to stay near this mysterious river, shall we maintain our own
culture and way of life? Will we become like the shining river,
which brings life into a soulless desert country? Or shall we
return to our ancestral holy land and reclaim it? I am asking
each one of you, my people, to remember these things I am saying: This is not our permanent home. Our holy land is empty
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and our absence is its loss and we will return there as soon as
possible. Remember these things.”
On the second day of the Kushs’ coming to the desert
river, they were greeted by some local Nubian chiefs.
“Why have you come here?” they asked.
“We are Kush. We came to escape from drought and starvation. We Kush people will return to our homeland as soon as
the conditions there improve,” replied Jedfure and other Kush
leaders.
The wise men of the Nubians smiled and said, “As long as
anyone can recall there have been a great tide of people coming
to the great river, but no clan or nation ever returned to their
former lands. We have a saying, ‘Drink of the great river and
you will return to drink of it again and again.’ You Kush people,
your destiny lies here. We will say this also in the future.”
Jedfure spoke quietly to his people. “It is my decision, as
your leader, to lead you back to Punt. It is vital that the Kush
continue as a people unsullied by any other peoples. Bear this
in mind as the days pass.”
However time and human desires were against Jedfure
and the other leaders. The longer his people stayed at the great
river, the more they would be exposed to alien influences and
the assimilation of the Kush into the Nubians. He often pondered whether it was better to lose his people to starvation
than to a different lifestyle.
As the Kush settled by the river they learned from other
migrants that their beautiful homeland was still in upheaval.
God was cleansing the Divine Land to prepare it for the next
creation. For now, the Kush did not belong in Punt.
Jedfure was relieved to see his people were recovering
from their harsh journey and the loss of loved ones in the
hostile desert yet, in almost no time, his deepest fears became
a realization. It grieved him to see his people lose their Kush
identity so quickly. He watched the Kush plant their seeds in
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a foreign land. When he learned the river land God’s absence
was permanent, it troubled him constantly. If the river people
wanted to fulfill their ultimate destiny, they must travel to the
Divine Land.
Jedfure talked with the Nubian elders about their daring
migration and the losses they suffered. Wise men of the river
people told him that their own earliest ancestors, generations
ago, had come to the great river from the Divine Land under
conditions similar to those of the Kush. The Nubian ancestors had committed a hideous sin. In order to survive on their
desolate journey, every one of them had eaten of the flesh of
their dead. Now, generations later, every Nubian remembered
the shame of their ancestors.
That tragic event left ugly guilt in their conscience,
which the river people never succeeded in erasing from their
existence. It was a curse that remained to shake the souls and
humanity of the river people.
A great priest-king of the Nubians foretold that one day
the river people would receive the lost brothers who were escaping from catastrophic events in their ancestral land, and
that those crawling, hungry, and destitute refugees would
restore to the Nubians their humanity. Further, the union of
Nubians and Kush would produce the Fir’ons, the pharaohs,
descendants of the ancient ones.
“Before that happens,” the priest-king reminded them,
“keep in mind that we are less than perfect humans. Only
Nubians who have the blood of the newcomers will be restored
to their true souls of the Kush people. When that becomes reality, you can reclaim our old name, Kush, the ‘True Ones.’”
Within weeks of their arrival along the river, the refugees
from the Divine Land were receiving offers to be the grooms
and brides of the river people. First was Jedfure’s daughter,
who married a local man. It was becoming clear that every
adult of the river people put his or her efforts and resources to
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marry one of the newcomers, which they succeeded in doing at
the expense of the broken and destitute Kush.
Jedfure was angry and disgusted when he saw that his
people were being used as if they were some kind of breeding
herd. He confronted both his people and their hosts, but he
realized his warning words had fallen on deaf ears. The old
wisdom said, “Keep the different people at a distance. If you
cannot, you must keep them together.”
He acknowledged that the existence of his nation depended on their keeping separate from other peoples. One night,
after they had dwelt along the river for half a decade, Jedfure
called all his people together.
He began, “I am old. I am crippled with an infirmity of
the elderly and can barely walk. We are settling here in a prosperous place, but this is not my home. It is not our home. My
guiding spirits tell me to lead my people back to the Divine
Land immediately.”
There were murmurs among the Kush but they respectfully quieted until Jedfure had finished.
“We will be shown a better and safer route. I know that
some of you,” — his eyes flicked to his daughter who had married a Nubian — “Some of you want to stay here where you
have found mates and are bringing up children. What I am asking of you will not be done in our usual manner of making decisions that affect us all. I am asking each one of you to search
your hearts and determine what is best for you and your family.
Shall you stay here and gradually cease to be Kush? Or do you
wish to keep our people apart from others and keep your Kush
blood unsullied?” His eyes swept his audience but did not linger on any. “Shall you return with me to the Divine Land, Punt,
and the homeland of the Kush?”
The people looked at one another. Their faces were written with fear or they all remembered the nightmare migration
that had brought them to the great river — and hope, for not
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one of them had ever ceased to remember and long for their
divine homeland.
Jedfure concluded, “I will give you time to prepare.
On the morning following the full moon, we shall start our
sojourn. No blame or any reward shall be attached to any, regardless of his decision. However, once we are on our way, we
are one again and as we have always done we will consult and
decide together our best courses of action.”
Jedfure seated himself and sat listening as his people
discussed this proposal. He gave consideration to questions
as he answered them. Asking each to make his own decision
would divide his people; but those who chose to return with
him would be united as Kush, keeping their blood untainted by
that of other peoples.
Early in the morning following the full moon, a great
many–even including some Nubians—had already gathered
with their sheep, goats and donkeys, and their household
goods. Jedfure’s eyes met everyone’s, and then he nodded.
They were standing at the same spot where they had halted
when they arrived at the great river some years before. With
a loud, wailing voice he called to his people, and more came
forward.
When no others were coming, he slowly began walking in
the direction of the Divine Land. Leading a mule, a young man
hurried up to Jedfure, saying, “This is now your mule. We will
not permit one we revere to walk as he leads us back to our
homeland.”
Unable to speak, Jedfure touched the young man’s shoulder in blessing.
So the Kush, only a few thousand of them this time,
began their return journey to the Divine Land. They all felt
that Jedfure would die along the way but there were others who
would go before them, who would slash a path through dense
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growth, who would warn them of sinking land and lead them
around it.
The love of their country was worth the sacrifices they
had to make; and many of his people dropped whatever they
were doing to follow their leader. This time their route led
them along the south side of the Nile until they reached Atbara,
Mareb and Gush; then they got to Awash, the Shabelle Valley,
and Bale Highland. Once more separate from others, the Kush
was united again.
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