The Witch Doctor’s Son

If you've ever met someone who you thought was a “lost cause,” then you’ll
understand why most people would have put Kuassi Valetin in that category. He
was a drunk, an outcast, and a man who had managed to get himself banished
from his own village. That’s saying something. Villages in West Africa aren’t
usually quick to banish their own. People tend to overlook a lot, forgive a lot, and
shake their heads a lot — but if your own people chase you out, you've really
outdone yourself in the “making a mess of your life” department.

But God is in the business of specializing in lost causes.
It was my friend, Missionary Dan Post, who led Kuassi to the Lord in Abidjan.

Now, Abidjan is a big city — crowded, noisy, filled with honking taxis, people
selling everything from pineapples to cell phone minutes on the street, and
plenty of people who don’t have time to stop and listen to a preacher. But
somewhere in the middle of that chaos, the gospel found its way to Kuassi.

A Family of Influence

To really understand Kuassi’s story, you have to know where he came from.

His home village was not just another speck on the map. It was the village where
every president of Ivory Coast went when they wanted to consult the spirits. In
that village was the sacred forest, and in that forest were the ceremonies
performed by none other than Kuassi’s father, the most powerful witch doctor in
the region.

This was the man who held the ear of presidents. If you wanted power, you went
through him. If you wanted protection, you went through him. And if you wanted
to enter that sacred forest without being cursed for life, you definitely went
through him.



And so, Kuassi grew up under the heavy shadow of spiritual darkness. From
childhood, he was groomed to take part in ceremonies that would make most
people’s skin crawl. Masks, drums, chants, sacrifices, and the ever-present fear of
the spirits surrounded him. That was supposed to be his destiny.

But sin has a way of derailing even the darkest of destinies.

Alcohol got ahold of him. Bitterness grew in him. He became violent, reckless,
and finally so troublesome that even his own people cast him out.

The Grace of God in Abidjan

That’s where Jesus found him.

Dan told me later that when he first explained the gospel to Kuassi, he didn’t
expect the man to respond. But Kuassi listened. He admitted he was a sinner —
well, that part wasn’t hard to prove — and he accepted Jesus as his Savior.

And just like that, a transformation began.

You could see it in his eyes first. The dull glaze of alcohol was gone, replaced with
a spark of hope. Then you could see it in his walk — no longer stumbling down
the road, but walking with purpose. Soon it was in his words, too. He couldn’t
stop telling people about Jesus.

Before long, he was at church every service. He started bringing his friends. And
then, shock of all shocks, he started teaching Sunday School. The man who used
to drink his life away was now standing with a Bible in his hand, teaching others
how to follow Christ.

A Wife and a Calling

God wasn’t done with him.

At church, he met a young lady named Minalta. She was steady, godly, and full of
grace. Where he was rough and fiery, she was calm and patient. They balanced



each other perfectly. They married, started a family, and kept serving faithfully in
the church in Abidjan.

But God had more in store.

One day, Kuassi came to Dan and said, “Brother Dan, I know I am not doing what
God wants me to do. He wants me to go back to my village and tell my people
about Jesus.”

Now, I don’t know about you, but if the Lord told me to go back to the very place
that had disowned me, I might have asked for a second opinion. But Kuassi didn’t
flinch. He and Minalta quit their jobs, packed up their family, and moved back to
the village that had sworn never to see him again.

A Cold Reception

If you'’re picturing a joyful homecoming with singing and dancing, you’ve got the
wrong story.

His father, the witch doctor, was furious. The people were skeptical. Nobody
wanted him there. They still remembered the drunkard, the thief, the
troublemaker.

But Kuassi built a small house on the edge of the village, picked up a hoe, and
started farming. He worked hard by day, and by night he preached.

He even built a little church right in his front yard. On Sundays, he stood behind a
crude pulpit and preached to an audience of exactly three: himself, his wife, and
his children.

If there was ever a test of faithfulness, that was it.

The Slow Work of God

But time and faithfulness can do what arguments never will.



The villagers started to notice. They saw him sweating in the field, providing for
his family. They saw him sober, respectful, and honest. They heard him speak of
Jesus with love and urgency, not anger or manipulation.

And slowly, hearts began to soften.

Someone asked him a question about salvation. Another came to visit his little
church. Soon, a handful of people believed. The gospel was spreading.

Even though his father still barred him from the family home, people couldn’t
ignore the evidence: this wasn’t the same man who had been chased away years
before. This was a new creation.

The Father’s Rejection

But the hardest heart was still his father’s.

When Kuassi went to him with the gospel, the old man grew enraged. “There is
no way your Jesus is greater than the spirits of the forest,” he spat. He threw him
out and warned him never to come back.

The battle lines were drawn — father and son, darkness and light.

A Sudden Loss

Then, tragedy struck.
Kuassi became sick. It came quickly and severely. Soon, he was bedridden.

Minalta sent word to Dan, who called me, and we made the long journey —
sixteen hours over rough roads, dodging potholes big enough to swallow small
cars, praying our tires would last.

But by the time we arrived, it was too late.

Kuassi had already died.



I stood at his graveside in disbelief. How could this man, who had just begun to
see fruit, be taken so soon? His little church still stood in his front yard, and yet
the pastor was gone. It felt like this story had ended in failure.

But God wasn’t finished.

A Widow’s Strength

If you want to see true faith, look at a godly widow.

Minalta didn’t crumble. She turned back to the farm, worked the fields, and even
started a small trade selling dried fish. She provided for her children, raised them
in faith, and carried on the work her husband had started.

Nearby churches began sending preachers to rotate through like circuit riders,
keeping the flame alive. The little church didn’t die — it grew.

The Unexpected Revival

Dan and I stayed for two weeks, preaching every night, visiting homes every day.
To our amazement, the church filled and overflowed. We built a temporary
shelter outside to hold the crowds. People came because they wanted to hear
more about the God who had changed the worst man in their village.

One night, as Dan was preaching, a hush fell over the crowd. Everyone turned to
look at the back.

There stood the witch doctor.

Dressed in his robes, tall and imposing, he slowly walked to the front. Dan
stopped mid-sermon.

The old man spoke:

He told how he had driven his son away, how he had thought Christianity was a
scam, how he had watched his son’s life, waiting for him to fail. When Kuassi



came to him with the gospel, he became so enraged that he had poisoned him to
protect the honor of the spirits.

Gasps filled the night air.

Then, with tears in his eyes, he confessed that he had been wrong. He admitted
the spirits had no power. He admitted he was a sinner. But then he said the
saddest words a man can say: “I am too evil. Jesus cannot save me.”

Dan stepped forward and said, “No, my friend. Jesus died for you. There is no sin
too great, no life too far gone. He died for the whole world — and that includes
you.”

That night, the witch doctor knelt before everyone and prayed to receive Christ.

The village sat in stunned silence. The man who had once led presidents into the
sacred forest now bowed before the King of Kings.

And when he rose, he was no longer the witch doctor. He was a child of God.

Jesus Saves the Worst of Sinners

I will never forget that night. And I will never forget the lesson God taught me
through it.

No one is too far gone for Jesus to save — not the alcoholic staggering through the
streets of Abidjan, not the witch doctor who poisoned his own son, not the thief,
the liar, the addict, or the murderer. If Jesus can save them, He can save you.

Maybe you’ve thought, “God could never forgive me. I've gone too far. I've sinned
too much. I’'ve done things I can’t even admit to anyone else.”

Friend, that is a lie straight from the devil. The blood of Jesus Christ is powerful
enough to wash away every sin — every one.

If Kuassi could be changed from a drunkard to a preacher... if his father could be
changed from a witch doctor to a Christian... then, you can be saved too.



All you must do is what they did: admit you are a sinner, believe that Jesus died
for your sins, and call upon Him to save you.

Jesus wants to save you. Right now. Today.

“For the Son of man is come to seek and to save that which was lost.”
— Luke 19:10
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