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37. ‘AFRICA, COME BACK’

I have caught the madness of your drum,
My wild blood beats and throbs with it—come,
Africa, comel!

Come, from the dust I have raised my head,

Torn misery’s bandage from my face,

Wrenched my arm free from pain’s grip, cut

My way through the web of helplessness—
Africa, comel

“COME, AFRICAY!

Come, I have heard the ecstasy of vour drum—

Come, the beating of my biood has become mad—
‘Come, Africal’

Come, I have lifted my forehead from the dusi—

Come, I have scraped from my eyes the skin of grief—
Come, I have veleased my arm from pain—

Come, I have clawed through the snare of helplessness—
‘Come, Africal’

A-JAO ATFRIQA!

A-jao, main-ne sun-li té&re dhol ki tarang,

A-jio, mast ho-ga’i mere lahii ki tal—

‘A-jao, Aifriqal’

A-jao, main-ne dhiil se matha utha-liya,

A-jio, main-ne chhil-di anikhon se gham ki chhal,

-A-jdo, main-ne dard se bazii chhura-liya,

A-jio, main-ne noch-diya be-kasi ki jal-—
‘A-jao, Aifriqal’
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The shattered manacle is my mace,

From the broken fetter I forge my shield—
Africa, come!

Spears burn like gazelles’ eyes through the reeds,

With enemy blood night's shades turn red—
Africa, come! - '

The earth’s heart, Africa, beats with mine,
The river dances, the woods keep time;
I am Africa, I put on your mask,
T am you, my step is your lion tread,
Africa—come,
Come with your lion-tread,
Africa, come!

In my grasp a link of the manacle has become a mace,

I have broken the ivon-collar on my neck and moulded it into a

shield—
‘Come, Africal’
On every riverside burn the deer-eyes of spears,
With enemy blood the blackness of night has turned red,
‘Come, Africal’
The carth is throbbing along with me, A frica,
The river dances and the forest beats time;
I am Africa, I have taken your figure,
I am you, my walk is your lion walk:
‘Come, Africal’
Come with lion walk—
‘Come, Africal’

Panje men hathkari ki kari ban-ga'l hai gurz,
Gardan ki tauq torke dhali hai main-ne dhal—
‘A-jao, Aifrigal’

Jalte hain har kachhar men bhalon ke mirg-nain,
Dushman lahit se rat ki kdlak hit'l hai 1al—
‘A-jdo, Aifriqal’

Dharti dharak-rahi hai mére sath, Aifriqa,
Darya thirak-rahd hai to ban de-rahi hai tal;
Main Aifriga hin, dhar-liya main-ne terd rup,
Main t@ hiin, meri chil hai teri babar ki chal:
‘A-jdo, Aifriqal’

Ao babar ki chal—-

‘A-jao, Aifrigal’





