One morning, they arrived in their tens, in their thousands
On their chain-stomached wooden monsters 
Without saying Hello nor asking any questions, didn’t even introduce themselves
They settled and became the bosses
Then turned into real savages
And went so far as to humiliate them deeply into their soul
Battered children, killed or mutilated the old ones
The women were soiled, insulted and dishonoured
Powerless, the chained men underwent the worst
The painful wailing of this oppressed people

But each amongst themselves suspected

That he was embarking upon a journey from which he would never return

And which would finish in a port where he would be sold

They cried for their lost country

Treated as inferior because of a difference in colour

Each new day was warned of misfortune

They were crammed at the bottom of a hold
In their spirits the images flashed by
Soiled tears, bloody tears

In their spirits, rang out for a long temp
The fields of their being were ripped away from them

But the hope which fed them was never killed:

That one day, they would find the enchanted coasts

From where the never-ending African tom-toms beat

The tom-toms of Africa (repeat)
Perched upon a platform/ stage, grouped like cattle/ livestock

Thrown right to left just like strands of straw

It was instilled in them that their colour was a crime

They stole everything from them, even their most intimate secrets

Looted their culture, burnt their roots

From South Africa to the River Nile

And at present they rejoice the usurpers(?)
Those who have a stone in the place of their heart

They mocked the tears and spread terror

At the heart of a world: starving, cold and afraid

And which dreamt of running across the peaceful plains

Where magnificent gazelles sometimes frolicked

Ah ! Yeah. What a lovely earth that they cherished

Where from their hands sprouted beautiful fresh fruit

Which offered itself to the golden arms of the sun
Him who forbade the country its sparks/ gleams 

And in closing his eyes at every blow received
A voice told them that not everything was lost

That they would once again see those idyllic scenes/ landscapes 

Where still the African tom-toms sounded

The tom-toms of Africa (repeat)
Jazzy, remind them, my brother

That they keep a part of their heart

And that the blood which was spilt

Was not just so that they could exist

The children who were born before their destiny was fulfilled

[They] would work in the fields until their final day

For them, there was no “4 hours”, no breaks

Their only companions every day were the heat and the whip
On the crossing, they were whipped like le malin*
In these times, there was only the black man and the human being

Ordered superior based on his white colour

In forgetting quite simply his previous misfortune

He satisfied his dominating instinct 
In drinking lamentations, cries, sorrowful clamours/ roars
Which haunted the forests for a long time after his crossing

And the spirit of those who ended up as slaves

Generation upon generation, crimes and destruction

The black population/ people had to submit to the worst abominations 

And the tempo/ beat liberates my imagination 

It reminds me that my music was born in a cotton field
But no! I am not racist in my opinions
Not by the critique but a story

I am simply recounting these fantastic lands

And in my heart I keep the tom-toms of Africa.

* le malin is a devil-like supernatural creature

