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Ever since the dawn of time

The African woman has been there

No other story could be told

Of courage and beauty ever so fair.

Her love and compassion is so great
Higher than the highest mountain

Farther than the reach of the sky

Her love crosses every terrain.

Ever smiling and working is our woman

She bears the pain of childbirth

Her plough is always at hand

For her life is within the brown earth.

Our African woman, so torn by conflict

When shall we cease our pointless wars?

When shall we notice your endless tears?

Instead, we give you no thanks when you heal our scars.

You are our only pride! Yet we do not show it

You bear the scorching sun

To obtain our daily needs

When will we ever show you concern?

Your children are killed by disease

Your husbands die in war

Bravely, you still hold your head high

While secretly, your soul aches to the core.

You brave your surroundings 
No area has your objection 

To the desert, rainforest, and savanna alike

You have no imperfection!

Dear woman, you have suffered enough!

The blisters on your soles are for our sake

Oh, African woman, take heart

Africa is a place of prosperity, make no mistake!

Yes, you shall be a prosperous one!

In the same way the ocean waves rise

You shall rise again, like a phoenix

From the ashes of despair and demise.

Great African woman you have no colour

Race or creed is but a mere classification

You have gone through a renaissance
But one thing is for sure; your love and justice have no imperfection.

We are proud of you, and always will be

You are always there when we call

Long live our pride and joy in you!

Long live our African woman!
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