Part |1

THE RETURN OF MARTIN FIERRO

Listen to me -- you who are silent, and if yoliséening — silence please,
as what I'm going to do this time if my memorypiseme out
is show you that my story was missing the bedt of

When you come out from the desert you're in d kihdream:
I'l see if | can get to make sense in such grdpany,
and if | wake up from my sleep at the sound efghitar.

| can feel a trembling in my breast and my minalagng confused,
and as I'm playing now | pray for some wise $piri
to come and put the words in my mouth and breztieage into my heart.

If  don't reach the top score [I'll reach thermpdielow for certain:*
and | can show this confidence because the fgiding
was received in me at the same time as the whtay baptism.

Poor men as well as rich  will grant I'm in theht;
and if they get to listen to what I'm saying iy awn way
| tell you they won't all be laughing -- sometlo&ém will cry.

A man who has had to suffer has a lot to tell,
and I'll begin by asking you not to doubt whateveay —
because a witness ought to be believed if hé'being paid to lie.

| give thanks to the Virgin and | give thankshe Lord
that through so many hardships and having lostsch
| did not lose my voice as a singer nor my lawethe song.

The Eternal Father granted that all who live $th@ing:
everyone must sing who has it in them as we'negdaow -- *
the only creatures with no voice are the onestthge no blood.

A city man sings... and he's a poet! a gauchgssinand Lord preserve us!
They stare at him like ostriches -- they're ardaatéehis ignorance ...
But shadowsre always useful to show how much light there is

The country's for ignorant people and the towreftucated ones:
| was born out on the plain and I tell you, mpg® are
for some people -- just music, and for othersdgsense.

| have known many singers it was a pleasurssterl to,
but they don't care to give opinions and singrtmse themselves --
but | sing giving opinions as that's my kind ohg.

Whoever goes along that path has to give outeaknows --
and though what I know is not much there's thisy favour:
| know what kind of heart the man has who'lldisto me with pleasure.



Even Time will not wash out what's painted bythiush:
no one will take it on himself to correct theidesl make --
not anyone paints who fancies it but one who lebaw to paint.

And don't think, you who hear me, that I'm baggof my wisdom:
I've learnt — though late in life, and withoupeating of it --
that to tell certain kinds of truth is like conttimig a sin.

But 1 go on along my road and nothing sidetraoks
I'm going to tell the truth -- I'm no one's fladgr --
there's nothing imitation here, thisis pureitgal

And anyone who wants to alter me will have towreolot:
he's going to learn alot  if he knows how ttelisto me;
he'll have a lot to think over if he wants to areland me.

Longer than | and all who hear me, longer thantliings they describe,
longer than the events they tell of my versesemitiure:
there's been a lot chewed over to put this achgdleut.

Sad complaints spring from my heart, a sore lammerings there:
and | have suffered so greatly and been so yeaphged,
that | defy each year to come to bring forgetés

You'll see now if | waken up how | get back imy swing:
and nobody need be surprised if I'm lit by arsjes fire,
because | want to tune the top string so tighat khm playing it on air.

And with the strings at their highest pitch, srhbat's the key | choose,
my hand won't slacken so long as my voice remains
unless the string breaks or the peg cracks franstrain.

Although | broke my guitar before* so it wouldt@mpt me again
| have so much to tell of and such importanghi
that God have mercy on the man who taught merte the strings.

| follow no one's example, no one's showing neaviy.
| say what needs to be saiel- and anyone who's set on that track
when he's singing, ought to sing with all thecedne's got.

I've watched. the ball go rolling and there’ssbapping it;
and after all my rolling around I've made up mndnto come here
to see if | can make a living and if they'l gime work.

| can guide a ploughshaft* and use a lasso ds wel
| can ride in a round-up and work in a corral;
| can keep my seat on a waggon-shaft easy adooking colt.

So let me have your attention if you'll do metthanour.
If not, I'll keep my mouth shut -- because a sigdird
will never settle himself to sing on a tree thears no flowers.

There's some dirty clothes here to be washedand | won't get up till it's done.
Listen to me as I'm singing if you want me toegip what | know...
There's so much | have to say to you | commandtgdisten to me.

And now let me have a drink -- once again thexddigg hand to play.
My throat's getting thirsty and I'm not holdingch --
because an old man's like an oven, he warms Hithssugh the mouth.



NOTEStoll.1.

11.1.4] top score...the point beldun the original, 'thirty-one' and 'thirty', scerén a card-game similar to vingt-et-un
(pontoon).

11.1.8] as we're doing nojreally ‘we two', as if he was singing in a conift, in ‘counterpoint’. (see Canto 30).

11.1.21] broke my guitar befoieas described at the end of Part One. There gasen-year interval between the writing of
the two parts. Martin Fierro says (in 11.11) lpest five years with the Indians.

11.1.24] ploughshafetc.] agricultural work not on horseback was unlfaraa gaucho, who often considered it demeaning.

Sad notes come from my guitar  but the story avesrit.
There's no use looking for cheerfulness but ambye lamenting
from a man who's born and lives and dies in thisiof cruel afflictions.

It's a sad thing to leave your home and laun¢haa strange land
taking with you your heart filled with misery apdin...
But we're borne along by misfortunes as the pamipd* blows the sand.

Setting out to cross the desert as if you wenenainal*
and leaving behind you here forsaken -- as wetdid —
your wife in someone else's arms and your yanigren gone.

Many times during the crossing of that vast plain
remembering your unhappy state so far from tlyoselove,
you lie down among the desert weeds and givetwaitter tears.

I'd be standing, lonely, on the bank of a stream
brooding over a thousand things and as | turseddenly
I'd think | saw my girl or hear her calling me.

And the horse is drinking the smooth water, sisip,
while with no comfort anywhere  you even forgeeat
for thinking of your dear woman and your childamd your home.

*

You'll recall that Cruz and | cast out into theselrt.
We entered the pampa land and turned up at thefeahe trail
at a camp of the indians -- the first we'd cocr®ss.

Bad luck was haunting us, we arrived at an unfticke.
They were holding a council making plans forid ra
and at times like that, the indians don't evestttheir own breath.

A tremendous uproar started when they saw usngpmi
We weren't able to pacify a dangerous swarmtlike --
they took us for spies from the frontier guard &nd they'd have run us through with their spears.

They took away our horses in no time at all,
then they weren't sure what to do -- Lord knevksit they had in mind —
the brutes were thrusting their lances a haiesdith from our eyes.



And they were jabbering away waving their armg dancing around;
one of them loosed his bolas and made straighhé...
We never though we'd escape alive, not evenlbgky fluke.

Out there, there's no mercy nor any kind of hope.
The indian's opinion is that it's always righkit --
since whenever he's not drinking blood*  hediketching it run out.

Cruz was for fighting to the death and asked arjeit with him.
But | said, "Let's hold out till the fire's nemmough to burn..."
You've less to fear from danger the more of it'ye known.

The greater a danger is the more cautious yod teeke;
you've more chance of surviving, always, bydneg carefully --
because cautiousness and courage have no dibigree.

At last an Interpreter came up seeming to bringpaieve.
He told us "Your lives are spared by order of oheur chiefs.
He sends me to tell you the reason is that we baaid on hand.

"He has told the others that you remain as hestag
so in case any of them fall alive into the Claiss' hands
they'll ransom their brothers with you two fugés."

They went back to their council to discuss alitalliances
or their massacres, maybe -- and it happenet dsedcribe.
They made a circle on horseback leaning on #psars.

An old indian goes to the centre and starts jabgen there --
Lord knows what he's telling them to do, butwieole gathering
listened to him closely for no less than threerbo

Finally he howled three times and another datergssup;
showing off his strength and skill giving testhorsemanship,
racing his horse to a skidding halt* and whirlimg spear round his head.

Then he goes down the line of indians stoppirfgrieesach one
shouting threats into his face -- and raving, dh fiend
gives a yell each time as he brandishes the sfaai¢-of his spear.

The whole place bursts into an uproar uglier thanitself...
In the thick of a cloud of dust it turned inte@nfusion
of horses and indians and spears and terrifyavgsh

It's like a dance of wild animals as I'd imagine
It was a colossal whirlwind -- the screams cuidleur blood --
till, after two hours of it the hurricane diedvdm

At night, they formed into a ring and put ushe imiddle of it,
and to let us know they wanted to give us no rémnmope
they ranged us round about with eight or ten rofwsarriors.

There they stayed on the alert guarding us lelssly.
When it looked as if they were snoring -Huincd* one of them would shout --
andHuincaHuincathey echoed all the way down the line.



Indians are great ones for sleeping, though laay sleep very soundly too.
No one can beat them for snoring -- and thfsisliso unconcerned
they'd snore stretched out at their ease if thiédwurned upside down.

They found out all they could from us so as &pare themselves,
because it's always to their advantage to knoatwhbops there are around --
who they are and who's in command of them arat Wbrses and arms they hold.

Each time we answered, one of them gives a cry --
and then, one after the other -- savage brutaglhky are --
hundreds and hundreds of voices all echo the sam&d.

And that cry, from just one of them, startingaagroan,
grows till it gets to be a howl coming from th&iee horde —
and that's how they get the custom of bellowheway they do.

NOTEStoll.2

11.2.2] pampa windithe pampero a cold strong wind from the south-east, acrosdl#h pampa grassland.

11.2.3] a criminal] fugitives from justice often went over the framtio the indians. See notes at 1.3.22 and 1.13.9

11.2.9] spies..frontier guard the indians were extremely suspicious of anytacirwith ‘christians'. MansillaBxcursion to
the Ranquelésee note at 1.3.22) shows the dangers of evelaeepble embassy.

11.2.19] to a skidding haltliterally, 'making skid-tracksréyandg.

11.2.20] cane-shafttacuara See note at 1.9.32.

11.2.22] drinking blood Indians commonly ate meat near-raw and drankdkicaight from slaughtered animals.

11.2.24] Huinca! (‘win-CA"] 'white man' — cry of alert.

So we found we were in for it with no backing au
But there's no good in giving up for lost howekeard your fate,
nor in thinking about death but how to keep othwife, instead.

Your heart grows tougher, all the time -- no dangakes you scared.
Feeling the time was right for it we two sworerthand then
to respect God's will only and no one else f@ad down.

Evil is a tree that grows and. that sprouts agdian it's cut.
People suffer in countless ways whether theyirewd or slow --
the Earth is mother to us all but she gives lisgos too.

But any man of common sense bears his troublieslyju
| find they're just as many whatever the pathdase --
Misfortune's born from no mother but she hastglenfchildren.

And if you're born to her inheritance you'll cotoeuin, anywhere.
There's no way a man can avoid what Fate hadetkan --
the reason a thistle pricks you is because @@enwith thorns.

The destiny of a poor man is a tug-of-war thatenetops,
and he lives on the watch like a carrion bird because trouble won't be satisfied
if the winds of misfortune come and tear thechatff your roof.



But He who sends us troubles sends us comfothé&m as well.
The light that comes down from heaven shineshemiightiest men --
but even the thinnest hair can make its shadoth@mground.

And even though you're suffering a life of biéstrpain,
never let your head hang down -- never, for ettt cause --
the poplar's the proudest tree of all andtligsdne that always sighs.

*

The indians just spend their life either steglmgstretched out flat.
The law of the spear's point is the only one thespect --
and what they're lacking in knowledge they magevith suspiciousness.

An indian with a kind heart would be a thing td pm a frame to stare at.
They're cruel with their captives and treat themribly;
they're sharp-witted and resentful, they're fzold vindicative.

You can't ask them for a favour nor expect theirfidence...
Acting from ignorance and out of pure mistrust
they kept us separated and guarded us jealously.

| couldn't get to have any talk with Cruz, at all
They never gave us a chance -- they cared fornsmore than for borrowed horses...
Something like two years, at least this sepamdgsted.

It would make too long a story to describe all miseries.
All I'll tell you on this point is that only aftéwo years
the chief did us the favour of letting us livgéther.

Cruz and | moved further off to the edge of sdmgh-grass land,
and making the best of our life there on the essldesert plain,
we built a tent from two horse-hides the shapvofpraying hands.

And there we took refuge to lead our pitiful Jife
lightening the cruel capitivity with each othertampany:
gloomy as a cemetery when the evening prayerriogjs.

If a man chooses to roam the wilds he needs tobegeous:
first, when he's on the road, and second, whenaheest —
because in that way of life if you give in, yoerish.

When a calf's weak and hungry it'll suck from aow:
a gaucho will understand this and know what Irmehaen | say
my friend and | went round hopelessly like stadead that no one’ll buy.

We'd talk together side by side sheltering inteut:
we were two old veterans fair game to the fleas -
useless as blankets chucked aside when the sumeaiecomes on.

Food's not easy to come by however hard youwotrit.f
You live as poor as the plague even strainingall wits —
and like thecoypy* always keeping by the water's edge.

A hunter grows skilful sharpening his wits thatyw
the tasty armadillo --  any bird that pipes aenet
every creature that walks the earth ends up @esph.



Because out there, the hunt spreads out righietéour winds.
Nothing escapes the round-up, and at the finstpgle of dawn
you're out combing the hillsides and valleys, aadts and holes.

If your life depends on hunting you'll go for abbgast
whether it's got feathers or a shell --  becautsen hunger stirs
a man will get his teeth into any animal that emv

In the holy heights above lives the master ddilus
who teaches every animal to find its own nourishimn
and he produces food for all who are born witkliigence.

And birds and beasts and fishes find their food thousand ways;
but it's interesting to observe the way a marisdeahis --
he's the only one who knows how to cry and @'sHat eats all the rest.

NOTEtoll.3
11.3.19] coyp( or nutria, an otter-like river beast.

Before it's light, the indians start to stir iy tplain
with the noise of their bellowing -- and sometimesarlier still,
they'd set off on an invasion without us heaangthing.

First, they bury their clothes in holes, like adiilos,
and distrustful as always, with their manes atklhair,
riding bareback, they'd set off in their barenskiind not much else.

They use the best horse they can for going @ida r
and as it's a weapon that can't fail they orkg their spear
and several pairs of bolas fastened at theirtwais

This way, they travel light and the horse wané. 1.
For a raid, the spur they use is the point oéerd horn
that's been well sharpened and tied on to thesl. h

An indian who has a horse that's out of the @ngin
cares for it even in his sleep -- he works at fike a slave —
and he hires it to another warrior when theytimg on a raid.

He'll go without food, to guard it, he'll even githout sleep;
it's the only thing they're not slack about -+ night, I'll swear to you,
he'll set his family round it in a circle, to lei safe.

And this is why you'll have observed if you'veltia do with them —
and if you haven't seen it remember it from now-o
that any pampa brave will be riding a horse efitbry best.



The indians ride at a long trot, a lasting amady pace.
They come on a fixed route and never wandert off i
There's no animal escapes them even on the taikbs.

They move through the darkness in a curve spacedly;
they tighten the circle with great care, and wigets light, they catch
ostriches, deer -- all the game that's got inefde

Their signal is a puff of smoke that goes up \regh.
None of them fails to spot it with that eyesigty have —
they come from all directions to swell the gatihgr

And. so they join together until they've formédse throngs
of such enormous numbers that fall on us wheypitheade --
to muster them, they've come out from the fattheshers of the land.

The indian's war is a fierce one -- they attalo Wild beasts.
They stampede anywhere they like and never gt 6f destruction —
they depend for safety entirely on their horsg am their spear.

Anyone who dares stay and face them needs tdsulielt good and tight.*
They're always set to do their worst -- and ag'th above such things,
there's no prayer can soften them nor any sofféouch their heart.

They've a mortal hatred for christians and givejnarter when they fight:
they murder without a qualm, they're savage lohbred --
there’s no beat of compassion within a heatHmeast.

He gets his sight from the eagle and his counage the lion.*
There's no animal in the desert he doesn't utadhets
and no savage beast he doesnt learn some wstielkct from.

He's set fast in his brutish ways -- don't hapsee him change.
It doesn't enter his thick head to want a bdifeer-
all a savage knows how to do is how to get dramk fight.

Indians can never laugh and there's no use erpatt
not even when they're full of glee celebratirsyacessful raid —
to laugh from happiness is a Christian quality.

They sweep across the desert like a beast régirgjood,
giving out the most hideous howling that setsryfmir on end --
it's as if the whole lot of them were devils daahriy God.

They leave all their heavy work to be done bywloenen.
An indian's an indian and doesn't care to chémgetate --
he's born an indian robber and stays a robbéretd dead.

Their witch-women instruct them to poison thegapon-tips,
and as they don't even worship God nothing hibldsndians back —
the very names they're called by are of animadskeasts.

And, by blessed Christ! they are the filthiesitbs on earth.
It makes me sick when | remember it -- those @uoglaken tribes
live no different from pigs in those stinking temnf theirs.

No one could imagine a more squalid life tharn.tha
They've so little, it shocks you... those bruiemdians havent learnt
that the earth gives forth no fruit unless itaeved by our sweat.



NOTEStoll.4
11.4.13] pull his belt tighfi.e. as a preliminary to fighting (see 1.7.20)
11.4.15 ]lion] the puma is the American lion, but animal imagas be carried over from European poetry.

The ground of the desert shakes when the raidens back in:
they bring with them thousands of head of caitlé horses ...
you need to be pretty tough not to let it sadgtmn

It's a seething mass of indians like grains peek of corn.
When they bring the booty together joining aé trerds
it' s such a tremendous quantity you can't sesrevtt ends.

The women come back weighted down with clothestdankets piled high.
It's painful to see the waste of it -- they bringded on pack-horses
whole stocks of goods from the frontier stores iclwhhey've sacked during the raid.

All they care about is plundering, not stayingrthin the low lands.
They come down on Christian country like fiends of hell --
if they don't take the Government too it's jimittit's not there at hand.

They come back crazy with delight when the rdiden a success,
and before anyone helps himself they start dsflipu
setting up thelividy (as people say in Santiago).*

They share the loot out equally without any glliaig
Indians don't act greedy, they're quite corrbouathat --
it's the only time they show respect to any farfrjustice.

And each one with his share goes off towardsemts —
and then the slaughtering begins beyond all rhgrreason
so that out of all those thousands there's netheast left alive.

And when the indian's satisfied that he's dosephit of the job
he goes back to his lazy life again and liesglstretched out flat
while the women start in frenziedly skinning tacasses.

Sometimes they do take a bunch of the cattlghdainland,*
but there's few of them dare undertake this kinelxpedition
because mostly, other indians come and stedbtloéf them.

But I think the pampa tribes must be the stupidéall.
They're going round half naked but can't see wigatod for them --
for any one cow that they sell they kill five ltiad uselessly.

Things like this and others worse | saw for mgears --
but if I'm not mistaken these crimes are at ah,en
and the savage heathens can do us harm no more.

The tribes have been disbanded -- the prouddbeathiefs
are dead or taken captive with no hope to risénag
and of all the braves and their followers thevely few now left alive.*



They're savages through and through even in $peits.
They get up a kind of a game you wouldn' thpoksible —
that's when it's the women's turn to play thait pn the scene.

The more savage a man is the worse he treatsramvo
| don't see what delights or joys there coulaviibout her —
it's a happy man who finds one and can getdiave him!

Anyone who knows how life is finds pleasure im bempany:
it' s right that a man who has a heart shouldiden her feelings too —
it's only cowards who act tough with women.

A woman's always ready to help a man who's blutak:
no kind of danger scares her along her roaden li
and there's not one who'd not be pleased tordereiful act.

You won't find a single woman what I've said vdin'
| give thanks to the Eternal Father not becdgsmade them beautiful
but because to each one of them he gave a n®tteart.

They're faithful and hard-working and long-suiffigrin the work they do.
Maybe I'm not praising them enough though | vaheam a lot --
but those ignorant indians treat them like abdirty cloth.

They sweat their souls out, toiling under theetiest conditions.
The husband is her master, he rules her likeaaty-
because even in his love an indian never softens.

He has no tenderness for anyone -- he doesmt i@t love means:
and what else could you expect from those bsdwstd as bronze?
| saw how they were when we got there and | hathtmarked from then on.

So long as he's got enough to eat he stays f#acea
I've been there in their tents and watched thay of life
and | tell you, he's like the raven that forgngb back to the Ark.*

For him, it would be just a game to spit on ecifixi
| believe God cursed them and this is my solution
it's only indians, and pigs and cats wholl siiét blood of their own children.

*

But I won't take your time any more  with tatéghe indians.
| must ask your pardon, | ran on without mearting.
Talking about the savages | forgot that spotheirs.

They make a circle with their spears and theaindinen stay outside.
In come the women, running, like mares on theshing-floor — *
and there they start their dancing going rourdiranind in the ring.

The chiefs are on one side, and the lesser claiefstrumpeters
blowing away at full blast like the call to arimsa battle ...
The women can die in there without them breakmegcircle.

Often you can hear them groaning, the poor things
but their cries are wasted because all roundinige
the indians are lying on the ground blind drunk &owling.



The song they sing is just one word and they mesey that.
lo-k& —io-ka * they all repeat, taking up the rhythm of it ...
It's as if | could see them now uglier than Satan

Loping round inside the ring, sweating, stanamgl raging wild,
tattered and draggled, on and on from one sutwitfee next,
in thunder or rain, they go on dancing, chantiva same sound.

NOTEStoll.5

11.5.5] Santiagd the north-west Argentine province of SantiagoE&iero. The original joke is dialect pronunciatain
reparto (share-out) asepartija

11.5.9] inland] i.e. further west

11.5.12] very few left alivkthe government's campaign to exterminate themglivas carried through in 1879-83.

11.5.21] back to the Arkreleased from Noah's ark, it found food emerdiogn the Flood.

11.5.24mares on the threshing-fldagrain was separated by trampling with hoofs.

11.5.27] lo-k& pronouncedyo-KA.

So time went on in its course, and alone as we we
we had nothing to hope for from those bloodtkinstlians:
the one who saved us when we came was the rressdlly of them.

He showed he had a noble heart -- he'd have likbé a christian —
it's our duty to be just and I don't hide his itser
He gave us horses as a present and sometimesrieeta see us.

Even if | wanted to | can't stand against Godlk.w
He saved our lives, but -- ah Christ! [I've wisimeahy times
that he had never saved us and we'd never sebayem.

Anyone who receives a blessing ought never tgefoi,
but a man who has to travel far through the tiesibf his life
has things happen to him sometimes that areypretgh to bear.

Little by little 'm coming to the sad part ofetlstory.
When there's a bitter draught to drink your hesdees no joy in it ...
A black plague came into the land and struck dtvensavages.

*

Seeing so many die the indians grew desperate.
They shouted in ariot "christian make bad magic"
There wasn't a creature left in the tents thantdinished off by it.

The cures they use are secrets  kept by the-witchen.
The indian wives don't know them except forwa fery old ones,
it's the witch who tells them what to do with lathds of tricks, the old hag.

And the patient has to undergo the terrible tneats they give,
because what they call remedies means thumpthgagureezing him —
they grab hold of him by the hair and pull outgwf it.

They do atrocious things to him that it's hoeit® see.
The indian bellows with the pain of the tortuhess going through --
and they smear him with grease all over and potdut to cook in the sun.



And when he's lying there mouth up they makeeadil round him.
One of the women comes along and screams in&ahis
Some of them are such devils this game even thoees.

With others, they scorch his mouth even thougdh $&eeching with pain --
they grab hold of him and squeeze him and bwstips and teeth
with an egg that's good and hot out of some niagjc

The indian knows what he's in for and he giveslupope.
If he does manage to escape them he shoot&efalhare,
but the fever makes him light-headed and thaygdhim down with a spear.

It's a terrible kind of fever -- and though | wbargue this
nor lay claim to any wisdom -- we thought it mastne from
the quantity of horsemeat that's eaten by thoses.

*

There was a gringo boy captive -- always tallkabgut his ship
and they drowned him in a pond for being the eafghe plague ...
His eyes were pale blue like a wall-eyed foal.

It was one of the old hags who ordered themltdkn that way,
and though he cried and pleaded there was nreasting them --
the poor boy rolled up his eyes like a sheep utigeknife.

We moved further off not to have to see suchdnsr
Cruz was feeling the symptoms  of the plague st in full force,
and the idea was nagging at us to get back towarland.

But destiny can turn against even the best afspla
My blood runs cold to think of it ... The indiarho had saved our lives
was struck down too, with an attack of fever #relplague.

When we saw how he was suffering we could havéaubts
of what his end would be -- and Cruz, always sauétiend,
said to me, "Come on, brother, let's go and paydebt".

We went and stayed beside him trying to help gatwell:
they came to fetch him to treat him like the rest
we protected him, and kept him from being killed.

The plague was growing worse and more and magl@elied:
we kept beside him doing what we could for him,
but after a few days'time his life came to itsl.e

The memory of it tortures me, my sorrow is reborn
It brings the tears to my eyes -- there's ndf ¢jke this of mine ...
Cruz also was struck down very bad and neveséoagain.

You can all figure for yourselves what | had &g through.
| could do nothing except groan, and it made nguash worse
not to know a single prayer to help him to a gdedth.

The plague turned poisonous on him, poor mariled out with the pain.
He entrusted a young son to me that he'd lek Babome —
"He's been left all on his own, poor boy" he daidne.



"If you get back, find him for me" he said agdiisvoice half gone.
"There were just the two of us in the world --e'shalready lost his mother.
Let him know how his father died and pray Godrfor soul.”

[ held him tight against my chest overcome bygtief.
What made him suffer most ~ was to die there athen land...
Suffering cruel agonies he gave up his soul td.Go

On my knees beside him | prayed for him to Christ
The light went from my eyes -- | went into a tiele swoon --
| fell as if struck by lightning when | saw Crlyzng dead.

And so my brave companion died in my arms.
One who was worth so much, a man of such goosksen
He died there in the desert for his noble andpassionate heart.

And | -- with my own hands | myself buried him.
| prayed to God for his soul with my heart filladith pain;
and that patch of earth there was wet with thesteshed.

I did all I could do -- there's no fault to repotn myself with,
nor any duty | left undone though I'd given irgreef...
His grave there is marked out by a cross | puoufim.

[ went around from tent to tent and everythirgdksned me;
sorrow had got a hold on me, and given over tesaaythoughts,
every minute it seemed | heard Cruz calling oute.

All we criollos -- some less, some more -- knbw taste of bitterness:
the only comfort | could find for the misery | s
was to go and throw myself on the ground besisigiave.

There I'd pass hours on end with nobody beside me
with only God to witness me, and my thoughtsdixa
my wife and my children, my homeland, and myrfde

With such treasures taken from you, and loststrange land,
it's as if Time was in chains and that it's noving on;
as if the sun stopped still to gaze at so mudtappiness.

[ didn't know which way to turn, |was given owermy grief —
when lying there one day, coming from the wincivside
| heard sounds of pitiful crying that caught nteation.

Groaning's not an unusual sound in the tentseofivages,
because that's a life of violence where they setjle things
by spears or blows of the knife, and bolas-steotd, brute force.

There's no need to swear to it -- believe whattiMdrierro says:
in my exile there, I've seen a savage who gobyed
cut the throat of a little girl and throw her a¢atthe dogs.



I've witnessed deaths by torture -- I've seentglef brutal crimes,
murders and atrocities that wouldn't enter gtian's mind:
for neither indians nor their women know suchiag as mercy exists.

| thought I'd investigate the cries that werechéag me.
| started straight away towards the spot theyeveeming from ...
The scene | came upon is a horror to me still.

It was a wretched woman with blood all over her,
and crying with all her heart like a Mary Maggtal...
| saw she was a christian and that made it wiorsme.

Cautiously, | crept up on the indian standindby --
indians are always on their guard against anyenian —
and | saw he was holding alash that was wet bldbd.

Later, | learnt from her just how things had been
An indian raiding-band had come to her part ef¢buntry,
they killed her husband and carried her off preso

Two years, she'd been there in that cruel captivi
She kept beside her a little child she'd browgttt her ...
The indian woman hated her and used her as @ slav

She'd have liked to make an attempt to run away —
the poor captive women have no one who'll rangam —*
they have to stay and bear the torments untiétiteof their days.

From the moment she got there the indian womaingfospite,
took pride in being cruel to her -- the indianmmweas a warrior,
he wore a necklace made of teeth from the chnistthat he'd killed.

She used to send her out to work and put her tbatwn nearby
shivering and crying in the early morning air,
tied up like a young lamb by its feet and itsdwn

And she'd force her to tail like that, sowingdagathering wood,
while she could see her baby crying -- and wftd'd finished the tasks
the indian woman refused to let her give it milk.

When they hadn't enough work they'd lend hentleer squaw.
"No one could imagine" she said, "nor ever baiev
all the things a wretched woman has to bearajtity.

"If they see your child has grown -- as they tlknbw what pity is,
and they!'ll never take notice of pleading — dnbt that it's for something else —
they take him from you and sell him, or exchahige for a horse.

"And they're barbarous, as well, inthe way thegg up their own.
I'd never seen such a thing -- they bind themboard
and rear them that way, so they make the battedfhead grow flat."



(This may seem a strange thing but nobody needtdb
With those brutish people in their vile ignorance
it's a thing to be proud of if their head growsatpoint.)

The devilish indian woman who hated her so much
started saying one day, because a sister ohberslied,
it must have been the christian woman who hatacapell against her.

The indian took her out of sight and startedate®ing her
saying she had got to confess it had been gorcer
or else he was going to punish her by beatingddeath.

She wept, poor unhappy woman, but the ruthlediann
in a fury, snatched the child from out of her syrm
and made her scream with pain at the first ctiisfvhip.

And that brutal savage went on lashing her --
every time he hit her he grew more and more fig;io
and the wretched woman fended off the blows, @sag she could.

And he shouted at her, ragingfou no want confeks
He knocked her down with a back-hand blow -- #ndomplete her agony
he cut the throat of her little child therehat feet.

"It's not to be believed" she said, "such cruetiyld exist.
No mother could have borne it -- that mercilesgéd
committed the crime calmly, right in front of myes.

"Christian people couldn't invent anything sorte — "
she sobbed as she told me -- that inhuman fiend
tied my hands together then with the entrailspfchild.”

NOTEtoll.8
11.8.3] ransonj captives were occasionally exchanged during @efrifi considered of enough value.
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It had been her cries I'd heard in my solitude.
The moment | got to the place |took in how tlsingere —
and when | saw the state she was in | didn'tdtesa second.

There she was, the poor captive, all coveredaod,
with the marks of the lashes on her from hedddb--
the rags she wore were torn to pieces and shiveedw flesh through.

She lifted her eyes to heaven streaming withéduems.
Her hands were tied -- it was plain to see tfang she was in --
and she fixed a look on me as if asking me fdp.he



| can't say what it was went through my hearthat moment.
The indian stood there haughtily with fury in Fase --
one look was enough for us to understand eadr.oth

He gave a jump like a cat and gained distanada free,
and he used this advantage like a beast stalidmgey —
he loosened his bolas and waited there, crouchegiard.

And though I'd gone there from curiosity and twoiook for a fight,
| knotted my horse's reins and laid hold -- yan be sure --
on that weapon which can't misfire* ... andfigkt to the death was on.

| could see straight off the danger | was in.
We stayed like that, not moving -- he watchedame | watched him:
[ didn't trust the indian and he didn't trust me.

You have to keep your wits about you when anandicrouched to spring:
in a position like that, he counts as four oefien —
he can leap like a tiger and catch you easily.

It was dangerous to go rushing in and dangemusép apart,
and still more dangerous to keep on waiting way,
because some more of them might come and butohdretween the lot of them.

I've saved myself many times on the strengtheafdcautious:
in a pressing danger the least carelessness mieatts...
If only Cruz had been alive I'd have had no rieedke care.

When a man has another by him he grows in ceusad strength.
fear vanishes -- hel'll get out of any trap —
between us two we'd face, not one indian -- theltribe, if it came to that.

With things uncertain as they were and dangetas®e at hand,
needless to say, there could only be one wagpfatit-
and that was to kill the indian or else stayétwiretched out myself.

And as time was passing and | had to do some#uonog,
seeing that he wouldn't budge | started movimga slant,
as if I was going to take his horse -- to sabat made him go for me.

It worked -- the savage didn't wait any longene-rushed at me.
You need to sharpen your wits fighting with adian —
he was spurred on by the fear of finding himkftfon foot.

Right as he rushed in to attack he sent two kxllats at me.
One of them touched me on the arm --  if it hiadduare, it' d have broken it —
because the bolas are made of stone and corne &ke a bullet.

At the first stroke of my knife the indian curlgda ball.
He was the craftiest savage I've ever met in @yderings --
and on top of his tricks, he was pretty goodaatgihg the knife.

And he could handle the bolas skilfully, the btut
He'd pull them back smartly and hurl them at ga&ia
sending them whistling through the air, abovehegd.



He was cunning, curse it! like all the indians.ar
It was my good. fortune that he got blind madh@dought ...
He'd feint with one of the bolas and hurl theenthne at me.

Then, in the thick of the fight, | had a strokebad luck.
Just as | was on to him and he was moving back,
| tripped on my belt-cloth and I fell down flat.

The savage didn't give me time even to say myegpsa
As soon as he saw me on the ground he leapt dikene flash ...
His bolas-shot came thudding right next to my head.

The indian wouldn't shift off me even to avoi@ #nife,
he thought he'd finish me off there without hegtime get up again
and he didn't give me enough room even to straigbut.

| tried to move, but it was useless, he woulldh‘go of me.
I was using all the strength that comes to aeledée man --
but I couldn't even turn over beneath the wedajhhat brute.

Blessed be Almighty God! who can understand y@ays?
You gave at that time, to a weak woman,
strength such as maybe even a man would notheale

That poor woman, crying so bitterly, roused ugwishe saw my danger.
She ran towards us like an arrow, and forgettieigown pain
she gave a great shove to the indian that gooffithe top of me.

It was this generous help from her freed me ftioat tight spot.
If not for her, the indian  would have slaughtenee, for sure --
and her noble example made me twice as bravetamml.

As soon as | was on my feet we were at each etfjen:
there was no chance of arest and the sweatumasng off me --
I've never again found myself in a danger clesthat.

And | didn't give him a breathing space, as y@y @l suppose.
I had all the more to do now, to stop the ugiytér
from hitting out with the bolas at the woman, ofitage.

In an indian's hands, the bolas are terrible,\ang fast,
he can do whatever he likes with them, jumpingtbyou like a goat ...
Silent, without saying a word, we fought on likiéd beasts.

Never ever can | forget that duel in the deserhad:
| was playing for my life with that terrible engm
and standing there as witness a woman in déstres

The more he got enraged the calmer | was growing.
An indian’s fury won't be spent until he makesig...
At last, | cut one of the bolas-cords and | beigaget the better of him.

He made my ribs crack with a shot from a bolasst the devil,
and then as | gave a yell and went for him éikeannon-ball
the indian stepped back -- and slipped on theseoof the little child.



My knowledge is not deep enough to explain thgtery.
As | see it, he was punished by the Divine Mgjes
when a thing is no accident it's inclined to beviRience.

As soon as he stumbled | pressed him harder still
and though he found his feet again that slip issindoing —
because | cut him in two places in that rushdenat him.

When he felt he was wounded he started to grdait)
but he was tough as indians come and his coutidgé break ...
Out of his throat there came a noise like thellmgnof a dog.

He was wounded in the head and the blood gasieyes,
from another gash it fell and made a puddle wherstood --
he was splashing in it with his feet and stiltheut weakening.

Three impressive figures we made, the group of us
she in her mothers' anguish, me with my tongungiing out,
and the savage like a raging beast let loosefdull.

The indian had begun to realise he'd heard tther @0 massacre:
his hair stood on end and his eyes rolled round:
his lips shrank inwards every time he drew breath

Closing with him once again | struck him a dekph

and when he felt he was badly hurt the indidrastic now --
let out a terrible scream... It echoed like thise

the whole earth would make if it shook.

And at the end of the long struggle | lifted emthe knife:

| lifted up that son of the desert with the wholéis weight —
spitted through, | carried him and | only threwntdown
when | could feel he was dead...

| crossed myself, giving thanks to God for havsaged my life;
and the poor tormented woman, on her knees ogrthad,
looked up to heaven sobbing in her grief.

| too knelt at her side to give thanks to my §ain
while in her sorrow and despair, weeping bitterly
she begged the Mother of God to help the twasof

When she'd finished her prayer she got up, stateh lioness,
and without stopping crying she wrapped up insoags
the pieces of her baby that I helped her to gathe

NOTEStoll.9

11.9.6] that can't misfirgfirearms were notoriously unreliable, unlike #rfe (see also 1.10.26)

11.9.19] belt-cloth thechiripa (see 1.7.20), a cloth looped under the legs, sechy a sash.

11.9.37] the order to massacfee. no quarter given (see 1.1.12)

11.9.41] my Sairtsan Martin, also patron saint of the Argenting@tdic, and coincidentally the surname of the Laber,
José de San Martin.
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After that, it was high time to get out of these.
They'd have found me out, and even though Iditlen in fair fight
they'd have speared me through for sure to gevime dead indian.

| gave my horse to the poor captive woman —
it was a colt I'd got hold of, and no matter vehzrwas,
as soon as | whistled, itd come and rub its lagminst me.

| got on the indian's horse, it was a black withe mark ...
When I'm well mounted there's no holding me --
and this was fast as a greyhound, trained to with the bolas round its feet.*

Galloping over rough country there was nothinglddring it down.
They train them for that, and get them  to go likkeaks of light,
so they can ride right up to the ostriches amavitthe bolas beneath the neck.

The pampa indians train a horse as if for fightah close range:
it'll go like a flash of lightning at a touch tbfe indian's hand,
with a mouth so light itll spin like a top ang on the length of a hide.

They exercise them in the early morning -- dttsisk they never miss —
and then they teach them to gallop in mud ansd@and:
that's why those animals of theirs are the baslilyover see.

There's no danger of falling on a pampa indihatse --
puchd and as for racing it's a breed that never tires
They tame them with the greatest care instedettofig them buck.*

They handle them gently to cure their ticklislmes
they' Il spend hours on end at it and only lehechorse finally
when it's put its ears down slack and won't édek any more.

They never use violence on them, because thalydrborse
with such patience, there's none to touch it they don't beat them, breaking them in,
and so by the end they're left with a beastsladttady quiet.

And though | can sit a bucking colt and stir ¢hust to break it,
I'll adapt myself to the indian way ... They tré@m patiently,
and the next day they can leave them with loesebeside the tent.

And so, anyone whose aimitis to own a modesédnor
has to care for itirelessly, and he's also got to see
that no one uses the whip on it or drags at @stmwhen it's down.

Many people think they'll break a horse by crpahd the whip —
and if they see it' s an ugly-looking beast #aiws signs of viciousness,
they!'l lash its head tight to a stake till itliguts neck out of joint.

They'll use all sorts of excuses and ways to@etd saddling it:
they say it's to break the horse's will -- bug ool can tell
it's because they're afraid of how it'll buck a&nely won't admit to it.



The horse is an animal -- excuse me for mentgitia
which has plenty of good sense and plenty ofrigsltoo:
it's a creature that thrives on affection, afgdpéatience that conquers it.

A man who understands these things has an adyaaoter the rest.
It's good to learn-- because there are few hiisers worth the name,
and a lot of bunglers going round with a tameaker and rein.

As | told you, | came back with the woman as campn.
We travelled the whole night through, and we naaeway
with Fate as our only guide to take us wherddse.

As for the corpse, I'd done nimest to bury it in a stretch of grassland,
and after I'd disposed of it | covered it weltlwihe grass
soas to take advantage of the time they'd takerfgd.

When they noticed we were missing they were sufellow us:
and when | made up my mind to come back, I'dlveso
from the bottom of my heart, to make it a fighthe death.

It's a very serious danger to cross the desetienun:
a great many have died from hunger, becausengrihat kind of risk
you can't even make a fire in case you'll be tbout.

Only a man's good judgment can help him to setviv
There's no hope of being rescued, only God oamedo your aid ...
It's a rare thing, in the desert, for a man tmeahrough alive.

There's nothing but sky and horizon on the ggestn plain ...
Pity the man who finds he's lost or gets hisdlioa wrong!
If anyone has a mind to cross it remember thiscad

Mark your course in the daytime e@ssely as you can:
travel without delaying and follow it steadily,
and if you sleep, lay your head towards the dimacyou're going in.

Watch very carefully where the sun comes up:
if there's a mist that hides it and you can'tisekear,
beware of moving then — because if you get hami,re done for.

God gave special instincts to every single livilhigg.
Man counts as one of them, and on that levehplai
he's guided by the sun and the stars, by the,wimdl by animals.

In the daytime, to hide ourselves out of sighthef savages,
we'd reach a stopping-place where there was &omdeof shelter
and wait till nightfall to carry on with our joney.

We endured all kinds of hardships and misery:
several times we went without eating or onlyrate meat,
and sometimes, believe me, we kept alive on roots

And after many days of suffering this danger anxgiety,
we came through safely, to where we could make@ange of hills —
and finally, we trod the earth of the land whigr& ombu grows.*



There was new sorrow in my heart for Cruz, astepped there;
and, humbly bowing to the will of Almighty God,
| kissed the blessed soil where now the savadenger treads.

So in the end the mercy of God came to our aid.
What we must do is bear our trials with an unsimgrmind ...
After all this suffering we reached the house oénch.

Straight away, | said goodbye to my sad companion
| told her, “I'm off, it's no matter where, evidrough the Government gets me —
taking hell for hell, I'd rather have the oneta frontier.”

I've come to the end of this story and | won'togaany more.
Give me leave to rest now -- my sons are witherg
and I'm keen to hear them tell us  whatever thay have to tell.

NOTEStoll.10

11.10.3] with the bolas round its feate. trained to keep going even with its legsaagted (see 1.3.36)

11.10.7] without letting them bug¢horse-taming as opposed to 'breaking' by gauckthaads — see 1.2.9-12 and note.

11.10.27] omby (om-BU), the characteristic ‘tree' (technicalbt one) of the pampa, with spreading fibrous reois
branches.
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And so, while | take a swig to freshen my throat,
and the boy's busy tuning up and getting reagyayp
I'l tell you how it was that we came across eaitter.

I'd gone up to one or two ranches, trying to fnd something for certain —
thinking that after so many years things wouldehstraightened out,

but all I managed to get clear was that the ostiadn't changed.

So lwent on as | was, keeping out of sight,

because it didn't suit me to stir up the waspst.n

You won't need to be told that in a reckoningwitie Government

sooner or later they call on a poor man to paybih.

In the end, however, | was lucky as | met witholhfriend

who could inform me about everything -- and tingt 1 learnt from him

was that the Judge who used to persecute me desddead for quite a time.
On his account, I've spent ten years of suffering

and ten years is a lot of time for a man whotsirggold.

And this is how I've spent them, if I'm not adglip wrong:

three years at the frontier, two living as anawt

and five out there among the indians -- that malgthe ten | reckon.

This friend also told me | could go about openly,

things were all quiet now, the government digaltsecute you
and by now no one remembered about the deattedflack man --
though even if | did kill him a lot of it was tliarky's fault.

| was a bit reckless, that I'll admit,

but it was him drove me to it because he gaveéhmdirst cut —
and he cut me on the face, besides, which &yaserious matter.

The same friend assured me, by now no one gtheught

to the man in the store that I'd left showing dpits ...

He came looking for me out of boastfulness, tie not my fault at all —
he challenged me of his own accord, and mayhkhas/e killed me



if I'd been more trusting or just a bit more slow
That was his fault entirely, because he startedhimg.

And they didn't talk any more either, he told pesitively,
about the time | came to have the fight withtiloep of police...
That time it was self-defence and | was withinnigjts,
because they came to get me at night and in opantry.

They went for me armed, they never cautionegraperly,
and started yelling out threats enough to frigreeyone --
saying they'd settle my accounts, and treatingsre bandit —
and it wasnt even their chief who said it, hustja nobody.
And this is not the way to settle things, it segmme —

not with an innocent man, nor even less withilygane.

| was very pleased to hear news like this,

and showed my face anywhere | wanted, as any othe can do.
As for my sons, so far [I've found only two of e

and | give thanks to Heaven for this happy meetin

I'd talked to everyone and made enquiries famthe

but nobody could give me any clue to their whiecegs.

By chance, the other day, | happened to hear

of a big race meeting to be held among sevenghexs,

and | went along as one of the crowd even thd'dghot a cent on me.
As you'll imagine, in that great crowd of gauchtbere were bound to be
many who'd heard by then the story of Martin féier

and the boys were there also, in charge of sagghorses.

As soon as they heard my nhame mentioned theg edong straight away
and told me who they were -- though they didetognise me,

because | was dark as an indian and they thdugbked very old.

The business of hugging and crying, and kissing

is best left to women, that's their kind of game

men understand that everyone feels things isdhge way,

so they'll dance and sing in public but cry ambeace privately.
All my sons have told me so far is that my witsdied ...

She went to the town, poor woman, in search efafrthe boys,
and there she must have suffered endless hasg$bifsure.

In the end she landed in a hospital, half dead —

and there she died soon afterwards, in thaupiof evils.

| swear to you, Il never find comfort for thask of her;

since | heard what happened I've shed many tears.

But let's leave sad things -- even though I'vemeerful ones.

It looks as if the boy's tuned up and is readstémt —

let's see how he makes out, and what we makis gehformance.
They're strangers to you, but I've got confideinciem:

not because they're of my blood -- that wouldHheeleast of it —

but because ever since they were children thdyee a life of suffering.
They're keen spirits, both of them, they likgkay with fire ...

Let's see their paces: if they run lame, welike father, like sons.
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Martin Fierro's Eldest Son

It's true that a branch takes after the treeititaimes from,
but what my mother used to say -- and I'l aligidner judgment —
is that a son can never speak with his fathatlsoaity.

You'll remember that we were left with no plaoeshelter in,
without a roof to stand under or a corner to grie¢o,
without a shirt to put on us nor a poncho to caxgselves.

It's a happy man who doesn't know what it meariwé unprotected:
| can tell you truthfully though everyone knowsviell —
ever since | was a child I've lived with no oneptotect me at all.

Even the ones who give you help don't make yiéeiahy less hard.
Maybe it's because there's no rubbing out whaitten in your destiny —
everywhere, they chase you off like a stray twt's spoiling the crops.

So you live like the creeping things looking &ohole to hide in.
An orphan is just vermin that nobody's sorry-for
and when you've no one to guide you you're ligeigar without pegs.

I'l be sorry if what I'm saying goes for anydigtening here:
| had no home, and no mother, no friends, ndivels—
and when you've got no father everyone treatdigeudirt.

One lashes out at you with a whip and anotherkaneks you silly,
someone else smacks you in the face -- and winemeyput up with all this
sometimes you don't even find anyone who'll thyow a scrap.

And if they do take you in, they treat you selyees possible —
they think it's a lot, maybe, when your skiiswing through your clothes,
if they give you an old rag to cover your nakexe

| grew up, then, as I've. told you, naked somesimnd hungry too.
| earned enough to live on and so the years gdsse
When | grew a man, there were other kinds of éornin wait for me.

| beg you all not to forget the things I'm goilogell you:
| learnt my lessons at the school of suffering
and I've done plenty of thinking since | stariedife.

If I don't do it correctly it's on account of ignorance.
I've no pretentions in coming here... and tothirgs short, I'll tell you
that | came to be on aranch working as a Higed.

The one who's boss always has the power to makerdice of a poor man ...
At a neighbouring landowner's one of the drogatskilled
and they framed it on me — but even so it cauterue in the evidence.

You who are honest can imagine the shame anchigezy
that my soul must have been full of when | foumgkelf, so young,
already in the same state as men who poisontiaeits with crime.



There were two others accused as well in the e dead man,
but the matter didn't come out clear -- and mashow smart he was,
the Judge told us, 'You'll all go together, tigdfast as Christ.

'I'm going to send all three of you to the Justrdinary.’
He'd got it right, that Judge had, and so hasraayvho threatens that —
ornery, that's the word for it, as | found out afterdsar

*

As | was saying, he sent us on to that Ordinasyide
and we went, along with the evidence, to theopri®r criminals
that they've given a new baptism now and c&tenitentiary.

No one told me the reason why it' s got this name
but I explain it this way -- they s@gnitence-ary
because of thpenancesveryday* that you suffer while you're there.

A criollo who gets into trouble is bound for plgrof suffering,
and no one will help him, either, if he's gotmeans of his own.
A gringo's more resourceful --  when he murdeespretends he's mad.

I don't know how much time went by there in teepulchre.
If no one hurries it from outside the case gasgering on --
they've got their prey safe and they let the giasleep.

The prisoner has no idea which way the scaldgipi+
but there's such a long delay that | can tell fpoumy part
a man who enters in that place leaves his hogisgde of it.

Without improving the laws they improve the pumment.
I've an idea whoever invented it must have headrge on him —
however bad a crime may be that punishment isevor

It's enough to crack in two even the proudesithea
The prison guards are not really bad but theywee hard and dry, maybe,
than the very walls themselves where you groamapiivity.

It's not with fetters or with chains that youfeufthe penalty,
but with a solitude and a silence that's so deep
it seems as if you're the only one who's letillrihe world.

Even the proudest man, even old and long indbif
would get to be worn down in that place, andheiart would wither up
when he found himself shut in all alone with ¢igne.

No one's a bull in that prison, in there, thegltequiet as lambs.
When he finds he's behind those bars, even tlsé anmgant
can do nothing except give in, and bear his isgomnent, quietly.

And I'll say to anyone who doesn't know what ttrael punishment is —
I who had to bear the chains of a fate that loasarcy --
Make the most of this experience of evil, on hros head.

Ah, you mothers who guide the steps of the soms fsom your womb,
don't think I'm deceiving you, nor that it's ampioster saying this —
we who live on the land don't know what it metmbe in jail.



Daughters and wives and sisters, whoever hasiash®loves,
tell them that a prison is a fearful kind of hell
where you hear no other noise except the beafiggur heart

In there, there's no sun in the daytime and idjiet inas no stars:
there's no use in your protesting, they punish you're shut in,
and the tears you shed drop down on to thoserprigills.

In that terrible loneliness, you can hear the be& comes from your breast.
| know because I've suffered it -- if you'reeising, believe what | say —
| should think that in Purgatory the souls muskenmore noise.

You count the endless hours and that tormentssgitbuvorse —
in your misery, you're reckoning up each teat eslls down,
counting the number of heartbeats in the tintakies to dry.

In there the wildest man gets tamed, the strargiess way, in there:
the silence of it is so deep that you'll be d@blkear
even the sound of the footsteps of Death, wheroh®s along.

Even right inside a man there's a change talkees pl
Stuck there in that prison, from looking a nothso long
there's born and stays marked in him the ideehat perfection is.

| thought about everything, my mother, and mytheos --
a man who has entered in there may have thewmttless memory,
but it draws him pictures faithfully of everytlgilne's seen outside.

Anyone who has lived free to ride wherever hetaan
pines and grows desperate when he finds himisetfis there:
it's a living torture that breaks down the wildssul.

There in that narrow prison which | could nevesvg accustomed to,
| was always crying out -- What I'd give to have
a horse to ride and the pampa to gallop on!

But you're fenced around at all times and mowciontinually.
They've invented the punishment of shutting yothe dark --
and you're there as if you were tied to a stakeron, that can never break.

There's no sad thought that doesn't come to tarenprisoner:
beneath the ceaseless pain of it he bows hisihehd end.
because a time of trouble always has sorrow fistar.

The tears go rolling from his eyes but they didgtiten his sorrow:
through an unending struggle without a momermacp
his soul's eyes are gazing at the happinessgs for.

There's no comfort can penetrate behind the walisat place.
Even the toughest kind of man, even though tatden than nails,
once he's stuck in that hell, will suffer andagr@nd cry and stay quiet.

Your heart's full of desperation so that it'sdyeto burst,
but there's nothing to do but bear it even thoymu find no rest --
in such agony, it's a happy man if he knows hoypray.

A man who knows a prayer to say can lift his heaGod --
he's forgotten by the world groaning there indigtress,
and it makes a sorrow deeper when there's nooopigy it.



With this cruel anguish and bitter suffering,
my hair started to turn grey after a very few then.
A thousand times in there, | regretted not haléagnt to read.

Rage is the first that comes to you and aftet, thaelancholy.
In my misery, | had nothing to bring me comfartrelief
except to water the floor of that place with regrs, by night and day.

Other prisoners' families used to come and thsin.
Nobody came to visit me while | was shut up ierén--
who'd take the trouble to go and see a mannatfiiends in the world?

| call a blessing on any gaoler who has a mdrhi#art!
| know there can't be many who would be ablddoit,
because if they have any pity their duty is @eht.

My tongue could never manage to describe albleed ...
When you're stuck in there imprisoned, the keybwalls and locks
become so graven into your eyes you see themiewar sleep.

Mate isn't allowed, they don' allow you to talk,
they don't allow you to sing to lighten your nige
and as the most terrible hardship they don't ésteyou smoke.

When justice is severe as this it comes nealtgrue
A wretched man who's in that place grows fevenadi delirious,
because there's no worse agony than that eteriness.

We'd talk to the bars on the windows just for pleasure of speaking,
but they'd order us to keep quiet and we'd hagibmit to it,
because it's better not to annoy people who oaish us.

So you bear your troubles in silence, unableayoasword,
and in these sort of conditions you turn intaamal --
as you're deprived of the chief gift that wasegivo men by God.

It's beyond my understanding what the reasorbean
for depriving a prisoner of the most precioussgif
that God in his goodness and justice grantedihoeimity.

Because | suppose -- though I'm ignorant -- dliabf all the good things
which were given to proud man by the Divine Mgjes
speech is the first of them and friendship issbeond.

And the law's a very severe one that for a comiault
can inflict a man with a punishment that's sekand inhuman
it deprives him of a blessing which he receiveahf God.

The loneliness unnerves you -- the silence isithier
This is the worse torment of all, to be afraickia time --
and in a close prison such cruelty goes too far.

For all you know you'll leave that place onlygmto your grave.
A man in trouble needs to find another being isyside,
because it's always good to have companiongtierfess.



Someone wiser than me could find a better retismthis:
I'm not one who goes deep into things, and thikes it clear for me —
they gave companions to the Lord when they ndiledto a cross.

And, deep in the darkness where my understandmgs,
something in my heart resists this torment witreoname --
because one man cheers another, and talkinglesngaur grief.

What I've saichere should be carved on your minds as if it @rastone.
And even though I've suffered so much it's rigsttould admit
that the man who's in command of that place tdarshort of a saint.

And the rest of them are good men, as well, #Hut\py his example,
but for all that, the conditions there are ndmeless terrible —
think of it, and you'll all understand the meanof my complaints.

And keep a place in your memory as carefully@as gan
for the things I've described to you as cleasly eould:
you'll have a lot to suffer if you doubt the trub me.

And if you take notice of my words there'll be dvingeons full.
Keep on the right side of the law and always maiver this --
I've not put in too many arguments, more likebty enough.

And with that Il take my leave -- you must neadilowance for me.
The story of an unlucky man is something no drmkl forget:
if you've lived your life in a prison  you dohave much to relate.

NOTE toll.12
11.12.17] penanceesveryday] the pun in the original is betwegenitenciariaandpenitencia diariadaily penance).
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Martin Fierro's Second Son

Don't anybody question the things I'm going tbyteu.
I've made up my mind to do it even though itswegh nut to crack —
the heart can tell what it wants, but the tongoa't help it out.

For ten years we've been enduring the hardshsforiine brings,
wandering among strangers with no home of our,own
being forced to put up with a power of injuries.

If that's the kind of life you lead you're eveogdy's slave --
take away the head and chief and the childrerhiinaupports
scatter apart -- like the beads do when you bacalsary.

So | got on as everyone has to until, at theagrekr days,
an aunt of mine heard about my fate and tookaiee with her --
and there | stayed peacefully with everythinguld want.

I had nothing at all to worry about, and no needork either,
| spent the time just lazing around like a boyostsoft in the head --
but it's quite true what the song says, goodgthuion't last for long.

Her care and her affection were all set on me.
She loved me as if | was her son with real temetes,
and she named me the inheritor of all her prgpert

The Judge came along in no time as soon as dhaytied.
He told me, "I'll be taking care of the goods'sheft to you --
it's a fair-sized cattle herd and a couple afkkof sheep."

He was a man who had a way with words, and knevehaws than a lawyer does,.
He told me, "You're a Minor, and on account ofiyage
you can't be in charge of property -- [l appggiou a Guardian.”

He made out a list of all there was, becausenea/his job well;
and after held cooked the pudding according $@lan,
he put a man in charge of it and took me awalg Wiin.

Before very long, my poncho was full of holesaasieve.
My chiripad was worse -- and though it takes @datnake me feel cold,
soon | was left without a rag whether it was amidhot.

And in this wretched condition one month went phs next:
the Judge never said a word and poverty took afamee --
when | saw myself like that | used to rememberaut.

How much time | spent there | couldn't say faresu
but after living in that way like a horse thatoree owns,*
I was put in charge of the Guardian who had o lafter me.

NOTE to11.13
11.13.12] a horse that no one owhshe original Spanish saying was "like a Moarofq i.e. slave) without a master"”; the
Argentine changed the meaningnobroto "(black) horse". See note at 1.3.13.
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An old man took me away with him wkoon showed what he was made of.
You could see from the face on him he was a kingild animal --
Viscacha*was what they called him and he was a foul-malitiié thief.

As to what the Judge was after, I've an idea,l'andot wrong.
but I won't refer to this point nor go digginglsecrets up ...
My guardian was one of the old sort which theena many left of now.

An old fellow, always up to tricks and with theild of a bull,
He rode around on a dark roan always, mixed umrd knows what schemes,
with his feet hooked like a parrot'from the stirrup between his toes.*

He went around surrounded by dogs which weretihethings he cared for.
There was never a time when he had less thamlafen of them --
he'd kill other people's cattle to get meat Faiit food.

Night after night we used to skin some beast frleenneighbourhood,
and leaving the rest of it where it was he'd tibis hide behind his saddle
and sell it to the owner of a store for mate tfhcco and drink.

A greater old swindler than he was I've nevere&agross in my life.
Taking that hide he’d stolen he used to fix ufeal of sale --
and the store-man and he between them composettificate.*

He was a great one for volunteering work, arghaep-shearings, you should have seen him,
he got furious as a wild animal if one of theeghgot cut —
but this didn't stop him from lifting a fleeceapair of shears.

One day he gave me a tanning that sent me cfgirigelp,
because I'd hurt a puppgt some Basque women's place --
and when he left, he stole some leather straswas sly as a fox at that.

"You son of a bitch" | said to myself, "for hing me this way
you'll see, as soon as | catch sight of halfgpoctunity,
I'l break your habit of cutting hair* off othpeople's mares."

Because | killed a viscacha another time, he svaome:
I'd gone and told him about it, and I'd hardlglsgn, when he said,
"Don't let me hear the name of those creaturesand got furious at me.

Seeing him worked up like that | thought it beskeep quiet.
"If he's taking offence,” | said to myself "hetibke me pay for it."
| could see they put himin arage and didn‘ttroarthem any more.

One evening, he came across a whole lot of brdieem mares.
After he'd got a few of them down he was bustirgtheir manes —
| saw the owner coming, but didn't open my mouth.

The man came up in a fury and fell on us likiasgt.
He threw himself straight off his horse whirling whip around,
and he caught my guardian right away with a &slss his back

Don Viscacha couldn't decide which directionun in,
till he finally got to mount his horse, and thaigvscared him so,
he crammed his hat down and made off withoyipstm to explain.



Maybe you'll be thinking this would have cureé tiid man.
Not a bit of it -- but what he did, taking marare from then on,
was hobble them in the day-time so as to cuh#ieat night.

And this was the man they'd chosen to be in éafgny future state!
He was always up to something wicked, and alptwple round
said he was a criminal, not to be borne on adcolitine damage he did.

When the Judge appointed him and gave him megaardian,
he told me it was a gentleman who was goingke tare of me,
and teach me to earn my living and give me arcatibn.

But what was | supposed to learn alongside thgt ald tramp
who lived like the leeches in the marsh, fiersedero bird,
who wouldn't work and was a petty thief, and lonouthed as a boar.

He didn't own any property, either, nor any gotbds you could see
except for a cart that was rotting away, andihls without a roof
of a half-ruined cabin that he used as his lair.

After being out all night it was there he'd gal aast.
| wanted to discover what he'd got hidden away,
but I'd never been able to do it -- he wouldet'trhe go inside.

| had a few old blankets that had been thickeepn
and with no more than my naked skin, the old s was a fiend,
sent me out to sleep in the open even when itfigaging hard.

As a young man, he'd been married (although't bafieve it)
and a friend of mine told me that out of pureeragd spite
he killed his wife by beating her for serving hiatecold.*

And being widowed on account of this he neverrgatried again.
It wasn't easy to come across any woman who'd hiem—
they were all afraid of meeting the same fatthadirst.

He always dreamed about her - because of im®ci've no doubt --
and the cursed old devil used to say, the timenwie was ill,
that she was calling out for him, screaming trigit of hell.

NOTEStoll.14

11.14.1] Viscachd a burrowing rodent, common on the pampa (see @bk.6.16). Viscachas were known for thieving.
11.14.3] the stirrup between his tdes knot of leather gripped by the toes left Hayeaw-hide boots (see 1.11.9).
11.14.6] certificatd of ownership of a slaughtered animal.

11.14.9] cutting haifl horse-hair fetched high prices (see 1.4.15).

11.14.22] serving his mate co]da grave offence.
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He was always in a bad temper, he'd never tadkyone.
He'd amuse himself by poking the fire and dravbrand-marks with his finger --
and as soon as he got a bit tanked up, hetdgstarg me advice.



It's as if | could see him now, with his old wieol poncho round him.
After he'd taken a good swig he'd start off tadkiike this:
"Don't you ever stop off at a place where thesdibgn't look well fed.

"The first concern a man has is taking care sfdwn skin.
You help yourself to my advice, pay attentiomtwat | say --
the Devil's wise because he's a devil, but wsitibecause he's old.

"Make friends with the Judge, don't give him arte to complain of you,
and when he chooses to get annoyed what youtbaleis lie low --
it's always good to have a post to go and scratahself on.

"Don't ever get on the wrong side of him, becéauss the one drives the team.
Sitting up there on his driver' s seat none efdken acts wild —
he gets the nearest one with the short goad, thenéader with the goad on the beam.*

"Even the most high and mighty of men, with mprieklesthan a thorn-tree,
gives way when he's in trouble and is soft asteebpat —
in a drought, even wild cattle come down to tteeshole.*

"Don't go changing your hiding-place, you be like mice,
stay quiet in the same corner where your lifeabeg
cows that change their pasture are late at gabime."

And always keeping on drinking, sitting thereelik rock, the old man
used to tell me, "Don' t you forget, Fierro, thanan should never trust
in the tears of a woman nor in a dog that limps.*

"You've no call to get upset even though the avéalls apart.
The thing a man has most need of according ta Wweaworked out,
is the memory a donkey has -- it never forgetsrelto eat.

"You leave heating the bread-oven to the perdom owns the dough.
As for me, there’s nothing worries me, | act deethe whole lot -
the pig lives fat as anyone and it even eatsvits young.

"A fox that's already had a run can smell thiagsfrom afar.
Don't you be hurried, if you want to do what syibu best --
the cow that chews the cud longest is the onegites the best milk.

"A person who finds his own dinner had betterieqtietly.
So don't you even as a joke call attention totwha've got —
if an animal runs on the skyline it's got no ateato escape.

"I go wherever it suits me and | never lose thek.
You take my example and you'll keep your bellied —
take a lesson from the ants, they never go ti avith nothing in it.

"Don't envy anyone, because envy means a latlwppiness.
When you see someone else make good don't yandyget in his way --
each little pig to its own teat is the proper wayeed.

"That's how a lot of people feed, while it's fwor who pay for it.
It's true there are some like young lambs whe tagently, right from the tip —
but others are greedy as yearlings and sucleiwtiole lot.

"If you want a quiet life  make up your mind tedisingle.
But if you should want to get married with thianning let it be:
it's a hard job to keep a woman that others bademcy to.



"A woman's a kind of animal that | won't starsdebing here.
She'll always like a strong man, but watch owt lyou choose --
because she's got a heart that's slippery dsetlyeof a toad."”

And snuffling from the liquor, he'd tell me, "Yoe a young colt,
you're only just cutting your eyeteeth, butatsold bull telling you this —
don't you ever let any man get his knife out befmu do.*

"Weapons are things we need to have, but nobadyedl when.
So, if you're going out, and specially at night,
wear your knife so that when you want it it cornasready to cut.

"People who don't know how to save things stay pwen though they work.
However they dodge, theyll never escape thek-tssh poverty brings --
if you're born with a fat belly, you'll never aige by squeezing itin.

"Wherever the winds blow me I'm easy there amyrown home.
When | happen on something sorrowful | take agsta cheer myself up —
it suits me to get myself wet both on the outsidd in.

"You're only a chicken, and you've need of adisth arguments.
Don't you ever go and forget my advice and whatthught you:
I've learned my lesson from cockfights - newefight without spurs."

With these bits of advice, and others (which geé stored in my mind
and which | won't dig up just now) he carriedvath my education —
until in the end he'd fall asleep lying thereamong the dogs.

NOTEStoll.15

11.15.5] goad on the beama long beam protruding from the top of a waggeith a goad on its end which the driver could
operate with a pulley.

11.15.6] water-holg on a ranch this could be from a well.

11.15.8] nor in a dog that limgsas an example of a proverbial saying widely diffd, see ShakespearEimon of Athens
Act | scene ii :Grant | may never grow so fond / To trust man andaith or bond, / Or a harlot for her weeping, / ©r
dog that seems a-sleeping...

11.15.18] get his knife out before you]dierally, "beat you to where the knife is." Gdnos' long knives were worn stuck in
the sash, at the back with the handle forward tds/ére right hand.
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When the old man fell ill and | saw he was gettivorse,
and he looked as if there wasn't even a hopeinofjbtting any better,
| brought a wise-woman* along to him to see i sbuld make him well.

As soon as she saw him, she said to me, "Thisvané stay the course.
| don't give him much time to go -- he's goinghmw us something strange,
because there's a Tabernacle come out undemmis a

-- As the saying goes, always in any herd theneé cow with a missing horn...
Sure enough, someone standing by the door stsiteding out straight away,
"Tabernacléwhat a fool you are -- tberculeyou mean".



At this interruption the singer answered rightiha
"If you ask me, this is not the time for outs&léw butt in.
A tabernacle mister, was what theulandrerasaid."

The stranger had another go and lashed out aadpéin.
"There goes the second shot you've missed --yaeand | win hands down -- *
cu-ran-der-ass the proper name for women who makees"

"Too many fingers in one pie won't work," theggnreplied,
"and I'll tell this vulgar person who thinks hgdin in and interfere
that I didn't think I'd come here to talk to areed society."

And if I'm to go on telling you the story of myardian,
I'll ask this Professor here to let me stay igmbr-
because if you're weaving, you'll always find otlxer weaver who's better at it." --

As | was saying ... he kept on being ill andgotse-tempered every day.
I'd lost my nerve by this time and spied on hiomf a way off —
the old man's mouth was like the mouth of a mhn tas been condemned.

There, the two of us, we went through the tegnkinter nights.
He was cursing the Eternal Father and the blessiets as well,
shouting out for the Devil to take him off to hel

It must have been a great sin that could torraemhuch as that.
When he saw holy relic it sent him all jittery
like when they throw holy water on someone wio'ssessed.

| never went within reach of him because he \weacherous,
and when | heard this awful blasphemy, if | ghira anything
| passed it to him from a distance off the end efick.

| said, it'd be better if | leave him on his own
with his cursing and blaspheming and let him gahat way
until Death comes along and carries off this tiere

When he was past speaking |tied a bell to higlha
and when he saw the grave so near him he scthiabtbe wall
and there he died, surrounded by the dogs -yandhumble servant.

NOTEStoll.16

11.16.1] wise-womah curandera

11.16.5] win hands dowliterally, "I take the bank and win on the fiksdrd", one of many images from card games
translated approximately, as at 11.1.4.

11.16.6] learned sociefysee note at 1.3.7, etc.
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| was caught by a terrible fear of him afterwdam dead.
| called the Mayor, and along he came right awagpompanied
by three or four of the neighbours to take charfgbe affair.

"Ah, blessed soul," said one old man with a lohd twisted face,
"the only wish | have is that God may have paedbhim --
| knew he had quite a little herd of young caltlest he'd stolen.”



"That's very true," the Mayor said, "that's hosvfinst came to settle here.
As long as | live I'll never forget the tricksathhe got up to --
until in the end they were obliged to forbid héfaughtering.

"As a young man he was a great rider, there wadrorse would throw him.
Breaking in a colt, he'd have no need of anathen beside him —
he'd shut himself in the corral and mount antbgat in there.

"He was on bad terms with everyone -- it wasldrhabit of his
letting his sheep mix with other flocks, and wlhieey were sorted out
he'd take the biggest share of them -- and theinceene and complain.”

"God preserve the poor soul,” a third man wenatonce,
"he was always stealing sheep, he was an expirata—
he used to bury the heads of them* and afterwsglithe skins.

"And, what a way he used to behave sitting ardghedire!
When all the men were there together he'd gralitite-pot —
"'l play this hand on my own' he'd say, and @f¢r it to anyone.*

"If he was putting meat on to roast (poor sowéah see him now)
first he used to put a curse on it just beforeas ready,
and after that he'd spit on it so that no one elsuld eat it.

"The one who cured him that habit of spittingtba meat
was a mulatto, a deserter, who went around vifthds his friend.
A devil of a one for fighting -- Barullo* was what they called him.

"One evening when he did it as he was accustaoed
up got the mulatto in arage and shouted "Yahyfibld man,
you dirty swine, I'll teach you to go spittingesvthe meat!'

"With his knife in his hand he leapt at him otlee top of the fire.
A quick mover that darky was-puchd -- at the same time as he sprang
he aimed a stab of the knife at him which anothan fended off.

"Barullo had got warmed up by now and wantedaog with the fun.
The wool on his head was bristling as soon adighebegan --
the old man managed to get to the door and maoe gse of his shanks!

"From that time onwards, he was cured of thatl'déwabit of his.
He didn't come back in again -- he crawled intemlock clump,
he went without his supper and stayed there bidihnight."

That's how the people there were talking, andd standing nearby,
and when | heard what I've just told you, evenmeifwas an old rogue,
| thought, What a rosary this is they're prayiogthe dead!

Next, the Mayor started to make a list of alttas there,
pulling out hundreds of odds and ends and leatiaps and old rags,
a terrible lot of old harness that was no goadifosthing.

Out came lassos, and halter-reins, plaited lestl@d tethering-ropes,
a whole lot of whip-lashes, girths, hobbles, amidted hide,
a fair supply of head-stalls and a heap of mdredis.

There were reins for lunging and bits, and brakt@nups,
bolas, and spurs, and saddles, some kettles, smokang-pots,
and a great bunch of fastenings from girths lileat cut off.



Out came several cattle-bells, awls, and strifpgd®, and knives,
quite a number of sheepskins, a mountain of atttie-blankets,
a lot of boots without pairs to them and endlessbers of metal rings.

There wore cans of sardines, a few skins of deer,
some ponchos full of holes -- and in the middiehis terrible mess,
there even appeared an inkpot that had beenngissim the Court.

The Mayor said, very solemnly, "This is beyonidaards.
He must have collected things like an ant ... usintell the Judge about this,
and then just let him come and say we're notteye the case!" *

| was fairly astonished to see what was going on
Among themselves, they were saying some of timgshelonged to them —
but | had a pretty good idea that these weral&luyas.

And when they hadn't a corner left to investigate
and they were tired with ferreting around andkivag with no results,
"Come on, let's go" the Mayor said, "Il havenhburied later on".

And even though it wasn't my father who'd beendWwner of that ant's heap,
he came over all kind, and told me in a verynidig way
"You shall be the inheritor and. you'll take ajeof all this.

"The matter will be taken care of all in the gomanner.
I'm going to name one of these present to belEgee
things arent like they were in the old days withany law and order."

Blessed God! | thought — so here | am going rdikeda beggar,
and they appoint me to be the heir of all thédebits of junk ...
The first thing I'd like to know is what's happénto my herd of cows!

NOTEStoll.17

11.17.6] bury the head<o hide the identification marks on the ears.

11.17.7] not offer if the mate-pot is customarily passed round the eomp

11.17.9] Barullo] "rough-up".

11.17.20] not to pursue the cap¥iscacha had presumably been "protected "by tidgd.
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As | was saying -- off they went to arrange fog burial.
It gives me the horrors to think of it ... | d&at to scream and cry
when | found myself all alone in that place wttile dead man, and the dogs.

| took out my holy scapular and hung it roune $inner's neck,
and as there's infinite mercy to be had fromLibrel,
| prayed for the blessed soul of him who had begrguardian.

There was no calming the anguish | felt at béfrege all alone --
| gabbled through a rosary as if it had been atlyer there,
kissing the scapulary my mother had given medarw



Mother, mother, | was crying out, wherever fa@yrhave brought you now --
these tears I'm pouring down, you'd surely shedhtfor me
if you could see your son in this place and ellsuffering.

And while I was shouting out like this and findino comfort in it,
just so as to add to my terror and torment me ex@se
at that very same moment the dogs began to howl.

God preserve any one of you here from suffermghang like it.
What with the corpse and that howling, there wamsnch more needed, | swear,
for me to be driven crazy with that terrible seati round..

Old women used to say then -- the ones who hazhsesight --
that when dogs are howling, it's because igavil they see.
| believed in this explanation, like ignorantkfalways do.

There |1 left that collection of rubbish to bearaby the mice.
And as someone who's left an orphan lives acagridi his own free will,
| picked up my belongings and | deserted that. nes

| heard afterwards that a man came that afterrah buried him.
Nobody went there with him, they didn't even dgive a wake --
and when the next day dawned, there he was w&hobhis hands sticking out.*

And the gaucho who did the burying has told meels—
it terrifies me to think of it, it's a thing thgtves me the horrors --
he told me that the dead man's hand had beem lBatedog.

Maybe | was to blame for it because | was scaretiran off.
When | came back afterwards, | heard -- and lteliryou this for sure --
that for fear of it, the neighbours wouldn't gganthat place.

All the filthiest vermin made the cabin their|ai
and this will make your hair stand on end, itswgh to stagger your mind —
an owl stayed there hooting, the whole of thghhiong.

For a long time | couldnt tell was going to bemoof me.
The few clothes | was wearing were nothing mbemtrags,
and every night | was dreaming about old men,rabbish heaps, and dogs.

NOTE to1.18
11.18.9] one of his hands sticking ¢@ superstition about unshriven corpses. As a2, there was no coffin.
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I went around living as | pleased like a horsene owns.
That was the best time, maybe, that ever I've be®ugh —
[ wouldn't even go near the Judge's place fardéa new guardian.

He'd told me, "I'll take care of the questioryofir property.
It will all be kept safely for you, the cattlecathe flocks as well,
until your thirtieth birthday when you'll reacbyr Majority." *



And while 1 was waiting for the time that's fixegt the law, to come,
as poor as a young lizard and caring for nobody,
| wandered around beneath the skies like a lvaldsno rope to swing it.*

Like this, in all kinds of hardships, | grew uplie a man.
By suffering so many miseries | learnt a lotlohgs --
till finally I was the victim of an unfortunateve affair.

Out of so many to choose from this is the toughes.
Unhappy, with no one to turn to, | grew complgt@tlirious,
and the cause of all my torments was a widow,'dvhave none of me.

A man may weep for ungratefulness without anyétation for it:
he'll blindly accuse the woman who's causing thienpain,
and in the woman herself, maybe, there's nottuvgarrant it.

When | was suffering the worst from the crueltyny fate,
begging the powers of heaven to take the pairy &ean me,
they told me of a fortune-teller who cured conmpykof that kind.

I went through fears and longings, but in the eméde up my mind.
| plucked up courage and off | went to whereftiteune-teller lived —
and to see if he could cure me | gave him allnloaey | had.

As | started to tell him my troubles | went reddaatomato,
and | felt as if | was choking when the hermitida me, "Brother --
someone has given you a love-potion, and it v dn a drink ofnate

"They must have been trying to cast a spell to/ge out of the way."
After this, he started waving an ostrich-featbegr me,
and he told me "The gift of healing was givenfroen the Cross."

He told me, "You must put a curse on everyoneytba know.
Like that, the one who's harmed you will veryrsbe revealed --
but you must curse the whole lot of them, deadelsas alive."

And he instructed me to kneel down on somethiegiidow had worn,
and to go saying my prayers in front of a pladRoe --*
"Make no mistake about it, that's a cure for jess" he said.

As soon as | could, | went and stole a scrap fitmerwidow's clothes.
| found the rue-plant, and at its foot | did nmmaying, laid out like a cross --
but even after this, I tell you, friends, |wasnired of my pains.

Another time he instructed me to eat a certaid kif thistle.
| don't see the point of this remedy, but hopimgelieve the pain
off | went to the thistle patch to scratch myead! for nothing.

And | thought | was getting better with all thesedicines.
There were moments when my sufferings died dawshg bit --
but then if | met the widow | was all on fire aga

Once more, when | consulted the great wisdorhisfrnan,
he got well paid, the swindler -- and the prgg@n he gave me was
to hang three grasshoppers round my neck oreadhlike a rosary.

Finally, the last time | went to see him, for gigs,
he told me, "No-- it's not the case that my wisdms lost its power.
I'l get you back in, good health again -- we Waéet that woman win.



"And just you have faith in the remedy, becatée Science is no joke.
You don't understand one jot of it... Withoutileg anyone see
cut three curls from the head of a black man, rene them boiled in milk."

By now, | was getting mistrustful about this disti cure.
and | said, None of this is relieving the pasdimat's got hold of me --
better let the chicken stay alive even if it's the pip.*

So | let myself go on as | was, till on a latecasion
| got a sermon from the priest -- to help with coye, no doubt --
telling me that the widow was in the care of @taurch.

This is what he said to me, and I've never fdagoit.

"You must know that her late husband gave onddis Will
that nobody ever afterwards should propose toyntear --
and she gave her word to it while he was siieal

"And she has to keep her promise because thattwitl of God.
It's forbidden for you to keep trying to see hey more,
because if you disobey this the two of you willtg Hell."

After a warning like that one it was all up witre.
| could see a bad card coming up,* and kept dway the widow then —
it cured me better than the grasshoppers, andighplant, and the black man's curls.

Afterwards a friend informed me that the prieatl iold the Judge
that | was an obstinate hard case and a delingoeih,
and they should throw me out of the district Ileseathere was no saving me.

Maybe it was through this piece of advice anthwb more reason required,
nor giving any other excuse -- they grabbed nuelenly
and sent me out to the frontier in the next cag@nt of troops.

I've cured myself of wanting to go chasing aftétows.
I'm as poor as | could ever be but | thinkgtl back, sometime,
to see if that Judge can tell me what's beconmyasheep and my cows.

NOTEStoll.19

11.19.2] your Majority] legal majority was in fact 25.

11.19.12] Rug a plant known for its disgusting smell, thoughbie aphrodisiac or the reverse.

11.19.19] let the chicken].a well known Spanish proverb, a favourite of $SeEmPanza\jva la gallina,
aunque sea con la pepita).

11.19.23]a bad card coming Jpiterally "see its foot".
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Martin Fierro and his two sons, among the crowgexple there,
continued joyfully celebrating that happy day.

For ten years, cruel ones, they had been separated

and now they'd found each other again they widiezlfwith joy.

Just at that moment, someone from outside

who had come to join the party, asked to benlet i

It was a stranger, a fine-looking young man --

he'd only recently been going round the neightood.
Some people said he'd come from the frontier,

or won a heap at the last races from the ownarsvbre.

But he went around in rags, with no decent clotteall —
his worn-out saddle-blanket was a proof of howrgme was.

He asked a blessing from the guest of honour —

and without telling his name, announced frankbtt
the only name he went by was thaPafardia*

He asked leave of the company to tell his story,

and told them that very soon they'd find out leowas.

Right away he picked up the guitar -- peopldexbthemselves to listen —
and, soon as he'd tuned the strings, "Picardigamto sing.

NOTE to11.20
Picardig: "trickery".
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Picardia

I'm going to tell you my story, so please excuadot of talking from me:
and I'll say by way of beginning -- though #&d to do it this way —
I lost my mother before | knew enough to weepher.

| was left abandoned, and | could never find out
Who the man was who gave me life -- so since serll
| flew around like a little bird searching forirtlys to eat.

Maybe it's on account of the Service* which tag@snany men from their homes,
or else on account of the war* -- which is a fyreteighty reason --
but a great many children in this land have jpasterty for their mother.

And so, with her driving me on, who knows whatight have done,
and even though it's to my shame there's songethmust warn you of —
as my mother's name whmocencia they called m®icardia*

A man took me to live with him to look after tekeep,
but he complained of me all day and beat medikeadman --
and he never gave me even an old blanket or two.



He used to keep me out on the land from daybuatiknight,
and hundreds of times it happened that one dfthbs would die —
they were eaten byaranchos but it was me who paid for it.

Very soon I'd had enough of being treated sellyru
I made a quick getaway in search of a better life
and | went off towards Santa Fe with a troupacarbbats.

The chief tightrope-walker took me on to teachtheetrade.
and | was soon learning to do a dance on thewire
but then they made a fool of me and | didn't ¢arehat.

One day when | was doing my dance, there wadesithony pants.
They kicked up such a row, laughing at me, thatade my foot slip —
| fell off the tightrope and nearly broke my neck

And so | found myself once again not knowing vehier go.
I was thinking of going back, when luckily for me
some aunts of mine turned up who wanted to takénm

| settled down in no time with these relatives
who'd been quite unknown to me before --  thesewery kind ladies, too,
but the worst ones for praying I've seen imslllife.

By the first bell of the angelus they'd startied tosary.
Night after night, they had a whole calendaradfts to say,
and a lot of women from the neighbourhood usezbtoethere too to pray.

As long as I live Il remember the things thappened to me there.
because | used to start getting it wrong, arelety word I'd slip —
as if whenever | knelt down the Evil One gobinte.

It was just like a Temptation what | experienced,
and I never will forget all the sufferings | wehtough
because | wasn't able to say “Articles of thighFa

Next to me | had a mulatto girl who was a natif¢hose parts.*
She knelt down close beside me just like a gaardngel --
but she was a devil, that darky girl, and it waswho was tempting me.

"Repeat” my aunt would say to me ‘“the Articlesta Faith.”
| tried to speak, and | choked on it - it wdst@b hard for me —
I looked at the black girl, and what | said waAstitles... of Santa Fe."

My aunt let me have the box ¢ime ears that I'd seen coming my way.
| tried to get it right this time -- | caught théack girl's eye —
and once again what came out was "Articles. &anta Fe".

| could pray the whole day through without argutle at all,
but at night-time | couldn't do it no matter hbard | tried —
that's why | think it must have been that somemas tempting me.

One stormy night | saw the black girl and stattedhake with fright.
Her eyes -- it gave me a terrible scare -- thegewike a lightning-flash ...
And when | had to say "Saint Camilo" | said "$&@amomile".*

One of the aunts went for me with her feet amddtiher one with her elbow ...
After treating me that way, even though I'verad& heart
| sent both those old women down to hell alonthheir prayers and all.



And another time, when as always the dark gig tvaunting me,
the first thing | knew was that my aunts pulled a great tuft of my hair,
while we were praying for the Extirpation of gk heresies.

That devil of a black girl had got me all on edge
and what had happened to me was, when | goixtopation"”
| put in "ex-tripe-ation" instead -- and thejl fan me without a word..

That memory, and the bruises, lasted me for days.
| used to dream abohgresies they were going textirpate
and what | prayed for was always thdirpationof my aunts.

And on they went with their rosaries never stagphight after night,
and on they went with their muttering, Blesseud @redos and Trinities ...
| got tired of all these tongue-twisters, andhie end | made a move.

NOTEStoll.21
11.21.3] servicé military service at the frontier.
war] with Paraguay (1865-69) or the campaign agahesiridians.
11.21.4] Inocencia(Ino-CENcia), "innocence"
Picardia(Picar-Dla), "wickedness", or rather "roguery Fritkster" might be nearest.
11.21.6] caranchog large carrion birds.
11.21.7] Santa F¢province, and its capital, west of Buenos Aires.
11.21.15] of those parfsi.e. from Santa Fe ("Holy Faith"), hence the embn with "Articulos de la Fe" (Articles of Faith)
11.21.19] Saint Camomilethe original pun is witlCamilo/ camilucho(a ranch worker, slang for coward).
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I went around like a rolling stone*, and pootteart a rat.
As soon as | earned any money some kind of teostialrted up,
so | said, Time to head homewards, crane -- twangh you've just one leg.*

It was quite a few years, and they were hard ortbst I'd spent in those parts:
the things I'd learnt from them made up my stoadkade ...
As soon as | got back, they enrolled me intaNa&onal Guard.

The training I'd done was at playing cards, amullg/ing was my career.
I made a regular treaty and | fixed up a crooy@che*
with the owner of an eating-house who took faig ; the plot.

I'd set myself carefully to the marking of a pack
He'd keep it in the cash-box wrapped up asvifis new —
and you're carrying half the handicap if you knetere the best cards are.

It's making a very big mistake for anyone to mahyluck:
someone smarter than he is will get him, whdltk him bare straight off,
and send him away so that he can't fly becausegbeno feathers left.

Some very good games can get going with a pathels in the know.
Other people's money stays with you, and thethels and the coins off their belts —
there'll always be fools with their hands full evturn up at these gatherings.



There are plenty of lawful dodges that a gamkiews how to use.
It's not everyone who's wise to the things yaudawith a card —
and with a well-placed double-deal you can beatbest of them.

Sometimes you'll pretend to be careless andhéetdp card show:
the other man stakes his life on it, and hesbeto get hooked —
because you're showing one card, and you'llghlayne under it..

Playingmonte* you can never afford to leave off your prepiarss.
You have to sharpen your fingers, too, for thisllof work.
and find yourself a low seat that gives you tbbtlat your back.

If you're playing bank, take the light side arikgyour opponent the shadow.
Adapt yourself to who's against you in all garoksards --
it's very important at all times to keep your eyal in.

Your opponent keeps his eyes open but no onafséey're blind.
Give a fool rope, and in no time hel'll let hiniggt caught —
a sucker soon starts thinking he knows all ableeigame.

There are some very innocent people who go ayirg cards.
Once they get agitated it'll happen time andraga
they!'l lose turning up in ones or threes -- thetm win some, and they'll take the bait.

If you're not in the know, you won't win everydu pray to Santa Rita.*
At cards, you can tell a donkey as soon as kalsitn,
and playing with me it was certain death -- theyldn't win at hide and seek.

At ninesand at other games I've got quite some advantage
and whenever I'm the dealer there's no way dngicause
| can deal from the middle of the pack or dfip top card underneath.

At truco* I'd put the wind up even the craftiest players.
When | manage to get the advantage | can heldahds in stacks,
time after time -- the ace of spades or threea,rmtural for sure.

| know how to take care of my money and | doélhas anyone.
You can't afford to lose your head if you're gpia play for cash ...
If a game ofmontegot going, the owner of the place joined in.

A fixed deal, or a whole pack of cards -- | camtlle it without a hitch.
There's not one card | don't remember from tine they're first turned up —
as soon as they're on the table 1 can tell whioke and which win.

You can find yourself in trouble for these sdrtricks, as well,
but | don't get blamed for it because | do iistidally,
and even if they run through the discards tleeesevon't be found out.

If | was asked to a game of dice I'd never betstifo
a loaded one to play with -- if they were smtrg, same each side —
even pass them one the same face all round ithlbut their suspecting.

| could load aaba* expertly because | know how to handle them,
I wasn't a fool at billiards -- and as a last dvon this theme
I'l tell you, I wasn't even above gambling withucklebones.

I won't deny that gambling is a vice with a widkend --
anyone who lives as a gambler is out to catdoh f
and everyone knows it's robbery to play with @mo's blind.



And I'm saying this so openly because I've givprgambling now.
But I can tell you for certain, speaking as of®was in the trade --
it's harder to learn to be crooked than it ileton honest work.

NOTEStoll.22
11.22.1] rolling stone] literally "like a ball".
get home, crane]..cranes stand on one leg, and were said toéiynihat the approach of a storm (a Spanish
proverb).
11.22.3] a crooked ganjehe technicalities are translated approximately.
11.22.6] coins off their be]tor "buttons" of silver or gold — traditional dees
11.22.9] montg (two syllables) a game of chance with a bankygala betting on cards turning up in a certain arder
11.22.12] ones or thredsalternatives inrmonte.
11.22.13] Santa Ritha patroness of hopeless causes.
11.22.14] nineg an old form of baccarat.
11.22.15] trucq] still the most popular Argentine card game, iminaag skill, bluff, and a language of its own.
11.22.19] loadedetc] these false dice all have special names.
11.22.20] tabg cow's knucklebone used as dice for betting.
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There was an Italian,* a peddler, who went arowittd a man with a harp,
he also fell into our trap without any troublealit—
I got hold of him athirty-ones and let him see my hidden score.*

He started off acting innocent thinking he'd tiée advantage;
he thought it was going all his way but he gohdelf bogged down --
Saint Lucy* took his sight away and left him wihpty pockets.*

You should have seen him, all upset crying ferliits and pieces.
He win by cheasaid the gringo, and his tears went rolling down
while | gathered up in a poncho the whole ofdtack-in-trade.

There he stayed, with his pack a lot lighter, blsiog away in despair.
He'd swallowed the hook — maybe because it wasl&uthat day,
and that class of gringo doesn't have a saineéaven on his side.

But this kind of easy money didn't do me mucbdjo
The Devil never dozes, and on my trail there came
a flat-nosed fool,* always scheming, who wasthefthe district Police.

He came to see me, in order to claim the fia¢ ltH incurred,
Because gambling was prohibited ... and to tleedztoom he'd make me go ...
In the end, out of all I'd won | had to give hiaif.

| started to take against him for these high-edndays.
It's true that I'd won what | had by sharp ptihat I'll admit --
but what he won from me was only on the strengthis authority.

People said he'd been on the run for some cfone, long time,
but that an obliging friend of his had put himght with the Judge --*
and a short time after, they made him officetheftroop of police.



He always kept himself busy doing his distriainds --
he never caught any criminals, but he broughk bagack-horse load
of lambs and chickens and turkeys that he'd aelieas he went.

Taking advantage as far as that shouldn't hase afowed.
He did the same thing month after month, anddba people used to say,
This flat-nose with his bribes has brought bwekTithes again.*

He cracked himself up as a guitar-player and avénventing songs.
One night | found him singing away sitting on ti@-counter,
and | said, "What a celeray-tion... | was hoping to hear someone play."

Flat-nose sent a look at me as if held eat nve ali
He didn't leave off singing and pretended he hidard —
but he'd understood by then that I'd got no tiondnim.

One evening, | was paying a visit when Flat-nzzme along,
and | said loudly, so as to annoy him, "This ladgws that'sflat... *
you can't make mate if the water's cold" -- Hredhalf-breed got the joke.

He had things all his way at the Court-house, ambeld been stung by this,
he answered right back at me -- "Just as sobmgetsthe chance
you're going to find out who I am and I'l makeuydrink it hot!"

*

And on account of a woman the affair got moreylah still.
Flat-nose was keen on her -- and she was aineagifl,
built with a body like an ox and with a very tendheart.

One day | found her kneading bread -- she waldrig wonderful --
and | said to her "I'd be very pleased to giee & hand with your work,
and so, if you'd like it, lady ... Il bring s® bones to help heat your fire." *

Flat-nose was also on the scene sitting thetdguslecoration.
She could see he wasn' pleased at this, sw@ptd a fight
she answered me, "If that's what you want perntkhere right by the oven."”

That's how the skein got tangled and so didéusl fvith me.
He declared himself my enemy, and with this comght 1'd paid him
he was just waiting for the moment to get me tntable.

And | could see, the devil, he was watching mteg&gly,
looking out for the best way to trip me up with@ose --
and good men can only live as long as the wickezs allow them.

There's no one so free he's not caught in the e, so wild he won't be tamed —
so after that incident, | kept quiet in my corrde San Ramén *
who gets thrown aside after they've prayed to hassoon as the baby's born.

NOTEStoll.23
11.23.1] Italian] actually "Neapolitan" — fair game for mockeryaas all "gringos" in the poem.
thirty-oneg here (not as at 11.1.4) a billiards game, in whéach player was dealt a secret number to bedied|in
his score.
11.23.2] Saint Lucy patron saint of eyesight.
empty pockelsa double meaning: his own pockets (or travel pags the pockets on the billiards table.
11.23.5] flat-nosed ("fiato"): both a physical description (probabfya half-indian) and derogatory, but can also be
affectionate.
11.23.8] put him right with the Judd¢he same as happened to Cruz (see 1.12.3-5).



11.23.10] titheq the tax paid to the Church, in operation duringpnial times, abolished 1822.
11.23.11] cele-bray-tioh a "hidden word" insult: in the originainoqueanddsnivelling) hidden itomo que andust
passing by)
11.23.13] knows... fldtthe original "hidden word" ifiatoin Dofia Toribia(the hostess's name).
mate... cojcee 11.14.22.
11.23.16] bones. ]. cattle bones and dung were used as fuel; the isffébviously suggestive.
11.23.19] over] this would be a rounded clay oven, separate ftmrhouse; also possibly a double meaning.
11.3. 19] noosé the more skilful method of lassooing an animiabst legs.
11.23.20] San Ramd@npatron of childbirth.
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| had quite a job escaping him a number of difiétimes.
He was a real toady and he turned the Judgesigae
till finally he caught me one day, during the Eiecs.

On that occasion, as | recall, there were sélista going round,
and the various opinions couldn't get to agree ..
People said that in order to win it, the Judges deing some pretty strange things.

When we were all met together, Flat-nose camenzantk a speech;
and with a lot of fancy talk he said, "Things Wwbbe in a bad way
if everyone thought he'd vote for a different Gidate."

And right there he tried to take away the listtthwas holding.
But | wouldn't let him have it, and he shoutehdrchist —
you've got to vote for whichever list the Comestiorders you!"

I thought it was an insult being treated likettha
and as once you've taken a high line it's nof &aslimb down,
| told him, "I don't care who orders -- ['ll vofer whoever | like.

"If it's at a gambling table or an election stand
I'm equal with everybody -- | respect those wéspect me,
but no one's going to interfere with my votingpeaor my cards."

Right away, the police troop fell on me with th&vords drawn.
And though it was all a dirty trick | decideddive in,
and | didn't resist them, because that day wbal@ meant the end of me.

Flat-nose had caught me broadside-on and he thadwrost of his chance.
Ever since | had that experience | keep out afreh don't belong —
| went off for a ride in the pillory, and all feome candidates.

It wasn't from weakness that | gave in to suskandalous injustice.
What that incident did for me was make the sciié$rom my eyes —
| saw we can't move any more than a dog wittick 8ed to its neck.

And after those elections that racket of thessied on.
It turned out a tangled mess of a sort you wouliklieve —
because Justice is a lady...and where she ridagp behind whoever's most cunning.
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After a very few more days -- maybe so as noetdste time
and not to let anyone get away -- they calledlu® a meeting
in order to raise a Contingent and send therhedrbntier.

The gauchos got suspicious, people there wetéeér--
the military force went out and brought backw feoor devils
who had got caught in the round-up, tied togelikerpartridges.

"This a miserable lot,” said Flat-nose loftily.
"l rounded them up without warning, they couldjgt away --
and | had orders to bring in anything that wde &bwalk."

When the Commandant came along, "God help wgfyene said.
He got there and fixed his eyes on us -- | wasglmy best to look stupid —
he had a sentence ready for each one and stuckdtit down on the list.

"Stand up straight!" he said to a black man, "stagh trying to hide
when you're the most troublesome devil in thislwmeighbourhood.
This is a service I'm doing you -- that's why $ending you off."

and to the next....

"You don't take care of your family, you donveithem enough to live on.
You go visiting other women, and what you neey |ad,

is to spend some time at the frontier to teachtpado your duty.”

and to the next...

"You're another hard case-- when it's time far f@vote

we have to send and fetch you, you think yoatreve the law,

you're arunsubordinateyou are, and I'm going to put you straight." *
and to the next...

"How long is it since you've been going aboutniere?

How many times have you shown up when the Caurinsoned you?

| haven't seen you a single time -- you mustb&wo good."

and to the next...

"Here's another trouble-maker who spends his itntlse local store
making speeches night and day turning peopleAnarchists.

You're going in the contingent -- that's what gt for those tricks."
and to the next...

"You've been keeping pretty well out of sight ncg the last lot went off,
and the authorities have never got you to vote —

when they send to fetch you, you move off oterriext boundary."
and to the next...

"You're always lazing around you've no money angob.

You've never done military service and you'vevaied even once.
Off you go — that's the way to stop you goinguakbspreading trouble."



and to the next...

"You, give me your enrolment papers, I'm goiadeep them for you.
This stays in my possession, you'll collectéafiards.
This way, if you're a deserter, anyone can yomin."

and to the next

"You think because you're exempted you can ge¥ealyourself.
You never came in for the voting when the elediwere on...
Exemptions won't do you any good, [l deal withu by the rules."

And so, one by this excuse, and the next forteraeason,
the end of it was that the whole lot, without going free,
one by one they went across to stand togethaicorner.

And there were the poor sisters and the mothetslae wives,,
pouring down their tears of sorrow in their layitenderness —
but there's no help for things like this in aegrs shed by love.

It means nothing that there's a mother lamertirig despair,
or that a man has to leave his wife completebtitige —
they have to keep quiet, or it's clear they'lsb@shed once and for all.

Because they'll start getting into debt to onighleour or another,
and as it's true of the male sex that if thaytdwealk, they fly — *
| can imagine, poor women, they must have toagefally.

A lot of them went to the Judge to help themdithis fix.
He gave them the slip -- and just to show howoaent he was,
he told them, "You must be patient, because tharthing that | can do."

So there they remained, imploring this figureothority;
and, after a fair amount of talking, the Judaje,s
"I'm washing my feet, like Pilate --*  this ise¢ Commandant's affair."

Seeing people so helpless was enough to brealhgart.
There was one mother who went away with two oedfchildren or more,
riding behind and in front of her, and nothinghe saddle-bags.

Where will they go, | wondered, to die of povérty
Poor things, if they complain about this setilyy're right —
because there's quite enough evidence to jubkgfy suffering.

NOTEStoll.25
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When it came to my turn | said to myself, Now fonit --
and though I'd not done anything much | was stdrdon't know why:
| can tell you, | was standing there with a prage help in my mouth. *



He told me | was a vagrant a gambler, a hopeless,
that ever since I'd come to that district I'drbkzing around chasing women,
and that | must be a bandit like my father hashideefore.

Now it may be a person has a fault that he dbegré himself of,
but nobody's pleased to be treated in that kinvday --
| could tell it was Flat-nose who'd given him théormation.

But | started to get curious, seeing he wasigline
in such a positive manner that my father had lelkandit --
it followed he must have known him while | didk'tow who he was.

| undertook to discover it -- | made vows to 3e€lrist —
finally, light dawned on me and | learned to nejight
that the man who had given life to me was the@wmalSergeant Cruz.

| knew all about his story, 1had it fresh in mmjnd.*
| knew that once when Cruz had gone out witloagrof the police,
he'd gambled his life courageously in defence bfave man.

And now | pray God in his mercy to keep him is iory.
His story will be kept alive in the heart of Isien --
when he died he gave me his blessing and | bisssemory.

I made a vow to mend my ways and | truly succeedet.
| can say in any company that even if I've hadfaojts
I've cured myself of all of them since | found atho | was.

If you know your duty as a son you'll take afeur own kin.
Anyone who grows up at his father's side andieaespect for him
deserves to suffer the hardships of misfortus& punishment.

By making efforts constantly | learned how to cheny ways.
I managed to forget them all -- except that nfigrsins,
| wasn't able to get rid @ficardia-- the name I'd been given.

A man who has a good name is spared from a lohpleasantness;
so out of all this meandering dont forget tharming | give —
it was by experience that | learned a bad nami ba rubbed out.
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I've done service at the frontier in a militiade
and not for lawful reasons as anyone might do.

The way my unlucky number came up to send méooff bad time there
was through the scheming of that Flat-nose wh® afi@r me for so long.



So | suffered the cruel punishment out therédaai hell
all because of some bad feeling from a pettyiatfi

I won't go repeating the complaints of what yaoffes there --
they're things that have been said often befareen forgotten, they're so old.

Always the same hard labour and hardships forrtée,
it's always the same kind of service and the saayeof not getting paid.

Always dressed in tatters, with no clothes, abvagor,
they never pay you a copper cent nor ever giveayrag to wear.

It may finish you, but you go through with it Wiho pay and no uniform;
you can make the best of scrag meat or elseke i worst of it.

Because if you try taking a high line or dont extremely willing,
they give you a penance of staking-out* enougbetad you mad.

The men go around like beggars without a glingisee peso piece.
because they've adopted the custom of owingwmle years of pay.

They're always talking of how much it costs amelytre spending a fortune out there —
well, I've not seen a coin of it in all that metime.

It's a strange sort of service beneath the gdrttamlash
without ever our learning what kind of a face @me to the Pay-master.

Because if he comes to inspect the troops hieggafn like a bullet --
he's good as a will o' the wisp* at getting lassight.

And on top of that, when he does appear it'§iagad all been arranged —
he arrives with months of back-pay for men whendrthere any more.

They couldn't fix it better if they did it purpely —
when | arrived, it was with the pay of the cogént before.

Because they're sure as judgment at finding nfemaxen't there,
and as for the poor man who is there, he caindieverty —

till, after putting up so long with the hard widngy've treated him,
either he deserts, or they kill him -- or thegdéim off without pay.

And that's the way the pudding's cooked -- beedissa fact by now
that a gaucho has no rights of his own, and molifts a hand for him.

The men there live in such misery! you shouldteeen, when there's a parade —
everyone's clothes all fluttering like a lot wfi¢ flags.

They burden you every way they can -- and aetiteof this long trail
when they do let you go, it's dressed as if yevewgoing for a swim in the sea.

If they've given you anything to wear they tékdeack again --
your poncho, your horse, your saddle-blanketsy have to leave them all behind.

And the poor unfortunate soldiers returning haatheir fate
leave the place looking like Longinuses* witheabugh to cover themselves.

It made me truly sorrowful just to see them iatttate --
the best equipped among them all was like a sfitlbogweed without its leaves.



Just recently it happened with the winter rouglit avas,
they sent them off to travel home without anyttoés and on foot.

It's so harsh the way they're dealt with, evea tame like that
they don't allow them a broken-down horse smagt back to their homes.

They treat him as if he was a heathen! and thayptete the punishment
by not even giving him a paper to prove the sertie's done.

So he's obliged to go back home poorer than imt aveay --
and of course, at the mercy of anyone who wantenscript him again.

And then don't let him ask about the propertyeificbehind —
his wife will have sold, out of hunger, for twdat was worth ten.

And as they're in a conspiracy to block him argvurn,
don't let him start reclaiming it because thatgaste of time.

And then, if he goes up to a ranch-house, tdaskeat,
they're down on him right away with the law agaivagrancy.

And by now it's time, if you ask me, to stop segdany more contingents.
If the Government needs men let it pay for thand that's that.

And the conclusion | come to for all my ignorance
is that with us, to be born on the land is likdrad of curse.

And I'll say, though it's not my place to say whabody else has said,
that our Province* is a mother who doesn't caréhér own sons.

They can die out in the hills somewhere in seratthe law —
or else live like oxen, ploughing so that othzas eat.

And while I'm at it, Il say also, because itisgs from my heart —
that if you don't take care of your countrymenu'y® no true patriot.
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This devil of a tongue of mine is running awayhwine...
I'm giving you an eyewitness account of whaw st the frontier.

| know the only thing to do if you want to makestbest of things
is to say Amen to the lot of it and laugh at wWi®le affair.

If you've got no mattress to sleep on you'lld@vn anywhere —
a cat finds its way to the fireside and he knahst's good for him.

And in spite of my manner of speaking it oughbéoclear from this
that everyone always does his best to get asartabfe as he can.



This poor sinner here went through it like thet re
but I ended up as Orderly and in some ways Haettar time.

Because even though the hardships there are letowgive you mad,
there's always a warmer fire near the one wmighofficer's badge.

From that time onwards | managed to look aftesetfya bit better,
because | got myself into a place next to theutsdjt.

He gave himself plenty of airs -- he used to dpahhis time reading --
people said that he was studying to be receiseFxiar.

Although they made such a fool of him, | never $&m get annoyed.
He had eyes that were turned upwards just likeeyes of a saint.

He was delicate, and he slept on a bed -- * laloth't know why it would be,
but everyone there detested him Fhe Witchwas what they called him.

The only duty he ever did, and the only orderfiad
was taking in the rations of provisions and liesir*

| found my way to his fireside as soon as he fane,
and he took me with him right away to carry oistdommission.

The soldiers, like the devils they are, don‘aley chance go by —
and when they saw us together they started smgdheir lips.

And they used to say around the fire as a nastyo§joke,
What withPicardiaandThe Witch they'll see us right with the rations!"

And | didn't do badly, as my officer knew howltok after himself ...
I'l tell you what used to happen where this hass was concerned.

People said there was an agreement between tilesale dealer and The Witch,
and that he took the worst goods they had -- y hkeely, he was no fool.

And that in the quantity, besides, he nibbled anbre off,
and that for every ration they used to deliviet half.

And that his method of doing it was like a marresl common sense --
signing the receipt afterwards (you'll have ged$gor the full amount.

But in an army camp there's bound to be thedebdissatisfactions....
Let me go on with my story -- or the History bétRations.

The Witch used to receive them as I've saidjsrotvn way —
we'd load them up, and everything gets handed the officers' mess.

And there without stinting they all take out #raount that's due to them,
keeping back, as it's reasonable, a bit extrgdod measure.

Then off go the rations to the Headquarters hsy'te received by the Commandant,
and he too, without any stinting took as muckuated him.

Like this, something small to start with endssomaller still, naturally.
Then what's left is handed over to the Officerthe week.

Spider, spider, who caught you?
-- Another spider just like me.



This one hands it on to the Sergeant -- the samatlunt that's left —
and he like a man of foresight always takes a\®t-weight.

I'l never end this story if | stick any more di&t in....
The Sergeant summons the Corporal to be in et@drthe distribution.

He also takes first helping, with no scruplestatibat --
no one's going to check up on him if he takes égsmore of it.

So with all these bites taken out of them, ahthake stops on the way,
by the time they reach the soldiers there's andy rations left.

There's no more of it than holy bread! and it®mmon thing
that you have to put several together even tcenadktle stew.

They tell you things are the way they are asStoees are in charge of it.
Maybe -- but so little of it what they give's restough to go round.

Sometimes, it seems to me and it's only faiaiois
all that used to reach us were the crumbs thhgbaleft in the sacks.

And they make excuses for that hell that sendsfgioly mad,
by saying they give so little because the Govemtrwon't pay for it.

But I don't understand this and | won't try torkvid out.
I'm nothing but ignorant... 1 don't learn, butdn't forget.

What we are made to endure is all the dirtiesttinent --
kept down by the whip in civil life and in thenay by the sword.

Another hell is the clothing store -- if they dioe it out, it reaches you
in winter, with the summer clothes, and in summigh the winter ones.

And | can't discover the reason nor the explanati this --
but they say it comes already arranged from sdraee higher up.

And you're obliged to suffer the hardship of yate —
a gaucho is only an Argentine when they wantaeethim killed.

This must be true, I don't doubt it, and thatty some joker said,
"If they're going to kill them soon enough, whklatthey want with clothes?"

And this wretchedness, that's gone on so longyerrgets to be put right.
everyone who goes there lets it stay just as fiayd it.

And you'll find people cruel enough to say deidtely,
you should treat the gauchos the same as wothat's kept in place by beating it.

And you're forced to endure it, even though tie can hold no more....
It seems the gauchos must have some sin -- hanthey're paying for.

NOTEStoll.28
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Picardia told his story and then kept quiet --
meanwhile everyone was happy celebrating this meeting.

But by a coincidence -- the kind that's neverofr-

among all the white folk there happened alsceta black man:
one who was well known as a singer and thoudptt & himself.
And in an unobtrusive manner, pretending it wasedoy chance --
as anyone's easy to recognise who wants to starhpetition --

he sat down quite calmly, picked up his guitar,

and gave a sweep to the strings. He was fulhefdirs, that darky,
and to leave no doubts about it he started clgdnis throat.

Everyone there understood what the black mamdkee:

it was a clear challenge aimed at Martin Fiernasklf,

made with a lot of arrogance and in a very imsoheanner.

Fierro took up his guitar, since he was alway$vg —

and with a silent crowd all round them, the tvithem began to sing.

NOTE to11.29
a competitiohi.e. a singing competition, thEayadathat follows, a contest of wit and invention.
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Martin Fierro

So long as there's still sound in the strings lagzoh still find the beat,
| won't get left behind  without playing hard fitve stake —
and I've sworn that no one will ever steal ary g@sne from me.

Pay attention, then, if you're listening --  &aep quiet if you've just come to stare.
I'l ask you all to forgive me because it's pl&o see
that a person can't be free from faults if h@sfree from temptations.

They call a singer a good one if he's better tharworst;
and when two find themselves together, even thaobgy're not the best,
it's their duty as singers to sing in counterpdin

A man has to show what's in him at the right oppoty.
He'd be wrong to refuse it when it's a thing heviks how to do —
although there are those who take a pride imigaa be persuaded.

As a young man | was a singer -- that's a thagjs often said —
but bad luck has her favourites and she's alatigs me ...
From that time onwards it's my own misfortunge 8ung.

And now Il try to recapture those years of happs.
I'll see whether | can forget all the sad charlyesseen ...
So anyone who feels confident -- tune up, and sttt to sing.



Tune up and we'll sing together, we're not aftaigtay up all night;
the audience is waiting -- and to make it wohtbirt while
we'll play the strings till they're groaning atite candles are burnt out.

And whether the singer who takes it on has soméaicking him, or no,
he needn't wait for me to run off no matter houchnhe knows —
turn by turn, like chain-smokers, we!'ll keep gptill it's light.

And if you like, well continue till the day's ge past as well.
| used to be accustomed to singing whole nidisugh --
anywhere you went, in those days, there wereyfaimgers around.

And if there's anyone here who won't venture otlo the party on,
or if he can't sing well enough to win --  [#llithim without flattering,
he might as well go and play on a sponge or siiings made of wool.

El Negro

Your Honours -- | am nothing more than a poonmith a guitar.
But | give thanks to heaven that when the oppificomes
I'm able to face a singer who'll give this blaaén a trial.

I've got some white about me too because my teetlwhite.
I know how to live among other folk so they ddatik down on me —
a person who goes around in strange parts nedmsdautious and quiet.

My mother had ten sons and nine of them wereatit b
Maybe this is why I'm protected by Divine Provide --
because in a nest of hen's eggs the best of thiéitenth.*

Black folk are very loving although they don‘talsbabout it.
There's nothing equals their affection nor themder care —
they're like themacabird,* that raises its young ones under its wing.

But I've lived free, not depending on anyone --
I've always moved across the skies like a birthauit a nest:
and whatever | know, | learnt it because | waglé by a Friar.

And | know well as anyone why it is the thundeursds,
why it is there are seasons of summer and wiimter,
and | know too where the waters come from thafrfam the heavens above.

| know what there is in the earth when you re&eery centre,
the place where gold is found, the place wheme i found,
and where the volcanoes live that roar andagifire.

| know about the depths of the sea where thewiste born,
| know what makes a tree grow and what makesvthistling winds —
things that white men haven't heard of this gwack man knows.

When they pull my rope, | pull likewise, when ytstacken | slacken too.*
You'll get what you want, don't you worry, anyamieo invites me to sing --
to find out whether someone's lame the best wéay watch them run.

And if I'm doing wrong coming to this gathering
to set myself up as a singer, [l ask your pardet aloud —
because you never find one fault without a worse being there too.



There's always some profit to be got from whsihger has to say,
and he ought to be given a hearing even if iblkaek man whosings —
if people are ignorant, they can learn, andef/ite wise, learn some more.

Beneath even the blackest forehead there arghitoand there is life.
Listen quietly to me, people, don't reproach oreahything —
the night is black, also, and it has stars thates

So, then, I'm at your service and you can stamding me out
if you'd like me to give you answers even thoitghin a rough kind of speech —
as for learning, | don't know even the J becdtiseound.*

Martin Fierro

Ah, black man, if you're so wise you've no nextdsitate.
But you've swallowed the hook -- and so keepipgaur accompaniment
you're to tell me directly what is the song af Bky.

El Negro

They say it was of my colour that God made that fnan,
but the high-and-mighty white men -- the samewgise him to sing —
don't even remember to give him a name and ailjham black.

The white men paint the devil black and the blaan paint him white,
but if the face is white or inky doesn't speakdoagainst —
when he made man, the Creator didn't make twerdift kinds.

And having given this warning, which comes incglgust now,
I'll see, Sirs, if I'm able from the little thiknow
to answer to you clearly what is the song ofSke.

Even in the greatest silence the heavens weepiagd
They weep as the dew falls, they sing as the svitholw,
they weep when the rains fall, and they sing wiherthunder roars.

Martin Fierro

God made both white and black men and he didn'bee was better.
He sent them the same sorrows beneath one asdrecross —
but he made light, also, to tell the differeneén®en colours.

So nobody need feel injured, there's no calake bffence;
everything has to be called by the name thatrigd to it,
and there's no disgrace to anyone in what hévetat birth.

And that's why I like a singer who won't get viedror miss the mark ...
And if your wisdom includes in it what the dedpefswise men know,
then tell me what in the world is the song of Bagth.



El Negro

The thoughts | have are poor ones and I've scaagoning,
but when it comes to giving a reply my ignoram@n't hold me back —
even a stone will give out sparks ifit's stribgkthe steel.

And I'll give you an answer from my small ab#i
A song in the Earth is formed by so many mothgasis:
the groans of people who are dying and the crgfrtgose who are born.

Martin Fierro

Negro,l| can tell you've brought us a voice that'gdod shape.
You're a true man, and I'm not surprised to seedping so well —
among singing-birds, it a only the male who'sdhe with song.

And since you came into the world  with a destmging,
don't let yourself get worried, don't act too biggoo small ...
What you've got to do now is explain to me whkahie song of the Sea.

El Negro

Nobody claims to imitate the voice of the singbigls,
and no one ought to boast of a gift that comas fanother's hand —
because the magpie learns to speak but onlethelé learns.*

So come and help me win this challenge, all nggnuity.
It costs me plenty to answer, but answer it Itmus
In my reply I'll tell you what is the song of tisea.

When the storms are raging the Sea which encidst#sngs
has a song that terrifies you as if the wholeldvehook --
it seems that it's complaining of the way theéteaqueezes it.

Martin Fierro

This time you'll need to show us all the wisdooa'ye got:
your only chance of winning is if you're in leggwith a saint ...
There is a song the Night has and you're tartellvhat it is.

El Negro

As the cautious man said to the bold one, Dailbp, there's holes in the ground —
I'l answer you in a humble way -- the Night fiasits song
those noises you hear without knowing whers tbhat they come from.

They are the secret mysteries that are hiddeheoglark,
they are the echoes that answer back your vbigaiishout aloud,
like an endless lamentation that comes from Itdarow where.

Only the Sun can penetrate the shadows and cotitgre:
from different directions mysterious soundstaard —
they are the souls of those that have died waasking us for prayers.*



Martin Fierro

Black man, by these replies of yours I'm siziog yp already,
because you've a talent for singing and youamkd on top of that —
when you're giving an explanation even shade& gass you by.

But an honest man does his duty by saying thiedscertain of,
and on that score I'll warn you that we two aeetto sing --
and in the peace of God we'll leave the southa$e who are dead.

And the good advice of the cautious man isn‘tladen this game,
because the words of a singer are always cayefiighed ...
And now I'd like you to tell me where it is tHaive is born.

El Negro

To such an obscure question Il do my best pbyre
although it's a lot to expect from a poor blaakle-hand —
but the beginning of wisdom is to know your ownarance.

The bird loves in the skies that he moves thramlglrever he will,
and, at the end of his flight, if he perches dioagh
he'll call with his happy song to his loving camjon.

The wild beast loves in his lair where he is kamgl lord,
it's there he sends out so furiously those tlerribars of his —
because the wild beasts don't sing of it, thd Wwédasts roar of love.

The fish with its pretty colours loves at thétbm of the sea,
and men love fiercely -- all things love that aliee --
it's from God that life is given and whereverréig life there's love.

Martin Fierro

You're a smart one, darky, and | like what yojis explained.
I'm beginning to respect you though | laugheyoaat at first ...
And now | want to ask you what you understandheyLaw.

El Negro

There's a great deal of learning that I'm no¢ ablreach...
Ever since | learnt to be ignorant I'm not susgdi at what anyone knows —
but no one who invites me to sing is going tafime a light weight.

I'm no very smart singer and I've very littlellski
but when it's my turn to sing | put up a goodhfigpr myself --
because I'm like a mate-pot, | work when theynomg mouth.

Since you're choosing what questions you fancy'rgahoosing the thorniest kind,
but that doesn't worry me so much and Il ansyeerin my own way:
the Law is made for everyone but it only rules ploor.

The Law is a spider's web -- that's how | sethdugh I'm ignorant.
It's not feared by the rich men, and never byoties in command --
because the big flies break out of it and it ardiches little ones.



The Law is like rain -- it can't fall the sameseywhere.
The one who gets wet may grumble, but it's a empatter --
the Law's like a knife, it doesn't hurt the orteols holding it.

A sword is what people call it* and this nametsiti well.
The ones who control it, they can see wherealibetgre going to cut --
but it falls on whoever's underneath and cutBaut seeing who.

There are plenty of learned Professors and t doabt they know a lot.
I'm just a poor rough black man and don't undesimuch of this --
but every day | can see their law is like a funméth a big end and a small.

Martin Fierro

Black man, Il tell you once again I've takerugyoneasurement.
You've got plenty out of life and I'm enjoyingrancounter --
| can see you've got enough capital inside jathis game.

And so now [l tell you -- because it's my dutydo it,
and it's doing truth an honour to give way befotat's true —
you've got darkness on the outside of you budiéngou've got light.

No one must ever say that | imposed on your pagie
and as a fair exchange, if you want to put argstians to me,
you've already got my permission and you cart sttt away.

El Negro

Don't you stick now, tongue of mine, don't lastworry you.
Nobody hits without missing first -- and everydur good name's at stake,
when you're sailing of your own free will you'we right to fear the sea.

I'll put my questions to you since that's whati ynvite me to do ...
And you'll have won this competition if you caxpkin to me
the nature of Time, and Measurement, and Wedgid,Quantity.

The victory will go to you if you know how to amer this.
It's my duty to warn you fairly, so don't be sispd at it,
up to now there's been no man has known howgl@iexthem to me.

I want to know and I'mignorant because it'sinathy books,
and your answer will be able to serve me as degui
as to why the Everlasting Lord created quantity.

Martin Fierro

Negra you hit the mark neatly ascarancholands on its nest.*
| can see you're well prepared but you'll fimd teady too —
we'll see if | give you an answer and if yoatimit defeat.

There's one sun and one world and a one anchuody:
so you see, God never created any Quantity.at all

The Being of all beings only made Unity —

and the rest is what man has created after het lsacount.



El Negro

We'll see if another question gets a good anéwaer you.
The being who created life must keep it in heords,
but I'm ignorant of what motive he had to makeaSleement.

Martin Fierro

Listen closely to the argument [l give from titde | know:
Measurement was invented by man for his own good.

And don't be surprised at the reason -- it'seey @ne to guess --
God only needed to measure one thing and thathed#fe of man.

El Negro

If your wisdom doesn't fail you now Il granby the victory.
A man whose profession is singing has to ledrafdghese things...
And now, | want you to explain to me what is theaning of Weight.

Martin Fierro

God keeps among his secrets the secret contdlmig

and he commanded that all weights should alweli/$of the earth.

And to my way of understanding, since there'sdgaad bad in the world,
the reason for Weight was for weighing the sinsortal men.

El Negro

If you can reply to this question consider tha'ye won.
| can acknowledge the better man ... So answeaigheaway
when it was that God made Time, and why he dilitlep.

Martin Fierro

Black man, I'm going to tell you as far as my Wiezige goes.
Time is only the delaying of things that are ¢one —
it never had a beginning nor will it ever end,

because Time is a wheel, and another wheel e
And if man divides it up he only does it, | guess
to know how much he's lived so far or how mucls bet left to live.

Now I've given you my answers -- but a good 'staxdt enough to win.
If you've got another question or you've forgotamything,
I'm always at your service to clear up any doubts

It's not out of pride I'm doing this nor becaligeant to boast,
but you need to be determined when you've ghigho to win ...
And I'l invite you to sing on the subject of therk of a cattle-hand.

So, black man, start preparing all your wisdomtams --
and without a slip of your tongue you've to te# what work's done
according to the weather in the months with Eham.



El Negro

No one ought to take advantage of a person'sagee,
and though anyone can put me down who's got arbrthan me,
I'm not going anywhere to get myself hit on tleadh

| made it clear, when it comes to reading tmatds round as a J—
I've no shame at being defeated, but I'll tell ptain,

I won't stand for it if anyone tries to kick meoand.

It's a fair law that the slowest is the one &elthe race --

and that's what happens to anyone when the ciiopstbetween

one singer who's only medium sized with anothieo'svfull grown.

Out on the plain you must have seen a man whtokahis way *
going round in circles, desperately, not knowitgch way to turn ...
Just the same thing happens to a poor singes\Wd®'the game.

The trees too are set groaning if there's algaténg them:
so now if my complaints burst out in a bitter wii because
the night that defeat brings is very long and/\sad.

And from this day onwards | call Heaven to withese --
I'll come right out and say it -- if my heart sia be inspired
I won't sing for the glory of it but just to caile myself.

When he's got no more to hope for a man's lifiestto despair.
It's no good setting your heart on things thattdast long —
if a poor man finds any happiness it's a sune sfgrief to come.

And this sad lesson will last me as long asd.liv
Even though | may find some comfort Il neveaiagtake flight —
if you're not born to reach the skies its no gaagsing your sight.

And now Il beg all you who are listening wilivg me leave to say
that when | made up my mind to come here it waonly to sing,
but because I've got, besides that, anothertduig done.

I've told you that from my mother there were ¢biidren born.
But the first of them is no longer alive -- theeovho was best loved of all —
he died by foul means at the hands of a drurgkbrawl.

And we were left like orphans the nine brother®wemained.
Ever since that day, believe me, we've mournadvhithout relief —
but we've never ever come across the man whoareadim.

And the bones of that dear brother can be lafesbin peace.
I've not come here to disturb them -- but if tight occasion comes
| trust to God that this account will be settéit ought.

And if we sing against each other again to makeral of this --
for all that | respect you, if you agree, waligs
on the subject of the unjust deaths that cegaaple bring about.

And so at this point, your Honours, by way oftjey Il say
that the brothers of the dead man are still wvengh alive --
they have not forgotten that murder and theyeping all this in mind.

And whatever is going to happen is so deep aanyst
that it's not for me to come forward and actghaphet here —
you'll all find out afterwards what destiny hasstore.



Martin Fierro

At last you've shut your trap after all that ¢eang.
I'd started to have a suspicion seeing you@éigh flown
that you were holding in a mouthful and were shgpitting it out.

And now we know just where we stand that's enquajite conversation.
There's no need to be anxious about findingigie occasion —
| can see by now there another sort of partyistaup.

| can't tell what's going to happen, I'm not egbret either,
but I'll follow my right road steady on to theden
everyone's bound to carry through the law odeistiny.

First it was the frontier through a judge persiegume,
after that were the indians -- and now for a deaof scene
here come these blackamoors to cheer up my eld ag

His mother brought ten into the world which ne¢éry woman could do,
and maybe she'll lose all the ten in the sanmigistances --
themulitahas a litter of nine and all of them just the eam

I've never been able to get along with any loWeeed man --
they generally turn vicious when they get themper up —
they start to act like spiders, always readyit®. b

I've known a whole lot of black men and all aénhfighters too:
some of them were pretty sharp with their eyasthe way they'd move ...
If I live to do it -- curse it! Il give them good ... tale to tell.

But every one of us has to haul in the yoke hésfihimself in.
I don't go looking for fights these days -- Iive pleasure in arguments --
but dark shadows don't frighten me nor shapesctitae looming up.

I thought I'd done skinning the carcase but thestdl the tail left to do —
and it looks as though I'm not finished yet vitits happy gathering --
because this is what they call hitting a nail t'thalready gone right through.

NOTEStol1.30

11.30.3] counterpoint in the payadathe two singers improvised and answered each'sittensen themes. A central activity
in gaucho tradition — a legendgrglyadoris Santos Vega, who could only be defeated by #nlDSubjects for
improvisation could range from practical to metagbgl, with proverbial sayings called into playsdarnia's
edition of the poem traces most of the more alistinaenes in this canto to old Spanish folk-dramasraddles.

11.30.13] tentH no popular superstition explains this. Tiscomigibutes it to ten as a mystic number, or thgdatenth
bead in a rosary.

11.30.14] maca(maCA)a slow and cumbersome river bird that takes its)ygaan its back while swimming.

11.30.19] pull... slackehan image from the technique of lassooing.

11.30.23] J because it's roujc deliberate variation on "O because it's rouad"at verse 77.

11.30.36] magpié urraca.

11.30.42] souls that have diédirst sign of an ulterior motive in the challenge

11.30.56] a sword as in figures of Justice blindfold, holding sc#nd a sword.

11.30.65] caranchq the carancho drops precisely on its nest froghfli{see 1.9.1).

11.30.79] lost his waysee 1.10.21-23.
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And after this exchange of words whose intentiwst be plain by now —
the bystanders succeeded in stopping a fighirsgaup:
they got between them, and things stayed quiet.

Martin Fierro and the boys avoided the argument:

they mounted, and riding slowly, to show theyewdrleaving from fear,
they reached the edge of a stream and thereytitedown.

They unsaddled the horses and sat in a circle,

talking among themselves about endless littieghi-

as separation breeds a large family of storidmettold.

There they spent the night by the light of tresst-

as that's a curtain for your bed you can findnether you are,

and a gaucho, better than anyone knows how te miahself comfortable.
His saddle-blankets make the mattress, his saldlpillow,

there's the sheepskin for softness, and to kieegelf from the dew

he'll cover himself with his poncho or a blankaiht over his head.

He'll keep his knife beside him, as that's a igeaution;

with the bridle and whip to hand, and the hoteseby

which he's tethered safely by burying the lagssg+

though using the lasso for tying up gives a lolgd iof a man.*

Like this, he'll sleep peacefully the whole nigitough;

and if it's a good way off the track, as cauiidicates,

you can snore stretched out at your ease safedes your own roof.

You won't find bed-bugs on the ground -- argldtproper-sized bed
that nobody can refuse you, and won't lead toraemts.

Besides that, you can spend your nights any waypjease —

and you'll spend each one of them just as waha®ne before.

And then the birds will wake you as soon astsdight —

because sleep won't get a firm hold on you wltervg gone to bed with no supper.

And so it was -- that night then was a joyfuleifor them all:
because everything seems happy when there'siesgpn your heart.
As they couldnt live all together on accounthadir poverty,

they decided to separate, and that each of theufdvgo

and find a place somewhere to make a living forsklf.

And before they scattered to start a new life --

there in that solitary place Martin Fierro spoke

to his sons, and to Cruz's son, wisely, in thieviong way.

NOTE tol1.31
a bad idea of a mdrbecause there is a special supple rein normatyl dior tethering (the lasso being harder, liadolbet
spoilt or to hurt the horse).
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Martin Fierro

A father who can advise you is more than a fathe’s a friend.
Soit's as a friend | warn you to be on your duarlife:
you can never tell what corner your enemy's hghn.

A life full of misfortunes was the only schoaéver had,
so don't be surprised if sometimes | make mistakehis game —
you can't expect to know very much if you newarht anything.

There are some men who have their heads fullitipthe things they know:
wise men come in all sizes, but | don't need naetse to say
that better than learning a lot of things ishéag things that are good.

No kind of work is any use if it won't teach us/thing.
A man has to see how things are in one glangket away:
the first thing you have to know is to know whean're giving offence.

Don't sum up all your hopes in any one heart:ever
in the worst of troubles put your trust in God —
among men, in one only, or with great cautiorg.tw

Shortcomings aren't like land is, they don't heeendaries.
Even the best men have them, and it's right hwau of this:
anyone with defects of his own should overloakhin others.

If a man is your friend never leave him in theehy
but don't ask him for anything, nor depend to@imon him:
the truest friend, always, is to behave hongrabl

It's a bad thing to be attacked either by feagreed:
so, don't upset yourselves over perishable geods
don't show off your wealth to rich men and neadrthe poor.

If you respect other people you'll get by, evetihndians.
A man needs to be discreet to save himself fronogances:
among weak men, act cautious, and with brave, &eep cool.

The Law is that we have to work because we neédy.
Don't let yourselves in for the suffering thatmetched condition brings —
a lot of blood runs from the heart of a man wiodkged to beg.

A man has to work in order to earn his bread,
because Poverty's keen to get at you in a thdudiffierent ways —
she knocks at everybody's door, and if it's & taan's, she goes in.

Never threaten any man, because no one's a comenrd
A person who makes foolish threats won't take lanfind this out —
because there'll be one danger on hand and amyitigein wait.

To overcome dangers and get you out of the depjies
| tell you this from experience -- more than losds or spears
you'll be helped by the confidence that a manimasmself.



A man is born with the astuteness that has ted@m as a guide.
Without it he'd go under -- but in my experience,
in some people it turns to discretion, and ireathdirty tricks.

If a man's a good worker he'll make the moshefright occasion.
And be sure to keep this in your minds -- if hilanistake the comparison --
the right occasion is like iron, you have tokgrwhile it's hot.*

A man may lose a lot of things and sometimes ffivein again,
but it's my duty to inform you, and you'll do Wi remember it,
if once your sense of shame gets lost it willaneagain be found.

Brothers should stand by each other becauséstttis first law.
Keep a true bond between you always, at every
because if you fight among yourselves you'll beadired by those outside.

Show respect to old people, there's nothing biraweocking them;
and if you're among strangers be very careful howgo,
because anyone in bad company is taken to beathe kind.

The stork, when it gets old, loses its eyesight] then
all its young children undertake to care fonifts old age —
you can learn from the storks with this examgléenderness.

If someone does you a wrong, even if you thinknuoe of it,
always keep on your guard -- because it's suf@ltov
that the one who acted wrongly will speak evaiagt you.

No one whose job is to obey has an easy timg of i
but if he's proud he only increases the harddingdsas to bear —
if you're the one to obey, then obey, so thevahe's boss can act well.

Do your best not to lose either time, or youf-se$pect:
as you're men with power to think use your judgimehen you act —
and keep in mind that there's no vice which exsdis began.

The carrion bird with its hooked beak has a t&steobbery,
but a man with powers of reason will never steeént —
because there's no shame in being poor butithardeing a thief.

Man does not kill man, nor fight just out of vigni
You have, in my misfortunes, a glass to see wues in —
the greatest wisdom a man can have is to knowtb@ontrol himself.

Blood that is spilt will never be forgotten, titie day you die.
It makes so deep an impression -- in spite ofeffiyscan't deny it —
that it falls like drops of fire into the soul loim who shed it.

At all times, it's always drink that's the woesiemy.
I tell you this out of love for you, and take €&o remember it:
a man who does wrong when he's drunk deserves the punishment.

If you find yourselves mixed up in a brawl, alsayove further on.
Don't take a high line about it even thoughtadl tight's on your side --
it’s on the chins of poor men that barbers I¢hgir trade.

If you give up your heart to some woman that e,
don't act in any way that does the woman wrong —
a woman who's been treated badly will always yam in the end.



If singing is your profession make sure to sirggyf the heart.
Don't tune your instrument just for love of yawn voice,
and make a habit of singing about things of cousace.

And I'm giving you this advice which cost me atmlearn,
because | want to guide you -- but | don't knowegh
to give you the discretion which you need todwllit.

I've thought over these things and many morehertimes when | was alone.
You can be sure there are no errors and nothisg in this advice --
it's out of the mouths of old men that the agings come. *

NOTEStol1.32
11.32.15] while it's hof Hernandez reverses the original Spanish proved dood beating on cold iron").
11.32.31] out of the mouths of old mem¢versing the saying in the Bible ("out of the ii@uof babes...")
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After this, the four of them turned towards tharfwinds.
They made a promise between them which they alete keep —
but as they swore it a secret | can't tell yoawhwas.

The only thing | can tell you -- and don't anydieesurprised,
because a man is often obliged to do thingsigkind of way --
they all made an agreement to change their nfnmesthen on.

They had no bad intentions in doing it, I've rooifok —
but the naked truth is, it always is the case
that anyone who changes his name has got someaghitty to hide.

*

And now [l put down this instrument that I'vead to entertain you. *
You must all of you allow that | kept at it fafitily --
this is a knot like a quill button* which nobodgn unravel.

I've carried out my duty and now I'm over the stor
but I'll tell you for good measure -- so my cayntan will understand —
if  need a longer rope to my noose I've a gad €oils still in hand.

And with that Il take leave, without saying &hwe may meet again.
People who want things certain  always cut whiseoft —
but I cut the hard way and that's how [I'll alwdysit.

An eagle makes its home in a nest and a tigdremwild forest,
a fox in a the lair of another beast -- and addte is uncertainty
only a gaucho lives wandering wherever chance lea/him.

He's a poor orphan, and he's the one who getheatlby destiny —
because no one makes it their business to sgafa his kind --
but the gauchos ought to have houses and a sahda@ church and their rights.



And some day this accursed mess will be broughntend.
| don't see it an easy job, because the raakeite worse
by the ones who act like carrion birds* and stawer the carcase and scream.

But God will make it possible for these things&oput right —
though it's important to remember, to make a gobdbf it,
that when a fire's for heating it has to coneerfrunderneath.

If the man on top does what suits himself hethiwia law of his own:
be wary of his favours -- even  of someone ukisghame --
the shade's always dangerous beneath a tre@eigbtnous sap.*

If a poor man's the least bit careless they cdmgin on him with the whip;
but I understand the way things are and the cerah I've reached is this:
the gauchos are the thin leather that gives ¢lsethongs to make rope.

And you must all have faith in what my tongueldess to you:
so don't misunderstand me, there's no staineaftgin this --
there'll be no leaking roof on the cabin that thas book in it.

I've been working hard and long so now give naeéeto rest!
This is the point | stop at and | refuse to ga.on
This makes thirty-three cantos which is the sageas Christ.*

So keep a hold of these words which | say asniecto the end:
| shall carry on with this work of mine till liorg it to its close —
that is, if my wits or my life don't end by faity me.

And if my life should fail me, you can all be swf this:
when that takes place, the gauchos even oueidekert land
will feel a sadness in their heart when they tiear | am dead.

Because the sorrows that I've told are thosd afyabrothers too,
and they will hold my story  proudly, within thdiearts:
my countrymen will keep me for ever in their meies.

Memory is a great gift and a very fine quality:
and people who think in this story that it's thera been getting at —
keep in mind that forgetting evil is a way ofrrembering, too.

But no one need feel offended, as | don't troablgone.
And if I sing in the way | do because | think itight that | should —
it's not to do evil to anyone, but to do everygoed.

NOTEStol1.33
11.33.4] to entertain yolFierro and Hernandez merge at this point.
quill buttohi.e. of quills woven into an intricate knot.
11.33.9] carrion birdg chimangos
11.33.11] poisonous sdpactually "the tree with milk", traditionally thigg tree.
11.33.14] thirty-three cantosa mystical number, as with the thirteen cantogairt |.

fin

the end



