MARTIN FIERRO THE GAUCHO *

1

Here | come to sing to the beat of my guitar:
because a man who is kept from sleep by an uncmsorrow
comforts himself with singing, like a solitary 8ir

| beg the saints in heaven to help my thoughts:
| beg them here and now as | start to sing nmysto
that they refresh my memory and make my undedstgrclear.

Come, saints with your miracles, come all of youy aid,
because my tongue is twisting and my sight grgvdim—
| beg my God to help me at this hard time.

| have seen many singers whose fame was well won,
and after they've achieved it they can't keeyp it-
it's as if they'd tired in the trial runs* withibever starting the race.

But where another criollo* goes Martin Fierro Mgb too:
there's nothing sets him back, even ghosts doaie him --
and since everybody sings | want to sing also.

Singing I'll die, singing they'll bury me,
and singing I'll arrive  at the Eternal Fatheestf—
out of my mother's womb | came into this worldsing.

Let me not he tongue-tied nor words fail me:
singing carves my fame, and once | set mysedirig
theyll find me singing, even though the eartbudti open up.

I'll sit down in a hollow to sing a story --
I make the grass-blades shiver as if it was ahat blew:
my thoughts go playing there with all the camshe pack.*

I'm no educated singer, but if | start to sing
there's nothing to make me stop and I'll growsadying --
the verses go spouting from me like water frosprang.

With the guitar in my hand even flies don't consar me:
no one sets his foot on me, and when | singfifoih my heart
I make the top string moan and the low string cry

I'm the bull in my own herd and a braver bulthie next one;
| always thought | was pretty good, and if anyels® wants to try me
let them come out and sing and we'll see who sarifeworst.

I don't move off the track even though they'reauiting throats:*
with the soft, | am soft, and | am hard with treed,
and in a time of peril, no one has seen me hesita



In danger -- by Christ! my heart swells wide:
since the whole earth's a battlefield and noreesl be surprised at that,
anyone who holds himself a man stands his groomahnatter where.

| am a gaucho, and take this from me as my toegpkins it to you:
for me the earth is a small place and could bgdiyet --
the snake does not bite me nor the sun burn ow.br

| was born as a fish is born at the bottom ofsthe;
no one can take from me what | was given by God -
what | brought into the world | shall take frohetworld with me.

It is my glory to live as free as a bird in thy's
I make no nest on this ground where there's sthrtuube suffered,
and no one follows me when | take to flight again

In love | have no one to come to me with quarrels
like those beautiful birds that go hopping frorarch to branch
I make my bed in the clover and the stars cowver m

And whoever may be listening to the tale of my®as —
know that | never fight nor kill except when @dto be done,
and that only injustice threw me into so mucheadity.

And listen to the story told by a gaucho who'sted by the law;
who's been a father and husband hard-workingnalfidg --
and in spite of that, people take him to be micral.

NOTES to I.1.

TITLE] Gauchg Historically, as a social clasgauchomeans the countrymen who were born and lived empémpa plain,
originally descendents of Spanish settlers withntloee approachable of the native Indians from tréhrof the country. In
earlier times they lived off the herds of wild ¢atind horses introduced by the settlers, sellidgshetc.; later as the land
became more controlled, by working on g#stanciagranches)Gauchoin common speech is more a description of the
characteristics evolved from this way of life: remsanship and skill in dealing with cattle, couragd total self-reliance in
their isolated primitive life. As fighters the gduas were typically fierce, following their own lawghonour and chosen
leaders; hence they were a considerable forceglthiennineteenth-century struggles for power inlaine — the dictatorship
of Rosas (1835-52) was founded on their loyaltlito. To city peoplegauchowas often a synonym for barbarism, but with
time the less violent aspects of gauchos prevail@dpular imagination, and by extensigamichocomes to be a description
of anything strong and simple, well-done or welld@aAgauchadain modern Argentine slang means the action ofeadr,
doing a favour. There are diverse theories of tigeroof the name; one being froguachg orphan (see note to 1.11.7).

I.1.4] trial runs] Local horse-racing was a big event in gaucho(f=e 11.11). There may also be a reference hezart@r
writers on "gaucho" themes who were disheartenethdylisapproval of literary circles in the city.

I.1.5] criollo ("criOZHo")] native Spanish-American. It comesmean true countryman, as opposed to immigrants
(gringos)and Europeanised city-men. (See 1/12/12, 11/12(tB e

1.1.8] cards in the padkLiterally "Coins, Cups, and Clubs" (suits fronetariginally European card pack).

1.1.12] cutting throat$ Prisoners and wounded were commonly killed di¢éaé battle. Throat-cutting was the preferred
method with gauchos as with Indians. There is affiog account of this in W.H.Hudsorfzar Away and Long Ago
(chapter 8). (See also 1.3.54)



No one speak of sorrows to me because | liveosong;
and nobody should give himself airs even thouglh got a foot in the stirrup --
even the gaucho with most sense often finds Hfrefeon foot.

You gather experience in life, enough to lend give away,
if you have to go through with it between teard auffering —
because nothing teaches you so much as to sutecry.

Man comes blind into the world with hope tugghim on,
and within a few steps, misfortunes have caughtand beat him down....
La pucha--* the hard lessons Time with its changeadsi*

*

I have known this land when the working-mandive it
and had his little cabin and his children andwiie. ..
It was a delight to see the way he spent his.days

Then... when the morning star was shining inbflessed sky,
and the crowing of the cocks told us that day nesr,
a gaucho would make his way to the kitchenwai$ a joy.

And sitting beside the fire waiting for day tonee,
he'd suck at the bittenate till he was glowing warm,
while his girl was sleeping tucked up in his gant

And just as soon as the dawn started to turn red
and the birds to sing and the hens come dowtheiif perch,
it was time to get going, each man to his work.

One would be tying on his spurs, someone elsaugsinging;
one choose a supple sheepskin, one a lasso, seraklse a whip —
and the whinneying horses calling them from tibehimg rail.

The one whose job was horse-breaking* headethéocorral,
where the beast was waiting, snhorting fit to burs
wild and wicked as they come* and tearing itselbits.

And there the skilful gaucho, soon as he'd geiraon the colt,
would settle the leathers on his back and moumtskraight away...
A man shows, in this life, the craft God gavéiim.

And plunging around the clearing, the brute wdelar itself up
while the man was playing him with the round spuan his shoulders
and he'd rush out squirming with the leatherseaging loud.

Ah, what times they were! you felt proud to ke a man could ride.
When a gaucho really knew his job, even if thiewent right over backward,
not one of them wouldn't land on his feet with talter-rein in his hand.



And while some were breaking-in, others wentauthe land
and rounded up the cattle and got together theehoerds —
and like that, without noticing, theyd pass dlag, enjoying themselves.

And as night fell, you'd see them together agathe kitchen,
with the fire well alight and a hundred things to talk over —
they'd be happy, chatting together till after ¢hening meal.

And with your belly well filled it was a fine thg
to go to sleep the way things should be, iratimes of love —
and so to next day, to begin the work from thg laefore.

*

| remember--- ah, that was good! how the gaugta# around,
always cheerful and well mounted and willing faork...
But these days--- curseit!  you don't see theey're so beaten down.

Even the poorest gaucho had a string of matdmnonges,
he could always find some amusement, people reacty for anything....
Looking out across the land you'd see nothingchtite and sky.*

When the branding-time came round that was womkdrm you up!
What a crowd! lassooing the running steers amckdo hold and throw them....
What a time that was! in those days for sure d/sae some champions.

You couldn't call that work, it was more like arty —
and after a good throw when you'd managed ifutli)
the boss used to call you over to give you a swigjuor,

because the great jug of booze* always livedethierder the cart,
and anyone who wasn't shy, when he saw the qparn s
would take a hold on it fearlessly as an orphalhto the teat.

And the games that would get going when we wiref as together!
We were always ready for it, as at times likes#ho
a lot of neighbours would turn up to help out teégular hands.

For the womenfolk, those were days full of huang bustling
to get the cooking done and serve the peoplespipp
And so like this, we gauchos always lived in gratyle.

In would come the meat roast in the skin anddkgy stew,
cooked maize well ground, pies and wine of thet.he
But it has been the will of fate that all theBimgys should come to an end.

A gauchao'd live in his home country as safe gshamg,
but now -- it's a crime! things have got to bewsisted
that a poor man wears out his life running frw &uthorities.

Because if you set foot in your house and thedvi@ipds out about it,
he'll hunt you like a beast even if it makes yaife miscarry....
But there's no time that won't come to an end anape that won't break sometime.



And you can give yourself up for dead right awidthe Mayor catches you,
because he'll come down on you there and theh,aMiogging --
and then if a gaucho puts up a fight they catl hihard case.

They!ll bruise your back with beating and brealiryhead open for you,
and then without any more ado, bleeding as yewad all,
they lash your elbows together and head youn®istocks.

That's where your misfortunes start, and thatsresthe dance begins —
because now there' s no saving you, and whethelike or not
they send you off to the frontier,* or sling yoiio a regiment.

That was the way my troubles began, the sameaay another's.
If you like, I'll tell you... in more verses, wihve gone through.
Once you're done for, you can't be saved, nen &y the holy saints.

NOTES to I.2
1.2.3] la puchd] common euphemism fgyuta (whore)
1.2.6] matg (two syllables) a strong green tea made in alsgoaird or pot (anate)and sucked through a perforated
mouthpiece lfombillg). A stimulant and essential vitamin source for trezgers.

his girl] china, meaning indian woman, affectionately extended tocaiolla country girl. Legal marriage was
uncommon.

ponch@ made of two strips of cloth sewn with a spacetlfierhead, generally striped and fringed, esseatjalpment
as a cloak, blanket, or in fighting. See 1.7.18;19-30, etc.
1.2.9] horse-breakinpthe gaucho method was to dominate and exhaustatse by force and good balance. A good
domadorwas immensely respected. See I1.10 for the altiemenethod with the indians.

wicked as they corhbterally, "worse than your grandmother".
1.2.17]nothing but cattle and skthe flat treeless pampa, technically the plainich soil extending 300 miles inland and to
the south of Buenos Aires city (the "dry pampa"rermarren and less flat, extends beyond this, svBatagonia in the
south and the Andes mountains in the west). Thishedore its division with fences and more plaotati
1.2.19]liquor] cafig cane-liquor.Jug of boozén the next verse, in the original a pun repladagajuanademijohn) with
mamajuangmamar get drunk).
1.2.23]roast in the skiha delicacy. Meat was roasted on an upright spiting over an open fire.
1.2.25]Mayor] the civil authority in country districts, undéret JudgeMayor, Judge andCommandanof the militia) are
virtually interchangeable in the poem as represesitof corrupt authority.
1.2.28]frontier] frontier forts against the land still occupiedibglians, manned by recruited soldiers.

In my part of the land, at one time, | had cleldrcattle, and a wife;
but my sufferings began, they pitched me ouhé&oftontier —
and when | got back, what was | to find! a r@nd nothing more.

| lived peacefully in my cabin like a bird in itest,
my beloved children were growing up there at idgs..
When you're unhappy, all that's left you is toumm for good things that are lost.

What | enjoyed, in a country store* when there wast of a crowd
was to warm myself up a bit -- because whenHa a drink
the verses come from inside of me like water feomaterfall.



One day, there | was singing in the middle oigadarty,
and the Justice of the Peace* thought he'd ntakenbst of the occasion —
he appeared on the scene, and there and theradtibehwhole crowd rounded up.

The ones who knew best got away and managedépes
| didn't want to run off --  I'm a quiet one, atiére was no reason —
| stayed there quite calmly and so | let mysetf caught.

There was a gringowith a barrel-organ and a monkey that danced
who was making us laugh when the round-up canménto-
a huge fellow he was, and ugly! you should haenshow he cried.

Even an Englishman ditch-digger* who'd said i@ ldst war
that he wouldn't do the service because he ceonelfica-la-perra—
he had to escape as well and take cover in tlse*hi

Not even the people looking on were spared fil@slhumper catch;
the singer was yoked together with the gringo Wad the monkey —
only one, as a favour, the storeman's wife gehice.

They formed up a troop of recruits with the mieeytd caught at the dance;
they mixed us in with some others that they deal as well....
Even devils didn't think up the things you seesngmn here.

The Judge had taken against me the last timeagdédwote.*
I'd played it stubborn and | didn't go near hivattday --
and he said | was working for the ones inghsposition.*

And that's how | suffered the punishment for soneeelse's sins, maybe.
Voting lists may be bad or good, | always keepajsight —
I'm a gaucho through and through and these thing4 satisfy me.

As they sent us off, they made us more promisss &t an altar.
The Judge came and made us speeches, and tolahygimes,
"In six months' time, boys, theyll be going taitrelieve you".

| took a classy dark roan --* a real winner heyihe brute!
With him in Ayacucho* | won more money than thsrieoly water --
a gaucho always needs a good horse to get hitroadredit.*

And without any more ado | loaded up with therddsad:
saddle-rugs, poncho, everything there was imtuse, | took the lot —
| left my girl that day with hardly a shirt to hieack.

There wasn't a strap missing, | staked all | hiaat, time:
halter, tether, and leading-rein, lasso, bolad,lebbles....
People seeing me so poor today won't believihiall maybe!*

*

And so, with my dark roan tossing his head | nfadehe frontier.
| tell you, you ought to see the place they adibrt --
| wouldn't even envy a mouse who had to livehat hole.



Of all the wretched men who were there they hdeinbne go free.
The older ones grumbled, but when one made aleamhp
straight away they staked him out* and that waseihd of that.

At the evening roll-call the Chief showed us tmésnd,
saying, "Anyone who deserts will get five hundstiight.
We won't pull any punches — he'll find he'd bedyedead."

They didn't give arms to anyone because the wibblbere were
were being kept by the Colonel (so he said ahdlecasion)
so as to hand them out on the day if an invasaone.

At first they left us to laze around and grow fat
but afterwards -- | daren't tell you the thingatthappened next.
Curse it! they treated us the way you treat orais.

Because they'd go hitting you with their swomsyour back —
even though you weren't doing anything it was dmsd Palermo,*
they'd give you such a time in the stocks thaioitild leave you sick.

And as for indians* and army service -- therenttasven a barracks there.
The Colonel would send us out to go and workigrfikelds,
and we left the cattle on their own for the heathto carry off.

The first thing | did was sow wheat, then | madsorral;
| cut adobe for a wall, made hurdles, cut straw..
la puchalhowyou work and they don't even throw you a cent.*

And the worst of all that mess is that if youtsta get your back up,
they come down on you like lead... Who'd put uih\a hell like that!
If that's serving the Government | don't caretifier way they do it.

*

For more than a year they kept us at this hdrdug
and the indians, you may be sure, came in wherbey liked —
as nobody went after them they were never inramgy.

Sometimes, when the look-out patrol came baak fitee plain, they'd say
that we ought to be on the alert, the indiansweoving in,
because they'd found some tracks or the car¢asmare.*

Only then the order would go out for us to forhne,
and we'd turn up at the fort bareback, even twacla,
unarmed -- half a dozen poor beggars going aittquget scared.

And now the fuss began, all for show, naturally,
of them teaching army drill to the crowd of gaochcruits,
with an instructor, a... fool who'd never learistjbb.

Then they'd give out the arms to defend theffoations,
which consisted of pikes and old swords tied tiogiewith strips of hide --
the firearms | don't count because there wagmaunition.



(And one of the sergeants, when he was drunkd na they did have some,
but that they used to sell it for hunting ostesh-
so that was how they went day and night blastingy at the birds.)

And when the indians went off with whatever thdgoted,
we'd set out in a great hurry chasing after them
if they didn't take more with them it's becauseythadn't found it.

And there truly you see misfortune and tearssaritkrings.
No one asks the indians for mercy -- where thegpk in
theyll steal and kill all they come across &amdn down the settlements.

Even the poor little angels aren't saved froeirtfury --
old men, boys and children, they kill them altlie same way --
an indian fixes everything with his spear anctk y

Your flesh shakes to see them, their manes fliyirtge wind,
reins in their left hand and spear in the right —
they break through wherever they turn, as the@'spear-thrust goes wide.

They ride tremendous distances from deep insidelesert,
and so they arrive half dead of hunger and thinst fatigue --
but an indian's like the ant that stays awakéatregd day.

He knows how to handlie bolas* as no one else can handle them —
as his enemy moves away he'll sling off a locdk b
and if it reaches him it won't leave him alive.

And an indian is tough as a tortoise, to finish-o
if you do get to spill his guts it won't even wpohim,
he'll stuff them back in a moment, hunch down galtbp away.

They used to plunder as they pleased and thehoffescot-free.
They took the captive women with them, and weeneld that sometimes
poor women, they used to cut the skin off thegtf alive.

Curse it, if your heart didn't break seeing smynerimes!
Not even able to gallop we'd follow them far lmehi-
and how could we have caught up with them ondlweken-down old nags!

After two or three more days we would turn backhte fort
with our horses dropping by the road -- and sb someone could sell it,
we'd round up the cattle they'd left straggliediind.

*

Once, out of the many times when we rushed celessly,
the indians landed on us with such a raid angkarsattack
that from that time onwards people lost theiveer

They'd been hiding in ambush, behind some highmind.
You should have seen your friend Fierro flinchasgif he was soft!
They shot out like popcorn the moment a cow-tzelh.



Although there were a good many of them we tasksband where were.
In a moment we formed up the few men that we-had
and they charged us in a line beating their nmutith their hands.

They came on in a stampede that made the grdwicks..
I'm not lame when there's fighting to be done,t Ibwas in a sweat
because | was riding a half-wild horse that#dght in the hills.

What a yelling, what a racket! what a rate theyed at!
The whole of that indian band landed on us haywin
puchd they scattered us like a herd of wild mares.

And the mounts those heathens had! like a flh&y, were so fast.
They clashed into us, and then in the confusion
take one -- leave one -- they picked us off \iliir spears.

Anyone who gets lanced by them is not likelyegoaver....
Finally, to make the story short, we got outhafse hills
like a flock of pigeons flying away from hawks.

You have to admire the skill of the way they Haralspear.
They never give up a chase and they pressed aftesais --
we were in such a hurry we could have jumped twehorses' ears.

And just to add to the fun at the height of dsger,
up came an indian frothing at the mouth withdmear in his hand,
yelling out,Christian finish  Spear go in up to feathiér

He rushed at me screaming stretched flat aloadpdinse's ribs,
brandishing over his arm a lance long as a lassoo
one false move, and that devil will have me affwva swing of the shaft.

If I lose my head or hesitate | won't escape;gieertain.
I've always been pretty tough, but on that ocrasi
my heart was bumping like the throat of a toad.

God forgive that savage the way he wanted tonget..
I got out my Three Maries* and led him on, dodgiound --
puchd if I hadn't had bolas he'd have had my gutt diag.

He was the son of a chieftain according to whatihd out --
the truth of the matter was he had me very wdrineeed --
till finally, with a bolas-swing | got him dowoif his horse.

| threw myself off right away and stood on hisslder-blades.
He started making faces and trying to hide hisath--
but | performed the holy deed of stretching hiumaold.*

There he stayed as a landmark and | jumpedshdrse.
I made off fast from the indians as if they caugk, it meant death --
and in the end | escaped from them by the skimyfeeth.*

NOTES to I.3
1.3.3] country stor¢ pulperia the centre of social activity in country settletse



1.3.4] Justice of the Peater Judge — see note at |.2.26.
1.3.6] gringq] a foreigner, in Argentina at that time an immigf;eoften Italian, also British (including Irish).
1.3.7] ditch-digget ditches were for draining, or on boundaries iagtef fencing. (There was an abandoned scheme for a
great ditch to defend the frontier.)

Inca-la-perrd Inglaterra=England;perra=bitch. A common type of joke with an unfamiliar word delilately
mispronounced to make it incongruous or suggediileer examples at 1.5.9; 11.16.2, etc.

hills] the typical pampa is dead flat until its morese" outskirts are reached (see note at 1.2.1®reTis a small
range of hills at Tandil, about 200 miles soutlBo&nos Aires.
1.3.10]had to votgvoting is obligatory in Argentine elections.

propositior) humorous mistaken word, as at 11.24.4, etc.

1.3.13]dark roar literally, moro ("Moor"). Technically, black with a few white haigiving purple lights to the coat. Dark-
coloured horses were highly prized; Viscacha'séhesas anoro(11.14.3) and the indian's (11.10.3) "a black witlia
mark". See also note at 11.13.2.

Ayacuchpa town in Buenos Aires province.

a bit of credij i.e. to bet on.
1.3.15]bolag see note at verse 36 below.

seeing me so popa gaucho's harness and equipment were the sigis afealth.

1.3.17] staked him olisee 1.5.13 for a description of this punishment.
1.3.18] pull any punchgditerally, "make him smoke strong tobacco".
1.3.21] Palermd residence of the tyrant Rosas (ruled 1835-5Zheroutskirts of Buenos Aires.
1.3.22]indians] the "indians " ifMartin Fierro are the Pampa indians, one of several nomadgstobiginating with the
Araucanas of Chile, that spread eastwards as tisediand cattle abandoned by the first Spanistoestglmultiplied into
wild herds. They adopted the horse and lived alranstely on near-raw meat and blood (details is tanto and in Part Il,
cantos 2-10, are accurate). Other Amerindian @jouis with more knowledge of agriculture, etc. (entcivilised") were
in the north-west (on the fringes of the formermampire), cruelly exploited by the Spanish, amdGaranies in the north-
east (from what became Paraguay), who mingled seittiers after the Jesuit settlements were abadddhe Pampa
indians were never "civilised" and the governmeas wever strong enough to contain them. They eckeghincreasingly
until in the expeditions under General Rocas irdl&Td 1883 they were exterminated; survivors werelly resettled.
(See 11.15.12.) A classic first-hand account, remitemporary with the poem, Ecursion to the Ranquele Indialog
Lucio V.Mansilla, published in 1870.
1.3.23]cen{ real, a small coin.
1.3.26] carcas$ the indians habitually ate horse-meat.
1.3.36]bolag or boleadorasoriginally an indian weapon, adopted by gauch®gsometimes 2) balls of stone covered with
leather are attached to joined plaited ropes; geeerally shorter) held in the hand, the othersladiiand sent flying. For
the bolas in action, see verses 52-53, and 11.9.5-3
1.3.49]feathet i.e. the tuft of feathers behind the spear-head.
1.3.52} Three Mariefthe three balls of the bolas (from the nameliergtars in Orion's Belt — see 1.9.11).
1.3.54] stretching him out colditerally, "making him stretch out his muzzle'egsalso 1.9.42).
1.3.55] by the skin of my tedthiterally, "with the string still round my leg".

4

I'll carry on with this story though it's too gty half ...
Just imagine, if you can, how I'd be on my guard
after I'd saved my skin from a danger cruel as ¢tme

| won't be telling you about our pay, because kiat well out of sight.
At times we'd reach the state of howling from gy —
the cash never got to us that we were hoping for.

And we went around so filthy it was horrible tmk at us.
| swear to you, it hurt you to see those merChgist!
I've never seen worse poverty in all my bitcladife.

| hadn't even a shirt nor anything that was tike —
the only use my rags were in the end, was td tigifire...
There's no plague like an army fort to teach a toaendure.



Poncho, saddle-rugs, harness, my clothes, tims ofi my belt,*
| tell you, the whole lot got left one by one the barrack-store ...
The rats and the poverty had got me half crayeablw.

Only one rough blanket was all that was left &8 m
I'd acquired it playingaba* and that just served to cover me ...
The lice that got in there wouldn't leave -- Bw@en with a free pardon.

And on top of that, even my dark roan slippedrfraut of my hands.
I'm not a fool, but | tell you, brother ... th@@mandant came up one day,
saying he wanted him, "to teach him how to eaingi*

So imagine, anyone, the state your friend heeina
on foot with his navel showing, poor and naked a&orn out --
they couldn't have treated me worse even as iglpuent.

And so the months passed by and the next yeag,cam
and likewise, everything went on just as it daddoe —
all done on purpose, seemingly, to drive the there mad.

We gauchos weren't allowed to do anything ofawn
except to go out at dawn when no indians weraratp
to hunt with bolas in the open country and rige Government horses lame.

And we'd turn up at the camp with our mounts done
but someimes pretty well provided with featheemtl a few hides,
that we'd trade in right there with the keepethefstore.

*

The man who kept the store was a friend of thefCh
He gave us mate and tobacco in exchange fordtnielo feathers --
even a glint of silver, if you'd brought him aléi

All his stock was a few bottles and some bamk nothing in them,
and yet he'd be selling people anything theyiredu-
some of them believed it was the Quartermasieote he had there.

He never went short of a thing, that crafty tradarse him!
and as for greed, he'd swallow anything, just &k ostrich —
the men used to call it the Store Where Anytl@ags.*

Although it's fair that the man who's selling slibbite off a bit for himself,
he stretched the point so far that with those bmitles he had
he loaded up whole carts-full of feathers angédrair and skins.

He had us all noted down with more reckonings tesary,
when they announced a payment or an Advanceviieey going to give out,
but the Lord knows who the fox was ate that uihatPaymaster's.

Because | never saw it come, and a good manyaftgrsthat,
in the same store-house, they gaceealit —
which people accepted, very pleased to getsthal amount.



Some of them took out their clothes which thegdthere in pawn,
others gave up the money for debts which weredmee...
When the party was done, the store-keeper wawilksf the whole heap.

*

| leant back against a post giving them timeay, p
and putting a good face on it | was acting dumb,
waiting for them to call me to collect my dole.

But | might just as well have stayed there stiacthat post for ever.
It was almost evening-prayer time and nobodyedathe ...
Things were looking murky, and | began to feelagye

To get rid of my hunger pains | saw the Majord arent up to him.
| started edging up to him, and pretending tslinpel said,
"Maybe tomorrow... they'l finish paying us?"

"What d'you mean, tomorrow!" he answered backtrayvay.
"The payment's finished now, trust you to beeedy brute!"
| gave a laugh and said, "l.... haven't evendaent."

He opened his eyes so wide they nearly fell sfffiéce,
and right there he said again staring fit toreatup,
"So what do you expect to get if you haven't@othe list!"

"This is a fine way to make a mess of things,%aid to myself privately,
"It's two years I've been here and I've seerarga@nt so far.
| get into all the fighting but | don't get orttee list!"

| could see it was a tricky case, and didn't viantait any longer.
It's as well to live peaceably with whoever'sammand of us —
and so, retreating backwards, | started to naovay.

The Commandant heard all about it and calledrfemext day,
telling me that he wanted to get things straigétkeout --
that this wasn't like Rosas's time,* no one vedisdwing these days.

He called the Corporal and the Sergeant anththery began —
whether I'd come to the camp at this time, oratner,
and whether I'd come on a colt of my own, oraegoment horse, or a wild one.

And it was all a lot of fuss about nothing, amaypacting.
| could see it was all a trick for them to gdtda my purse -
but if I'd gone to the Colonel they'd make me ptzim at the stakes.

The sons of bitches — | hope their greed wilit $pem down the seams.
Not even a bit of tobacco do they give the pearuit,
and he's skinny as a mountain deer,* they kéepsb underfed.

But what could | do against them, like an ostgbick in the wilds!
All | could do was give up for dead so as ndbéoworse off still ...
So | acted sleepy in front of them, though Ietyy well wide awake.



NOTES to .4

1.4.5] coins off my bejtor "buttons" of silver or gold, the gaucho's mpneserve. (See also 1.7.3, 11.22.6.)
1.4.6] tabd a dice game, using a cow's knuckle-bone.

1.4.7] to eat graifj i.e. a high-class diet.

I.4.11]feather$ ie. ostrich feathers.

1.4.14]Where Anything Gogsterally, "the store of Virtue".

1.4.16]reckoning$ cuentas meaning both "beads" and "accounts".

1.4.26]Rosas's timeThe recent dictator, famed for rough justice.g 8#roduction, and 1.3.21.)
1.4.29]mountain dedrguanaco

| was getting hopeless, waiting for an opportynit
when the indians would raid us, so that in the&flesion
| could turn outlaw on them and go back to my Bom

You couldn't call that service nor defending fitoatier,
it was more like a nest of rats where the steshgne plays the cat —
it was like gambling with a loaded dice.

Everything there works the wrong, way round, oklturn into labourers,
and go round the settlements out on loan for work
they join them up again to fight when the indiahbers break in.

In this merry-go-round, I've seen many officetsovowned land,
with plenty of work-hands and herds of cattle ahdep —
I may not be educated but I've seen some uglgdea

And | take it they're not interested in gettihings put straight --
if it was for that, the officer even though hays there in charge,
would need no more than his poncho and sword, handorse and his duty.

And so, then, when | saw there was no curingdrstase,
and that if | stayed there I'd maybe find my grav
| thought the safest thing would be to make aenov

*

And then on top of it all, one night what a stakbut they gave me!
They nearly pulled me out of joint all becausa dittle quarrel --
curse it, they stretched me out just like a frieisle!

| never shall forget how it happened to me thakti
One night, | was coming in to the fort when ohéhe regulars,
On duty, who was fairly drunk -- failed to recaggme.

He was a gringo who talked so thick no one unidetswhat he said.
Lord knows where he can have come from! he w&nistian, probably,
as the only thing he said was he wd&ap-oli-tano*



He was on sentry-duty, and on account of thekdreid had
he couldn't see me too well and that was alktheas to it --
the fool got a fright about nothing and | wag tefpay the bill.*

When he saw me coming he called\adito deré
| dare, | answered -- Ands oophe screamed at me —
and | said, very quietly,Andthesoup'swhat you'll end in!*

Just then -- Christ save me! | heard the gunhcelick.
| ducked, and that moment the brute let off & shone —
being drunk, he fired without aiming, or | wonldbe telling the tale.

No need to say, at the sound of the shot the svaggt started buzzing.
Out came the officers, and so the fun began --
the gringo stayed at his post and | went to takiisg-ground.

They stretched me on the earth  between fourrieigo
The Major camealong, fairly stinking, and started screaming out
"Il teach you, you devil, to go around claimipay!"

They tied four girth straps to my hands and msi$1e
| put up with their hauling without letting outsgueak,
and all through the night | cursed that gringib] tvore him out.

*

I don't know why the Government sends us, out bethe frontier,
these gringos that don't even know how to haadierse --
when they send a gringo, you'd think it was s&md of a wild animal.

They do nothing but make more work -- they cavén put a saddle on.
They're no use even for cutting up carcasses, |"andften seen
that even when the steers were down they woujdnp to them.

And their worships spend their time clucking awagses together,
till one of the recruits comes along to servertheth their roast meat --
and then it's true, they're so dainty they laké& tich men's sons.

If it's hot, they're no good for anything, ifitezes, they're all shivering.
Unless you offer it, they don't smoke so as aqiay for tobacco —
and when they do get hold of a wad of it thewlsiteoff each other.

When it rains they huddle up like a dog, whemers thunder —
the devil! all they're good for is to live likeomen --
and they've no scruples at taking ponchos whactit dbelong to them.

As look-outs, they're good as blind -- in faariéis nothing they do know —
there's not one of them can learn, seeing songethibss the skyline,
to tell if it's a bunch of ostriches, or a manaohorse, or a cow.

If they go out chasing the raiders, after a fduss
they all get sore legs in a minute and starréop dbehind like wreckage ...
Dealing with them is like putting eggs to hatctuer a cat.



NOTES to I.5

1.5.4] merry-go-round in the original,milonga— one of many dance-names used ironically (eegl.4&.10).

1.5.7] curse it] ahijuna ="whoreson", contraction ay hijo de ungdputd , but no attempt has been made to translate
consistently. Curses in the original poem genetealye a letter changed as a euphemism.

1.5.8] one of the regulaissoldiers engaged for a fixed time were often igmants, and had advantages over the gaucho
recruits.

1.5.9] Pap-oli-tangd i.e. napolitanqg from Naples, as were many immigrants (see |.8d71623.1).

1.5.10]1 was left to pay the bjlliterally, "I was the turkey at the wedding féasti.e. came off worst.

I.5.11]and the soup'stc.] untranslateable puns on the gringo's pid&gianish. In the original the sentry sayen vivore
instead ofquien vive("who goes there")which Fierro turns taue viborag"what snakes"); and thdrargartofor haga alto
("halt") which Fierro makes intlargarto ("lizard", i.e. coward).

Now we're just coming to the saddest part ofstoey,
even though the whole of my life is nothing buthain of troubles —
every unhappy soul is glad to sing of its suffgsi.

About that time they started rounding up horses,
and collecting the recruits and keeping thendieshe fort
ready for an expedition to take the indians bysse.

They informed us that we'd go without taking €ant baggage
to attack the savages right in their own camp —
and when we got back they'd pay us and dischltheggaucho force.

And that for this expedition we'd got this to kamrward to:
very shortly there was coming (according to whatChief said)
a Minister or Lord knows what who they calledn Gander*

He was going to join together all the army araribgiments,
and he'd bring some cannons, with a lot of grooViée the stripes on mattress ticking --*
pucha.. there was no end to the talk that went oruglto

But the kind of fox | am won't be caught by these of tricks.
Whether this Gander comes or goes doesn't nmatieh to an outlaw ...
| left someticking behind me too -- drawn in the store-keeper's ook

I've never been caught sleeping, I'm always reayquick to act:
| am a man, Christ save me! that nothing hasetlito a coward,
and I've always fallen on my feet* from the daisgéve been in.

I've earned my living by my work ever since | veashild,
and though I've always stayed low down and dam@iv what it means to rise high --
too much of suffering, curse it! can tire us @g,well.

For all I'm ignorant, | can tell that | don't edun the world.
| can act like a hare or a hound according tdithes —
but the men who rule us should play their partd eare for us a bit, also.



One night, when the Chief and the Justice oPbace
were cracking a bottle together over a game imfs;ca
| wouldn't wait any longer -- | took a horse daded from sight.

For me the land's all flowers as soon as | feelfiee:
wherever my fancy takes me | can turn my stag there --
even in the dark | find my way wherever | wait, $ure.

I getin and out of danger and disasters doaltsme,
| don't give way at the first attack, and | newas a fool --
| can find my way as well as a pig, and | soanéd up at my home.

| was returning after three years of sufferingraach for nothing,
a deserter, naked and penniless, in search eiter life --
and like an armadillo* | headed straight for ngnd

| found not a trace of my cabin: there was ohky émpty shell.*
Christ! if that weren't a sight to bring sorroawiour heart....
| swore at that moment to be pitiless as a wdadh.

Is there anyone who'd not feel the same with somto bear!
| can tell you that | burst out into tears, lkk@&voman —
ah God, but | was left sadder than Holy Thursday!

All there was to be heard was the mewing of alegtthad survived.
Poor beast, it had been sheltering nearby, is@gha~hole —*
it came up as if it knew that | had come back dom

When | went, | left the cattle which were alltthawned --
according to what the Judge promised we should hame back soon afterwards,
and the wife, until then, was to look after tmegerty.

Later, a neighbour told me the land had beemddifrom them,
they had sold the cattle to pay off the rent,
and Lord knows what other stories --  but it BHdjone to ruin.

The boys, poor little things, among so many tlesib
had taken service as work-hands -- but how weg tjoing to work
when they were like young pigeons not yet fingsfeathering!

They must be wandering somewhere, enduring o@l tate --
theyve told me that the eldest would never ldasdrother --
maybe some christian soul will take them in, aiupity.

And my poor wife, God knows what she must havéesed!
They tell me that she flew off with some kindeo$parrow-hawk —
no doubt to find the bread that | was not thergitve her.

It often happens that someone needs what songeméas too much of:
If she hadn't a penny left but a swarm of chifgre
what else could she do, poor woman, so as reiatue to death!



Maybe I'll not see you again love of my heart!
God grant you his protection since he didn't give me —
and from this place now | send my blessing orsomns.

They'll be wandering motherless like babes fromdrphanage —
already left without a father -- that's how fats abandoned them,
with no one to protect then, nor even a dog t& bathem.

Poor little creatures, maybe they've no placghtdter in,
nor a roof to stand under nor a corner to cregyp i
nor a shirt to put on them, nor a poncho to célvremselves.

And people will see them suffer without pityirigetn, maybe —
it could be that sometime, though they see taejiivering,
theyll push them out from the fireside to gedrthout of the way.

And when they find they're chased away as yoselo#f a dog,
Martin Fierro's sons will go  with their tails beten their legs,
in search of kinder souls or to hide somewhetaeénills.

But I'll ask for my turn to throw in this games waell.
| owe nothing to anyone, | ask no quarter noegiv-
and no one from this day on will catch me inrtbese.

| acted quietly at first and now I'll live outsidhe law.
This is the sad state I'm in  although I've be@ileeply wronged --
| was born and grew up on the land,* but | knbe world by now.

I know its tricks by now, | know its crooked ways
I know how they fix the game and twist and hantte
I will undo this tangled knot even if it costs mmgy life.

And you'd better put up with it, if you don't car® get mixed up in this dirty business,
or if not, clear out of it* or emigrate to anothend —
but I live like a wild cat* after they've stolés young.

Though many think that a gaucho feels no more fF&n a worn-out horse,
you won't find one of them who's not bowed dowrsbrrows....
But a man must not weaken while there's bloadnetis veins.

NOTES to I.6
1.6.4] Don Gande} Martin de Gainzagansagoose) was Minister of War in Sarmiento's govenmmm&863-74.
1.6.5] groove$ i.e. riflings.

mattress tickinpthick striped material used to cover mattresses.
1.6.7] fallen on my fegtas when horse-taming (see 1.2.9)
I.6.13]armadillo] peludqg the commonest term for the animal (there areraévarieties).
1.6.14]empty she]ltapera(a ruin) is said to derive from indian words meagriigone away".
1.6.16] viscacha-holpviscachas (hare-sized rodents) live in warrdaesdabbits — a danger to riders and cattle (s&e.ll)
1.6.29]on the land literally, "on an estancia".
1.6.31]clear out of it]literally, "pull your hat down", i.e. to run awagde Il 14.14).

wild caf tigre, here and elsewhere, probably refers to the vakouls of jaguarlé6n meaning the puma).



| found | was the wild card in the game not knagvvhere to go —
and then they said | was a vagrant* and starbethding me.

Troubles never grow smaller, they grow biggetr blyibit —
and so it was, | soon found myself forced to keepunning away.

| had neither wife nonome and | was a deserter besides:
I had no decent clothes at all, and not a siogile on my belt.

I thought that | might find my poor sons again --
and | went round from one place to another witlenough even to smoke.

One day -- worse luck -- | discovered there waardy somewhere nearby,
and half hopelessly | went there to see the dance

| found so many friends joining in the dancing
that from happiness at being with them | goteyditunk, that night.

That time as never before the drink made me wdight --
and | started it with a black man,* who'd broughtblack girl riding behind him.

When | saw the darky girl arriving  with her nasehe air,
| said to her tipsily, "Just look whasooving in!" *

The black girl understood what I'd meant andgitzoff she answered back --
looking at me as if | was a dog -- "It's your &t who was theow!"

And she went in to the dance, very haughty, withdness in a train like a fox's brush,*
making her teeth flash white just like popcorn.

"Pretty black girl" said I, " a nice mattresyou'd make for me ..."
and then | started humming this catchy littlemiey

"God made the white men, Saint Peter made therhro

and the Devil made the black ones for coal tgkbe hell-fires goin' "
The darky'd been getting his temper up ever sivegere outside —
his eyes were blazing like lamps in the dark.

| could see he was sore at me -- | went up aitbtedim quick
"Maybe you're a bifuzzy.. in the head but there's no need to get amhbye

He pranced about in his big boots, and feelimy sare of himself,
"It's you who's théuzzyone you dirty gaucho," he said.

And he went for me like a shot, as if he was ingKor the best place to split me --
and | obliged him with a crack from the pot ofi.gi

Right away Sooty started squealing, louder thhttle pig --
and pulling out his knife he rushed at me yelling



| gave a jump and cleared a space, saying aralind
Let me deal with this bull, gentlemen -- | wasrbalone, that's how I'll die."

Atfter he'd been hit, the black man had wrappsedgbncho round his arm,*
and he said "You'll soon find out if it's aloneim company!"

And while he was tucking up his clothes | tookmal spurs,*
as | suspected this character might not be lec¢asily.

There's nothing like danger to wake you up if's@drunk --
even your sight gets clear however much you'adlewed.

The black man rushed at me as if he wanted tmeaip —
he aimed two strokes at me straight off and dé&shboth of them.

I had a long knife with an S-guard with a bladi@ure steel.*
| struck at him -- he dodged it -- and the dac&yne on blind.

And | dealt him one with the flat of my knife hgbetween the horns,
and sent him along the ground  squirming just ksquib.

The fuzz on his head turned red with the bloodfthe wound --
and he came on again, furious as a wild cat out}s.

He sent his knife flashing right past my eyes --
and with the point of it he cut me on one cheek.*

The blood boiled in my veins and | closed in loa dlarky —
letting him have it cut and thrust to leave opgildess in the world.

Finally, in one attack 1 lifted him on the knie
and | threw him against the fence like a sackldfoones.

He kicked a few times and then he gave his lasp g-*
the death throes of that black man is a thihgdt forget.

At this point, up came the black girl with helesyred as chille,
and poor thing, there she started howling lilsh@wolf.

I'd have liked to give her a whack to seedf ghut her up —
but on second thoughts | realized it wouldn'jus then,
and | decided not to beat her out of respecthferdeceased.

| cleaned my knife on the grass, | untied my,colt
I mounted slowly, and went off at a jog trot, sogs the low lands.

Later | heard that in the end they didn't everediim a wake —
and they buried him wrapped up in a hide withenen saying a prayer.

And ever since that time, they say, in the sfilihe night
there appears a ghostly glimmer* as if from desurfg soul.

And sometimes | think what I'll do so that he Wwaniffer so long,
is take his bones out from that place and stiektinto the burial-ground.



NOTES to I.7.

1.7.1] vagranf under vagrancy laws men could be punished orargoied unless they could prove employment — hence
many abuses (see 1.8.11-16, 11.27.26).

1.7.7] a black mahdescendants of freed slaves were numerous iRitlex Plate countries at the time of the poemjy|dte
uncertain reasons, in Argentina they virtually gizeared .

1.7.8] moo-ving inetc] examples of untranslateable "hidden wordégpofor insults): in the originaaca(cow) hidden irva
cayendo gentépeople arriving). Another in verses 14-15.

1.7.14-15]fuzzyetc] the "hidden word" insult herep®rrudo (fuzzy-haired) irpor rudo que..(however rough...).
1.7.19]round his arnpi.e. as a shield.

1.7.20]1 took off my spullsso they wouldn't tangle in his loose pants. Gaudothes consisted of shirt, long loose pants,
over these thehiripa, a cloth looped under the legs and tied withshsand of course the poncho. Loose clothes dmild
a danger when fighting (see 1.9.19, 11.9.11).

1.7.23] pure stedlgauchos knives were long, often made from brakeards, hence the value of a true blade.

1.7.26]cut me on one chefelin unforgiveable offence. Fierro uses it to erdusnself in 11.11.[1605].

1.7.29]his last gaspliterally, "sang for the slaughter-house". Fielaiter tells his sons, "Blood that is spilt willves / be
forgotten, till the day you die" (11.32.25).

1.7.30]like a she-wolfpoetic licence — probably inherited European ierg@s with "lion", "eagle" etc. (There are no
wolves in South Americd.oboalso means "seal" or "sealion”, which there anethis seems less likely.)

1.7.33]a ghostly light luz mala— will o' the wisp or marsh gas, source of marpesstitions.

Another time, | was in an eating-house havingf@rnoon drink,
when a gaucho turned up, a famous boaster gbtarfj and for acting tough.

When he got there, he rode his horse right ugutiek porch --*
and | stayed by the counter without saying amghi

He was the bully of that neighbourhood, and ne stood up to him
because he had influence with his worship the @andant.*

And as he was protected he went around fullrsf ai
and anyone who was badly off he'd sweep outoiMaiy.

Poor man -- he must have thought to himself lile&d got life and to spare —
no one would have said that Death was lying iit fga him.

But that's what happens in the world, that's Huwsad life is —
both the good luck and the bad are hidden foofalis.

He threw himself off, and as he came in he gasfeawe to a Basque* who was there,
and pushed a half-bottle at me saying, "Haverkdbrother-in-law —"
"It's on your sister's side, then," | answered'tm not worried about mine."

"Ha, gaucho," he replied, "whereabouts can yotrdra —
maybe there's a grave looking out for you -- gaust have a tough skin --
but there's no calf that's going to bleat anywehiéis bull roars!"



And we were at each other already, because thatwasn't slow —
but as | don't lose my head and I'm pretty qoitkhe mark,
I left him showing his guts from a back-strokehamy knife.

And as | wasn't in favour with the law therealsput
as soon as | saw him kicking and the store-kesfpeted yelling,
| went straight out to the hitching-rail trying lmok innocent.

*

I mounted, and trusting to God made for anotlnsridt --
because a gaucho they call a vagrant can hapkaoe of his own,
so he lives from one trouble to the next lamentimat he has lost.

He's always on the run, always poor and hounded:
he has neither a hole nor a nest as if thereavwasse on him....
To be a gaucho ... God damn it, to be a gauchaigne.

He's like the Government post-horses, one lebwesanother takes him on —
and there's no end to this sport — since he veadd he's like
a young tree growing without shelter on a hill.

They splash the christening-water on a child biorite wilds —
"Find yourself a mother to look after you!" sdlye priest, and turns him loose,
and he starts out to cross the world like a dgnkiéh its burden.

And he grows up like an unshorn sheep livinginthe cold winds,
while his father's in the ranks serving the Gowegnt --
even though he's shivering in winter no one hefpsshelters him.

If they catch him enjoying himself they call hardrunk,
and he's a "bad character” if they find him daace --
if he puts up a fight, he's doing wrong, andefdoesn't, he's... done for.

He has no children and no wife, no friends, amame to protect him:
since everyone's his master and no one's ondas s
he lives like an ox -- and what's the fate obarwhen it can't plough?*

His home is the wild grassland, his shelter é&sdbsert plain;
and when he's half starving if he lassoos a iyepdalf
they hound him close as a lawsuit because Hegaueho thief".

And if one day they strike at him and turn hinfiyeep,
there's not a pitying soul who'll say a prayerHion --
theyll throw him into a hole maybe, like a stdng.

He makes no money in peace-time and he's thedigo to war;
if he goes wrong, they don't forgive him as tdewn't know how to forgive --
because the only use a gaucho is in this larid,vste.

It's for him there are prison cells, the cruaeblgaare made for him;
nothing's right that comes out of his mouth eteugh he's got every right --
because the rights of poor men are like bellser@advood.



Put up with it, and you're an ignorant fool -- ydfu don't, you're a hard case.
Go on -- beat him, lash him! that's all he's gtwd..
For anyone born a gaucho this is his cursed fate.

So come on fate -- let's go together since tagyetle were born:
and as we live together and can never separate,
I'll use my knife to clear the path we have tceta

NOTES to 1.8

1.8.2] under the porchinsulting behaviour, as if he owned the placa$hs were tied to the hitching-rail).
1.8.3] the Commandapt.e. of the local militia, in charge of recruigiimen and horses.

1.8.7] a BasqugBasques formed a considerable number of immigrgsge also 11.14.8).

1.8.17]fate of an ox.].i.e. he goes to the slaughterhouse. (A Spanistepb.)

9

I lived the life of an outlaw, and never stayedene people lived.
| used to go there in the daytime -- but | wagagls up on the roof
like acaranchqg* spying out for the police.*

A gaucho who's in trouble lives like a hunted,fox
until he makes the slightest slip and the dogsiém to bits —
as even the man who's most careful always makae sistake.

And at that hour of the evening when everythitsfasleep,
and the world seems to enter into a life of pucedm,
he makes his way to the grasslands with sorrduisisoul.

The little lamb is bleating by the side of theitstewe,
and the tethered calf calls out to the cow asmbnees away —
but a gaucho in his misfortune has no one to hiearcry.

And so, when night came on | would go and seekamy
since where the wild cat makes its den a maricams well —
and | didn't want the police-troop surroundingimea house.

Even though when they come for you they're owiyng their duty,
| see things another way and that's a rule Ibiye
that no gaucho with any pride should fight whibiere are women.

And I'd go off on the plain all alone, wild asleer,
to look for a ruined cabin to shelter in, liketeay dog,
or to spend the night stretched out in a viscacdaen.*

Without an aim or a fixed course in that immepsit
with that great darkness round him, a gaucho sdéma a ghost --
out there, the authorities will never catch hsteap.



Courage is his hope, caution is his protection,
his horse means safety -- and you live in walclefs
with no help except from heaven and no friencepkgour knife.

*

And so one night, | was out there gazing assthes,
which it seems are more beautiful the more unygp are,
and that God must have created them for us tbdomfort there.

A man feels love for them, and it's always witt jo
that he sees the Three Maries* coming out -- Umeavhen there's been rain,
as soon as it clears, on the pampa, the stassgaecho's guide.

Your Professors are no good here, experiendétisad counts.
Here, those people who know everything wouldrsme little they know —
because this has another key to it, and a gakmbvws what it is.

It's a sad thing to spend whole nights out inntindst of the plain,
gazing at the stars that God created, in theirse
without any company except the wild beasts, yand loneliness.

As | was saying.... there | was in that solitpligce
with that great darkness round me, letting theddiear my complaints —
when the cry of @hajabird.* made me prick up my ears.

| flattened myself on the ground like a worm,listen --
soon | heard the beating of horses' hoofs —
and | could tell straight off there were riderg-good many of them.

When a man's in danger he shouldn't be too cemntfid
so | fixed all my attention stretched there belbwn,
and before long I'd heard a sound like the clafrd sword.

They were coming so stealthily it put me on myrgi
maybe they'd spotted me  and were coming to pickipne
but I wouldn't run off as that's the coward's \oay.

Straight away, | crossed myself and took a swigjm,
bending over the bottle curled up like an armadi
"If they're going to pay my wages" | said, "itght as well be now."

| slipped off my spurs so as not to be fightinghackles;
| rolled up my pants and. fixed my belt good &éigtt --*
and on a tuft of grass | tried the edge of myekni

| tied my horse to a clump of grass* to have héady at hand,
| fixed his girth -- and with my back against him
in that hour of danger, | waited for them, quigm.

When | heard them near me and that they'd stopgktthere,
my hair stood up on end -- and though my eyesdodusee anything,
"Don't fret, you'll get what you want!"* | said them as they came up.



| wanted to let them know they'd got a man td deth:
I knew what they'd come for, and just becausbaif
I had first haul at them, not waiting for thealldo give myself up.

"You're an outlaw" said one of them, acting \otis,
You've killed a coloured man and another onestoee,
and this is the police here come to settle yoapants —
theyll make you pay for it if you resist themvwnt*

"Don't you come to me" | answered, "with talesuatidead men --
this is another matter, see if you can come aag --
I'm not surrendering even if you all come at ohce

But they didn't wait any longer and dismountée, whole crowd.
With so many of them, they surrounded me liketimgra wild dog --
| called on the saints to help me and got a baldhy knife.

And just then | saw the flash of a shot from a gu
but that shirker's* feeble luck decided to maka miss me —
and right there | lifted him on my knife, likesardine.

Another one was in a hurry getting his bolas-eut
I went for him just once and let him have a toatbteel,
and he bolted straight off, like a dog when saomeetveads on his tail.

They were getting so worried, and getting so dese
that the whole lot came at me just where | waseetting them —
they fell on top of each other and couldn't sedriing.

Two of them who had swords and were more bolddaniohg
stopped, facing me, with their ponchos around #rens — *
and they rushed at me both at once like dogsfii¢he leash.

I moved backwards, as a trick, and threw my ponuotront of me —
and when one clumsy fool put his foot on it
| gave it a sudden pull and flung him onto hiskba

When he found he was on his own the other orgpstbshort,
so then | went for him without giving him time boeathe --
but he'd begun to give way already and shotilo#fa... flash.*

One of them had the blade of some shears* tiada®og cane --
he came on as if he thought | was flimsy as ehhig-rail --
but with two well-aimed strokes from me he rahioto the distance, howling.

By good luck, at that moment the dawn came tgned —
and | said, "If the Virgin saves me in this damgs hour,
| swear from now onwards to be gentle as a maflower".

| gave a jump, and fearlessly | got in amongstrttall —
| stayed there, crouched on guard, and a pdivesh went for me,
and | led them on, feinting with the point of ikiyife on the ground.



The greediest one of them lit on me with a slash,
| fended it with my arm -- if not, he'd have kil some lice -- *
and before he could take a step | threw dusthnth his eyes.

And while he was shaking his head, rubbing hisetrying to see,
| was at him like a streak* and right there Isgd with him.
"God help you" | said -- and had him down withack-hand stroke.

But at that very instant | felt the point of aca/
tickling me in the ribs, and my blood turnedde.i..
From that moment onwards there was no holding me.

| took a few steps backwards till | could gebating —
cutting and thrusting | threw one man down imfrof me --
he put his foot in a hole in the ground, and uride ground | sent him.

*

Maybe it was a blessed saint who touched thd hear
of one gaucho there, who shouted and said, 'i§t@suz --
and I'll have no part in the crime of killing eakite man this way!"

And there and then he came to my side and attiatieetroop of police.
I rushed at them again -- between two of ug/a robbery --
and this man Cruz was fighting like a wolf* dedierg its lair.

He sent one of them off to hell out of two thaaeked him —
the rest crowded backwards because there wasppisg us —
and before long they scuttled off like a pack@fmin.

The ones who were stretched out cold stayed #idecby side,
another went slung like a saddle-bag -- and Calied after them,
"Get some more police to come with a cart to thleen away!"

| heaped up the corpses, | knelt and said a pfayéhem.
I made a cross from a little stick and asked rog @ his mercy
to forgive me for the crime of killing so many me

We left the poor men who had died piled up ireafh
we went off to shelter, so | don' t know if thegllected them
or if the caranchos ate them right there wheeg there.

The two of us grabbed the bottle from hand tadhaetween us —
at a time like that anyone's glad of a drink,
and Cruz was never a slow one, he didn't stethroat.

We warmed our gullets, and we rode off holdingselves very stiff,
still keeping on kissing the spout and by th&lobus
we must have seemed like storks when they'rechtrg out their necks.

"My friend," | said, "I'm going wherever fate mé&ake me,
and if there's anyone who dares to get in my way,
I'll follow my destiny -- because a man does wiaimust.



"I'm a gaucho who's out of luck -- | have no plag shelter in,
not a post to scratch myself on, nor a tree éalshme —
but even these things don't worry me because lak after myself.

"Before | got caught for the army | had a fanalyd a cattle herd —
when | got back, they hadn't even left my woname....
What the end of this fight will be only God caatl.t’

NOTES to 1.9
1.9.1] caranchg a large carrion bird.
policq i.e. a local force appointed by the Judge, ofteformer criminals (the job was unpopular (se2.6111.23.8).
1.9.7] viscacha-warrehsee 1.6.16.
1.9.11] Three Marie$the stars of Orion's Belt, prominent in the seuh night sky.
1.9.14]chaja (cha-HA)] a large marsh bird, famous (like theo, see 1.12.19) as a "watch-dog", and named fronsoled
it makes.
1.9.18] pay my wagdditerally, "give me money for tobacco".
1.9. 20]to a clump of gragsso that a simple pull on the rein would reledse i
1.9.21]you'll get what you wahtiterally, "you won't die of wanting".
1.9.26] shirkei firing a gun was seen as cowardly (real men uggfa).
1.9.29] ponchos around their arrhas a shield when fighting with knives (see 1.8.19
1.9.31]like a.... flasha blank in the original suggesting a ruder word.
1.9.32] shear$ for sheep-shearing or cutting horses' manes, etc.
1.9.35] killed some licki.e.cut my scalp
1.9.40]wolf] an inherited European image (see note at 1.7.30).
1.9.36]like a streaklike the stripe on a poncho -- a live image.
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Cruz

| tell you, friend. that suffering is what mennedoorn to do.
It's at times like these you show you're a masti@ngth —
until death comes and grabs you and knocks yahehead.

It's no discredit to me going around so poorigssed.
I may not be a saint, but | can feel for someelse's troubles —
I may look a poor flat sort of pancake, but I'mad fat pie at heart.*

I warn you, I've no lack myself of troubles angfortunes —
I've got my sorrows too, though I'm not too wotriey that —
| can act like a lame pig when the situation nesguit.

And with a few tricks | know | keep alive, evdrough it's in rags.
Sometimes | act as if I'd got the plague andetbarot a spot on my skin —
but I'm keen to get at the liquor flask as aniain is for popcorn.

Sorrows don' t kill me so long as my skin's whole
Let the sun come in summer and the frost in witihee —
if this world is a hell, what's that to worry bristian man?



Let's show a brave face to our troubles, brother
as even the cunningest old fox can fall intcap tike a duck —
he'll come to steal a lamb and leave his sketated on the stakes.

These days, we're obliged to suffer crimes wtitae you can say,
but no one need be surprised at that -- that'wélyethe pudding's cooked —
a man has to turn this way and that spinningadike a reel.

I'll never give myself up into the arms of death:
| drag my sad fate along step by step and asl lcast—
because where a weak man gets stuck a stroncponaull through.

Everyone has to keep in mind, each one, whathagldo suffer.
As for me, friend, that's the way | do my ownaous —
what's past is past now, tomorrow's another day.

*

| too used to have a woman who filled my hearfulip--
and at that time, if anyone had come lookingnfier
theyd have found me for sure stuck close orakex button.

There's no beast that'll lose its way along thié of love --
women don't miss chances, and any gaucho's tbjs cfass
when he's singing to his love if it means turtimg strings.

Is there any one so hard of soul as not to loweman?
She'll help him in his troubles -- unless he's wmo treats them light,
she's the best companion a man can have in life.

If she's a good one, she won't leave him whersehls he's out of luck,
she'll help him by caring for him  willingly wither love --
and maybe you've not given her even a skirtsivaavl.

It was a grand life | had with that girl of mine,
living in happiness like a fly in honey...
What a time that was, friendla puchd but I loved her!

She was an eagle,* flying down from the clouda toee --
she was prettier than the dawn when the sun cetresking up —
she was a lovely flower growing in a clover field

However, my friend -- the Commandant in chargehefmilitia
wasn't one to lose chances, and he came sndakongy house —
I could tell from the look of him that he was tgpno good.

He pretended to be my friend, but | didn't truish.
He was the Chief, and naturally | couldn't corapaith him —
he stuck close to my cabin just as fast as dleec

Before long, | could tell he'd pushed me off negts
He was always full of fancy talk though he negave me a cent —
he had me sent all over the country like the ptrate letter post.



He was always sending me long distances, as semgsr:
now it would be to a big ranch, now to the towaw the frontier —
but inside the Commandant's office  he never schmas set foot.

A man going through his hard life is the saddeisig there can be
if he doesn't have a woman to help and comfont-hi
but for someone else to get her from you, beibeto have one at all.

| don't like it when another cock comes cackliognd. my hen,
I'd already got my suspicions, and then onediamg
| caught him beside the fire with his arms roamg girl.

The old fellow had a face on him like a calf keckthe wrong way,
and seeing him so daring | said "Better makentbst of it —
you must have been bleating for a bit of love e kkstray lamb* for milk."

He pulled out his sword and went for me as iMamted to spit me through,
but I didn't hesitate, | went right on and said,
"Careful you don't get yourself... bogged down you'll need some help to get out of this one."*

He aimed a thrust at me but | got out of the way,
and as | dodged it -- carefully, so as not tbdal old man --
from a little way off, | gave him a whack withetfflat of my sword .

But as the one who's in command always has samgen-on,
on this occasion, one of these who was stanti@igtnearby
came up, gritting his teeth like a milk-fed puppy

He sent a revolver-shot at me which he thougbkdeti fail —
he was sure of himself, and I'll swear to youdidtcome pretty close,
but when I'm in a tight spot my joints alwaysdea up.

He kept on shooting but couldn't get to hit me -
and | went snaking round him till in the endds#d in
and there and then | finished him off withoutigtyhim time to breathe.

Next, | started in to round up the old love-bird.
Poor fellow, he'd hidden himself inside a tubyef--*
Lord knows the state he was in  after the frigiithad!

A christian man takes leave of his senses wheandets a hold over him.
He kept gazing at the wretched woman, and ttsnelt such a stench
I've never known a stink like it not even in svtoeating-house.

So | said to him "Your grandma had better clganvbhat you've dropped --"
| started choking and went out holding my nose,
and the old boy stayed there sniffing like a bdiay's got the worms.

When a mule starts backing it's a sign it's goankick —
it always acts that way even though it triesiteht --
and a woman backs away like a mule when she viamtsget.

| took my poncho and my gear and | went off tiiesunrong
through the fault of a woman who tried to cheai men at once --
| said goodbye to my cabin never to return again.



Women -- I've known them all since then, front thiae.
I won't try my luck again with a card that's medlkso clear —
women and bitches with litters* are things | d@u near.

NOTES to I.10

1.10.2]pancake... piethe first torta frita) a humble, and the secomhétel rellend a luxury item of gaucho food.
1.1015] eaglq like "wolf" and "lion", a poetic cliché transfexd from Europe.

1.10.23]Careful...etc] literally, a double meaning insulting to olgearelating (probably) to ox-carts, and (as irB29+o
the effects of fear on the bowels.

1.10.28]lye] ashes, used for cleaning mixed with water.

1.10.33]bitches with littersproverbially treacherous.
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Cruz

Other folk can spout verses like water from argpr
and the same thing happens with me though me@tarorth anything —
out from my mouth they come like sheep out obmaa.

Soon as the first one comes through the gateotties follow it,
and the ones at the back come crowding husttjagnat the bars,
and jump and trample each other without a spabeden.

I'm ignorant, so it's hard work for me to makeseiy clear,
but when | get to open my trap you can takeftisertain —
out comes one verse, and the next one will béngdks nose round the door.

So pay attention to me, you'll hear me tell & slorrows
that fill the soul | bear — because no matter kiuwgs are
a gaucho pays for his ignorance with the bloothfhis veins.

*

After that misfortune | escaped to the wild grizsws.
| roamed among the thistles* like a beast withelair —
| can tell you, friend, to live that way meandit@ like an animal.

And so many wretched times I've found myself gdimrough,
that with all I've suffered, and all the pairel'vad to bear,
I've an idea that my heart must have grown aigaih it.

So | roamedhbout like an orphan calf* that's lost after @rist
One day for my sins | heard of a dance that ve&isggon,
and | headed my colt directly towards the lotates



The place where the dance was held was a shaclkgoldn't care to die in,
and it got to be so crowded we had to shove ayrthrough --
there'll always be collisions when a poor manstaaving fun.

I had on some half-boots* which were pretty badtigased,
they wore my heels into ridges till they lookekklicocks' combs --
you should have seen how worried | was thinkheg t'd got corns!

The dancing had started up wghtos andandanguillos*
and so as to see the fun | ducked down and slippe
but the Devil stuck his tail in too and messecuprything.

It turned out to be a big-mouth who was playing guitar:...
| don't have much patience to let things pasgmhere's no call to --
| don't go provoking people, but if they touch,ébe there.

| took a girl out to dance @ericon
and soon as he saw me there he recognised ndeubt
and he sang this little rhyme trying to make @l faf me:

Women are all of them
just like mules,

not quite all, | don't say —
but some of them

pull the feathers off

from birds who fly away.

Some gauchos think they know
how to keep a lady,

| won't say they think they can

but that's what they boast about --
and then most likely

they'll find they're left down and out.

The women started whispering and I'd got my tenupe
I swung round and shouted at him, "Stop chirpgrgsshopper --"
And with one slash | cut through all the strilngis guitar.

In a flash, out from a back room came a gringnaigun --
but I've never been a coward -- danger doesstesne much —
| slipped off my poncho and threw it over the fam

| got to the door at once shouting,"Don’t you igeiny way!"
The women were in a commotion because they wenetae dark
and they started getting nervous mixed up inc¢hatvd of men.

The first to come out was the singer, and he vi@ntne —
but I don't lose my head even after a drink ar tw
and some folk where | come from consider I'mttgremart.

He won't have picked a fight again, becausedhis fost him dear.
When your friend here has had a drink it sharpgnkis wits --
and the poor fool turned out to be soft as pitgeoreat.



When it comes to bringing help women aren't sloadb--
they propped him against some barrels beforelbstanuch blood —
and | left him there with his guts hanging out nmake himself new strings from.

| got on my horse, and free as thought | headedgden country,
to live like the clouds in the wind with nowhegerest my head --
because an outlaw has no nesting-place, norsehoor a safe home.

There's no fighting against the fate that Hedhesimarked out for you.
Even ifit's no comfort if hardship's your lof through with it —
no one scratches himself the smooth way, andigoli strip hide against the grain.

There's no one who won't make speeches agagaicho who's in trouble:
the least mistake lets him in for a life out thhamong the ostriches --
Folk who know more about life make mistakes #naite's always someone to excuse them.

NOTES to .11
1.11.5]thistleg giant thistles covered wide stretches of the pafspe W.H.HudsonRar Away and Long Ag@hapter 5).
1.11.7]orphan calf guacho(orphan, bastard) may according to one theorje®tigin of the namgaucho

local storg see note at 1.3.3.
1.11.9]half boot$ The typical gaucho boobéta de potrdpwas moulded from fresh skin off a horse's legyileg the toes
free (see 11.14.3); other different kinds of boa# aoticed (see also at 1.7.15). Gauchos ofterufedaisy on foot; and
calluses seem to have been on Cruz's mind (see amrge 6).
1.11.10]gatos(GATos) fandanguillos (fandanGEEydsjances with songs, sometimes an exchange of weittyarks.
1.11.12]periconl (periCON)] a figure dance with the musician aslé&al
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Cruz

| don't know how many months that life of mineniven.
At times we were so poor we had to eat horse meat
I'd joined up with some others out of luck likgself.

But curse it, what good does it do chatteringualtloese troubles?
A gaucho's born and he grows old and his luclengets any better,
until one day, out comes death to claim the biffi@im.

But as there's no misfortune that doesn't enceiom,
so, after all these hardships that's what hagpenme --
a friend did me the favour of putting me righttwihe Judge.

| can tell you, in my part of the land there's ageal criollo left:
they've been swallowed by the grave, or runafheen killed in the war -- *
because in this country, friend, there's no ertti¢ bad times.

That's why it was, | take it, the Judge sentfierone day
and told me that he wanted to have me on his side
so that | could do service as a soldier in thicBo



And he launched a long speech at me calling hera,
saying | was a decent man -- and from that moroent
he was appointing me Sergeant in command oftopt

That's how | came to be in the force -- but wdvalers could | give?
Last night when we came to get you | saw a gaggmbrtunity...
Anyway, | don't like going around with a swordutking on my belt.

So now you know who | am -- you can put yourtiasme.
Cruz gave you his hand as a friend, and he'labahdon you —
together, we can go seeking one shelter forviloeot us.

We'll live like outlaws if we have to, to saverdives --
we'll never need to go short of a good horsestaagvay on,
nor a stretch of high grass to sleep in, nor goedt to put on the spit.

And when in time we're left without a single tagvear,
I'll ask the loan of a skin from any kind of alive*
if | work it soft, I'll make a poncho better thauaterproof.

Tail meat's the same as breast for me and sgisgsod as haunch.
I make my nest wherever | may be and | eat wieatefind --
I'll get down in the dust if need be, and I'bsbff at any gate.

And so | let the ball roll on -- one day it hasstop.
A gaucho has to go through with it until he's koveed by the grave....
Or else till there comes a real criollo to takarge of things in this land.

They look at a wretched gaucho as if he was streaj.
They treat him like dirt ... But as things gastivay
because that's what the ones who rule us wante'd best put up with beatings.

Puchd if you were to hear them as | did one time —
a nice little conversation the Judge had withend!
| swear to you, when | heard that, it made mgrhghrink up.

They were talking about getting rich with lanatstbe frontier,
and moving the frontier further out to where thelas unclaimed land,
and taking men from all over the province to gd defend it for them.

They turn everything into schemes for railwayd aettlements,*
and chucking money away in thousands, on hirimgggs —
while as for the poor recruit, they strip himéathe swine.

But if things go on in the way they've been gaipgo now,
it could be that suddenly we'll find the countyned to a desert,
and see nothing but the whitening bones of tloplgewvho have died.

For a long time now we've borne our fortunes migmackwards.
A gaucho works and gets nowhere, because theéhadiappens is
they whip you out of the place without leavinguytome to spit.



Folk in the town may talk a lot about the wromlgst we endure,
but they're acting like the teros* do when thenito hide their nests —
they make a noise in one place and they've goédigs somewhere else.

And they pretend it's impossible to get at thet af the trouble,
and meanwhile the authorities treat the gaudhtbsthe harshest laws —
the way they're doing things, the cure gets noevhear the disease.

NOTES to .12
I.12.4]a real criollg] i.e. a countryman.
in the wat the war between Argentina, Brasil and UruguayirmdParaguay lasted 1865-9
1.12.10]wolf] poetic licence — meaning any animal.
1.12.16]railways and settlemenrtby about 1870, when the civil wars subsided, nt&progress" in Argentina expanded
outwards from the city, encroaching on the estanara gauchos' traditional life.
1.12.19]terog marsh birds, named from their cry, known for @geous defence of their young.(see also Il.14@pate at
1.9.14).
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Martin Fierro

| can see we're both of us chips off the samelblo
I'm known as an outlaw and you're in the sam&gdn—
And as for meto make an end of it all I'm off to the indians.

| ask my God to forgive me as he's been so goookt
but since it has to be that | go and live withthens,
I'll be cruel where others are cruel -- that'w/my fate has willed it.

God created the flowers, so pretty and delicatihay are,
he made them perfect in every way as much anée kow --
but he gave something more to man when he gave lieart.

He gave light its clearness and strength to tinel vn its course,
he gave out life and motion from the eagle toviloem --
but he gave more to christian men when he gaara fhtelligence.

And even though he gave the birds -- besides d¢hinvggs | don't know of —
their little golden beaks and feathers smoota psture --
he gave a greater treasure to man when he gava Bpeaking tongue.

And since he gave to the wild beasts their fistoength, so strong
that no power can overcome them and nothing reghtén them --
what less could he give to man than courage fendehimself?

But | suspect that when he gave him so many g¢itods at once,
he was thinking to himself that man was goingéed them --
because he balanced the good things with thewssine gave him.

And it's driven by my sorrows that | want to leahis hell.
I'm no longer a young fledgling, | know how tanldée a spear --
and the powers of the Government don't reachadndians.



I know that the chiefs over there* will give steglto christians,
and they treat them as "brothers” when they gbaf own accord....
Why keep on going through these alarms? Tak@ouchos, and let's go.

There's dangers in the crossing but this dossate me,
I go rolling across the earth dragged along bydestiny --
and if we lose the way, well.... we won't befing to lose it.

No one can answer for us whether we'll survivaair
We have to strike straight inland towards whéeedun goes down —
one day we'll get there, wdiihd out where afterwards.

We won't get off our course, we're a good tedmjwo of us:
a gaucho goes where he aims for, even thoughrdietell where he is —
the grass-blades turn their points towards thengesun.

We won't die of hunger, as according to what lbgen told,
in the wild lands there are animals, all the kigdu need --
wild does, deer, mulitas* armadillos and ostriche

When you're travelling in the desert you eat y¥eng, even the tails —
women have crossed it on their own* and arrivegé she other side --
and an ostrich'll be a real gaucho if it escapedolas | throw.

I'm not afraid of thirst, either, | can bear ititg cheerfully --
I can find water sniffing the wind, and while I5till sound of limb
| can dig and reach it right away anywhere tisemelhite-peach tree.*

We'll find safety over there since we can't hiavere --
we'll have less troubles to bear, and it'll Beppy time
the day we light upon one of the indians' camps.

We'll fashion ourselves a tent out of a few hdrekes,
as so many others do -- it'll be our kitchen Bwvidg-room --
maybe there'll even be an indian girl who'll commel take pity on us!

Over there, there's no need to work, you live BKdord --
going on a raid from time to time, and if you gat from that alive
you live lying belly-up watching, the sun go raiun

And now that Fate has beaten us and left usdmghdry,
maybe we'll see light, over there, and our sosroame to an end.
Any land will do for us -- let's be going, Cruz tmend.

If you can handle the bolas and know how to theolasso,
and sit an unbroken colt with no fear he'll get wff --
even among savages Yyou won't have too bad a time.

A criollo can make love by singing, as he does wa
besides, we might pick up something for ourseliresne of the raids....
Anyhow, friend, I've had enough of this life cAmdering.



At this point, the singer reached for a bottledonfort him.
He took a drink deep as the sky and broughtthiy $o an end —
and with one blow, smashed his guitar into spigyon the floor.

"I've broken it" he said, "and I'll not tune gain.
No one else will play on it -- you can be surehait:
no one else is going to sing once this gauche has sung."

And I'll finish off my poem by taking up the syor
There'll always be someone who's curious andsitiue, like a woman —
and maybe he'd like to know what happened iretite

Cruz and Fierro rounded up a string of horses facranch:
they drove them in front of them as wise crioko®w how,
and soon, without being spotted, they crossed tinefrontier.

And after they had passed it, one clear earlyningr
Cruz told him to look back at the last of thdlsetents —
and two big tears went rolling down Martin F@ésrface.

And following their true course they entereditite desert....
I don't know whether they were killed in oneloétindian raids —
but I hope, some day, [I'll hear certain newshef.

And now, with this report, I've come to the erfiany story.
All the sad things you've heard about I've taddduse they are true —
every gaucho that you see is woven thick withfonianes.

But he has to fix his hope in the God who cre#ied...
And with that I'll take my leave -- I've relatad | know how
evils that everyone knows about, but no oneliefdre now.

NOTES to .13

1.13.9]chiefs over thelighere was contact between the indian tribes badettlers; some indians were of mixed blood,
through captive women, and numbers of desertemsirmals and others went to join them. Before tegtérmination”,
diplomatic negotiations were carried on by the gonent (see note at 1.3.22).

1.13.13]mulita] a kind of small armadillo.

1.13.14]Jwomen have crossed ite. the few captive women who managed to escape.

1.13.15]white-peach treleduraznillo blanco a shrub indicating water at its roots.

1.13.21]as he does waas they rode into battle, gauchos sang morangsongs\idalitas, zambgs
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end of Part One



