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      Here I begin to sing

      To the rhythm of the guitar,

      That the man who reveals it

      An extraordinary pity,

      Like the solitary bird

      Singing brings comfort.

      

      I ask the Saints in Heaven

      May they help my thinking,

      I ask you at this moment

      I'm going to sing my story

      Refresh my memory

      And clarify my understanding.

      

      Come, miraculous Saints,

      Come all to my aid,

      My tongue gets tied

      And my vision is troubled;

      I ask my God to assist me

      On such a difficult occasion.

      

      I have seen many singers,

      With well-earned reputations,

      And that after being acquired

      They don't want to support them:

      It seems that without saying a word

      They got tired during games.

      

      But where another Creole passes

      Martin Fierro must pass,

      Nothing makes him back down.

      Not even ghosts scare him;

      And since everyone sings

      I want to sing too.

      

      I shall die singing,

      They will bury me singing,

      And singing I shall arrive

      At the feet of the Eternal Father⁠—

      From my mother's womb

      I came into this world to sing.

      

      Don't let my tongue get tied

      Don't let me down⁠—

      The singing of my glory is forged

      And then I started to sing,

      They will find me singing

      Even if the earth opens up.

      

      I feel like I'm on a low plane

      To sing an argument⁠—

      As if a wind were blowing

      I make the grasses tremble⁠—

      With coins, cups, and clubs

      My thoughts play out there.

      

      I am not a learned singer,

      But if I start to sing

      I don't know when to finish.

      And I grow old singing,

      The verses are just flowing out of me

      Like spring water.

      

      With the guitar in hand

      Not even flies come near me,

      Nobody puts their foot on me.

      And when the chest swells,

      I make my cousin moan

      And to weep to the bass string.

      

      I am a bull in my rodeo

      And a bull in someone else's rodeo,

      I always considered myself to be good.

      And if they want to test me,

      Let others come out and sing

      And we'll see who is less.

      

      I don't stand beside the trail

      Even if they come with their throats cut,

      I'm soft on softies.

      And I'm tough on the tough.

      And none of them in a hurry

      He saw me stumbling around.

      

      In times of danger, what Christs?

      My heart swells,

      For the whole earth is a playing field,

      And nobody should be surprised by that,

      He who considers himself a man

      Ande quiere hace pata ancha.

      

      I'm a gaucho, and understand that.

      As my tongue explains it,

      For me, the earth is small.

      And it could be older

      Not even a viper can bite me

      The sun doesn't burn my forehead

      

      I was born like a fish is born

      At the bottom of the sea;

      Nobody can take me away

      That which God gave me⁠—

      What I brought to the world

      I must take it from the world.

      

      My glory is to live so free.

      Like the bird of Heaven,

      I don't build my nest on this soil

      And there is so much to suffer;

      And nobody is to follow me

      When I stir the flight.

      

      I have no love

      Anyone who comes to me with complaints;

      Like those beautiful birds

      Jumping from branch to branch⁠—

      I make my bed in the clover,

      And the stars cover me.

      

      And know how many are listening

      The story of my sorrows,

      I never fight or kill

      But out of necessity;

      And that in the face of such adversity

      I was only thrown out by the bad treatment.

      

      And pay attention to the relationship

      What does a persecuted gaucho do?

      What a father and husband he has been

      Hardworking and diligent,

      And yet people

      He considers him a bandit.
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      Don't talk to me about sorrows

      Because I live in suffering,

      And let no one be haughty

      Even if it's on the stirrup

      That usually ends up on foot

      The most wary gaucho.

      

      Life experience board

      Even for giving and lending

      Who has to go through it?

      Between suffering and tears;

      Because nothing teaches so much.

      Like suffering and crying.

      

      The blind man comes into the world

      By cutting off hope,

      And they soon catch up to him.

      Misfortunes come one after another;

      Wow! That brings lessons

      Time and its moves!

      

      I have known this land

      Where the countryman lived

      And his little ranch had

      And his children and wife...

      It was a delight to see

      How he spent his days.

      

      Then... when the morning star

      It shone in the holy sky,

      And the roosters with their crowing

      They told us that the day was coming,

      He was dancing in the kitchen

      The gaucho who was charming.

      

      And sitting by the hearth

      Let's wait for the day to come;

      The wild boar caught fire

      Until he gets chubby,

      While his Chinese wife slept

      Covered up with her poncho.

      

      And barely the horizon

      It was beginning to color,

      The birds began to sing,

      And the hens took pity,

      It was time to leave.

      Everyone to work.

      

      He ties on his spurs,

      The other one leaves singing,

      One looks for a soft sheepskin,

      This one a lasso, that one a whip,

      And the horses neighing

      They call them from the palenque.

      

      The one who was a pioneer tamer

      He headed towards the corral,

      Where was the animal?

      Snorts that are nothing special....

      And worse than his grandmother,

      The wild horse was being torn to pieces.

      

      And there the clever gaucho,

      As soon as the colt bridled,

      The leathers suited him

      And he sat down at once,

      That man shows in life

      The cunning that God gave him.

      

      And on the beaches bucking

      The fool was tearing himself to pieces.

      While he was buying lollipops

      She was playing the crybaby card,

      And to the sound of the saddle blankets

      He came out dribbling.

      

      Ah, those were the days!... it was a source of pride.

      Watching a countryman ride a horse⁠—

      When he was a gaucho guide

      Even if the colt were to become a wolf,

      There wasn't one that didn't stop.

      With the halter in his hand.

      

      And while some were taming,

      Others went out into the fields

      And they collected the livestock,

      The herds were rebounding,

      And so, without realizing it, they passed by,

      They had a fun day.

      

      And to see them at dusk

      Gathered in the kitchen,

      With the game fully lit

      And a thousand things to tell,

      Having a lot of fun to talk about

      Until after dinner.

      

      And with a full belly

      It was something superior.

      To go away in the arms of love

      To sleep like a normal person,

      To start the next day

      The tasks of the previous day.

      

      I remember! How wonderful!!

      How were things going,

      Always cheerful and well put together

      And ready for work...

      But at present... I'm shuffling!

      She doesn't look beaten up.

      

      The unhappiest gaucho

      I had a small herd of one hair,

      He was not lacking in consolation

      And people were clever...

      With an eye to the countryside,

      Only via hacienda and sky.

      

      When the brandings arrived,

      Something that gave off heat!

      So many gaucho ropers

      And puller without yel⁠—

      Ah, those were the days!... but if in him,

      So much beauty has been seen.

      

      That wasn't work,

      Rather, it was a conjunction,

      And after a good pull

      In which one managed,

      To give him a drink of cane liquor

      I used to call him the boss.

      

      Well, long live mamajuana!

      Always under the cart,

      And he who was not a flip-flop,

      As soon as the goyete via,

      He turned on without fear.

      Like an orphan to the breast.

      

      And what plays they put together!

      How we were gathered together!

      We were always prepared!

      Well, on such occasions

      To help the pawns

      Many restrained people fell.

      

      Those were days of hardship

      And a commotion for the women,

      To prepare the stews

      And to give generously to the people,

      And so, very greatly,

      The gauchos were always passing by.

      

      The meat came with the skin on,

      The tasty carbonada,

      Well-stuffed cornmeal porridge,

      The cakes and the good wine...

      But fate willed it,

      That all of that would end.

      

      The gaucho was in his homeland

      Absolutely!

      But aura... barbarity!

      Things are so tense,

      The poor man wastes his life

      In fleeing from authority.

      

      Well, if you set foot on his ranch

      And if the mayor knows

      He hunts it the same way he hunts a bird

      Even if his wife has an abortion...

      There is no time that does not run out

      Not even a tentacle that won't break!

      

      And consider yourself dead at that moment.

      If the mayor balls him,

      Well, that's it, he gets off.

      With a plush toy of sticks,—

      And then they say it's bad.

      The gaucho will fight them.

      

      And they beat his back to death,

      And they break his head open,

      And then lightly,

      So hurt and all,

      They tie him elbow to elbow.

      And they straighten it out for the stocks.

      

      And so begin their misfortunes,

      Ay principia el pericón;

      Because there is no salvation left,

      Whether you like it or not,

      They send him to the border

      Or they throw him into a battalion.

      

      That's how my troubles began

      If you like... in other songs

      I will tell you what I have suffered⁠—

      The same as so many others,

      After one is... lost

      Not even the saints can save him.
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