
AN ARGENTINE MUSICALE  Lyrics, Poems and translations
1.CHACARERA
A mí me gustan las ñatas 
Y una ñata me ha tocado 
Ñato será el casamiento 
Y más ñato el resultado. 
Cuando canto chacareras 
Me dan ganas de llorar 
Porque se me representa 
Catamarca y Tuoumán.

2. TRISTE
Ah! 
Debajo de un limón verde 
Donde el agua no corría 
Entregué mi corazón 
A quien no lo merecía.    Ah! 
Triste es el día sin sol 
Triste es la noche sin luna 
Pero más triste es querer 
Sin esperanza ninguna.   Ah!

3. ZAMBA
Hasta las piedras del cerro 
Y las arenas del mar 
Me dicen que no te quiera
Y no te puedo olvidar.
Si el corazón me has robado
El tuyo me lo has de dar 
El que lleva cosa ajena 
Con lo suyo ha de pagar.    Ay!

4. ARRORRO 
Arrorró mi nene, 
Arrorró mi sol,
Arrorró pedazo 
De mi corazón. 
Este nene lindo 
Se quiere dormir 
Y el pícaro sueño 
No quiere venir

5. GATO
El gato de mi casa es muy gauchito 
Pero cuando lo bailan Zapateadito.
Guitarrita de pino cuerdas de alambre.
Tanto quiero a las chicas, 
Digo, como a las grandes. 
Esa moza que baila
Mucho la quiero 
Pero no para hermana
Que hermana tengo. 
Que hermana tengo
Si, pónte al frente 
Aunque no sea tu dueño, 
Digo, me gusta verte.	

Cinco Canciones Populares Argentinas (Five Popular Argentine Songs)

1. CHACARERA
I think the girl that I marry
will have a turned-up nose, maybe.
After the wedding we hope we may have 
a turned-up nose baby.
I think the girl that I marry
will have a turned-up nose, maybe.
When I sing the chacareras then my eyelids overflow
The melody still reminds me of the land I used to know.

2. TRISTE
Ah!
Beside this pool of cool water 
where the lime-tree’s branches shade me
here my heart I gave away 
to a girl who has betrayed me.   Ah!
Sad is a day without sun, 
or night with no moon above you, 
but it is sadder to love 
if you have no one to love you.   Ah!

3. ZAMBA
Though all the stones of the mountains 
and all the sands of the sea
tell me it’s foolish to love you, 
what does that matter to me?
Now that my heart you have stolen,
you I must gently remind: it is the law 
that a robber must repay his theft in kind. Ay!

4. ARRORRO 
Go to sleep, my baby; 
sleep my shining sun,
you are all my treasures gathered into one.
Such a drowsy baby his dark eyes should close 
or sleep will not bring lovely dreams and repose.
[humming] You are all my treasures gathered into one.

5. GATO
I have a cat in my house who’s very handsome,
I have a cat in my house who’s very handsome
Play a ‘ranchero’ or ‘gato’ he loves to dance them.
My guitar makes sweet music, though it’s a small one.
What a beautiful girl is that one, the dark and tall one.
If she had only let me, I would have kissed her
If she had only let me, I would have kissed her
not as I’d kiss my mother, not as my sister.
Sisters I have at home who don’t go dancing.
Dance with me once more, my dark-eyed darling,
you are entrancing!

No soy de estos pagos
Pero es lo mismo
He robado la magia
De los caminos.

Esta cruz que me mata
Me da la vida,
Una copla me sangra
Que canta herida.

No me pidas que deje
mis pensamientos,
No encontraras la forma
De atar al viento.

Si mi nombre te duele
Echalo al agua,
No quiero que tu boca
Se ponga amarga.

A la huella, mi tierra,
Tan trasnochada.
Yo te dare mis suenos,
Dame tu calma.

Como el pajaro antiguo
Conozco el rastro,
Se cuando el trigo es verde,
Cuando hay que amarlo.

Por eso es que, mi vida,
No te confundas,
El agua que yo busco
Es mas profunda.

Para que fueras cierta
Te alce en un canto,
ahora te dejo sola,
Me voy llorando.

Pero nunca, mi cielo,
De pena muero,
Junto a la luz del dia
Nazco de nuevo.

A la huella, mi tierra,
Tan trasnochada.
Yo te dare mis suefros,
Dame tu calma.

PAMPAMAPA – Aire de huella  (Map of the Plains), from Twelve Popular Songs
					                     – Text by Hamlet Lima Quintarn

I’m not of this region
But it’s the same,
I’ve stolen the magic
From those paths.

This cross that kills me
Gives me life,
A verse bleeds from me
That sings wounded.

Don’t ask me to leave
My thoughts,
You’ll not find a way
To stay the wind.

If my name causes you pain,
Throw it in the water,
I don’t want your mouth
To become bitter.

At your threshold my earth
Having watched all night.
I will give you my dreams,
Give me your calm.

Like the ancient bird
I recognize the trail,
I know when the wheat is green,
When to love it.

For that is why, my life,
Don’t be confused,
The water that I seek
Is more profound.

So that you would be real
I raised you in a song,
Now I leave you alone,
I go away weeping.

But never, my heaven,
Of pain do I die,
Together with the light of day,
I am born anew.

At your threshold, my earth,
Having watched all night.
I will give you my dreams,
Give me your calm.



Soy nacido en San Pedro,
pa’que lo sepa.
Unos vientos me traen
y otros me llevan.

Es triste, amigo
trajinarse en la huella
sin un cariflo.
Talvez algrin cariflo
en que ir pensando
por esos campos solos
al ir arreando...

Trebolare s fre squitos,
gramilla tierna,
margaritas silvestres
que fueron de ella:
No digan, flores,
que ha pasado un resero
llorando amores...

San Pedro de mi vida,
quisiera verte
antes de que me piale
por ahi la muerte.

Pero, aparceto,
si ella no esta en el pago
y a nadie tengo...
A nadie tengo, amigo,
como decia.
Ni me espera la prenda
que yo queria.

Trebolare s fre squitos,
gramilla tierna,
margaritas silvestres
que fueron de ella:
No digan, flores,
que ha pasado un resero
llorando amores...

EL SAMPEDRINO  (The Coachman)
						      – Poem by León Benarós

I was born in San Pedro
so you know.
Some winds bring me here
and others take me away.

It’s sad, friend,
to travel down the road
without someone to love.
Maybe some love
upon which I can think
as I drive along 
through these lonely fields...

Fresh clovers,
tender grass,
wild daisies
that were hers.
Don’t tell her, flowers,
that a herdsman has passed through
crying for lost love...

San Pedro of my life,
I wanted to see you
before death finds me 
out there on the open fields.

But, brother,
if she’s not in my cargo
and I don’t have anyone...
I don’t have anyone, friend,
as I was saying before.
Not even my darling waits for me,
The one that I loved.

Fresh clovers,
tender grass,
wild daisies
that were hers.
Don’t tell her, flowers,
that a herdsman has passed through
crying for lost love...

AN ARGENTINE MUSICALE  Lyrics, Poems  - continued

Traiga cuentos la guitarra
De cuando el fierro brillaba,
Cuentos de truco y de taba,
De cuadreras y de copas,
Cuentos de la Costa Brava
Y el Camino de las Tropas.
Venga una historia de ayer
Que apreciarán los más lerdos;
El destino no hace acuerdos
Y nadie se lo reproche—
Ya estoy viendo que esta noche
Vienen del Sur los recuerdos.

Velay, señores, la historia
De los hermanos Iberra,
Hombres de amor y de guerra
Y en el peligro primeros,
La flor de los cuchilleros
Y ahora los tapa la tierra.
~
Suelen al hombre perder
La soberbia o la codicia;
También el coraje envicia
A quien le da noche y día—
El que era menor debía
Más muertes a la justicia.
Cuando Juan Iberra vio
Que el menor lo aventajaba,
La paciencia se le acaba
Y le fue tendiendo un lazo.
Le dio muerte de un balazo,
Allá por la Costa Brava.

Así de manera fiel
Conté la historia hasta el fin;
Es la historia de Caín
Que sigue matando a Abel

Milonga de Dos Hermanos (Milonga of the Two Brothers), 
for  voice and piano  – Lyrics by Jorge Luis Borges

Let the guitar bring us tales
Of when the knives used to flash,
Tales of gambling and of dice,
Horse races and hard drinking,
Tales of the Costa Brava
And of the old Drovers’ Trail.
A story of yesterday
Of appeal to all comers;
No deals can be made with fate,
So no one should reproach it—
I’m aware now that tonight
Memories come from the South.

Gentlemen, here’s the story
Of the Iberra brothers—
Men of loving and fighting,
The first to rush to danger,
Flower of all knife fighters,
And now they’re six feet under.
~
Things like pride and avarice
Always lead a man astray;
Courage will also corrupt
If pursued both night and day.
The younger of the two had
More killings to his credit.
When Juan Iberra noticed
The younger was way ahead,
His patience reached its limit
And he set a trap for him.
Laid him dead with a bullet
There on the Costa Brava.

So in a truthful manner
I’ve told the tale to its end;
It is the story of Cain
Who goes on killing Abel.

[Translation by Norman Thomas di Giovanni]


