








Adiós Argentina 
 
Wondrous land, 
My life I bequeath to you 
And take my leave 
With a trembling farewell. 
I am going for evermore 
Like an emigrant 
In search of new land 
In search of new ground. 
Deep the sadness that tears me asunder 
For wilted and blighted 
Is the flower I leave behind. 
The touch of unclean peasants 
Defiles my beloved, 
Adiós Argentina, 
My love is yours. 
 
My soul 
Was bound to hers 
With the bonds my beloved wove. 
Yet the gaucho, 
Arrogant brute, 
Roughly tore them apart. 
Why should I love a flower, 
That has surrendered her scent 
In the arms of another? 
 
I take up my guitar 
A woman, like her, 
Adorned alike with a many-coloured band 
And as my hands caress her curves 
I shut my eyes and think of my love. 
Farewell, to thee, old cabin, 
That gave us shelter  
In the evenings, when I came 
My love to meet. 
Naught remains of all this joy. 
Adiós Argentina 
I am retreating – in defeat. 
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