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I

said to my Argentine friends, as
they drove me in December to
Buenos Aires from the airport,
"I'm going to begin my article, / arrived in Buenos Aires when the jacarandas were in bloom." That pleased
them. Argentine intellectuals enjoy
irony; this old fashioned way of beginning a travel piece made fun of their
love for the very real beauty of the
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huge jacarandas in purplish-blue headdresses. It would also be a brazen evasion of the most salient presence in
Buenos Aires during their spring—
Peron's. El Pocho, the Old Man, the
Cuckoo—in descending order of appreciation—was back after 17 years of
exile to drive out the imperialists, to
unite the country, to pacify it, to
exacerbate its problems-again in descending order of political approval. In
any case, there was no question that it
was Peron's spring, and no talk of jacarandas was going to shunt him aside.
But the old forms have their
reasons: one has to describe the city if
only because it appears to give the lie

The
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of Juan Peron
to all the news stories about its chaotic
state. Day and night the streets were
full of well-dressed people, not simply
at the traditional paseo time of Latin
countries, and the number of shops
were many more than New York's and
more tasteful. People strolled in the
city's parks, lounged on its benches,
jammed its cafes and restaurants. The
traffic was constant, bumper to
bumper and audacious; the manner in
which cars approached each other at
intersections was hair-raising, yet I saw
only one accident in 12 days. Buenos
Aires has, it would seem, hundreds of
bus lines, and there are subways too,
and none appear ever to empty. Four
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million people live there—almost a
fifth of the country's population.
I stayed, it's true, en el centra, in
the midst of its commercial and
middle class district, analogous perhaps to Manhattan's East Side, but the
city has many barrios and these neighborhoods have their own shops and
cafes and theaters. Some people live
out their lives there wdthout going
"downtown," There are no important
department stores to draw one away—
though shopping seems a real passion
with Argentines—because they have
never taken hold. The few that do
exist are the first to feel any economic
squeeze, rather than, as with us, the
small shops. The middle-class apartment buildings in the center are
spacious and high-ceilinged, ail with a
maid's quarters beyond the kitchen.
By dollar standards all the amenities of Buenos Aires are within easy
reach. The best restaurants cost no
more than our third-rate ones, wine
included. Clothes—as stylish as those
of any Western capital—are half the
price. I lived in a two-bedroom, furnished apartment. The friends who
rented it considered it expensiveSi 50 a month. The Uving and dining
room furniture were fine copies of
18th Century French; the heavy
drapes were decorated in needlepoint
of the same period, but not copies; the
mgs were Persian, the china Limoges
and the crystal Baccarat. It was a long
taxi ride that cost as much as a dollar.
"We insisted on an apartment with a
really good kitchen, no matter what
the cost," a Fulbright professor said to
me. "But we seldom eat home, the
restaurants are so good and cheap."
This at the official exchange rate
for the peso, which fluctuates between
nine and ten to the dollar. But if
you've got doUars-and here you begin
to see there's something gone wrong
v«th the country-you don't walk into
a bank and exchange them at the official rate. I tried it one day at the First
National City Bank of Boston, a
marble and bronze palace, and found
to my surprise that there was a considerable number of people cashing travelers' checks at the official rate plus
discounts for taxes and service charges.
All at a slow pace, because American
banks adopt the local bureaucratic
ways and you have to take a numbered
ticket and wait your turn. There were
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22 people ahead of me. Whereas with
El Pibe, a black market dealer, there
was no waiting and no discounts and
you never got less than 12 to the dollar, a gain of about 25 percent, and—as
a bonus—a conversation with a witty,
charming man.
We had not yet reached the city
from the airport when I heard about
El Pibe, a nickname for which our
equivalent would be The Kid. He was a
member of a perfectly respectable
brokerage house and he dealt with
people like my friends more out of
friendship than need. Young people
off the streets with a five dollar bill
got the same treatment. "It is all illegal, of course," he said, when he told
me some of his clients are officials in
the national bank, "but the authorities
do not interfere if only because this is
one sure way of knowing what the real
value of the peso is." The black
market exists, he explained, because
there are people who want to import
goods and make partial payment in
secretly-held dollars. The exporter
abroad obliges by reducing his invoice
peso prices by the amount paid in dollars, resulting in considerable savings
for the buyer on the high import
taxes.
Such people are not, however, the
big buyers of dollars. "They are the
foreign companies," El Pibe said,
"who may make as much as 50 percent profit and declare only Wi. Some
of my clients are well-known American firms." After taxes on the "S'/i,"
they can remit any remaining dollars
to the home office. With the undeclared peso profits, however, they buy
dollars from El Pibe-"no invoices,
nothing on paper at all," he says— and
remit those without official sanction.
A clean, dispassionate explanation of a
situation that provides the Peronistas
as well as the revolutionary Left, both
clandestine and aboveground, with
many of its arguments about what is
wrong with the country.

W

hat's wrong with the country
is a large national debt, an
unfavorable balance of trade,
and an uncontrolled inflation that has
eaten away, in the last year alone,
some 60 percent of real incomeaccording to official figures. Most
people say it's more like 80 percent.
For the 17 years that Peron has been
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in exile, generals have ruled Argentina,
except during two short periods of
elected governments that the military
first allowed and then tumbled. The
present group, headed by General
Alejandro Lanusse, seems disposed to
turn over the country's problems to a
constitutional government. Talk began
months ago, during which the government announced Peron could return if
he liked, expecting he would not; by
December, political parties—of which
there appear to be an endless numberwere hurriedly forming alliances and
nominating their candidates for the
presidency and congress. The elections
are due in March. The generals stipulate that the ministerial posts for the
Army, Navy and Air Force must
remain in their hands and that no one
not living in Argentina as of August
25, 1972, can run for the presidency.
That means Peron; their enmity for
him is undiminished.
Seventeen years ago the image of
Peron projected by conservatives,
liberals and leftwingers was of a fascist
dictator who, through demagoguery
and mob pressure, had won two elections. That ideological united front has
broken down through the years and
you are laughed at now if you call
Peron a fascist. He has kept the
support of the workers and gained the
young people who were once almost
solidly opposed, and there are many
middle-class liberals and radicals who
see in him and the Peronist movement
the only chance for Argentina. Indeed,
some expect revolutionary change.
During my first evening in Buenos
Aires, I saw evidence of this change in
attitude. I was invited to dine with a
German graduate student, a Catholic
bishop, an exiled Spanish anarchist,
and two Argentine radicals. They
argued that the position of the Socialists and Communists—which remains
uncorrupted—is both fooHsh and irrelevant. Even reactionary, for if to some
Peron's role was merely that of a catalyst, to the radicals he is the supreme
expression of the revolutionary conscience of the Argentine workers.
"There are no formulas for revolution," said one radical who in his
youth was Trotskyist. "All those old,
corrupt aides of Peron have no power
and the fascisizing aspects of Peronism
are purely secondary. We are engaged
in a dialectical nrocess that makes

Peronism revolutionary!"
The dinner was cooked on the terrace of a grill, a superb asado of
broiled meats and sausages, and there
was much wine. The Catholic bishop
devotes his time to the villas miserias
and it is not important to him that the
goals of a Third World revolution fit in
with Marxist theory. "I would add to
what you have said," he told the radical, "the word humanism-how we live
as human beings with one another.
Sometimes Marxists with whom I have
collaborated think I play politics."
One Christmas he joined a secular
gathering at a villa miseria rather than
celebrate mass at the cathedral as
custom expects of a bishop. The meeting had been organized by Marxists
and they had invited him. "I said only
a few words. I said I was not particularly interested in that Christianity
which talks only of love and God—a
concept which is full of theological
problems anyway—but in love of one's
neighbors, and I overheard the Marxists say. Look what a clever man the
bishop is, he has made the occasion
serve his own propaganda!" Everyone
laughed, and the radical made the
point that revolutionary Peronism by
its practicality and lack of dogma can
bring people together as different as
those at the table. He had drunk much
wine and he admitted, "Peron is not
himself a revolutionary, he has no
ideology, he is a great practical politician and he is exactly what the people
need."
Again the late hour and the wine
may have caused them to attempt to
define the revolutionary tradition in
Peronism. With varying degrees of
conviction, they seemed agreed that
Eva Peron personified this. That is
why the walls of Buenos Aires are full
of painted slogans saying, "Evita
Lives!" She had, they said, always
made Peronism serve the people,
though she lacked, as Latins say, political formation. The hospitals and
parks for workers were due to her, and
at the Eva Peron Foundation she
worked until the early hours of the
morning when she was dying of
cancer, receiving the poor and seeing
to it that they received what they petitioned to get, whether clothes or a
new bed or a stove. "She was to us
what El Che was to Cuba," said the
radical, who had been there last spring.

"Just as Peron is Fidel. True, Peron
without Evita would be Peron, but
Peronism could not be Peronism without Evita. Just as Evita would not be
Evita without Peron. She needed
him." He meant by this that Argentine
revolutionaries now can get nowhere
without Peron.

T

he next day I told a sociologist
who works in the Municipal
Housing Authority what the
Left Peronistas believed. "Oh yes, I
know their point of view," he replied.
"Poor people, they will be the first to
be liquidated if Peron gets back in
power. If there is one point of agreement between the military and Peron
it is that the Communists—and to
them all leftists are Communists—must
be liquidated. The Sociologist believes
that there is a kind of agreement
between the military dictatorship and
Peron, that Peron's mission is to pacify
a situation that had been getting out
of hand. "Not a formal agreement,
you understand. Take the CGT [the
national trade union organized during
Peron's rule; it forms the mass base of
Peron's Justiciahsta Movement] —it has
not called a single strike since the
negotiations with Peron started at the
beginning of the year. And this during
a time of inflation when you would
expect the unions to strike for higher
pay."
The Sociologist doesn't get excited
about his convictions. He was a college
student when Peron was president, and
like all the youth at the time was antiPeron. He was jailed overnight twice
in those days-once, because a woman
in a bus denounced him to the police
for making jokes with his friends
about Peron; another time, as he came
out of a theater with friends, simply
because they all looked suspicious. He
calls himself a social democrat and
would like to see Argentina move gradually into the sociaUsm of the Scandanavian countries. "I think only Peron's
death will get us all together again to
work with the trade unions to overcome the oligarchy and the generals."
Between the Sociologist and the
revolutionary Peronistas there are
intermediary positions. There are independent liberals, Marxists, Fidelistas,
who believe that Peron's present pohtical role is a positive one, although they
do not fool themselves about Peron's

claims to lead a Third World revolutionary movemerlt in Latin America.
They decided quite consciously to join
the enormous crowds that tried to
greet him at Vicente Lopez, the
wealthy suburban street where he was
staying.
But the most curious political
stance is that of persons who tell you
that they are simply no longer antiPeron. One night with the revolutionary Peronistas I found myself in a
corner with a man of about 30 who
had been quiet most of the evening.
He turned out to disagree with everything his friends were saying. He was
five when Peron came to power and,
because his father was a minor Communist leader in the neighborhood, his
childhood was full of terror. He
remembers a mob heading for his
home—they would all be killed, he
thought—and veering off at the last
moment because the mob discovered a
greater enemy down the block. "And
Evita's work for the poor—I hate that.
People should be allowed to earn what
they need because they have the right,
not get it as charity." I said that I had
been under the impression that he had
gone to Vicente Lopez when Peron
first arrived. He paused and thought it
over. "I felt the need to," he rephed,
thinking it sufficient explanation.
It was no discovery of mine that
these changes of attitude by people
essentially middle class were often due
to the pure, unwavering admiration of
the poor for Peron. They told you
themselves. The middle class suffer not
only the economic squeeze and disgust
with the generals, but guilt at not
being able to participate genuinely in
the simple, direct expression of support for Peron that I heard from
workers. "We ate better, we lived
better." Even so special a breed as taxi
drivers. "My wife and I were able to
eat out Saturday and Sunday nights
and go dancing too. Now if we eat out
once a month we can consider ourselves lucky. I do not deny that there
were some people around Peron who
were ugly, who were given jobs to do
by Peron and they only enriched
themselves. Some of these people are
still around but the politicians and the
generals we have had since have given
us nothing—they have turned over the
country to the foreign companies."
Good politician that he is, Peron has
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explained his increasing popular
strength by quoting an old Castilian
proverb: "After me will come those
who will make me good."
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A" tthe villas miserias~the govern-

ment euphemistically calls
them Emergency Towns—are
soHdly Peronista. At one of the older

A
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ones, on the outskirts of the city, the
settlement seemed quite permanent;
the older houses of brick, others
wood, some slapped together with old
boards and tin; the streets gravel, with
open ditches on either side to carry
away the kitchen and bath water. The
Sociologist from the Housing Authority said that it would be difficult to
move these squatters on municipal
land, even if sufficient new housing is
built, because a whole social and economic structure holds them together
and the people want to stay and buy
the land on which they've built. "But
that is even more difficult," he added.
"Look!" And he pointed to one of
many shacks no more than 10 feet
square leaning against another only
slightly larger. "How do you arrange
for property holdings that small or
continue streets this irregular?"
We ran into the president of the
Unidad, a kind of mayor of the poverty town, elected by the squatters. He
works at night and he came over to
talk to the Sociologist with whom he
seemed to have good working relations. I asked him if he looked forward
to the elections in March. "Oh sir, the
elections cannot solve anything," he
replied. "The problems we have are
other. Something has to be done about
the foreign monopolies that are sucking our riches away." But if there are
elections whom would we vote for?
"Whom would I vote for! Why, like
everyone who lives here—for Peron."
He talked about the people, how they
make a living, and he cited as an
example his son who takes two buses
to his factory job, one hour each way,
works 11 to 12 hours a day, and earns
$80 a month. When we left him, I said
to the Sociologist that the president
knew how to express himself well.
"You were not talking to an ordinary
citizen of the villa," he explained. "He
is an old militant of the CGT, you
know-in fact, a pistolero." A gunman.
Another day I visited a villa miseria
close to the city, along the port, with a
young newspaperwoman who has been
following the career of Father Carlos
Mujica, who works there. He is the
most prominent of the Third World
Priests, an informal group working
with the poor, and he was one of the
many notables who had been invited
by the Peronist Movement to travel
with Peron on his return to Argentina.

It was the Day of Our Immaculate
Virgin and he was officiating at a
special mass at his chapel in the villa
miseria called "Cristo Obrero," Christ
the Worker. On this street, closest to
the paved ones of the city, many of
the houses were solid stucco and the
chapel, built with voluntary labor, was
a bare brick and stucco structure. The
chapel cannot accomodate more than
50 people, so a large crucifix had been
hung from the door and a wooden
table set out on the street with two or
three old pews facing it. The people of
the villa are mostly Bolivians, small
dark Indians that one first saw in our
newspapers when el Che Guevara was
killed in their country. It was not
simply the mass that drew them to the
chapel that day; word had come that
morning that Isabelita, Peron's present
wife, was going to attend.
Father Mujica is young, handsome,
blond and blue-eyed, and energetic. A
woman friend took one long look at
him and said, "What a waste of a
man!" He wore dark work pants and
shirt and he was outside giving orders
and consulting with two young
couples who were holding newborn
infants to be baptised later. In a kind
of ultimate demystification of the
mass, he put on his vestments over his
work clothes while still talking to his
aides in the street. By mistake, he put
them on inside out and so had to
pause a moment to get properly
dressed. The vestments, however, were
perfectly clean and pressed, and I was
to see later that he did not stint the
ritual, though there was no wine for
the host and he sang unaccompanied.
The street was soon packed and people
stood on the roofs of the buildings so
they could bear the weight. A young
Peronist with a bull horn would occasionally call directives from one roof,
mostly to children noisily enjoying the
tlesta.
The mass had already begun when
Isabelita arrived. Her car inched its
way up the street and the crowd began
to chant her name. She wore a plain
off-white suit, no jewelry, her dyed
blonde hair drawn back loosely, her
appearance more a suggestion than an
imitation of Eva Peron. She went inside the chapel to hold and kiss the
babies about to be baptised and when
the photographers finished, she came
outside for the mass. Father Mujica

read a prayer he had written for the
day, a litany each of whose sentences
began, "Father, forgive me . . ." Each
was a confession of a social sin, beginning with "Forgive me for having become accustomed to seeing that the
children who appear to be ten years
old are thirteen," and ending, "I
dream of dying for them; help me to
live for them." Middle class guilt again,
uttered to the wrong audience, for
none there could join him in that
prayer.
At the end of the mass, Isabelita
stood on the wooden table that had
been the altar and spoke into a hand
mike. Some of her phrases were reminiscent of Evita's, but she got lost in
the midst of sentences and there was,
as the Left Peronistas had warned me,
no revolutionary fervor in what she
said. Once more she disclaimed that
she had any intention of replacing
Evita—she was just another Peronist.
But she promised the people she
would work for them. Before she
stepped down she led the crowd in the
Peronist chant: "^e siente, se sientej
Evita esta presente!" (One feels it, one
feels it/Evita is here!) In the presence
of that hopeful, believing mass of
people, it seemed mean to question
the sincerety of Number Two Wife
paying tribute to Number One Wife.
Before she left, she began the distribution of candy she had brought for
the children. A little Indian girl gave
me one when we were watching
the baptism inside the chapel. Not
good but welcome. Father Majica did
not rush through the baptism; he
talked intimately, warmly, with the
young parents, all the while playing
with the infants; but when he was
done, he pulled off his vestments
quickly. He came over and said, "1
hear that though you are a Yankee,
you are not a bad sort," and quickly
turned away when an aide called him
from the street. He stopped when he
reached the door and called to the sole
newspaperman who hadn't left with
Isabelita. "Come!" he said, and we
followed. Down the street another
aide—like the others, a man of middleclass background-was arguing angrily
with a man in a suit and tie.
In one of the houses, a dead child
had been laid out awaiting his funeral.
The family had already paid $40 but
now the man from the funeral parlor

wanted $100 t^ore. Father Mujica
acted, first, as conciliator. "We will
pay something reasonable but not
that," he said. The funeral parlor man
accused the aide of putting on a show
for newspapermen. Father Mujica's
tone changed. "You go through with
the funeral or we will gather one hundred people immediately and march
into the center of the city." The matter was settled with no advance
payment.

T

hat evening I told my experience
to the well-known Argentine
novelist David Vihas. "Candy!
She distributed candy!" he exclaimed;
the rest was a string of obsceneties.
"Of course, at that villa which is
mostly Bolivians—not Bolivian miners
but the most backward peasants.
Candy! These days when the revolutionary underground waylays grocery
and milk trucks and empties them in
the villas. Candy! She is working hard
to be another Evita."
With us was Marysa Navarro, professor of Latin American history at
Dartmouth University, in Argentina
for a year to write a biography of Eva
Peron. She protested. "Evita distributed clothes, shoes, notebooks,
useful things. Evita was something else
altogether."
Vinas is a big, bearded, bearish
man. He is also a prominent member
of the Revolutionary Communist
Party, formed a few years ago by
Argentines influenced by the Cuban
revolution. "Yes, yes," he admitted
unhappily, and proceeded to tell about
the time he had met Evita years ago. It
was November 1951, at the time of
the elections for Peron's second term.
Evita had just come out of an operation for cancer of the uterus and she
had asked and been granted for the
right to vote from her hospital bed.
For it to be legal there had to be a poll
watcher of an opposition party
present, and Viiias, a young proofreader at the time, acted as such for
the Radical Party-not at all what its
name says.
"It was a rainy day and we three
went in-a member of the election
board carrying the ballot box, a
Peronista party representative, and me.
For a moment we were in the hospital
room alone with her. Awed. Her face
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was made up but quite drawn. Her legs
were bent and spread out. On her
hospital bed were the different ballots
of all the parties. We had to leave her
alone to vote and when we came back
they were all there but the Peronist
ballot. But the most impressive moment of all came when we left and
walked through the women kneeling in
the entrance and outside the hospital."
Marysa Navarro explained, "While
she was in the hospital there were
always hundreds of people keeping
watch outside and as close to her room
as they could get."
"They were kneeling in the rain and
reaching up to try to touch the ballot
box," Vinas continued. "Because Evita
had touched it and her vote was inside." He shook himself. "A ballot box
had acquired mystical properties!"
These days in Buenos Aires the
young Peronistas, who indeed are
much to the left of the old guard that
surrounds Peron, chant the slogan, "Si
Evita viviera/Fuera Montonera" (If
Evita were alive/She would be a Montonera). The Montoneros are the clandestine guerrillas of the Peronist Movement who cooperate in terrorist and
other underground activities with
other revolutionary groups. The rightwing, anti-Peronists' answer to the
slogan is, "Si Evita viviera/Isabelita
seria copera" (If Evita were alive/
Isabelita would be a bar girl). In
Panama, where Isabelita met Peron in
the early years of his exile, Isabelita
worked in a bar entertaining customers. Twenty years ago, Peron's enemies were as hard on Evita, a smalltown girl who had made it in Buenos
Aires as a minor actress and radio
personality.
A witty journalist who should perhaps remain anonymous has an answer
to this malice about Evita and Isabelita. "It speaks well for both Peron
and his wives that each of these
women led independent sexual lives
until they met Peron. From then on
they were models of fidelity. Whereas
Lanusse's wife had an affair with a
young air force pilot while he was in
Rawson [a jail in the far South] for
his part in that abortive uprising
against Peron, and she had a child by
him. He was a pilot of the plane that
flew her there on her visits to her
husband. Lanusse was furious and
there are copies of a letter around
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from the pilot asking her to leave
Lanusse and marry him. Everyone
knows that."
I'm not at all certain that this
journalist should remain anonymous.
My conversations with him and
Vinas-indeed, with the many people I
met—whether in their homes, in
restaurants, taxis, or bars, were often
less circumspect than they would have
been in the States. With Vinas we had
dined at El Pepino, a restaurant in the
theater district, and we sat by an
enormous open window in the street,
so that passers-by stopped and exchanged comments with him. Newspapers and magazines seemed uncensored and the bookstores, of which
there are many in Buenos Aires, carried books on every subject from every
point of view. A military dictatorship?
I began to tease my friends about this
as I had done about the city's affluence. "Have you read anything
about Trelew?" was their reply. "Or
any news about the activities of revolutionary groups?"

T

relew is a naval base in the South
where a group of political prisoners were—quite literallymassacred last August. Sixteen were
killed and three badly wounded. They
had escaped a few days earlier from
Rawson, a civil jail, along with six
other prisoners-like them all members
of guerrilla groups. During the jailbreak, the prison and the nearby
Trelew airport were captured. The escape was managed with the help of
guerrillas outside the jail, and it was
the first time Argentina's three organized guerrilla groups acted together. At
the airport they ran into trouble and
only six were able to commandeer a
plane to fly to Chile. The other 19,
among them five women, were not
returned to Rawson but were jailed at
the naval base. One night, at three in
the morning, they were hustled out of
their cells and while standing in the
corridor were shot down with machine
guns.
The government issued a report
that they were killed while attempting
to escape, and it has gone to great
lengths to keep the real story from
gaining circulation. It has invoked a
catch-all anti-subversive law and added
a new clause to the penal code that
stipulates that news publications may
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not act as "reflectors" of subversive
propaganda. This means that a newspaper may not print, say, a news release from the lawyers representing the
three survivors. The latter have put out
a small brochure with an account of
the incident that shows diagrams of
the base and the cell wing where the
guerriUas were jailed, and also statements of what happened from the
three survivors. The brochure's contents have yet to be published anywhere, but it takes little leg work to
find it. I obtained it from an important editor of a conservative paper.
"They had to suppress the story," he
said. "There was an extraordinary revulsion on the part of our people, no
matter what their politics."
The military have not restricted
themselves to the anti-subversive decrees. The publishers of newspapers
will receive calls from the Secretariat
of Information whenever it feels that
the paper or magazine has been giving
too much coverage to, say, guerrilla
activity. In the Trelew case there is the
notorious but unpublished incident
of Panorama—an Argentine news
magazine in the style of Time. Panorama had carried a boxed story which
reported the government version in a
skeptical tone, and ended, "Perhaps
the hfe style of the armed groups is
unacceptable to the majority of people
but the alleged evidence against them
does not authorize the mass execution
of prisoners for political and ideological reasons."
At 3:00 A.M. one night, the publisher received a phone call from an
irate government functionary. When
the editor reported to work the next
morning, he found he was out of a job.
In fact, no one expected any better
from the publisher. Much of the advertising comes directly from government
agencies and other advertisers can be
easily persuaded to disconfinue. I was
told that an extra pressure could have
been exerted in this case: another business venture of the publisher's was
capitaHzed with government credits
that could be withdrawn at any time.
Then again, if such methods fail, there
are the "para-military" groups, as clandestine as the guerrillas, who will beat
up recalcitrant individuals or bomb
their homes. I know of an international news agency which had been
(Continued on page 52)

Buenos Aires
de noche
Buenos Airss ofrece las
noches de show y de
alegria mds prolongadas
del mundo. Ritmo, luces,
belleza, tango. Un v6rtigo
amable y fascinante que se
prolonga hasta el amanecer.

Swinging
Buenos Aires
Shows, haoDiness and
entertainment are features of
unforgettable nights in
Buenos Aires, the longest in
the world. Fast-moving
rhythm, dazzling lights, great
beauty, tangos, a fascinating
and friendly vortex of
entertainment lasting until the
early morning hours.
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