Duma Tkacha

Hdyma TKauya

Weaver's Song

Sergei Silych Sinegub (1851-1907). “Collection of new poems and songs”, 1873

The poem was written at the beginning of 1873 after the poet visited one of the St. Petersburg weaving factories (many
factory workers were peasants and went to their farms in the spring, and returned to the city to work in the fall). The
poem remained popular until 1917. Sologub was a member of the “Tchaikovsky” circle and the preparation of “Going to
the People” (started in 1874), and conducted propaganda among weaver workers. Arrested in 1873, spent four years in
pre-trial detention in St. Petersburg, then went through the “trial of 193” (participants in “Going to the People”) and was
sentenced to 9 years of hard labour and lifelong exile in Siberia.

MyunT, Tep3aeT ronosyLuky 6eaHyto
POXOT MALLMHHBIX KOMeEC;

CBeT 3acTunaeTcs B 04eHbKax
KPYMHbIMY

Kannsmu nota u cnes.

«AX, nia 3a4eM Xe, 3a4eM Xe Bbl
nbetecs,

['opbKue cnesbl, 13 rnas?

[eny - nomexa; ocHoBa nonoptutcs!
bbITb MHe B 0TBETE 3a Bac!

HuTka nopeanach B OCHOBE
KaHanbckas,

JKa KaHarnbckasi CHacTb!

Hy, xu3Hb BectanaqHas!
CTONbKO-TO Ha AyLly,
[MpumeLLb MyYeHueB, - cTpacTb!

Kaluenb npoknsaTbIn U3mMasn BCto
rpyAb MOk,

Toxe 6onsT 1 60kKa,

CruHyLLKa, HOXEHbKU HOHOT,
cepaeyHble,

CToW LenbIit AeHb Y cTaHka!

LLInbko n3masncs HoiH4e, - npucen Obl
A,

Kabbl HaaCMOTPLUMK yLuen.

Ox, pasbonenucs 6eaHbIE HOXEHbKM,
CnoBHo BepcT copok npowuen!..»

B3opom TymaHHbIM 06BOAMT OH
TKaL|Ky'o,

HeT nu HagcmoTpLumKa TyT;
Cen 6bl, - TOPYNT OKaSIHHbIN
HaflCMOTPLLUK, -

Bmur owrtpadpyet Beab nnyt!

[POXOT MaLLWH, fyxoTa HecTepnuMas,
B BO3ayxe Knoybs XJ1onka,

Macrnom nporopkrbiM BOHSIET
yAYLIUBO:

[1a, Xn3Hb Tkaya Henerka!

Muchit, terzaet golovushku bednuju
Grohot mashinnykh kol'os;

Svet zastilaetsja v ochen'kah
krupnymi

Kapl'ami pota i sl'oz.

«Ah, da zachem zhe, zachem zhe vy
I'etis'a,

Gor'kie sl'ozy, iz glaz?

Delu - pomekha; osnova poportits'a!
Byt' mne v otv'ete za vas!

Nitka porvalas' v osnov'e kanal'skaja,
Eka kanal'skaja snast'!

Zhizn' bestalannaja! Stol'ko-to na
dushu,

Primesh' muchenijev, - strast'!

Kashel' prokljatyj izmajal vs'u grud'
moju,

Tozhe bol'at i boka,

Spinushka, nozhen'ki nojut,
serdechnyje,

Stoj tselyj den' u stanka!

Shibko izmajalsja nynche, - prisel by
ja,

Kaby nadsmotrshhik ushel.

Ekh, razbolelis'a bednye nozhen'ki,
Slovno verst sorok proshel!...»

Vzorom tumannym obvodit on
tkatskuju,

Net li nadsmotrshhika tut;

Sel by, - torchit okajannyj
nadsmotrshhik, -

Vmig oshtrafuet ved' plut!

Grokhot mashin, dukhota
nesterpimaja,

V vozduhe kloch'ja khlopka,
Maslom progorklym vonjaet
udushlivo:

Da, zhizn' tkacha nelegkal!

Torments, tore the poor little head
The rumble of cogs;

The light is obscured in the eyes by
large

Drops of sweat and tears.

"Oh, but why, why are there flowing,
Bitter tears from your eyes?

They are a hindrance to the work;
the foundation will spoil!

| will look after you!

The thread broke at the base,
What a bastard!

Well, life is poor! Only so much
suffering per soul,

One can take - Horror!

This damned cough has worn out
my whole chest,

My sides hurt too,

My back, my legs , my heart,
Standing at the machine all day!

I'm so tired - | would sit

down if the overseer left.

Oh, my poor legs are hurting,
It's like I've walked forty miles!.."

He looks around the weaving room
with a misty gaze,

Is there an overseer here;

| would have sat down," the cursed
overseer is here, "

The rogue will fine you in a
moment!

The roar of cars, the unbearable
stuffiness,

The shreds of cotton In the air,
The rancid oil stinks suffocatingly:
Yes, the life of a weaver is not
easy!

He stood, poor fellow, with his head



Cran oH, beaHsira, NOHypuBLLM
ronoay,

Tyno rnageTb Ha CTaHOK.

MeueTcs, pexeT rnasa HabonesLune
belueHbIN TOYHO YENHOK.

«Kak He 3aBMaoBatb rnaBHoMy
mactepy,

Buwb, Ha okoLke cnguT!

Yai nonusaet aa rnagut 60poayLLKy,
BuaHo, aywa He GonuT.

NackoB Ha BWA, @ B3rNsSHK-Ka Tbl
BEYepoM, -

CraHewsb paboTy coasartb,

OH v paboTy BpaHuT, u pyraeTcs,
Bcé HoposuT BpakoBaTb.

Tak BeAb 1 NpaBuT, YTOO MeHbLUE
pocranocs

Hawewmy 6pary, Tkauy.

OX, MMaBHbIN MacTep, X035uH,
HaZCMOTPLLMKH,

Kutb Befpb 5 TOXe Xouy!

XBOp CTAHOBMHOCS; Aa YTO CTaHELb
Aenatb-To,

Ham 6e3 paboTbl He XuTb —

[loma xeHa, cTapuku aa pebsaTyLukm,
MoaaTv Hago NNaTUTb.

Kak-To eHa HbIH4e C JOMOM
cnpaBnseTcs,

YTo Ham 3emnmua-To gact?

Mano 3emnuubl; Nnoxa oHa, MaTyLUKa,
Cyuwas, npaso, HanacTb!

Kak cbepery, 3apaboTaBLuUn, AEHEXKH,
CraHy goMoi nocbinaTs. ..

CKonbko 32 MECAL-TO HblHYE
npuaetcs MHe

[eHer wrpadHbIx 0TAaBaTh?

Ox, kabbl MeHbLLe... O, rocnoaw,
rocnogwm!

Haw Tbl BCeBbILWHMIA TBOpEL!

[onro nu 6ygeT XuTbe ropeMbl4HOE,
CKopo Inb My4eHbto KoHeL?!»

Stal on, bednjaga, ponurivshi golovu,
Tupo gl'adet' na stanok.

Mechetsja, rezhet glaza nabolevshie
Beshenyj tochno chelnok.

«Kak ne zavidovat' glavnomu
masteru,

Vish', na okoshke sidit!

Chaj popivaet da gladit borodushku,
Vidno, dusha ne bolit.

Laskov na vid, a vzgl'ani-ka ty
vecherom, -

Stanesh' rabotu sdavat',

On i rabotu branit, i rugaetsja,
Vs'o norovit brakovat'.

Tak ved' i pravit, shtob men'she
dostalos'a

Nashemu bratu, tkachu.

Ekh, glavnyj master, khoz'ain,
nadsmotrshhiki,

Zhit' ved' ja tozhe hochu!

Khvor stanovl'usja; da shto stanesh'
delat'-to,

Nam bez raboty ne zhit' -

Doma zhena, stariki da reb'atushki,
Podati nado platit'.

Kak-to zhena nynche s domom
spravijaetsja,

Shto nam zemlitsa-to dast?

Malo zemlitsy; plokha ona, matushka,
Sushhaja, pravo, napast'!

Kak sberegu, zarabotavshi, denezhki,
Stanu domoj posylat'...

Skol'ko za mes'ats-to nynche
pridets'a mne

Deneg shtrafnyh otdavat'?

Ekh, kaby men'she... O, gospodi,
gospodi!

Nash ty vsevyshnij tvorets!

Dolgo li budet zhit'e goremychnoe,
Skoro I' muchen'ju konec?!»

down,

Staring blankly at the machine.

He rushes around, hurting his sore
eyes, mad as a bobbin.

"How not to envy the master?

See, he's sitting in the window!

He drinks tea and strokes his beard,
Apparently, the soul does not hurt.

He looks kind, but look at him in the
evening -

You'll be handing over your work,
He curses his job and swears,

that your work is faulty.

That's how he rules, so that he gets
less

Than our brother, the weaver.

Eh, the head master, the master,
the overseers,

| want to live too!

I'm getting sick; but what are you
going to do,

We can't live without work —

My wife is at home, the old people
and the kids,

The taxes must be paid.

Somehow, my wife is coping with
the home now,

What will the land give us?

There is little land; it is bad, Mother,
A real disaster, really!

How can | save money when | earn
it,

Il send it home...

How much in @ month will | have to
pay today

Will I have to pay the penalty
money?

Oh, if only it were less... oh, my
God, my God!

You are our supreme creator!

How long will this miserable life last,
Is the end of the torment coming
soon?!"
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