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Clearly, just what we need  
 
We have a Russian audio pronunciation 
guide from our own Vlada Moran for 
Borodin’s Polovtsian Dances.  If you 
haven’t checked this out then you don’t 
know what you are missing.  The 
recordings are extremely clear; Vlada 
paces the pronunciation to the musical 
score; and it is set up by parts! 
 
You can pause the play to take notes; you 
can continue; or you can restart anywhere 
by clicking on the bar that shows the 
progress of the recording.   
 
The recordings are available from our web 
site.  Go to the Members, Music 
Download, then Spring 2008 pages. 
 
Thanks to Vlada and Don Daily for setting 
this up. �  
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Masters class a resounding 
success 
 
Shari Anderson provided four full days of 
coaching. Whether you were a long-time 
singer or just getting started, Shari gave 
you her undivided attention.   Singers 
came and went at 20 minute intervals.  
Most stayed to watch and learn as time 
after time a small correction would create 
a magical moment. 
 
This was our second in a series of three 
masters classes.  Don Haneke was here in 
January and David Gordon, tenor, will be 
here next.  �  

Polovtsian Dances 
by Alexander Borodin 
 

Fly away on gentle breezes 

Fly swiftly, songs of love 

To greet our homeland 

Where once we lived in hope 

And knew no sorrow, 

Where once we sang, 

Rejoicing in our freedom 

There beneath the burning sky 

Languid breezes cooled us, 

There the cloud capp’d mountains 

Dream above the silver sea 

There our days were long and carefree 

Amid the sunlit hills and shady meadows, 

And there the scent of roses in the valleys 

Once filled the sultry air with sweet perfume 

And fertile vineyards yield sweet wine 

There skylarks sing. 

Fly away, our songs of freedom! 

Ulyetai na kryilyakh vyetra 

Tyi vkrai rodnoi, rodnaya 

Pyessnya nasha 

Tuda gdye myi tyebya 

Svobodno pyeli 

Gdye byilo tak, 

Privol no nam stoboyu 

Tam pod znoinyim nyebom 

Nyegoi vozdukh polon, 

Tam pod govor moray  

Dryemlyut goryi vobla 

Tam tak yarko solntsye svyetit  

Rodnyiye goryi svyetom zalivaya,  

Vdolinakh pyishno roza rasstsvyetayet 

I solovyi poyut vlyessakh lyonyikh  

I sladkii vinograd rasstyot.  

Poyut vlyessakh. 

Tam tye-bye privolnyei pyessnya!! 

 

 

 

���������	���������	���������	���������	 ����

���
����
���
����
���
����
���
����
 ����

�

�����������
�
����
��
���������������

���������������
�
��������������� ���

�����
���������������������������������
����������� �����������������������

�����
���������
���
��������
�����
���������������� �������������������

��������������������������� �����������������!����� ���������
�

�������"�������������������������������#���������������������������������������� ��
�
������


���
������������������
������������������������$�
�

�������#����������������
�������
��
��������������� ��������


