
verse. Nearly one hundred years later, during World War II, it was the Taras Shevchenko 
Radio Station, as irony would have it, broadcasting political speeches and concerts of 
Ukrainian music out of the Russian town of Saratov to help rouse the war effort in 
Ukraine. Borys Lyatoshynsky, who worked at the Moscow Conservatory, was evacuated 
to Saratov. Among the numerous works he wrote during these troubled years were the 
Three Preludes for piano, inspired by verses of Shevchenko. The poetry is stark:

1. The sun sets, the mountains darken
The birds go mute, the fields harken

The work is finished, the people rejoice
Yet I sit, my heart despairing

Toward Ukraine my thoughts are bearing

2. Smokeless, even the chimneys grieve.
Beyond garden, beyond palisade

Where dark graves are laid

3. On the renewed, replenished earth
The foe is found no more

But the mother, and her child
Shall live

In sacred peace

Each of the three preludes starts softly and builds to frightening climaxes, hurtling walls 
of sound. At certain moments Lyatoshynsky branches the music out into two disparate, 
clashing keys, underlining the cognitive dissonance and incomprehensibility of such 
deep grief. In the last prelude, a children’s nursery tune appears in the nether region of 
the keyboard, ultimately acquiring the insistence of a fateful march.

Valentyn Silvestrov (b. 1937)

For solace we turn to the music of Valentyn Silvestrov, who, as the latest updates have 
it, has safely evacuated westward from his humble Kyiv apartment of over forty years. 
The Messenger is soft and gentle, like many a recent Silvestrov work. It is Mozart, 
essentially, but heard through the mists (or, more precisely, an ample dose of damper 
pedal). Silvestrov is an advocate of what might be described as “anti-monumentalism”—
an opposition to the forced grandeur that instigates imperialistic wars and other such 
evils. Can his message be heard?
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prologue
Welcome to Saint Francis Episcopal Church! It has long been the tradition of 
this parish to support the presentation of fine music in its liturgies, to welcome 
the community to concerts and theatrical works, and to host groups such as the 
Amadeus Chamber Orchestra. Today we have the opportunity to show our support 
for the people of Ukraine as we present a concert by the Ukrainian-born pianist 
and parish organist Sasha Beresovsky and the paintings of Varvara Agabekova in 
“For My Homeland...A Concert of Hope and Love.” We pray that the music and 
art you support with your donations will hasten the day that peace returns to 
Ukraine. Please join us in a reception to meet the artists and to view the paintings 
in Millen Hall immediately following the concert. —Larry Vote

Music Director, St. Francis Episcopal Church 
Professor of Music, St. Mary’s College of Maryland

Sasha Beresovsky is a graduate of Indiana University, where he received his master’s 
degree and performance diploma studying with Edmund Battersby. He has 
appeared regularly at The Lyceum in Old Town Alexandria as part of the Summer 
Chamber Music Series of WMPA, presenting Beethoven’s Diabelli Variations in 
2015. Sasha spent the years 2017–2020 in Boston, where he taught private lessons 
and, with a group of friends, organized the Boston Community Studio. Other 
performances have included solo recitals at the Victor Kosenko Museum in Kyiv 
(2017–2019) the Rhodes Scholar House in Oxford, UK (2018) and Beethoven’s 
Fourth Concerto with the Belmont Festival Orchestra (2017).

Varvara Agabekova was born in St. Petersburg in an artistic family. Both her 
grandfather and father were artists and she began her artistic life at a young age. 
Her main mentor was her grandfather, Renat Fridman. Varvara began her formal 
training in 1997 in St. Petersburg at the Art College of Roerich. She went on to 
study at the Repin Academy of  Fine Arts in the studio of professor V.V. Zagonek.
In 2011, she graduated from the academy with highest honors and began her 
career as an art teacher. She also became a member of the St. Petersburg Art Union. 
Varvara has featured her works in many group and solo exhibitions over the past 
decade.  This year she is taking part in exhibitions in Rockville, Maryland, and Blue 
Hill, Maine. Varvara’s paintings are in private collections throughout the world.
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murmuring and melancholy, dark and whimsical, peaceful and loving. The finale is 
joyous and festive, the bright sunlight flickering happily over those emerald waves.

Edvard Grieg (1843–1907)

In 1884, Edvard Grieg paid homage to the 200th anniversary of the birth of playwright 
Ludvig Holberg with a suite of old dances (more properly titled “from Holberg’s time”). 
Like Lysenko, Grieg is now remembered as a founder of his country’s national musical 
style, yet with the Holberg Suite the composer invokes one of the most venerated and 
universal of European musical traditions. In the praeludium and the ensuing four dances, a 
well-worn old form is imbued with a fresh new beauty, and in the center of it all, the raw 
emotion of the Air still makes itself known, fortified though it is by layers of tradition and 
stylization, surrounded and perhaps even protected by its merrier companions. Grieg’s own 
favorite of the five was the humorous final dance, the Rigaudon.

Viktor Kosenko (1896–1938)

Back in Kyiv, we knock on the door of Kosenko’s apartment. The apartment is now 
a museum. We are welcomed inside by Volodymyr, the affable, endlessly courteous 
curator. There are portraits on the wall, framed photos and manuscripts, a room with a 
samovar and set of teacups, and, of course, the all-important, slightly chipped but still-
glorious Bechstein piano. It was here that Viktor Kosenko lived—alas, for less than a 
year, at the very end of life. Kosenko was the quintessential pianist-composer—looking 
over his works, it is hard not to think of figures like Scriabin and Chopin. The two 
Mazurkas we will hear today have something of the yin and yang about them. The first is 
playful, passing away the time, though with touches of longing; the second somber, still, 
constantly holding back, pulling on Time’s own waistcoat.

Béla Bartók (1881–1945)

Wishing to hear the sounds of western Ukraine once more, we overcompensate, and find 
ourselves in Hungary. However, there is an excuse: Hungary is the home of Béla Bartók, 
a subtle master composer, brilliant pianist, and pioneering ethnomusicologist—one 
of the first to use a recording device in field-work. And Bartók himself had traveled 
eastward, ever searching, ever widening his grasp of the authentic. Lean and concise, the 
Old Dance Tunes are as good an approximation of the kaleidoscopic shifting of timbres, 
quirky rhythms, and unaffected passion of the rural soundscape as one can hope for on a 
grand piano.

Taras Shevchenko (1814–1861) and Borys Lyatoshynsky (1895–1968)

In the mid-19th century, Taras Shevchenko, Ukraine’s national poet, found himself 
imprisoned and exiled in various parts of Russia, channeling his longing for Ukraine in 

-7-



program
Fragment of Melody by Myroslav Skoryk (1938–2020) 
 followed by Ukrainian Rhapsody No. 2 (“Dumka – Shumka”) 
      by Mykola Lysenko (1842–1912)

   In the Village and Hopak by Modest Mussorgsky (1839–1881)

Piano Sonata 1.X.1905 by Leoš Janáček (1854–1928)
 I. Foreboding (Předtucha) – Con moto II. Death (Smrt) – Adagio

 Prelude in F# Major by Vasyl Barvynsky (1888–1963)
  and Vesnyanka by Ihor Shamo (1925–1982)

                  Variations by Alemdar Karamanov (1934–2007)

intermission

Holberg Suite (“In the olden style”), Op. 40 by Edvard Grieg (1843–1907)  
 Praeludium
 Sarabande
 Gavotte
 Air
 Rigaudon
 Mazurkas by Viktor Kosenko (1896–1938) 
   Op. 3, No. 2.  Quasi allegretto in D-flat Major 
   Op. 3, No. 3.  Lento ma non troppo in C# Minor

 Old Dance Tunes from 15 Hungarian Peasant Songs, Sz. 71  
      by Béla Bartók (1881–1945)

Three Preludes (inspired by verses of Taras Shevchenko), Op. 38  
     by Borys Lyatoshynsky (1895–1968)
     Andante sostenuto
   Lento tenebroso
   Moderato con moto e sempre ben ritmico

The Messenger by Valentyn Silvestrov (b. 1937)

Vasyl Barvynsky (1888–1963)

Death’s rude attempts to monopolize Eternity can be brushed aside by the sweet, 
innocent liquid poetry of a prelude by Vasyl Barvynsky. The gentle man who gave us 
this moment musical spent much of his life as professor at the Lysenko Music Institute 
and the Conservatory in Lviv. During his exile by the Soviets (1948–1958) many of his 
compositions in Lviv disappeared under mysterious circumstances. Upon his return, 
Barvynsky spent the remaining years of his life restoring these lost works, a project that 
would only be completed after his passing.

Ihor Shamo (1925–1982) 
We are then caught up in the merry circular whirlwind of a Vesnyanka, the Dance of 
Spring dating from the days of pagan Ukraine. The young maidens dancing a vesnyanka 
imitate the call of birds, who harbinger the arrival of another season of rejuvenation. 
Over the years, as Christian missionaries altered the words, the dance would come to 
blend in with Easter rites. The composer of this vesnyanka, Ihor Shamo, studied at the 
Lysenko Music School in Kyiv, and then, after serving in the Red Army as a medical 
assistant, came under the personal tutelage of Borys Lyatoshynsky.

Alemdar Karamanov (1934–2007)

Entering now into Ukraine’s southern region, we borrow again from the letters of 
Mussorgsky:

“As if from a wondrous dream I recall…the beauty of Odessa, the magical 
southern shore of the Crimea, at times forbidding and unapproachable, the 
cliffs frowning under the weight of dark gray clouds, then suddenly tender and 
welcoming. The magnificent gardens, the airy dwellings, covered by rare plants 
turning this way and that—and through the small partitions in such ‘clothes’ 
glimpses of more carved eaves, more balconies and porticos, all enveloped under 
a bright-blue sky above the emerald sea.”

Such impressions are certainly harmonious with the images that come to mind when 
I think of Karamanov’s Variations. Alemdar Karamanov was born in the Crimean town 
of Simferopol. He studied in Moscow, but a symphony titled “America”, written at the 
height of the Cold War, saw him expelled from Russian cultural circles. “I realized that, 
for me, Moscow was a dead end, that I can do much more there, in the provinces, even 
if it breaks my career,” wrote Karamanov and returned to his native Simferopol.
 In much of his work, there is an openness and expanse of spirit reflecting the 
composer’s own rich blend of inner mysticism, religiosity, ethnicity (his father was 
Turkish), and of course, the unique natural beauty of his native land. The open-ended 
Theme and each of its variations are perhaps a set of portraits of the Black Sea—breezy, 
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program notes
by Sasha Beresovsky

Myroslav Skoryk (1938–2020)

When Myroslav Skoryk composed his Melody for a 1982 Soviet war film, he must 
never have imagined that it would one day become a kind of unofficial anthem for 
Ukraine. Born and raised in the western city of Lviv, Skoryk had a keen sense for the 
tunes and harmonies echoing out of the hidden hamlets of the Carpathians, and his 
Melody follows a tonal pattern common to many of these songs. Today we hear it often, 
not least in the background of the introductory video preceding President Zelenskyy’s 
address to the United States Congress.

Mykola Lysenko (1842–1912)

Melody gives way effortlessly into the Dumka which begins Lysenko’s Second Ukrainian 
Rhapsody. A duma is a thought, and a dumka is a slow, trance-like musing or incantation 
—perhaps a supplication to the Muse for insight into the happenings of yore. Such 
epic tales were sung by kobzars to the plucking of a stringed instrument known as the 
bandura. Mykola Lysenko had the privilege of observing an authentic flowering of the 
kobzar tradition. In the 1930s, the Soviets, in their purging frenzy, rounded up these 
poor, often blind, spiritual heirs of Homer, and systematically exterminated them.
 In Lysenko’s Rhapsody, the storytelling becomes so good that at a certain point 
the music of the storyteller snaps into that of the story itself—the shumka, which has 
a somewhat vague meaning, but is essentially something “noisy”—a raucous scene or 
dance. Lysenko plays on the sharp Oriental-sounding interval of the augmented second, 
which he at times naturalizes to give the music a more melancholy, wistful hue.

Modest Mussorgsky (1839–1881)

From 1874 to 1876 Lysenko lived in St. Petersburg, honing his orchestration technique 
with Rimsky-Korsakov. He became especially good friends with Modest Mussorgsky, 
another member of the group known as The Five. In the 1870s Mussorgsky, who had 
a difficult life cut short by alcoholism, found himself taking breaks from the messianic 
seriousness of his work on Khovanschina, his second great opera, with the much more 
light-hearted Fair at Sorochintsy, based on a tale by the Ukrainian-born Nikolai Gogol. 
At the end of the decade he was invited by the operatic singer Daria Leonova on a 
concert tour of Ukraine as accompanist. This sojourn may well have constituted the last 
happy period of the composer’s life. His letters to friends show his affection for the land, 
never snide or condescending, as can be found at times in the voices of his compatriots, 
but full of genuine love and awe: 

“In Poltava [eastern-central region of Ukraine] the air itself is so gentle as to 
lull one into a spirit of utter reconciliation and banish even the faintest memory 
of evil. The poplars are like pyramids—huge guardian angels protecting house, 
hill, and valley. Delicately the huts with the green and straw-colored roofs 
glimpse out of heavy, luscious greenery, scattered here and there among the hills as 
if by a master painter. It is quiet and calm, the fields are unimaginably gorgeous, 
as is the sky, and that air, that spell-binding air…if you could only walk these 
rural landscapes with me, if you could breathe this same life-giving air and 
hear the song that shimmers through the fields…if you could witness the steppe’s 
expanse, the night lit with stars yet also dark as sapphire, and again if you could 
only breathe this air!…which summons lung and heart away and out of the 
confinement of one’s chest, so gentle as to impel one toward life again and more!”

 One cannot forget also that moment at the end of one of Mussorgsky’s most 
famous works, the Pictures at an Exhibition, where the vicious, chaotic sounds of the evil 
witch Baba-Yaga crash harmlessly into the powerful Golden Gates of Kiev. It is easy to 
discern who the modern Baba-Yaga might be.
 Mussorgsky is one of my very favorite composers; time and again he goes straight 
to the heart of the matter, as can be heard in the first few lines of In the Village, which 
capture the very germ of Slavic melancholy. Soon the tempo picks up, the mood 
brightens, the villagers come out of their huts, with their produce and farm animals. 
As the excitement ramps up even further, the young men break out into a Hopak, that 
famous Ukrainian dance full both of hopping and the jubilant exclamations “Hop!”

Leoš Janáček (1854–1928)

The Piano Sonata 1.X.1905 by the Czech composer Leoš Janáček is a work born of a 
tragic event—the brutal murder of a carpenter who stood in support of the construction 
of a Czech-language university at Brno. Janáček was deeply pierced by this death and 
began work on the Sonata almost immediately. Yet after the premiere by Ludmila 
Tučková in 1906, he decided that he was dissatisfied with the score, throwing the 
pages into the Vltava, wanting to destroy the music that had itself been intended to 
commemorate a killing. As it turned out, Tučková had kept a copy, and nearly twenty 
years later a second performance was given. Janáček wrote an inscription: “The white 
marble of the steps in Brno. The ordinary laborer František Pavlík falls, stained with blood. 
He came merely to champion higher learning and has been slain by cruel murderers.”
 Nervous rhythmic leitmotifs, an instantly recognizable feature of Janáček’s style, disturb 
the Sonata’s metric regularity. In Předtucha, Janáček builds up waves of emotion which scatter 
away into confused uncertainty. In the opening of Smrt, each phrase begins with a rest, as if 
giving the singer the time to take the air needed for the ensuing lament. The music then becomes 
gripped with a throbbing terror, as ominous trumpet-like tones announce Death’s presence.
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program notes
by Sasha Beresovsky
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the music of the storyteller snaps into that of the story itself—the shumka, which has 
a somewhat vague meaning, but is essentially something “noisy”—a raucous scene or 
dance. Lysenko plays on the sharp Oriental-sounding interval of the augmented second, 
which he at times naturalizes to give the music a more melancholy, wistful hue.
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a difficult life cut short by alcoholism, found himself taking breaks from the messianic 
seriousness of his work on Khovanschina, his second great opera, with the much more 
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At the end of the decade he was invited by the operatic singer Daria Leonova on a 
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happy period of the composer’s life. His letters to friends show his affection for the land, 
never snide or condescending, as can be found at times in the voices of his compatriots, 
but full of genuine love and awe: 

“In Poltava [eastern-central region of Ukraine] the air itself is so gentle as to 
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program
Fragment of Melody by Myroslav Skoryk (1938–2020) 
 followed by Ukrainian Rhapsody No. 2 (“Dumka – Shumka”) 
      by Mykola Lysenko (1842–1912)

   In the Village and Hopak by Modest Mussorgsky (1839–1881)

Piano Sonata 1.X.1905 by Leoš Janáček (1854–1928)
 I. Foreboding (Předtucha) – Con moto II. Death (Smrt) – Adagio

 Prelude in F# Major by Vasyl Barvynsky (1888–1963)
  and Vesnyanka by Ihor Shamo (1925–1982)

                  Variations by Alemdar Karamanov (1934–2007)

intermission

Holberg Suite (“In the olden style”), Op. 40 by Edvard Grieg (1843–1907)  
 Praeludium
 Sarabande
 Gavotte
 Air
 Rigaudon
 Mazurkas by Viktor Kosenko (1896–1938) 
   Op. 3, No. 2.  Quasi allegretto in D-flat Major 
   Op. 3, No. 3.  Lento ma non troppo in C# Minor

 Old Dance Tunes from 15 Hungarian Peasant Songs, Sz. 71  
      by Béla Bartók (1881–1945)

Three Preludes (inspired by verses of Taras Shevchenko), Op. 38  
     by Borys Lyatoshynsky (1895–1968)
     Andante sostenuto
   Lento tenebroso
   Moderato con moto e sempre ben ritmico

The Messenger by Valentyn Silvestrov (b. 1937)

Vasyl Barvynsky (1888–1963)

Death’s rude attempts to monopolize Eternity can be brushed aside by the sweet, 
innocent liquid poetry of a prelude by Vasyl Barvynsky. The gentle man who gave us 
this moment musical spent much of his life as professor at the Lysenko Music Institute 
and the Conservatory in Lviv. During his exile by the Soviets (1948–1958) many of his 
compositions in Lviv disappeared under mysterious circumstances. Upon his return, 
Barvynsky spent the remaining years of his life restoring these lost works, a project that 
would only be completed after his passing.

Ihor Shamo (1925–1982) 
We are then caught up in the merry circular whirlwind of a Vesnyanka, the Dance of 
Spring dating from the days of pagan Ukraine. The young maidens dancing a vesnyanka 
imitate the call of birds, who harbinger the arrival of another season of rejuvenation. 
Over the years, as Christian missionaries altered the words, the dance would come to 
blend in with Easter rites. The composer of this vesnyanka, Ihor Shamo, studied at the 
Lysenko Music School in Kyiv, and then, after serving in the Red Army as a medical 
assistant, came under the personal tutelage of Borys Lyatoshynsky.

Alemdar Karamanov (1934–2007)

Entering now into Ukraine’s southern region, we borrow again from the letters of 
Mussorgsky:

“As if from a wondrous dream I recall…the beauty of Odessa, the magical 
southern shore of the Crimea, at times forbidding and unapproachable, the 
cliffs frowning under the weight of dark gray clouds, then suddenly tender and 
welcoming. The magnificent gardens, the airy dwellings, covered by rare plants 
turning this way and that—and through the small partitions in such ‘clothes’ 
glimpses of more carved eaves, more balconies and porticos, all enveloped under 
a bright-blue sky above the emerald sea.”

Such impressions are certainly harmonious with the images that come to mind when 
I think of Karamanov’s Variations. Alemdar Karamanov was born in the Crimean town 
of Simferopol. He studied in Moscow, but a symphony titled “America”, written at the 
height of the Cold War, saw him expelled from Russian cultural circles. “I realized that, 
for me, Moscow was a dead end, that I can do much more there, in the provinces, even 
if it breaks my career,” wrote Karamanov and returned to his native Simferopol.
 In much of his work, there is an openness and expanse of spirit reflecting the 
composer’s own rich blend of inner mysticism, religiosity, ethnicity (his father was 
Turkish), and of course, the unique natural beauty of his native land. The open-ended 
Theme and each of its variations are perhaps a set of portraits of the Black Sea—breezy, 
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prologue
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murmuring and melancholy, dark and whimsical, peaceful and loving. The finale is 
joyous and festive, the bright sunlight flickering happily over those emerald waves.

Edvard Grieg (1843–1907)

In 1884, Edvard Grieg paid homage to the 200th anniversary of the birth of playwright 
Ludvig Holberg with a suite of old dances (more properly titled “from Holberg’s time”). 
Like Lysenko, Grieg is now remembered as a founder of his country’s national musical 
style, yet with the Holberg Suite the composer invokes one of the most venerated and 
universal of European musical traditions. In the praeludium and the ensuing four dances, a 
well-worn old form is imbued with a fresh new beauty, and in the center of it all, the raw 
emotion of the Air still makes itself known, fortified though it is by layers of tradition and 
stylization, surrounded and perhaps even protected by its merrier companions. Grieg’s own 
favorite of the five was the humorous final dance, the Rigaudon.

Viktor Kosenko (1896–1938)

Back in Kyiv, we knock on the door of Kosenko’s apartment. The apartment is now 
a museum. We are welcomed inside by Volodymyr, the affable, endlessly courteous 
curator. There are portraits on the wall, framed photos and manuscripts, a room with a 
samovar and set of teacups, and, of course, the all-important, slightly chipped but still-
glorious Bechstein piano. It was here that Viktor Kosenko lived—alas, for less than a 
year, at the very end of life. Kosenko was the quintessential pianist-composer—looking 
over his works, it is hard not to think of figures like Scriabin and Chopin. The two 
Mazurkas we will hear today have something of the yin and yang about them. The first is 
playful, passing away the time, though with touches of longing; the second somber, still, 
constantly holding back, pulling on Time’s own waistcoat.

Béla Bartók (1881–1945)

Wishing to hear the sounds of western Ukraine once more, we overcompensate, and find 
ourselves in Hungary. However, there is an excuse: Hungary is the home of Béla Bartók, 
a subtle master composer, brilliant pianist, and pioneering ethnomusicologist—one 
of the first to use a recording device in field-work. And Bartók himself had traveled 
eastward, ever searching, ever widening his grasp of the authentic. Lean and concise, the 
Old Dance Tunes are as good an approximation of the kaleidoscopic shifting of timbres, 
quirky rhythms, and unaffected passion of the rural soundscape as one can hope for on a 
grand piano.

Taras Shevchenko (1814–1861) and Borys Lyatoshynsky (1895–1968)

In the mid-19th century, Taras Shevchenko, Ukraine’s national poet, found himself 
imprisoned and exiled in various parts of Russia, channeling his longing for Ukraine in 
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verse. Nearly one hundred years later, during World War II, it was the Taras Shevchenko 
Radio Station, as irony would have it, broadcasting political speeches and concerts of 
Ukrainian music out of the Russian town of Saratov to help rouse the war effort in 
Ukraine. Borys Lyatoshynsky, who worked at the Moscow Conservatory, was evacuated 
to Saratov. Among the numerous works he wrote during these troubled years were the 
Three Preludes for piano, inspired by verses of Shevchenko. The poetry is stark:

1. The sun sets, the mountains darken
The birds go mute, the fields harken

The work is finished, the people rejoice
Yet I sit, my heart despairing

Toward Ukraine my thoughts are bearing

2. Smokeless, even the chimneys grieve.
Beyond garden, beyond palisade

Where dark graves are laid

3. On the renewed, replenished earth
The foe is found no more

But the mother, and her child
Shall live

In sacred peace

Each of the three preludes starts softly and builds to frightening climaxes, hurtling walls 
of sound. At certain moments Lyatoshynsky branches the music out into two disparate, 
clashing keys, underlining the cognitive dissonance and incomprehensibility of such 
deep grief. In the last prelude, a children’s nursery tune appears in the nether region of 
the keyboard, ultimately acquiring the insistence of a fateful march.

Valentyn Silvestrov (b. 1937)

For solace we turn to the music of Valentyn Silvestrov, who, as the latest updates have 
it, has safely evacuated westward from his humble Kyiv apartment of over forty years. 
The Messenger is soft and gentle, like many a recent Silvestrov work. It is Mozart, 
essentially, but heard through the mists (or, more precisely, an ample dose of damper 
pedal). Silvestrov is an advocate of what might be described as “anti-monumentalism”—
an opposition to the forced grandeur that instigates imperialistic wars and other such 
evils. Can his message be heard?

Valentyn SilvestrovVasyl Barvynsky Dancing the Hopak
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Funds raised at this benefit will be channeled through 
United Help Ukraine for humanitarian aid.


