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Puccini: Turandot  
1. In questa reggia (6:34)

Puccini: Tosca
2. Vissi d’arte (3:38)

Verdi: Un ballo in maschera 
3. Ecco l’orrido campo (8:54)

Verdi: Nabucco
4. Anch’io dischiuso un giorno (10:01)

Puccini: Madama Butterfly
5. Un bel dí vedremo (5:00)

Verdi: La forza del destino
6. Pace, pace, mio Dio (6:06)

Puccini: Manon Lescaut
7. Sola, perduta, abbandonata (6:10) 

Verdi: Macbeth 
8. Nel dì della vittoria . . . Vieni! t’affretta (8:13)
9. La luce langue (4:32)
10. Una macchia è qui tuttora (8:55)

Total Playing Time: 68:05
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In 1921 Puccini wrote, “I am afraid that 
Turandot will never be finished.” And 
indeed it was unfinished at his death 

in November, 1924. It was completed by 
Franco Alfano and the premiere was given 
in April of 1926. Arturo Toscanini led the 
first performance, at La Scala, and stopped 
the performance before the part written by 
Alfano. (He must have thought the writing 
was inferior to Puccini’s.)

The story, a fairy tale set in ancient China, 
involves Prince Calaf, who falls in love with 
the cold and cruel Princess Turandot. In or-
der to marry her, a suitor must  solve Turan-
dot’s three riddles; any wrong answer re-
sults in death. Calaf correctly deciphers the 
riddles, including the last one: “What is like 
ice yet burns?” The answer is “Turandot,” 
but in defiance the princess still refuses to 
marry him. In the aria “In questa reggia” 
(“In this Palace”) she explains the history of 
her family, which has made her detest men. 
Calaf offers to forfeit his life if she can learn 
his name before dawn, but despite her re-
solve, she falls in love with him.

Puccini’s Tosca, set in Rome during the Na-
poleonic wars, was first presented in 1900. 
Its three main characters include one of 
opera’s arch-villains: Scarpia, the chief of 
police in Rome; Tosca, a famous singer; and 
her beloved, Cavaradossi. In Act II, Cavara-
dossi is at the mercy of Scarpia, who has 
lusted after Tosca and demands that she 

succumb to his sexual advances. She sings 
“Vissi d’arte, vissi d’amore” (“I Live of Art, I 
Live for Love”) as she contemplates her fate 
and asks God why He has abandoned her.

Verdi’s Un ballo in maschera (A Masked Ball) 
opened in Rome in 1859. As Act II begins, 
midnight is approaching. We find Amelia in 
a desolate field where executions are carried 
out. The time and place were specified by the 
sorceress Ulrica, who directed Amelia to pick 
an herb at that time in order to extinguish her 
love for Riccardo, her husband’s best friend. 
The bleak locale is evoked in an extended 
prelude, “Ecco l’orrido campo . . . ” (“Here is 
the desolate field . . . ”). Amelia sings of her 
grim task in the aria that follows: “Ma dall’arido 
stelo divulsa,” (“When I have uprooted the dry 
stem,”) which ends as she experiences a terri-
fying vision of death.

Nabucco was Verdi’s first triumph. The 
setting is biblical, from the time of the de-
struction of Solomon’s temple by the Baby-
lonians. The complicated plot involves war, 
unrequited love, rebellion, revenge, insanity, 
apotheosis and suicide. Abigaille, suppos-
edly the daughter of the Babylonian king 
Nabucco, discovers a letter proving she was 
born a slave, not a princess. She sings that 
her present circumstances are even worse 
than a slave’s, and she remembers the time 
when she felt love and compassion in her 
aria  “Anch’io dischiuso un giorno” (“I, too, 
was once open to the joys of the heart.”)
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Puccini began working on Madama But-
terfly in 1900, after seeing David Belasco’s 
play of the same name. The revised version 
that we know today was premiered in the 
spring of 1904. 

Loyal to her American husband, Butterfly 
expresses her hopeful and unwavering love 
in one of Puccini’s most famous and moving 
arias, “Un bel dì vedremo” (“One fine day we 
will see . . . ”). She longs for the return of 
Pinkerton, the naval officer who married 
and then abandoned her. In her imagined 
future, Pinkerton calls her “dear little wife, 
bouquet of verbena” as he did when he 
courted her. 

In Verdi’s La forza del destino (The Pow-
er of Fate) Leonora has decided to elope 
with her beloved, Alvaro, but their plans 
are confounded when Alvaro accident-
ly kills Leonora’s father. Leonora is now 
caught in a love-hate triangle involving 
her lover and her brother, who is intent on 
avenging the death of his father. Believing 
Alvaro has abandoned her, Leonora has 
decided to spend her life as a hermit. In 
her misery, separated from her family and 
her beloved, Leonora sings “Pace, pace, 
mio Dio,” (“Peace, Peace, O God”) praying 
for death “for only then can I know peace.” 

Puccini’s third opera, Manon Lescaut, was 
a huge success at its debut in 1893. The 

composer instantly became famous and 
the opera was performed all over Europe. 
Toward the end of Act IV, Manon is alone 
and believes her beloved, Renato des 
Grieux, has abandoned her. Actually, he 
has gone to find water for the thirsty 
and exhausted Manon. She sings “Sola, 
perduta, abbandonata” (“Lonely, lost, 
abandoned . . . in a desolate land”) and 
when Renato returns, she dies in his arms. 

Macbeth is the first of three operas by Verdi 
based on plays of Shakespeare. The opera 
was completed in 1847 and later revised in 
1865. Lady Macbeth, a central character in 
Shakespeare’s play, is given an even more 
prominent place in Verdi’s opera. 

The role of Lady Macbeth was created 
by Eugenia Tadolini, a famous soprano 
known for the beauty of her voice. Al-
though Verdi admired her “marvelous, 
brilliant, clear, powerful voice,” he did 
not want her to sing the part. “I would 
like Lady Macbeth twisted and ugly . . . . 
I should like a raw, choked, hollow voice. 
Tadolini’s voice has something angelic. 
Lady Macbeth’s voice should have some-
thing devilish.” Verdi probably would also 
have objected to Oksana Dyka’s beautiful 
voice in this recording.

In Act I, Lady Macbeth reads a letter from 
her husband, “Nel dì della vittoria” (“On 
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the Day of Victory,”) telling her that witch-
es have prophesized he will become king 
of Scotland. In her aria “Vieni! t’affret-
ta!”(“Come! Hurry!”) Lady Macbeth seeks 
to make the prophesy come true; she 
sings of her ambition for herself and her 
husband, even if murder is necessary. 

In Act II Lady Macbeth fortifies herself for 
the murder of the current king and sings 
“La luce langue” (“Light is fading. . . . The 
fatal deed must be done.”) By Act III Lady 
Macbeth is becoming deranged from guilt 
and regret. She sings “Una macchia è qui 
tuttora” (“A spot is ever here . . . Away, I tell 
you, O cursed thing!”)

•

Puccini: Turandot
In questa reggia

In questa reggia, or son mill’anni e mille,
un grido disperato risonò.
E quel grido, traverso stirpe e stirpe
qui nell’anima mia si rifugiò!
Principessa Lou-Ling, ava dolce e serena
che regnavi nel tuo cupo silenzio
in gioia pura, e sfidasti inflessibile e sicura
l’aspro dominio, oggi rivivi in me!
Pure nel tempo che ciascun ricorda,
fu sgomento e terrore e rombo d’armi.
Il regno vinto! E Lou-Ling,
la mia ava, trascinata da un uomo come te,
come te straniero, là nella notte atroce

dove si spense la sua fresca voce!
O Principi, che a lunghe carovane
d’ogni parte del mondo qui venite
a gettar la vostra sorte,
io vendico su voi, su voi quella purezza,
quel grido e quella morte!
Mai nessun m’avrà!
L’orror di chi l’uccise vivo nel cuor mi sta!
No, no! Mai nessun m’avrà!
Ah, rinasce in me l’orgoglio di tanta purità!
Straniero! Non tentar la fortuna!
Gli enigmi sono tre, la morte è una!

•

In this palace,
Thousands of years ago,
A desperate cry resounded.
And that cry, down the generations
Took refuge in my heart!
Princess Lou-Ling, sweet and serene,
Ruled in silence and joy
Defying the hateful tyranny of men
With faith and firmness.
Today you live in me!
That time, as everyone knows,
brought war and terror and the clash of arms.
The empire was conquered, and Lou-Ling,
my ancestor, was dragged away by a man 
like you,
like you a stranger, in that atrocious night
her young voice went out!
O suitors, in long caravans
you come from all over the world
to throw your fate,
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I take revenge on you, that purity,
that cry and that death!
No one will ever have me!
The horror that killed him is alive in my heart!
No, no! No one will ever have me!
Ah, the pride of so much purity is reborn 
in me!
Foreigner! Do not try your luck!
The riddles are three, death is one!

Puccini: Tosca
Vissi d’arte

Vissi d’arte, vissi d’amore,
non feci mai male ad anima viva!
Con man furtiva
quante miserie conobbi aiutai.
Sempre con fé sincera
la mia preghiera
ai santi tabernacoli salì.
Sempre con fé sincera
diedi fiori agl’altar.
Nell’ora del dolore perché
perché, Signore, perché me
perché me ne rimuneri così?
Diedi gioielli della Madonna al manto,
e diedi il canto agli astri, al ciel,
che ne ridean più belli.
Nell’ora del dolor
perché, perché, Signor,
ah, perché me ne rimuneri così?

•

I lived for my art, I lived for love,
I never did harm to a living soul!
With a secret hand
I relieved as many misfortunes as I knew of.
Always with true faith.
My prayer
rose to the holy shrines.
Always with true faith
I gave flowers to the altar.
In this hour of grief
why, why, O Lord,
why do you reward me thus?
I gave jewels for the Madonna’s mantle,
and I gave my song to the stars, to heaven,
which smiled with more beauty.
In this hour of grief
why, why, O Lord,
ah, why do you reward me thus?

Verdi: Un ballo in maschera
Ecco l’orrido campo

Ecco l’orrido campo ove s’accoppia
Al delitto la morte!
Ecco là le colonne . . .
la pianta è là verdeggia al piè.
S’inoltri. Ah, mi si aggela il core!
Sino il rumor de’ passi miei, qui tutto
M’empie di raccapriccio e di terrore!
E se perir dovessi?
Perire! Ebben! . . . quando la sorte mia,
il mio dover tal è . . . s’adempia, e sia!
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Ma dall’arido stelo divulsa
come avrò di mia mano quell’erba,
E che dentro la mente convulsa
Quell’ eterea sembianza morrà:
Che ti resta, perduto l’amor…
Che ti resta, mio povero cor!
Oh! chi piange, qual forza m’arretra?
M’attraversa la squallida via?
Su, coraggio . . . e tu fatti di pietra,
Non tradirmi, dal pianto ristà:
O finisci di battere e muor,
T’annïenta, mio povero cor!
Mezzanotte! Ah, che veggio?
Una testa di sotterra si leva… e sospira!
Ha negli occhi il baleno dell’ira
E m’affisa e terribile sta! ah!
Deh! mi reggi, m’aita, o Signor,…
Miserere d’un povero cor…

•

Here is the horrid field
where death and crime unite.
The columns are here . . .
with the plant growing green at their feet.
Let me approach . . . Ah, my 
heart freezes!
Even the sound of my own 
footsteps completely
Fills me with horror and terror!
And if I must perish?
Perish! Well then, if it is my fate, 
my duty . . .
let it be done, and so be it!

But when I have uprooted the dry stem
of that herb with my hand,
and inside my troubled mind,
the heavenly image dies,
What will remain for you, lost love . . .
What will remain for you, my poor heart!
Oh, why do I weep? What is holding 
me back?
What blocks the wretched path I 
must take?
Come, courage . . . and you, poor heart, 
turn to stone,
Do not betray me; do not weep;
Or stop beating and die;
Be extinguished, my poor heart!
Midnight! Ah, what do I see?
A head rises from the ground . . . 
and sighs!
It has in its eyes the flash of anger
And it stares at me, and terrible it is!
Ah! support me, help me, oh Lord,
Have pity on a poor heart . . .

Verdi: Nabucco
Anch’io dischiuso un giorno

Ben io t’invenni, o fatal scritto! . . .
In seno mal ti celava il rege, 
onde a me fosse di scorno! . . .
Prole Abigail di schiavi! 
Ebben! . . . sia tale! 
Di Nabucco figlia, 
Qual l’Assiro mi crede, 
Che sono io qui? . . . peggior che schiava! 
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Il trono affida il rege alla minor Fenena, 
Mentr’ei fra l’armi a sterminar Giudea 
L’animo intende! . . . Me gli amori altrui 
Invia dal campo a qui mirar! . . . Oh iniqui 
Tutti, e più folli ancor! . . . d’Abigaille 
Mal conoscete il core . . . 
Su tutti il mio furore 
Piombar vedrete! . . . Ah sì! 
cada Fenena . . .
Il finto padre! . . . il regno! . . .
Su me stessa rovina, o fatal sdegno! 
Anch’io dischiuso un giorno 
Ebbi alla gioia il core; 
Tutto parlarmi intorno 
Udìa di santo amore; 
Piangeva all’altrui pianto, 
Soffrìa degli altri al duol; 
Ah! chi del perduto incanto 
Mi torna un giorno sol?

(al Gran Sacerdote)
Son tuo! va'!...
Oh fedel, di te men forte
questa donna non sarà!...
Salgo già del trono aurato
lo sgabello insanguinato;
ben saprà la mia vendetta
da quel seggio fulminar.
Che lo scettro a me s'aspetta
tutti i popoli vedranno, ah! 
regie figlie qui verranno
l'umil schiava a supplicar.

•

Good that I found you, O fatal writing —
the king hid you poorly in his breast,
to do me scorn!
Abigail, from a race of slaves!
Fine — so be it!
Daughter of Nabucco,
such Assyria believes me,
What am I here? Worse than slave!
He entrusts the throne to the 
minor Fenena,

While I with weapons to exterminate Judea
his soul intends! He sends me to the field
to look upon the loves of others — 
Oh, wicked
wicked and insane! You badly
understand the heart of Abigail!
Soon you will see my fury
fall upon all! Ah, yes — Fenena falls,
the bogus father — the kingdom —
ruin upon myself, O fatal disdain!
I, too, was one day open
to the joys of the heart;
everything around me spoke
the knowledge of holy love;
I wept at the tears of others,
I suffered at the sorrows of others;
Ah, who will return to me the lost
enchantment of one day?

(to the High Priest)
I am yours! Go! 
Oh faithful one, this woman will not be
less strong than you! 
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I am already ascending to the golden 
throne —
to the seat drenched with blood;
my revenge will strike
like lightning.
The scepter awaits me
and all will see —
Royal daughters will come here 
to beg the humble slave.

Puccini: Madama Butterfly
Un bel dì vedremo

Un bel dì vedremo
levarsi un fil dí fumo sull’estremo
confin del mare.
E poi la nave appare.
Poi la nave bianca
entra nel porto, romba il suo saluto.

Vedi? È venuto!
Io non gli scendo incontro. Io no. Mi metto
là sul ciglio del colle e aspetto, e aspetto
gran tempo e non mi pesa
la lunga attesa.
E . . . uscito dalla folla cittadina
Chi sarà? Chi sarà?
E come sarà giunto
che dirà? Che dirà?

Chiamerà “Butterfly” dalla lontana.
Io senza dar risposta
me ne starò nascosta
un po’ per celia . . . e un po’ per 

non morire
al primo incontro, ed egli alquanto 
in pena
chiamerà, chiamerà:
“Piccina mogliettina,
olezzo di verbena,”
i nomi che mi dava al suo venire.

(a Suzuki)
Tutto questo avverrà,
te lo prometto.
Tienti la tua paura — io con sicura
fede lo aspetto.

•

One fine day we’ll notice
a thread of smoke arising
on the sea, in the far horizon,
and then the ship appearing;
Then the trim white vessel
glides into the harbor, thunders forth 
her cannon.

Do you see? Now he is coming!
I do not go to meet him. Not I.
I stay upon the brow of the hill, and 
wait there
and wait for a long time, but never weary
of the long waiting.

Out of the crowded city 
a man is coming, a little speck
in the distance, climbing the hill.
Can you guess who it is?
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And when he’s reached the summit,
can you guess what he’ll say?
He will call: “Butterfly” from the distance.
I, without answering,
hold myself quietly concealed.
A bit to tease him and a bit so as to 
not die
at our first meeting; and then, 
a little troubled,
he will call, he will call:
“Dear baby wife of mine,
Dear little orange blossom!”
The names he used to call me when he 
came here.

(to Suzuki)
This will all come to pass,
as I tell you.
Banish your idle fears, for he will return,
I know it.

Verdi: La forza del destino
Pace, pace, mio Dio!

Pace, pace, mio Dio!
Cruda sventura m’astringe, ahimè 
a languir;
come il di primo da tant’anni dura
profondo il mio soffrir.
L’amai, gli è ver! Ma di beltà e valore
cotanto Iddio l’ornò, che l’amo ancor,
né togliermi dal core l’immagin 
sua saprò.
Fatalità! Fatalità! Fatalità!

Un delitto disgiunti n’ha quaggiù!
Alvaro, io t’amo, e su nel cielo è scritto:
Non ti vedrò mai più!
Oh Dio, Dio, fa ch’io muoia;
che la calma può darmi morte sol.
Invan la pace qui spero quest’alma
in preda a tanto duol, in mezzo a 
tanto duol.
Misero pane, a prolungarmi vieni
la sconsolata vita … Ma chi giunge?
Chi profanare ardisce il sacro loco?
Maledizione! Maledizione! Maledizione!

•

Peace, peace, O God!
Cruel misfortune has driven me to misery.
From the beginning of these hard years
I have suffered bitterly.
Truly, I loved him! But God bestowed 
on him
such grace and virtue that I love him 
still, and
cannot keep him from my thoughts.
Oh fate! Oh cruel fate!
The sins of the past have separated us!
Alvaro, I love you, but in heaven it 
is written
that we shall never meet again!
Oh God, God, let me die;
for only then can I know peace.
In vain does my soul seek peace
in the midst of such anguish.
Oh cursed bread, which prolongs
this miserable
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existence. . . . But who comes now?
Who dares profane this sacred place?
A curse upon him!

Puccini: Manon Lescaut
Sola, perduta, abbandonata

Sola, perduta, abbandonata . . .
in landa desolata!
Orror! Intorno a me s’oscura il ciel . . .
Ahimè, son sola!
E nel profondo deserto io cado,
strazio crudel, ah! sola abbandonata,
io, la deserta donna!
(alzandosi)
Ah! non voglio morir!
No! non voglio morir!
Tutto dunque è finito.
Terra di pace mi sembrava questa . . .
Ahi! mia beltà funesta,
ire novelle accende . . .
Strappar da lui mi si volea; or tutto
il mio passato orribile risorge,
e vivo innanzi al guardo mio si posa.
Ah! di sangue s’è macchiato.
Ah! tutto è finito.
Asil di pace ora la tomba invoco . . .
No! non voglio morir . . . amore, aita!

•

Lonely, lost, abandoned . . .
in a desolate land!
Horrors! The sky is dark around me . . .
Alas, I am alone!

And in the deep desert I fall,
cruel torture, ah! alone, abandoned,
me, the deserted woman!
(getting up)
Ah! I do not want to die!
No! I do not want to die!
So everything is finished.
This seemed to me a land of peace . . .
Oh! my fateful beauty,
his anger returns . . .
He turned away from me; 
everything from
my horrible past rises again,
and settles vividly front of me.
Ah! of blood he has stained himself.
Ah! everything is finished.
Now the grave invokes the shelter 
of peace . . .
No! I do not want to die . . . love, 
save me!

Verdi: Macbeth
Vieni! t’affretta

“Nel dì della vittoria io le incontrai . . .
Stupito io n’era per le udite cose;
quando I nunzi del re mi salutaro
Sir di caudore, vaticinio uscito
dalle veggenti stesse.
Che predissero un serto al capo mio.
Racchiudi in cor questo segreto. Addio.”
Ambizioso spirto.
Tu sei Macbetto. . . . Alla grandezza aneli,
ma sarai tu malvagio?
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Pien di misfatti è il calle
della potenza, e mal per lui che il piede
dubitoso vi pone, e retrocede!

Vieni t’affretta! Accendere
ti vo’ quel freddo core!
L’audace impresa a compiere
io ti darò valore;
di scozia a te promettono
le profetesse il trono . . .
Che tardi? Accetta il dono,
ascendivi a regnar.
Duncano sarà qui? . . . qui? qui la notte?
Or tutti sorgete — ministri infernali,
Che al sangue incorate — 
spingete i mortali!
Tu, notte, ne avvolgi — di 
tenebre immota;
Qual petto percota — non vegga 
il pugnal!

•

“I met them on the day of victory.
I was stunned at what I heard.
When the King’s messengers hailed me
Thane of Cawdor, it fulfilled a prophecy
that those witches had made.
They also foresaw a crown upon 
my head.
Make this your heart’s secret. Farewell.”
Macbeth, you are an ambitious one.
You hunger for greatness,
but can you be evil enough?
The path to power

is littered with atrocities, and woe to him
who treads it hesitantly and retreats!

Come, make haste! I seek
to light a fire in your cold heart!
I shall give you the courage
to carry out this bold undertaking.
The prophetesses promise you
the throne of Scotland.
Why delay? Accept the gift,
mount the throne and reign.
Duncan will be here tonight? Here?
Now rise up, you fiendish ministers,
who stir the blood and spur
mortals onward!
O night, conceal it in foul darkness;
so that the stabbed breast won’t see
the dagger!

La luce langue
La luce langue, il faro spegnesi
Ch’eterno corre per gli ampi cieli!
Notte desiata, provvida veli
La man colpevole che ferirà.
Nuovo delitto!! . . . E’ necessario!!
Compiersi debbe l’opra fatale.
Ai trapassati regnar non cale;
A loro un requiem, l’eternità! . . . 
O voluttà del soglio!
O scettro, alfin sei mio!
Ogni mortal desio
Tace e s’acqueta in te.
Cadrà fra poco esanime
Chi fu predetto re.
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•

Light is fading, the light that always
Moves in the heavens is dying away!
O desired night, you veil providentially
The guilty hand that will strike the blow.
New crime!! . . . It is necessary!!
The fatal deed must be done.
The dead do not care to reign;
Let them rest in eternal peace! . . .
Oh voluptuous pleasure of the throne!
Oh scepter, finally you are mine!
Every mortal desire
Is silenced and assuaged by you.
He who was king
Will soon fall lifeless.

Una macchia è qui tuttora
Una macchia è qui tuttora . . .
Via, ti dico, o maledetta! . . .
Una . . . Due . . . gli è questa l’ora!
Tremi tu? . . . non osi entrar?
Un guerrier così codardo?
Oh vergogna! . . . orsù, t’affretta! . . .
Chi poteva in quel vegliardo
Tanto sangue immaginar?

•

A spot is always here . . .
Away, I tell you, O cursed thing! . . .
One . . . two . . . this is the hour!
Do you tremble? . . . Do you dare 
not enter?
A warrior so cowardly?

O shame! . . . Come, hurry on! . . .
Whoever could have imagined
so much blood in that old man!

•

The acclaimed Ukrainian soprano Oksana 
Dyka graduated from the Kiev Conservatory 
in 2004, and from 2003 to 2007 was the princi-
pal soloist at Ukraine National Opera of Kiev. 
 
In 2003 she won third prize at the Mar-
seilles International Opera competition, 
which landed her the part of Tosca at 
the Opéra national de Montpellier in 
March 2005. Later that year, Dyka received 
high praise for the same role at the Es-
tonian National Opera in Tallinn and Dal-
halla Opera Festival in Sweden. She also 
made her debut as Desdemona in Verdi’s 
Otello at the Estonian National Opera. 
 
A much-appreciated interpreter of sym-
phonic and chamber music as well, Dyka 
made her Canadian debut in Montreal 
as a soloist in Shostakovich’s Fourteenth 
Symphony with I Musici de Montréal. 
That success led her to sing the same 
program in Italy with Orchestra Sinfon-
ica di Padova, and in Denmark with the 
Odense Symphony Orchestra in 2007. 
 
Early career highlights included Don Car-
lo (Elisabetta) at Teatro Regio in Turin, Il 
Trovatore (Leonora) at Circuito Lombardo, 
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and Madama Butterfly at Queensland Op-
era in Brisbane. On the concert platform, 
she performed Verdi arias in New Year’s 
concerts with the Orchestra Sinfonica Ver-
di conducted by Leonard Slatkin, with the 
San Francisco Symphony under Michael 
Tilson Thomas, in Shostakovich’s song cy-
cle From Jewish Folk Poetry, and with the 
Ljubljana Symphony in Verdi’s Requiem. 
 
In following years, Dyka appeared on 
the main stages worldwide, with Tosca 
at Teatro dell’Opera in Rome, directed 
by Franco Zeffirelli, a scenic version of 
Verdi’s Requiem at Tampere Opera in 
Finland, and her debut as Amelia (Simon 
Boccanegra) at Estonian National Opera. 
Further highlights include the title role 
of Ariadne auf Naxos in Genoa, Il Trittico 
(Georgetta) in Frankfurt, Madama Butter-
fly in Bologna, Graz and Valencia, Aida in 
Buenos Aires on tour with La Scala under 
Daniel Barenboim, Il Tabarro at Opéra 
Bastille, Pagliacci and Tosca at La Scala, in 
Dresden, in Valencia under the baton of 
Zubin Mehta, at Arena di Verona and in 
Pompeii with Teatro San Carlo di Napoli. 
 
Her career continued to gain further 
momentum with rave reviews from both 
the public and critics in a new produc-
tion of Eugene Onegin in Los Ange-
les under James Conlon, Mefistofele in 
Monte Carlo, Tosca in Frankfurt, Dres-

den and Valencia, Aida and Tosca at La 
Scala, and Un ballo in maschera in Turin. 
 
Most recently, Dyka has performed Tosca 
at Festival Puccini in Torre del Lago, the 
Berlin Staatsoper and Royal Opera House 
in London, Madama Butterfly in Los Ange-
les and Munich, Un Ballo in Maschera at La 
Scala and in Tokyo on tour with the Teatro 
Regio di Torino, Aida at Arena di Verona 
and Opéra Bastille, a new production of 
Prince Igor at the Met under the baton 
of Gianandrea Noseda, Prince Igor and 
Tosca at Mariinsky Theatre, Britten’s War 
Requiem at Bregenzer Festspiele, Madama 
Butterfly at Opéra Bastille, Pique Dame at 
Teatro dell’Opera di Roma, Prokofiev’s The 
Gambler at Opéra de Monte Carlo, Jenufa 
and Turandot at the Met, Pique Dame at 
Opernhaus Zürich, Turandot at Arena di 
Verona, Prince Igor at the Nationale Opera 
in Amsterdam, Il corsaro at Palau Les Arts 
in Valencia, Nabucco at Hamburgische 
Staatsoper and the Opernhaus in Zurich.

Four-time GRAMMY-nominated conduc-
tor Constantine Orbelian has been called 
“the singer’s dream collaborator” by Op-
era News, which hailed him for conducting 
vocal repertoire “with the sensitivity of a 
lieder pianist.” On June 7, 2021, Maestro 
Orbelian was appointed Music Director 
and Principal Conductor of one of the 
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great New York institutions — New York 
City Opera. 

He has toured and recorded with some 
of the world’s greatest singers, including 
American stars Sondra Radvanovsky and 
Lawrence Brownlee, and with the great 
Dmitri Hvorostovsky and other renowned 
Russian singers in European, North Amer-
ican, Russian and Asian music centers.

Orbelian’s accomplishments include being 
Music Director of the Moscow Chamber 
Orchestra and the Philharmonia of Russia, 
founder of the annual Palaces of St. Peters-
burg International Music Festival, Chief Con-
ductor of the Kaunas City Symphony Orches-
tra in Lithuania, and Artistic Director of the 
State Academic Opera and Ballet Theater in 
Yerevan, Armenia. Among his concert and 
televised appearances are collaborations 
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with Hvorostovsky, Renée Fleming, Anna 
Netrebko and Van Cliburn, including the leg-
endary pianist’s farewell performance. 

Born in San Francisco to Russian and Arme-
nian emigré parents, Orbelian made his per-
forming debut as a piano prodigy with the 
San Francisco Symphony at the age of 11. 
After graduating from the Juilliard School in 
New York, he embarked on a career as a pia-
no virtuoso that included appearances with 
major symphony orchestras throughout the 
U.S., U.K., Europe and Russia. 

The first American to become music direc-
tor of an ensemble in Russia, he was award-
ed the coveted title “Honored Artist of 
Russia” in 2004 in recognition of his efforts 
championing Russian-American cultural 
exchange. In 2012 the Russian Consulate 
in San Francisco awarded the maestro the 
Russian Order of Friendship Medal, joining 
such luminaries as Cliburn and Riccardo 
Muti in being so honored. In 2001 Orbe-
lian was awarded the Ellis Island Medal of 
Honor, given to immigrants or children of 
immigrants who have made outstanding 
contributions to the United States. 

For more information please visit 
www.constantineorbelian.com

The Kaunas City Symphony Orchestra 
(KCSO) evolved from the Kaunas Cham-
ber Orchestra, which was founded in 1988. 
Since 2000, the orchestra has been man-
aged by Algimantas Treikauskas, with Con-
stantine Orbelian as its principal conductor. 

A GRAMMY-Award Nominee, the Kaunas 
City Symphony Orchestra of Lithuania 
is an integral part of the cultural life of 
Kaunas, Lithuania, and the entire Baltic re-
gion. The orchestra performs more than 
sixty concerts a year and gives concerts 
in Lithuania and around Europe includ-
ing Latvia, Estonia, Norway, Croatia, Italy, 
Germany, Finland and Switzerland. The or-
chestra has appeared at Lithuanian music 
festivals—the International Young Musi-
cians festival, the festivals of composers 
M. K. Čiurlionis and Edvard Grieg, the 
Pažaislis Muzic Festival, the internation-
al contemporary music festival “Iš arti,” 
“Fjord Cadenza” in Norway, and “Murten 
Classics” in Switzerland. 

In 2020, the orchestra celebrated its fif-
teenth anniversary; during those fifteen 
years, a number of major and significant 
projects took place. Memorable concerts 
—not only of classical but also popular 
music—have been added to the KCSO’s 
biography. The orchestra also has had 
performances with legendary bands and 
world artists such as The Scorpions, Elec-
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tric Light Orchestra, Smokie, Bonnie Tyler, 
Chris Norman, Robert Wells and Maggie 
Reilly.

Over past seasons, the orchestra has 
made a remarkable series of recordings, 
produced tremendously successful proj-
ects and had the honor of performing 
with the world’s most famous soloists, 
who are welcome guests at the most im-
portant opera houses, such as the Metro-
politan Opera in New York, the Royal Op-
era House in London, Milan’s La Scala, and 
the Vienna State Opera. Dmitri Hvoros-
tovsky, Lawrence Brownlee, Charles Cas-
tronovo, Stephen Costello, John Osborn, 
José Carreras, Ildar Abdrazakov, Nadine 
Sierra, Elīna Garanča, Sarah Coburn, Asmik 

Grigorian, Sarah Brightman and Barbara 
Frittoli are some of the greats who have 
performed with the Kaunas City Sympho-
ny Orchestra. 

The orchestra‘s discography consists of 
over twenty CDs for the Delos label, with 
Maestro Constantine Orbelian. These 
recordings have received great critical 
acclaim, and have been nominated for 
prestigious international awards including 
the International Classical Music Awards 
(ICMA).

For more information see 
kaunosimfoninis.lt/en
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Left to right: Algimantas Treikauskas, Oksana Dyka, Constantine 
Orbelian, Evelina Bajorinienė and Vilius Keras
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