
Bibliography for The Lisbon Traviata  
 

“Opera performances elicit strong emotional reactions in listeners… participants are clearly able 
to separate their own affective responses from what they perceive to be the emotions portrayed 
by the orchestra or on the stage.”​
— Scherer et al. (2019, p.249). (Livrepository) 

Reference (Harvard style):​
Scherer, K.R., Trznadel, S., Fantini, B. & Coutinho, E., 2019. Assessing emotional experiences 
of opera spectators in situ. Psychology of Aesthetics, Creativity and the Arts, 13(3), pp.244–258. 

 

 

“Many actors report that they experience genuine emotions while performing fictional plays… 
yet they are not their characters and are not actually in those characters’ circumstances. This 
creates a paradox of how onstage emotion can be both genuine and fictional.”​
— Saint (2014, p.358). 

Reference (Harvard style):​
Saint, M., 2014. The paradox of onstage emotion. The British Journal of Aesthetics, 54(3), 
pp.357–369. 

 

 

“Stanislavski’s system is based on ‘experiencing a role’… demanding that the actor ‘experience 
feelings analogous to those that the character experiences’ in performance.”​
Stanislavski (as described in Benedetti, 1999).  

Reference (Harvard style):​
Stanislavski’s system, described in Benedetti, J., 1999. Stanislavski: An Introduction. 

 

 

“Performer engagement in opera includes dimensions such as spontaneity, credibility, control 
and authenticity… performers can make use of these different components in practical ways to 
enhance their expressive success.” 

Scherer et al. (2013, p.60).  

https://livrepository.liverpool.ac.uk/3014690/?utm_source=chatgpt.com


Reference (Harvard style):​
Scherer, K.R. et al., 2013. The singer’s paradox: on authenticity in emotional expression on the 
opera stage, in The Emotional Power of Music. Oxford: Oxford University Press. 









 

MIKE: I'm tired. Stephen. I'm tired of saying I'm sorry all the 

time. I'm tired of tiptoeing through my life because it might 

interfere with yours. I'm tired of being told what opera to 

like, what book to read, what movies to go to, I'm tired of 

being your father, mother, big brother, best friend, your 

analyst, your cheerleader. I haven't been your lover since the 

first night I said to myself. "Who is this person lying at my 

side, this stranger, who hasn't heard or held me since the last 

time it pleased him? "That's the night I should have grabbed you 

by the shoulders and screamed, "I don't want this, Stephen. I 

don't need just another warm body next to mine. I'm much too 

needy to settle for so little. Look at me. Love me. Be with 

me."Now I've waited too long. You weren't even sleeping. You 

were reading. You had your back to me. I had my arm around you. 

I was stroking one of your tits. I asked you how you thought I 

should handle Sarah — she was coming up to New York and wanted 

to see me. It was the first time since the divorce and 1 was 

scared I'd hurt her in a way I was ashamed of. I really needed 

you and you just shrugged and said, "You'll do the right 

thing"and turned the page. I didn't stop stroking your tit, but 

you weren't the same person anymore. Neither was I. I kept my 

arm around you only because 1 was suddenly so scared 1 was as 



alone as 1 must have made Sarah feel. I was holding on for dear 

life 

 


