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VOICE LESSONS 
Open Mic 5778 
Rebecca Rubin 

 

Last year I talked about how I came to join JRC and how it changed my life. This 

year I would like to share another life-changing experience – taking voice lessons.  

In the fall of 2015 I was undergoing an exhaustive medical treatment which left 

me with hours to think but no energy to actually do anything. I needed something 

fun to look forward to, something I could do when it was over. Running away to 

Paris was my first thought, but not very practical, plus I’d already done that. Then 

I remembered that I have always wanted to take voice lessons.  

 

Loving music and being able to reproduce it don’t necessarily go together, at least 

in my case. When your ear is good enough to appreciate how badly you sing: is 

that a good thing or a bad thing? I asked around and a friend recommended Flatts 

& Sharps music school.  When I arrived for my first lesson this beautiful, willowy 

young woman came out into the waiting area holding a small whiteboard. It said, 

“I have a sore throat and cannot sing. Do you still want the lesson?” Well, I was 

already there and had no specific expectations, so I said yes. We went into this 

closet sized room with an upright piano and a chair and not much else. She 

started playing and indicated I should sing along. Then she would write down 

suggestions on the white board. At some point it occurred to me that it was 

hilariously funny having my first ever voice lesson from someone who couldn’t 

sing! Her vocal folds healed and the following lesson was a normal one. 

 



Rebecca Rubin  2 

I continued to go weekly and I really enjoyed it in many ways, not unlike going to 

JRC. Besides expanding my vocal range and my self-confidence, the lessons taught 

me to be in touch with a part of my body I never think about unless it hurts. It 

fascinated me the way she would make a suggestion about what to do to get to 

the right note and I would have no idea how to implement it, and then it would 

somehow magically just happen. But most weeks I would drive there equally 

expectant and apprehensive. Trying to sing felt frightening, like jumping off a cliff 

without a parachute. The high notes sounded shrill and horrible to my ears, 

though Alexandra assured me they were fine. I was just not used to my voice 

sounding like that; sounding like someone else’s voice. She was a wonderful 

teacher and I felt very lucky to have fallen into a good match. 

 

What I had not remotely anticipated were the ripple effects of this new part of my 

life. I found myself open to trying new things – like acting in the Purim Schpiel, 

telling a story at Kallah, or doing an Open Mic. Things I had always wanted to do 

but never felt I could. The other day someone asked if I was interested in joining 

the JRC choir. Yes, I thought but I don’t want to push my luck. For now I’m happy 

just being able to sing and not wince. 

 

Thank you, and my most heartfelt wishes for a peaceful year for all of us.  

 

 

 


