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Too Many Latkes

You ate too many
and now you are
singing sluggishly.

Chanukah Concert Pleases Audience
A mixture of songs they knew and songs they didn’t.

Too Many
Sufganiyot

Shirah worked diligently under Marsha’s guidance to produce a blended
sound and to triumph over jaw-breaking texts. The program ran smoothly.
Some audience members (see no.3) were startled and exhausted over the
vast number of bim-boms they had to sing. Accompanist Glenn played with
verve. His clarinet imitation was excellent. A good time was had by all.

You ate too many
and now you lost
your pep.
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Too Many
Candles

Sulfur is bad for
you.
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Reflections of a Newbie
After a year in Shirah a newcomer
(defined as someone not in the choir
for 25 years) shares her innermost
feelings
Singing in Shirah can be a very challenging
experience. I have always prided myself on my
ability to have a realistic idea of my strengths
and weaknesses. This has been difficult to
maintain as I sit through rehearsals in which
various critiques are flung at me. I have been
told I breathe in the wrong places, can’t count,
look in the wrong direction, mangle texts, sing
wrong notes, sing too loudly, sing too softly. No
one else seems to be non-plussed by this
barrage of ego blasting statements. I have
concluded it is because they think they are not
guilty of all the above. I continue belonging to
the group as it has now become my mission to
overcome my faults. Maybe subsequent years
will enable me to reach my goal of feeling free
of all blame for the various sins of singing.

“A True Story” by BBN
4 year old grandchild in the audience for the
first time had been warned that Grandma
would be sitting in a chair on the stage. He is
waiting to see her perched on one of the high
ones. Grandma entered at the end of the choir
procession and walked across the stage to those
impressive chairs at the behest of Marsha who
wanted Grandma to remind Ed to help Marvin
onto the chair if he needs it.
Grandchild, very distressed: Daddy, that mean
man took Grandma’s chair and now she is
fighting with him!

2

3

MARSHISMS
Marsha-note to self:
Never give a compliment in the middle of a
piece

Sopranos, you’re giving me wholesale notes and
now a discount.

Soprano-gasp gasp

No breathing. It’s a very bad habit. At your
tempo, eights days of Chanukah will be over.

Marsha: you need to see a doctor.

Yiddish was not written so you could sing.

Don’t think of breathing. It’s over rated.

It doesn’t matter how good your Yiddish is if
you can’t find the note.

Look up! No no no no no no no! You sang the
wrong notes and rhythm. LOOK DOWN!
Ladies, if the fellas have the tune your part is
sh!

Don’t breathe at the first, second, third, fourth,
fifth measure. Then, next, you have to sing the
right notes.

Do not breathe in the middle of a word.

The altos have outsmiled the sopranos.

Don’t be seduced by the stupidity of the lower
voice.

You look like you are ready to die! You will
scare the audience.

If you go too fast your bum is going to fall out.

Sopranos, some day you have to learn to count
to two.

I said slower; that means not as fast.

Glenn: some one added a rutn.

You don’t need a breath after you sing one note!

Sopranos, if those are the words I must have
gone deaf.

It was beautiful except you didn’t sing the right
notes.

Marsha, can you sing our ahs, please?

All the work we do is warm up; it’s not to fill up
the time.

Do you see a rest? No? Why are you resting?

I’m very good at fractions. One quarter note
equals two eighth notes and two eighth notes
equal four sixteenths.

Sopranos need tune distinguishing help.

Don’t channel an opera singer.

Marsha: let’s do T’filah. Marvin: I’ve heard of it!

Take a breath but not for two days.
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Dear Dr. Plotznik,
I love to sing but I’m addicted to
looking at the notes even when I
can’t really read them. They
comfort me somehow, and I
have always used my eyes to
sing. So when Marsha says
“Look up” I know she means me.
She seems to find me looking
down all the time, even when I
don’t sit in the front row and try
to hide. I worry so much that I
can’t even enjoy my downward
habit, because I feel so guilty.
Please help.
Down in NJ
Dear Down,
Your suffering is understandable and will
probably elicit sympathy from fellow-sufferers
who, unlike you, choose to endure their misery
anonymously. Your Visual Addiction to
Musical Notes disorder (VAMN) is
extrememly common, so please know that you
are not alone. There are probably many other
down-lookers in Shirah suffering silently. But
you have the extra pain of constant guilt and worry of being discovered
at any moment.
This is likely caused by your obsessive anxiety about being caught, and
the more you try to hide, the more intense those thought waves become.
Since it is common knowledge that Marsha is gifted with ETD
(Extraordinary Thought Perception), she is constantly picking up a
barrage of your extremel negative thoughts. Can you blame her for
being annoyed?
The answer is simple. Relax, look up and pretend that you know the
music (move your lips without singing) until you actually do know it, or
learn the music blindfolded at home so you can look up when you sing
it at rehearsal, giving blessed relief to you and everyone else. Dr.P
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LETTERS TO
THE EDITOR

I attended your last concert. It
was very nice except that the
person sitting next to me
knew many of the songs and
thought she should just sing
along. The result was that
instead of marveling at the
beautiful choir singing I was
restraining myself from hitting
my singing neighbor over the
head. I didn’t pay $20 to hear
her!

Thanks for once again
tapping and tuning into the
Shirah experience. I noted
that Dr. Plotznik gave
especially useful advice to
Eager to Join, seeming to
intuitively understand that
dealing with ODD in
addition to OCD is no
laughing matter.
The Fall 2018 issue of Shir
Delight is a warm and
welcoming introduction to our
new season, which will be a
very special one!!

Dear JCC,
I don’t like the Brown theater
because it is not conducive to
running out to use the
restroom during a
performance. Why are there
are no aisles? I was forced to
climb over people causing all
sorts of havoc. Isn’t it a fire
hazard? Please rearrange the
seats.

Kol HaKavod! Hilarious as
usual! That Dr. Plotznik is a
keeper. I do think that a
singing dog in the tenor
section would bring in quite
a crowd to your next
concert. Keep me posted!
Dear Maestra,

I LOVE it! Very funny
and wonderfully done!
My favorite is the
female tenor's line
about being stuck on
the alto page -hahaha! Bravo. xo

Would it be possible for you
to vary the spot you stand in
while you conduct? I couldn’t
see my cousin because you
were blocking my vision.
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SHIRAH ROCKS AT THE FOUR SEASONS
(in Clifton)
Written by Arline Duker
It could have been a
dark and stormy
night on December
18th, but luckily it
was not! It was,
however very, very
cold as we made our
way to the site of our newest gig. Fortunately,
the destination was a mere 12 miles away for
most of us— a literal hop and skip from our home base. Unfortunately, the
average drive time was about 6 hours, with WAZE giving psychotic directives
to drive down every back road and cow path.
BUT…when we arrived, we were greeted with a
luxurious vision at the end of stinky New Jersey
highways.
What a warm welcome we received—the
beautifully-appointed clubhouse, a comfy room
for our stuff, friendly people, quiet elegance.
And the risers—roomy and wide—you could get
lost standing there without bumping into
anybody else. Uh-oh…if I start to sway…stop it!
Time for everyone to stand on his/her own two
feet, unless they were sitting on comfy seats in
front.
Everyone we met seemed so happy! Really. And
friendly. They sang with us when invited, and they kept smiling a lot. And
we were smiling, too—probably most of us imagining ourselves living in
luxury, where nobody complains
all day, and the sun is always
shining, and….but I digress.
Anyway, the mood was really
excellent, and we were all
pretty chill. And when Marsha
finally figured out how to turn
on her microphone, it got even
better, if you could imagine
that.
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Well, we did great. No kidding. And it was fun, looking up and smiling and
singing stuff we knew, and looking up…seriously, hard to believe but mostly
true. And Marsha was working the room really smoothly, and suddenly we
were at the very end. Wow!! That was fast, and really fun, you know,
singing in tune, feeling friendly and doing that looking-up thing. And then
came T’filah, and the creative ending which added a bit of comedy/drama to
our finale:

Oh, Marsha, we finally looked up at you, Marsha,
It wasn’t hard to do,
for you gave us every cue
and more,
When the piano played a score
we’d never heard before
you guided us with grace
so we could find our place.
Your eyes were smiling, your arms were waving
as you were saving
us.
Then heartfelt applause and faces so bright,
Yasher koach to all,
we had a very good night.
by Arline Duker
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