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For the women whose voices were never recorded—

and for those who carried them anyway.

And for those who carried us through.
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Kol isha.

The voice of a woman.

Not hidden.

Not diminished.

Not removed.

Heard.
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This work is written as a ritual, not a traditional play.
It is meant to be held in a shared space—whether sanctuary, stage, or circle—where voice, silence, and presence carry equal weight.

The women in this text speak across time. Some are known. Some were nearly erased. Some are imagined forward. All are treated as present.

There is no single way to perform this work.

It may be staged formally or read simply.

It may be accompanied by music, or held in silence.

What matters is not performance.

What matters is presence.

Everything important happens in the space between the voices.

Everything that matters is what is carried after.

CAST / VOICES

Sarah

Idit

Miriam

Sarah bat Tovim (z״l)

Golda Meir (z״l)

Bella Abzug (z״l)

Debbie Friedman (z״l)

Ruth Bader Ginsburg (z״l)

Jessica Meir

Orli bat Neshamah

Anne Frank (z״l)

Ensemble (optional)

STAGING NOTES

Minimal staging is recommended.

Silence is an active element of the work.

Ensemble whispers may be spoken by the full cast or divided into groups.

Music is optional but should remain subtle.

This is not a performance to be consumed.

It is a ritual to be entered.
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(Soft instrumental music. A sense of quiet gathering.)

(A long breath. Silence settles.)
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(layered, overlapping)

Group 1:

We gather... we gather... we return...

Group 2:

The voices return... the voices return...

Group 3:

Kol Isha... the voice of women...
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(Silence.)
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​SCENE ONE: SARAH
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I am Sarah.

You are welcome to my Yom Kippur tent.

Come,

out of silence...

into a story still being written

in your bodies,

your breath,

your brokenness.

I carried the ache of emptiness.

I wore the months like sand through an hourglass,

each one slipping through so slowly...

no heartbeat,

no flutter,

no voice to call me Mama.

No child at eighty-nine years old.

And when the Angel said I would bear,

I laughed.

Not with joy.

Not yet.

I laughed as a woman who had buried

too many hopes that were rejected by my moons.

I laughed like a tent rattling in wind...

yes, with disbelief,

but then also with fire,

joy,

hope,

and surrender.

Because the Holy One was coming for me.

She had better be ready

for what lives in the cave behind my ribs.

I am not only womb.

I am a water well. A princess.

I am wilderness.

I am the tent that opens,

but does not collapse.

You have been told I cast another woman out.

But what if my curse was that I saw the danger

long before it rose?

What if I knew

that protecting one child

sometimes means refusing another’s?

What if I never stopped

loving and weeping for both?

Don’t you judge me.

I was never only wife,

never only mother.

I was the threshold.

And the thread.

And thunder held back.

So when you pray this Yom Kippur day...

pray not with lips,

but with that sore place

beneath your breastbone.

And know this:

I hear you.

I am the tent still standing.

The root you forgot you came from.

The matriarch who waits

at the edge of your longing

and says:

Come in, child.

You are not too late.

You are not too lost.

There is room in my tent for you.

You are not forgotten.

We will find your place.

Your place is already here.

The Shekhinah is still here.

And so am I.
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