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The Seeker 

 
A Staged Poem by Idan Silberstein 

(The play was inspired by the collaborative work of Shifra Milstein and PazitNuni) 

 

Translation from Hebrew: Orna Kleinstein 
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1. First Step 

I see a leopard. One – Two – 

I'm wide awake. The leopard growls. 

I sit up slowly in the bed. He watches me, 

leaves my room. I follow him. 

Moving from bedroom to bedroom, wanting to warn the family, 

find him before he bumps into anyone else, 

that kind of surprise could cause – 

more than a growl. 

The rooms are empty. 

Everyone was up early. 

The beds are made, rooms are clean, 

the closets closed, windows open for air. 

Where can they be. Where is he. The leopard. 

A chair moves in the kitchen – One – Two –  

I cling to the wall. 

Crawling. 

The hallway leads to the kitchen. 

In the kitchen doorway I see a big shadow. Of a big cat. 

He is chewing (One – Two) two slices of bread. 

His tongue licks the honey from his teeth. 

 

I see a leopard. One – Two – Three – 

he sees me.  

In his eyes I see indifference. 

What does he see in my eyes – 

he rapidly licks a drop of honey from his nose. 

I struggle to swallow a drop of saliva. 

I want to call out to my family. Tell them. Warn them – 

yell, call, even whisper – 

any action could cause this great beast – 
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panic, fear, even a spark – 

any response could cause those teeth to devour 

something less sweet than honey. 

He watches me. I – him. 

Seems we are breathing in unison. 

He- soundlesslygratified. I –  

The leopard is no longer hungry. 

Herelished breakfast. 

Made for me. Especially for me. 

Maybe it's supper. 

Where is my family. 

The neighbors. 

One of them will enter now. 

The neighbors enter our home freely. 

The door is always open. 

What day is today. What time is it now. 

The leopard blinks – One – Two – Three – 

He watches me – it isn't me he's watching –  

he blinks –  

he shakes himself – he licks hissplendid fur – 

burrows through it – he's looking for a treasure he hid in the fur – 

he's just cleaning himself. 

I let myself move. Not forward. Not back. 

To jiggle the body a bit in place. 

Get the blood flowing. 

The leopard promptly returns his gaze to me. 

His spots move rapidly around the table, 

towards me, he'll reach me directly, I don't run, 

I don't stay put, I don't – 

he passes me by. Completes the full circle of the table. 
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The leopard leaves softly through the opening my father created in the kitchen door for the 

German Shepherd that is long since dead. 

 

I saw a leopard. One – Two –One – Two – 

I run to the street. The street is empty of people. 

I look to the left. I look to the right, I look straight ahead, I smell, I listen. 

The street is empty of leopard. 

I am hungry. Going back to the kitchen. 

Stuffing my mouth with what the leopard left behind. 

He left the hard crust – saturated – 

my tongue licks the honey from my teeth. 

In the living room I arrange chairs. For a family talk. 

I place the soft drink bottle on the table. Glasses. 

I arrange nuts and seeds in small bowls. A big one for – 

the shells. I place an ashtray. 

Dry the fear from your eyes –  

my brother says, who isn't really here, who's cracking seeds in front of me. 

What are you seeking  – 

a leopard. One – Two – One – Two –  

you can't seek out a leopard, if anything – a leopard seeks you out, 

because he smells you, because he has a reason. 

My brother laughs out loud. 

Mother will believe me. 

My brother stops laughing. 

Mother died – you remember – that – mother is no longer – here. 

Of course – 

One – Two – One – Two – 

I remember – that – 

we live at the edge of a desert, 

says mother who isn't really here, who is smoking a cigarette. 

Story goes that in the desert there once was a leopardess, 
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she never entered the town.  

They both drink a soft drink. 

Perhaps you're a leopardess – that a leopard is seeking out – 

perhaps you're a mirage – 

my brother throws the shells into the bowl, mother flicks the ash into the ashtray. 

The living room is empty. 

The eyes of the leopard watch me through the window pane. 

2. Show 1 – My Heartbeat 

Since I was little 

I wanted to be Miss Boom-Chaka 

Unlike mother 

Who seemed to me Miss Ta-Dam. 

 

A feminine Boom-Chaka was for me a lady 

in perpetual motion towards the – 

Boom-Chaka Boom-Chaka 

like a distillery for sifting out the suffering 

lengthening the rope throwing out the garbage 

and the breath emitted from the – 

Boom-Chaka Boom-ChakaBoom-Chaka 

That's the woman who chuckled as a human 

response to all and any obstructions 

contrary to the finality of woman and man 

that Miss Ta-Dam symbolizes. 

 

Mother concocted my world 

on a constant low flame that ignores 

the seasons. 
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One morning she invited me 

to the table, it was a day of rest 

to blend with her between the smoke of pain 

and a moment of joy 

she 

who brought children into the world 

between cooking, cleaning, mountains and sea 

was at this moment proud only for me 

because no one else was up yet 

she pointed to her home baked goods 

like a conductor of an orchestra emphasizing 

Ta-Dam. 

 

Between one bite and the next mother told me 

that I remind her of herself 

that I have a rhythm made in herimage 

that I sing and dance like her 

play fall write and rise 

and now when she is still around 

it matters to her that I know 

that I can be 

better than her 

that I can achieve 

what she no longer can 

but before all that 
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she said 

it's important that I know to pursue a good occupation 

that I won't find myself living on the streets 

that I'll know to reject an ageless urge 

it isn't hard to implement because – 

one hears in me the – 

Staga-Doom 

 

Mother brought her face to mine 

wrinkled her forehead and said 

you know I won't live forever 

right? 

I swallowed and choked in my throat. 

 

Mother interpreted my silence as acceptance 

She went to wake up those who were sleeping 

I thought –  

My mother is Miss Ta-Dam 

Of course she 

Will live 

Forever. 

 

During that day mother and I 

Didn’t exchange more than a few words 

It was forty degrees Celsius outside 
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It was snowing inside my body. 

 

I kept growing while above all 

I was attuned to mother's life steps 

Concurrently taking my own 

Two beats in 

Don't stop don't go back 

Step forward 

When she saw me writing or falling 

Singing or dancing like a wild cat 

Through trial and error like an animal inside a human body 

She got closer to me in a most personal way 

And mumbling emitted 

Don't forget you're 

Miss Staga-Doom. 

 

My mother nearly never left the house 

Between cooking and cleaning she watched 

The mountains and the sea from beyond the windows 

While playing with tobacco sticks and-vodka too 

She read tea leaves about a pretty future 

For people who weren't her 

The walls of the house were a prison and a haven for her 

And at the same time this space was 

Complete freedom 
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When she did leave the house 

Dressed as a princess 

Wherever she went 

She became the center of attention 

Near and far 

Said of her 

That – 

She 

Is like a treasure chest 

With her 

It's either all or nothing. 

 

Thus she lived more or less 

On the border line between routine 

And playing with fire 

When the border line was rattled 

And she was pushed to the sidelines 

My mother went up 

To the heavens like a burning bush. 

 

I was left hanging 

Between the subdued ambition to be 

Miss Boom-Chaka 

And Miss Ta-Dam 

Who was my mother. 
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Since my mother's death 

I count my heartbeats 

Rapid or slow rhythms 

Animalistic human riddling sensory 

Masculine or feminine 

Everything 

To make sure 

That I – 

Am alive. 

3. Third Step 

Orry I'm s – 

Orry I'm so – 

Rry my mother always says that – 

She who seeks a stage will find herself on the street, 

Don't go far, leopard – you're close – I don't see you, 

Only smelling the yellow light you are emitting, 

Stay with me, 

Applause after the show are natural, 

They signify nothing 

Except engaging in the ceremony, 

After the applause attention is scattered, 

Like snowflakes on a July-like sunny day, 

If you leave too, leopard, 

There won't be anyone who – 
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Listens – 

 

Two – Three – 

Two – Three – 

My heart beats like a train on the Atlantic Ocean, 

My heart beats like a hammer on the wall, 

My heart beats like the drums of war, 

Like the damned bomb itself, 

Two – Three – 

Two – Three – 

 

Swaddle me mother, between your hands, 

Swaddle me as if there is no tomorrow 

And there was no yesterday, 

Swaddle me as if all the facts themselves 

Bow down to this moment, 

You are my home, your smell is as real as – 

I am talking to you now –  

Mother who no longer exists – 

Two – Three –  

Four. 

 

At this moment, 

I am stripping the walls of the empty house, 

The brother who speaks to me is not here, 



12 
 

I go out to the main road, 

Chasing after you, leopard, 

Feeling you stalking me, 

I'm a woman – you're running from a woman? 

I am a song, I am a curse,  

Chasing after what might devour me, 

Don't change your spots lest I mistake you for another leopard. 

 

Slightly dizzy, 

Not accustomed to no walls, 

These walls are a prison, 

But after a while 

They're grips to hold on to. 

 

They and the lemon tree 

That help me 

Get rid of the dizziness. 

 

Two – Three – 

Two – Three – 

The black curtains on my eyes 

Have opened, 

Two – Three –  

And the scent of lemon, 

Four –  
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He slips away, the leopard, 

Tottering at the top of the main road 

I lower my eyes, 

I see traces, he leaves traces, 

Two drops of honey, 

A crumb of bread, 

So I think he might be thirsty, 

I have a fresh lemon in my hand, 

I collect lemons. 

 

Hands stretched forward because -  

My eyes cannot see 

Beyond the tip of my nose, 

Until my eyes 

See 

His eyes. 

 

His eyes do not blink, 

They light me up like floodlights 

Focused on a single actress 

In a one woman show, 

Why did you stop, 

You waited for me, you stopped because – 

Under the floodlight eyes a growl is emitted, 

Dance. 
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Dance, dance, 

I move my body like an animal, 

Swaying the body to the next moment, 

The next thoughtless moment, 

Without compassion, 

Without planning, 

Without end, 

Until –  

Until – 

Two – Three – Four – 

The yellow light goes out, 

And there is no growling 

Under the lights, 

And no breath under the eyes. 

 

It's just me, 

The alleyway 

The darkness 

And scent 

Of lemon. 

4. The trial  

Ladies and gentlemen, 

Honorable judges, 

Why are you silent? 
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I mean, I spent the night sleepless constantly protecting myself from thieves and murderers 

I mean, I guess you all know that I don't belong to this family 

I mean, not family, just kidding, I understand this isn't the time for joking 

I mean, here I am, 

Ladies and gentlemen, 

Honorable judges, 

Standing here before your very eyes 

And I know not what I am accused of. 

 

Why are you silent? 

 

I lower my head, 

Purse my lips 

Towards my armpit 

And twist my shoulder 

So they won't think  

That I'm talking to myself, 

When I say to myself that 

Their silence 

Takes my breath away 

More than the situation itself. 

 

Now I hear you, you are talking, reading the indictment, reading the name of someone else, 

Now you're reading off numbers of an ID that isn't mine, 

Now you read the name of the city, of the street and the number of a house I never lived in, 
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Now, you're reading 

The indictment, 

I try to keep track 

Of your words, 

Stringing word to word, 

But your language 

Is higher than my ears, 

I mean, I understand each word in itself, but the stringing of them doesn't connect to 

sentences, 

Now, that you've finished reading, I think your sentences are meant for someone else. 

 

--  Do you plead guilty? 

One – Two – Three – Four 

One – Two – Three 

One – Two – Three – Four 

One – Two – Three 

-- We don't hear you, 

    You're speaking to yourself. 

    Speak up. 

    Speak up. 

Those words you read, 

All the sentences, 

They're not me, 

I 

Collect story after story when mother hangs out her poetry, 
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She releases her womb to rhyming words, 

Written one by one in her round, uniquely hers, handwriting, 

I – 

 

One – Two – Three – Four 

One – Two – Three 

One – Two – Three – Four 

One – Two – Three 

 

Mother, you're wandering. 

In the leopards footsteps. 

Mother, you're upsetting the passersby, 

You are disturbing the public peace. 

I perform for the public. 

What does perform mean? 

The show and I, 

We're like a climate, 

Like the four seasons, 

When the public is stifled, 

The show and I, 

Provide a bit of a breeze, 

Some air 

That everyone wants to breathe, 

We give 

Our warmth 
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In the cold of winter, 

The breezy coolness 

In the hot summer, 

We light up with a cheerful dance 

The dark nights, 

We accompany with song 

The burden of the days, 

We're a mirror for passersby, 

A gushing and stirring example, 

That more than anything 

We depend on each other, 

The performance and I, 

Just as each one depends on another  

To feel the beating of life. 

 

Ladies and gentlemen, 

Honorable judges – 

 

5. Performance 2 – the freedom found at the mouth's edge 

 

I'm now on a busy street, 

In front of a slimming shop window. 

Behind the window a tiered display case, 

A cake laid out on each shelf, 

Frostings in different colors of food coloring, 
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Chocolate chips, cherries, 

Strawberries and candles as samples, 

One can smell the sin of sugar, 

One can almost taste on the tongue, 

One can almost feel the pleasure 

Going down the throat, 

I am drowning in the throes of desire, 

In spite of the thick glass separating us. 

It's almost satisfying 

To imagine a cake. 

 

And then from the shop window a reflection of myself appears. 

I hear her say she won't let me drown. 

She takes out objects from my childhood, places them around her 

And tells me to do the same. 

I take out and place objects around me. 

When I look up I see her tap dancing among the objects. 

The tapping of her feet is upbeat and yet leaves me room. 

So I join her 

And both of us 

Complete 

Each 

Other. 

 

One – Two – Three – Four – Five 
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    Six – Seven 

One – Two Three 

      Four – Five 

 

The bustle of the street, cars, buses, hawkers from nearby stalls shouting, a plane up high on 

its way to land and another taking off, police car, wailing ambulance, firemen spraying water 

on an erupting fire, a baby's cry, three laughing children, one mother scolding a child, that if 

he doesn't finish his schnitzel, he won't get chocolate, road work, a worker with a hammer, 

traffic lights clicking, all these join into a flamboyant concert that lead the tapping feet of the 

reflection and myself. 

 

Then we picked up the objects in our arms, threw them up in the air, a kind of juggling, each 

to herself,  

one object, two objects, three, 

Then we passed to each other, a kind of juggling, the flamboyant concert, the reflection and 

I,  

one object, two objects, three, 

Then she said while juggling like this, that I can see this is better than imagining the taste of 

cake, 

Then I thought no more, I let them go and they fell to the sidewalk, 

One object, two objects, three, 

I grabbed the hammer from the worker, raised it to the shop window and shattered, 

cracked, smashed, broke, crushed the window, gorged myself on cake after cake, pastries 

mixed with melt in your mouth frostings with shards of glass, I shoved in my mouth and 

swallowed shoved until I had no more room 

And then from the edge of my mouth dripped 

A grin of freedom. 

6. Digging a burrow 
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I'm digging a burrow. 

It's been many days that I'm digging 

With an old teaspoon that mother 

Used for stirring coffee, 

The coffee was black, 

The earth that is piling next to me is brown, 

Earth that turns suddenly into a body and face, 

A tongue smacking lips, 

It asks me, the earth, 

Whether I am happy, 

I answer that mother wasn't happy, 

Mother was hardly ever happy, 

I don't remember seeing mother happy 

And you, he says 

You sing, play and dance for the happiness of others. 

 

Are you happy? 

 

I continue digging. 

 

Do you have fear? 

Do you have a muse, a beauty mark that's the real deal? 

Are you in a race? 

Where do you hide the pain? 
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What do you want? 

Do you know 

What you want? 

 

Hmm – Hmm – Hmm – Hmm 

It's a tune that belongs to me and the performance, 

And if these are tears, they are tears of joy, 

I want to keep on as a glowing ember  

That has a small flame, burning and alive, 

Hmm – Hmm – Hmm – Hmm 

That I'll be able to pass the ember 

From hand to hand, 

That I'll have the wisdom, I want, 

To awaken contemplation and emotion and rolling laughter 

And no more pain and sorrow 

And no more burns, 

Hmm – Hmm – Hmm – Hmm 

I want to meet my mother and brother again, 

Who are no longer around and surely looking for me, 

I want to end this conversation 

With a pile of earth as I am afraid 

That I am losing my beauty mark. 

 

I dig and dig until a pinpoint of light appears at the end of the burrow 

I crawl crawl towards the light at the end of the burrow 
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I get out my head my shoulders my hips and my legs 

I stand up and see 

His eyes 

7. Seventh Step 

I see a leopard. One – Two – 

I shake off the remnants of earth. The leopard growls. 

I slowly approach him. He watches me, 

Exits rapidly to one of the paths. I hurry after him. 

Go with him through roads and intersections, 

Want to introduce him to a nonexistent family, 

No one is about. 

Everyone's asleep at this hour. 

The traffic lights operate even when there are no cars, 

The wind plays hide and seek with the night. 

Suddenly he disappears from sight. Where is he. The leopard. 

Then, from the corner of my eye, I see a large shadow. Of a large cat. 

He holds in his mouth two slices of bread. 

One for him, one for me. 

 

I'm glued to the leopard. One – Two – 

We both finish eating a slice of bread. 

In his eyes hangs intimacy. 

What does he see in my eyes – 

He's watching me. I him. 

Seems we are breathing as one. 
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He quietly satiated. To me – 

It seems we have one heart. 

We turn together,  

Standing in the yellow light, 

Preparing ourselves for the next performance, 

Under the street light 

 

One – Two – Three – 

 

 

 


