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Go mild, my wild! 
Or I'll fall like a chrysolite
into her pit. 

Go mild, my wild! 
there one must take small steps.
Don't rush. 
Nine times you roll it up,
layer by layer, 
slowly you put out your own light.
Humbly you close your eyes 
and become as light as birds. 

Go mild, my wild! 
Slide silently into a sleeper's trance.
Dreamers say here 
is the way to heaven. 

Translated by Marcia Falk

Malka Heifetz Tussman
I Know Not Your Ways

I know not your ways — 
A sunset is for me a Godset. 
Where are you going, God? 
Take me along, 
if, in the along, 
it is light, God. 
I am afraid of the dark. 

Translated by Marcia Falk



Introduction

 Over forty years have passed since Stanley Chyet, 
Of Blessed Memory,and I first sat together in his basement 
office at the Hebrew Union College in Los Angeles. The piles 
of typed documents and books spoke of a college professor 
more interested in literature and conversation than finding 
the right spot for each document. Occasionally he would 
reach for a small notebook that he kept in his shirt pocket, 
take out a pencil stub, and scribble down some phrases. This 
is how his poems began, with a notion or a word or a raw 
emotion that came from his need to respond to something 
said to him. 

 One morning I rushed into his office with an idea that 
had struck me during my wake-up shower. Always kind, 
Stanley resisted the temptation to poke fun at the only place 
I seem to have any inspiration. The idea was a simple one 
— a Jewish poetry journal. In spite of the numerous poets of 
Jewish heritage, no journal in this country had ever focused 
exclusively on their poetry. Stanley was intrigued! 

 For those of you who knew Stanley, you can well 
imagine the intensity of the conversations that followed. After 
several weeks of discussion on how to explain, never mind 
try to define, the word “Jewish,” we moved on to the word 
“poetry.” After several more weeks of pilpul, it appeared that 
the only word we could agree on was the word “journal” 
(and even that was not completely clear). 

 What to do? Stanley thought for a moment then 
took out his small notebook and wrote: “Poetry of Jewish 
Reference.” After weeks of thought-provoking conversation, 
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Malka Heifetz Tussman 
Mild, My Wild 

The bird has a spark in his eye.
He bends his head sideways 
and carries it to the sky. 
Is he looking for heaven? 
Does he need heaven? 

All my heaven-searching is heavy,
and can't soar. 
I hang all my heavy needs
on a bird's wing. 
Actually, I know nothing about birds,
but I want to be like one. 

The earth is mine 
and I love her.
I want to fill my limbs with her strength,
bury my face in her fragrance.
I want to dig in my elbows 
but I'm afraid of the tiniest worms. 

The earth is mine 
and I subdue her. 
I ride wantonly on her, my head high.,
I beat my feet on her heart, 
tear out her ore, wreak havoc, 
and still I don't have enough. 
She waits, and accepts my tantrums patiently. 

Go mild, my wild! 
Or she'll inhale and take me in,
open her mouth and swallow me up. 

Malka Heifetz Tussrnan
A Moment’s Truth

To reach toward the sky, to 
grip a piece of sky, 
to squeeze a piece of sky in my fist so 
that wine will flow — heaven-wine. 

What is heaven-wine? 
Do I long for heaven-wine? 
Do I hold a piece of heaven in my hand? 

For a moment, it was the truth. 

Translated by Marcia Falk 


