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$�ILIWK�RI�DQLPDOV�ZLWKRXW�EDFNERQHV�FRXOG�
EH�DW�ULVN�RI�H[WLQFWLRQ��VD\�VFLHQWLVWV� 
—%%&�1DWXUH�1HZV 
 
$VN�PH�LI�,�VSHDN�IRU�WKH�VQDLO�DQG�,�ZLOO�
WHOO�\RX 
,�VSHDN�IRU�WKH�VQDLO� 
                    VSHDN�RI�XQGHUQHDWKHGQHVV 
DQG�WKH�ZHOFRPH�RI�PRVVHV� 
                     RI�OLIH�WKDW�VSULQJV�XS� 
OLWWOH�OLYHV�WKDW�SXOO�EDFN�DQG�ZDLW�IRU�D�
PRPHQW� 
 
,�VSHDN�IRU�WKH�GDPVHOIO\��ZDWHU�VNHHW��
PROOXVN� 
WKH�FDWHUSLOODU��WKH�EHHWOH��WKH�VSLGHU��WKH�
DQW� 
                    ,�VSHDN 
IURP�WKH�WLPH�EHIRUH�VSLQHOHVVQHVV�ZDV�
IURZQHG�XSRQ� 
 
$VN�PH�LI�,�VSHDN�IRU�WKH�PRRQ�MHOO\��,�ZLOO�
WHOO�\RX 
    RQH�WKLQJ�WRGD\�DQG�DQRWKHU�WRPRUURZ 
        DQG�,�ZLOO�EH�DV�FRQVLVWHQW�DV�DQ\�
WKLQJ�DOLYH 
RQ�WKLV�HDUWK� 
 
     ,�PRYH�DV�WKH�FXUUHQWV�PRYH��ZLWK�WKH�
EUHH]HV� 
:KDW�SDUW�RI�\RXU�QDWXUH�GULYHV�\RX"�
<RX��LQ�\RXU�FXELFOH 
RXJKW�WR�XQGHUVWDQG�PH��,�ILOWHU�DQG�ILOWHU�
DQG�ILOWHU�DOO�GD\� 
 
$VN�PH�LI�,�VSHDN�IRU�WKH�QDXWLOXV�DQG�,�
ZLOO�EH�VLOHQW 
DV�WKH�QDXWLOXV�VKHOO�RQ�D�VKHOI��,�FDQ�EH�
EHDXWLIXO 
DQG�XVHOHVV�LI�WKDW
V�DOO�\RX�NQRZ�WR�DVN�
RI�PH� 
 
$VN�PH�ZKDW�,�NQRZ�RI�ORQJLQJ�DQG�,�ZLOO�
VSHDN�RI�GLVWDQFHV 
        EHWZHHQ�PHDGRZV�RI�QLJKW-
EORRPLQJ�IORZHUV� 
                   ,�ZLOO�VSHDN 
           �WKH�LPSRVVLEOH�KRSH�RI�WKH�ILUHIO\� 
 
                                 <RX�ZLWK�WKH�FDQGOH 
EXUQLQJ�DQG�RQO\�RQH�FKDLU�DW�\RXU�WDEOH�
PXVW�XQGHUVWDQG 
        VXFK�ZRUGOHVV�GHVLUH� 
 
7R�VD\�LW�LV�PLQGOHVV�LV�PLVVLQJ�WKH�SRLQW� 
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I stoop to pick up my footprints, 
somebody seeing me might think 
I’m gathering mushrooms, 
healing herbs, 
or flowers into a bunch, 
but no — 
I collect my footprints, 
my traces everywhere 
I walked for many years: 
Here are the footprints I left while 
herding sheep on the steppe. 
Here, I took this path to school, 
and these are my steps from my 
route to work. 
 
“I’m gathering my footprints here 
so that strangers don’t trample 
them,” 
I tell anyone who’s curious. 
 
(Epiphany:  
a footprint is — 
a symbol, by definition, of: 
“something rooted in the past”) 
 
In my mind, I slip my footprints 
between the pages — 
now whenever I read a book, 
I chance upon an old footprint: 
I study it for a long time, 
the footprint I left as a child 
walking beneath a cherry tree. 
 
All the footprints gathered so far, 
an entire footstep herbarium in 
books — 
if I put them all in one row, 
their path wouldn’t lead me home. 
 
******* 
Vasyl Holoborodko 
“I Pick up my Footprints” 
Words for War: New Poems from 
Ukraine (2017) 
 
Translated from the Ukrainian by 
Svetlana Lavochkina 

 
 
/͛ǀĞ�ďĞĞŶ�ƚŚŝŶŬŝŶŐ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ƚŚĞ�ǁĂǇ͕�
ǁŚĞŶ�ǇŽƵ�ǁĂůŬ 
ĚŽǁŶ�Ă�ĐƌŽǁĚĞĚ�ĂŝƐůĞ͕�ƉĞŽƉůĞ�
ƉƵůů�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞŝƌ�ůĞŐƐ 
ƚŽ�ůĞƚ�ǇŽƵ�ďǇ͘�Kƌ�ŚŽǁ�ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞƌƐ�
ƐƟůů�ƐĂǇ�͞ďůĞƐƐ�ǇŽƵ͟ 
ǁŚĞŶ�ƐŽŵĞŽŶĞ�ƐŶĞĞǌĞƐ͕�Ă�
ůĞŌŽǀĞƌ 
ĨƌŽŵ�ƚŚĞ��ƵďŽŶŝĐ�ƉůĂŐƵĞ͘�͞�ŽŶ͛ƚ�
ĚŝĞ͕͟�ǁĞ�ĂƌĞ�ƐĂǇŝŶŐ͘ 
�ŶĚ�ƐŽŵĞƟŵĞƐ͕�ǁŚĞŶ�ǇŽƵ�ƐƉŝůů�
ůĞŵŽŶƐ 
ĨƌŽŵ�ǇŽƵƌ�ŐƌŽĐĞƌǇ�ďĂŐ͕�ƐŽŵĞŽŶĞ�
ĞůƐĞ�ǁŝůů�ŚĞůƉ�ǇŽƵ 
ƉŝĐŬ�ƚŚĞŵ�ƵƉ͘�DŽƐƚůǇ͕�ǁĞ�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�
ǁĂŶƚ�ƚŽ�ŚĂƌŵ�ĞĂĐŚ�ŽƚŚĞƌ͘ 
tĞ�ǁĂŶƚ�ƚŽ�ďĞ�ŚĂŶĚĞĚ�ŽƵƌ�ĐƵƉ�
ŽĨ�ĐŽīĞĞ�ŚŽƚ͕ 
ĂŶĚ�ƚŽ�ƐĂǇ�ƚŚĂŶŬ�ǇŽƵ�ƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�
ƉĞƌƐŽŶ�ŚĂŶĚŝŶŐ�ŝƚ͘�dŽ�ƐŵŝůĞ 
Ăƚ�ƚŚĞŵ�ĂŶĚ�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞŵ�ƚŽ�ƐŵŝůĞ�
ďĂĐŬ͘�&Žƌ�ƚŚĞ�ǁĂŝƚƌĞƐƐ 
ƚŽ�ĐĂůů�ƵƐ�ŚŽŶĞǇ�ǁŚĞŶ�ƐŚĞ�ƐĞƚƐ�
ĚŽǁŶ�ƚŚĞ�ďŽǁů�ŽĨ�ĐůĂŵ�ĐŚŽǁĚĞƌ͕ 
ĂŶĚ�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ĚƌŝǀĞƌ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ƌĞĚ�ƉŝĐŬ-
ƵƉ�ƚƌƵĐŬ�ƚŽ�ůĞƚ�ƵƐ�ƉĂƐƐ͘ 
tĞ�ŚĂǀĞ�ƐŽ�ůŝƩůĞ�ŽĨ�ĞĂĐŚ�ŽƚŚĞƌ͕�
ŶŽǁ͘�^Ž�ĨĂƌ 
ĨƌŽŵ�ƚƌŝďĞ�ĂŶĚ�ĮƌĞ͘�KŶůǇ�ƚŚĞƐĞ�
ďƌŝĞĨ�ŵŽŵĞŶƚƐ�ŽĨ�ĞǆĐŚĂŶŐĞ͘ 
tŚĂƚ�ŝĨ�ƚŚĞǇ�ĂƌĞ�ƚŚĞ�ƚƌƵĞ�
ĚǁĞůůŝŶŐ�ŽĨ�ƚŚĞ�ŚŽůǇ͕�ƚŚĞƐĞ 
ŇĞĞƟŶŐ�ƚĞŵƉůĞƐ�ǁĞ�ŵĂŬĞ�
ƚŽŐĞƚŚĞƌ�ǁŚĞŶ�ǁĞ�ƐĂǇ͕�͞,ĞƌĞ͕ 
ŚĂǀĞ�ŵǇ�ƐĞĂƚ͕͟�͞'Ž�ĂŚĞĂĚ�—�ǇŽƵ�
ĮƌƐƚ͕͟�͞/�ůŝŬĞ�ǇŽƵƌ�ŚĂƚ͘͟ 
  
ΎΎΎΎΎΎΎ 
�ĂŶƵƐŚĂ�>ĂŵĠƌŝƐ 
͞^ŵĂůů�<ŝŶĚŶĞƐƐĞƐ͟ 
,ĞĂůŝŶŐ�ƚŚĞ��ŝǀŝĚĞ͗�WŽĞŵƐ�ŽĨ�
<ŝŶĚŶĞƐƐ�ĂŶĚ��ŽŶŶĞĐƟŽŶ ĨƌŽŵ�
'ƌĞĞŶ�tƌŝƚĞƌƐ�WƌĞƐƐ�;ϮϬϮϬͿ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
:RNH�XS�WKLV�PRUQLQJ�ZLWK 
D�WHUULILF�XUJH�WR�OLH�LQ�EHG�DOO�GD\ 
DQG�UHDG��)RXJKW�DJDLQVW�LW�IRU�D�
PLQXWH� 
 
7KHQ�ORRNHG�RXW�WKH�ZLQGRZ�DW�
WKH�UDLQ� 
$QG�JDYH�RYHU��3XW�P\VHOI�HQWLUHO\ 
LQ�WKH�NHHS�RI�WKLV�UDLQ\�PRUQLQJ� 
 
:RXOG�,�OLYH�P\�OLIH�RYHU�DJDLQ" 
0DNH�WKH�VDPH�XQIRUJLYHDEOH�
PLVWDNHV" 
<HV��JLYHQ�KDOI�D�FKDQFH��<HV� 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







 
5D\PRQG�&DUYHU 
³5DLQ´ 
tŚĞƌĞ�ƚŚĞ�tĂƚĞƌ��ŽŵĞƐ�
dŽŐĞƚŚĞƌ�ǁŝƚŚ�KƚŚĞƌ�tĂƚĞƌ�
;ϭϵϴϱͿ 

i heard your voice this 
morning 
speaking from the foot of the 
bed 
your quilt crawled to the 
floor 
as i lay down in the 
first whisper of dawn. 
i heard your voice this 
morning 
the sound of cloth 
a casual sound 
a sunday morning 
preparing to visit your lord 
sound 
half your life 
half my life 
half my daughter’s life 
we all dream of landscapes 
romantic deserts 
white sands 
connecting us together 
a half dozen roses 
i play out my life 
listening every morning 
for your voice 
at the foot of the bed.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
******* 
Jackie Shelton Green 
NC Poet Laureate 
“for grandma” 
Breath of the Song: New and 
Selected Poems (2005) 


