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Ode to My Socks
Maru Mori brought me 
a pair  
of socks  
which she knitted herself 
with her sheepherder’s hands, 
two socks as soft 
as rabbits.  
I slipped my feet 
into them 
as though into 
two  
cases 
knitted 
with threads of 
twilight 
and goatskin. 
Violent socks, 
my feet were 
two fish made 
of wool,  
two long sharks 
sea-blue, shot 
through 
by one golden thread, 
two immense blackbirds, 
two cannons: 
my feet  
were honored 
in this way 
by  
these 
heavenly 
socks. 
They were 
so handsome  
for the first time 
my feet seemed to me 
unacceptable 
like two decrepit 
firemen, firemen 
unworthy 
of that woven 
fire,  
of those glowing 
socks.

Nevertheless 
I resisted  
the sharp temptation 
to save them somewhere 
as schoolboys  
keep 
fireflies, 
as learned men 
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collect 
sacred texts, 
I resisted  
the mad impulse 
to put them 
into a golden 
cage 
and each day give them 
birdseed 
and pieces of pink melon. 
Like explorers 
in the jungle who hand 
over the very rare 
green deer 
to the spit 
and eat it 
with remorse, 
I stretched out 
my feet  
and pulled on 
the magnificent  
socks 
and then my shoes.

The moral 
of my ode is this: 
beauty is twice 
beauty 
and what is good is doubly 
good 
when it is a matter of two socks 
made of wool 
in winter.
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“Hope” is the thing with feathers

BY  E M I LY  D I C K I N S O N

Notes: 

Note to POL students: The inclusion or omission of the numeral in the title of the poem should not affect the accuracy score. It is

optional during recitation.

Originally titled "'Hope' is the thing with feathers - (314)"

Emily Dickinson, "'Hope' is the Thing with Feathers" from The Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson, edited by Thomas H. Johnson, ed.,

Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap Press of Harvard University press, Copyright © 1951, 1955, 1979, 1983 by the President and Fellows

of Harvard College. Reprinted by permissions of the publishers and Trustees of Amherst College.

Source: The Poems of Emily Dickinson Edited by R. W. Franklin (Harvard University Press, 1999)

“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 

That perches in the soul - 

And sings the tune without the words - 

And never stops - at all - 

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 

And sore must be the storm - 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm - 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 

And on the strangest Sea - 

Yet - never - in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb - of me. 

CONTACT US

NEWSLETTERS

PRESS

PRIVACY POLICY

TERMS OF USE

POETRY MOBILE APP

61 West Superior Street, 

Chicago, IL 60654

© 2022 Poetry Foundation

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/emily-dickinson
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/contact
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/newsletter
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/foundation/press
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/foundation/privacy
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/foundation/terms-of-service
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/foundation/mobile
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/










7/9/22, 3:26 PM Print version of Out of the Woods

https://poets.org/print/poem/eb22f19f-4a31-4b65-b095-4670b1d41c82 1/2

Published on Academy of American Poets (https://poets.org)

Out of the Woods
On the way to water, I think, low 
moan, heat too deep for me 

to reach. A new noise 
from a vent in the paper palace. Before, 

I bounce off brick 
wall, begging for a change; 

the door swings open and unhinges 
me to the nail. I heard ssssSMH behind me; 

you not ready. As it turns out, ticks, 
like cops, have a taste for black blood. 

The mosquitos made a meal of me 
for weeks—their walking Slurpee. 

One stuck his straw in my third eye. I spell 
him struck blind. My friends compile lists 

of things they never knew, read me 
for filth. I say in every language, I don’t have 

the answers. They don’t believe me. 
I stop buying tickets to the shit 

show, but no matter the distance, 
the smell is pervasive. In the woods, 

I learned baby wolves get high 
from the scent of hearts bursting 

on their Instagram feeds. Serotonin 
is a helluva drug. In the clearing, I strain 

to hear the echoes of men whose bodies 
drag the forest floor. Unfortunately, all 

the witnesses withered seventy winters ago. 
Blood is a potent fertilizer. 
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“‘Out of the Woods’ is a poem that emerged from recent experiences on a research trip to the island of Martinique and teaching in the

woods of Saugatuck, Michigan. Playing on the literal and metaphorical meanings of being ‘in the woods’ and ‘out of the woods,’ the poem

is a stream-of-consciousness meditation on the paranoia birthed from the history of racially-motivated violence in idyllic settings, my

desire to escape urban and digital life, and the fragility of feeling safe in any landscape.” 
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