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Ode to Eurydice: I Think of Your Hands 

Most Often in the Winter  

Cecelia Tivey 

 

After “Hadestown” by Anaïs Mitchell 

 

The clutch of a red carnation can engrave the hope of spring into your palm 

Memories of warm petals beneath your fingers bring solace in these cold times 

Yet now your outstretched hand remains untouched 

 

There was a time when this was not the case 

When our interlocked fingers meant more 

Than the final grasp of longing 

 

But the sting of a thorn always fades 

And clutching your coat cannot shield you from the wind 

I have tried to shield you myself but I know how this goes 

 

You will reach for me and I will try to cherish what I have of you but 

I’m concerned my tenacity is slipping—that you are slipping 

I’m concerned the chill has stiffened my nimble fingers 

 

Tell me, do your hands shiver now that you’re out on your own? 


