
Three Poems by Patrice Vecchione
 

 
If I Didn’t Write 
  
If I didn’t write, my eyes would still see what they 
see; blood wouldn’t stop its pulse-work; feet 
wouldn’t forget the forest 
is for wandering through. Nor would I be less 
inclined to comment on the beauty of my husband’s 
eyes catching mine from across 
a crowded room. If I didn’t write, my  
imagination wouldn’t stop 
its insistence, not to make something out of nothing, 
but to make a wall into a window, a frog  
into a prince. 
Without pen in hand, poem in mind, my 
imagination wouldn’t harden 
into the gray, flat matter of reason. I’d not  
forget to notice 
and proclaim. Still I’d be a diviner.  
  
Or would the words I begged for, clumsily stuttered, 
then thrust 
my way into dry up? Would a hard shell form 
around my ribcage, 
a gnarled claw overtake my pencil-holding hand? 
Would my eyes become veiled, darkly hooded, 
scales bend my back? And my tongue, would it 
twist into a knot that even the nimblest sailor would 
be unable to untie? 
  
 



Cabbage 
 
When I come to visit, the first time in several years, 
my 83-year-old aunt and I drive to the  
Sarasota market. 
A hot October evening days before  
the hurricane hits. 
Tomorrow we’ll go swimming. 
  
Walking along the vegetable aisle, she pauses, asks, 
“Would you cook that cabbage dish  
you made the time 
you stayed with us back home in Springfield 
when Gram and I lived in the apartment?” 
My grandmother’s been dead twenty years. 
The cabbage I cooked in, what, maybe, 1976? 
That must have been during my  
first vegetable period. 
  
“Sure,” I say. “Remind me, was it  
green cabbage or red?” 
  
Eyebrows raised, my aunt stares at me, 
incredulous I have forgotten. 
  
  



Afternoon on the Avenue 
  
A man looked at us hard-eyed, a sinker. 
You, black-jacketed, me in a short skirt, 
walking and laughing. “What are you,” 
he shouted, “a couple of dykes?” 
  
Turning around to where he’d already passed us, 
“Fuck you!” I yelled at his back, 
slipping my hand into yours. Had I not been shaken, 
I’d have had the word “Yes” ready. 
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