KATHRYN PETRUCCELLI
B: THE ROAD HOME

The B was “bayit,” or “house” to the Phoenicians. It started out looking like a simple square, over time bulging to
the left, a stray line below becoming a second belly during its transference to the Greeks, and ultimately facing right.
[t was one of the first symbols deciphered among the inscriptions found in EQypt’s Sinai Peninsula that gave birth

to the alphabet.

Babies born in the caul — the sac — they say, are imbued
with special intuition,
luck.

A month ahead of schedule, the moving boxes not yet touched,
your son shifted down the canal, red with blood and desire into your arms,
still enveloped
floppy doll, quiet.
You leaned in, breathed your greeting, waiting for him to rally

in the dark room of hope.

Perhaps it was luck
when the doctor detected the deviation,
the lump-thump beat of the tiny heart

with its additional whispers, secrets you could not know.

Perhaps it was intuition
that lead the child to arrive with the hush and hiccup
of his first language to shore him up for the voyage.

You thought you would give over this baby to the larger world much later -
after he’d been grounded in home

his heart fortified for the hero’s journey.

But so soon, the barbaric whirring machine, your infant on an operating table,

rib cage pried apart, heart stopped, a masked man

hovering above him with a blade.
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Later, he will ask you what it’s called,

where the surgeon did what he did the thin white line down his chest.

And you will blame that earlier time - when they took him from you -
for how he crawls into your lap, a preschooler,
gently sucking
on a spot just below your collar bone, or lifting his shirt and yours,
pressing your bare bellies together,
as if he could return
to that first home
of rocking, of watery darkness,
language of murmurs, that lost city,

its sky hooded and close.
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