JOSE OSEGU ERA “She moved when I was playing guitar,” PAUL HOTVEDT

my wife said, her palm flat on the copper strings.
. As the life within her rippled beneath her rounded flesh, )
\/\/ h e re t h e M U S I C I saw how our daughter interpreted the strange sounds The Tabor’s Sound, 2022
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piercing through layers of muscle, fat,
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music to be alive to.

—fOT Luna Aurélia Oseguem [ took the guitar from my wife

and plucked a melody from its body,

and I saw how my son slid his hand

into the hole past the vibrations,

the sound, the darkness,

unafraid of what might live in its depths.
He scratched the inner surface and smiled,
relieved to have finally discovered

where the music comes from.
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