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ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover photo - Ear Nebulae
Credit: Laurence Sabin, Nick Wright & IPHAS

@rgan) Poany Prcjets

The Ear Is An Organ
Made For Love
Selections

E. Ethelbert Miller © 2012

Acknowledgements

From downloadable book,
“The Ear Is An Organ Made For Love”
& by generous permission of author

www.eethelbertmiller.com

‘8uisiedpuny si 003 iyl

jAauow ,unonf Aw uom |
ionfoanb yuop |
—sAes aH

‘Asuow 1noge 3upy|ey st a4 "suoyd |2 Siy uo
3ul||9A st dw Jo juouy ul Suinis And vy

*)dom 03 Sui03 aJe ajdoad sood ay |

‘8unl@aw Jayjoue o1 Aem Aw uo w,|

‘p4eoq a|doad Jood sy} ||e S9ALLIe SN Y1 USYAM

‘3uisieapuny si 001 siyl ‘Asuow Joy s1axd0d Aw
yaJeas | dois snq oyl 1y 49sAw 03 Supjjel
19915 3Y1 UMOP ¥|em | "S||ed Aue 3xew 1,uom |
Suimouy| Suildaw ayjy anea| | "‘Asuow aney oym
9|doad 23.y3 10e3U0d 0} SUOAIaAS Suowe
juswaaJSe s| a49y3 spua Sulleaw ay3 aloyeg

‘op oym 3jdoad 1noge ez noA

‘ASuow aAey 3,uop noA usym op noA 1eym si siy |
*Mouy 3,uop am 9jdoad Jo Saweu uoluIW I
‘Asuow aney oym ajdoad 1noge 3upy|el

awiy syl puads apn ‘Suisiespuny siys [ed Asy
‘Asuow 3noge 3upyjey aJe sjdoad assym

Sunssw Jayjoue ul Sumis w,|

(AljoH J04) SONILIIN

The Ear Is An Organ

Selections

E. Ethelbert Miller

"Jle 0} paJawwey [Ieu e S| sl [jews yoe3

ay3ealq 03} 3|88nJ3s — yiealq Yyoied suos JnQ

*S|N0S Jno uo sjuldiaguly 9y} dJe SUOS JNO JO SAJeY Y|
‘wJads uey} aJoW SLIOWIW pue AU0( S| 350]| SI IBYAN

‘uoneuidew| JO suinJ ayj JO 1n0 awoy e axew 03} paldl ap\

*9J3UMOU pUB 33YyM3WOS UaM1ag
*1IX 93U} PUB 9IUBIIUS BY) USIMIAg

Yono} Jo 935 Ja8U0| OU P|Nod aMm Apog pue pue| 3y} INOge Sem 3|

"yiealq pajie} Jno UO SJeds 30y Y3 ‘@duadouu] Suluing ay |

‘11 J0 13y 3y} wouy yoeq dwnl sn spew ulyvwos

DEILIETECEEVIETTTY

"Jeay ay3 03 SUOIIIBUIP 3194235 dY |
Suimouy| jJo Aem e ‘Ono| jo dew vy
SJEIPELETIEYTY

'$}00Q UJO} PUB SISEI}INS UIOM N0 241S3P J98U0| OU OyM udw SunoA ay|

STONES

Maybe next year
we will live with more urgency.

We will love days of dangerous
new beginnings.

| once waited near windows
and doors for your return.

Qutside it is October (again),
everything is changing color.

Red, orange, brown.
The leaves are falling.

| remain black. A small stone
for your coat pocket?

| like how your hands hold me.
Maybe you could skip me across

the lake and make me believe
It’s love.
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NERUDA (For Naomi)

Neruda’s head is across town.
It’s in the garden outside
the OAS building

I need to go there.
No, | need to find what they
did to the rest of Neruda’s body.

Where are Neruda’s hands?
Legs? Feet? Did someone believe

Neruda’s poems came only from his head?

What does one make love with?
Bring me Neruda’s poems.
Ask them to confess.



