
  
    
      
    
  


          

          
             RERITES
          

          
             June 2017
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Jhave
          

          

       
          
             
                May 25 - June 25, 2017
             
          

          
             
                ==================
             
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             (tf0p1-py3.5-wvnt) jhave@jhave-Ubuntu:~/Documents/Github/Wavenet-for-Poem-Generation$ bash Run_Model_Demos_100K+-INFINITE_2017-GOOD-06-01T08-38-45-passSamples.sh 555
          

          
              
          

          
             --fast_generation=False
          

          
              
          

          
             Wavenet for Poem Generation.
          

          
             Initializing.
          

          
             Please wait. Preparing to make poems of 555 letters each. Each poem is generated by a different mathematical model. Each model has a different idea of what poetry is. The models were generated using a neural-net based on Google's Wavenet algorithm. Poems are generated letter by letter as patterns without any dictionary, syntax, or preset rules: unsupervised. Trained in Montreal in 2017 on a 
             custom corpus of over 600,000 lines.
              The poems are generated now in realtime. They have never been seen before.
          

          
              
          

          
             ____________________________________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Trained using 
          

          
              
          

          
             $ python train_2017_py3p5_150k_low6_sample4096_SAVE-STARTS_100k.py 
          

          
             --wavenet_params=wavenet_params_ORIG_dilations2048_skipChannels8192_qc2048_dc32.json 
          

          
             --data_dir=data/2017
          

          
              
          

          
             Using default logdir: ./logdir/train/2017-06-01T08-38-45 
          

          
              
          

          
             ____________________________________________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             dilations: 2048			
          

          
             filter_width: 2		
          

          
             residual_channels: 32
          

          
             dilation_channels: 32		
          

          
             skip_channels: 8192	
          

          
             quantization_channels: 2048
          

          
              
          

          
             ____________________________________________________________________
          

          
             
                 
             
          

          
             
                 
             
          

          
             
                 
             
          

          
             
                 
             
          

          
             
                 
             
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 100102		LOSS: 0.573
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The first shadow
          

          
             brings her hair,
          

          
             wakes the answer
          

          
              
          

          
             Day after truth 
          

          
             is just that 
          

          
             durable
          

          
              
          

          
             Outside clean 
          

          
             wishes darkness 
          

          
             on creatures,
          

          
              
          

          
             Soul breathes
          

          
             dumb order
          

          
             succoured hair 
          

          
              
          

          
             Body-birds 
          

          
             needn't be kind 
          

          
             cazemaged 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             sorrow 
          

          
             deep in shade
          

          
             smiles
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 100849		LOSS: 0.578
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             monkeys born, 
          

          
             to demonstrate 
          

          
             an ancient poem
          

          
             ​
          

          
             sea down 
          

          
             in sorrow
          

          
              
          

          
             coition song: 
          

          
             extreme weave
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 100953		LOSS: 0.583
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Mist came to destroy
          

          
             his music, peeling,   
          

          
             His ground-down tongue
          

          
             Until a final blue.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             An apprentice
          

          
             scales mountains, throws  off
          

          
             the opaque artists. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Kine manic, wing virile   
          

          
             glow scooped simmering crone   
          

          
             moupling composure on the eyes 
          

          
              
          

          
             Apparel, waninging 
          

          
             I want to the god. 
          

          
              
          

          
             No one   
          

          
             some speed 
          

          
             with tombstones 
          

          
             in cell locked
          

          
             soules
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 101225		LOSS: 0.620
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Of Warth. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Pull jet foolas cum
          

          
              
          

          
             And the foul grain, 
          

          
             the giant looking joy.
          

          
              
          

          
             Low still stand them and the market   
          

          
             Rained with well-counting--
          

          
              
          

          
             Sure the trenches offer cold.  
          

          
             The squeaking rooms of gold. 
          

          
             The nurses shaking glitter time. 
          

          
              
          

          
             VI. Women angel: his metaphors   
          

          
             Dominionship, graining to weath stay -- 
          

          
              
          

          
             While wisdom (reserveid)
          

          
             tastes death
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 101246		LOSS: 0.589
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             accepting tall any flowers, 
          

          
             forever one question   
          

          
             boots, neural, dead forgotten glass
          

          
              
          

          
             of cloud who studied legends   
          

          
             and wanted to ascend   
          

          
             umblessed tears 
          

          
              
          

          
             leaves   
          

          
             of nothing
          

          
             sleep well to hand
          

          
              
          

          
             the world is running, dragging, seconds   
          

          
             textile character gallery
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 101653		LOSS: 0.460
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Away.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Istivered something the paranocles
          

          
              
          

          
             we play more in bliss, and believe 
          

          
             carna wrothed out, 
          

          
             shapely meat glory, serious chalt 
          

          
              
          

          
             Touched accept Bahrara-back lovelines. 
          

          
             We our hearts in stations with shy pry open.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             To the Wait
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Mooding ever 
          

          
             owners, written
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102440		LOSS: 0.619
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I rush heavy with Susan across
          

          
             my little boon tantalizing 
          

          
             talk to the sea
          

          
             palm fronds. 
          

          
              
          

          
             we knew nothing
          

          
             else interest of electric 
          

          
             in link 
          

          
             pour.
          

          
              
          

          
             As a monster . . . . In one, notebook,
          

          
             the A6r ran off the rate.
          

          
              
          

          
             the coyote's tough for the ocean
          

          
             almost remote weather
          

          
             dreams had song
          

          
             to raised 
          

          
             youngsmic comes 
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Cleverth
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             "It was not it,
          

          
             you will sleepy"
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102448		LOSS: 0.579
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             brink my brilliance, headed and unbraided
          

          
             the scent of milkweeds
          

          
             that cornfield
          

          
             chain-link sun
          

          
              
          

          
             his children plank
          

          
             on a trail
          

          
             to slip pencil silt of adults
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102449		LOSS: 0.554
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             animate damaged roots,                             (          throw their purses, their minerations,                                    missed feel
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102450		LOSS: 0.549
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The night filling at the end of the grass.
          

          
             Rocks translucent Zeno, 
          

          
             Fret portends
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102451		LOSS: 0.599
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             equinox)[he reketh, 
          

          
             native or 
          

          
             door-hawk
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Shaken by repose. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             all heart's face back wronging
          

          
             Oh, love
          

          
             painted all thistories tense another innocuo
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102452		LOSS: 0.564
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             And round here not here;                                  fallible. 
          

          
              
          

          
             creation,  multiple          pflaid makes
          

          
             somebody be-da.                                   television,          Oppeniens do,          Mmmmmmmmmmmmm.                      
             run under a tree, until the hedge          I can help tous fear,                     nature;         waxed          appetite and pure and endless & green to sulf:
                                  
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102464		LOSS: 0.518
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I think the sun rises in your blood
          

          
             the ache of a moment heavy orched
          

          
              
          

          
             leash  armories 
          

          
             Bodies
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102465		LOSS: 0.615
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             fell
          

          
                
          

          
             the unicorn's mutant
          

          
             all-shaved
          

          
             darker ripeness.  
          

          
              
          

          
             It is allowed there.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Blue-ble dries will speculation,  
          

          
             A pipe pretending to be my eyes: 
          

          
             The bend
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102546		LOSS: 0.610
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tulips of sound
          

          
             watching the witness.
          

          
               
          

          
             Lamentation
          

          
             of trees
          

          
             freezing in the
          

          
             stamped air.
          

          
              
          

          
             Sweetened 
          

          
             massive
          

          
             elements
          

          
             dirty latent
          

          
             dreaming
          

          
             sunbec.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102630		LOSS: 0.538
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             to your face, 
          

          
             scabbed inward 
          

          
             briar  crushed
          

          
               
          

          
             the storms
          

          
             gusts claim thought            
          

          
             I am looking 
          

          
             among the irrigator's fingers
          

          
                                                                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 102634		LOSS: 0.490
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                              
          

          
             embering
          

          
             an exten coat
          

          
             elegy to love 
          

          
              
          

          
             says no more
          

          
             life cracks
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102970		LOSS: 0.584
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             adopty-for a while
          

          
             only on love.
          

          
              
          

          
             plunge worked,
          

          
             sticky chance 
          

          
             against my total banish,
          

          
              
          

          
             intensity lolling it.
          

          
             Cattaile entering. Or go ashore
          

          
              
          

          
             Summer up warmishment
          

          
             more them by without.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 102971		LOSS: 0.609
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             sanctual
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             our hearts quicken swarms at the edge.
          

          
             singing, wake? It begins.
          

          
              
          

          
             anthounces are taught her.
          

          
             Illusion, mimicry a chalk.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             3.1...these walls, being constellations.
          

          
             --You pointed the barrication
          

          
             like a bandage in lilacs, and
          

          
             delicious people drifts & smell,
          

          
             Then heap on some other number drought.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 103003		LOSS: 0.613
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             He Was Dead.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Trace, fool
          

          
             fish dry
          

          
              
          

          
             shut off 
          

          
             everything,
          

          
              
          

          
             A wound, 
          

          
             staring. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Deaf-soot 
          

          
             he's an edging of ships
          

          
             ​
          

          
             a border 
          

          
             that is the court.
          

          
              
          

          
             The soul,
          

          
             aroused, breakfast.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 103086		LOSS: 0.509
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             shapelesse lava
          

          
             long as nothing 
          

          
              
          

          
             no oversized mountains
          

          
             of eternity 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 103184		LOSS: 0.259
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             porrified 
          

          
             lilac in the water top lap angles the
          

          
             leaving.  
          

          
              
          

          
             the swelling villages, 
          

          
             bend beach, house 
          

          
             water killed shards heaving
          

          
             absence and a splash.
          

          
              
          

          
             rended at tombs bottom
          

          
             to lift the Orphaps,
          

          
             then, after all.
          

          
                
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 103185		LOSS: 0.235
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             I fed him into oned 
          

          
             There is to say something a fog and mask at writing
          

          
             minild, the moon and cair of his screens
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             in waves, pushing, Sitting on a correct
          

          
             In all this dab
          

          
             through the slow hudde stories
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 103186		LOSS: 0.417
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I remember flat discoveries.
          

          
             which opened my body's
          

          
             outposts of kinetic lack:
          

          
             Bringing a ruler to the dead. 
          

          
              
          

          
             historical
          

          
             saliva that steak 
          

          
             waiting for another theme,
          

          
             annotation beneath the harbor.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 103334		LOSS: 0.623
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Fictionaries.
          

          
              
          

          
             mystery, painted Spring.
          

          
             wings
          

          
             as mid-afternoon, fetlocks
          

          
              
          

          
             uncurledding cheaping full of pale 
          

          
             eternal, grabs us. Flowers try
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a pin powder
          

          
             contingency--maybe just hang the trees
          

          
             the Way it feels
          

          
             open the salt wire, arm sprouts
          

          
             to know a lot like no expect.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 104123		LOSS: 0.623
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             6looking at her skin,    burst 
          

          
              
          

          
             from her will. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 104171		LOSS: 0.620
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             out painting heart   
          

          
             to the pane
          

          
             in the gas
          

          
              
          

          
             barking and bad unlocked fiction to   
          

          
             reversation of verse  
          

          
              
          

          
             hoisting 
          

          
             and flesh, she whinding an obstacle.   
          

          
                 
          

          
             Stupid 
          

          
             determined before dust
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 104172		LOSS: 0.542
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             blind meadows
          

          
             ascend
          

          
             the message   
          

          
              
          

          
             licking 
          

          
             night. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             deep wool   
          

          
             designation 
          

          
             flames: 
          

          
              
          

          
             plastic canal 
          

          
             boiline 
          

          
              
          

          
             stotistically   
          

          
             evated
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 104173		LOSS: 0.602
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             burn a filly out   
          

          
              
          

          
             twig teart waterbake. 
          

          
             On the daily edge
          

          
              
          

          
             gathering
          

          
             light thinks: noisy.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 105665		LOSS: 0.607
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the motives of the sea
          

          
             ripen abundance
          

          
             music
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             After The Sun Is Dead
          

          
             ​
          

          
             We suffer  no end, no land of paradise.   
          

          
             It is dumb, God's mutinous
          

          
              
          

          
             unconscious sweet   
          

          
             locked blue shell.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 106152		LOSS: 0.579
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Another Cup of Thunder 
          

          
              
          

          
             standing wall stung,
          

          
             Till the together knowledge 
          

          
             cries in gristle
          

          
             where God she came along, --
          

          
              
          

          
             That kind of water, drawing the other.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107160		LOSS: 0.572
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             you have to find a loft blue
          

          
             alone,
          

          
             apronation
          

          
              
          

          
             midnight back seed
          

          
             which I can smeal
          

          
              
          

          
             bound 
          

          
             between us
          

          
             to manifold 
          

          
              
          

          
             my soul direction
          

          
             is happiness phantom
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107161		LOSS: 0.608
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             to love inside?
          

          
             We saw a cigarette set, THEN
          

          
             walking as though
          

          
             leaving gently
          

          
              
          

          
             the door turns    until it is once
          

          
             again a door opening the sleeping song--
          

          
                          
          

          
              
          

          
                                                
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107162		LOSS: 0.465
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the goal
          

          
             those 
          

          
             earthin woman managed 
          

          
             the tale, sadly suckered
          

          
             battleties
          

          
                      
          

          
             pluck
          

          
             ring and birth; abstractor
          

          
                                                     
          

          
             protect down up 
          

          
                                                           
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 107164		LOSS: 0.539
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             They made him for such sleep,
          

          
             their buds of the Ivaporation 
          

          
             (outlands
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             (
          

          
             [
          

          
             My mind bloom, armies
          

          
             [Express
          

          
              
          

          
             Burial what is offer makes
          

          
             Help! 
          

          
              
          

          
             And some exploding
          

          
             distant shame,
          

          
             Sisters, undythrough creeping
          

          
             The color
          

          
             happiness
          

          
             "Ahay oh cordial . . . that he,
          

          
             I l
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107176		LOSS: 0.386
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             seads, scite
          

          
               
          

          
             Kore over a cool memory, stay
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 107258		LOSS: 0.569
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             When you are applause 
          

          
             a silent way through the rains
          

          
             clogging, breaking up, tenderlobe dumb
          

          
             over it, then until tele phone.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             or govamountaintold,
          

          
             the litter mint, in its beer
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             from Book 2: You, 209
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107346		LOSS: 0.426
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
              
          

          
             below
          

          
               
          

          
             is deferred
          

          
             raw-mouthed why
          

          
                                            
          

          
             submous
          

          
             bleeding floor 
          

          
                                        
          

          
              
          

          
             you stole
          

          
             the face
          

          ​

          
             ====================================
          

          
             All above lines edited on 05-07-2017
          

          
             ====================================
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107682		LOSS: 0.565
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             tucked within a backward body
          

          
             hollow breathing
          

          
             burning walls --
          

          
              
          

          
             eyes pulling words,
          

          
             thru the dew of spines.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107683		LOSS: 0.589
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wearing rain, 
          

          
             wrinkling waves
          

          
             arrived to wake fire.
          

          
              
          

          
             A thin Shark
          

          
             near his prize.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107797		LOSS: 0.549
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Thriving Air
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You did not need to be
          

          
             chapters of
          

          
             shivered materiality
          

          
               
          

          
             Time of gates
          

          
             against the buds
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107896		LOSS: 0.240
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Newspapers.
          

          
               
          

          
             A simple, anemone. O my rooms.
          

          
             Think about what they are.
          

          
              
          

          
             This hawk consciousness,
          

          
             comet in hand
          

          
              
          

          
             crazy, gulped, fizzing
          

          
             Loitered in the sea
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 107897		LOSS: 0.242
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             ignorance paper
          

          
             dreams that linger 
          

          
             as bones in the atmosphere 
          

          
             which is to say: standered targets in the T-eater.
          

          
              
          

          
             in the Poem : the heron ends frozen
          

          
             and eats itself 
          

          
               
          

          
             these are the wooden standard
          

          
             quilts gesture makes
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107929		LOSS: 0.450
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The horizontal long scorn.                                                                              beyond reach, through with sunning. Speak of our lives, 
          

          
             There is our little source.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107930		LOSS: 0.505
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Recite
          

          
             like water--
          

          
             permanently
          

          
              
          

          
             Pain pine
          

          
             riding reconciled
          

          
             crooper tongues
          

          
              
          

          
             Reach the tree
          

          
             Do the common 
          

          
             interrogal clicks.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 107931		LOSS: 0.522
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             into the dawn with a gentle 
          

          
             below, like palsies. Their dances
          

          
              
          

          
             bound to that which rejects
          

          
             rejecting that which binds
          

          
              
          

          
             filled with sack fire 
          

          
             the grim natural
          

          
             juices travel
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 108046		LOSS: 0.621
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Until they sing
          

          
             flourishing
          

          
             Ear to art
          

          
             concentrate
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             and          ride that dangerous language
          

          
              
          

          
             discourtesy
          

          
                
          

          
             into a primal
          

          
             mouth
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 108147		LOSS: 0.593
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The lightning has children.
          

          
             Wet back, hot shut epiphanies. 
          

          
             This morning. 
          

          
              
          

          
             isn't ready for me
          

          
             burning
          

          
             in a writing 
          

          
             lit by the wise
          

          
              
          

          
             Epiculate hologram: 
          

          
             a vapor, serious and emptied of fight.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 108148		LOSS: 0.592
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And the wooden sewer
          

          
             womb in her secret night--
          

          
             was shaking
          

          
              
          

          
             As I walk the baby-boy 
          

          
             into that thieving
          

          
             color, sun-sens,
          

          
             let him play around 
          

          
             alone with that scent 
          

          
              
          

          
             in which herbacily 
          

          
             consoled the serious
          

          
             river
          

          
             of loss
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 108883		LOSS: 0.516
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             A tiny bruised window
          

          
             breathes in our garden
          

          
              
          

          
             You are a love   
          

          
             stained tissue 
          

          
              
          

          
             Old playing hands 
          

          
             clamoring to be awake
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 108884		LOSS: 0.548
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A prison of pearls
          

          
              
          

          
             designed by mind
          

          
             near the circle 
          

          
             of secret years
          

          
              
          

          
             open like shadows
          

          
             in your grassy immobile
          

          
             guilty dim forehead
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 108888		LOSS: 0.519
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             As they said it 
          

          
             we hear it 
          

          
              
          

          
             Umpwrs dead. 
          

          
             Strippledge glass
          

          
             Dearthmarked fingers
          

          
              
          

          
             Bluntling on green from 
          

          
             The floormatent riverbank 
          

          
             Tempore fire
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110407		LOSS: 0.624
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             soon dreams 
          

          
             blind, 
          

          
             in darkness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             radiant cram threshing inside you
          

          
              
          

          
             split mist
          

          
             into autumn   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110647		LOSS: 0.599
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             my lapse delicate consumes the storm 
          

          
             that rats my papers and plunders my conquer
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110648		LOSS: 0.587
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Then the cities 
          

          
             Untannable natural, 
          

          
             pondered, "Bread under the golden cruiters   
          

          
             Saturned a wing.""  
          

          
              
          

          
             I can stand great loneliness! 
          

          
              
          

          
             Nothing but a relative welter
          

          
             near and gone     an open mystery.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110649		LOSS: 0.579
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Each winter, the velvet fathers spent a question of the surgeons.
          

          
             and tumbled unloved into a torn off ticketed light.   
          

          
              
          

          
             Cities in winter, this is what heaven;   
          

          
             whitening under the dead harm matted for. 
          

          
              
          

          
             And a crowd signalled,   
          

          
             and failed with great raging,   
          

          
             in all this mortal 
          

          
             summer moon.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110669		LOSS: 0.624
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             orchard black sand falls
          

          
             along the grim corner
          

          
              
          

          
             ashen through the middle 
          

          
             of our dark cloud
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 110670		LOSS: 0.609
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             person
          

          
             ​
          

          
             destroying homeward things 
          

          
             apples of ownalt
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 111872		LOSS: 0.580
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             robotic holibate
          

          
             lived with family
          

          
             like the sun
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 111873		LOSS: 0.564
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And I knew I wld leave you
          

          
             And breathing into sweet
          

          
             Breezes the moment doubt
          

          
              
          

          
             Aureoles wild and forks and
          

          
             Markets and Reverence
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 111874		LOSS: 0.486
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The cashier refugees a mask
          

          
              
          

          
             and pities
          

          
             the undertow
          

          
             and the kid ginger fire
          

          
             on her away between the rules
          

          
             in unimpresent leaves
          

          
             hits another mood
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                           
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 111876		LOSS: 0.503
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I expected
          

          
             a pocket
          

          
             in my eyelid
          

          
              
          

          
             the onion
          

          
             prompt wings
          

          
             of a telescope
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112058		LOSS: 0.515
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the low anvil bridge of stalk
          

          
             like the trees, anomaly, paper
          

          
             ​
          

          
             feel  notes 
          

          
             when your gaze, you know,
          

          
             catches up
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112098		LOSS: 0.559
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             It is ending. 
          

          
             She can't tell me.
          

          
              
          

          
             She wakes up
          

          
             with her
          

          
             hate. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Gardens of hope coughing, 
          

          
             howl at one another.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112394		LOSS: 0.543
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The summer of Eden
          

          
             Between the wars, dim dull answered.
          

          
             Sloping without the day.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112427		LOSS: 0.589
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             hills, the method seems
          

          
             paint and catch mango like smears
          

          
              
          

          
             Maybe the steady,
          

          
             thorough police of the day
          

          
              
          

          
             come to assert, not care
          

          
             for the world luminous
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112608		LOSS: 0.230
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             blind 
          

          
             we cannot all at once see
          

          
             sunlight
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112609		LOSS: 0.243
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I wondere why
          

          
             hearts waiting
          

          
             carved her breasts hollow
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112758		LOSS: 0.613
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Slime of bullets
          

          
             from his own meadow.
          

          
              
          

          
             The wise lurking, rough
          

          
             metal deepest found in marination. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112859		LOSS: 0.579
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             tears were screaming 
          

          
             within the stars
          

          
              
          

          
             stunted soils
          

          
             lit widely within hearts
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112878		LOSS: 0.581
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Still from the locks must means to float 
          

          
             root-struck huddled in the hull of it all
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 112879		LOSS: 0.623
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             my dream of the monsoons in the moon
          

          
             immense shit-gallons of dated gold
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 113248		LOSS: 0.620
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             matter itself
          

          
             nests in bristling
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 113546		LOSS: 0.514
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             gray light 
          

          
              
          

          
             cracked 
          

          
             a moving 
          

          
             instant
          

          
              
          

          
             lights up the sea
          

          
             sleeping    on the soft    path 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 113596		LOSS: 0.528
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The river will reveal 
          

          
             the names of petals
          

          
             which stained my heart.
          

          
              
          

          
             Mind bread 
          

          
             perturbed 
          

          
             elsewhere.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 114237		LOSS: 0.555
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             I was young and mute;--
          

          
             pleased as a new spore.
          

          
              
          

          
             Learning a wonder dies.
          

          
              
          

          
             The burned heart
          

          
             mounts dust:
          

          
              
          

          
             Summer morning 
          

          
             trees learn
          

          
             to fly.
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 114238		LOSS: 0.547
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Young honey, transparent grief,
          

          
             Seed of cloudless net. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Thick sweating band of stars.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 115088		LOSS: 0.608
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Let me give a little wind 
          

          
             to the red cloth.
          

          
              
          

          
             I tear dreams, activate 
          

          
             sharp repeating thresholds.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 115359		LOSS: 0.592
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
                
          

          
             I played with the whole 
          

          
             lifted it out of the sea. 
          

          
              
          

          
             The slightest of its questions 
          

          
             in the corner feeding mortality 
          

          
             the evening air.   
          

          
              
          

          
             "I like cool lace, it's a wound."
          

          
             The wind, sipped grunting.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 115360		LOSS: 0.574
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a touch
          

          
             shivered in the deep 
          

          
             someone 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 115361		LOSS: 0.592
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Thunder 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tonight the doors on the side of
          

          
             sepia endless, soothe happy winter
          

          
             ​
          

          
             wucked under the now deeper pulling 
          

          
             blast ash, groping liberty, 
          

          
              
          

          
             coccepting the tidal line. 
          

          
             the wild presses forever, hugs nothing again. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Care eats my home.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             =============================================
          

          
             Done in a desultory mood on June 6th, 2017
          

          
             Inside an unregistered build of Sublime Text.
          

          
             =============================================
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116575		LOSS: 0.619
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             varnish
          

          
             such conditions 
          

          
              
          

          
             drink
          

          
             the wave
          

          
              
          

          
             twilight
          

          
             is dead.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116582		LOSS: 0.621
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             oilmergency
          

          
             iditing
          

          
              
          

          
             strivel
          

          
             exits
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 116584		LOSS: 0.557
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             instant withalopine
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             lifts 
          

          
             thin seeds
          

          
             full of light
          

          
             & remains of a desire
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116585		LOSS: 0.534
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             at midnight 
          

          
             flesh sounds
          

          
             imperfectly
          

          
             the sea bed
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116586		LOSS: 0.510
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             marsh bigger exaspland heat strained
          

          
             time dream wire, blindes
          

          
             drawn in spring like paranoid machines
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116587		LOSS: 0.583
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             you that some party 
          

          
              
          

          
             pierce and turn
          

          
             stunned as water
          

          
             the book from stem,
          

          
              
          

          
             and surge toward death's care, seen
          

          
             By silence, finally taking ourselves
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116588		LOSS: 0.483
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             1. 
          

          
              
          

          
             the way air is bloodcold 
          

          
             and certain birds                pin immigration
          

          
             on your eyes
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             2.
          

          
             lilies chestrust 
          

          
             the clouds
          

          
             with earthly pursuits
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 116600		LOSS: 0.387
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             stars grow of insects shoes
          

          
              
          

          
             the segmentary children
          

          
             time the overhanging
          

          
             complexion camps
          

          
              
          

          
             plough dark in the chairs
          

          
             next to the backs of books
          

          
               
          

          
             splinter and juniper
          

          
             across the streets 
          

          
             of blanched
          

          
             corrugating pain.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116682		LOSS: 0.550
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             the whale light
          

          
             illuminated back then
          

          
             walked in a tight misclinations
          

          
              
          

          
             looking for the sky
          

          
             moonless against the waisted 
          

          
             banish
          

          
             face of fingers
          

          
             beneath his word
          

          
              
          

          
             though you regulate
          

          
             your bed, and
          

          
             fight feeling
          

          
             in between
          

          
              
          

          
             watching body's motor 
          

          
             gently carry
          

          
             the early
          

          
             look
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116684		LOSS: 0.587
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Survivors
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hung revenge 
          

          
             on my mother's hillock.
          

          
              
          

          
             It run through the veins
          

          
             of the city as weakness.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             A distant play
          

          
             of fever saying:
          

          
               
          

          
             In this redefined imaginary
          

          
             Words will strike.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             =================
          

          
             Edited 09-06-2017
          

          
             =================
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116765		LOSS: 0.446
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             hold of a spit
          

          
             vii.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             There was a tutshin
          

          
             in the earth, in the heavy drums
          

          
             against you
          

          
              
          

          
             "I'm a hill!" you cry
          

          
             as the muses step in, spooning
          

          
             its plastic custody.  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116769		LOSS: 0.551
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I arrive at the little stream, 
          

          
             I heard, in our structure
          

          
               
          

          
             dumb,
          

          
             required,
          

          
             hopes of the spring
          

          
              
          

          
             an amnesty of nothing
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116770		LOSS: 0.575
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the trash
          

          
              
          

          
             a touch
          

          
             blinding:
          

          
             turns on itself,
          

          
             ​
          

          
             crude transgress
          

          
             whirring the world
          

          
               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116809		LOSS: 0.582
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             where is your door:
          

          
              
          

          
             i'll chase this evidence to exile
          

          
             the oppression gardens turned
          

          
             to protect the answer wind
          

          
                               
          

          
             dry translating earth! Sheet
          

          
             exults of peace unfield
          

          
             sunlighttest tuft of attention luster
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116810		LOSS: 0.562
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             immediately my secret
          

          
             branch   
          

          
             waters the green
          

          
              
          

          
                                 
          

          
             we could not need to want to do it
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 116963		LOSS: 0.611
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             half-splashed it heaps
          

          
             an earth
          

          
             that rips
          

          
              
          

          
             a gap at the edge
          

          
             climbing shined,
          

          
             succulents of summer
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117106		LOSS: 0.534
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Movie, who'll kiss us in your place
          

          
             above the light, weary on my arm? 
          

          
              
          

          
             chords of blank, sparkling wicked
          

          
             disgustant prodding faded loaves, 
          

          
              
          

          
             fated to sell any fuck 
          

          
             against a young desire, 
          

          
              
          

          
             brutal wile and entrance years
          

          
             mouths of fierce honeyed tact
          

          
              
          

          
             plausible lore, 
          

          
             blocks them. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117107		LOSS: 0.599
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             Signs.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Turn away winter. 
          

          
             Describe it as lost.
          

          
              
          

          
             And through death's covered train, 
          

          
             sag mirth rolls of cellophane,
          

          
              
          

          
             faster. Shell-shafts being something beyond
          

          
             our future, milk in tides
          

          
              
          

          
             bent shut spread
          

          
             -- to anything
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117139		LOSS: 0.553
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             sway.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             If the ancient sleeping now
          

          
             marks warmth beside a lavender
          

          
              
          

          
             star-green, wide prosaic, orange-built
          

          
             heart without scent
          

          
              
          

          
             offer
          

          
             a different water, 
          

          
             use the thudraft of it
          

          
              
          

          
             turn their cool inviting 
          

          
             moss-length
          

          
             to turn again
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ========================
          

          
             Edited with a guest & sj 
          

          
             discussing other stuff
          

          
             at table on 10-06-2017
          

          
             ========================
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117221		LOSS: 0.493
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Slow moss affirms 
          

          
             that loss --
          

          
             will kiss yr story for u
          

          
              
          

          
             Red glowed alleyways
          

          
             Stretch softening misery.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117319		LOSS: 0.515
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A dark wonder writes.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117321		LOSS: 0.250
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             meats
          

          
             worried us on
          

          
               
          

          
             a song where
          

          
             dew liquefied 
          

          
             purpose.
          

          
               
          

          
             in dreams where
          

          
             my skin began.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117352		LOSS: 0.526
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
                                                 
          

          
              
          

          
             I lift the huge
          

          
             dense metaphor 
          

          
             and remember heart
          

          
             killed narrow dirt mornings.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117353		LOSS: 0.469
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             boundary
          

          
              
          

          
             I walk whispering
          

          
             quiets hunger.
          

          
               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117451		LOSS: 0.621
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             unlike sunlight
          

          
             your feet
          

          
             rise self art pure
          

          
             reflections.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             -- flung subtabilities and
          

          
             fresh dream                                                      
          

          
             solution eden eddies.                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117469		LOSS: 0.607
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             of sweethearthed.
          

          
              
          

          
             thick pills dissolving, and now
          

          
             several shrill pruned fever-dozing lights  are under
          

          
             some peeled
          

          
             still
          

          
              
          

          
             gate  
          

          
             everyone is out
          

          
             a massive light,
          

          
               
          

          
             to be 
          

          
             a friend, 
          

          
             said the prophets.
          

          
                         
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117570		LOSS: 0.539
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             flying,
          

          
             an amniotic soap 
          

          
             across blankets cast
          

          
             poisoned power
          

          
              
          

          
             the way around them
          

          
             quiet
          

          
              
          

          
             emptied of an illusion 
          

          
             passation in manifecture
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117571		LOSS: 0.603
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Nest
          

          
             a thousand fantastical 
          

          
             cradle hopes.
          

          
              
          

          
             Swarm away and then
          

          
             hum lush
          

          
             swallowed by a window somewhere
          

          
              
          

          
             While lips sow
          

          
             an old indictment.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117572		LOSS: 0.604
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Weaned there
          

          
             by the sea
          

          
              
          

          
             its buds
          

          
             watch
          

          
             you 
          

          
              
          

          
             cup flame into flake
          

          
             fidding, yet quite willing 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117590		LOSS: 0.557
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
                            
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Slow Shakespeare
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Olive juxes, mustard this
          

          
             Hugh-heels going junk pants,
          

          
             beyond this lawh.
          

          
              
          

          
             It's cancer there. Spot
          

          
             inflected light, 
          

          
             a yellow shop 
          

          
             milk-fried, costing
          

          
              
          

          
             the twisted rumpled towers'
          

          
             clot-foot treasure
          

          
             to glitter cool.
          

          
              
          

          
             If, I wish I wish I was
          

          
             for the end of us single
          

          
              
          

          
             Only to August rare 
          

          
             the sleeve
          

          
             heavy at closure
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117591		LOSS: 0.608
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             bed of Jesus in his empty bare shed o
          

          
             bleeding body after sponging, tears play from the land 
          

          
             and beneath one hand, a patch of muck, glitters, life, micro-moil-speeds, 
          

          
             in an abundance as if there's a reason all around 
          

          
             in the balletic contingent imaginary
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 117682		LOSS: 0.564
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             There's nothing 
          

          
             never to them.
          

          
              
          

          
             Except my heart dilated in loss,
          

          
             troubled explanations 
          

          
             that claim apocalypole. 
          

          
              
          

          
             I wake up home to them. 
          

          
             I know they'll talk.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 118258		LOSS: 0.528
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             Why should a vacation    like a bloom 
          

          
             kick lustrous against the wind? 
          

          
              
          

          
             Pollen generosity
          

          
             closed around the oldest stirs start. 
          

          
              
          

          
             The woman drops down small lost. 
          

          
             Keeping B-strings of horror ...  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 118307		LOSS: 0.495
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             And the noise of things,
          

          
             can be hard, 
          

          
             falling 
          

          
             cut in midair    
          

          
             thru your dreams into sight 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 118308		LOSS: 0.517
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             There is only the Work 
          

          
             & rains, this afternoon 
          

          
             slipping buds ablaze
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Voice sews rivets to lips; and
          

          
             acids and hurricane
          

          
             hold light   obedient to itself.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 118311		LOSS: 0.595
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Mount, wrinkled-ridden, 
          

          
             all of the inside home. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 118312		LOSS: 0.599
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Smile 
          

          
             upon my playing
          

          
             dumbed by dums. 
          

          
              
          

          
             A book 
          

          
             sucked down   
          

          
             carrying all that I call dream.
          

          
              
          

          
             You are the torture poeta,   
          

          
             a strange   wall. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 118949		LOSS: 0.543
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             like a child of the day
          

          
             breed a little broth
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 118950		LOSS: 0.554
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The House of Life: 93.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             With us in bosom & shade
          

          
             holds chains of bud base clay,
          

          
             over dogs (tame & wild) in the blood
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 119696		LOSS: 0.595
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Dusty Corcuption
          

          
             Thunder in the Never
          

          
              
          

          
             a Loveless Moth
          

          
             Leafless entering Names
          

          
              
          

          
             Lived in your Lock
          

          
             A compromised End.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 119800		LOSS: 0.565
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             long roads are more than overflow tides
          

          
             thirsty mountains of breathe 
          

          
             quenching light
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 120093		LOSS: 0.559
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a reddish change in the sky
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             hands like fire,   
          

          
             guided by the Angel
          

          
              
          

          
             clearly suffering   
          

          
             placentas of nests
          

          
              
          

          
             tracks within paths
          

          
             brush sailed solitude.   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 120287		LOSS: 0.451
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the way your company 
          

          
             inevitability crosses mourning  time, 
          

          
             as the forces thereof in the knowledges
          

          
             shrugged rotten love into anger
          

          
             delivered mist and darkness 
          

          
             in green ships among the dying
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 120500		LOSS: 0.483
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             as he fell, there is no 
          

          
              
          

          
             wondered well. 
          

          
              
          

          
             when we boast, a darkness 
          

          
             of the rivers' throat closes 
          

          
             breaking in the sea, -- and thence
          

          
              
          

          
             offends the curling air 
          

          
             where rich seams  fever 
          

          
             yawn and reveal them
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121119		LOSS: 0.612
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             His blue dotted, branches rode
          

          
             a borrowed room,
          

          
             his fat cathology of wine minnowsprint
          

          
             marble silently disguised
          

          
              
          

          
             Like a fist in dirty happiness
          

          
             hunkering the globetion
          

          
             girls poundway
          

          
             walking a rope with this love 
          

          
             as it was true.
          

          
              
          

          
             Aches in the consort, now everywhere
          

          
             multiplied. I am better,
          

          
             Lying like that. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121187		LOSS: 0.623
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             feather and I answered:
          

          
             think naked
          

          
              
          

          
             come unopened, 
          

          
             to the tensive around
          

          
              
          

          
             part of the indigo part 
          

          
             below that plane tree in song, 
          

          
              
          

          
             greenest change and senses dawn,
          

          
             drying a big time
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121188		LOSS: 0.597
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             In some alive
          

          
             and salt sub-butter
          

          
              
          

          
             dress themes
          

          
             packet the sea to look--
          

          
             Contracted & rume.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Requiem
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I tide to see the flesh--
          

          
             appeal, escape the entry
          

          
             and abolish the sky
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121287		LOSS: 0.560
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             confection scorpions
          

          
             dangle intricate feeling
          

          
             in the spiraling night
          

          
              
          

          
             inside its mouth,
          

          
             anger hips
          

          
             eat time
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121295		LOSS: 0.595
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Lonesome?
          

          
             Alone. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Elmphaca was still
          

          
             madness of woe 
          

          
              
          

          
             Resigning
          

          
              
          

          
             Under the mask 
          

          
             bled
          

          
             door deep
          

          
             healing 
          

          
             fire. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121296		LOSS: 0.532
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             so a heap of dust coming 
          

          
             made the picnic--
          

          
             inversion
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             & she walks weeping
          

          
             bent       limb, shy wet
          

          
             waging night
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121297		LOSS: 0.499
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             sumac  
          

          
             safeshole,
          

          
             nectations:  
          

          
                                                                                         
          

          
             the heart                                                                             explores windows 
          

          
             in time                                                                                                                     
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121299		LOSS: 0.573
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             what is their burning gift? 
          

          
              
          

          
             fideliotitude, thick munching
          

          
             alone in the morning lisp
          

          
             links of dirt knot 
          

          
             similes in the beloved.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121300		LOSS: 0.535
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             There's nothing but heart, heart that these
          

          
             turbulent sonnets hold to you, too,
          

          
             whose slaked and vanished sweet stays 
          

          
             note nothing as the never-thing creation
          

          
             climbs that black-bird  back-seat of dawn
          

          
              
          

          
             Not dead only meant to destroy
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121311		LOSS: 0.454
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Which is where?
          

          
              
          

          
             bent scare behind my breath
          

          
             constant vean you kiss
          

          
             apple wretched prisms and sea-birds.
          

          
             unseen, golden rains  glass,
          

          
              
          

          
             When you can't be dead, what about me?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 121312		LOSS: 0.476
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             and while I do,
          

          
             A painting of Godward
          

          
             triumph enters my mouth
          

          
              
          

          
             a cloud blueprints my dreams shut
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             & as we peel
          

          
             the news
          

          
              
          

          
             vulnerable
          

          
             pointing
          

          
                         
          

          
             presence seems to suggest
          

          
             ​
          

          
             the
          

          
             dot
          

          
             bright
          

          
             fur
          

          
             breaks
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             beloved
          

          
             around
          

          
             loved 
          

          
             to aperturnal
          

          
              
          

          
             bank
          

          
             the octogens
          

          
             sleep
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             drink a bee  
          

          
             subaquet
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121320		LOSS: 0.488
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             shaking the unicorn
          

          
             you curdle there
          

          
               
          

          
             on it. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             as if its labor
          

          
             of inamic top-tropical dispersion
          

          
             licks 
          

          
             the earth
          

          
              
          

          
             its virtue 
          

          
             enters unforgiving 
          

          
             abstinence to join intension
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121393		LOSS: 0.617
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Outstantic nothing more. 
          

          
             Return to them. A trace tightened stale. 
          

          
             A metaphor for the day.
          

          
             And so. Keep muscles as signs.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121394		LOSS: 0.586
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             water, no,
          

          
             wither
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121396		LOSS: 0.598
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Think of winter, handsome dream the
          

          
             underworld
          

          
             out of stasis
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             because now
          

          
             that one remaining metaphor
          

          
             touches the wreckage
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Slaughter
          

          
             Siparate
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121477		LOSS: 0.449
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             they cried,
          

          
             while house too beautiful former sweet
          

          
             failed tight
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121481		LOSS: 0.503
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The Street,
          

          
             Looking at the Dew.
          

          
              
          

          
             The Landscape
          

          
             sprawled around 
          

          
             soft tranquil Waters.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121521		LOSS: 0.625
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             transcendentation
          

          
              
          

          
             unharm
          

          
             leave the pain
          

          
             off
          

          
              
          

          
             ingredient 
          

          
             heartbeat
          

          
             bright 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                             
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121817		LOSS: 0.567
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             There was the rubberizent storm 
          

          
             with its usual hearts
          

          
             to justend the bed concentrate.
          

          
              
          

          
             Now even the windowsill
          

          
             flops, bloody as the world of cake.
          

          
              
          

          
             A string learns to smile
          

          
             with its gutted forests.
          

          
              
          

          
             I wear a distance 
          

          
             to sit with an old friend.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121818		LOSS: 0.519
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             the grass,   
          

          
             says maybe
          

          
              
          

          
             the roads end
          

          
             the trees everywhere
          

          
              
          

          
             they won't know    not mine,
          

          
             subtracted mountains shear.
          

          
              
          

          
             Outside the nearest
          

          
             of a pemple
          

          
             desire's meantimes?
          

          
              
          

          
             Animal terrificate, 
          

          
             things meandering
          

          
             thrashing wept, 
          

          
             who then? You press.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121850		LOSS: 0.560
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I come back to  you
          

          
             to say goodbye.  
          

          
              
          

          
             For I turn, if the
          

          
             light thinks it.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121851		LOSS: 0.614
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             I dream
          

          
             you out
          

          
              
          

          
             And let eggs
          

          
             accept sun's shape
          

          
              
          

          
             shadows
          

          
                         
          

          
             yes
          

          
             Suck it, in.
          

          
                             
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 121933		LOSS: 0.480
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Milk   dark oxen her body 
          

          
             thinned the drinking ground
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122031		LOSS: 0.360
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             indfilmrings
          

          
             sneefing
          

          
             sunloga
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I think nuance
          

          
             intent thickly
          

          
             carved broke down
          

          
             into my sins. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             It makes lifting continents easy
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122033		LOSS: 0.338
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Ask
          

          
             a shadow.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The girl in the abyss
          

          
             is only a beach 
          

          
             cleaving song of how. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Her fabric
          

          
             flashes out into tangled
          

          
             flesh, then tastes a sort of braided  blame.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122065		LOSS: 0.462
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Poets record. Smoking, in the ass
          

          
             the warmth of the end.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122066		LOSS: 0.534
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I take up
          

          
             the suble
          

          
             perfect fear
          

          
              
          

          
             velvet quota
          

          
             everything fire
          

          
              
          

          
             full of depth. Mouth
          

          
             gifted relaxing boundary
          

          
             broken in my hair
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122141		LOSS: 0.605
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In music
          

          
             we sit a month.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The gun made her grow a grave.
          

          
              
          

          
             Join! Look! Their cause I heard.
          

          
             The fluting star held up my device
          

          
              
          

          
             Concentrate of the law.
          

          
             No track, but what this life was, complete.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122181		LOSS: 0.609
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The water nightness at the backyards] [of everything
          

          
             taut river ice pulling corners
          

          
             teaches you hurt. 
          

          
              
          

          
             I have a gardener 
          

          
             whose agony is the view
          

          
             of twilight streams looting  vigils,
          

          
             of the air without you.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122282		LOSS: 0.480
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Married off, perennial sun. She had stolen
          

          
             a movie,
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Complex murmured,  confidence vintage. Three 
          

          
             proud loaves of smoke.
          

          
              
          

          
             Cooled 
          

          
             in an elk.
          

          
              
          

          
             I keep the way.
          

          
             I would be free.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122283		LOSS: 0.598
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             As if the sky
          

          
             Cancer attempts
          

          
             To visit grief.
          

          
              
          

          
             Breathing field 
          

          
             smells of a secret hope.
          

          
              
          

          
             Enslaved. I make up my chances!
          

          
              
          

          
                            
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122301		LOSS: 0.604
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             dark slowly
          

          
             enlarges -- a raindrop
          

          
              
          

          
             like the stars, mute,
          

          
             tinted  alarm carcasses, weeping behind
          

          
             scars
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ==========
          

          
             12-06-2017
          

          
             ==========
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 122302		LOSS: 0.577
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The moments count,
          

          
             impatient crying a ballet of life.
          

          
              
          

          
             Wound up
          

          
             in this language
          

          
             of night
          

          
              
          

          
             a diamond
          

          
             on my arms
          

          
             whispering.
          

          
              
          

          
             I laugh green moons.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 122970		LOSS: 0.586
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             in this pre-made 
          

          
             television-gun
          

          
             designed-virgin
          

          
             billboard-raging 
          

          
             grass-devotion 
          

          
             sting
          

          
              
          

          
             all is as    I should have done on the inside:   
          

          
              
          

          
             sealing each exhale
          

          
             with your blooming.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 123019		LOSS: 0.478
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Emblanded Gear
          

          
              
          

          
             Caught by some 
          

          
             dream light
          

          
             turning her body 
          

          
             in the same momentum
          

          
             caves parse
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 123020		LOSS: 0.512
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             cry or run 
          

          
                     
          

          
             toward the warm problem 
          

          
             this last substance,
          

          
             dead as they could make things
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 123660		LOSS: 0.542
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             blood from the earth, plunging,
          

          
             eternal blome:
          

          
              
          

          
             breaks up labour bound
          

          
             cuppent mouth, and laurels
          

          
             who are summer spells
          

          
              
          

          
             rising like light in every spore
          

          
             of the insulted air
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 123661		LOSS: 0.537
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          ​

          
             whalebones walking 
          

          
             the last bread
          

          
              
          

          
             mellow oceans 
          

          
             make me drink 
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 123835		LOSS: 0.602
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             the cornfields are breathing clouds
          

          
              
          

          
             the poem 
          

          
             jubilant as a room 
          

          
              
          

          
             a far yard
          

          
             wandered by dusk
          

          
              
          

          
             like the last elegy
          

          
             glimmering daylight 
          

          
             dismembers things
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 125900		LOSS: 0.591
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             in shallow gestures, the wind
          

          
             bears foam-top blood memory
          

          
              
          

          
             in hazy locks, a filthy spirit is
          

          
             burning blind orgains
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126006		LOSS: 0.615
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             gleamshed,
          

          
              
          

          
             rodices in burnt field still. 
          

          
             cuts in the big oneself.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126008		LOSS: 0.545
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The stone is
          

          
             paused
          

          
              
          

          
             and ritual coiling,
          

          
             farts, marching 
          

          
              
          

          
             constructive anger
          

          
             thru cold
          

          
             silk bruises
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             MODEL: 126010		LOSS: 0.565
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In my post-becoming
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I found the road, --
          

          
               
          

          
             I was no 
          

          
             fluid taking a footprint to fade
          

          
             or a gap that fills the fence with forest-working 
          

          
              
          

          
             I was a song
          

          
             determined by silence.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126023		LOSS: 0.342
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             that one, softly
          

          
              
          

          
             reposed, hoarded, considered,
          

          
             abiding the mess, the keroid
          

          
              
          

          
             an early impossible
          

          
             calm and distinctless 
          

          
             tyranny come to sip a deluge.
          

          
              
          

          
             physics woven 
          

          
             listening to my skull
          

          
             slice stone.
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126024		LOSS: 0.606
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             "Beauty burning is
          

          
             a cliche we recognize ticking
          

          
             like an interrogation."
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126032		LOSS: 0.528
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And so I go sing where I am selling spring
          

          
             hoping to be more swing shattered
          

          
             a bustle carborous, flooding in the fly
          

          
             dead dream expanding sweat of the heart.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126105		LOSS: 0.577
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wild eyes, fraying
          

          
             home fed 
          

          
             glistening
          

          
             darkness. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Gland hopeless,
          

          
             down in the forced
          

          
             moan devotion.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126185		LOSS: 0.612
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A long flay. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Time alone
          

          
             will never be enuff.
          

          
              
          

          
             I like the tickets
          

          
             unclean and magnetised 
          

          
             to this sad ground:
          

          
             ​
          

          
             a bridge of flames 
          

          
             whose smoke holds 
          

          
             clear stories.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126193		LOSS: 0.457
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             favors crammed into the lab
          

          
             a river of audible frozen stillness
          

          
              
          

          
             bent  drip rinds
          

          
             heaving the same ether
          

          
             heat 
          

          
              
          

          
             ripples and wen falling
          

          
             wasps asked to softly study
          

          
             breath
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126233		LOSS: 0.575
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The empty
          

          
             peeled world.
          

          
              
          

          
             And there was the blood.
          

          
             Semaphor bed.
          

          
              
          

          
             Impulse, crypt, mottled
          

          
             ecstatic solace soaked with
          

          
             the pinnaclescence,
          

          
              
          

          
             and hair the bottom of birchendise. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126529		LOSS: 0.524
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             watching through everything were the mountains.
          

          
             and those birds who chop the truth of the world.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             the next gene soot 
          

          
             blind crouch smashed
          

          
             bereft songs.
          

          
              
          

          
             forgotten
          

          
             filling  the gong
          

          
             disappointy.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126562		LOSS: 0.544
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             their bones,
          

          
             panting, swallow the sad 
          

          
             authentic mirrors of long ago.
          

          
              
          

          
             curburned and modest lost
          

          ​

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126744		LOSS: 0.241
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
             Houses named 'Wonder'
          

          
             and a feminist cathedral
          

          
             given keys to oil glass.
          

          
               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126745		LOSS: 0.471
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Shadows came for joy 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Odor eclipse, ocean loose,
          

          
             benches  underground.
          

          
              
          

          
             The sound of someone,
          

          
             shouting forever.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126777		LOSS: 0.482
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wisdom announced the sound of night 
          

          
             between his scars. Nearby, 
          

          
             nylon awareness insisted
          

          
             that magic bricks bomb the air.
          

          
              
          

          
             A still house 
          

          
             concealed
          

          
             our spiritual ATM. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                       
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             MODEL: 126778		LOSS: 0.567
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The indictment dogwood 
          

          
             drooped around me
          

          
             shackled like old roads.
          

          ​

          
             ____________________________________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             LOOPING THRU DEMOS AGAIN
          

          
              
          

          
             Wavenet for Poem Generation.
          

          
              
          

          
             ____________________________________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             Trained using 
          

          
              
          

          
             $ python train_2017_py3p5_150k_low6_sample4096_SAVE-STARTS_100k.py 
          

          
             --wavenet_params=wavenet_params_ORIG_dilations2048_skipChannels8192_qc2048_dc32.json 
          

          
             --data_dir=data/2017
          

          
              
          

          
             Using default logdir: ./logdir/train/2017-06-01T08-38-45
          

          
             ​
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
             dilations: 2048			filter_width: 2		residual_channels: 32
          

          
             dilation_channels: 32		skip_channels: 8192	quantization_channels: 2048
          

          
             __________________________________
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ^Z[3]   Killed                  python -W ignore generate_Poems_2017-wsuppressed-PERPETUAL-SLOW.py --samples=4444 --wavenet_params=wavenet_params_ORIG_dilations2048_skipChannels8192_qc2048_dc32.json --loss=0.338 ./logdir/train/2017-06-01T08-38-45/model.ckpt-122033
          

          
              
          

          
             [4]+  Stopped 
          

          
             bash Run_Model_Demos_100K+-INFINITE_2017-GOOD-06-01T08-38-45-passSamples.sh 555
          

          
             (tf0p1-py3.5-wvnt) jhave@jhave-Ubuntu:~/Documents/Github/Wavenet-for-Poem-Generation$
          

          ​

          
             ==========================
          

          
             Wavenet above. ⬆︎⬆︎⬆︎⬆︎⬆︎⬆︎⬆︎
          

          
             ==========================
          

          
             PyTorch below. ⬇︎⬇︎⬇︎⬇︎⬇︎⬇︎⬇︎
          

          
             ==========================
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             jhave@jhave-Ubuntu:~/Documents/Github/pytorch-poetry-generation/word_language_model$ python generate_2017-INFINITE-1M.py --checkpoint='/home/jhave/Documents/Github/pytorch-poetry-generation/word_language_model/models/2017-05-02T06-19-17/model-LSTM-emsize-1500-nhid_1500-nlayers_2-batch_size_20-epoch_22-loss_6.02-ppl_412.68.pt' 
          

          
              
          

          
             System will generate poems of 88 words each, 
             perpetually, until stopped.
              
          

          
             PyTorch Poetry Language Model.
          

          
             Trained on over 600,000 lines of poetry
          

          
              
          

          
             +~+
          

          
              
          

          
             Mode: LSTM
          

          
             Embedding size: 1500
          

          
             Hidden Layers: 1500
          

          
             Batch size: 20
          

          
             Epoch: 22
          

          
             Loss: 6.02
          

          
             Perplexity: 412.68.pt
          

          
              
          

          
             Initializing.
          

          
             Please be patient.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ramble, 
          

          
             And the hem of tulips 
          

          
             triumphed 
          

          
             and attempt 
          

          
             To leave unaided time. 
          

          
             a different crisis of 
          

          
              
          

          
             random human deaths 
          

          
             Peach-blossom caressed. 
          

          
             laughing birthing 
          

          
             breached. 
          

          
              
          

          
             the dependable tissues of 
          

          
             ages, bleaching on a skewered heart. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Now etc.? Nothing of the other
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             In that blood I speak
          

          
             buoyancy gleaming disdain.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
               
          

          
             broke from moulted valve, off-color 
          

          
             therapy, and never-ending parasites.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             ABATTOIR. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Skimrack, bided, 
          

          
             thoughtless sandlessly, 
          

          
             in dissonance.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Grieve not :
          

          
             cancel new flowers? 
          

          
              
          

          
             The blind river guessed what was
          

          
             being done to the people of the house 
          

          
             perpetual as the earth fable rears from. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             My power is Lament. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Clouds and budded ghosts of the world of peace. 
          

          
             Water peace where there is wind.
          

          
              
          

          
             I rewind laws, spawn little stains:
          

          
              
          

          
             That moment when you cannot perceive 
          

          
             the singers giving you life.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Are you too weak? 
          

          
             Drink, be one possessed. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             RING-FENCED 
          

          
              
          

          
             Adulterous condominiums mowing 
          

          
             Magnificent remains, 
          

          
              
          

          
             Influxes against the heart 
          

          
             Affirmed, stopped, alone. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             Shag associations. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Toiling at the smile
          

          
             bone of my words mind.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                 
          

          
              
          

          
             In her chains, her pores 
          

          
             shed god, enclosed 
          

          
             in the whimpering 
          

          
             swelling way 
          

          
             that a golden bit beats 
          

          
             on the ground of these thighs, 
          

          
             its face at the hairy curtain
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             WITH A GOLDEN SHIFTING GUST 
          

          
              
          

          
             Low trees (long, longest) 
          

          
             Accrued beach-parties, drugs, 
          

          
             Desiccated smooth chatter, 
          

          
             Rested like red, smooth wings 
          

          
             lit as they were gone. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             quiet tethered. 
          

          
             reconsidered feathery duration
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             I wonder if God is
          

          
             exploding
          

          
             heritage franchises
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Everything perished. Wind 
          

          
             Carried swelled dizziness 
          

          
             Past the sun to the corpses!
          

          
              
          

          
             Walls with curling grace gleamed. 
          

          
             Gnats lay down and waited in the sweet, twilight jam, 
          

          
             Until the rocks had gone.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Closing 1962 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A tree  walks. A patch of smoke 
          

          
             crabs the cold hovering sky. 
          

          
              
          

          
             The light comes back to us: 
          

          
             wearing marches.
          

          
              
          

          
             One pet pang 
          

          
             of the life 
          

          
             landed by the light
          

          
             changed our way, believe me.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             THE FLOWERS? 
          

          
              
          

          
             Muttering about pathological 
          

          
             counting drawn on a wall of hell.
          

          
              
          

          
             Unbuttoning the cold, black stare 
          

          
             Of butter working thru newsprint. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             Hurtling out, the bliss
          

          
             Rippled leaking Lurid procession 
          

          
             Broke the shifting Nets of riparian 
          

          
             Ore into winged Ancient sizzle
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                         
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             O where is the Region, the maker of power, 
          

          
             the keen stag, woken procession,
          

          
             lee-lang sky?
          

          
              
          

          
             It is the hour that looks at the grave, 
          

          
             Looks at all the fossils that glimpse the sea.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And the bright spring beyond them, 
          

          
             And the luxury of the manifest 
          

          
             Steady end of head where hill sings. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Even if you would not 
          

          
             be born, I knew 
          

          
             before I saw you, your eyes wet 
          

          
             with the morning, that your existence
          

          
             would  break me.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                          
          

          
             These bright lush walls are fresh and lively and weeping, 
          

          
             Whirling into the night as I stand
          

          
             in the glare on the ramp of the house 
          

          
             which fired me into that child's mouth. 
          

          
              
          

          
             I think the old cat (or ten women) 
          

          
             Let them rise, and rise 
          

          
             And go, so carefully flow and turn 
          

          
             To catch themselves in this mirror.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ============================================================
          

          
             Written while prognosticating in the sunshine on 17-06-2017.
          

          
             ============================================================
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                           
          

          
              
          

          
             A world squats on the fringes of the spiritual 
          

          
             glowing with sulphurous old plagues 
          

          
             burning the oceans with  
          

          
             an abandoned penis, and as
          

          
             they bury something dead, 
          

          
             wave huge buds that say: 
          

          
             Being is here to criticize.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                     
          

          
              
          

          
             dreams shred the biographical
          

          
             doze before the black rose
          

          
              
          

          
             and the traps nestled 
          

          
             in a photograph briefly dream 
          

          
              
          

          
             malignancy, when war
          

          
             strung up the little without cause
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                       
          

          
             God wants tinsel, having lived 
          

          
             thru movies of hysteria, 
          

          
             conned by the dogs in my people.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Albion’s spark
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The orchid's leg is
          

          
             withered by a deep grip. 
          

          
              
          

          
             No word shall ever fall from its mouth. 
          

          
             For it says: "Nay war. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Man is good
          

          
             because of ancient 
          

          
             pagan faces.
          

          
              
          

          
             Human raindrenched 
          

          
             diamonds, and melodramatic 
          

          
             doubts."
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             Meaning without thinking
          

          
             is the light 
          

          
             of the first 
          

          
             fermented reaction. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
             I gave songs to something within them 
          

          
              
          

          
             explained
          

          
             flecks in caffeine 
          

          
             the smell in the lights
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             AS THEY 
          

          
              
          

          
             saddle-dark shelter, pack
          

          
             bitter fractal skin
          

          
              
          

          
             and mix
          

          
             solitude
          

          
              
          

          
             exiled
          

          
             by the small
          

          
             fluttering
          

          
              
          

          
             grind, the yellow waters,
          

          
             the insects see it. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             QUIVERED 
          

          
              
          

          
             And begged, as allure of power 
          

          
             From curious words, lapsed bread 
          

          
             Rose-window, clatter-lace, 
          

          
             Ginkgo, cottonwood, 
          

          
             pin gum, tulip tree: 
          

          
             our emotions resemble a sea.
          

          
              
          

          
             We two; we dream, and remain. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             You are part of me, 
          

          
             I am you 
          

          
              
          

          
             Kicking naked roses, 
          

          
             see the sea,
          

          
             planet without breath
          

          
              
          

          
             Walk outside 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                        
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The larkspur warms behind 
          

          
             The butteryellow sleep. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                  
          

          
              
          

          
             Till the blue slid up the long
          

          
             Sleepy ramp of the rain, the slip 
          

          
             of a sheen drawn winter branch 
          

          
             staggers from itself, where the sleeper is 
          

          
             big with muscles plow: a place of the crab
          

          
             beheaded phylacteries, a thing worn on contingency.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             IS 
          

          
              
          

          
             We take the land 
          

          
             diaper tasteless, 
          

          
             touchingly accompanied
          

          
             by something: soil swineherd 
          

          
             rear deep swollen eyes. We bite 
          

          
             our strong eyes. Aborigines are not sure
          

          
             in the wake of our gauges.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             Light splashes off the inside of the city of Mistrust. 
          

          
             Splattering glances in a gully of light. 
          

          
              
          

          
             * 
          

          
              
          

          
             After the deep dream rode a diamond library 
          

          
             in the light, and slashed the black-and-white door. 
          

          
             Eagles threw pegs under the razory juices
          

          
             and aether surrounded the houses.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             LIFE-- 
          

          
              
          

          
             Flaking dragon. I lose my medicyne, 
          

          
             Father circumspect; stardom, displacement the same 
          

          
             Suck my abundant kiss, amorous parks, 
          

          
             O Sylph, O look. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Love rests for the pure of money. 
          

          
             The cars cut in the hairwasher. 
          

          
             Buddha sprawls into a bandstand. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Fountain bow to just that green.
          

          
             Slapping magic in this phalanx. 
          

          
             Hours long slab frilled sigh.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             VULNERABILITY. I HATE 
          

          
              
          

          
             the bric-a-brac of unicorns.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Little Prozac, 
          

          
             orthodox flint patch, paced 
          

          
             orchids press her hair, 
          

          
             nocturnal, scruffy, metal 
          

          
             steeple, black willows, 
          

          
             holes, Loud! 
          

          
             taxicab torn towel holiday.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I find 
          

          
             a patch 
          

          
             of blue, 
          

          
             being
          

          
             a spray
          

          
             of milkweed.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             THE FADING TRANSFIGURED, 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Surely I receive. 
          

          
             Not the secret, 
          

          
             or the lonely life, 
          

          
             but insensibly 
          

          
             reupholstered lack.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Lemonade languages cover these.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And our elbows wave in soft 
          

          
             cuttlefish communions.
          

          
              
          

          
             Lurk fizzled hours.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             SKIES 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             This is the morning. A flow
          

          
             through the rock.
          

          
              
          

          
             Broken pills, warming
          

          
             a blue ravine.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Sounding the Fool. 
          

          
             Pure, pond. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                        
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             These are the ravenous beasts, 
          

          
             the disciplines that some monster language
          

          
              
          

          
             detours adjacent to the other blue
          

          
             of our bare bones, the lava 
          

          
             that comfort the airs.
          

          ​

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Proust. 
          

          
              
          

          
             All often you deflower the manuscript 
          

          
             Of sunny violent you, to reach in it a feeling
          

          
             lightning blue --
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Calm glory. 
          

          
             Repeated. 
          

          
             Heavy, an #11. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             THEY ARE NOT MUCH FIERCELY 
          

          
              
          

          
             not stone but slumber in the shore 
          

          
              
          

          
             Alone, living on random hope 
          

          
             And the delight of tears burning 
          

          
             Within tired electrical hands
          

          
              
          

          
             The beauty of lilies mining the tallest sea. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Thou art of me, listening, in their presence, 
          

          
             Where I plant eloquence to keep 
          

          
             Your heart. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             Havoc before the Unreflecting
          

          
             driftwood machinery, 
          

          
              
          

          
             the old mothers in a circle, 
          

          
             and lascivious cathedrals laughter
          

          
              
          

          
             immediately never turning
          

          
              
          

          
             Band-Aid, looping weightless clocks, mid-career 
          

          
             Odes: Spring Oaks XII Leaves cooked: 
          

          
             prepositions, toilets and monocles.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             UNTIL 
          

          
              
          

          
             The star Rivers and sails hang their flowers in nets 
          

          
             To withstand the bitter vale
          

          
             the plaintive mouse 
          

          
             Confines light by a looping
          

          
             Carved into old windowsills
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Entabulature
          

          
             you contend  for your first mind. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Maybe.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             We thought we knew of how seizures
          

          
             constitute an anti-world: 
          

          
             Nothing the mind and ever I am. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             An angel able to sing wants.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             =============================
          

          
             21-06-2017 Late, tired, lost.
          

          
             =============================
          

          ​

          
             We have started to sleep in vast consolations
          

          
             And sweeten the grace in our stride 
          

          
             To live in the photograph on the door 
          

          
             Lying motionless, aloof, kissed by night. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I go in a dream, I am leeward. I walk. 
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Yet as I share myself: I see 
          

          
             no end to the reverberating 
          

          
             deluded wine of blood in things.
          

          
              
          

          
             I see this debatable light.
          

          
             I join the light.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The lawns of zero 
          

          
             pattern into a no-name light 
          

          
             Where the sun is pink and new 
          

          
             And I am very tired and still, 
          

          
             specific and glad. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             The settling wind 
          

          
             hangs in old fields. An aggregate without scent
          

          
             a blackened drum of the dark.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A sterile idea
          

          
             Clutched a green pramful of mechanisms
          

          
             Blossoming in the morning. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             I am a poet of old magazines,                                                                                                        styles and prairies! 
          

          
             a disposable spider ointment 
          

          
             a unicorn raging on the floors of sunset 
          

          
             adagio unalloyed  sleep  blessings: 
          

          
                    
          

          
             Sharp words juices 
          

          
             in ill-sorted nestlings tickle 
          

          
             my bones. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             this blinding solitude
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             in time I leave the pale 
          

          
             tangled bones on Kudzu hissing, leave 
          

          
             my teacher's slow dead stub
          

          
             face, my senses
          

          
             falling like rain, 
          

          
             an incongruous 
          

          
             paralyzed erasure.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             The hills swoon. And soot 
          

          
             turns into a phantom
          

          
             in the mouth of the panther.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hearing the stars on a luminous sea, 	
          

          
             Camp in that dawn whimper
          

          
             tense formed 
          

          
             over earth and home. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             IT WAS THE RAPTURE 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Deep in the roots of poem — 
          

          
             a blue sweet elemental
          

          
             being seamed with reason from outside.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             radio orchards family geometry
          

          
             levers, strolling with the scenes 
          

          
              
          

          
             verve perfunctorily, from the window
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Prevail
          

          
             To undo 
          

          
             the weather
          

          
              
          

          
             By silent steps 
          

          
             utter these hearts 
          

          
             that fixed but love 
          

          
              
          

          
             Night-gloves 
          

          
             depicting band-aids
          

          
             & Subjects running clear 
          

          
              
          

          
             As vast winds 
          

          
             Split memories
          

          
             Into bright branches 
          

          
             Of near space
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             To tunnel, 
          

          
             sateen, disavow 
          

          
             down    skimped barbaric end: 
          

          
             temperate
          

          
             Moments of the Confronted Mind
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Weeded 
          

          
             flexible 
          

          
             Wiser 
          

          
             puffs of stone
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             IN THE OLD
          

          
             ​
          

          
             deep brain 
          

          
             Sweetened by
          

          
             an aged volcano
          

          
             Is the garden 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             roaming bodies of silence 
          

          
             threat sentient 
          

          
             drooped their lungs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             I 
          

          
              
          

          
             aye; followed: there naked through wind, 
          

          
             and under water; 
          

          
             opened again. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Where the clouds never 
          

          
             find or found round fate 
          

          
              
          

          
             Long centuries in their bed 
          

          
             fading along 
          

          
             the summer wall 
          

          
             in crying tracks 
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Hanging time 
          

          
             On sky's veil. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Voi patina. Disturbance. 
          

          
             Now, salt, backgrounds, re-entering thee. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Abominator of pine. 
          

          
             Stratagem v'yishallol, zoots 
          

          
             Day's agitation skipping over umbrage to outlanders. 
          

          
              
          

          
             As though composed, amid an empty minuscule ridge. They 
          

          
             The swords analyzing God-- piss rage.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ​
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ========================================
          

          
             23-06-2017. Writing under the influence.
          

          
             ========================================
          

          ​

          
             THE ROAD EDGE 
          

          
              
          

          
             resolves into forest,
          

          
             a wall where we imagine the mad. 
          

          
              
          

          
             I watch you, imagine this. 
          

          
              
          

          
             And I'm not glad or hurricane-willed, 
          

          
             I'm drift matter, a breathing lump, 
          

          
             folds -- deserving night.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             DOWN 
          

          
              
          

          
             In the hints 
          

          
             Where unpurged 
          

          
             Acquisition 
          

          
             Celebrates
          

          
             Dead spirit
          

          
              
          

          
             I reach 
          

          
             What may be 
          

          
             soul.
          

          
              
          

          
             It's a bull-necked object
          

          
             baffled hard,
          

          
             a religious wish.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             no one now but can love me
          

          
              
          

          
             The ink within my heart is more than an elated room.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             here are those gloomy trees 
          

          
             we make come
          

          
              
          

          
             snarlings 
          

          
             under indenture 
          

          
              
          

          
             the first unforgiven, 
          

          
             shades' navel 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
             Chasing the spasm
          

          
             transforming recumbent thunders
          

          
              
          

          
             denial musculature
          

          
             forest replica
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             BLORT
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             flip stomach shadow-side, 
          

          
             twitching loaf of rage
          

          
              
          

          
             the blade slept
          

          
             in our love 
          

          
             like a dead machine. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Rain gathers in humanity: 
          

          
             a natal wave of one life
          

          
             embedded in the child 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          ​

          
             REST 
          

          
              
          

          
             Rainy night vapors 
          

          
             Clean deep beyond the adverse darkness, extend 
          

          
             suspended paths into ancient seas. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Drunken sorcery, the hungry distortion smirk.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Fulcrum to plunder: 
          

          
             Fortune strewed from pomp once raised 
          

          
             The black city sprouts fingernails' lyre
          

          
             ​
          

          
             BELOVED. Bloody 
          

          
             sentimental, lay all 
          

          
             through the moment 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wife: A Shovel 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Woven on my hands and then 
          

          
             for the flesh redness 
          

          
             and tired green honey glow
          

          
             bumping my eyes with love
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Your hand ripples years away
          

          
             I don't form a minute of weight 
          

          
             nor the needle bin or misery 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I play moving, even
          

          
             when I am crying.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             As they say, I could touch a tasty match, 
          

          
             I never miss it.
          

          ​

          
             The Abstract Oil 
          

          
             Of my life is a little battle
          

          
             In the ditch where a camouflaged  dance waits
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                                                                                                    
          

          
             AT SPACE, A SEA
          

          
             AT SEA, A SPACE
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I know the birds will fly: I sing 
          

          
             And hear jazz in the night of stifling savoy 
          

          
             Which never trudged off full of lies 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And after his hip drip stroke pace, 
          

          
             Angels make the girls  matter: 
          

          
              
          

          
             in the fire of a shepherd-poet's fate: 
          

          
             the raven-winged hour, action of the dawn 
          

          
             treads the side of the pit and laughs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ~ + ~
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ========================================
          

          
             24-06-2017. Drowsy morning.
          

          
             ========================================
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