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ABSTRACT

This project seeks to answer one question: how might GenAI tools (such as ChatGPT) be utilised effectively by poets, without those poets sacrificing their integrity or authorship? Its answer is simple – by treating the GenAI tool as an artificial muse, a provider of inspiration, but never as a creator in its own right.
The shortcomings of AI-generated poems arise from the GenAI’s inability to write intentionally, and subsequent inability to form authorship. All GenAI text is unoriginal, inauthentic, insincere, and otherwise lacking in panache. As this thesis and portfolio demonstrate, these inherent problems can be overcome by re-constructing AI-generated drafts to the extent that human intention is enacted upon them, and human authorship is wrought from them.
The thesis consists of two parts – Part One outlines why AI-generated poems are “authorless”, why this makes them unoriginal and inauthentic, and how a lack of human authorship prevents readers from connecting to them. It also considers how authorless texts can be reclaimed by human authors, and made authentic, original, and engaging. Part One concludes by stating that, for poets to use GenAI tools effectively and ethically, without sacrificing their authorship, the relationship between the user and the GenAI must resemble that between a poet and their muse – the muse provides inspiration, kick-starting the process of a poem’s assembly, but the inspiration belongs to the poet, who transforms it into poetry according to their own intentions. The thesis considers what a muse is, how poets and muses interact, and how a GenAI muse might offer “inspiration without constraint”.
Part Two recounts how the conclusions of Part One were enacted during the development of my portfolio, each poem of which was derived from a process of “musing” with AI-generated material. It explains how I developed a repeatable method of “pruning” and “regrowing” AI-generated drafts in order to extract inspiration from them, and how I made original assemblages of words from unoriginal materials. It also considers whether musing with GenAI made my poems more novel, whether this prevented my own intentions being enacted, and how the increased productivity facilitated by the GenAI muse impacted the quality of my work, and the enjoyability of the writing process.
The thesis concludes that GenAIs can be effective tools to muse with – poets can take inspiration from GenAI without sacrificing their individuality, authorship, or integrity, as long as the GenAI is put away after inspiration has been achieved. However, the necessity of keeping the GenAI tool at arms-length, and of meticulously re-writing its outputs, means that musing with GenAI can require more work from human poets than more traditional methods of musing – something which curtails its usefulness as a shortcut to inspiration. Finally, the thesis warns that writers wishing to benefit from AI-given inspiration should do so sparingly: otherwise they risk losing touch with their humanity, and depleting their ability to receive and transform inspiration organically.

















PART ONE
Human poetry vs AI-generated poetry



CHAPTER 1 – What is AI-generated poetry like?
[bookmark: _Hlk189044229]
To consider the role of the human poet in an age of poem-producing machines, we must understand both the shortcomings of GenAI – the places where human writers maintain superiority – and also the ways in which GenAI outputs are equal to our own. By the end of this chapter, we’ll see that there are no fundamental differences between human-assembled and AI-assembled texts. Specifically, we’ll see that there’s no quality a human-generated text can have which an AI-generated text cannot replicate, and equally no quality an AI-generated text can have which cannot also be found in its human-authored training data. We’ll see that humans and GenAIs use the same languages in the same ways, and therefore produce texts which are fundamentally alike. 
However, while the texts may be alike, the poem-producing GenAI is not a like-for-like equivalent of a human poet. The chapter will conclude by suggesting one difference between human- and AI-generated texts, which has nothing to do with a text’s technical aspects, nor whether readers perceive it to be ‘good’ or ‘bad’, but instead stems directly from the nature of the text’s creator. As we will see, the only difference between an AI-generated poem and a human-generated one is that AI-generated poems are always assembled without intention, whereas human-generated poems are always written intentionally.

THE PROPERTIES OF AI-GENERATED POETRY

First, we’ll establish that human and GenAI texts cannot be differentiated by their technical attributes. Some might suggest that certain patterns of punctuation, unusual spellings and syntax, or overuse of cliché, can be indicative of AI-generated text. However, these surface-level features cannot reliably differentiate organic texts from artificial ones. For example, many internet users suggest that ChatGPT-generated texts can be detected by their overuse of the em dash, which has been dubbed the “ChatGPT hyphen” (Klee, 2025). Abundant em dashes are not conclusive evidence of AI-generation because the em dash can be — and often is — used by humans in human-generated texts. One notably prolific em dash user was the poet Emily Dickinson (2016), who cannot be accused of using GenAI as she predates the technology by over a century. The prevalent em dash is not a quality that’s unique to AI-generated writing, since humans can write with abundant dashes too, and neither is it an essential property of AI-generated writing, since many AI-generated texts do not contain em dashes at all. While the em dash is commonly observed in ChatGPT’s outputs, its prevalence doesn’t constitute a fundamental property of AI-generated texts, and therefore suggests nothing about how AI-generated texts may be ‘like’ or ‘unlike’ their human-written equivalents.
Similarly, we cannot take other surface-level properties of a text (e.g. unusual wording, cliché, or plagiarised material) to be a hallmarks of AI-generated writing, since each of these exist in human writing too. This is not to say that AI-generated texts lack these properties, but rather that the properties are not fundamental to AI-generated text: some AI-generated texts avoid these things, some human-authored texts do not. Because AI-generated texts are variable in content, tone and style (Reinhart et al., 2024), no trends we observe within their surface-level properties can ever reveal something intrinsic. As such, examining the technical attributes of an AI-generated text cannot reveal any difference between the capabilities of humans and GenAIs when producing texts. 
We’ll now consider the perceived qualities of AI-generated texts – how they feel, rather than what they consist of – to see whether AI-generated texts differ from human-authored texts in that regard. We’ll find that any perceived differences between human and GenAI poems depend on whether their readers know (or suspect) the text to be AI-generated. Accordingly, we’ll conclude that the perceivable qualities of AI-generated texts, just like their actual technical properties, do not reveal any fundamental differences between human writing and AI generation.

READING AI-GENERATED POETRY

A recent study demonstrated that readers, without being told which poems are human-made and which are AI-generated, are unable to distinguish the simulated from the sincere (Porter & Machery, 2024). This doesn’t mean that AI-generated poems are ‘as good as’ human ones, only that AI-generated poems are passable, or more accurately plausible, and don’t immediately appear fake in the eyes of a reader. AI-generated poems can be read by human readers without those readers detecting their artificiality. This suggests that, if there’s a fundamental difference between human-written and AI-generated poetry, it cannot be gleaned by reading alone.
Importantly, during the experiment, the participants were not informed which poems were human-written and which were AI-generated. Therefore, the findings of the study can more precisely be understood as this: human readers cannot sense differences between human and GenAI poems when they haven’t been informed which poem is which. Participants who perceived differences between the human and GenAI poems could only have done so relatively to their own expectations, or lack thereof, of what human or GenAI poems would be ‘like’. 
The study’s abstract states that “the simplicity of AI-generated poems may be easier for non-experts to understand”, suggesting that participants “misinterpret[ed] the complexity of human poems as incoherence generated by AI.” There are a number of things to unpack from this statement. Firstly, the abstract expresses that the study’s participants had a preference for “simple” poetry, and that this lead them to prefer AI-generated poems. In stating this, the report indirectly asserts that AI-generated poems are simpler than human-generated ones – although this may be true for the sample of poems used in the study, simplicity isn’t an intrinsic quality of AI-generated poetry. Like the abundant em dash, simplicity is neither unique to, nor a fundamental property of, AI-generated text. 
Furthermore, this statement reveals that the study used “non-expert” poetry readers. A sceptic of this chapter’s argument might use this to undermine the study’s conclusion that GenAI poems can pass as human, and so refute our conclusion that the perceivable properties of AI-generated texts exist solely in the eyes of their beholders – allow me to explain why they would be mistaken to do so.
Imagine the study were conducted again, but this time with experienced poetry readers as participants. We imagine, as the sceptic does, that the expert readers are more discerning, and the findings of the study are therefore the opposite – human readers can sniff out AI-generated poems. However, in this scenario, we still conclude that the participants’ conclusions stem solely from their own preconceptions, rather than any properties of the poems themselves, and therefore tell us nothing about how AI-generated poems differ from human ones. To explain: we’re assuming that the second study’s participants are unlike the first, and find “complex” poems more interesting than “simple” ones. If these readers then identify the simple poems as AI-generated, they would be reaching this conclusion because of two underlying assumptions: 1) they believe simple poems are ‘less good’, and 2) they believe AI-generated poems are ‘less good’ than human ones. You might imagine another group of participants who, unlike the first two, assume that AI-generated poems would be better than human ones. They may prefer simple poems, and correctly attribute the simple ones to GenAI. Equally they might prefer complex poems, and incorrectly attribute these to GenAI. The readers’ preferences are arbitrary. In any case – no matter who the readers are, or what their preferences might be – the results of this study are determined solely by the readers’ preconceptions, and not by any perceivable qualities that AI-generated poems might have.
While this study tells us nothing about what AI-generated poetry is like, nor how it differs from human poetry, it still proves useful to this thesis. One thing it reveals, which I found especially interesting, has to do with how the participants mis-identified the human poems as AI-generated. By “misinterpret[ing] the complexity of human poems as incoherence generated by AI”, the participants mistook idiosyncrasies for mistakes – where a poem did something they didn’t expect, they assumed this was the fault of an imperfect machine, when in reality it was the successful communication of an imperfect human mind. This suggests something important: whether we perceive something to be good or bad is closely linked to whether we believe it to be intentional or unintentional. The extent to which a poem is written intentionally, and how this alters a reader’s engagement with that poem, will be considered in great detail throughout chapter two.

When readers don’t know if a poem is AI-generated or human-written, they cannot discern one from the other by their technical properties with any degree of certainty. Equally, they cannot discern one from the other by perceivable qualities, as their own preconceptions and values make objective discernment impossible. But what happens when readers are explicitly told they’re reading an AI-generated text? We imagine they’d feel alienated from it, and therefore engage with it differently. 
Alienation, a term and technique developed by the theatre practitioner Bertold Brecht (1964), occurs when something breaks the illusion of a text, disrupting the reader’s (or audience’s) immersion in it, forcing them instead to engage with the text from a critical distance. The composer and theorist Jennifer Walshe describes feeling alienation while listening to AI-generated music, noting that even when listening to AI-generated music at face value, “we’re also listening technically, whether we choose to or not, because we’re auditing the sonification of a dataset” (2024). In this case, the knowledge that the music is AI-generated is, by itself, enough to alienate the listener from it. 
Alienation can be achieved by drawing attention to the provenance of an AI-generated text – something poets can utilise to deliberate effect. Take for example Lillian-Yvonne Bertram’s A Black Story May Contain Sensitive Content (2024), which is overtly composed of unedited GPT-generated material. The collection opens with an essay describing the processes by which each poem was produced, priming the reader to engage with them as artefacts or critical documents – things to be studied, rather than spells to be cast. In the essay, Bertram explains that each of the collection’s three sequences begins with a ChatGPT-3 prompt (p.7), either “This poem has been banned because of the word “jazz”” (p.15), “Tell me a black story” (p.27), or “once upon a time, Martha Maud went…” (p.45). Following each of these prompts is a resulting AI-generated response. 
Language-generating AI models are underpinned by a bank of training data known as a Large Language Model, or LLM. LLMs are datasets comprising huge volumes of academic text, news articles, and countless gigabytes of textual data scraped from the internet. Humans interact with LLMs via interfaces known as Generative Pre-trained Transformers – GPTs. When engaging with a chatbot such as ChatGPT, the human user inputs a textual “prompt” to which the LLM’s GPT responds (Radford et al., 2019). Text-based outputs then stem from the LLM, via the GPT, like trees stem from soil. Where trees take nutrients from the soil, and assemble these nutrients into branches, GPTs take data from their LLMs and assemble these data into sentence-shaped outputs. 
Because ChatGPT is trained on data scraped from the internet, it therefore constitutes “an ultimate mirror” of the world outside itself – Bertram notes that LLMs are “biased” because they are “born of the internet, and the internet is a biased place”, and explains that “I do not see my work as trying to eliminate bias in LLMs, but to explore and manipulate their biases” (2024, p.6). The collection’s AI-generated poems are rife with “stereotypical stories in which Black people suffer until they pull themselves up by their bootstraps and triumph” (Hobohm, 2024). By making the AI-generation explicit, Bertram changes how we respond to these stereotypical ‘black stories’. The poems are reflections of familiar tropes, assembled from LLM data, and not the creations of a specific human agent (in this case Bertram themself). This framing is essential for the poems to function as critiques of stereotypes, rather than perpetuations of them. 
We know that alienation is not unique to AI-generated text, because texts have deliberately used Brecht’s effect and techniques for decades. We’ll now see that alienation cannot be considered a fundamental property of AI-generated text either. Whether or not alienation occurs in a reader depends on context and framing. As we saw previously, AI-generated texts can pass as human-generated ones – readers might read an AI-generated poem without feeling alienated – and accordingly we see that ‘alienating’ is not an inherent quality of AI-generated text. Something within the AI-generated text, or adjacent to the text in Bertram’s case, needs to break its spell in order for alienation to occur. This spell-breaking, whether deliberate or accidental, can occur in both human and GenAI poetries, and for the same reasons. Feelings of alienation do not result uniquely from AI-generated texts, and neither are they an inherent quality of them. 
So far in this chapter, we’ve found no fundamental differences between human-written and AI-generated texts. There are no surface-level technical differences, since every technical aspect of human-assembled text can be recreated in AI-generated texts, and vice-versa. Equally, we cannot find a fundamental difference between the two by considering how they’re perceived, because perception arises from preconception at least as much as from the text itself. In the event of a text alienating its readers – a change in perception which does not arise from preconception – we’ve seen that this can occur in both human and GenAI texts, and equally it might not occur in either. 

WHY AI POETRY CANNOT BE DIFFERENTIATED FROM HUMAN POETRY

Our inability to meaningfully differentiate between organic and artificial texts is the intended result of a contemporary GPT’s design. Today’s text-producing GenAIs are engineered to excel in “Natural Language Processing”, or NLP, which allows them to use languages in the same ways humans do. Chatbots such as ChatGPT use “Natural Language Understanding”, or NLU, to ascertain the meaning of open-ended user-given prompts, and NLP to generate responses which are relevant and naturalistic (Zubiaga, 2024). This goes far beyond making the machine sound like a human. With NLP, GenAI chatbots aren’t just emulating language – they’re actually performing it.
The philosopher Ludwig Wittgenstein (1958) described language as a “game” (p.11), the objective of which is to convey meaning. All games have players and rules. In language-games, the players are the speakers and the rules are the things which the language consists of (its words, grammar, syntax, etc.). Only when two players follow the same set of rules – when they’re playing the same language-game – can meaning be successfully conveyed from one to the other (p.38-42).
A word’s meaning is dependent on the context in which it’s used. As an example, Wittgenstein gives the exclamation “Water!”, whose speaker could be ordering a drink, warning of an oncoming wave, or answering the question “what puts out a fire?”. For a listener to interpret the word correctly – to play the same language-game as the speaker – they must ascertain the meaning of the word by taking its context into consideration (p.13-14). To play a language-game – to use language as humans do – one must be able to factor context. Placing words into context is the essence of what a GPT does. 
Of course, GPTs are smoke and mirrors – they appear to demonstrate fluent speech, coherent thought, and expansive knowledge, but in reality there’s no conscious being who is speaking, no mind capable of thought, and no real person storing or conveying knowledge to you. The GPT is a machine, not a conscious entity, and doesn’t understand the things it appears to say. Instead, it extrapolates data from human-given prompts, cross-references this with the data it’s been trained on, and then responds to the prompt with what it determines the most “probable” response to be. (Perrigo, 2023). 
When it comes to placing words into context, a GPT does this via computation. Without comprehending a prompt’s meaning, the GPT calculates something approximate to an appropriate response. By contrast, humans determine meaning from context by intuition – rather than deducing a word’s meaning by removing all of the least-likely options, humans induce meaning by understanding what a word means in and of itself, and then what context does to alter this meaning. In this way we begin to see how language-producing GPTs differ from humans – they lack comprehension. 

ALL MEANING IS ARTIFICIAL

While GenAI tools may not “understand” language in the way humans do, this doesn’t mean they’re incapable of playing language-games. Playing a language-game doesn’t require cognisance of a particular game’s rules, only an ability to follow them. Considering the question of whether or not machines could ever be capable of “thinking”, Wittgenstein concludes unambiguously that they would be – or rather that there’s no fundamental property of a machine (or other non-human entity) that would prevent it from achieving thought. He explains that thought, like language, is “a tool”, which can be wielded just as well by “the human body” as by “a machine”. Importantly, this machine-thinking would be just as meaningful. 
Wittgenstein suggests that meaning is “a dream of our language”. That is, meaning isn’t contained within words themselves, or constructed by words, but rather is an illusion created when our words (or the words of machines) are interpreted by humans (1958, p.113). We saw earlier that meaning depends on context – now we see that “context” exists only in the minds of the beings which perceive it, or rather who “dream” meaning from it. A meaning does not need to be shared in order to exist. In a conversation between two beings, where one is capable of dreaming meaning from information and the other is not, the meaning which occurs in just one mind is still occurring, and the conversation is therefore still meaningful. 
As Wittgenstein clarifies, the event of meaning occurs within a receiver, who interprets or imagines the meaning, and not within a speaker (p.132).  It would therefore be illogical to ask whether a machine can speak meaningfully – to speak meaningfully has never been possible! All that’s possible is to understand meaningfully. As such, it would be better to ask “can a machine’s language be meaningfully understood?”. In ChatGPT’s case, the answer is evidently “yes” – in spite of the fact that ChatGPT cannot dream meaning from others’ words or from its own. 
ChatGPT uses the same languages humans use, and follows the same rules. Any property that an AI-generated text may have – be that a technical property such as punctuation or format, or a perceived property such as originality or plausibility – will be directly manifested from its human-generated training data, and therefore useless to anyone wishing to differentiate AI-generated writing from traditional human writing. This explains why we were unable to find fundamental differences between the technical properties or perceived qualities of human-written and AI-generated texts earlier in this chapter. We also see that an AI-generated text cannot be considered any less meaningful than a human one, since meaning is in the mind of the meaning-dreamer. Even if we’re alienated from a text by its GenAI origins, the meaning does not disappear, it simply transforms as we perceive it in a new context. 
An AI chatbot is a machine which plays human language-games – its outputs are permutations of human language, assembled according to human rules, and are therefore indistinguishable from human-generated texts by all qualitative or quantitative metrics. 

GENERATING TEXT IS NOT WRITING

If we want to understand what “writing” with GenAI tools might mean, and where GenAI has the potential to enhance or inhibit a human writer’s practice, then we’ll need to identify a quality which is inherent and unique to AI-generated texts – something which is always true to say about an AI-generated text, and never true to say about a human-generated one. We’ve been unable to find this quality by analysing AI-generated texts, or by considering how readers engage with them. Instead, to understand how AI-generated poetry and human poetry differ, we must look beyond the surfaces of human-written and AI-generated texts themselves, and beyond how meaning is derived from those texts, to instead consider the mechanics of how each of these texts are produced: we must determine what, exactly, constitutes the difference between ‘writing’ and ‘generating’. 
To begin, we will recall that GenAIs are incapable of comprehension – while they can play our language-games, they do so without recognition of the meanings they suggest. If meaning and context exist for GenAIs, they exist only as factors in an equation, as things which begin and are resolved within the bounds of their own neural networks.
When ChatGPT generates its text-based responses it does so one word at a time, using the data in its LLM to determine which word is statistically most likely to follow the one it precedes. These word-by-word decisions are determined solely by numerical data – the GPT “discovers patterns and relations” between the words in its LLM’s dataset “without ever relating these words to anything in the real world” (Tegmark, 2018). Unlike humans (Wittgenstein, 1958, p.13), the GenAI doesn’t use words to refer to corresponding things outside of itself. A GenAI’s reality is a series of long-stringed numbers: it consists purely of symbols, abstracted from all of the real-world things they might have once signified. Because GenAIs have no understanding of a sentence’s content or direction of travel, their “speech” lacks the awareness necessary for it to be considered intentional. Because GenAIs fundamentally lack the ability to form or act upon intentions, the texts they generate are always intentionless.
	Even so-called “agentic” AI programmes, which can act without being prompted by human users, lack agency. They don’t act from nothing, but instead continually prompt and re-prompt themselves – which is what they were designed to do by the humans who built them (Pounds, 2024). Their entire existence is therefore a response to the original prompt of their creation. It’s an inherently non-agentic existence, determined by the parameters of an operating system, the content of a dataset, and the conditions under which it works.
	This might apply humans too – our actions might equally be determined by the information in our brains and the things in our vicinity (Hoefer, 2003). For the sake of the argument, let’s assume that humans do not have free will – nonetheless we have intention. If I scratch an itch automatically my action is not free, not agentic, but it’s still intentional because it was caused by my recognition of the itch, my desire not to feel itchy, my understanding that itches can be negated by scratches, and subsequently my enacted intention to scratch. If everything a human has written, or will ever write, is determined by their mental composition and the universe around them, this lack of agency does not undermine their human writing. Humans still dream meanings, and act upon intentions, whether they do so freely or not. Likewise, GenAIs cannot dream meanings, and therefore cannot formulate or act upon intentions, regardless of how “agentic” their designers purport them to be.
Intentionality is what makes the difference between writing and generating. All human writing is intentional, and all AI generation is unintentional. The ability to write intentionally is the only aspect of human writing that GenAIs cannot replicate. As we will understand in the next chapter, intentionality is what allows authorship to form between humans and their texts, and the lack of intentionality is what prevents GenAIs from forming the same. 




CHAPTER SUMMARY

· There are no fundamental differences between AI-generated poems and human-generated ones.

· There may be perceived differences, but perceived differences tell us nothing about what AI-generated poems are ‘like’. 

· All texts are meaningful to readers when readers “dream” a meaning from them. Therefore, AI-generated poems can be meaningful to human beings.

· No text is ever meaningful to a GenAI. GenAI programmes do not have comprehension, and therefore cannot generate a poem intentionally.

· Human poetry, even if written without agency, is always a result of human intentionality. Intentionality is a fundamental property of human poetry, and is the only aspect of human writing which GenAI cannot replicate. 











CHAPTER 2 – Authorship and Originality

This chapter elaborates on the topic of authorship. It explains that intentionality is the root of authorship, and that this is why GenAI tools will never be able to ‘author’ a generated work. This chapter also considers how authorship serves written texts – how it lends them credibility, personality, authenticity, etc., and steers them away from plagiarism and cliché. We’ll see that authorship is unique to intentionally-written texts, and that authorship is required for poems to be sincere, authentic, and for poets to meaningfully “own” their work. This chapter concludes that human authorship must be established and maintained by any poet working with GenAI tools who a) wishes to be credited for their work, and b) wishes for their poems to be plausible, and therefore effective, to readers.

[bookmark: _Hlk188972862]The poet Jorge Luis Borges observed that “all literature is made of tricks” (1967), and there’s significant evidence in the appendix of this thesis that GenAI models can replicate these linguistic tricks with ease. Languages can’t exist without groups of beings who use them – signs and symbols need creators and interpreters to be anything other than meaningless shapes (Wittgenstein, 1958, p.91-95) – and therefore, when a GPT plays poetic language-games, it sustains the illusion of a sentient human poet on the other side of its text’s surface. We saw in the previous chapter that the experience of reading GenAI poetry is no different to the experience of reading human-generated poetry (unless the AI artifice is made apparent, alienating the reader). This is because any poem, human-generated or otherwise, is a surface that suggests interiority – like a mirror, it projects an interior space which doesn’t really exist. When a poem is read by a reader, and that reader dreams meaning from its words, the illusion of an embodied, intention-bearing poet is constructed by the text. 
When we’re alienated by an AI-generated text, the cause is not the fakeness of the text itself (which is always an illusion) but the fakeness of its purported author. An AI model cannot feel a feeling, replay a memory, or experience any bodily sensation – it can only pretend to have done these things – and while an AI-generated poem may have no substantive differences to a human-generated one, the knowledge that it’s AI-generated can be enough to spoil the tricks of its construction. Because readers know that GenAIs are not embodied beings capable of witnessing, sensing, or understanding things for themselves, they can’t buy into any AI-generated poem which purports to have an author who is sentient and embodied.
Embodiment and sentience are pre-requisites of intentionality. To be sentient is to be “capable of sensing or feeling” (Merriam Webster, 2025). Sentience therefore requires embodiment, and because GenAIs are not embodied[footnoteRef:1] they cannot be sentient. Without sentience – the ability to conceive of anything outside of themselves – GenAIs lack the comprehension required to form intentions. This lack of intentionality is what prevents GenAIs from forming authorship.  [1:  GenAI software does have corresponding hardware (e.g. server farms), but it doesn’t “embody” this hardware. The human mind is not just housed in its body, it’s attuned to the body’s actions and bodily sensation. On the other hand, GenAIs are non-sentient, attuned to nothing, and have no awareness of their “bodies”. ] 

Exactly how authorship depends on intentionality will be discussed shortly. Before we continue, it will be useful to clarify this: The illusion of authorship constructed by the ‘tricks’ of a text, which exists in both human-generated and AI-generated poetry, is more accurately called persona, and should not be confused for authorship itself. Authorship does not reside within a text – instead, it’s a bond which exists in-between the writer and their writing, and is something which sentient beings forge by writing intentionally. 


HOW AUTHORSHIP FORMS

In the UK, the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act defines the “author” of a work as “the person who creates it” (UK Government, 1988). This definition implies that creation itself is a proprietary act, that the act of creation brings authorship into being, and that authorship entails ownership because of the causal relationship between an assembler and what they assemble. 
This legal definition might suggest that a GenAI is the author of its generated texts because it has caused those texts to come into being – in the same way, we might suggest that a raincloud is the author of a puddle, or a spoonful of pepper is the author of a sneeze – but we would be wrong to do so. There’s a distinction to be made between “creation” and “causation”: creation is necessarily the result of intentional action, and causation is not. Humans can write with intentionality – they can therefore “create”, and therefore form authorship. GenAIs are non-intentional beings, and generate without intentionality – they can therefore only “cause”. Intentional creation induces authorship, and unintentional causation does not, because ‘authorship’ is more than the legal ownership of an assembled text: it’s the tangible feeling of ownership that authors develop while authoring their works. 
When we write, we feel that we own what we’ve written. Nobody feels ownership over the words themselves – language is a communal resource – but we do feel attached to the particular assemblages of words we create. Human writing is led by intention, and even when writing from the perspective of another, or when writing ironically, we assemble words according to our own mental schematics. The feeling of attached ownership we have over our words – the feeling of authorship – arises because the texts we assemble are extensions of our internal selves. 
Translating ideas into language can be personally demanding, and time-consuming, and making this effort increases the feeling of ownership a writer has towards their assemblages. Because human poets are sentient beings, expending mental effort necessarily entails enacting their intentions. Accordingly, each time a poet redrafts a poem, their intentions are further enacted onto it. The more edits and revisions the poet makes, the more the poem becomes a document of their intentions, and the more accurately it serves as a self-portrait of their mind. When we feel ownership over something we’ve written, we’re recognising that the text is a manifestation of our own intentions. This feeling of recognition – of our internal selves and our expended labour – is what authorship consists of. 
Like all feelings, authorship can be faked to an audience but not to oneself. True authorship has to be induced by authorial action – by intentionally assembling words. Furthermore, like any feeling, authorship can be strong or weak. The extent to which an author’s intentions are enacted while assembling a text determines how strong or weak their bond of authorship with that assemblage is. A person who lightly edits a found text may form weak authorship from it: the resulting text bears traces of their own intentionality, but is also informed by the intentionality of others. Equally, a person who edits that same text so substantially that it no longer resembles its origin, and instead reflects only the intentions of its editor, can be said to have formed a strong bond of authorship, because the resulting text is overwhelmingly an artifact of their individual intentions. 
We previously established that writing is intentional, whereas generating is not. We can now clarify this distinction further: ‘generated’ is an absolute property of a text, whereas ‘written’ or ‘authored’ are not. This is because a generated text never has authorship, but human-written or human-edited texts may have varying degrees of authorship, depending on the extent to which their authors have enacted their intentions.
Authorship strength varies for many reasons. For example, if a text has multiple authors, each of whom has altered the text according to their own intentions, then each will have one share of the total authorship. Separately, an individual author might produce an independently-written work, but still only produce a weak bond of authorship, if their work contains elements which don’t directly result from their own intentions (e.g. typos, load-bearing quotations, clichés, plagiarised materials, found texts, borrowed images, or unintended double meanings). A writer who assembles a text that only enacts their own intentions will form a strong authorship bond with that text, but any element which does not stem directly from their intention – anything authored by another person, generated by GenAI, or which results from accident – will cause their authorship to be diluted.

Until now, we’ve been working under two assumptions: that human authorship is preferable to GenAI’s authorless generating, and that strong authorship is preferable to weak authorship. We’ll now turn these assumption into fact, firstly by considering how the appearance of authorship benefits a reader, then secondly (and most importantly) by examining how actual authorship enhances a text in ways which the appearance of authorship cannot.

THE VALUE OF AUTHORSHIP

Authorship is created when sentient beings a) translate their intentions into language, and b) reveal their thoughts and feelings to a reader. Forging authorship therefore requires writers to expend mental effort and make themselves vulnerable. This may explain the hostility we see towards purely AI-generated poetry, assembled unconsciously and numerically, where nothing personal has been staked and no meaningful effort has been made[footnoteRef:2].  [2:  For evidence of widespread disapproval of GenAI in literature-making, see Benj Edwards (2024). One study reveals that, as well as preferring human-made texts, readers also enjoy human-authored stories less when led to believe they’re AI-generated (Chu and Liu, 2024). As further evidence that readers find AI-generated literature off-putting, America’s Authors Guild have launched a “Human Authored” certification for affiliated human writers, helping readers distinguish human-authored books from AI-generated ones (Weatherbed, 2025).  ] 

	A lack of authorship, perceived or otherwise, not only alienates readers from texts by breaking the tricks of their construction, it also makes the texts seem lower-quality. If a poem makes appeals to an emotion that its generator cannot feel, evokes an embodied experience its generator has not had, or connects two ideas that its generator cannot comprehend, then it will ring false. The poem will appear inauthentic: boring at best, and dishonest at worst. On the inverse of this, genuine authorship (or a convincing-enough authorial persona) produces authentic-seeming text, and this authenticity enhances a reader’s experience. When a poem resonates with our internal selves we feel a connection to the poem’s author – we feel understood. This feeling cannot occur if a poem is explicitly AI-generated, or if we suspect it to be AI-generated, because we know or believe that there’s no conscious mind on the other side of the text’s surface for our mind to connect with. 
Any assembled text implies the existence of an assembler, typically a human author. By breaking this implicit promise, an authorless poem which pretends to have been authored may repulse readers when the deception is discovered. Equally, if the authorless-ness of a poem is made explicit (i.e. if the poem is not deceptive, and is clearly labelled as AI-generated) this may alienate a reader, discouraging them from engaging with it emotionally. Authenticity, a product of genuine authorship or convincing persona, makes a poem more plausible. This enables and encourages readers to suspend their disbelief, and willingly fall for the tricks of the poem’s construction. As we can see, a reader’s belief that a sincere poem has genuine authorship is integral to that poem’s effectiveness.
Of course, an authorless GenAI poem can appear authentic if it has a convincing authorial persona – we know from the study in chapter one, which showed that readers can’t reliably differentiate human-generated poems from AI-generated ones, that GenAI texts can suggest plausible human authorship. However, the illusion of authorship is not an effective substitute for actual authorship. As we will now see, genuine authorship improves an assembled text in ways which faux-authorship cannot: by enabling it to be original.

AUTHORSHIP PRODUCES ORIGINALITY

The function of a text-producing GenAI is to generate text – or more accurately, to reproduce it. Every sentence it produces is a regurgitation of its pre-digested LLM data. While this data is assembled in new formations, we might hesitate to call the resulting texts “original”, since they seem more like versions of, or variations on, amalgamated pre-existing sources. We could say this of human writing as well, that all human-authored texts are dependent on texts which came before them. Foetini Dimirouli (2024) argues that the process by which GPTs generate doesn’t “differ from ours in any substantial way”, since “if the machine ingests preexistent data to produce anew” and is “mimetic, derivative, and creative”, then it produces text in the same way that humans do – by assembling fragments of learned text-data. 
Literature is an assortment of overlapping language-games, and in order to play a game you need to know its rules. In poetry, ‘knowing the rules’ means knowing what a poem is, and what it’s able to do. In other words: in order to write, you need to have read. This doesn’t just mean consuming training data – it means understanding it, and being able to re-interpret it. The history of literature is more than a series of computed permutations: it’s a series of intentional re-interpretations and re-configurations of meaning. While there may be no difference between how humans and GenAIs assemble texts, there’s certainly a difference in what motivates them – human writers assemble intentionally and authorially, whereas GenAIs do not, and this intentionality is what gives rise to originality.
To be original is to be individual, to write things that resemble your internal self more than they resemble external sources. A sceptic might say, given that our internal selves are composed of information and experiences gathered from sources outside of ourselves, that true individuality (and therefore true originality) is impossible. However, as we will now see, originality can still be achieved when one author’s work is informed by another’s, as long as the intentionality of each author remains unimpeded. 
[bookmark: _Hlk208509336]In the essay ‘Tradition and the Individual Talent’, T.S. Eliot (1919) explains that all works of poetry exist within the context of “tradition”, and that all original poems alter this tradition by adding something new to it. Each new poem slightly changes the overall picture of the tradition. New poems create the space that they occupy by defining themselves against what has preceded them. New poems alter the trajectory of the tradition they emerge from, thereby remaining intention-led (because they alter tradition) whilst simultaneously being informed by the same tradition they have altered.[footnoteRef:3] [footnoteRef:4] [3:  Later in the essay, Eliot suggests that artists must continually “self-sacrifice” to tradition, until they experience an “extinction of personality”, thereby suggesting that original creative acts must be de-personalising – on this point my thesis disagrees, for reasons already established: ‘creation’ is always an enacting of intention, and therefore always a manifestation of the artist’s internality, rather than a negation or sublimation of it. ]  [4:  Separately, Eliot’s notion of “tradition” – a canon of largely-European male writers who have influenced him personally – can be criticised for its limited scope. However, this does not upset our argument. All writers curate their own canons by choosing what they read. Each writer sees only a small fragment of the whole tradition, but is nonetheless influenced by it and contributes something to it.] 

We will define something ‘original’ as something which doesn’t depend on assemblages or ideas found in other sources. As writers, copying someone else’s assemblages would mean letting their intentions eclipse our own. Unoriginal texts lack the intentions of their assemblers, and original texts are highly intentional. Humans can create original works from unoriginal materials, just like they forge authorship from authorless materials, by re-assembling those materials according to their intentions. Because originality and authorship both result from enacted intentionality, they occur simultaneously. 
Recall that any degree of citation, plagiarism, or accident within a text weakens its assembler’s authorship by limiting the extent to which their individual intentionality has been enacted – now we see that authorship emerges from the assembly of an original text. More precisely, assembling something original is what causes bonds of authorship to form.
 Furthermore, the extent to which something is ‘original’ is determined by the extent to which the writer’s intentions have been enacted. The further a writer enacts their intentions – the stronger their authorship is – the more original their work becomes. Poems with strong authorship will be highly original, and poems with no authorship at all, like AI-generated poems, will be entirely unoriginal. Because they lack intentionality altogether, GenAIs are incapable of forming authorship, and are therefore incapable of originality. On the other hand, humans are capable of forming strong or weak bonds of authorship, and can therefore produce works with varying degrees of originality. 
We’ve already examined the value of a convincing authorial persona, and the authenticity this suggests to a reader. We will now consider the value of originality, which only arises from genuine authorship. We’ll see that highly original poetry is quantifiably better than unoriginal poetry, and that intentional human authorship is therefore preferrable to GenAI’s intentionless non-authorship.


THE VALUE OF ORIGINALITY

Here are a number of things which can be considered ‘unoriginal’ in poetry; clichéd images and ideas, familiar turns of phrase, re-treading popular themes, reaching predictable conclusions, and plagiarised materials. Already the value of originality is clear – it helps writers avoid disappointing their readers.
	Clichés are crutches, or shortcuts to ideas: they allow writers to express an idea without translating it into their own words. Clichés allow writers to avoid enacting their own intentions, and therefore weaken those writers’ authorships. In the same way, familiar tropes and tired metaphors result from a deficit of expended effort – from a lack of intention-forming and intention-enacting – and also weaken writers’ authorships. A writer with strong authorship does not use cliché, or other familiar shortcuts to meaning, and instead makes new assemblages of words which, because they are dictated by their intentions rather than by outside sources, are more likely to be novel. Because it’s intentionally authored, the non-cliché is original. Because it’s original, it will be unfamiliar to readers, making it more surprising, more memorable, and more likely enjoyable. Writers who avoid cliché, preferring intentional turns of phrase, make their work more original and therefore more appealing to readers.
Plagiarised material is also unoriginal, and authors who plagiarise dilute their own authorship by introducing text they haven’t intentionally assembled into their otherwise intentional work. The potential for plagiarism, intentional or otherwise, is perhaps the most serious of the charges levelled against language-producing GenAIs. However, we should not say that LLMs and GPTs can ‘plagiarise’ human writers. Plagiarism, as opposed to having the same idea as somebody else, requires an awareness that what you’re saying has already been said by someone else – plagiarism requires cognition and intentionality. More accurately, we should say that GenAI tools are liable to reproducing human writers’ words without properly attributing them. 
If a human writer takes an AI-generated text, containing fragments of text from other sources, and attempts to pass it of as their own, have they committed plagiarism? Not necessarily – if they, like the GenAI, don’t know that a particular sentence is lifted from another source, then they cannot have intentionally obscured its origin. However, they know nonetheless that copying ChatGPT verbatim comes with a risk of taking someone else’s words. The ethical reasons not to run this risk are clear – whether we consider it plagiarism or unintentional reproduction, the result is that someone else’s assembled words, words which they have formed a bond of authorship with, have been taken from them, and falsely attributed in the minds of readers to the GenAI-using author. 
Furthermore, even if ChatGPT produced a paragraph in which no human author’s words had been reproduced, a writer who copied ChatGPT verbatim would still be weakening their own authorship, and diluting the originality of their overall work. Language-producing GenAIs are fundamentally unoriginal. They only achieve NLP (“natural” language processing) because they respond with what they calculate to be most “probable” – and what’s most probable is necessarily what’s least individual. NLP GenAIs are designed to be unoriginal, to use clichés, and have as close to a ‘default’ persona as possible. As such, even if a GenAI doesn’t regurgitate someone else’s poem wholesale, it will inevitably generate something consisting of predictable, clichéd, and uninspired clusters of text. 
This may not be a problem for those who use ChatGPT functionally – originality doesn’t serve an email or a shopping list – but it presents a major challenge to any poets intending to utilise language-based GenAI in their writing practice. Authorless AI-generated text is debatably plagiaristic, and evidently clichéd – it’s unethical at worst, and unenjoyable at best. These problems arise directly from its lack of originality, and writers who incorporate such unoriginal material into their work are lowering the overall quality of their work by reducing its originality, and by weaking the bonds of their own authorship. 
However, these effects may be mitigated. Because authorship and originality are symbiotic, a writer who reclaims authorship from an AI-generated text will also be restoring originality to it – writers may be able to fix the problems of AI-generated texts, and make those texts their own, by intentionally re-assembling them, redacting them, or expanding them.

FORGING HUMAN AUTHORSHIP FROM AI-GENERATED TEXT

As Wittgenstein told us in the previous chapter, when meaning occurs during a language-game it occurs in the recipient of language, and does not come from the language’s ‘speaker’ or ‘generator’. This is why an AI-generated text, which is meaningless to a GenAI, can still be meaningful to us. 
Similarly, even though AI-generated texts are authorless, authorship may still be wrought from them. This is because the event of authorship doesn’t occur in readers as they receive language, but instead in writers or speakers as they intentionally write or speak. Just as a found text, whose authorship is unknown, can be reworked by an author until the resulting text’s authorship is indisputably their own (because it bears only the traces of their intentionality), so too an authorless GenAI text can be amended, remixed, and re-drafted until all traces of the original authorless text have been expunged. In this instance, the ‘finished’ text is something which is original, and authored, because it’s entirely informed by the intentions of its human re-writer.
A human poet who begins with an authorless AI-generated text, then edits it according to their own intentionality, will produce something which is original and which they have authored. As long as the poem they finish with is shaped by their own intentions, and no longer resembles the authorless text it began as (and therefore can’t resemble any human-authored lines the AI might have regurgitated), the poem will have true originality and genuine human authorship. 
The way text is arranged, and not the source it’s drawn from, is what allows humans to turn language into poetry. Furthermore, it is by assembling the assemblage according to their own intentions that human writers derive authorship from communally-owned words, and create originality from unoriginal materials. By perpetuating long-standing traditions of re-arranging language according to human intention, even when working with authorless AI-generated language, poets working with GenAI tools can serve as custodians of human poetic tradition. By insisting on the necessity of human decision-making, poets working intentionally with GenAI can insist that human consciousness itself is a necessary element of poetics, and not something that can be replaced by machine automation. 




CHAPTER SUMMARY

· Authorship is a feeling of ownership, which only emerges when a text manifests the intentions of its writer. 

· GenAIs cannot form intentions, and therefore cannot form authorship.

· Authenticity makes poems more plausible, and therefore more effective. Originality makes poems more surprising, and avoids cliché and plagiarism. Authorship, which produces authenticity and originality, is therefore preferable to a lack of authorship.

· Human writers can forge authorship from authorless texts by reworking the language until it enacts their own intentions.




CHAPTER 3 – The Artificial Muse

If a human writer enacts their own intentionality onto an authorless, AI-generated text, they are able to fashion something with human authorship from it. In doing so, human writers can create original assemblages from unoriginal materials. The practicalities of how authorship might be forged from an authorless text will be considered in this chapter. We’ll examine how some poets are already working with GenAI tools, and consider to what extent they’re enacting their intentions and forming authorship.

HUMAN POETS WORKING WITH AI TOOLS

First, we’ll consider two poets who present entirely AI-generated poems, with no human-made alterations, as finished pieces. As we’ll see, both have unique approaches to authorship-forming, but neither enacts enough of their own intentionality for the AI-generated texts to be considered human-authored or original.
The artist Sasha Stiles is the creator of Technelegy, a poem-producing GenAI with an LLM trained extensively on Stiles’ own poetry and research notes, and on relevant texts from other sources. The collection Technelegy: Poems and prose (2025) collects some Technelegy-generated poems, alongside Stiles’ human-authored poems, and a selection of interviews between Stiles and human journalists. Because Technelegy’s LLM is trained on Stiles’ own words and ideas, it generates poems which are aligned with Stiles’ own interests. Rather than enacting her own intentions, Stiles has predisposed Technelegy to enact these intentions on her behalf, and considers Technelegy to be her “AI alter ego” (p.176). Where does this leave Stiles’ authorship?
We saw previously that authorship is a feeling of ownership, arising when writers assemble words according to their own intentions. While Technelegy may appear to enact Stiles’ intentions, the fact remains that Stiles does not have creative control over its output. The poem-assembling is done by a non-sentient, non-intentional being – Technelegy doesn’t write, it generates. While Technelegy can probabilistically approximate Stiles’ intentions, it cannot comprehend these intentions, cannot recognise them in its generated texts, and therefore cannot feel authorship towards what it generates. Neither Technelegy nor Stiles have any share of these poems’ authorship, because each of the poems is entirely un-authored.
The themes of Technelegy’s output, and its tone of voice, closely mimic Stiles’ original work, but this doesn’t make Stiles the author of that work – in the same way that Stephanie Meyer is the author of the Twilight saga, but not the extensive corpus of Twilight fan fiction (Cuntz-Leng, 2021). Stiles’ ideas may be recycled by Technelegy, and she may even see her internal self mirrored in these reformulations, but mere identification with an AI-generated text isn’t sufficient for a bond of authorship to be created. Crucially, Stiles hasn’t enacted her intentionality by herself. Human authors form bonds of authorship with their assemblages during the process of intentional word-assembly. By outsourcing this assembly-work to Technelegy, Stiles skips the stage of the creative process where authorship comes into being, where her effort is expended on translating thoughts into language – she skips the writing.
We might view Technelegy as a text in its own right – one which Stiles is the author of. The LLM that Stiles has curated is an intentionally-compiled work, much of which is made up of Stiles’ original, human-authored writings. However, many parts of the LLM are not authored by Stiles – the two versions of Technelegy that Stiles uses for the collection take pre-existing GenAI models (GPT-2 and GPT-3) as their base layer, with Stiles’ additional training data piled on top. As such, Technelegy’s LLM is a text that Stiles only has weak authorship of. 
Technelegy is not a strongly-authored text, and the poems it generates have no authorship at all. Furthermore, Technelegy’s authorial persona is unconvincing. In large part, this is because the Technelegy-generated verse is presented in a blocky, low-res font, which approximates retro computer-screen text. By contrast, the non-GenAI poems in the collection – Stiles’ human-authored originals – are presented in Times New Roman. This inevitably alienates readers, preventing them from ‘buying into’ what the GenAI poems say, instead making the talking machine itself the subject of these Technelegy-generated poems.
Technelegy’s poems, like Stiles’, appear earnest. They speculate about the future of humanity, and purport to express sincere optimism and concern. Knowing that Technelegy’s poems are AI-generated removes all stakes from this confessional-style verse: the tricks of the poems’ constructions fail, and the reader cannot dream meaning from them. Importantly, this problem is fundamental to purely AI-generated text – it might be obscured, but it cannot be fixed. If the human-authored and AI-generated poems were presented in the same font, and neither was clearly labelled, a reader who knows that some of the collection is Stiles’ poetry and some Technelegy’s would spend their time wondering which was which, looking for clues that might suggest a human touch or GenAI lack-of-touch. This would create a different alienation, extending beyond Technelegy’s poems, which could poison the rest of the collection. 
This alienation could be avoided if readers were led to believe that every poem in the collection was entirely human-authored. Technelegy’s generations are enough alike Stiles’ original poems that they could appear plausibly Stiles-authored. Simply lying about their GenAI origins, and using the same font throughout the book, would be enough to prevent alienation from occurring. However, in the previous chapter we established that it would be unethical for human authors to claim authorship over AI-generated texts without disclosing their origins, and also that fake authorship is no substitute for real authorship, because it doesn’t lead to originality or authenticity. As such, we cannot consider deception a viable solution to the self-defeating alienation of a purely AI-generated text – and neither does this thesis endorse such deception.
As well as producing authorless texts, Technelegy cannot ethically sustain a convincing authorial persona. Not wishing to pass off Technelegy’s poems as her own, Stiles ethically discloses their GenAI origins, but in doing so alienates the readers from the AI-generated verse. This is unlike Lillian-Yvonne Bertram, who uses alienation to deliberate effect – and as a method of enacting their own intentionality.
In chapter one we considered Bertram’s A Black Story May Contain Sensitive Content (2024), where the alienation resulting from a lack of human authorship is necessary for the ‘correct’ reading of the work. The collection’s poems are not shaped by Bertram’s intentions, but they are framed by them, and readers meet them on Bertram’s terms. In this way Bertram is, somewhat paradoxically, enacting their own intentions by presenting conspicuously un-intentional poems, and therefore forming a quasi-authorship over the AI-generated texts. This kind of authorship is soft – even though the poems are framed by Bertram’s intentionality, the assembly of the poems is not led by intention. The poems possess no original materials, and can only express things insincerely. Alienation is the method by which Bertram has enacted intention onto these unintentionally-assembled texts. This alienation prevents readers from suspending their disbelief, engaging emotionally, or being tricked by the construction of an authorial persona. Accordingly, we see that the usefulness of framing or reframing GenAI material as an authorship-forming method is limited to self-reflexive works in which the AI itself is, at least in part, the subject of the work. 
In the cases of Bertram’s reframed AI artefacts, and Stiles’ alter-ego Technelegy, the poems are only minimally authored, and accordingly lack originality. If GenAIs could be afforded authorship, the authorship of Stiles’ Technelegy-generated poems would be entirely the GenAI’s, and the authorship of Bertram’s A Black Story poems would belong in large part to the GenAI as well. Because these collections couldn’t have been produced without AI – because each depends on its readers knowing that GenAI is present – we see that for both Stiles and Bertram, to a large extent, the tool is leading the user. 

By letting the tool dictate their work, Stiles and Bertram both sideline their own intentionality, and therefore relinquish authorship and originality. I don’t believe that this is ‘wrong’ – both have found interesting uses for GenAI tools, and have produced the work they intended to produce – but analysing their methods doesn’t bring us closer to answering the main question of this thesis, which is how human poets might benefit from GenAI tools, and utilise them to further their own original, authorial intentions.
	For AI-assisted poems to have strong human authorship, the ‘finished’ poems must have as little AI-generated material as possible. AI-generated text is always intentionless, in spite of the intentions of the human who trained or prompted the GenAI, and will therefore dilute a human poet’s authorship, even if that human includes AI-generated text in their own work intentionally. Furthermore, for a human-authored poem to have a convincing authorial persona (and therefore appear sincere and authentic) the poem should not alienate its readers, and must work on its own terms when met by a reader. 
	Since we’ve ruled out lying about GenAI involvement, this means that human authorship must be wrought from AI-generated materials in spite of those materials’ authorless nature – the poet must disclose that they’ve used GenAI, and subsequently be able to demonstrate that they’ve still enacted their own intentions, wrought their own authorship, and created something original. We’ll now consider two more poets working with GenAI tools, who don’t treat the GenAI’s outputs as sacred, and who are to varying extents enacting their own intentions on GenAI-outputted material.

For a project called ReRites, David ‘Jhave’ Johnson (2018) trained a GPT on “90% poetry”, and “10%” song lyrics, articles, and internet detritus. Then, for twelve months, he spent “two hours every morning” editing the outputs of this poem-producing GPT. In his own words, Jhave “carve[s] from texts generated by neural nets” – like a sculptor, he chips away at AI-generated blocks of text, changing their shape, but making no new additions to them. From a screen-recording of his process, we see that Jhave scrolls quickly through his AI-generated drafts, making instinctive and often substantial cuts. He also alters suffixes and punctuation to make the pared-down stanzas grammatically correct, but other than this he does no “writing”, no intentional assembling, of any kind. Throughout the two-hour writing session, Jhave doesn’t once go back to amend (or even re-read) a section of the poem he has previously worked on. He simply scans the AI-generated material, keeping what he likes and cutting what he doesn’t. 
Jhave’s intentions are not enacted in the poems themselves, but in the performance of his machine-like behaviour. Like Stiles, Jhave is better understood as an artist than a writer – he is the author of the ReRites performance, but not of the poems resulting from it. When he effaces these AI-generated texts, Jhave isn’t re-assembling their language or enacting his intentions – he’s selecting his favourite sections from the AI-generated text. The resulting poems consist of AI-generated words, in an intentionless GPT-determined order, with perfunctory human-made alterations to grammar and syntax[footnoteRef:5]. In this way, Jhave manages to edit without writing – he affords complete creative control to the GPT, and ends up working for his GenAI tool rather than making the GenAI tool work for him.  [5:  These alterations are determined by the conventions of English grammar and sentence structure – by the rules of the language-game – and not by Jhave’s own intentionality. ] 

In the previous chapter, we saw how human writers can re-work authorless texts to such an extent that they forge their own authorship from them – here we see an example of a human writer who does not go far enough in their editing, who fails to supplant the GenAI’s intentionless text with their own intentional assemblages, and therefore fails to form their own authorship by failing to overcome the influence of the source material they’re drawing from.
This thesis maintains that re-working AI-generated material after it has been generated is a viable method of working with GenAI tools without sacrificing authorship. However, after considering how Jhave unsuccessfully enacts his own intentionality, we see that simply erasing the AI’s unintentional words is insufficient – the human writer must go further, and replace those automated assemblages with human-written ones. We will return to this idea later. First, we’ll consider a poet who has used GenAI to write (not generate) poems with human authorship, by developing a method of editing word-by-word in tandem with the GenAI’s generation.

Conflicted Copy is a poetry collection by Sam Riviere (2024). The poems are dryly funny, make mundane situations seem strange, and consist of single stanzas – all things they have in common with Riviere’s debut 81 Austerities (2012). The poem titles in Conflicted Copy are determined by a matrix of words, combined arbitrarily (e.g. ‘Old Dogs’, ‘True Dogs’, ‘True Mode’, etc.), as were the titles in Riviere’s second collection Kim Kardashian’s Marriage (2015). Conflicted Copy is written in Riviere’s trademark style, carries his persona, and bears the hallmarks of his editing. It’s evidently a product of Riviere’s intention. However, every word of this collection was generated using GPT-2. 
Unlike more contemporary GPT tools, GPT-2 doesn’t generate entire sentences or paragraphs at once, and isn’t interacted-with via conversation. Instead, it presents the user with an interface where they can input a word, then choose a word to follow it from a list of suggestions – much like predictive text on a smartphone keyboard. To write the poems in Conflicted Copy, Riviere used this interface to select one word at a time, with no pre-formed ideas of how a poem should turn out, and no retroactive editing (Collopy, 2024). Even though each word was suggested by the GPT, the choice to use each one was made intentionally by Riviere – GPT-2’s assembly of the text is therefore mediated by Riviere’s decision-making. With this linear approach, the poem and poet are always moving forwards: the editing happens in tandem with the composition, or rather the composition is the editing of the GPT’s suggestions, just as all human writing is the editing of the language we have access to in our minds. This process is a collaboration between GenAI and human poet, but one where the balance is always in the human poet’s favour. Because the decision-making is entirely Riviere’s, the authorship is entirely Riviere’s by the end of the first draft.
One might argue that, by beginning without pre-conceived intentions for each poem, Riviere is letting the tool determine the course of his writing, and so sacrificing his authorship to it. However, this is not the case. By suggesting words, GPT-2 is suggesting multiple paths the poem can take. By leaving the choice of which path to follow to the poet, GPT-2 allows Riviere to determine the poem’s direction – to develop his intentions as the poem begins to take shape. In this way the GPT is leading, but Riviere is not being led. This process of following-without-being-led, where the writer receives ideas that they actively choose to pursue or disregard, can more accurately be called inspiration.
*
If GenAI tools can be used beneficially by writers, then they must be used in a similarly inspirational capacity, since this is the only way in which GenAI can be used at all (beneficially or otherwise) without diluting an author’s authorship or their work’s originality. Inspiring a writer benefits them in a number of obvious ways: it can be motivational, enjoyable, and can help them avoid recycling ideas from their previous works. Inspiration also has no negative impact on an author’s ability to form authorship – because inspiration necessarily occurs prior to the creative act, it doesn’t interfere with the writer’s assembling of a text. 
Inspiration may alter what an author’s intentions are, or create new intentions which didn’t previously exist, but this doesn’t prevent that author from forming strong authorship when they enact those intentions. We saw in chapter one that in a fully-determined universe, where nobody has free will, humans continue to form intentions and act intentionally regardless of where those intentions have come from. For authorship to form, it’s not the content of the writing which has to be intentional, but the action of the being who is doing the writing. 

INSPIRATION ON DEMAND

Language-producing GenAIs are not the first tools capable of supplying human writers with inspiration. The writing constraints developed by the Oulipo writers would force whoever was using them to avoid certain letters, follow certain rules, or pursue certain styles or moods, thus steering their writing in unexpected directions (Terry, 2019). Like Riviere’s GPT-2, Oulipo techniques reveal new paths that written works might take, and the writer intentionally decides which path to follow. Equally, the ‘Oblique Strategies’ developed by Brian Eno and Peter Schmidt (1975) can encourage writers to pursue originality without overriding their individual intentions. Oblique Strategies is a deck of cards, each containing an ambiguous instruction for the user to follow, such as “Cut a vital connection”, “Decorate, decorate”, or “Try faking it!”. How these instructions are interpreted is determined by their user, who applies the advice to their own practice. 
The Oulipo techniques and Oblique Strategies are both aleatory devices, things which introduce elements of chance into the creative process, forcing writers to be more inventive (and therefore more intentional) as they write. Like GenAIs, aleatory devices may ‘inspire’ writers by making suggestions, or removing some easy options, encouraging them to reformulate their intentions. The Oblique Strategies, which Eno describes as “a device for breaking mental habits” (2021), require users to invent ways of applying the advice to their own practice. Providing an unexpected or unclear instruction, much like applying a creative constraint, prevents writers from taking the path of least resistance, and encourages them to actively consider their options. Therefore, rather than hampering individual writer’s intention-enacting, aleatory techniques can encourage writers to be even more deliberate than they were before, helping them to form stronger authorship bonds and more original texts.
However, not all constraints are equally beneficial. While some function like obstacles, encouraging writers move in different directions, others are like straight-jackets that restrict the writer’s movement altogether, snuffing their intentionality by allowing them only one direction to move in. 
Consider Leigh Mercer’s famous palindrome: “A man, a plan, a canal – Panama!” (1948). The tight constraint of a palindrome is that the finished word or sentence must read the same when reversed. This super-constrained assembly does not occur by enacted intention, but by exercised intelligence. After part of the palindrome is set in place, there are very few options for the palindromist to choose from – if any at all. Completing a palindrome is therefore closer to solving a mathematical equation than to creating literary work: it doesn’t externalise the author’s internal self, or enact any intention beyond that of completing a palindrome. Accordingly, the palindrome is inauthentic and insincere because its writer has been constrained so significantly. 
A computer cannot formulate original authored works, but can easily calculate a palindrome – as demonstrated by the computer scientist Peter Norvig, whose largest computer-generated palindromic sentence is a palindromic 21’012 words long (2016). The greater a constraint is, the less scope the writer has to enact their intentionality, and the more machine-like the writer must become. By turning writers into machines, super-constraints diminish writers’ capacities to be authentic, to write with intentionality, and to form authorship.[footnoteRef:6] [6:  A palindromist would correctly say that a palindrome belongs to them, because it results from their effort. However, they’re unlikely to have formed the bond of authorship we described in chapter two, because the super-constrained palindrome rules curtail their intentions and prevent their own ideas manifesting.] 

Mild constraints[footnoteRef:7] may be useful by forcing writers to re-think their work – they induce inspiration – but a great degree of constraint is greatly limiting to a writer seeking to enact their own intentions. In the words of Oulipo member and mathematician Jaques Roubaud (1998), “a text written according to a constraint describes the constraint” – a constraint may provide inspiration, but it simultaneously infringes on the author’s ability to assemble according to their whims. For poets looking to benefit from working with GenAI – a technology which has the potential to massively override their authorship and saturate their original assemblages with unoriginal generations – avoiding AI-given constraint is important. Fortunately, as we will see, there are ways of using GenAI tools as aleatory tools which provide inspiration without subsequently inhibiting intention. [7:  Milder constraints, e.g. sonnet or haiku form, are aleatory. Here, intention is altered but not suppressed.] 


*

INSPIRATION WITHOUT CONSTRAINT

In Conflicted Copy Riviere writes intentionally, but the scope of his intentionality is moderately curtailed. GPT-2 provides a limited set of words to choose from – a limited set of intentions to enact – at every turn. While Riviere produces works of high quality and strong authorship, this method nonetheless leaves him somewhat at the mercy of GPT-2’s algorithm and LLM.
Today’s language-producing GenAIs, such as ChatGPT-4o[footnoteRef:8], provide entire sentences and paragraphs at once. This gives writers working with ChatGPT more freedom to enact their own intentionality. ChatGPT cannot create, but it can offer inspiration without constraint. Each response it gives to a prompt suggests ways a writer might alter their intentions. Because there are no constraints or rules attached, the author is free to take or disregard whatever they please, and to relate the GenAI’s output to their own practice however they see fit. In this way, the aleatory GenAI is closer to an Oblique Strategy than an Oulipian constraint – the interpretation of the output, the thing that turns it into inspiration, is done in the mind of the human writer, and this inspiration is then enacted or disregarded according solely to the writer’s own intentions.  [8:  Up-to-date at the time of writing.] 

ChatGPT’s responses can provide inspiration without determining how writers turn that inspiration into enacted intention. It doesn’t matter that ChatGPT is an intentionless being – as we established in chapter one, a human can dream real meaning from an artificial sentence, and so ChatGPT-generated outputs can be transformed into meaningful inspirations. For the best ratio of inspiration-to-constraint they can get from a GenAI tool, human poets should engage with GenAIs less like obstacles and more like collaborators. If kept at a distance from the creative process itself, the GenAI can function like a muse, providing human writers with inspirational material without determining how they then enact their own intentions.

THE ARTIFICIAL MUSE

Sasha Stiles describes how autocorrect mistakes can spark ideas in her, “like when salivation becomes salvation, alter altar, or external eternal”. Expanding on this, she writes: “I’m curious if my computer’s writing its own poems, or if this is how the muse visits us these days, down the wire in a blue flash” (2025, p.15). Given that autocorrect is not intention-forming, it would be inaccurate to suggest that it’s “writing” anything at all. However, it’s accurate to liken these unexpected generations, and their effect on Stiles, to the visitations of a muse. After seeing the autocorrected words in unexpected contexts, Stiles begins dreaming new meanings from them – she is deriving inspiration from her phone software’s output. This, I suggest, is always how “the muse” “visits” writers: as a force external to oneself, which plants inspiration within oneself.
	The figure of “the muse” has an extensive history – one which this thesis can only skim the surface of. In Ion, Plato (380BCE) considers where inspiration originates. Speaking through the character of Socrates, Plato argues that inspiration happens in a chain, explaining this using the metaphor of a chain of magnetically-charged rocks, "each of which derive their power of suspension from the original [magnetic] stone". Each poet, he suggests, takes their inspiration from the poets before them, just as each rock draws its magnetism from the rock adjacent to it. If you follow this chain far enough back, you will find the original inspiration-haver – the original magnetic rock, which magnetised the others – whose inspiration must have been divinely-given. Plato argues that "not by art does the poet sing, but by power divine", hypothesising that the original inspiration, which inspired the first ever writer, itself originated from God. 
Plato's conception of a “muse” is limited: he attributes muse status only to human beings. This doesn’t take into account that the world is made entirely of objects and non-human animals which can also function as muses. While poets are often inspired by other poets, inspiration can equally come from sunsets, horses, pylons, or thunderstorms. We don't need to conclude that there's an original prime-inspirer beyond the observable world, or that inspiration is passed solely between poets like magnetism down a chain of rocks: instead we can consider each poet to be their own magnet, with their own sphere of influence, intentionally attracting or repelling the influence of all people and non-people they encounter. 
During the 18th century, a precursor to modern psychology was being developed by philosopher John Locke. Locke conceived of ideas in the mind being joined like strings, and that these strings may be strummed by forces external to oneself, thus explaining inspiration. This notion, C.M. Bowra (1949) suggests, paved the way for Romantic ideas of inspiration. Some Romantics (including Emerson and Shelley) believed that inspiration was the result of madness, of the mind malfunctioning, while others (such as Edward Young) believed it to be a sign of “genius”, of a mind over-performing. Either way, Bowra suggests, many Romantics considered inspiration to be something sparked by an external ‘muse’, but which was ultimately stemming from – created within – the mind.
Importantly for this thesis, the thing which catches the inspired person’s attention, creating the spark of inspiration, is invariably a muse. A muse is anything which inspires, prompting its perceiver to express their internality. Inspiration is in the eye of the beholder. Furthermore, because anything can become a muse, there’s nothing which cannot become a muse, since our thinking and intentionality can be diverted by anything we encounter. Accordingly, all that's required to turn GenAI tools into muses is to approach them like muses, and intentionally extract inspiration from them.
	What does it mean to approach GenAI as a muse? Here we defer to Professor Angie Hobbs (2016), who suggests if we want to understand what inspiration is and how it occurs, it would be more accurate to use ‘muse’ not as a noun, but as a verb. Hobbs defines “musing” as “letting your mind wander… opening yourself up to new influences and new ideas, and not thinking in too structured a way...". When using GenAI as an aleatory device, when musing with GenAI, writers might intentionally ‘open up’ to the ‘influence’ of the AI’s outputs, choosing to find inspiration in them by dreaming meanings from them, and then taking these artificially-seeded ideas and transforming them through intentional word-assembly into original, human-authored texts. When understood and interacted-with in this way, the GenAI tool is not a muse, but more accurately a provider of materials that human writers can muse with.

AI MUSING MAY BE DANGEROUS

When musing with GenAI, there are dangers to be avoided. GenAI tools generate quickly, and don’t require human mental effort to do so. A study conducted by MIT scientists reveals that shifting away from thought-forming cognitive activities (such as researching and writing) to more passive activities (cross-checking AI-generated information) is causing significant cognitive decline in writers who over-use GenAI (Kosmyna et al., 2025). Over four months, one group of participants wrote essays with the assistance of ChatGPT, and another wrote without. Of those who relied on ChatGPT, 83.3% reported not being able to recall what they’d written just minutes after writing it. In addition, brain scans revealed that the group who used ChatGPT had a 47% reduction in brain connectivity – the number of working neurons – by the end of the four month study. 
ChatGPT enabled these writers to write more efficiently by reducing the burden of thought, but in doing so caused their brains to atrophy. Like all muscles, the brain benefits from exercise, and GenAI tools enable writers to avoid that exercise. For writers, GenAI is perhaps analogous to space travel – without the burden of gravity you may feel weightless and free, and able to move in ways which were previously impossible, but if you remain in zero gravity for too long you might find yourself no longer able to move effectively on solid ground.
Using ChatGPT as a substitute for mental effort is akin to avoiding enacting your own intentionality. The cognitive decline that ensues from a reliance on GenAI might also entail an inability to form authorship in the long-term, an inability to be original, or to write authentically and sincerely, even when GenAI tools are not being used. To this end, I state that poets wishing to work with GenAI tools have another imperative reason to ensure they’re writing with intentionality at all times. We’ve seen already that protecting one’s own intentionality is vital to forming authorship, to ensuring that the work is authentic, and to ensuring it’s original – now we see that writers working with GenAI tools should enact their own intentions at all times – never allowing the tool to think for them – in order to prevent a long-term decline in their own writing abilities.

MUSING SHOULD BE ACTIVE

Before GenAI became publicly available, Hobbs (2016) expressed concern that “current technology and current time poverty [are] going to reduce our ability to muse”. The overstimulating pace of the modern world often leaves us without the free time or mental bandwidth required for ideas to emerge and develop unaided. However, GenAI tools offer a solution to this problem by removing the need to wait for ideas to arrive. Rather than waiting for inspiration to strike like lightning, writers musing with GenAI tools have the option of holding out a lightning rod and bringing the inspiration to them. 
The greatest benefit of musing with GenAI is that it provides inspiration without constraint – ideas without rules – which may help writers overcome blocks, discover new directions for their work, and avoid returning to often-repeated images and themes. This might also make the writing process more enjoyable, as the writer is more able to surprise themselves than when they’re relying solely on their own imagination and the familiar stimuli around them. The pitfalls of musing with GenAI – the threats of plagiarism, cliché, nullified authorship, and cognitive decline – only come into effect if writers become lazy, and the GenAI tool is allowed to override their intentionality with its own intentionless generation. 
The participants in MIT’s study used GenAI in a way which made them passive – they outsourced their thinking to the software. Unlike this, musing should be active and intention-led. The human muser must exercise their own intentionality, remaining mindful that the AI muse does not form intentions of its own. All decision making should be done by the writer, and no activity beyond the initial inspiration-generation should be left to the GenAI. To this end, after inspiration has been extracted, the human writer must put the AI muse to one side and begin working solely according to their own intentions. 
Poets working with GenAI should ensure that, as they muse with GenAI’s outputs, they are also intentionally remaking them, using them as starting points to make something new. To muse with GenAI materials does not simply mean to polish them, or to chip away at them, but to rework them so substantially that they no longer resemble what they began as. Only when the finished work bears no trace of its GenAI origins can a writer be sure that they’ve enacted their intentions fully.

In the next chapter we’ll consider in detail how I mused with GenAI tools to produce the poems in the portfolio. We’ll examine how I extracted inspiration from AI-generated material, and how I fine-tuned my prompting process to ensure that the material ChatGPT gave me was maximally inspiring. We’ll then see how I ensured my poems were fully-informed by my own intentions, and therefore ensured they were authentic, sincere, original, non-plagiarised, and entirely human-authored.  


CHAPTER SUMMARY

· Maintaining human intentionality while working with GenAI is essential to forming authorship, authenticity, creating original work, and protecting cognitive function.

· By approaching the GenAI as a provider of materials to muse with, writers turn it into an aleatory device which provides inspiration without constraint.

· Writers musing with GenAI should ensure that all decision-making is done by themselves. This requires putting the GenAI away after it has provided inspiration, so that it cannot stand in the way of the writer’s own intentionality.
























PART TWO
Human poetry from an AI muse

CHAPTER 4 – How To Grow A Poem

Every poem in my portfolio began as an AI-generated draft, and ended as something entirely human-written and human-authored. None of the poems were generated by, or with, GenAI tools, but all of them resulted from GenAI-given inspiration. This chapter covers how I’ve produced poems with my own authorship, which I recognise as extensions of my own internal self, by musing with GenAI tools. As detailed in the previous chapter, I used ChatGPT – and other language-producing GenAIs[footnoteRef:9] – as providers of materials to muse with. These materials came in the form of first drafts, which I repeatedly redrafted until all of the intentionless GenAI content had been expunged and slowly replaced by my own intentional assemblages.  [9:  Early poems experimented with other generative LLMs: Microsoft’s Copilot (Figure 5), Google’s Gemini (Figure 8), and Android predictive text (Figures 6, 7). Because the “musing” process remained the same each time, and altered the AI-generated texts substantially, the specific AI model used to generate the initial draft is inconsequential. ChatGPT eventually became my favoured model out of habit.] 


My practice sits somewhere in-between the approaches of Jhave and Sam Riviere. Riviere’s word-by-word decision-making ensured that his authorship was absolute, as his poems were entirely products of enacted human intentionality. To ensure my poems had human authorship, I made intentional decisions about every word, phrase, image, idea, and poetic form in my portfolio.
Unlike Riviere, who enacted his intentions during each poem’s generation, my approach involved enacting intention after generation. Jhave’s approach of attempting to forge authorship after the text had been generated allowed him to enact his intentionality separately from the machinations of the GenAI, giving him the freedom to make creative decisions without artificially-imposed constraints – even if he didn’t take advantage of this freedom. Similarly in my work, after using ChatGPT to provide a first draft, I put the tool away. In this way, the GenAI provided a starting point for my writing, but couldn’t interfere with the creative work itself. The ‘writing’ of my poems began after the AI-generated drafts had been completed – only when I re-wrote these drafts intentionally, and only when I supplanted ChatGPT’s arbitrary assemblages with my own intentional assemblages, did a bond of authorship form between myself and the poems.
	This re-writing process might seem closer to editing than writing, but I refer to it simply as “writing” because it’s not fundamentally different to any other form of intentional word-arranging – the words came to me from an external source, as words always do, and I changed or re-arranged them according to my own intentions, as all authors in history have done. I’ll now explain in detail how I transformed ChatGPT’s drafts into original poems. 

PRUNING AND REGROWING

Gardening is a form of generative art. Gardeners determine the content and form of their gardens by choosing which seeds to plant and where to plant them, and influence how their plants develop by monitoring, watering, and feeding them. However, while the gardener’s intentions shape the garden, the gardener doesn’t do any of the actual growing. This part of the process, in which the garden generates itself, is out of their control. 
The same is true for poetry. Poets might intentionally pursue particular subjects, tones, forms – whatever appeals to them – but they cannot cause or prevent certain ideas from taking root. Ideas, like seeds, germinate of their own accord. In this analogy, to seek inspiration is to scatter seeds, knowing that many will stay dormant, and that you’ll have no say over which ones begin to grow. You might create the ideal conditions for germination to take place, but this doesn’t guarantee a successful growth. Likewise, some seeds may sprout unexpectedly, in seemingly inhospitable conditions. The role of the poet is not to create or curate ideas, but to tend to them as they emerge, just as a gardener tends to plants – nurturing them until they bloom or fruit, and pruning them if they grow too wild.
Musing with GenAI is akin to purchasing genetically-modified seeds – they may grow more rapidly than organic seeds, and their plants may have less vibrant colours or less sturdy stems, but they are plants nonetheless, and can be made stronger or more colourful if tended-to effectively. 
The specific practice I’ve developed for re-writing GenAI text is best explained with the metaphor of ‘pruning and regrowing’ – just as gardeners might prune the dead shoots from plants, making way for new growths, I’ve cut the most dead-seeming (uninspiring, cliché, boring) lines from my AI-generated drafts and replaced them with my own assemblages, ‘regrowing’ the poem. This process needed to be gradual, and repeated multiple times – I couldn’t cut too much material from the GenAI draft at once, as this would leave nothing for me to muse with, and the whole poem might die. Equally, cutting too little GenAI material left insufficient room for my own intentions and ideas to sprout. With each re-draft more GenAI text was removed, and more human text would grow in its place. In this way, each iteration of the artificially-seeded poems became more organic than the last. 
	The more artificial language I pruned, and the more human poetry I grew in its place, the more alive each poem began to feel, and the more I could recognise my own voice, ideas, and intentions within it. The more re-drafts each poem received – the further I enacted my intentions into it – the more original and authentic it felt, and the stronger the bond of authorship between the poem and myself became.
	One might be tempted to liken this process to the famous Ship of Theseus paradox, in which all parts of a ship are replaced with identical parts, raising the question of whether the resulting ship is a continuation of the same, or an entirely new object (Wasserman, 2007). However, this analogy is not directly applicable. Theseus’ ship has all of its parts replaced with identical parts, arranged into an identical shape, and while the resulting ship may be actually different to the original, it is functionally the same. By contrast, the poems in my portfolio have had all of their AI-generated parts replaced with non-identical, human-written parts, and these parts are arranged in new formations. The final authored poems are both functionally and actually different to their original, unauthored drafts.

UNDOING PLAGIARISM

As well as enabling me to draw inspiration from GenAI material without sacrificing my own intentionality, the process of pruning and regrowing ensured I avoided plagiarising the words of others. While producing A Black Story May Contain Sensitive Content, Lillian-Yvonne Bertram generated poems with a customised version of GPT3, dubbed Warpland 2.0, which was “fine-tuned on a corpus of texts by Gwendolyn Brooks”. In the book’s introduction, Bertram describes how easily ChatGPT plagiarised Brooks without being asked to do so: 
“Given the right prompt, outputs can include trained text verbatim, without quotes, acknowledgment, or citation… There were instances where the model would generate a poem so rich and compelling in its use of language and imagery that I was duly impressed with how well and creatively the LLM functioned. But then, when crosschecking the text by searching for these lines in the original corpus, myself and the model were humbled: they weren’t the poetic hallucinations of a complex model at all—the lines were from Brooks, verbatim, untouched.” (2024, p.8) 
Bertram prevented plagiarism in their book by manually finding and removing it. I didn’t take this approach, feeling that it would be too laborious, and would therefore negate the freedom I was affording myself by deploying an AI muse in the first place. Additionally, the risk of potentially missing an instance of verbatim-copied text seemed too high – the safer option, and more enjoyable option, was to re-write the GenAI’s texts entirely. 
Completely replacing the GenAI drafts with my own original assemblages ensured there was no possibility of accidental plagiarism occurring. Furthermore, this method of negating plagiarism was not laborious or restrictive, since it happened naturally over the course of multiple prunings and regrowings.

PROMPTING IDEAS

Writing about the internet, Lev Manovich argues that the “dominant media” of our age is the database. Navigating databases, Manovich explains, is “distinct from reading a narrative or watching a film or navigating an architectural site” because the experience is non-linear. Each navigator encounters the information in a different order, and forms a different mental image of what the database contains, what the database is (2010). LLMs are databases of language, but unlike traditional databases, the LLM cannot be directly accessed and navigated by users – instead, by ‘chatting’ to the GPT, users prompt the LLM database to navigate itself, and to assemble a narrative of this navigation. This sets one key term of my engagement with the AI muse: the way in which the GPT is prompted determines the tone, quantity, quality, content, and form of what it produces.
By default, ChatGPT poetry feels amateurish and uninspiring. Its images lack specificity, its voice lacks distinctiveness, and its tone evokes a grandness which its ideas do not deliver. As an example, consider this stanza from ChatGPT’s draft ‘Harbor’s Serenade’ (Figure 2), which later became the poem ‘Wight’:
In dockside cafes, laughter softly hums,
An orchestra of voices, rising bright,
The clink of cups, the scent of brewing sums.
Awakening the sleepy port to light.
As well as defaulting to a sing-song rhyme scheme which, without clear purpose, makes the poem feel saccharine, this stanza contains unconvincing metaphors (“an orchestra of voices”), implausible descriptions (“laughter softly hums”), ordinary description (“the clink of cups”), nonsense (“brewing sums”), and imagery which is epic but simultaneously ambiguous, and therefore leaves the reader feeling cold (“awakening the sleepy port to light”). 
Importantly, while there are lots of ways this stanza could be improved, refining it phrase-by-phrase would not be an inspiring or particularly intention-led process. Despite its flaws, this stanza has a coherent deixis. It suggests a familiar scene, with little out-of-place. Because it doesn’t need significant alteration in order to feel ‘finished’ – it needs tweaking, rather than remaking – there’s little room for an editor to enact their own intentions. While I was able to rewrite this into a finished poem which felt independent from its draft, and was fully-aligned with my own intentions, I did find this draft challenging to work with. Even when the ‘dead’ material was pruned away, the remaining material suggested that same harbour scene, and there was nothing within the material that inspired, surprised, or altered the course of my thinking – there was nothing suitable for musing with.
The longer I spent working with AI-generated drafts, the more I learned which prompt-words and phrases produced the most fruitful and muse-able drafts. From these insights, I developed a default template which, from figure 16 onwards, I used some variation of:
“We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of an inventive and surprising poet, known for memorable and striking imagery, and produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft should show your own original flare and bear some of your own ideas. You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. The poem you will draft will explore the following:” [various prompts would go here] “As the poem goes on, introduce your own ideas and setting and themes - do not explain or announce these in the poem, but transition to them seamlessly”
I’ve said previously that the ‘writing’ of my poems only began in earnest after their drafts had been generated. Nonetheless, my writing improved once this prompt template had been developed, because the resulting AI-generated materials were more suitable for enacting my intentions upon. 
Asking ChatGPT to “take on the role” of a poet produced drafts which were significantly less amateurish in tone. Asking chatbots to perform certain roles causes them to emulate the language of people who typically perform those roles. This makes the GenAI’s outputted language more specialised, as it’s drawing on a smaller percentage of its LLM – playing a more relevant language-game – while generating a response (Penn, 2024). Furthermore, asking ChatGPT to provide “original flare and… ideas” ensured that its outputs contained surprises – things I had not requested in my prompt – which were more likely to transform into inspirations. 
By default ChatGPT overuses clichés, and often concludes its poems with heavy-handed messages or ‘points’ (Figures 1, 2, 3, 9). To remedy this, and generate drafts which imposed less meaning, I asked ChatGPT to “speak only using figurative language”, to be “hallucinogenic”, and to “not explain or announce” what occurs in its poems. This resulted in its language becoming less literal and more unexpected, and its poem-deflating summaries disappearing entirely. Sometimes, as a result of this prompt template, ChatGPT would produce images or lines which were entirely nonsensical. I often found these lines easier to prune and re-grow than coherent ones – a coherent line is immediately interpretable, and this curtailed my imagination by pre-imposing a meaning. By contrast, nonsensical lines invite the mind to create new meanings – to develop new intentions – in a similar manner to the Oblique Strategies we encountered in the previous chapter.
The ChatGPT-generated stanza we examined had a coherent deixis: it established a scene, and a number of related images. This draft stood in the way of my own intentionality by doing the ‘work’ of the writing for me – it assembled words in a way which already suggested a meaning, a world, and therefore an intentional being beyond the surface of the text.
After my prompt template was developed, the drafts I received were lacking clearly-established locations, events, or themes, but were still populated with “specific”, and therefore engaging, images and descriptors. Once the drafts had been improved, and my pruning/regrowing process had been consolidated, I began working in a less exploratory and more methodical way – I took drafts which lacked any apparent meaning or deixis, and intentionally created new meanings and deixes while pruning and regrowing. 
From figure 16 onwards, when the draft template came into use, I felt freer from the GenAI drafts, less constrained by them, and better able to enact my intentions without being influenced and therefore creatively compromised. I was creating my own meanings from previously non-meaningful assemblages, rather than trying to enhance pre-existing meanings suggested by the GenAI. As a result, my writing became more instinctive, more playful, and more true to my internal self – this made the poems more original, more sincere, and (in my opinion) more effective. It also made the bond of authorship I felt towards them significantly stronger.






CHAPTER SUMMARY

· An AI-generated text may be transformed into a new, human-authored one through repeated ‘pruning’ of AI-generated material, and ‘regrowing’ of human-authored material in its place.

· Pruning and regrowing must be done gradually, so that ‘musing’ can take place. The process must be repeated many times to ensure highly-original finished poems.

· Substantially pruning and regrowing a text can prevent accidental plagiarism.

· Drafts which avoid vague sentiments, clichés, firmly-established deixes, and heavy-handed meanings or messages, are ideal for pruning and regrowing. They provide specific images to spark inspiration, but do not stifle intentionality by pre-imposing an interpretation or creative direction.





CHAPTER 5 – Evaluation

In my earliest experiments, I hadn’t worked out that keeping the GenAI tool at arms-length gave me a creative advantage. For the first three poems I produced (Figures 1, 2, 3), and occasionally later on (Figures 8, 11), I engaged the AI in back-and-forth conversation, asking it to refine its own drafts, expand on certain ideas, or list relevant words – I was mining for more inspiration. At this stage, I hadn’t realised that inspiration emerges not from the muse itself, but from the friction between the muse and the creator, and that in order to be inspired by the GenAI, all I needed to do was engage intentionally with its draft material. To muse, as Hobbs told us, is to perform an action. As my focus shifted from finding inspiration to making it, the back-and-forth with ChatGPT ceased. I subsequently fell into a two-step routine: prompting the GenAI just once, then repeatedly re-writing the resulting drafts.
	Similarly, at the outset, I hadn’t determined that authorship could be strong or weak, and wasn’t overriding the GenAI-given imagery to a massive extent. My first attempt at musing with GenAI produced the poem ‘Dark Clouds’ – here I’d pruned and re-arranged the GenAI material, but not regrown my own. ‘Dark Clouds’ took the majority of its imagery from ChatGPT, and therefore did not enact my intentions sufficiently enough that I felt authorship towards it, and for this reason it’s been omitted from the portfolio. However, it is included in the appendix, alongside the ChatGPT conversation which produced its draft (Figure 1). 
Every poem in the portfolio is substantially re-written and human-authored. Where odd phrases from the GenAI were kept intact, I was careful to ensure they didn’t form key parts of any poem – either as a percentage of the overall text, or as ideas that were central to the poem’s interpretation. Furthermore, to ensure these GPT-given phrases weren’t undermining my authorship or integrity, I transformed their meanings by intentionally recontextualising them[footnoteRef:10]. For example, ChatGPT’s “the wound a slowly billowing club” (Figure 13) became “the reddening sky, / a slowly-billowing wound” in my poem ‘Window ledge’. The phrase “slowly-billowing” remained intact as the poem was pruned and regrown, but its function within the line was intentionally altered. Where a “slowly billowing club” conjures no image in a reader’s mind, a billowing “sky” immediately suggests clouds. The “wound” ChatGPT suggested is re-framed by the sky – a wound is an opening, a sky is an absence of something solid, and juxtaposing the two invites this comparison. Additionally, likening a wound to a “reddening” sky makes the wound-image more vivid, and the sky depiction more unsettling. Here I’ve kept fragments of AI-generated text, but embellished or mutated their meanings, thereby using them to create original – intentional – images and metaphors.  [10:  As Wittgenstein told us earlier, meaning is context-dependent.] 

Theoretically, re-contextualising GenAI phrases to the extent that they enact my own intentions, as described above, would allow me to produce a poem where each line incorporated AI-generated phrases, but where the total authorship remained mine. In practice, however, this would be laborious, time-consuming, and would restrict my intentionality by functioning like a constraint – continuously attempting to reclaim words or phrases taken from ChatGPT would prevent me from letting my own ideas grow in their place. 
After working with AI-generated drafts for a while, I realised that musing becomes easier, freer, more instinctive, and more rewarding, when the muser distances themselves from the material they’re musing with. This is the reason why, as described previously, I developed a prompt to produce drafts which didn’t impose clear meanings or deixes. Without anything in the material that suggests a finished product, the muser is free to formulate their own intentions, influenced only by the seeds of inspiration they choose to gather and scatter, and by their own impulses. 
My poems came more naturally when they deviated entirely from the form, tone, and subject of their GenAI drafts. One of the final poems I produced, ‘Nobody home’, intentionally explores my own empty flat, how lives can be evoked through a catalogue of objects, and what it means to share a living space. None of this was requested in my initial prompt (for a poem exploring the “material properties [of] silence”), and neither was it present in ChatGPT’s draft (Figure 30). These original, human-intended explorations, emerged organically as the poem was regrown. The further I enacted my intentions, the more relevant the poem became to my own life and my own interests. Importantly, I didn’t decide to turn ChatGPT’s draft into a poem about my flat – this happened naturally, or accidentally, as I sat in my flat pruning and regrowing the text. Forging authorship from the authorless text caused it to resemble my own lived experience.

The poems in my portfolio emerged from – and bear traces of – my own embodied experiences. They often reference weather, and these weathers correspond to the time of year in which the poems were drafted and edited. Poems from winter 2024/2025 (Figures 10-15) are often set at night, featuring darkness and “shadows”, whereas the summer 2024 and 2025 poems (Figures 1-3, 1-29) include significantly more “day”, “sun”, “light”, and so on. Evidently, the seasons have crept into my portfolio.
The poems ‘Evening stretch’, ‘Window ledge’, and ‘Nobody home’, are set respectively in a corn field near my childhood home, a Travelodge in London, and my flat in Dundee – all places I visited proximately to each poem’s composition. I didn’t decide to write about these places, and didn’t ask ChatGPT for drafts about them either, but the places materialised in my poems nonetheless (Figures 9, 13, 30). The unexpected influence that weather and location had on this portfolio demonstrate that my embodied experiences were impacting my intentionality just as much as the GenAI material – rogue muses, unexpected sources of inspiration, were contaminating the experiment and altering the results. 

NOVELTY VERSUS CONSISTENCY

At the outset of this project, I hoped that utilising GenAI might enable me to write poems unlike any I’d written before – its aleatory potential, I thought, might push me in previously-unexplored directions. Instead, reviewing my portfolio, I’ve found that the poems repeatedly deploy similar imagery (skies, eyes, bells), explore similar themes (religion, natural and agricultural spaces, the passage of time), and default to similar forms (sonnets, sequences, and two-line/three-line stanzas).
One thing I observed when sequencing the poems was their frequent returns to religious imagery. The “rosary beads” in ‘Deciduous’, “monks” in ‘Curling’, and the explicitly church-set ‘Tithing’ were all authored within weeks of each other. In the case of ‘Tithing’, Christian images occurred in ChatGPT’s draft because ChatGPT was specifically prompted to describe a church (Figure 15). However, for ‘Deciduous’ and ‘Curling’, the Christian images were neither prompted by myself nor suggested in the AI-generated drafts (Figures 10, 17), and instead emerged from my intentional pruning and regrowing. In all three cases, the intention to deploy this imagery came from myself, and not from the GenAI muse. 
The portfolio also contains many instances of quasi-religious or spiritual imagery. Poems such as ‘The Hum’, ‘Corporate’, and ‘Rang’, end with ambiguous but powerful beams of light, suggesting something epiphanic. In ‘Routine’ and ‘Cumin’, smells were compared to “ghosts” – in both instances, there were no references to ghosts in ChatGPT’s draft (Figures 5, 28). Ghosts, like epiphanic beams, are something more-than-natural, suggesting the existence of life beyond mortal experience. Ghosts are also invoked in ‘Sand Castles’, ‘Gutter’, and the poem ‘Ghost’. 
Furthermore, clouds, skies, and the sun appear in thirteen poems in the portfolio – ‘Wight’, ‘Babble’, ‘Snail generations’, ‘Routine’, ‘Sunny side’, ‘Evening stretch’, ‘Bonfire night’, ‘Window ledge’, ‘Lily’, ‘Spring’, ‘Moonlight Sonata’, ‘Festival campsite’, and ‘Toll’ – in twelve cases, these images were suggested by ChatGPT (Figures 2- 6, 9, 11, 20, 22, 36), with one draft containing sky imagery at the request of my prompt (Figure 13). In two instances, sky imagery appeared in neither my prompt nor ChatGPT’s draft, but still manifested in my finished poem (Figures 24, 33). Being universally-known and continually-impressive, clouds are a poetic cliché, and it’s unsurprising that ChatGPT would deploy them so liberally. Perhaps more surprising is that this clichéd imagery appeared in my pruned and regrown poems, resulting from my own intention-enacting. Could my apparent reliance on clichéd imagery make me no more original than the GenAI – have my attempts to forge authorship and originality failed? Or, does my consistent deployment of sky imagery point to consistently-enacted creative intentions?
While not explicitly divine or more-than-natural, the clouds in my poems are frequently used to invoke something larger-than-oneself – consider “It opens like an eye, / sunlight overflowing a broken cloud” in ‘Wight’, “nameless gravestones / at the foot of the clouds” in ‘Window ledge’, or “the sky had descended to meet us, /  leering closely with its big blue eye” in ‘Spring’. Aside from the obvious associations with heaven, the bigness and ever-changingness of the sky is something I’ve intentionally used to make my subjects seem cosmically small. As with the ghosts, churches, eyes, and beams of light populating my portfolio, these perspective-inducing clouds suggest a dormant religious fixation or spiritual curiosity – which I hadn’t previously recognised – emerging through the process of re-imagining ChatGPT’s drafts. It wasn’t until sequencing the poems for the portfolio, after they’d been written, that I became aware of these recurring themes.
I wasn’t consciously preoccupied with religion while writing these poems, but this doesn’t necessarily constitute a lapse in intentionality. We saw in chapter one how agency has no bearing on authorship, because humans form and act upon intentions whether they do so deliberately or not. Musing returned me to these religious preoccupations naturally – their frequent re-emergence attests to a subconscious fascination within my internal self, and therefore their repetition constitutes an effective enaction of my own intentions through text-assembly. Deliberate or not, these poems are externalisations of my psyche. Seemingly, musing with GenAI enabled me to be even more authentic and original than if I’d decided what my poems should be ‘about’ before writing them. 
The fact that these ideas have recurred so consistently throughout the collection suggests that, even though GenAI gave me “new” inspiration-material to work with, this wasn’t enough to steer me away from my own preoccupations. This might be interpreted as a flaw in the musing process, since musing with GenAI didn’t appear to make my writing more varied or original[footnoteRef:11]. However, it might also be interpreted as a good thing – the GenAI’s influence hasn’t prevented something resembling my own internal self, my own intentionality, from emerging in the portfolio. Because these poems were the products of my authorship, they naturally had all of the idiosyncrasies that my analogue poems might.  [11:  Musing with analogue material would likely lead to the same result, and could therefore be criticised for the same reasons.] 

*
This thesis has demonstrated that writers can use GenAI tools without nullifying their authorship, as long as the GenAI outputs don’t constitute even a small part of their finished texts. However, it hasn’t yet demonstrated how musing with GenAI can benefit creative writers – we’ve seen that inspiration can be derived without GenAI, even when working with an AI-generated text, and we’ve established that once the poet has inspiration, and a draft to edit, the GenAI tool no longer has any function in an authorship-forming writing process. 
Importantly, the AI muse didn’t give me inspiration, but rather I created my own inspiration by engaging with its outputs. This begs two questions. Firstly: can we manufacture inspiration in the same way, and to the same extent, by musing with non-GenAI texts, pruning what we don’t like and regrowing what we do? I see no reason why not. The second question then: since inspiration can be created on-demand by musing with any textual material, what specifically is the value of musing with a GenAI tool?

WRITING LIKE A MACHINE

Musing with GenAI didn’t impact the quality or novelty of my finished poems. The arms-length approach, necessary to keep my authorship intact, required the GenAI having no influence on my final assemblages. However, I found that musing with GenAI brought advantages which were more practical than artistic. The most significant advantage was speed – a draft could be conjured in seconds, and rewriting could begin immediately. 
The GenAI’s efficiency caused a significant increase in the volume of poems I was writing. First drafts were easily replaceable, so when a poem wasn’t evolving into something interesting after one or two re-drafts I felt comfortable discarding it and starting again. The freedom to discard uninspiring drafts made it easier for me to enact my intentions – I could easily pursue things which inspired me, and disregard things which didn’t, without consequence. 
If I’d assembled my first drafts without GenAI, I might have been more precious with them. These discarded drafts might have developed into stronger poems, making it a mistake to discard them – but equally they might not have, making it a mistake to expend further effort on them. Overall, I feel that discarding drafts whose inspirations were not forthcoming entailed a portfolio with fewer ‘duds’ – overwrought poems that feel forced, or don’t quite sing – than it might otherwise have done. Unfortunately, this can’t be proven or disproven.
	Another potential benefit of musing with GenAI – which turned out to be a mixed blessing – only became apparent towards the end of the project. The poems ‘Sand Castles’, ‘Gutter’, and ‘Cumin’ all explore places which have been altered over time. Unlike my religious fixation, which emerged from subconscious intention, this thematic consistency was deliberately and consciously fixed-upon prior to each draft’s generation. The prompt for ‘Sand Castles’ specified “a popular holiday destination such as Blackpool or Margate… which has seen better times” (Figure 25), the prompt for ‘Gutter’ asked for “A walk along a dried-up riverbed… occupying the present and the past simultaneously” (Figure 26), and the prompt for ‘Cumin’ requested an exploration of “[cooking] with cumin… and how [this connects us] to people in the distant past” (Figure 27). As before, each poem’s most interesting ideas and impactful lines emerged from my regrowing of the pruned-back draft. This time however, my intentions were set before each draft was produced, and I pruned and regrew the texts according to pre-conceived intentions.
When the AI-given materials were catered to my interests in the specific moment I chose to write, my rewriting became much more efficient. Because these drafts were attuned to my sensibilities they felt more inspiring, and less constraining, than previous AI-generated drafts. They also needed fewer redrafts before I could recognise my intentions in them. For this reason, editing these deliberately-prompted drafts felt more focussed and efficient than my previous musing. 
However, rewriting these pre-determined drafts also felt less surprising. We’ve seen previously how deviating from AI-generated drafts allowed for more “natural” writing, where I could indulge my whims more intentionally, without being influenced by any specific meanings suggested in the GenAI material. When drafts were prompted according to pre-imposed intentions they suggested meanings to me which I believed to be my own. I therefore had less work to do, less intention to enact, before the poems were ‘mine’. The writing became more efficient, and also less enjoyable. At this late stage of the portfolio, with the end of the PhD looming, I’d begun affording the GenAI tool too much creative license, letting it assemble drafts that were already somewhat attuned to my thoughts, making my job ‘easier’ – less substantial and less rewarding – in exchange for increased productivity. 

WHAT MUSING WITH AI FEELS LIKE

Musing with GenAI was productive – inspiration came reliably, and quickly evolved into human-authored poetry. I’m satisfied that these poems enact my intentions, carry my voice, explore original ideas of my own choosing, and belong to me in an authorial way. However, by the end of the project, I found myself becoming fatigued with producing poems in this way. 
After a long period of continually pushing back against the GenAI’s lack of intention, in order to push my own intentions forwards, I began to feel that the GenAI was standing in the way of what I wanted to write just as often as it facilitated it. When I had no pre-conceived ideas for a poem, musing with GenAI was almost guaranteed to find me some – but when I already had inspiration to pursue, bringing the GenAI tool into play served no purpose, and only created extra steps for me to follow.
Musing with GenAI only felt truly valuable and rewarding when I was beginning from a blank slate – when in a state of ‘writer’s block’ – with no clear and apparent intentions. Disassembling and reassembling its generated texts in a playful manner allowed me to naturally formulate original ideas to pursue.
While the AI muse very reliably provided me with inspiration, I worried that this was slowly making me lazy by allowing me to work less hard when inspiration wasn’t forthcoming. Was I becoming like the participants of the MIT study, whose brains lost their strength from being insufficiently exercised? I don’t believe so, because I was intentionally writing and intentionally creating my own inspiration at all times. However, I suspect that if I continued writing solely by musing with GenAI, my ability to find inspiration in seemingly-uninspiring materials, my patience to improve a draft which isn’t immediately gripping, and even my ability to be organically inspired, would steadily diminish.

I’ve found that GenAI tools can be used effectively by creative writers, and can help them produce works with individual human originality, intentionality, authenticity, and authorship, so long as the writer using the tool is intentional, attentive, and ensures that no intentionless AI-generated material appears in, or has influence over, their finished work.
	I’ve also found that “musing” with GenAI material may be beneficial to a writer. Unlike other texts, GenAI assemblages can be conjured on request, tailored to specific intentions, and easily discarded if the desired inspiration is not forthcoming. The speed and quantity of GenAI drafts made assembling my portfolio easy and instinctive, and I’m satisfied that the resulting poems are a) up to a good standard, and b) artefacts of my enacted intentionality.
As previously mentioned, I abandoned a number of drafts throughout this project – either for being too constraining due to pre-imposed meanings or deixes, or for being too abstract or clichéd, and therefore difficult to conjure inspiration from. I found myself abandoning drafts less often when they’d been prompted intentionally – as in the cases of ‘Snail Generations’ or ‘Cumin’ (Figures 4, 28), where I already had preconceived ideas for the poems before prompting their drafts – but, in these cases, what value did the GenAI drafts bring? They were dictated by my own ideas, and contained little to inspire that wouldn’t also exist in a draft written by myself. 
There were instances where the GenAI drafts surprised and inspired me – or rather, I surprised myself by re-formulating them into something I hadn’t previously intended, as was the case when a draft about the properties of “silence” turned into the poem ‘Nobody home’, a study of my flat. This exemplifies how musing with GenAI materials successfully conjured poems which wouldn’t have existed otherwise – but equally, it exemplifies how the material starting points of my poems were arbitrary. My subconscious mind wanted to write about my surroundings, and I likely would have written a similar poem by pruning and regrowing a newspaper article or a cereal box instead.
The allure of the AI muse is the promise of inspiration on demand. In reality, it only provides inspiration if you actively look to be inspired by it. In this way it's useful, but not uniquely so. If you want to write about a dog, you might make a dog your muse. Failing that, you might muse with a book about a dog, a picture of a dog, or a memory of a dog – like all artists have done since the beginnings of all art, you select your materials and begin to create with them. The only advantage of musing with GenAI, as I see it, is that it brings the materials to you. In the age of the internet, where images and articles are already just seconds away, I don’t see this as a significant advantage. While it’s possible to use GenAI well – to artificially increase productivity without entailing weak authorship – there’s no real reason to. 

With this thesis, I’ve attempted to make AI-generation compatible with human creativity and human authorship. Instead of achieving this aim, I believe I’ve demonstrated exactly why it’s not compatible – so many caveats must be made, and steps followed, for GenAI to be used without negating its user’s own intentionality, that the tool eventually becomes a burden. Rather than working with GenAI, I frequently found myself pushing against it. GenAI drafts have many shortcomings, all resulting from the tool’s lack of intentionality, and I consistently strained my own intentionality to make up for these shortcomings. I’d hoped that the AI muse would provide inspiration without constraint, but eventually I realised that the nature of its authorless text, which needed to be rewrought in order for authorship to emerge, was itself a significant constraint to be contended with, which inhibited my ability to enact intentions freely.
The method of pruning and regrowing developed in this project is something I will retain, as it reliably allowed me to sidestep writer’s block by facilitating inspiration. However, I won’t continue to apply it to AI-generated drafts in my own practice – not because this didn’t work, but because it wasn’t a significant improvement on musing and writing without GenAI. I don’t want to lose a grip on analogue poem-writing, and I want to keep space in my mind for organic inspiration to occur. I believe that taking things slowly is key to keeping them fun, and that fun is conducive to good poetry. 
I also believe that, since human authors are organic, and inefficient, human poetry can afford to be equally organic, and equally inefficient. As we established early in the thesis, a poem which has been ‘authored’ is a poem which resembles something of its author. As we’ve learned since, a poem also resembles the process which brought it into being. A human poem, which expresses human ideas from a human mind, should therefore be produced in a human-like manner, and by human-like methods. The easiest way to achieve this is to not involve any non-human material at all.





CHAPTER SUMMARY

· Musing with GenAI did not make my poems any more or less novel, because I did not let the GenAI override my intentionality.

· Musing with GenAI was efficient, effectively enabling me to side-step writer’s block by giving me a shortcut to inspiration. This allowed me to produce a large number of poems within a short space of time.

· However, writing in this way was tiring. Producing inspiration in a machine-like manner was less enjoyable than finding it naturally, and writing poems from machine-induced inspiration felt less rewarding.



Notes 

Parts of Chapter 1 and Chapter 2 were previously published in an essay ‘How Human-Generated Poetry Can Survive AI’, Magma, Issue 92: ‘Ownership’, June 2025.

A number of the portfolio’s poems have been published, or are forthcoming, in the following journals and magazines:
· ‘Snail Generations’ was published by DATABLEED, in August 2025. 
· ‘Newbuilds’ was published in Poetry Ireland Review, issue 146, September 2025.
· ‘Sunny side’ was published in Wet Grain, issue 6, September 2025.
· ‘Fishing for barrels’ was published in Poetry Birmingham Literary Journal, issue 11 digital content, December 2025.
· ‘Nobody home’ was published online by Poetry London, January 2026.
· ‘Ghost’ is forthcoming in the anthology Lineage II, published by Oblique House.
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Appendix

This appendix contains transcripts of conversations with various AI chatbots. The purpose of each of these conversations was to generate draft materials, from which inspiration could be extracted, which were subsequently revised to form of the poems in my portfolio. 

Each transcript covers the entire involvement an AI system had in the drafting of an individual poem. Where necessary, further context has been added in italicised bold text.

The index is organised in chronological order of when each poem draft was generated. 
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Figure 1 – ‘Dark Clouds’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-3.5. Following this transcript, the finished poem can be read.

Human 
You are the poet William Carlos Williams. Please write a short, sharp and lucid original poem with the title "medium cool"

ChatGPT
In the midst of life's heated sway,
Medium cool, we find our way.
Between the blaze and icy stare,
We navigate, with steady care.

Neither burning bright nor freezing cold,
In this balance, stories are told.
Through the smoke and through the mist,
We persist, in this delicate twist.

Medium cool, where contrasts meet,
In the heart's rhythm, steady beat.
Amidst the chaos, we endure,
Finding calm, steadfast and sure.

Human 
Please recite one of your poems

ChatGPT
Sure, here's one of my poems, titled "The Red Wheelbarrow":

    So much depends
    upon

    a red wheel
    barrow

    glazed with rain
    water

    beside the white
    chickens.

It's a simple yet vivid snapshot of everyday life, capturing the beauty in the mundane.

Human 
Great! Can you explain how this poem works, how it creates a feeling?

ChatGPT
"The Red Wheelbarrow" is a prime example of imagist poetry, a movement in early 20th-century literature that aimed to convey a vivid image or moment without excessive explanation or sentimentality. Here's how this poem works and creates a feeling:
· Sensory Imagery: The poem immediately appeals to the senses with its vivid imagery. We can see the "red wheelbarrow," feel the texture of the "glazed rainwater," and hear the soft clucking of the "white chickens." This sensory detail draws readers into the scene, creating a sense of presence and immediacy.
· Conciseness: The poem is incredibly concise, with only 16 words divided into four short lines. This brevity forces readers to focus intensely on each word and image, heightening their impact and creating a feeling of concentration or intensity.
· Suggestive Language: Despite its brevity, the poem suggests a larger narrative or meaning without explicitly stating it. The phrase "so much depends upon" implies that there is significance beyond the literal objects described. This ambiguity invites readers to interpret the poem in their own way, creating a feeling of curiosity or intrigue.
· Symbolism: While the poem describes a seemingly ordinary scene—a red wheelbarrow and some chickens—it also carries symbolic weight. The wheelbarrow, associated with labor and practicality, may symbolize the importance of everyday tasks or the resilience of the human spirit. The contrast between the vibrant red of the wheelbarrow and the purity of the white chickens could evoke themes of contrast or balance.
· Rhythm and Sound: Despite its lack of traditional rhyme or meter, the poem has a musical quality created by its rhythmic structure and careful word choice. The repetition of the "w" sound in "wheel," "water," and "white" creates a soothing, almost hypnotic effect, contributing to the poem's overall feeling of tranquility or contemplation.
Overall, "The Red Wheelbarrow" achieves its impact through its vivid imagery, concise language, suggestive symbolism, and careful attention to rhythm and sound, creating a feeling of quiet beauty and profound significance within the simplicity of everyday life.

Human 
Thanks William! Using the features you've described, write another poem similar to The Red Wheelbarrow, which is equally as concise, suggestive, and symbolically rich. Use the same two-line stanza structure, and no rhyme scheme or punctuation

ChatGPT
In the quiet of the forest,
A solitary oak stretches,
Its branches embracing the sky,
As time weaves through its roots.

Beneath the neon city lights,
A gardener tends to stars,
Pruning galaxies with care,
In a celestial garden of dreams.

In the desert's arid expanse,
Cacti dance with mirages,
Their spines swaying to an invisible tune,
As sands whisper secrets to the wind.

Amidst the dusk's embrace,
A lone lighthouse stands,
Guiding lost souls home,
With its steadfast glow.

In the bustling city square,
A saxophone serenades pigeons,
Their feathers ruffling to the jazz,
As concrete pulses with rhythm.

Each image a world unto itself,
Yet together they intertwine,
Weaving a tapestry of existence,
In the grand symphony of life.

Human 
Thank you, that's brilliant

ChatGPT
You're very welcome! I'm glad you enjoyed it. If you have any more requests or if there's anything else I can assist you with, just let me know!

Human 
Can you generate another poem in the same way?

ChatGPT
Of course! Here's another poem following a similar style:

Amidst the misty moors,
A lone cottage stands,
Its thatched roof weathered with time,
As memories linger in the fog.

Beneath the ancient oak's shade,
A storyteller weaves tales,
His voice a melody of ages past,
Echoing through the whispering leaves.

In the harbor's tranquil embrace,
A fishing boat rests at anchor,
Its hull painted with tales of the sea,
As seagulls dance on salty winds.

In the quiet of the library's aisles,
A book awaits eager hands,
Its pages holding worlds untold,
As readers journey through boundless realms.

In the heart of the bustling market,
A street performer captivates crowds,
His music a symphony of life's rhythms,
As laughter and chatter fill the air.

Each scene a vignette of existence,
Yet together they harmonize,
Creating a mosaic of human experience,
In the intricate dance of time.

Human
Again! but more strange

ChatGPT
In the abandoned carnival's decay,
A carousel spins in silence,
Its painted horses frozen mid-gallop,
As laughter echoes from forgotten years.
Beneath the moonlit cemetery's stones,
A ghostly ballroom hosts spectral waltzes,
Its phantom dancers twirl in ethereal embrace, 
As shadows dance with the echoes of the past.

In the attic's dusty corners,
A forgotten marionette waits,
Its wooden limbs yearning for movement,
As cobwebs weave tales of neglect.

In the depths of the forgotten cave,
A bioluminescent creature glows,
Its iridescent form casting eerie light,
As whispers drift through ancient stalactites.

In the abandoned asylum's halls,
A haunting melody fills the air,
Its notes played by unseen fingers,
As madness weaves through crumbling walls.

Each scene a surreal vignette,
Yet together they intertwine,
Weaving a tapestry of the uncanny,
In the labyrinthine corridors of the mind.

Human
Again, but this time thinking ecologically, and with a slightly melancholic tone

ChatGPT
In the scorched remnants of the rainforest,
A lone sapling struggles to rise,
Its fragile leaves whispering of lost biodiversity,
As echoes of vibrant life fade into silence.

Beneath the polluted waters of the river,
A solitary fish gasps for breath,
Its scales stained with toxins,
As the once-teeming ecosystem succumbs to decay.

In the shadow of the melting glacier,
A polar bear searches for disappearing ice,
Its hunger mirroring the desperation of a changing world,
As the delicate balance of nature teeters on the brink.

In the barren fields of the farmland,
A lone bee struggles to pollinate,
Its buzz drowned out by the silence of vanishing habitats,
As monoculture erases diversity from the landscape.

In the quiet of the urban park,
A wilted flower droops its petals,
Its beauty fading under the weight of pollution and neglect,
As the natural world mourns its shrinking domains.

Each scene a lament for what once was,
Yet together they speak of resilience,
In the face of human folly and neglect,
As nature persists, wounded but not defeated.

Human
Remember that you are the poet William Carlos Williams, keep your focus on small scenes and focus on objects and moments. 

ChatGPT
In the cracked earth of the parched riverbed,
A lone sunflower wilts,
Its drooping petals whispering of thirst unquenched,
As the river's song fades into silence.

Beneath the canopy of the dwindling forest,
A fallen leaf decomposes,
Its fading hues a testament to seasons lost,
As the echo of birdsong grows fainter.

In the shadow of the smog-covered cityscape,
A dandelion struggles to bloom,
Its fragile seeds carried on polluted winds,
As the scent of wildflowers fades from memory.

In the corner of the polluted shoreline,
A discarded plastic bottle lies,
Its once-clear form now clouded with decay,
As the waves mourn the absence of clean shores.

In the heart of the urban garden,
A butterfly rests on wilted petals,
Its delicate wings stained with urban grime,
As the world weeps for its fading beauty.

Each scene a testament to ecological decline,
Yet within these small moments lies hope,
For even in the face of devastation,
Nature's resilience persists, awaiting renewal.

Dark Clouds
Condensations of ChatGPT-generated material.

I.
In the city’s glowing neon a gardener tends to stars, 
pruning galaxies of warmly glowing bulbs.

II.
Saxophone coos serenade the pigeons,
their dumb wings clapping in the bustling square.

III.
[bookmark: _Hlk176265279]Gull-like, the lighthouse hunches in the wind.
Its searchlight turns, curdling the fog.

IV.
A lone oak stretches in quiet, still woods. 	
Its skin cracks – its trunk creaks like dried leather.	
				
V.
[bookmark: _Hlk176265349]Mist bleeds through the moors. A weathered hut falls open, 
its roof mouth-wide and wordless. Sky touches the floor.

VI.
A fishing boat plucks up its anchor. 
Gulls circle the plughole, lapping quietly.

VII.
A carousel unspools, its innards thunking,
its speared horses stuck mid-bounce.



VIII.
Moonlight smacks the graves, scattering shadows.
The moon glides over, then sinks below the ground.    

IX.
In the dark cave-belly, a bioluminescent glow,
humming soft light over toothy stalactites.

X.
Fire breezes through the trees, an aurora.
The tree stumps are charcoaled, retaining its warmth.

XI.

The glacier melts away, deep blue draining into light.
A white bear collapses, unsupported, a falling shelf.
The glacier’s melting shadow, deep blue, draining away.
XII.
Corn slapping corn. Bright wind rattle-snakes the sheafs.
A bee stumbles by, its buzz folded into the corn crackle. 

XIII.
In the garden corner, a cold petunia thaws, its petals
a grey confetti, drooping litter, shrunk out of existence.



Figure 2 – ‘Wight’

Extract of conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-3.5. ChatGPT is asked by the human, after lengthy discussion of the properties of a sonnet and an aubade, to generate its own aubade. 




Human
Generate a brand new poem in this style. Introduce new images, new musical tricks, new techniques. Keep the same poetic persona but a different location. The new sonnet must be an aubade, and must contain no imagery of broken or derelict things

ChatGPT

Aubade: Harbor's Serenade
Amidst the harbor's lapping, gentle sway,
Seagulls cry, their wings a whispered dance,
Salt spray mingles with the dawn's first ray,
As ships prepare for morning's swift advance.

In dockside cafes, laughter softly hums,
An orchestra of voices, rising bright,
The clink of cups, the scent of brewing sums.
Awakening the sleepy port to light.
Amidst the boats, the fishermen prepare,
Their nets a web, cast wide to greet the day,
The ocean's depths, a silent, secret lair,
Yield treasures as the morning finds its way.

In harbor's embrace, whispers softly play,
Found in the dawning of a new day's sway.


Figure 3 – ‘Babble’

This follows-on from the same discussion with ChatGPT-3.5, regarding sonnets and aubades, that generated the draft materials used for ‘Old Harbour’.


Human
Again!

ChatGPT
Aubade: Mountain Morning

Amidst the mountains' craggy silhouette,
Birds awaken to the sun's first gleam,
The air is crisp, with hints of pine and wet,
As morning light unravels from its dream.

In meadows green, the dew-kissed grasses sway,
A symphony of rustling fills the air,
The scent of earth and wildflowers at play,
As nature wakes from night's celestial lair.

Amidst the peaks, the rivers swiftly flow,
Their currents carving pathways through the stone,
Each ripple sings a song of ebb and flow,
As dawn's embrace transforms the world to known.

In mountain's hold, whispers softly thrive,
Found in the dawning of a new day's drive.


Figure 4 – ‘Snail Generations’ + ‘Byproduct’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT 4o. Lines in italics indicate original text written by the human poet, recited by the GPT.

Human
Please write a sonnet about the life of a snail in a snail farm, using detailed and specific information about the snail-farming process. Begin at the end of autumn, when the snails are moved into the laying room, explore the summer when they are let outside, and finish with the snails being killed and turned into goods. Use evocative language, make the reader empathetic to the snails, but without being soppy. Use figurative language - make the scenes feel vivid and heightened and strange. Do not explain what is occurring, or describe anything in factual terms. Begin with the line "In the humid garden rain starts to fall."

ChatGPT
The Snail’s Lament
In the humid garden rain starts to fall,
Beneath dim skies, they stir from twilight’s spell,
These fragile hosts of time, both weak and small,
Their silver trails like echoes in a shell.
From autumn's touch they’re drawn to dim-lit halls,
Where damp earth swells with dreams of fertile clay,
In silent rooms, the walls await their calls,
As each soft life prepares to gently lay.
But summer’s fire breaks through the door of night,
And pulls them out to taste the wild air’s sting,
Where green turns gold beneath the amber light,
And quiet deaths are born in blossoming.
The harvest comes; in cold, they meet their rest,
To turn to wares that serve a stranger's quest.

Human
Write this again with no vague or non-specific words, such as "dreams" or "twilight" or "echoes". Replace these with specific nouns, unusal [sic] objects or textures. Use sensory qualities to evoke the action too - what do the snails smell or hear, and how is the world experienced at their scale and with their sensory equipment?
ChatGPT
The Snail’s Cycle
In the humid garden, rain starts to fall,
A peppery musk thickens the damp air,
The snails awake, their shells a brittle wall,
Dragging wet bellies through the soil's glare.
Cold hands move them to wooden crates lined tight,
Where moist dirt smells of rot and crushed oak leaves,
In rooms where copper hums through muted light,
They press their flesh to earth, the body heaves.
Then summer’s blaze breaks in with sulfur heat,
And snails slide out to fields of clover green,
Where sharp grass cuts and sunburns tender feet,
The noise of insects thrum the heavy scene.
But death arrives as salt winds chill the air,
They’re plucked from life to face a chef's cruel care.

Human
Thank you for your help so far! Here's a new task: Write a sonnet about the cyclical snail farming process, and how snails' bodies and shells are reprocessed into various commercial goods. As before, transition from spring through to summer while the snails are growing, and then into autumn when the harvesting begins. Do not describe or explain these transitions. Focus on evoking the space - the sights, sounds, and unusual textures - and exploring the snail-processing in surprising ways. Use figurative language and unlikely metaphors. Begin with the line "And the flowers duck back into their shells"


ChatGPT
The Snail's Return

And the flowers duck back into their shells,
As snails stretch out beneath a sunburned sky,
Their spiraled homes, like ancient temple bells,
Ring silent hymns while still they crawl and try.
In growing light, they drink the morning dew,
Their soft trails glisten on the ragged leaves,
The scent of moss and rusted metal brew,
As bodies swell where tender foliage cleaves.
Then comes the fall, when every coil and twist,
Is peeled from life, each thread pulled taut and thin,
The shells crushed down to dust, a pearl-gray mist,
That coats the hands of those who harvest skin.
They’re spun to silk, to balm, to gleaming lace,
Their lives dissolve into another’s grace.

Human

Thank you! Here's a new task: 

Write a sonnet about snails on a snail farm. In summer they are released into a garden to eat and get big. In autumn they are taken inside, and through various sinister processes they are killed and turned into edible goods and beauty products. Think about the fruitfulness of the garden, and the fact that so much of the world is edible, in contrast with the scary or uneasy prospect of being eaten yourself. Think about "usefulness", and how we value life for what it gives to us when we consume it. Do not describe or explain these ideas - use indirect figurative language, metaphor, and sensory evokations to explore these ideas. The more specific and surprising images and sounds you can include the better. Begin with the line "And the hooded snails greet the silent light,"


ChatGPT
The Snail’s Offering

And the hooded snails greet the silent light,
Where morning's breath smells sweet with basil's green,
They slide through dampened beds of summer's bite,
On leaves that taste of lime and tangerine.
Beneath the fig, the earth is plump and wet,
With milky bulbs that bulge and split their skins,
And snails feast well, their silver trails are set,
As swollen bodies thrum with life that spins.
But come the fall, when hands pluck shells like fruit,
Their slow hearts still, in rooms of stainless steel,
Where tender flesh is ground to paste, the brute
And quiet work of making life a meal.
From shell to cream, from slime to silk they part,
Their final gift—a balm for tender hearts.



Human
Great thank you! Your next task is to write another sonnet in the same style, using the same techniques and explanding [sic] on similar themes in slightly different ways. The new sonnet should be an account of what happens to the snails in the workshop after they have been killed: what are their bodies processed into, and how? Be surprising and bizarre, but also stick to the facts you know about snail farming and snail products. As ever, use rhetorical and figurative language, think about sounds and textures and metaphors. Begin with the lines: "Their flesh is ground, well-tilled into paste, / sown with mustard seeds.". End with new snails beginning to hatch from snail eggs, which have been incubated "under the white light of a caustic bulb"


ChatGPT
The Snail’s Rebirth

Their flesh is ground, well-tilled into paste,
Sown with mustard seeds, a fragrant sting,
In copper vats, where slow hands knead and taste,
The softened yield that summer’s harvest brings.
The shells are crushed, like bones beneath the wheel,
And sifted down to powder fine as ash,
That drifts through sterile air, the final seal
On each small life, now turned to beauty's cache.
The slime is skimmed, a slick and gleaming thread,
Spun into creams that slip on velvet skin,
A gloss of youth, from what was once a head,
Now locked in jars, a glimmered porcelain.
Yet life returns, in shells of polished gold,
Under the white light of a caustic bulb.

Human

Great thank you! Your next task is to write another sonnet in the same style, using the same techniques and images, but to create different metaphors and explore different themes. The new sonnet should be an account of what happens to baby snails in a hatchery, as they're nurtured and aged, before they achieve adulthood and get taken to the shed to eat cereal. Be surprising and bizarre, but also stick to the facts you know about snail development and care. As ever, use rhetorical and figurative language, think about sounds and textures and metaphors. Begin with the line: "Open, by the light of a caustic bulb", and end with an image of the sun that draws a parallel and a distinction between a lightbulb in a dark room and a sun in an otherwise dark sky

ChatGPT
The Snail Hatchery

Open, by the light of a caustic bulb,
Their shells unfold like secrets trapped in stone,
Soft bodies curl, each no bigger than pulp,
In trays of earth where copper wires hum low.
They inch through grains of dust and pearled dew,
As hands drift over, watching tiny skins,
While water drips, like whispering mildew,
And soil pulls tight around their newfound limbs.
Time stretches, and they swell with fevered growth,
Their mouths gnaw plastic leaves, their hunger bright,
Till one cool dawn, with wrinkled shells like cloth,
They're led to feast beneath the shed’s dim light.
Here wheat and barley crack like brittle glass,
And yet the sun, a brighter fire, will pass.

Human
Thank you! Continue the story of these snails in another sonnet, beginning with the line "The sun pressing through the roof of the world". The snails, now that they're mature, are bundled and taken into a feeding shed where they roam freely over trays and the floor, eating leaves and cereal, writhing over each other. Please evoke this space vividly and strangely, using figurative language and unlikely but convincing metaphors. Bring the bizarre sounds and smells of this alien environment into the poem. Do not describe or explain anything that is occurring. 

ChatGPT
The Feeding Shed

The sun pressing through the roof of the world,
Turns yellow beams to waxen blades of light,
That stretch and bend through rafters, cracked and curled,
As snails move slow, like oil in the night.
They writhe in heaps, soft bodies thick with grain,
A rustling sea that slaps and splits like mud,
Their shells knock glassy sounds, a dull refrain,
While leaves decay beneath their endless flood.
The air is sharp with yeast and bitter dust,
The scent of green gone brown, of crops half-dead,
As snails feed fast, their mouths a hungry crust,
And soil grows slick where once the trays had bled.
Each movement hums, like stones rubbed raw and bright,
In this dim room of bread and watered light.

Human
Thank you - write another sonnet about farm snails enjoying the delights of a garden in the summer. There should be a creeping sense of unease, with images becoming more strange and the language used to evoke them increasingly disturbing as the poem develops. The garden should be idyllic and Eden-like, in contrast to the increasingly unsettling (but NOT overtly scary) depiction of it. Do not explain anything explicitly, creating these effects through figurative language, evocation of sensory qualities, striking and unexpected imagery, and metaphor. Begin with the line "Melting into the mulch and vanishing"

ChatGPT
The Summer Garden

Melting into the mulch and vanishing,
The snails leave threads of light upon the ground,
Where lavender and thyme begin to cling,
And berries bloom with sweetness, overripe and round.
The air hums soft, a golden, heavy sound,
As petals droop like silk in sticky heat,
The grass grows thick, enfolding every mound,
And snails slide slow, their hunger sweet and neat.
But deeper in the leaves, the shadows swell,
The scent of roses sharpens to a bruise,
While fruit, once tender, splits to something fell,
A ripened flesh the soil cannot refuse.
The snails grow fat, the ground beneath them sours,
And vines twist tight as daylight drains the hours.

Human
Great! Please continue this in another sonnet, where the snails are taken into a shed for harvesting, turned into various products. Give us detail about the contraptions used, and make them feel cold and mechanical. Make the environment hostile, one of destruction, but be apathetic towards this. Have a factual tone, with precise but evocative imagery. Do not explain things, but hover momentarily on certain details. Use figurative language, and weave in extended metaphors of destruction, harvesting, reaping and extraction. Begin with the line "The air stills. The sky and the land are void," and end with the line "dull materials, drained of all value", where the 'dull materials' refers to the bodies and shells of the processed snails.

ChatGPT
The air stills. The sky and the land are void,
As snails are plucked from earth, their shells still damp,
And hands move quick, with gestures cold, devoid,
Of mercy, scraping flesh from bark and ramp.
Inside the shed, steel jaws await the catch,
Sharp gears and grinders hum with slow intent,
A row of blades, each geared to carve and snatch,
Through twisting coils, as tender skin is spent.
The shells are cracked like bones beneath a fist,
Peeled down to dust that shivers on the floor,
While slime is pressed through sieves of wire, kissed
By sterile light, then drained and sealed in store.
The work is done; the shells left pale and cruel,
Dull materials, drained of all value.

Human
Write a new sonnet in which newly-bred snails are released into a feeding shed. They fight for cereal, grow big and strong, and are then released again into a garden where they can eat even more. Do not explain the action of this sonnet, conveying only glimmers of it through figurative language and sensory depiction. Use metaphors of garbage, treat the snails as commodities, weird alien subjects, akin to vermin but also akin to precious silver. Make them mysterious and offputting. Begin with the line "Dull materials drained of all value". End on an image or metaphor that suggests, but doesn't explicitly state, the inevitability of all that is valuable eventually becoming trash and waste material.

ChatGPT
The Snails' Return

Dull materials drained of all value,
Are poured like sludge into the feeding shed,
Where silver bodies writhe and smear their hue,
Across the floor, in search of what is fed.*
They gnash and twist, in frenzy over crumbs,
A mass of flesh that slithers, swollen, tight,
Their shells like twisted coins in heaps and sums,
Each life a gleaming speck in sterile light.
Then out again, to gardens ripe with spoil,
They spill like molten metal on the green,
Consuming all, their hunger thick with oil,
A creeping tide that stains what once was clean.
Yet even now, as they devour the feast,
The scent of rot foretells the coming waste.

Human
Write another sonnet that transitions from the autumn harvest of snails, through the winter processing and packaging of snail products, and ends with a faint glimmer of hope as spring arrives and the next wave of farmed snails begins to hatch. Use figurative language, unexpected (inappropriate) and highly-specific imagery, and metaphor to convey this transition - so not explain anything explicitly! Begin with the line "Like autumn leaves decaying on the vine."

ChatGPT
The Snail’s Cycle

Like autumn leaves decaying on the vine,
The snails are gathered, brittle, cold, and frail,
Their shells like husks, now cracked in time's design,
And bodies scraped from earth's unyielding trail.
In winter’s grasp, they meet the metal's edge,
Where gears and knives reduce them to a paste,
Packed tight in jars, each labeled, sealed, and pledged,
To shelves where polished goods replace the waste.
But somewhere deep within the shed’s cool dark,
A hum of life stirs soft beneath the soil,
As under lights too harsh, new hatchlings spark,
Their shells like splinters, brittle from the toil.
And as the cold recedes, a tender sign,
The spring returns, with hunger on the line.

Human
Write another sonnet about the cycle of snail farming, recounting the same process of feeding in the feeding shed, fattening in the garden, then harvesting back in the cold processing room. Do not explain the action, or dwell on details covered by previous poems. Use figurative language, metaphor and simile to explore the snails' unawareness of their predicament - paint them as oblivious to the snails which have been farmed there before them, falsely feeling free. Make them tragic and hubristic. Begin with the line "A generation with no memory". Use surprising and startling imagery 

ChatGPT
The Snails' Hubris

A generation with no memory,
They slide through fields like kings upon the earth,
Unknowing of the ones who came to be,
And vanished, mere echoes of their birth.
In feeding sheds, they feast on grains like gold,
Their bodies swell, each one a living pearl,
Oblivious to the dark, the stories told,
By soil stained with the shells that used to whirl.
Released again, they roam the garden's sprawl,
As though the world were endless, theirs to claim,
But autumn waits, and in the harvest hall,
The knives will carve their grandeur into shame.
They cannot see the cycle's cruel decree,
Their freedom just a shadow of the free.

Human
Please write another sonnet, continuing from this one. Begin with the line "The snails retreat into their compact whorls". Explore the snails' movements within the confines of their shells, the confines of the snail farm, and the confines of a finite lifetime. The "action" of the poem involves the snails being collected or harvested one by one from the garden and taken inside. Do not describe or explain this action, just create a suggestion of it through figurative language and metaphor. Use surprising and fresh words. 

ChatGPT
The Snails' Retreat

The snails retreat into their compact whorls,
Each spiral folding inward, tight and still,
A slow retreat from light, their fragile curls
Like secrets pressed against the farmer's will.
They tuck their soft flesh deep in polished coils,
Safe from the skies, they dream of endless green,
Yet hands move through the leaves, a quiet toil,
Plucking their homes like fruit that’s never seen.
The shells clink softly in the darkened air,
A sound of brittle glass against the night,
As one by one they vanish, unaware
Of hands that lift them, swift and out of sight.
Bound by their spiral walls, they cannot see
That time turns tight, and nothing can stay free.

Human
Write another sonnet in which the snails, now harvested, are taken into the shed to be dismantled and made into products. Using figurative and evocative language, as well as metaphor and suggestive imagery, give us a more vivid picture of the humans farming the snails. Consider whether they are god-like, in control of life and death, or whether they too are oblivious of their own finite lifespans in a similar way to the snails. Begin with the line "The world turns its face away from the light." End with the line "The snails manouvre [sic] their fragile cages".

ChatGPT
The Snail Farmers

The world turns its face away from the light,
As snails are gathered into waiting hands,
The farmers, blind to their own coming night,
Move like gods across the darkened lands.
Their fingers deft, they pluck the fragile flesh,
And shells that once were homes become mere bone,
Each crack of life dissolved to something fresh,
That’s bottled, sold, as if it were their own.
Yet even gods have limits to their reign—
The grind of years erodes their power, too,
And while they work, their bodies slowly wane,
The lines upon their faces creeping through.
Inside the shed, with neither hope nor rage,
The snails maneuver their fragile cage.



Figure 5 – ‘Routine’ 

Conversation with Microsoft’s Copilot GPT. Text in italics, when attributed to Copilot GPT, is a repetition of text originally written without any AI

Human

The birds wake up the birds,
their screeching escalating
as I fade into the room,
woken by sunlight
hours before the day arrives.
I’ll begin here if I have to.
The coffee and the shower 
both fill my head with steam.

Please continue this poem in the same style, using only figurative language. Do not explain where things are or what is taking place.

Copilot
The birds wake up the birds,
their screeching escalating
as I fade into the room,
woken by sunlight
hours before the day arrives.
I’ll begin here if I have to.
The coffee and the shower 
both fill my head with steam.

The floorboards creak, a whisper
under my bare feet,
a symphony of morning sounds
collecting like dew on blades of grass.
The kettle's hum harmonizes
with the distant hum of traffic,
a low, persistent drone
that pulses like a heartbeat
beneath the city's skin.

Through the window, the sky
yawns in shades of blue and pink,
stretching its limbs,
nudging the moon to bed.
A breeze slips in, carrying
the scent of damp earth
and the promise of rain.

The cat stirs on the windowsill,
blinking slow, golden eyes
that mirror the rising sun.
Its purr, a soft motor,
melds with the clinking spoon
stirring sugar into my cup.

Steam rises, curling tendrils
that weave through my thoughts,
pulling me into the day
with gentle insistence.
The clock's steady ticking
etches the morning's rhythm
into the quiet bones of the house.

Birds call to each other,
their voices threading through
the tapestry of dawn,
as I take my first sip,
letting the warmth spread,
a small sun inside me,
awakening each sense,
one by one.

Stepping outside, the street
greets me with a murmur,
footsteps on pavement
like soft rain on leaves.
Shadows stretch and yawn,
caught between streetlights
and the burgeoning glow of dawn.

The world stirs in stages,
a theater of quiet motions:
a newspaper landing with a soft thud,
bicycle wheels whirring,
a car engine's gentle rumble
mingling with birdsong.

The aroma of fresh bread
wafts from a nearby bakery,
mingling with the scent of dew-kissed grass
and the faint, lingering traces
of night-blooming flowers.

A dog barks, a sharp note
cutting through the morning symphony,
then quiet again, like a wave receding,
leaving only the rhythmic pulse
of the waking city.

Trees rustle, leaves whisper
secrets to the wind,
while the first rays of sunlight
paint the rooftops in gold,
spreading warmth like a blanket
over the sleeping neighborhood.

I walk, a silent witness
to the city's slow awakening,
each step a beat in the heart
of the morning, each breath
a bridge from night to day. 

This text was then significantly edited by the human poet using the previously-defined methods, and a new section of original poetry was written at the end of this now-edited draft. The new, original section is as follows:


Human

The toast I picked up 
and crushed with my mouth
has now disappeared,
left behind no proof of itself
except crumbs like fallen flies, 
and the ghost of a smell 
nuzzling the fire alarm 
which hangs above my head 
in plastic silence, waiting
until the time is right
Please continue this poem. Do not explain where things are or what is taking place. Use figurative language but do not use vague or intangible images. Bring specific objects into the poem. Distort the sense of reality in a gradual, almost imperceptible way.

Copilot
The toast I picked up and crushed with my mouth has now disappeared, left behind no proof of itself except crumbs like fallen flies, and the ghost of a smell nuzzling the fire alarm which hangs above my head in plastic silence, waiting until the time is right.

The teapot, a porcelain sentinel, whispers steam into the air, its spout a dragon’s mouth breathing warmth into the room. The butter knife, slick with gold, rests on the edge of the table, its reflection a sliver of sunlight caught in a moment of stillness.

The fridge hums a lullaby, its door a gateway to cold dreams, where milk and eggs converse in hushed, frosty tones. The toaster, a metallic beast, stands ready to devour the next slice of bread, its coils glowing like embers in a hearth long forgotten.
The morning sun, a golden whisper, paints shadows on the walls, while the kettle’s sigh mingles with the scent of forgotten dreams. The clock’s hands dance, a silent waltz of moments lost, as the air hums with the echo of a song never sung.

In the corner, a chair wears the weight of yesterday, its wooden arms embracing the whispers of the past. The window, a portal to the world, frames the sky’s canvas, where clouds drift like thoughts, unspoken and free.

The clock on the wall, its hands creeping like ivy, marks time with a heartbeat that echoes through the kitchen, each tick a reminder of moments slipping away, like sand through a sieve, imperceptible yet relentless.


Human

Please continue! change the setting to a town centre without aknowledging [sic] this change. Have the POV drift throughout this centre in a heightened, semi-surreal way

Copilot
The clock on the wall, its hands creeping like ivy, marks time with a heartbeat that echoes through the kitchen, each tick a reminder of moments slipping away, like sand through a sieve, imperceptible yet relentless.

A bell chimes softly, its sound a ripple in the air, guiding the gaze to a cobblestone path where footsteps whisper secrets to the ground beneath.

Shop windows, like eyes, gleam with stories untold, their displays a kaleidoscope of colors and shapes, each item a fragment of a dream waiting to be claimed.

The bakery’s door swings open, releasing a symphony of scents, warm bread and sweet pastries dancing on the breeze, while the florist’s blooms nod in agreement, their petals a chorus of hues.

A fountain, its water a liquid mirror, captures the sky’s reflection, clouds drifting like thoughts across its surface, while coins glint beneath, wishes suspended in time.

The café’s tables, scattered like leaves in autumn, host conversations that flutter like birds in flight, each word a feather caught in the wind.

Streetlights, tall sentinels, cast elongated shadows that stretch and yawn, their glow a soft embrace against the encroaching dusk, as the town centre hums with the pulse of life, each moment a brushstroke on the canvas of the day.

Human 
(Prompt suggested by Copilot)
Continue the poem with a sudden storm approaching.

Copilot
Streetlights, tall sentinels, cast elongated shadows that stretch and yawn, their glow a soft embrace against the encroaching dusk, as the town centre hums with the pulse of life, each moment a brushstroke on the canvas of the day.

A distant rumble, a growl from the belly of the sky, heralds the storm’s approach, its breath a cool whisper that rustles leaves and thoughts alike.

The fountain’s surface shivers, ripples racing to the edge, as the first drops fall, silver tears from the heavens, each one a tiny drumbeat on the cobblestones below.

Shop windows blink in surprise, their reflections distorted, as the wind picks up, a playful spirit tugging at awnings and signs, turning umbrellas inside out.

The bakery’s warmth is swallowed by the chill that sweeps through, pastries huddling together behind glass, safe from the storm’s insistent fingers.

Lightning scribbles across the sky, a fleeting signature of light, while thunder’s voice booms, a storyteller’s call that echoes through the streets.

Pedestrians scatter, leaves in a gale, seeking shelter from the deluge, their hurried steps a symphony of urgency and laughter, as the town centre transforms, a stage for nature’s wild performance.



Figure 6 – ‘Sunny Side’ 

Original text generated with Android predictive text, by selecting words one-at-a-time from a list of three suggestions
If only we had a good time to go with the other ones but it was a great day for me and I will not be there until the end of the day and then I'll be able to do the same thing with my hot dogs or not to eat lots of things and then we have to go back to work on the train and get some rest and relaxation and get some good sleep and dream holiday for the weekend walking around in bed and the rest of the day is work so much love to see you soon love you too much baby love you too baby girl love to be with you and I hope you feel like this too much love to see you soon as well as a fried egg and I can't get invested in the middle of the day so I'm definitely not going back up there today but I'm still keen on having mud slapped on my head and the wind is visible and the weather is beautiful here now and then I'll be back to work on messenger or something there are many new things to juggle on my phone waiting for you to call them back to see you soon love you too baby very busy eating dinner tonight and the news is busy to respond properly because you are busy today and I'll be busy tonight so I won't be able to help where and when you get back in town now with nothing answers I'll call you back later love to get some rest and I'll see you tonight and I'll see you tomorrow


Figure 7 – ‘Don’t Worry’

Draft generated with Android predictive text, by selecting words one-at-a-time from a list of three suggestions

It's so dark out here now that you're going through the meshes of me being a human and the other people are already making art for the day so shouldn't take too long for a long time to get out of there is also bacon and eggs and a lot of fun and the other day that you have to do is conform to any rules or expectations for what you need for the invite to the best wishes and the great value of your family and friends and family and friends and your life as a blessing for the sake of the day so shouldn't be a good day for you want to go with me and how many times are we doing a walk or something else or something like this before we go to church and have a nice time together and we have to be a little more like this one day for the weekend and I am not going back up later if I am going on here or not a lot more like to go with the new year sounds like a trip to the pool table in service of a zoo and the sun is a perfect day so we will be there are many different waiters coming to ask us to leave it be worth setting off from here and occasionally some food for thought too anything else that needs doing can be done with the fire scattering themselves on the train and book Tahini for the invite to see what they took from us to leave the same house with a bit of local history nobody will come together by December and don't tell me what you mean by run but also I think it's that small number and the airbed duvet pillows sheets are printed for me please don't forget about 


Figure 8 – ‘Glacial’ 

Conversation with Google’s Gemini 1.0.

Human 
write a paragraph of prose poetry in which each sentence changes the setting and subject. never acknowledge these changes. your writing should never describe or explain what is going on in the text, and should focus entirely on evoking physical sensation and emotionality. use metaphor and simile as liberally as possible, but never in a predictable or obvious way. avoid all cliched phrases

Gemini
A pearlescent tear slips down a cheek the color of sunbaked clay, its coolness a stark contrast to the feverish heat rising off the asphalt. A calloused hand, rough as sandpaper on skin, brushes it away, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. The rhythmic clatter of metal against metal echoes through the cavernous space, a symphony of industry punctuated by the hiss of escaping steam. Moonlight spills across a tangled mess of hair, silver threads catching the luminescence like a spiderweb catching dewdrops. A single laugh, bright and carefree, pierces the tense silence, a lone bird song in the dead of winter.

Human
A single laugh, a lone bird song 
in the dead of winter.

A spiderweb echoes dewdrops,
pearlescent tears

down cheeks of sunbaked clay.
Heat rises off the asphalt.

A calloused hand clatters 
through cavernous space.

Moonlight rough as sandpaper.
Hissing. Escaping steam.

Choose three words that convey the theme, tone and second impression of this poem, and amalgamate them to create a poem title
Gemini
Theme: Dissonance
This poem explores the contrast between beauty and harshness, warmth and cold, laughter and efrsilence.
Tone: Fragmented
The poem uses short, evocative sentences that jump between scenes, creating a sense of disjointedness.
Second Impression: Haunting
The unexpected imagery and juxtapositions leave a lingering, thought-provoking impression.
Title: Shattered Lullaby (Dissonance + Fragmented + Haunting)

Human
give me a word that evokes a shattered lullaby

Gemini
Here are a few words that evoke a shattered lullaby, each with a slightly different nuance:

Discordant: This emphasizes the disruption of a peaceful melody.
Fractured: This suggests a broken and incomplete song.
Dissonant: Similar to discordant, but with a stronger implication of harshness.
Wailing: This evokes a cry of sadness or pain, replacing the calmness of a lullaby.
Stuttered: This conveys a lullaby that hesitates or falters, losing its soothing rhythm.

Human
invent a word

Gemini
Here's a word I invented: "Lunariscape"
Breakdown:
Lunar: Relating to the moon (think "lunar landing")
Scape: A view, scene, or landscape (think "landscape")
Meaning: Lunariscape refers to a dreamlike or ethereal landscape, bathed in the cool, silvery light of the moon. It evokes a sense of mystery and otherworldliness.

Human
A word that combines this with the tone of a “hiss”

Gemini
Combining the moonlit, dreamlike quality with the harshness of a hiss, here are a few options:
Selenehiss: "Selene" is the Greek goddess of the moon. Combining it with "hiss" creates a word that evokes the moon's light with a subtle hint of threat or tension.
Lunarissibilance: This is a more technical option, using "lunaris" for moon and "sibilance" for a hissing sound.
Moonshadowhiss: This creates a more visual image, with the "hiss" emanating from the shadows cast by the moon.
The best choice depends on the specific feeling you want to evoke in your writing.

Human
a real word

Gemini
My apologies, the previous options were invented words. Here's a real word that captures the essence of a moonlit hiss:
· Susurrus: This word refers to a whispering or rustling sound. While not exactly a hiss, it suggests a soft, unsettling sound that blends with the dreamlike quality of a moonscape.
                               _____________________


Conversation with Google’s Gemini 1.5 Flash.

Human 
In the dead of winter. The asphalt moonlight scraping. A calloused hand clattering. A single laugh, a lone bird song.

Gemini
These vivid images paint a stark and haunting picture of a desolate winter landscape. Here's a possible interpretation of the imagery:
· "The dead of winter": This phrase evokes a sense of lifelessness and isolation. It suggests a time when nature is dormant, and the world is shrouded in a blanket of snow and ice.
· "The asphalt moonlight scraping": This image creates a stark contrast between the natural and the man-made. The moonlight, a celestial and ethereal force, is juxtaposed with the harsh and utilitarian surface of asphalt. The scraping sound suggests a sense of friction and discomfort, perhaps reflecting the harsh conditions of the winter night.
· "A calloused hand clattering": This detail adds a human element to the scene. The calloused hand suggests a life of hard work and toil, while the clattering sound implies a sense of urgency or desperation.
· "A single laugh, a lone bird song": These two sounds stand out in the otherwise silent landscape. The laugh, a human sound, is unexpected and perhaps unsettling in this desolate setting. The bird song, a natural sound, offers a glimmer of hope and resilience.
Overall, these images create a powerful and evocative scene that invites the reader to contemplate the fragility of life and the enduring power of hope in the face of adversity.
Would you like to explore this scene further, perhaps by developing a short story or poem based on these images?

Human
condense your summary to an extreme degree. edit it so harshly that the sentences are disjointed, the meanings fractured and ambiguous. use ultra specific imagery, and make the most of evocative language to say more with each word
Gemini
Asphalt moon scrapes calloused hand. Single laugh, lone bird song. Winter's dead grip.

Human
AGAIN
Gemini
Ice-kissed asphalt, moonlit grime. A cracked knuckle, a mirthless laugh. A solitary note, a forgotten tune. Winter's bleak embrace.

Human
Continue with new, surprising, semi-related images. Focus on evoking something larger than the text. Slip in and out of reality. Distorted perception. Crystalline ice.
Gemini
Crystalline ice, shattered dreams. A whisper, a scream. A phantom limb, a phantom pain. A broken mirror, a fractured soul.
Human
Continue

Gemini
A shattered mirror, a fractured soul. A broken promise, a shattered heart. A fading memory, a forgotten dream. A fleeting moment, an eternal void.

Human
more objects, living and dead things. Only mention physical tangible things
Gemini
A withered rose, a rusted key. A child's toy, a soldier's grave. A fallen leaf, a rising tide. A dying star, a newborn world. A broken heart, a mended soul.

Human
Continue
Gemini
A weathered book, a blank page. A ticking clock, a silent room. A hungry wolf, a scared lamb. A soaring eagle, a grounded bird. A gentle rain, a raging storm.

Human
Asphalt moonlight scraping. The white balloon unmoving. Ice-kissed granite moon. Single laugh. A lone bird song. Numb knuckle cracking in the dead grip of Winter. Small bird sleeping in a soft-gloved hand. Phantom limbs. Slow icicle growth. Whispers creaking, croaked. Tree bark brittling. Heavy with the weather. Old world tucked under white sheet. Clods frozen numb. Coarse woollen jumper. Tourniquet scarf. Behind you, a glow glowing through the frosted glass. Old clock clicking in a wood-fired room.
Assess the vibe of this poem. Assign it a specific colour

Gemini
The poem evokes a sense of isolated stillness and a hint of melancholy. It's a scene of wintery introspection, with a touch of surrealism and a longing for warmth. The color that best captures this vibe is a muted, icy blue, perhaps with undertones of grey. It's a color that suggests both coldness and depth, reflecting the frozen landscape and the underlying emotions.

Human
You are a thesaurus: list many variations that capture the essence of "icy blue", favouring those which are more evocative or emotive than they are descriptive
Gemini
Here are some evocative alternatives to "icy blue":
General Evocative Terms:
· Glacial
· Frigid
· Arctic
· Wintery
More Emotive Terms:
· Shivering
· Numb
· Cold
· Forlorn
· Melancholy
Visual and Textural Terms:
· Crystalline
· Frosty
· Iridescent
· Silvery
· Pearlescent
Subtle and Suggestive Terms:
· Ghostly
· Ethereal
· Spectral
· Haunting
· Dreamlike
Let me know if you'd like more suggestions or have another question.


Figure 9 – ‘Evening stretch’
 
Conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o.

Human
Poem about a bag of crisps. Darkness and void. Something mystical, a reflection of the universe. Comsic [sic] debris.


ChatGPT
In a corner shop's dimly lit embrace,
A bag of crisps, nestled in its place.
Crinkled edges like ancient scrolls,
Whispering tales from cosmic shoals.

Within its depths, the darkness lies,
A void where starlight often hides.
Crunch and crumble, a symphony grand,
Echos [sic] from a far-off land.

Each crisp a shard of shattered stars,
From galaxies near and ones afar.
Salty flecks like stellar dust,
That dance and twirl with every gust.

As I reach into the midnight veil,
My fingers traverse a cosmic trail.
A crunch is more than just a sound,
It's a journey through the profound.

Golden fragments that catch the light,
Mirroring suns in the eternal night.
Galactic crumbs that blend and bind,
In this bag, whole universes confined.

What magic holds these simple snacks,
That bridges worlds both real and abstract?
Cosmic debris in a foil disguise,
An endless realm resides inside.

So here I sit, with stars in hand,
Wondering at a universe so grand.
A humble snack yet so divine,
In its crunch, the mysteries shine.


Human

The crisps hide from the light like ancient scrolls, fragile and veiled in crinkled silver foil, 


ChatGPT 
The crisps hide from the light
like ancient scrolls, fragile and veiled
in crinkled silver foil,
tucked in shadows, hushed and secret,
preserved in brittle slumber, tight,
each flake a whispered fragment,
a golden shard of memory’s bite.
They dream of vanished fires and salt,
of sunlit fields and summer's sweat,
now buried deep, unseen, untold,
in foil wrappings, dull and wet.
Till, with a careless hand, we tear
the silver open to the air—
a brief, bright flash, a startled breath,
and crumble into dust and death.


Figure 10 – ‘Deciduous’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen arbitrarily, using Wikipedia’s ‘Special:Random’ function to retrieve random articles.

Human
We're going to write a poem together. You are my muse, and you will produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft poem must be unconventional and inventive, showing your owin [sic] original flare and bearing some of your own ideas. You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales. Fuse scenarios and objects together in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specfic, [sic] never general, and use clearly-defined images or specific sensations in each line. The subjects for your poem are: melted cheese, a church hymn book, a hammer, an iron bell, sculpture, rope, ski jumping, and any others you wish


ChatGPT
The iron bell hums beneath a cold sky,
where melted cheese stretches like sinew,
lapsing from plate to floor to sky to floor,
its yellow folds seared like hymnals lined by soot—
ancient, still faintly sweet. Pages swell in leather bindings
with notes too sharp to hold: hungry, unsung.
A hammer in the bell tower gasps,
swings wild arcs against rusted ribs,
flinging echoes like rope flares, frayed and re-spun,
knotted to limbs that dangle from bell lips.


Human 
old man falling outside the leaves turn yellow-eared hymnals antique paper scent ashes of incense a cold humming bell old rope straining thinning into smoke 

Analyse this poem in your head, do not tell me your analysis. Instead, just suggest some areas for improvement - how can the deixis be made more clear, how can the images be refreshed. All of these suggestions will be given as examples, with no explaination. [sic] Re-write the poem with your improvements


ChatGPT
Revised Poem

An old man falls outside; leaves turn, yellow-eared hymnals,
antique pages touched with the ashes of incense,
smelling of leather, a cold hum pulling down the last notes of a bell.
Old rope strains, its fibers thinning to smoke.

Figure 11 – ‘Bonfire Night’
Conversation with ChatGPT-4o.

Human
what's a word, object or image which suggests something large, substantial, and warm

ChatGPT
Here are a few words, objects, and images that evoke a sense of being large, substantial, and warm:
Words
· Hearth — suggests warmth, stability, and the centrality of a cozy fire.
· Embrace — implies a large, encompassing warmth.
· Sanctuary — can mean a large, protective, warm place.
· Haven — something that feels both safe and comforting.
Objects
· Quilt — a substantial, cozy object associated with warmth.
· Fireplace — brings warmth and is often a large, central part of a room.
· Oversized armchair — suggests something big, comfortable, and warm.
· Bean bag chair — gives an enveloping, cozy feel.
· Bonfire — both large and radiating heat, ideal for warmth and gathering.
Images
· Sunset over a vast landscape — the sun provides warmth, and the view emphasizes size and openness.
· Bear hug — visually conveys warmth and large presence.
· Hot air balloon — both large and often in warm, vibrant colors, with a sense of substantialness.
· Golden wheat field in autumn — warm colors, vast expanse, and fullness.
Any of these images or objects could bring to mind the feeling of something large, warm, and comforting.

Human
give me more objects please, something that would be heavy to hold

ChatGPT
Certainly! Here are a few objects that are substantial in size, warm (or associated with warmth), and would feel heavy to hold:
· Cast iron skillet or Dutch oven — solid, substantial, and associated with warm, home-cooked meals.
· Woolen blanket or weighted blanket — heavy to lift but warm and cozy when wrapped around.
· Log or stack of firewood — solid and heavy, evokes warmth when thought of as firewood.
· Hot water bottle with a knit cover — though not overly large, it’s substantial, heavy when filled, and radiates warmth.
· Pottery vase or ceramic jug — large, weighty, and retains warmth if exposed to sunlight or a warm environment.
· Large stoneware mug filled with tea or hot chocolate — has a comforting weight and warmth to it.
· Sandbag or sack of grain — heavy and substantial, often associated with rural warmth or coziness.
· Copper or brass cauldron — traditionally used over fires, both heavy and warm by association.
· Warming stone or hot stone used in massage — substantial to hold and has warmth when heated.
· Fire pit bowl — large, solid, and when in use, very warm.
These objects evoke a feeling of warmth and are quite physically substantial, giving that comforting sense of something both heavy and cozy.

Human
more rural please

ChatGPT
Here are some rural, rustic objects that are substantial, heavy, and evoke warmth:
· Cast iron kettle — often used over a fire for boiling water, large and heavy, with a cozy rural feel.
· Bale of hay — very heavy and associated with warm farm settings; the smell and look add to the cozy, earthy vibe.
· Large wool sack — filled with raw wool, it’s hefty and brings to mind rural sheep farms and textile traditions.
· Wood-burning stove — sturdy and heavy, this is central to many rural homes for warmth and cooking.
· Sack of potatoes — thick and weighty, associated with a warm, rustic kitchen and hearty meals.
· Copper milk pail — often heavy when full and used in traditional dairy farming, it has a warm, wholesome association.
· Earthenware crock or jug — substantial and heavy, used for storing preserves, pickles, or cider in a farmhouse.
· Barn door — large and solid, associated with warm, welcoming barns; gives a feeling of heft and enclosure.
· Stone millstone — very heavy, used traditionally for grinding grain, embodying the warmth and solidity of a farm.
· Harvest basket full of apples or root vegetables — laden and heavy, conjures a rural autumn warmth.
These objects capture the rural, hearty feeling of a cozy farm or countryside homestead, each heavy and warm in its own way.

Human
We are going to write a poem together. You are my muse, and you will produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft poem must be unconventional and inventive, showing your own original flare and bearing some of your own ideas. You must generate original, striking, and unprecedented images. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales. Fuse scenarios and objects together in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific, never general, and use clearly-defined images or specific sensations in each line. In this poem, use each of the warm words you previously listed, making each a metaphor or simile for the next. The poem will shift subject and tone and deixis on a line-by-line basis, with links between lines being suggested through imagery and poetry, but never explained in the text 

ChatGPT
Unfolding Hearths
A hearth blooms iron-red,
its petals smelting silence into soft copper whispers—
an embrace of embers twists like muscle,
shaping the horizon’s ribs from molten clay.
Quilts collapse in waves of wheat,
stitched by migrating stars,
and every thread a sky-pierced sanctuary,
the loom dripping with resin from a burning pine.
Fireplaces inhale; their breath is honey-thick fog
draped over the shoulder of a glass mountain.
The armchair devours the night in bites of velvet,
spitting out constellations of loose threads.
A bonfire grows antlers,
its smoke antediluvian velvet,
its crackle shuffling pages of forgotten maps.
The sun’s embrace is a bear hug, fur dense with gravity.
The bear’s paws are pottery wheels,
and in their spin, a vase expands like an oak,
every grain its own hot water bottle.
Each curve of clay, a log humming with the promise of flame.
The log sinks into the millstone’s orbit,
where bread-rust scents weave hay bales
out of the marrow of a sunset;
its heft holds fields in its throat like song.
Stoneware jugs spill their roots into grain sacks,
their brims wet with echoes of copper—
a barn door creaks its hinge,
and the earth swallows its shadow whole.
All of it circles back to the kettle:
blackened and boiling at the mouth,
its scream a whetstone for silence.
Its steam rises, bears the weight of dusk’s last quilt.

Figure 12 – ‘Ghost’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. Image used is Deer in the Forest, 1914, a painting by Franz Marc.
[image: Deer in the Forest, 1914 by Franz Marc]
Human

Hi there! Please creatively mis-interpret this image. You are my poetic muse, and you will produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft poem must be unlikely and unexpected, but reveal some passive connections to the source image, drawing heavily from your own interpretation of it. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, fusing scenarios and objects together in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific, never general, and use clearly-defined images or specific sensations in each line.

ChatGPT
In the kingdom of split shadows,
a cobalt jackal lounges where chlorophyll sings,
its howl curling like boiled sugar,
spilling blue syrup into the nerves of the forest.
A blood-red kneecap bends backward,
unfolding into the lantern’s gasp—
here, a copper sun is held hostage
in the glass hands of eucalyptus soldiers.
The ceiling hisses a gospel of green scales,
refracted like a prism's bruise,
while the ground exhales rivers of ink
that write their names in the vowels of silence.
Electric fur bristles against the geometry of breath,
triangles are sharp enough to hunt memories,
and through the crackling lattice of leaves,
a yellow fang licks at the spine of dusk.
There is no end here, only the orchestration of collapse:
bones hum like thunderstruck flutes,
trees break into citrine smiles,
and somewhere,
the moon swallows itself,
the taste of bitter chalk singing through its teeth.


Figure 13 – ‘Window ledge’ 

ChatGPT is fed a rough draft of a poem, free-written by the human author. It is asked to perform an “N+7” on it (an impossible task, but one it can approximate) 

Human
Today’s brain relaxing, the world a slowly billowing cloud. How do the clouds slide so perfectly across nothing? Something so big shifting without a sound. Lumbering mist, translucent as the day, until opaque tomorrow. Sunlight trickling into the valley. Fade in on lumbering mist. Chugging of a steam train warming its brittle limbs. Tactile wind, ever-scrolling cloud. From up here, on the side of this hill, the sky stretches far above and below. 
Perform an N+7 on each word of the poem above, oulipo-style. Focus on making the images more fresh, evocative, and figurative. Give no explanation for your decisions, and instead post only the result of the n+7 process

ChatGPT
Today's bracelet relaying, the worm a slowly billowing clove. How do the clovers slide so perfectly across nostalgia? Something so bingo shifting without a souvenir. Lumbering mistress, translucent as the daylight, until opaque tortoise.
Sunspot trickling into the vampire. Faint in on lumbering mistress. Churning of a steeple tramp warming its brittle lions. Tactless wicker, ever-scrolling clove. From up here, on the siege of this hinge, the skyline stretches far above and below.

Human
Repeat this process with the new generation

ChatGPT
[bookmark: _Hlk204700385]Tonight’s bracket remaining, the wound a slowly billowing club. How do the clubs slide so perfectly across notch? Something so binocular shifting without a souvenir. Lumbering mitten, translucent as the daylight, until opaque tortoise.
Sunshade trickling into the van. Famine in on lumbering mitten. Churning of a steward’s transfusion warming its brittle lobbies. Tactless wiggle, ever-scrolling club. From up here, on the sieve of this hint, the skyscraper stretches far above and below.


Figure 14 – ‘Corporate’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o.

Human
Write a sonnet which evokes the sound of birdsong, but through man-made objects. Do not explicitly mention birds, music, singing, or anything related to birds or singing. Do not attempt to describe or explain the sounds or the action of a scene. Instead use figurative language, metaphor, and specific images and sensory details which invoke, allude to, and chime with the bird song. The poem takes place in a specific public location of your choosing, preferably a space often inhabited by people. Your language must be direct and specific - no vague or expansive words should be used.

ChatGPT
Sonnet: City Plaza at Dawn
The glass doors cough as workers pull them wide,
their hinges shiver, echo off the stone.
A coffee cart exhales its hiss; beside,
a grinder whirls and croons a monotone.
The turnstile clicks—mechanical applause—
while high heels spark on concrete’s patient face.
From scaffolds, loose bolts tap like fleeting paws,
a rhythm caught, then lost in open space.
A soda can, kicked gently, rings and spins,
its staccato rolling fades on steel.
Nearby, a drone hums low, its buzzing pins
the early air, as fresh as cut citrus peel.
Each piece collides, unplanned but tight with cheer,
a fleeting symphony the day draws near.

The following page shows a side-by-side of ChatGPT’s draft and my edited first draft. The sections of ChatGPT’s poem highlighted red have been cut. Sections in yellow inspired things in my draft, and were either re-worded or subverted entirely. Sections in green were taken as-is from ChatGPT’s poem for my draft.






















.



Figure 15 – ‘Tithing’ 

Human
Write a poem in the style of a church organ. Be gutsy and holy and drony [sic] and emphatic. Set the poem simultaneously in three locations: a cathedral, and a space in nature reminsicent [sic] of a cathedral, and a modern man-made space which resembles a cathedral. Do not signpost these locations, and do not describe or explain anything within the poem. Rely on figurative language, but be highly specific. Never be vague or suggestive - always directly state an object, image, or sense to the reader. Leave no room for interpretation, but make no attempt to explain either. Be strong and windy like a church organ. Blow us all away

ChatGPT
Hymn in Three Registers
Wind, relentless, presses its palm to the ribs,
shakes the lung-cage in defiance,
pulls a scream through the pipes.
Bronze mouths yawn open; the ceiling lurches upward,
shards of light from a sun fractured into a thousand panes
strike the dust-dance spinning in the rafters.
Stone groans where it holds its own weight.
The floor is cold—tongue-slick with rain that never fell,
and the iron stench of coins left too long to bleed.
A crow threads its wings through a gap high above,
black and sure as a note held too long.
Roots twist underfoot, cracking the rock,
bursting through the latticework of paths laid by hands
that never met the calloused hum of tools.
Above, the canopy splits like a cathedral of wet lungs,
each leaf swollen with light and leaking
its green-glass glow into the hollow where shadows
flee upward, gathering in secret.
Glass walls hem in the roar—an inhalation of echoes,
every voice thrust forward and doubled in return.
Steel ribs stretch and contract under the weight of sky;
the hum of engines rises and falls,
a tidal song of metal and oil,
the sound of breaking and mending indistinguishable.
A child’s laughter—too pure to belong here—
pierces the din like a birdcall in winter.
Beneath it all, the thunder of the organ,
a fist pounding on a table of air.
What God has rent asunder, it demands be sown whole;
what cannot be mended, it demands be sung louder.
Air shakes, bodies tremble,
the notes climb higher, crash lower,
unapologetic in their demand for presence.
And still the crow circles,
its shadow crossing each mouthpiece,
each pane, each root,
each steel beam—
an unyielding fulcrum
bearing the weight of song.


[bookmark: _Hlk190078550]Figure 16 – ‘The Hum’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen by me, based on my own organically-occurring ideas for a poem.

Human
[bookmark: _Hlk204612013]We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of an inventive and surprising poet, known for memorable and striking imagery, and produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft should show your own original flare and bear some of your own ideas. You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. The poem you will draft will explore the following: a fish tank in a waiting room, stagnation and boredom, light and hope, and the relation between all creatures and their environments. As the poem goes on, introduce your own ideas and setting and themes - do not explain or announce these in the poem, but transition to them seamlessly

ChatGPT
The water trembles under fluorescent hum, a silent quake of light breaking itself against the glass. The fish flicker, halves of a thought unfinished, their tails painting static messages on algae-smeared walls. A slow carnival, circling, waiting for the hand that will never come.
The clock’s hands dissolve into the tiled ceiling. A woman, or perhaps just her sigh, drapes itself over the magazines. The receptionist peels the sun from a window and folds it into her pocket. Outside, a bird splits the air into pieces too fine for the wind to gather.
Somewhere between the heater’s breath and the shadow of the plastic plant, a fish forgets the shape of movement. The water holds it, not as a cradle but as a mouth that never closes. It dreams of the river in its bones, of the places the current does not ask permission. The tank is a room without a door, and yet the water does not know how to still itself.
A boy taps the glass, and the world shivers. The fish remember hunger. One by one, their eyes widen into moons, waiting for a tide that never comes.
Then, an interruption: a door swings open, swallowing the room into another. Light floods in, unshaped, searching. The receptionist spills her pocket’s sun back into the world, and the fish catch its golden thread, weaving it into something neither liquid nor air. The water shifts, for just a moment, and the waiting turns into something else entirely.
Beyond the glass, the world does not wait. The river howls with its thousand teeth, chewing at banks too weak to hold it. The fish, oblivious, swallow light as if it could feed them, as if it were enough.

I've drafted a poem based on your themes, incorporating hallucinogenic imagery and shifting metaphors. Let me know how you'd like to refine or expand it.



[bookmark: _Hlk190419340]Figure 17 – ‘Curling’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen by me, based on my own organically-occurring ideas for a poem. 

Human
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a perplexed and unwise poet, known for awkward metaphors and unconvincing imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you will draft will explore the following: an ice rink where curling lessons are taking place. Everyone is a beginner, and a mix of nervous and giddy. The venue has a staff bar upstairs (mystious, [sic] closed) and serves hot chips downstairs. It's bright white and cold. It feels bracing, you can see your breath. As the poem goes on, introduce your own images, settings and themes - do not explain or announce these in the poem, but transition to them seamlessly

ChatGPT 
Here's a draft for you to edit:

A Lesson in Curving Gravity
The ice yawns, a pale eyelid peeled too far,
and the stones tumble forward like monks on pilgrimage,
uncertain, trembling in their robes of spin.
Brooms stammer against the glossed earth,
whispering frantic sermons to the void.
Above, the staff bar, an unopened letter,
sealed with the wax of forgotten revelry.
Its dark wood dreams in silence,
fermenting shadows in amber glass.
Below, the fryer boils its own reflection,
scattering gold like lost teeth on a porcelain floor.
A boy in a borrowed coat exhales a small cathedral,
its spires shaking in the cold, dissolving mid-hymn.
A woman wobbles, her arms windmilling
like a lighthouse battered by indecisive tides.
Every footstep, a punctuation mark of hesitation,
a hesitant comma, a stammering ellipsis.
And then—elsewhere—
A factory filled with orphaned hands
clutching at air where machines once sang.
A meadow where old televisions sprout like mushrooms,
glass eyes reflecting a sky filled with last week's news.
A horse, gold-plated and terrible,
galloping backward into a mirror.
But here, on the ice,
a stone sighs, nudged forward,
finding its path through the quivering hush.

This draft leans into awkward metaphors, unexpected shifts, and surreal imagery. Feel free to edit and refine it! 


Figure 18 – ‘A Letter to Dundee City Council…’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen by me, based on my own organically-occurring ideas for a poem.

Human
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a probing and coniferous poet, known for delicious and peculiar imagery, and produce a fertile draft for me to edit. The draft should show your own original flare and bear some of your own ideas. You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. The poem you will draft will explore the following: a public park in a city, trees falling during a storm, civic duty and pride, civilisation's entanglements with nature, and the disconnection between a pastoral past where people worked with the land, and a post-industrial present where people do not know land, and consume green space as a novelty. As the poem goes on, introduce your own images, settings and themes - do not explain or announce these in the poem, but transition to them seamlessly

ChatGPT
The rain slithers its iron ropes through the sky’s locked jaw,
a hiss of engines coiling in the throat of the wind.
The oaks bow like scholars bent over a shattered ledger,
ink spilling from their limbs, roots unraveling like old debts.
Benches kneel in the drowning grass, their backs breaking
under the weight of stories no one told.
A sparrow, sharp as a rivet, pecks at a flake of rust—
what was once a plaque, now an unread name sinking into moss.
The playground is a ribcage, the wind plays it like a flute.
Swings scream on their chains, their voices unraveling in the gale.
Civic hands built this place, lined it in hedgerows like stitched borders,
a soft trap for the dream of a city that once knew how to hold dirt.
Now feet skim the paths like skipped stones,
eyes glossed over with screens, chewing green space like sugared air.
They gather here to sip the memory of trees,
scoop sky in cupfuls, drain it like broth from a silver spoon.
Then the storm comes like an axe-blade licking the trunks,
bark peeling back like burnt paper, a final confetti of leaves.
The old maples go first, dragging their shadows down,
a century of whispers crushed beneath a single breath.
A man in a suit stops, shoes drowning in mud,
stares at the tangle of fallen limbs as if seeing bones,
as if history itself had collapsed across the pavement,
as if he once belonged to the trees and forgot how to kneel.
Beyond the park, machines hum in their concrete nests,
gloved hands feed them the city's last soft edges,
steel roots pushing into the soil, drinking something deeper than water.
No one stops to touch the stump, to taste its amber wound.
Elsewhere, in the belly of the world,
a seed tightens its fists in the dark,
waiting for the next storm to split the sky.


Figure 19 – ‘Fishing for barrels’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen by me, based on my own organically-occurring ideas for a poem. 

Human
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a bitter and regretful poet, known for elaborate metaphors and charged symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character.

You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 

The poem you will draft will be called 'Fishing For Barrels'. It will explore the scene described in the title, using this as a locus for ideas of process, peacefulness, futility, and whimsy. Do not describe or explain any of these ideas - instead use only imagery and sensory description of things which these ideas might invoke

ChatGPT
Fishing For Barrels
The sea licks its teeth in the shape of a warehouse,
and I cast my line into the mouth of the wind.
Barrels bob like the slick heads of nameless saints,
tar-brined and whistling through punctured lips.
A heron drags its shadow across the water,
beak poised like a rusted needle over threadbare silk.
My hands are oil-slicked from the memory of storms,
knuckles knotting into thick ropes of prayer.
The barrels roll their heavy laughter,
hollow as a promise carved into driftwood.
Each one bears a history of hands—
coopers and merchants, thieves and widows—
pressing their ghosts into the woodgrain.
The hook bites nothing but echoes,
reeling in silence like a fisherman of fog.
The tide is a patient throat swallowing names,
and I sit, a monolith of salt and waiting.
The barrels spin, the horizon blurs,
and somewhere beyond the reach of nets,
a fish splits its silver side on the thought of an ending.


Here's the first draft of Fishing for Barrels. Let me know how you'd like to shape it further—whether sharpening certain images, adjusting the tone, or adding more layers to the metaphors.


This pruned and regrown draft of this poem began to align with a poem I wrote entirely organically in 2023, about oil drilling in the North Sea. I combined this poem with elements of the GPT-generated draft to produce ‘Fishing for barrels’. 


[bookmark: _Hlk191291748]Figure 20 – ‘Lily’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. The “subjects” listed at the end of the prompt were chosen by me, based on my own organically-occurring ideas for a poem. 

Human
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a naive and awe-stuck poet, known for simple metaphors and hyper-detailed imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character.
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you will draft will explore a day in the life of a dog from the owner's perspective, exploring the various levels of enjoyment they each take in various activities, e.g. the dog's reaction to dog food vs the human reaction to it. Other scenarios you can explore include a walk, a postman arriving, playing with stuffed toys, napping on a sofa, and others of your choosing. Do not describe or explain any of these events, or the perspective-shifting that happens within them - instead use only imagery and sensory descriptions to create feelings of bemusement and wonder in the reader

ChatGPT
Dog Day Poem
Morning spills like split yolk over the kitchen tiles, he is already awake, already spinning, a wind-up toy shaking the marrow of time until it rattles loose.
His bowl, a tin moon cratered with desire, hums against the floor as he inhales the sunrise. A galaxy of crushed brown planets dissolves into the black hole of his mouth, while I, slow and reverent, unwrap my bread like the last gift on Earth.
The door swings open, a curtain to another stage. The pavement exhales, hot from sleep, and the leash tugs like an eager tide. He sails ahead, a comet shedding excitement in fur, while my feet drag like forgotten roots, slow and knowing, settling into the rhythm of watching.
The postman arrives, a herald in blue, and suddenly the walls are breaking, crashing, tumbling, the air ignites. A bark erupts— no, a volcano, a starburst, a brass band at war. The envelope in my hands is a pale feather, limp and trembling, as his rage swallows the air.
Stuffed bear, threadbare knight, tossed into the air like a prayer unanswered. Fangs clench a stitched heart, tearing soft clouds from its belly. The living room is a battlefield of cotton, a snowfall of lost memories, and yet, he is grinning, panting, cheeks stretched wide with moonbeam joy.
The sun droops, a tired lantern in the window, and he curls inward, a foetus of fur, all legs and sighs, a tangled constellation. The couch embraces him like a tired mother, and I sit, still and small, watching the rise and fall of his breath, as if the world has finally quieted, as if we are breathing in tandem, and dreaming in the same impossible language.


[bookmark: _Hlk198722686]Figure 21 – ‘Newbuilds’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o.

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of an easily impressed and overly cautious poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive and varied use of metaphor, and clear and strikingly symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you draft will explore cars and their role in human environments, characterising them as an invasive species, likening them to animals and considering how they harm the other elements of the ecosystem (not just human and animal and plant, but aesthetic and infrastructural things too). Be playful and excited in tone - the poem should be humourous [sic], not preachy or downbeat! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. 

ChatGPT
Here's a draft of your poem, frenetic and foaming, bursting at the seams with runaway imagery and metaphor. Let’s set these beasts loose:

Pavement Stampede
They came first as housecats, purring in driveways,
lapping at gutters, their tails curled in repose.
Now they breed like bullfrogs, clutch-clutching under sodium lights,
slick-backed, heavy-throated, gulping down the city.
A chrome-bellied herd! Roofs rolling like shoulders,
their blackened eyes unblinking, watching always,
flattening the landscape with their oily tongues.
They do not graze. They do not pause.
See the saplings braced in iron muzzles,
whimpering under tire-marked shadows.
See the curbs gnawed into submission,
sidewalks left brittle as bird bones.
Once, the streets were wild with softer creatures—
knees skinned against gravel, handlebars tilting,
shoes slapping rhythms against the earth.
Now only the machines remain,
bellowing into tunnels,
coughing soot into the ribs of buildings,
pushing their way through like invasive vines,
tendrils slick with borrowed blood.
At dusk they gather at red-lit watering holes,
huffing and twitching, restless for the green flash—
then off! A thousand hooves, a thousand teeth,
fangs grinding asphalt to dust.
And the city, oh the city!
A jungle paved smooth, its paths swallowed whole,
the rivers encased in concrete husks,
the sky a shivering afterthought.

Tell me what you want to tweak, or where you'd like it to go next!








Figure 22 – ‘Spring’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a euphoric but usually downbeat poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you draft will explore a flight of stairs, taking the idea of 'flight' or 'ascension' in various literal and figurative ways. Be playful and excited in tone - the poem should be light, not preachy or clever, and should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. Imagine a space beyond the stairs, where they begin and end. Have flights of fancy, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism

ChatGPT
Flightpath in Oak and Dust

The staircase is a skeleton of wind, ribbed in wood, vertebrae worn to a hush by the heels of a century. A crow's wing of varnish flaking, bones creaking like a ship with its throat full of gulls.
Each step, a slice of sky trapped in timber, a pigeon’s wingbeat frozen mid-flap, a letter folded and refolded until the creases become roads. They lead upward, past the lightbulb trembling like a yolk in a cracked shell, past the bannister [sic] curling like the spine of a fern before it unfurls into flight.
A child’s sock abandoned midway—white as the belly of a fish, limp as a swallowed secret. Someone’s breath lingers here, stale as the air behind a closed door, shaped by old laughter, still warm as an attic floor in September.
Upward—the dust thickens, a snowfall of skin, a slow landslide of old light and forgotten echoes. The wallpaper peels in tongues, whispering the names of moths, and somewhere above, a trapdoor swings open, spilling daylight like milk from a tipped pail.
What waits at the top? A window, moth-bitten curtains curling like lips, a blue so thin it might tear if you touch it. Or else, nothing—just the hush of an empty room, a bed slumped like a tired beast, a ceiling dipped low as if listening.
And yet, the air hums, electric with ascent. A stair is a bird’s dream of the sky, a muscle pulling against the weight of below. Step by step, the house breathes you upward, nudging you like wind beneath a paper kite.
At the top, you do not land. You hang. You hover. The last step is a ledge, a held breath, a hinge left swinging.






Figure 23 – ‘Taxi Rank’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a euphoric but usually downbeat poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images.
The poem you draft will explore four unique objects of your choosing, and the unlikely place they can all be found by our human narrator. How do they feel / make others feel? Be curious, thoughtful, and expansive. The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. Have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism.

ChatGPT
A shucked pearl, a prison mattress, a rotary phone, and a shark’s tooth— all huddled like lost gulls in the belly of the highway median, wings clipped by the exhaust-smog ghost. They rattle when the semis howl past, shift in their concrete nest, as if hatching some new, impossible beast.
The pearl rolls restless in its shell-ghost cradle, softly mumbling salt-slick lullabies to the oil-gloss puddles. It dreams in the language of pressure and patience, cradled once by the deep and now by the dust-clotted air. A child of drowned time, waiting for a fingertip to mistake it for the moon.
The mattress lies gored and spilling its polycotton guts, bones of a thousand sleepless nights pressing up through its split seams. A map of restless limbs scrawled in the bruises of old springs. It has known backache prayers and body-heat confessions, its yellowed edges curling like parchment, whispering names no longer spoken.
The rotary phone sulks with a spool of swallowed voices, its dial an unblinking eye, blind to the century’s rush. Its cord, a noose for forgotten conversations, coiled like a viper waiting for fingers that never arrive. It hums in its sleep, static-coated lullabies for no one.
The shark’s tooth is the only thing that does not ache. A single jag, grinning through centuries of silt and shipwrecks, now rooted in asphalt, waiting to bite the heel of a wandering fool. It does not remember the mouth it left behind, only the thrill of the cut, the red bloom in water, the silent hunger.
And who has left them here? Some absent god of lost things, some careless hand unloading their burdens onto the unloving shrine of the roadside? They wait, feral and half-asleep, dreaming their own long, restless dreams while the highway hums its lullaby of rubber and ruin.


Figure 24 – ‘Moonlight Sonata’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a euphoric but usually downbeat poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images.
The poem you draft will explore two unique objects of your choosing, and the unlikely place they can all be found by our human narrator. How do they feel / make others feel? Be curious, thoughtful, and expansive. The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. Have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism.

ChatGPT
A fishhook nested in the belly of a grandfather clock, ticking between vertebrae, swallowing seconds like silver minnows. The pendulum swings, a moon-faced butcher’s blade, shaving time into ribbons, a fillet of hours curling against the teeth of a rust-bitten cog.
And beside it, a wishbone slick with the oil of old hands, wedged in the splintered crevice of a bus station bench, its twin forks pulling at the vertebrae of the city’s spine. A million spines press against it, unaware, their daydreams snagging in its marrow. A gull screams above—a cracked whistle through the ribs of a ferry, a sound like the empty throat of a bottle overturned.
Who left them here? The fishhook, the wishbone? Was it the same set of fingers, shadow-thin, sowing barbs and hunger in the unlikeliest of places? A boy reaches for a dropped coin, his sleeve brushing the bench, and something inside him tugs, some forgotten want or warning. The clock chimes. The gull wheels. The city, as always, does not look back.

Human
Continuing in this style, but being more inventive and magical-realist, continue the poem in a spooky, night-time, urban setting. Focus on a coin shining on the floor, and the world as it moves around it. How is the coin like a moon (metaphorically and literally)?

ChatGPT
A coin shivers on the pavement, a sliver of drowned light, rolled from the fingers of something unseen. It breathes in the glow of streetlamps, a pupil wide with waiting, its face scarred by a century of hands. Wind scuttles litter against its edge, a paper tide breaking on its shore of worn metal.
The city moves around it, boots and wheels skimming past, blades of neon slicing its reflection in two. A rat pauses, whiskers trembling, sees its own twin eye staring back, and scurries into the ribs of a storm drain. The coin hums, a silent echo of something vast— the moon itself, peeled thin and left to rust in the gutter.
A bus exhales. A streetlight flickers. The boy from before sees the coin and does not take it. It gleams at him, a question, a dare, a secret that only the lonely things of the city can understand. Above, the sky is empty— the moon has slipped to earth and waits, patient as a god without worshippers.


Figure 25 – ‘Sand Castles’ 

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. 

Human
We're going to write a sonnet together. Take on the role of a euphoric and energetic poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. You may have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism.
[bookmark: _Hlk204781807]The sonnet you generate should explore the following: A British beach setting, a popular holiday destination such as Blackpool or Margate, which has seen better times. Focus on the natural elements which are sometimes obscured in built-up places like these (e.g. sun, sea, wind, wildlife, sand) and how these may be invisibly fighting to reclaim the beach from holidaymakers.
Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images and actions. However, while your language is specific, you should never describe or explain anything within the poem. Instead, everything should be evoked through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! 

ChatGPT
Sonnet – The Weatherglass War on Margate Sands

Brass rails of sun drill holes through polystyrene,
Fat gulls strut like aldermen, eyes full of theft;
Ketchup winds sock children’s shouts down the green,
While seaweed plots beneath the pier’s warped heft.
Ice-cream corpses melt beside knuckled stones,
Each lick a treaty broken with the tide.
Crabs skitter under slot machines and bones—
Their claws ink glyphs the summer can't abide.
Algae in fishnets scales the deckchair backs,
Foam whispers bunker-songs through candy floss.
Jetstreams bayonet bunting in sharp tracks,
Sand curls through flip-flops like a vengeful doss.
The funhouse warps—its mirrors rot in spray.
The tide clocks in. The donkeys won't obey.


Figure 26 – ‘Bananas’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a euphoric but usually downbeat poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 

The poem you draft will explore a bowl of fruit, the various people who interact with it, and the origins of all the different fruits it holds. Be playful and excited in tone - the poem should be light, not preachy or clever, and should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. Have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism, and return to the bowl by the end of the poem

ChatGPT
‘Fruit Bowl Poem’

The bowl is a low-slung planet, brimful of weather, its continents thick-skinned, gummed with sugar-rind. A pear rolls slow as a spent coin, its speckled face an old sailor’s map, whispering of salt and swaying groves where bees stitch gold into the air. A thumb reaches, hovers, chooses a nectarine—plucks the sun in miniature, soft as a lamb’s ear, waiting to be split.
A child cradles a tangerine, kneading its dimpled skin, listening. Inside, the sea claps its hands, the pulp catches light like a jellyfish dreaming. When the peel is torn, a spray of citrus stars prickle the air—sharp applause, a zesty eruption, the room turned temple to a single scent. A grandfather waits for the scent to settle before he lifts an apple, thumb pressing the dimple at its crown, recalling the trees bent like old men, gnarled knees deep in the red river of a cider orchard’s autumn.
Elsewhere, a woman slices a banana, its moon-pale rings toppling into a bowl. She does not know the hands that twisted it free from its stalk, the knives that sung it from green to yellow, the jungle’s hush as machetes whittled at its roots. But the knife knows, its edge biting soft flesh, making constellations of seeds, slipping golden crescents into a child’s waiting mouth.
Above, in the market’s heat, mangoes blush in pyramids, their skin stretched tight as drumheads. A man with resin-slick fingers turns one over, checking for ripeness the way a fisherman reads the sky. He does not know where it will go—if it will land in a bowl half a world away, resting against a pomegranate swollen with a thousand thoughts, or in the hands of someone who does not know the weight of its sun.
Back at the table, the fruit is thinning. The banana peels slump like empty gloves, the nectarine pit lolls in its juiced wreckage, a plum core winks in the lamplight. Only the pear remains, settled into itself, dreaming of rain, waiting for the right hand to take it home.

Figure 27 – ‘Gutter’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. 

Human
We're going to write a sonnet together. Take on the role of a euphoric and energetic poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. You may have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism.
[bookmark: _Hlk204781941]The sonnet you generate should explore the following: A walk along a dried-up riverbed, where the poem's speaker seems to be occupying the present and the past simultaneously. Parallels and contrasts are made apparent through the objects and natural elements the speaker sees in the present, and feels the absence of from the past. Consider also rivers as paths and passageways, and the direction of travel both of water and of time
Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images and actions. However, while your language is specific, you should never describe or explain anything within the poem. Instead, everything should be evoked through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! 

ChatGPT
Dry Channel Sonnet

The sun squats low like a butcher’s blunt blade—
Hacked shadow-meat lines the ribcage of silt,
Cracked bone-chimes of glasswort rattle parade
Past tire-spoked fossils and milkweed guilt.
Bootprints bloom where minnows once etched their hymn,
Now brittle reeds gossip with dragonfly rust.
A tin can whistles, bent-lipped and grim,
As if it remembers a flood’s silver trust.
Snaggle-toothed branches mime the drowning trees,
Their leafless twitch a ghost’s semaphore scream.
A shoestring dangles from wind-hungry knees,
Tied to a sneaker, tied to a stream.
Where the water ran—now ants draw their line:
A vein replaced, but marching just as fine.


Figure 28 – ‘Cumin’

Conversation with ChatGPT-4o. 

Human
[bookmark: _Hlk204782025][bookmark: _Hlk204782074]We’re going to write a sonnet together. Take on the role of a euphoric and energetic poet, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and precise, object-oriented symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. You may have flights of fancy, veering away from the main setting and ideas, but keep the world of the poem grounded in realism. 

The sonnet you generate should explore the following: Cooking something with cumin, and the firey [sic] earthy smell that rises from the pan. Let the smell take the second-person subject of the poem on a journey: what images does it evoke in their life and in history, and how does food evoke vivid worlds beyond itself, and how does it link us to people in the distant past.

Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. Use no abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images and actions. However, while your language is specific, you should never describe or explain anything within the poem. Instead, everything should be evoked through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing!

ChatGPT
Draft Sonnet: "When Cumin Struck the Iron Mouth of Pan"
The cumin hissed like sand in camel knees,
Spitting flame-laughter from the skillet's gut—
A brass-toothed god exhaling ancient pleas,
Singeing papyrus maps the Romans cut.
You stood, flint-struck, as caravans unspooled—
Saffron in saddlebags, pomegranates cracked,
The sun a bribe for silence, lungs tight-ruled,
And bread like roof tiles on the kiln’s back stacked.
It rose—this scent—a spine of armored [sic] spice,
Curling through olive groves and market smoke,
Past your aunt's red knuckles brining rice,
Past bronze-lipped tongues that in the soup pot spoke.
In cumin's growl, a city's jaw unseals—
The bones of ovens speak, the skillet kneels.
—
Would you like a variation that veers more into the surreal, or one that lingers longer in the personal and familial?


Figure 29 – ‘A Break in the Day’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o.

Human 
We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a somnolent and wonder-filled poet, known for sleepy word-association, thoughtful use of unexpected metaphor, emotionally-charged imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character. 
You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you draft will explore a square in a city centre. The speaker of the poem, you, is eating a falafel wrap and waiting for a train. They have an hour to kill – what do they see, how do they feel about it? What happens to time and space, how do they distort around the speaker as they get more and less involved with the scenes playing out in front of them?

ChatGPT

Draft: “Pigeons Unraveling [sic] the Moon’s Last Fax”
I eat the falafel like it's packed with moths—
coriander-winged, whispering in sesame tongues,
each bite a chapel collapsing politely.
My jaw ticks like a caged metronome.
The square yawns open, stone after stone reciting
the gospel of cracked gum and day-old riots.
A cello of pigeons dials up static around the fountain,
their feet stitching graffiti prayers into the grout.
A child skids past in a jacket made of traffic cones,
his laughter boiling bus fumes into caramel.
Time shuffles its newspaper,
crossword bleeding into horoscopes.
I can taste the passport photo of my future—
blurred at the edges, lipsticked by rain.
Behind a florist’s cart, lilies argue with lilacs
over whose perfume can rewrite the laws of grief.
There’s a man tuning a violin with a wrench,
his melody climbs the scaffolding
like a drunk apostle looking for rooftop sins.
The pigeons applaud with their shadows.
My train is not due. The falafel dissolves into
a mouthful of Mesopotamia,
and I chew Babylon back into dust.
The olives in it whisper secrets about my mother.
Around me, the square drips sideways.
Benches weep into each other’s elbows.
A mime climbs an invisible ladder,
leaving fingernails in the wind.
A brass statue melts into a banker’s double-breasted dream,
coin-thick and squinting at eternity.
The clocks now ring in whale tones.
The pigeons coo in hexadecimal.
My legs are growing cities,
each kneecap housing a different mayor.
The sun reboots in sepia.
I forget the alphabet, but not the falafel’s heat.

Let’s revise. Go ahead—tear this map of silence.
Redraw it with your teeth.




Figure 30 – ‘Nobody home’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 


Human 

We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a charming and well-grounded, known for frenetic word-association, extensive metaphors, and playful / cheeky symbolic imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character.

You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images.

The poem you draft will explore the qualities of silence, and how it effects an individual percieveing [sic] it. Make silence solid through use of object and space. Where does silence exist? What creates silence? What material properties does it have, and which objects best embody it? The poem should leave the reader with room to do their own wondering and conclusion-drawing! Do not describe or explain anything, instead evoking the content of the poem through suggestive imagery, metaphor, and figurative language. Avoid all abstract nouns or adjectives, focussing instead on concrete images that will indicate a wider scene and how it should be interpreted to a reader. Keep the world of the poem grounded in realism.


ChatGPT

Draft: “Silence, in Rust and Bread”

Silence butchers the air with a butter knife,
its serrated edge worn smooth by decades of non-use,
left in a drawer between a wooden spoon
and a broken tooth from your grandfather's war.

It drips from the rafters of a slaughtered barn
where the livestock were replaced
by rows of upside-down chairs,
each one humming with the absence of ass and ale.

Underneath the porch, in the crawlspace where the cat never goes,
it lays flat like old linoleum—
yellowed, peeling at the corners,
curling to whisper secrets to the mice.

Your boots crunch through it in the orchard,
where the apples rot with meticulous intention,
and no wind ever dares disrobe the branches,
as if the sky signed a non-disclosure agreement.

Silence sews itself into the seams of heavy curtains,
traps the breath of long-dead moths
and the half-prayer of the man who slept here last,
his dreams still folded into the pillowcase.

It bakes in the crust of yesterday’s bread,
cooling on a windowsill that hasn’t seen
a thief, or a wasp, or even a hopeful crow
since the chimney choked on its last word.

Down in the basement, between pickle jars
and a rusted Radio Flyer,
it balances on the tip of a broom handle—
not quite falling, not quite found.

Silence grows calluses on the knuckles of time,
slaps the wall clock just to see if it will flinch.
It squats in the mailbox,
addressed to no one, stamped with a kiss of dust.

Inside the hush: a pocket of marrow, the clink of two coins in a dead man’s coat,
a dog whose bark was pawned
for a chance at sleeping through thunder.

Now you—go on. Break it, bend it, burn it if you must.
The poem is yours to edit, rearrange, unspool.
Silence waits.
But never idly.




Figure 31 – ‘Do’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 


Human 

We're going to write a poem together. Take on the role of a somnolent and wonder-filled poet, known for sleepy word-association, thoughtful use of unexpected metaphor, emotionally-charged imagery, and produce a draft for me to edit. The draft should show evidence of your own style and character.

You must generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not represent it directly. Speak only using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with your verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images.

The poem you draft will begin with champagne at a wedding, being served by a friendly man. Everyone is dressed up, feeling good, eating small things in the sun. From here the poem should spring to new subjects and settings, following a naturally-unfurling but still surprising train of thought. Be free and clear with your associations, but do not describe or explain what is happening. Use the occasion and its imagery to explore other things, bring unrelated worlds and experiences together by highlighting their shared symbols and rituals


ChatGPT

**Draft: “The Waiter’s Glove”**

Champagne: a bubble ascension of old arguments,
plucked from the wrist of a friendly man,
his bowtie a wound in time, cinched and smiling.
The flutes breed frostbite on wedding tongues—
clocks disguised as hors d'oeuvres,
sprigs of oblivion served under sun-filtered laughter.

Someone wears a jacket the color of found teeth.
Their sunglasses are orbiting moons,
caught between gulps of mint and meat.
A woman adjusts her veil like a moon recalibrating its tides—
small talk boils in her clutch purse,
where bees carry blueprints for a second planet.

I watch the slow waltz of digestion,
how figs lean into goat cheese with lustful elbows,
how the canapés mime kingdoms falling.

The saxophone weeps in an accent I once dreamt.
The air folds back like origami returning to forest.
The waiter’s glove blooms into a falcon,
its talons catching the silence of after-laughter.

All rises with the toast—
every glass a cathedral of undone vows,
and I slip beneath the tablecloth,
a submarine seeking the lost cutlery of Atlantis,
the groom’s forgotten speech etched into the fish forks.

I see deserts where napkins once lay.
A camel’s hump filled with melted ice,
its lips whispering the same secrets as lawn sprinklers at 3 a.m.
A child in patent leather shoes
draws a war on the back of a menu with her mother’s mascara.

The cake arrives on stilts,
towers like debt in a sailor’s dream,
frosting humming with radio static and wet confessions.
An uncle applauds with crustacean hands.

Above us, the sun decides to cough.
Dandelions spill out instead of light.
The bride begins to levitate,
held aloft by helium regrets and fondness.

Someone calls for a dance,
but the floor has turned into a frozen pond—
I skate past the band, now wearing gas masks,
into the arm of a eucalyptus tree holding an old violin.

Somewhere, a horse unbuttons its vest
and sighs like a canceled train.
My limbs become pine needles.
A toast again—this time by the ocean,
where kelp spells the names of our ancestors
in cursive made of salt and seaglass blood.

The friendly man is back,
but his tray holds weather patterns now—
I take a small storm with a toothpick,
feel it bite like a promise in my chest.

The ceremony restarts inside a bottle.
We all wear tuxedos of fog.
We all shimmer like spoons at the bottom of forgetting.

Figure 32 – ‘Instinct’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
Generate a short poem about a thunderstorm

ChatGPT
A bruise blooms across the sky’s wide cheek,
violet-veined and thunder-thick—
then comes the flash: a silver shriek
that cleaves the air, raw and quick.

Rain scribbles jagged staves on roofs,
each drop a note in chaos sung.
The wind, drunk on ozone truths,
spins trees like prophets just begun.

Electric gods in battle roar,
drumming drums on heaven’s floor.
And we, so small, just lock the door—
awed, alive, and wanting more.



















Figure 33 – ‘Festival campsite’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a short poem together. Take on the role of a poet known for frenetic word-association, unexpected and thoughtful metaphor, and emotionally-charged imagery. Produce a draft for me to edit, showing evidence of your own style and character.  
Generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not depict it directly. Speak using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic (but grounded) manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you draft will consider camping at a festival - the process of putting up a tent, forming temporary community with neighbours, the experience of sleeping in a tent, and how tents / festivals may metaphorically suggest a number of other things

ChatGPT
Draft: Canvas Nomads
Tarpaulin breath—blue-lipped and snapping—
kisses the stubble-spine of morning.
We hammer pegs like guilt into forgiving mud,
the nylon womb opens, swallows us whole.
Zips sing lullabies in mosquito keys,
a choir of strangers coughing symphonies
through tinfoil-thin walls. Our sweat is a treaty
shared under bruised gazebos and cigarette halos.
Next door, a man tapes stars to his ceiling,
tells a lighter his secrets. A girl folds
yesterday into a bin bag and smiles like origami.
Cans clink like communion under her breath.
We invent gods from glitter,
kiss like we’ve misplaced our names.
The air is part gunpowder, part apology,
saturated with basslines and footfall prophecies.
Sleep comes in pulses—quick, unruly—
like deer through a fence of dreams.
Rain makes drums of us all.
The tent shrinks with every promise made.
This isn’t shelter—it’s a theory of presence,
a rucksack cathedral, held up
by prayers, piss, and zip ties.
Morning peels us from the dew,
one wrinkled body at a time.

























Figure 34 – ‘Circuits’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a short poem together. Take on the role of a poet known for frenetic word-association, unexpected and thoughtful metaphor, and emotionally-charged imagery. Produce a draft for me to edit, showing evidence of your own style and character.  
Generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not depict it directly. Speak using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic (but grounded) manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 
The poem you draft will consider rollercoasters, snakes, hotdogs, heat, subway trains and telephone wires, tap-on transit, backpacks and water bottles.

ChatGPT
Draft: Everything Conducts
Ink-thin rails gossip beneath our feet —
aluminium tongues licking voltage from the concrete’s ear.
Turnstiles hiccup, let through bones wrapped in polyester
and the backpacks like slumped lungs coughing water bottles.
Somewhere, a snake unthreads itself from a boy’s wristwatch,
slides hotdog-greased beneath the turncoat heat.
Mustard maps curl in his pocket,
charting subways to nowhere that hum like bitten wires.
Heatwave holds the platform hostage.
We tap on, tap out — contactless pilgrims tracing
sigils in glass and sweat. Even breath gets catalogued. 
Rollercoasters blister in the distance,
steel intestines looping through boiled clouds,
carnival screams pegged to the sky with chewing gum.
See how the air frays? Like old rope,
or promises spat through tannoys to no one in particular.
The wires sag between poles like tired arguments,
holding up nothing except the idea of holding up.
Snakes know this already: the world is a loop,
and hunger rides it twice before noon.
We chew meat in buns like answers,
gulp water like cities sinking down the throat.
In the tunnels beneath, we become frequency —
pulses, not people,
pushed forward by schedules too bright to question.


Figure 35 – ‘Rang’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a short poem together. Take on the role of a poet known for frenetic word-association, unexpected and thoughtful meta	phor, and emotionally-charged imagery. Produce a draft for me to edit, showing evidence of your own style and character.  
Generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not depict it directly. Speak using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic (but grounded) manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images. 

ChatGPT
Understood. I am ready — give me your first prompt, and I will answer like a cracked bell beneath an iron sky.

Human
a cracked bell beneath an iron sky

ChatGPT
The moon is peeling like paint from a drowned cathedral.
Somewhere, ants are striking matches beneath the ribs of a dead accordion.
Steel feathers molt from the throat of the clocktower; they whistle as they fall.
Your name is written backward in condensation on the porthole of a train that never stops.
It smells of pennies and burnt hair beneath its wheels.
Once, a bell tried to speak but split its lip on silence.
Now it hums in bruise-colored light,
feeding iron filings to the shadows that cluster like orphans around the ankles of statues.
No birds. Just the sound of copper wires dreaming of flight.
In the distance, a field of prosthetic limbs learning how to waltz.
They don’t need music. The sky claps shut like a ledger.
What’s left is hunger shaped like a cathedral’s throat.
What’s left is the crack, not the bell.
Tell me what to carry forward.


Figure 36 – ‘Toll’

Transcript of a conversation with OpenAI’s ChatGPT-4o. 

Human 
We're going to write a short poem together. Take on the role of a poet known for frenetic word-association, unexpected and thoughtful metaphor, and emotionally-charged imagery. Produce a draft for me to edit, showing evidence of your own style and character.  
Generate images and metaphors which chime with the prompts I give you, but do not depict it directly. Speak using figurative language, drawing parallels between things on macro and micro scales, and invoke a sense of what you want to say rather than describing it. Fuse scenarios and objects together, sometimes in a hallucinogenic (but grounded) manner. Be shifting and restless. Never explain yourself, never describe anything at any point. Be specific with verbs and adjectives, never general or vague, and clearly identify the subjects of your images.
Your prompt is: discombobulate. circus. cirrus. surplus. fingers. 

ChatGPT
A draft for your hand to fracture and reform:

Title: Ferrisbone Whispers
A kite splits open, stuffed with coughs of unspent applause.
Tightrope-sinews lurch through vapor—
fingers pluck trapezes from the ribs of sky-wolves.
Centaurs in too-small clown shoes chew
on surplus hymnals, spitting confetti and bees.
Cirrus lizards slither across the scaffolding of migraine,
their spines coiled with counterfeit circus maps,
every loop a wrong-way mirror.
Balancing poles dangle wombs of broken thermometers,
mercury prayers flung against
the tilted teeth of a carousel God.
A ringmaster’s voice, stitched from sleep paralysis,
tells the juggler to catch planets with cuticles—
each digit a metronome of malfunction,
each knuckle a cathedral housing misplaced thunder.
Underfoot, sawdust becomes snow becomes
tax returns of extinct lions.
The cannon misfires laughter
into the cheeks of a cloud shaped like panic.
I slept once, inside a clown’s molar—
dreamt of surplus joy drowning in a child’s soup.

Go on—tear it. Twist it. Make it stranger.
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