Does this poem
make sense to you?

A
Generative
Poem for
Grids and
Geometry

SHINE A BRIGHT LIGHT only
on implied lines of direction
am tempered in my is a
clean place to steadily sip
Overcast Mid-day Air stays on track
negative space is
calm now
straighten up if |
meander

mplyOrganized

Somebody Boring
Always you.



