HON 210 – Generative AI Story Writing.
Generative AI has become a hot topic in the last year. Generative AI can create new content (text, images, videos, code, etc.) by learning patterns from existing data and using this knowledge to generate new and unique output. There are several common text generation tools such as ChatGPT, Bard, and Claude 2. One inserts a well-defined prompt and the software generates text depending on the databases they use. However, this technology is new and is not always accurate nor very good with new information or use of trusted sources. Use of Generative AI is not your work, but you can play with it and use it to brainstorm and critique how good the results are. As an example, I chose three of these tools, [ChapGPT (https://chat.openai.com/), Bard (https://bard.google.com/chat), Claude 2 (https://claude.ai/chat)] and gave them the same prompt: 
Can you write a 1500 word time travel story in which a time traveler Bob from the year 2351 goes to Stephen Hawking's June 28, 2009 cocktail party for time travelers? 
Read the stories produced and write a short analysis of the stories and compare how well these did with answering the prompt.
ChatGPT -  A Toast to Time: Bob's Journey to Hawking's Paradoxical Party
Bob had always been a curious soul. Born in the year 2351, he had grown up hearing legends of the greatest scientific minds in history. Among them, the name of Stephen Hawking stood out like a beacon in the night. Hawking's groundbreaking work on black holes and his famous book, "A Brief History of Time," were still celebrated centuries later. But what fascinated Bob the most was the tale of Hawking's June 28, 2009 cocktail party, rumored to have been an invitation sent exclusively to time travelers.
In the year 2351, time travel was not only possible but regulated by strict laws and authorities. Bob was a member of the Temporal Preservation Agency, tasked with maintaining the integrity of the time-space continuum. He had access to a TimeCraft, a sleek and advanced vehicle capable of traversing through time with precision. Bob had always dreamt of attending Hawking's party, and one day, he decided to turn that dream into reality.
With the approval of his superiors and a meticulously planned mission, Bob set the coordinates for June 28, 2009, and prepared for his journey. He dressed in period-appropriate attire, a stylish suit from the early 21st century. Checking the time circuits one last time, he activated the TimeCraft, and in an instant, he found himself in the past, on the very day of the legendary party.
Bob's heart raced as he stepped out of the TimeCraft. He had arrived in Cambridge, England, just outside Stephen Hawking's residence. His excitement was palpable as he approached the elegant townhouse. He could hear the faint murmur of voices and laughter, the tinkling of glasses, and the clinking of cutlery.
As Bob entered the party, he was struck by the eclectic mix of guests. Distinguished scientists, philosophers, and scholars mingled with artists, musicians, and even a few individuals whose origins were a mystery to him. The atmosphere was charged with intellectual curiosity and excitement. The air seemed to crackle with possibilities.
Bob decided to play it safe initially, observing from a distance. He watched as people engaged in animated conversations about topics that spanned the universe and beyond. The paradoxes of time travel, the nature of black holes, and the mysteries of the cosmos were all on the table. Bob couldn't help but be drawn into a conversation about the implications of time loops with a group of physicists.
One physicist, Dr. Emily Chang, was particularly captivating. Her knowledge of temporal physics was astonishing, even to someone from Bob's time. They discussed the Grandfather Paradox, the butterfly effect, and the possibility of alternate timelines. Emily had a theory that the universe had a way of self-correcting to prevent paradoxes, and she was excitedly sharing her ideas with the group.
Bob was intrigued by Emily's theories, and he couldn't resist joining the conversation. "I've traveled a long way to be here," he said, carefully choosing his words. "But I can't help but wonder if there are consequences to our actions in the past."
Emily turned to him, her eyes narrowing with interest. "You're a time traveler, aren't you? From the future?"
Bob hesitated for a moment, then decided to come clean. "Yes, I am. I'm from the year 2351. I've always been fascinated by this party and couldn't resist the opportunity to attend."
The group fell silent, and Emily studied Bob intently. Then, she smiled. "Well, Bob from 2351, it's a pleasure to have you here. Let's explore these paradoxes together. Perhaps we can unravel some of the mysteries of time."
Bob felt a wave of relief wash over him. He had expected skepticism or even hostility, but Emily's openness was a pleasant surprise. Over the course of the evening, he shared stories of the future, the advances in temporal physics, and the challenges of time travel regulation.
As the night wore on, Bob found himself engrossed in discussions with various guests. He met a musician from the 22nd century who had composed a symphony inspired by the rhythm of the cosmos, a historian who had specialized in documenting time travelers throughout history, and an artist who had created paintings based on glimpses of other dimensions.
The highlight of the evening came when Stephen Hawking himself made an appearance. Despite his debilitating condition, his presence was magnetic. He used a speech synthesizer to communicate, and he shared his thoughts on the mysteries of the universe and the possibility of time travel. He even made a lighthearted remark about sending invitations to time travelers but not receiving any responses.
Bob couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and gratitude. Here he was, in the presence of some of the greatest minds in history, sharing ideas and insights across centuries. It was a once-in-a-lifetime experience, and he cherished every moment of it.
As the night drew to a close, Bob realized it was time to return to his own time. He said his farewells to the remarkable people he had met, including Emily, who had become a dear friend in a matter of hours. They exchanged contact information and promised to stay in touch, their shared passion for temporal physics forging a strong bond.
Back in the year 2351, Bob reflected on his journey to the past. It had been an unforgettable experience, one that had deepened his understanding of the past, present, and future. He marveled at the resilience of the human spirit and the boundless potential of scientific exploration.
In the years that followed, Bob continued to work for the Temporal Preservation Agency, but he also dedicated his time to researching the paradoxes of time travel and collaborating with Emily and other brilliant minds from different eras. Together, they made significant advancements in the field of temporal physics, unraveling some of the universe's most profound mysteries.
And though Bob never returned to Stephen Hawking's cocktail party for time travelers, he carried the memories of that extraordinary night with him. It was a night when the barriers of time had blurred, and the past and future had converged in a celebration of human curiosity and discovery. It was a night when Bob had truly tasted the wonders of time travel, and it had left him with a profound appreciation for the beauty and complexity of the universe.
Bard - The Time Traveler's Party
Bob adjusted the dials on his time machine one last time, checking to make sure he had the coordinates correct. He had been planning this trip for months, and he was finally ready to go back in time and meet Stephen Hawking.
Bob had always been a fan of Hawking's work. He was fascinated by his theories on black holes and the nature of space and time. And when he heard that Hawking had hosted a time travel party in 2009, Bob knew he had to go.
He set the time machine for June 28, 2009, and pulled the lever. The machine whirred to life, and Bob felt himself being pushed back into his seat. He closed his eyes and waited.
A few seconds later, the machine stopped. Bob opened his eyes and saw that he was standing in a small garden. He was surrounded by people dressed in a variety of clothing styles, from Victorian to futuristic.
Bob smiled. He knew he had made it.
He walked over to a group of people who were gathered around a table. In the center of the table was a man in a wheelchair, talking to a group of people.
Bob recognized him immediately. It was Stephen Hawking.
Bob walked up to Hawking and introduced himself. Hawking smiled and shook his hand.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Bob," Hawking said. "I've been expecting you."
Bob was surprised. "How did you know I was coming?" he asked.
"I have my ways," Hawking replied with a wink.
Bob and Hawking talked for a while about time travel and the future. Hawking was fascinated by Bob's time machine, and Bob was eager to learn more about Hawking's theories.
After a while, Bob noticed that the other guests were starting to leave. He realized that it was time for him to go too.
"I had a wonderful time, Professor Hawking," he said. "It was an honor to meet you."
"The pleasure was all mine, Bob," Hawking replied. "I hope you have a safe journey back to your own time."
Bob shook Hawking's hand and then walked back to his time machine. He got in and set the coordinates for 2351. He pulled the lever, and the machine whirred to life.
A few seconds later, Bob arrived back in his own time. He got out of the time machine and looked around. He was home.
Bob was glad that he had had the opportunity to meet Stephen Hawking. It was a night he would never forget.
Years later
Bob was sitting in his living room, reading a book. He heard a knock at the door and got up to answer it.
When he opened the door, he saw a man standing there. The man was tall and thin, with a white beard. He was wearing a long black coat.
"Hello," the man said. "My name is Stephen Hawking."
Bob was stunned. He couldn't believe his eyes. Stephen Hawking was standing in his living room.
"Professor Hawking," Bob said. "What an honor it is to see you again."
"The pleasure is all mine, Bob," Hawking replied. "I've come to visit you from the future."
Bob invited Hawking inside, and they sat down on the couch. Hawking told Bob that he was visiting him to thank him for coming to his time travel party in 2009.
"Your visit inspired me to continue my research on time travel," Hawking said. "And I'm happy to say that I've finally made a breakthrough. I've developed a time machine of my own."
Bob was amazed. He couldn't believe that Stephen Hawking had developed a time machine.
"So, what are you going to do with it?" Bob asked.
"I'm going to use it to explore the future," Hawking replied. "I want to see what lies ahead for humanity."
Bob smiled. He knew that Hawking was in good hands.
"I'm sure you'll make great discoveries," he said.
Hawking stood up and shook Bob's hand.
"Thank you again for everything, Bob," he said. "I'll be in touch."
Hawking walked to the door and then turned around to look at Bob one last time.
"And remember," he said. "The future is in your hands."
Hawking then disappeared through the door.
Bob stood there for a moment,
Claude 2 - Time Trip to Hawking's Party
Bob stepped out of the time machine and found himself standing on the stone walkway in front of an ivy-covered brick building. Judging by the architecture and the clothing of the people walking nearby, it looked like Cambridge in the early 21st century. He checked the metallic band on his wrist that displayed the date. June 28, 2009. He had made it to Stephen Hawking's famous party for time travelers.
When the famous physicist had announced he was holding a party for time travelers on this date, but didn't send out the invitations until after it had already happened, Bob knew he had to find a way to attend. It was a challenge cleverly designed so that only actual time travelers from the future could show up.
Bob smoothed down his retro-style suit jacket and straightened his tie. He didn't want to stand out too much, but he also wanted to make a good impression at the party. He consulted the map on his wristband device and started heading across the green campus toward Hawking's college residence.
As he approached the stately stone building, he could see people mingling outside, sipping drinks and chatting. No one gave him more than a passing glance as he walked up the steps and entered the house. He guessed there were about 50 people in attendance. Scanning the crowd, he recognized a few famous faces - scientists, authors and professors he had only read about in the history books. Over by the window stood Stephen Hawking himself, holding court in his mechanized wheelchair surrounded by enthralled partygoers.
Bob grabbed a glass of wine from a passing tray and worked up the courage to approach the guest of honor. When there was a break in the conversation, Bob stepped forward.
"Hello, I wanted to introduce myself. My name is Bob and I'm from the year 2351," he said, extending his hand.
Hawking's eyes widened behind his glasses. "A time traveler! I had hoped my party invitation would attract some guests from the future, but I didn't actually think it would work."
Bob grinned. "Well, I couldn't pass up the chance to meet the great Dr. Hawking and see this time period firsthand."
"Fantastic!" Hawking exclaimed. "You simply must tell me everything about the future. Is intergalactic space travel commonplace?"
"Unfortunately, I can't reveal too much. We're discouraged from disrupting the timeline or altering history," Bob replied.
Hawking nodded knowingly. "Quite right. We must be cautious about time travel's impact on causality. But please, tell me what you can."
Bob took a sip of wine, thinking about what he could safely share. "Well, medical science has advanced tremendously, allowing people to live healthily well past 100. Environmental restoration efforts have also made great progress healing the planet."
"Excellent, I am very glad to hear that," Hawking said. For the next hour, he peppered Bob with questions about the future world. Bob did his best to provide thoughtful answers without giving away anything that could alter the course of history.
As the party wound down, Bob checked the time on his wristband. It was getting close to his scheduled return window. "Dr. Hawking, thank you for your hospitality and fascinating conversation. I'm afraid I must be heading back to 2351 now."
"Of course. Thank you for coming! You've given me great hope for humanity's future," Hawking said, shaking Bob's hand. "Safe travels through the continuum."
Bob nodded in appreciation, then discreetly made his exit. He walked briskly back across the moonlit campus to the hidden spot where he had arrived. He pushed the buttons on the wristband, entering the coordinates and activation code. A shimmering portal opened up in front of him. He glanced back at Hawking's party one more time, then stepped through the portal. Everything went white for a few seconds as he traveled through folds of time and space itself.
When Bob's vision cleared, he was standing inside the time machine station back in 2351. A technician came over to check him in and run diagnostics on his wristband.
"No anomalies detected, excellent," the tech said. "So tell me, what was Stephen Hawking's famous time traveler party like?"
"It was amazing," Bob replied. "Hawking was brilliant and gracious and human society back then was so fascinating to observe firsthand. I'm very glad I made the trip."
Bob smiled, his mind still whirling with the incredible experience of being a time traveler. He couldn't wait to tell his friends all about his adventure to 2009. As he headed home, he wondered if one day he might convince the Time Council to let him visit other major moments in history too. The possibilities seemed endless.
