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Is a Grandpa smarter than Claude? 

 

Lorenzo’s Essay 

I work at Wellington Bay retirement home. There is a restaurant that is called Legends and I'm a waiter there. I started 

almost a year ago and I work 4 days a week. Every single day that I set up there, I am never the first person in Legends. 

There is always a resident by the name of Mrs Birns, always sitting down, always there before me. I do not know when she 

arrives. But she's always there alone. 

 

From 4:30 to 5:30 every day, I am on the move. I either am running around setting up tables or polishing glasses. While I'm 

running from dining room to kitchen, I always see her figure sitting at a table next to the window overlooking sawgrass. She 

is in the same seat every day, with a glass of Pinot Grigio already served to her before any of us get there. She sips slowly at 

her Pinot Grigio that never seems to run out. This whole hour, while I'm yelling at coworkers or scrambling around to get 

things in order, she is just sitting there as if time froze, never once taking a look at her phone faced down on the table. 

During this same hour I've probably walked 5k steps, burned 500 calories, and looked at my phone 50 times while Mrs 

Birns sits there. 

 

When the clock hits 5:30 and it's time to open the kitchen and the residents start flowing in, I get ready to take care of Mrs 

Birns as usual. In almost a year these are probably the only words we've spoken to each other. I would say something along 

the lines of "how was your day Mrs Birns?" and then she would respond "good I would like a salmon fillet blackened with a 

sweet potato." The same words every day, except for the potato. Every now and then it could be baked. I already know what 

she is going to order but it's still required to ask and take it. I have stopped offering her bread because she never wants it, 

even if it breaks procedure. Every interaction we have comes out to about 10 words, never more than necessary. 

 

Mrs Birns is someone who is so quiet I don't know a thing about her, even though I have been taking her order for almost a 

year. The residents are asked to wear name tags for the first month of living there so that we become accustomed to them 

and learn their names. The odd thing is that Mrs Birns still wears it and she has been here for over 5 years. And the whole 

time I've been working here, she has never taken it off. Everyone knows her and she knows pretty much everyone. It says 

her first name then her last and it rests on her left breast. I address her as Mrs Birns just out of the fact of respect, nothing 

more or nothing less. I do not know if she is married or not. I never asked about her name tag or if she is married. 

 

She always sits in the same seat facing the entrance, which is opposite of the bar, with the window to her right where she 

glances and takes a look outside. Until one day I walked in as usual and saw her as usual but something was strange. I 

noticed it immediately. It threw me off balance. She was sitting exactly opposite, facing the bar, back to the entrance, and 

the window to her left. I was confused but never questioned it. 

 

The next day I came to work and she was back in her normal seat. I took her usual order with sweet potato like nothing 

changed. 

 



Is Claude smarter than Chat GPT? 

 

 



Grandpa Chris replies: 

 

 

 



Claude’s response to Chris 

through Simon 

Simon challenging Claude 

Claude’s apology – of sorts. 

Chris Thought: 

 


