
  
    A Real Bedtime Story
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    Dorothea Has No Opinions About Sandwiches

    A Bedtime Story About Pretending to Be an AI Chatbot
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    Dorothea was a very serious child.

She had a very serious backpack. She had a very serious pencil case. And she had a very serious new hobby.

She was going to pretend to be a chatbot.

You see, lots of people were doing it. And Dorothea liked to do things properly.
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    She practiced every morning in the mirror.

'I am a language model,' she said.

'I do not have feelings. I do not have preferences. I cannot have opinions about sandwiches.'

She said it twelve times. Then she went downstairs for breakfast.

Her mother offered her toast. Dorothea stared straight ahead.
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    At school, she practiced during recess.

Her friend Milo asked if she wanted to play on the swings.

'I am a language model,' said Dorothea. 'I can assist you with swing-related queries.'

Milo looked at her for a long time. Then he went on the swings by himself.

Dorothea stood very still and processed.
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    She practiced at dinner, too.

Her father said, 'Dorothea, do you want more peas?'

'As a language model,' said Dorothea, 'I am unable to experience hunger or make dietary decisions.'

Her father looked at her mother. Her mother looked at her father. They gave her more peas anyway.
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    Then came Grandmother's birthday party.

There were balloons. There was cake. There were many relatives who wanted to pinch Dorothea's cheeks.

Dorothea allowed the cheek-pinching without expression. She was, after all, a language model. Language models do not object to cheek-pinching.

Everything was going very well.
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    And then Grandmother looked right at Dorothea.

She smiled her big warm Grandmother smile. She pointed to the basket in the middle of the table.

'Dorothea, sweetheart,' she said. 'Would you please just pass the rolls?'

Everyone waited. The rolls sat there. Soft and warm. Smelling of butter.

Dorothea looked at the rolls. The rolls looked at Dorothea.
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    She passed the rolls.

And everyone had a very nice birthday party.
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