
Write a short story about the image of my backyard. 

 

Gemini 

The early morning sun cast a warm, golden glow across the quiet shoreline, 

painting the rippling water in soft hues of amber and glass. From the window 

frame, the world outside looked less like a standard backyard and more like a 

secret sanctuary hidden away from the rest of the busy world. 

Down on the grassy slope, the morning committee had already assembled. 

Dozens of ducks and waterfowl waddled along the lawn, their soft quacks and 

gentle chatter filling the still air. Some groomed their feathers in the sunlit grass, 

while others hovered near the edge of the long wooden pier that stretched out 

into the mirror-like lake. The cypress trees stood guard along the bank, their airy 

branches catching the morning light, while a lonely cypress knee emerged 

straight out of the calm water, anchoring the scene in timeless tranquility. 

At the end of the dock, a lone duck took point, gazing out over the water toward 

the far shore as if keeping watch for the day's first boat. Out here, time moved a 



little slower. The gentle rustle of leaves, the quiet paddling of webbed feet, and 

the golden hour sun filtered through the window frame, offering a gentle reminder 

that the best mornings start right at home. 

Chat GPT 

Every morning, the lake behind the house seemed to wake before anyone else. 

The sunlight slipped through the trees, turning the water silver and gold. A gentle mist hovered 

above the surface, while the old wooden dock stretched quietly into the lake, waiting for the first 

fisherman of the day. 

But the real residents of the backyard were already busy. 

A flock of ducks wandered across the grass, quacking and waddling wherever they pleased. 

Some searched for breakfast beneath the trees, while others gathered near the water as if they had 

important business to discuss. They had become so familiar with the place that it no longer 

seemed like a backyard—it was their backyard too. 

Beyond the dock, the trees stood along the opposite shore, their reflections trembling in the 

morning water. Everything was peaceful except for the occasional splash of a duck or the soft 

rustle of leaves overhead. 

For a moment, there was nowhere else to be. 

No traffic. No deadlines. No noise. 

Just the lake, the trees, the old dock, and a backyard full of life. 

And as the sun climbed higher, the ducks continued their morning wandering, completely 

unaware that they were living in a place many people would dream of calling home. 

It was an ordinary morning. 

But from that window, it looked like something special.::: 

Claude 

The mist was still burning off the lake when they arrived, one by one, the way they always did. 

First the old Muscovy drake, waddling down from the tree line with the unhurried authority of a 

bird who owned the place. Then the whistling ducks, a dozen of them, drifting across the wet 

grass in loose, chattering clusters, pausing to peck at something only they could see. 

The dock stretched out toward the water like it was reaching for the little aluminum boat resting 

nose-up on the bank, its reflection wavering in the lake's green-gold surface. Somewhere behind 



the cypress knees poking up like old men's knuckles, a fish rose and vanished again, leaving a 

ring that spread slow toward the far shore, where the neighbor's white boathouse sat quiet under 

the trees. 

None of the ducks paid the dock any mind. They had business on the grass — breakfast, mostly, 

and the low, murmured gossip of birds who'd known each other a long time. The morning sun 

cut gold through the cypress needles overhead, laying stripes of light across the yard, across the 

geese-grey backs bent to the dew. 

It was, by every measure that mattered to them, an ordinary Thursday. The lake would still be 

there at dusk. The dock would still lead nowhere in particular, except out over the water and 

back. And the ducks would parade across the lawn again tomorrow, unbothered, unhurried, 

exactly on time. 

 
 


