
DICK RICHARD’S WIFE

AKA Bixby Turnbow had been thinking about his Mom and Dad, one of his Pop’s

aliases had been “Dick Richard”.

“We’re probably all related to the milk man.” That was Pop, on family.  

He, AKA Bixby Turnbow, Bixby, had been on the Viet Nam Day Committee, the 

State College rep, and when he had been weighing his options once, he got a wake up 

call, a lesson in the ‘okey doke’: Shilcock was the guy’s name, the Peace Corps Rep.

“I was surprised,” he heard from the Rep. “They’re rejecting you.”

Shit happens.

The unexpected.

During his college days, he and his friend George had turned left into a gasoline 

truck, and he was never the same.



They were on the way to get burritos in the middle of a Summer afternoon. 

George had been driving. Bixby had hit the top of the roof of the pick up, braced 

himself, the whole thing was in slow motion, and it did no good that he had braced 

himself.

It was an amazing feeling. He hit the roof hard, his arms gave way and he was 

absolutely stunned, his brain rattling around in his head, he saw the gasoline truck sign 

in a still shot, then he ran around the block like the stunned animal he was.

They had people watching him for days. He had been knocked silly. At first he 

saw everything as funny, then his worldview had, unconsciously, changed. He 

understood his place in the Universe as no more significant than any rock, tree or cell.

“That smirk,” his mother told him some years later, at his father’s funeral, 

“You’ve had it since that fellow who looked like William Shakespeare ran into that 

truck.”

Shit happens.

 Bixby had a message on his answering machine when he got home from his 

teaching job at the joint: “This is Officer Hanson from the Los Gatos Police. I’m a 

member of your mother’s church. She called us, and we really don’t know why we’re 

here. She says that the Arabs in the building are trying to blow it up. I thought I’d let you

know.”

Mom was on her way to a human junkyard.

He got an email from his brother Ben’s wife, Sally: Mom wants to come to Reno.



Bixby talked to Mom and gave her a jerk off response.

They looked at each other. That was about it. 

With his mother in Reno, he sent an email to his brother to find out how she was 

handling the new spot, being diagnosed as demented, etc?

No reply.

A week before his trip to Reno, Bixby mailed a note to Ben:

I’ll be up there the 28 and 9th, Eldorado.

The complex he was staying in was a series of casinos and hotels and bars and 

restaurants, a huge place with a circus like amusement park at one end. He walked 

around, watched people throw money at uncertain rewards.

Quite a spectacle. No clocks.

The hotel. The place was filthy with mirrors. 

The El had an Italian restaurant, “La Dolce Vita,” the sweet life, Fellini, black and

white.

The hotel, an air conditioned nightmare in a high rise. He tossed, turned, watched 

crap on TV.

He ate breakfast at the nearest hotel coffee shop.

Two guys, one bald, the other with a buzz cut, at the next table, the bald fellow 

told one story after another about people they knew, his companion nodded, shuffled his 

body around in his chair, the listener.



The talker knew a lot of people from some place in Montana: “He called me and 

wanted to know about getting his son a job in Montana. I told him he could help moving

some stuff out of the church. That was about it.”

He mentioned the weather forecasts for Billings, then Missoula, then picked up 

the check. They dressed alike, these friends, the same blue and black checked shirts, and 

suspenders.

It wasn’t eight yet, it was supposed to be in the 90’s by mid day, he’d get out to 

see his mother early.

Bixby had a color photo of her in Los Gatos, a white plastic spoon in her right 

hand, a swizzle stick in her left, she is intent on a Frappachino she had out in front of 

her. She must have been ninety in the photo, still well dressed in a bulky knit yellow 

cardigan, a gold chain necklace. She has the smile on her face of the pleasantly 

preoccupied, her makeup applied in the right places, her hair combed, her white shirt 

clean and pressed. The coffeehouse lurked in the background.

The rest home was a red brick one storey building, new, trimmed in white, set in a

sprawling parking lot, south of downtown, on the road to Carson City.

She shared a room with a woman who had an eight and a half by eleven glossy 

black and white photo across from her bed of Adlai Stevenson.

Both women had family photos everywhere, down to the great, great, 

grandchildren.

“You look a little wild,” he told her.  “You have a brush? I’ll brush your hair.”



“God is coming, you know. Everything will change,” she said as he ran the brush 

through her hair. 

“When?”

“Soon!” she said. “Do you remember when you talked your father into planting 

that box of seeds you found in the garage? You did the right thing!”

“You bet,” he said.

“This is serious,” she said, looking mean as a snake.

“Yes it is,” he said.

Then the person he knew was back again. Her voice was good, again: “Your 

father’’s going to marry that woman in Los Gatos in Heaven. It’s a whole new deal!”

“Good,” he said. “I didn’t think you knew about her.”

He handed her the brush.

“I’m Mrs. Storm now,” she said. “The priest who married me to Vincent., I’m 

married to him. I bet you don’t know his name!”

Vincent was her first husband, Ben’s father.

“What is it?”

“Trevor. He’s waiting for me in Heaven.”

“Good for him,” he said. 

Then she put on her mother’s knowing look: “We are what we do. You bring light 

to darkness.”



Then she looked through him, absolutely distracted: “ Where are my pills? They 

take care of me because I used to work for the government. In California, they used to 

steal my pills.” 

Then she snapped back. She said: “ My father was here. They let them come down

and visit, you know, if they want to come.”

 “What was he like?”

An orphan, she had never met her father.

“Tall. German looking,” she said. She looked through him again, then came back 

and said: “ Your brother’s going to be here this afternoon to pick me up and take me to 

his house.”

“Good,” he said, “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“You remember,” she said. “Just tell them at the hotel and when you get gas! 

Charge everything to me in Room 121. I’m so happy to see you!”

He talked to his mother’s nurse:  “What kind of pills do you people have her on?”

“You’ll have to talk to your brother, and the doctor.”

“You’ve talked to my brother Ben and his family?”

She said:  “I’ve only seen the daughter in law. She comes all the time.”

Bixby went to see her the next day and got lost, and when he got there she said to 

the nurse who woke her up: “Please leave me alone,” she said, remotely, hollowly: 

“Can’t you see that I’m trying to die?”



The nurse looked at Bixby, and he at the black and white of Adlai, and the other 

woman, listening in her half of their shared space.

Then his mother looked at him, sitting up in her bed.

“You!” she said.

“That’s right, mother!”

Ben? He’s on the other side of town, watching his wife put some dishes into the 

dishwasher.

Ben: “How’s my mother?”

Sally: “How’s your mother? The same.”


