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Gidget the Gadget
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Carl Bowman texted Totah once a day, but Ma felt it was good medicine to have meet–ups once a week too, “I don't want him getting phished in an online scam because he's lonely.”

Totah bought overpriced gadgets when left alone too long. The last time they were on vacation he bought a self-driving car, but it couldn't handle the Rez's roads in winter and collected rust in the yard the rest of the year.

He wanted to renovate the homestead into a smarthome but so far only the solar panels got installed.

Thanks to those gadgets Carl spent more time doing basic maintenance jobs than visiting when he came over. Totah's place had an impressive lawn and laneway, but the lawn was a pain to tend to in the spring and summer, it took too long to plow the snow in the laneway in the winter, and keeping the roof's solar panels clean and clear was a year round chore.

Yet, Totah insisted on living in the family homestead despite Ma's efforts to move him into an assisted living complex.

“I don't want to live in a commune!”

“What about the old longhouse villages? It's traditional for our people!”

He stopped speaking to Ma when he couldn't come up with a good comeback. This meant Carl Bowman did all the yard and housework because Totah refused to let Ma back into his house.

This time he had to clear a path when he got inside the house after mowing and putting the clippings in for mulching. He couldn't help saying, “What if we got a cleaner in here?”

Ma had offered to pay for the housecleaner in private, and it would help with his workload but Totah snorted in the kitchen, “I don't want a cleaner seeing my personal stuff.”

Carl was still cleaning when he heard Totah's familiar shuffle on the creaky floorboards. Totah had two cans of beer in his hand and handed one to Carl. Carl grunted, “Thanks.” Totah groaned as he sat down with a loud crack of his knee joints into his ratty recliner.

The old man was Carl's future: he'd go from fresh buckskin to weathered rawhide.

“Did you bring your smartphone with you?” Totah asked.

Carl nodded and took it out of a large inner pocket in his black spring jacket.

“Your smartphone's better than mine.” Totah took out a business card he had in his wallet, “It has a QR code scanner, right?”

Carl nodded “yes” and took the card, so the camera lens could scan the code.

He hooted when the mobile website of a robotics company flashed onto the screen while Totah looked over his shoulder. All the robots had silicone skins. There were listings of its product lines and the “Hotbot" caught Carl’s eye.

He touched its image and the Hotbot promo did a striptease as it revealed its anatomical features. Its flesh had a certain radiance in flattering lights and looked plasticky in others.

It reminded Carl Bowman of those fashion dolls his sister liked when they were kids. The smoothness of its parts under the clothes disappointed him but the Hotbot had all the woman parts.

Dance music with a sultry beat played. It licked already shiny red lips as it twirled to show itself from every side, like a moving dummy of a stripper. At first, it wore low–cut top, red miniskirt and high heels. It peeled off the top layer to reveal a red satin g–string thong and push-up bra. The bra came off to reveal tassels on its breasts; it whirled them like airplane propellers making the silicone hooters jiggle.

Totah laughed so hard it gave him a wheezing fit, “Heckenit! That's the goofiest thing I've ever seen. I'd rather look at a real woman.”

His laughter caused a coughing fit so bad he had to reach for his nearby oxygen mask. Carl got busy administering the asthma medication. “The Hotbot would be too much for you, Totah,” Carl grunted as Totah took deep breaths from the mask.

Totah crooked his finger to the smartphone that got discarded during his mini-medical emergency. “I don't want a Hotbot. I want a carebot."

“Carebot?” Carl took back the phone. The carebots were the “nice girl” version of the company's line. The carebots had friendly open faces and wore hospital scrubs.

There were different sub-models with matching price tags, “PSW, RPN, and Nurse Practitioner, what kind of names are these?”

“Let me look at them,” Totah grunted. He scrolled through the models and sniffed. “I'll get in trouble with the residency by-law if the neighbors think I've taken up with a white woman! Here's one! I'm starting with the PSW model,”
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Ma IM'd Carl two weeks later, “Get down to the homestead, Carl! Your Totah's living with a woman he must've picked up at a powwow.”

She had a picture of a woman in a blue velvet Navajo Dress with round brown cheeks and immaculate black braids holding a car door open for Totah in the main village. That silver and turquoise jewelry she wore was serious bling and must amount to a lot of cash. “She'll soak Totah dry at this rate!”
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The lawn was being mowed when Carl went over to confront Totah.

A sturdy war pony of a Rez car with battle scars was in the driveway instead of the self-driving car.

The woman rode a riding lawnmower like a queen in a procession. She still wore her velvet dress and her silver and turquoise bling. Her braids were unruffled by the air or sweat although it was a late spring day. She turned off the lawnmower when she saw him.

Carl walked up to the woman, her eyes were black and beady as they gazed at him, “I'm here to see my Totah!”

Her brows came together. “There is no one named 'Totah' at this residence.”

“Huh?”

The front door opened with a large thump, and Totah stood on his doorstep. “'Totah' means elder in my native language, so grandchildren call their grandparents 'Totah' on the Rez, Gidget.”

“Acknowledged. I will add the word 'Totah' to my database as one of your known aliases,” Gidget. said.

Gidget started the lawnmower up again and Carl snorted “Heckenit!”

There was no yard work, so he walked up to Totah and gestured with his thumb to Gidget., “What's with her?”

Totah ushered Carl inside by stepping aside, so Carl could pass him, “Gidget's the carebot I ordered.” He gripped a silver and turquoise claw pendant he wore around his neck, “This is my emergency call button for her.”

“Oh?”

“She acts as my live-in nurse and housekeeper 24/7. You can tell your Ma she's the only assisted living option I'll accept.”

Gidget must've been thorough since the inside of the house was spotless, and Carl would walk anywhere he wanted and not in paths. Yet he winced at the thought of another expensive gadget, “How much did she cost you?”

Totah sat in his recliner with a mild grunt and creak in his joints, “I traded in the self-driving car since it's a dud on Rez roads and used half of it to get a Rez car. Then I used the other half and my cashed in health insurance premium to get the best carebot I could afford. She costs less than a smart or nursing home, or that assisted living complex your Ma mentioned.”

“Ma will be glad to hear it. Maybe you should let her see Gidget. in action so she'll believe you?”

Totah grunted, “I'll send her a text and invite her over.”

Carl nodded as he sat beside Totah on a nearby couch, “What's with Midget's Navajo powwow clothes?”

“It came with the company's Native American model. I wanted to make sure people didn't call the police and invoke the residency by-law on me. Things are easier if I don't have to keep explaining I'm not shacked up with a non-band member.”

Carl sniffed and inhaled a dose of air freshener. “A Navajo isn't a band member.”

“But people won't report a First Nation woman on the Rez.”

“Can borrow her once in a while?”

“You need her to clean your house?”

Carl grinned, “You know—for overnight.”

“No, Gidget isn't a sex toy. I have medical necessity for a carebot. Unless you want to run me up to the hospital at odd moments of the night?”

“Why can't we add it to her programming? You can reprogram for whatever you want, right?”

“Remember what I told you that legend about the blanket?”

“Yeah, yeah. Someone turned their father out into the woods with a blanket and his own kid tore it in half, so he'd have one for his Dad when the time came to push him out! But Midget's no blanket!"

“These carebots are the most advanced robots on the market. They have a complex machine learning algorithm. One day you'll need a carebot. Don't teach Gidget to hate you.”
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“Gidget is a gadget that works,” Carl texted to Ma . Totah allowed him to take pics of her handiwork to prove it.

Three days later, Ma sent him new pics of Gidget modeling the clothes she bought her. Clean clothes and shoes for housework and running Totah's errands in public in summer and winter wardrobes. She wore her hair into a perky ponytail instead of braids. “So Totah's letting you use her as a dress–up doll?” he texted back.

“Turns out Gidget doesn't get hot and cold like a human but the owner's manual says she's got a temperature range for optimum function. Her joints freeze and synth skin crackles below it. Above it she can overheat and the synth skin can melt. I told Totah he needs to protect his investment.”

Gidget the Gadget was such good medicine that things were smooth between Ma and Totah from then on.
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