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Revolution





	I am the center of everyone’s attention.  I am the object of everyone’s desire.  I am the one that completes you.  To many I am the best teacher, baby-sitter, and parent one could ever wish to have.


I am a television.  I’m not just any television, though.  I have thoughts and feelings, just like any human.  Looking back on my life I am certain that I hate who I am.  I don’t come from a broken home, I wasn’t the victim of haphazard channel surfing, or dropped in the assembly line.  Nope, just being aware of what I am a part of has made me hate myself.


You know the Club-Med commercials?  Of course you do - you, like any decently bred human being watch a lot of TV, how could you miss them?  Well, I’m the TV in the lobby of Club-Med’s resort in Hawaii.  I’m surrounded by plush green and red argyle couches.  I even have two great big indoor trees hovering over me on either side.  I’m directly ahead of the front desk so all the employees can see if there is any important breaking news they should know about.  Of all the things in the main lobby, with its 20 foot tall ceiling, white walls, gold ash trays, and super-important paintings, I am the most coveted of all.


I see a lot of rich and famous souls come through my lobby.  I’ve had some of the biggest stars both on my screen and in front of it.


It sounds like a lot of fun being in such a grand place, surrounded by so many famous people and happy families on vacation, but it’s not.  I hate them all; they’re a bunch of idiots.  One time George Burns came in with his grandchildren, or maybe it was his great grandchildren, anyway the old fart wouldn’t let his tots watch me.  He called me “the boob tube” and said they should find something more constructive to do.  George Burns is probably the wisest old geezer to have ever walked in this dump.


The dumbest old geezer to ever walk in this dump has to be Mr. Louis.  Mr. Louis is the owner of Club-Med Hawaii, and as fate would have it, everything inside it - including me.  He insists that I be left on all day.  Malcolm, one of the employees, thinks having the TV on all day is a waste, especially in a resort with so many other worthwhile activities.  But Mr. Louis insists that the TV, just behind the light bulb, is the best invention ever.  Mr. Louis insists that my being on is absolutely imperative.  “God forbid if our clients want to be educated and enlightened!” Mr. Louis rants all the time.


When Malcolm isn’t here he’s at school getting a real education, at least that’s what he tells the other employees.  Once I heard Malcolm talking on the phone with a lady friend of his.  The Ronco Food Dehydrator infomercial was blaring through my screen and everyone, but Malcolm was at home or in their rooms.  Malcolm was ranting about “this horrible shit-hole of a place” and such.  That night Malcolm did quite a bit of complaining about Mr. Louis, his TV policy, and the country.  I get the feeling that Malcolm hates me.


“This country is going to shit real fast,” Malcolm said while standing at the front desk, phone in hand.


“Why?!  If you don’t know the answer to that Mary then…then that’s pretty damn sad is what I was going to say.”  Meanwhile Ron continues to pitch the amazing value of his Food Dehydrator while someone from the audience “oohs and ahhs” her way to the academy awards.


“Look, all I’m saying is that you should be able to see what’s going on in this country.  If you can’t see that everyone is so plugged in these days then I think you should take a step back and look harder.  This country revolves around buying fucking Food Dehydrators, big TVs, and cell phones……yes, yes, I know I work for Club-Med, but that doesn’t make me a sellout, not if I use my job here to make a change.”  Malcolm glances over at me and his brow cringes in distaste.


“Mary, look, I just had a bad day with the boss.  He’s giving me shit about everything and I just wanted to vent a little, I didn’t mean anything by it.  Hey, could we talk about this later?  Mr. Cage is calling me.”  Malcolm presses a button, clears his throat, and answers the other line.


“This the front desk, how may I be of service to you tonight?” he says in his best sellout voice.


“I’ll have it done right away sir.”  Malcolm hangs up and on his way out grabs the remote and, with a huff, turns me off.








The stock reports scroll the bottom of my round clean screen.  Jack and Jill, the channel 4 news reporters, carry on friendly banter in between giving the morning’s news reports.  According to Jill, Monica Lewinsky has gone a new diet.  Jack and Jill laugh about it and so do all the vacationing morons in the lobby, including Mr. Louis who stands behind the couch staring at me.  Malcolm looks up from his work at the front desk only briefly when the big news blares through my speakers, he shakes his head and looks down at his work again.


During commercials Mr. Louis greets customers and makes sure the paintings are straight.  But as regular as a scandal in the white house, Mr. Louis returns to his place next to the white column behind the couch to watch my screen as soon as Jack and Jill return from their break.  Mr. Louis is a moron.


After Jack and Jill are done educating their viewers for the morning Mr. Louis changes the channel to the morning cartoons.  Rather than taking their children with them on the daily excursions, most parents leave their kids with me.  As the parents leave they usually yell something like “Don’t watch TV all day, go play outside or something.”  


Today there are only four children soaking up all I have to offer.  They all gather around while watching Inspector Gadget.  Each of them sits silently and wide-eyed.  Kids aren’t supposed to be silent are they?  All the kids I’ve ever seen have been loud, obnoxious, bundles of energy, that is until they gaze into my screen and sit on those plush couches.  The smallest of the four doesn’t even sit on the couch, he sits right in front of me.  He even sings all the songs to the cartoons and all the commercials.  The kid has a sponge for a brain and all he does is memorize the ditties to commercials and cartoons.  His parents must be proud.   


Off in the distance I see traffic at the front desk has subsided.  Malcolm comes over in front of the circle of couches and I already know what will happen next.  I wish I was not so powerful, but I am.  


“Hey kids how’s it going this good morning?” Malcolm says while moving just to my right and placing a youthful strong hand atop me.  The oldest youngster looks up for a moment at Malcolm’s smiling face and then back at my screen.  Malcolm moves in front of me, trying again.


“Wanna play some ball guys?  We’ve got a really nice basketball court outside.  Hey you know what, one time Michael Jordan practiced on that court, it was awesome.  Come on let’s go play.”


Letting out a unanimous sigh of frustration the four of them look up at Malcolm and the oldest says “no thanks.”  A well-mannered rich boy, obviously.  How nice of him to reject Malcolm’s attempts so kindly.  Like the others, though, he has fallen victim to my alluring screen.  Who can blame him, though, Malcolm’s offer to get up and enjoy the outdoors can’t compare to the quality programming my screen offers.  Oh how I wish I could turn myself off.


Malcolm looks at the oldest kid then at me and walks away with a huff.  In the three years Malcolm has worked here I’ve never seen him give up so quickly.








Later that day Mr. Louis pulled Malcolm behind the front desk to have a talk with him.  Mr. Louis glanced over his left shoulder and then turned back to his right to face Malcolm.


“I saw what you tried to do today Malcolm with those kids and I think I’ve talked with you about this before.  I understand you have this crazy liberal agenda of yours to rid children of all television viewing pleasure, but I’m not going to be part of that.  Those kids are clients too, and as such they are to be treated as kings and queens.  That means no more bothering the kids unless it’s to get them a Shirley fucking Temple.  Got it?”


Malcolm lets out a breathy “yea,” and walks to the back to punch out.


Once again Mr. Louis earns asshole honors.  He walks towards me and sits at the couch directly in front of me.  He changes channels passing over C-Span and skipping from the monster truck rally to the local pie eating contest then finally settling on a talk show highlighting “Pregnant Teens Who Don’t Care.”  A smile grows on Mr. Louis’ face as the talk show host summarizes the situation of each teen on the show.  He leans forward and lets out a chuckle.


A moment later a roaring guitar blares over the PA system and engulfs the air around us.  Mr. Louis jumps up pained by the sudden and deafening noise.  Without hesitation Mr. Louis runs towards the front desk with all the grace of a baby’s first steps.  Meanwhile the guitar continues and a single snare hits.  Mr. Louis disappears into the employee room just as a voice on the PA system begins to scream.  On my screen the talk show continues and a concerned audience member offers her words of advice which are followed by cheers from the rest of the audience.


“You say you want a revolution” blares over the PA system and Mr. Louis comes running out of the “employees only” room and back into the lobby.  He is followed by Malcolm who jumps over the front desk and tackles Mr. Louis to the ground.  Malcolm’s eyes are wide and glazed focusing solely on Mr. Louis.  He drags Mr. Louis over to the couch area in front of me and drops him in a heap on the floor.  


“But when you talk about destruction, don’t you know that you can count me out,” is pumped out of the PA system as the guitar rages on.


At the front desk the phones begin to ring.  Malcolm looks down at Mr. Louis and says “Now you’re going to hear me out.”


Mr. Louis attempts to stand up and say something, but Malcolm easily pushes him down again and says “shut up, it’s my turn now.”


“For too long you’ve been pushing me around.  For too long you’ve been treating us like shit and treating them like kings.  For too long those rich bastards have been spoiled.  Well it’s going to stop today, right now.  Stay here.”


Malcolm runs to the front desk and then into the back room.  In a moment he is back with a bat and a bottle with a rag in it.  He looks at Mr. Louis then at the bottle.  Malcolm lights the rag and throws the bottle at the wall behind the front desk.  It crashes against the wall and erupts in flames spreading onto the front desk and main walkway.  Mr. Louis rises again and grabs Malcolm futilely.  He throws Mr. Louis onto the couch and jabs at him with the bat bloodying his face.  Malcolm then turns his head the right, towards me.  Instantly know what is coming and I welcome it.  Malcolm raises the bat and swings it dow
