Homogenized Hamlet
by

Eyes Right

Clinton, NC – The road signs no longer tout Burma Shave.  Even the two lane blacktops are now reflections of the increasing homogenization of America.

Here in eastern North Carolina, for example, there are now more signs advertising McDonalds than Mail Pouch.  Tobacco is still the major cash crop, but providing services is the more observable local component contributing to the GNP. 

U.S. routes 421 and 701 cross here, both testaments to the days of earlier glory when tobacco was everything.  The interstate (I-95) passes 30 miles to the west, and with it, all the associated new development oriented toward travelers and truckers.  Clinton, by all standards, should be left drifting in its own self-importance – a closed culture impervious to the trendy phases and phrases of megalopolis America.

But it is not.  Michael Jackson is just as big here as in New York or Los Angeles.  Toyota, Nissan, and Honda are everywhere visible.  Downtown Clinton has succumbed to a mall.  There is a 4-lane bypass routing traffic around the downtown area.  Satellite dishes are pointed toward the heavens where church spires previously had a monopoly.  In short, Clinton would survive a transplant to the San Fernando Valley in California without missing a heartbeat.

There is some remaining local character and color, but it is fast fading.  A barber in Wilmington (about 60 miles down the road) swears that he can always tell natives of Clinton by their unique inflection of “Hell, no!”   One wonders how much longer these characteristics will survive the continuing leveling process of the VLF/UHF waves of the national media.
Like it or not, America is rapidly approaching sameness.  Our national jug of such deliciously different regions and cultures is being shaken, squeezed, and formed into homogenized, standard fluff as predictable as those “billions and billions” of tasteless hamburgers we have been conditioned to love.

I thought you might like to know.
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