Phony Fun
by

Eyes Right

Mason, OH – Recently I dropped nearly $100 here “having fun.”  The vehicle which separated me from my hard-earned cash was one of the more clever scams afflicting our nation:  THE THEME PARK. 

This particular park is named King’s Island.  It is located about 30 miles northeast of Cincinnati and is situated to attract visitors from throughout Ohio, Indiana and Kentucky.  As with most of these theme parks, there is a rather steep admission fee which allows one unlimited access to all rides, shows, entertainment and exhibits throughout the park for the day.  Although the pricing policy is egalitarian, it is often not cost-effective for the consumer who frequently must wait in line for 30-45 minutes to ride a roller coaster or enter a house of horrors.  Actually there are few, if any, houses of  horror at these types of parks;  the scary (and sometimes risqué) chambers of yesteryear have been replaced by boat rides through darkened buildings with cheery music and hundreds of cartoon characters from Disney or some other entertainment conglomerate.  In contrast, the scary house at the amusement park of my youth, Coney Island (not the one in New York City, but on the banks of the Ohio River about 20 miles south of here) was a walk-through type which had a feature in which any female (of any age) who came out of the darkness to walk across an elevated outside stage facing the general public risked having a blast of air blown between her legs to push her skirt upwards for all to view!!!!  Times change….
Although each of these theme parks try to capitalize on some dominant theme (hence the name), they are actually remarkably similar.  Except for the geography of their location, while standing here in King’s Island in Ohio, I could just as well been in Disneyland, Disneyworld, Six Flags Over Texas-Georgia-Mid-America (there are 3 of this franchise now) or any of the other large “fun parks” scattered around the U.S.  Each of these parks is manned by an apparently infinite corps of cherubic attendants and cleaner-uppers.  Each also has at least one monster roller coaster reputed to be the meanest, baddest, masochistic ride created by evil men.  Overall in the park the one constant is an attempt to produce a superabundance of “good, clean, fun.”
My children (all under 10) seemed to enjoy King’s Island, but I left with a heavy dose of cynicism.  It seemed to me that the same type of corporate owners which have been molding the eating habits of millions with tasty, inexpensive junk food are now assaulting our senses with handsomely-packaged polyester entertainment.  Having opted to have someone else cook for us, we are now paying them to entertain us.  The real cost, of course, is measured not in dollars, but the further erosion of our individuality and personal creativity.

I thought you might like to know.
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