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Not My Department

Through the battered gates they pour,
Theorists, post-post-feminists and more.
They think history is on their side

And so they spread their banners wide —
Radicalize and feminize now!

Subvert the canon, that sacred cow

Of Dante, Chaucer, Shakespeare, Donne,
Which of course is male oppression,
And, worse, realistic, not avant-garde.
(And sometimes, perhaps, a bit too hard?)
Their language-centered rubbish claims
That all is text, just clever games

That writers and readers play, puts all
That meaning-nonsense past recall.

Now books exist to back up theory,

Or promote the cause of certain dreary
Groups of marginals — a solid bet

If little’s published on them yet.

They triumph, for the frightened men
Dare not disagree with voice or pen.
Dire things wait for the one who tries,
For to argue is to colonize.

People of color, Derrida, late Plath,
Cixous, Foucault, the garden path.

All else is wrong politically,

And that is what they dare not be.

They say “valorize” a lot, and jargon

















