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Cultural Diversity Ate My Lunch

(A black man bursts into a bar, he’s carrying papers and shoulder bag, clearly looks the part of the harried, put-upon academic. His papers are in disarray, his mood is bad. He plops down his bag, cleans his eyeglasses, takes a deep breath. Proceeds to hold court with the Baretnder (bartender can be any color or persuasion).






Man

Bartender. Whiskey. 4 fingers of Jack. Straight. 



(Sweeps his papers into his bag, shaking his head in disgust)

Well this ends it. Right here, right now, finito, DONE. I gave that College some of my best years. But are they renewing my contract---No! 



(His whiskey arrives, he takes a sip)

8 years I gave that place. And just like that---over, done, through. They’re not renewing my contract. My Department Chair always gives me the heads-up at the last faculty meeting. I always A HEAD-UP! A SOMETHING! Not today. OVER, DONE, SEEYA! 


(Finishes half his drink, now addresses Bartender)

They can have it. Take all their freakin “Diversity” and cannonade it down somebody else’s agenda. We’re talking 8 years. 8 years in the Department of English teaching---English. ENGLISH?! English is just a 2nd language now. I’d be better off teachin Ebonics. Who on God’s green earth speaks English anymore? Did it get me tenure? Wanna know who GETS tenure? YOU WANNA KNOW WHO GETS TENURE? 



(Pause, take a big gulp)
 The Transsexual Star in Women’s Studies, that’s who! Ain’ this some WHACK-A-DOODLE! The Transsexual Star is a Star because she’s a Transsexual. Ask me why the Transsexual Star gets Tenure? Ask me!


(Whispers to Bartender)
Because, these are Transsexual times, my friend. There’s a whole new calendar at work. 



(Amused)
Did this smart Tranny have any credentials going for her? Sure she did. She ran a blog for the San Francisco Sisterhood Daily. A BLOG! Frisco Sisterhood Daily. It’s social commentary masquerading as a gay datery. 



(Mocking the “PC party line”)

And please don’t give me that, “Transsexuals are just like you or me. They just have “differences.”  Sure---like maybe a special day at Disneyland. Mickey Mouse has long been a friend to “special needs” folk. Look at how he befriends Daffy. Oh, snap----I think I just outed Daffy. HAHA!



(Motions for fresh fluids)
College ain’t for thinkers anymore, it’s for victims. PLAIN AND SIMP! VICTIMS!



(Laughs)
Faculty I work with connect-those-irrational-victim-dots all the time. And THAT, my friend, is the very ESSENCE of modern College Existence---ILLOGIC! Show me a college student who don’t hate his parents, his culture or his country and I’ll show you a college student WHO AIN’T IN COLLEGE! College is for each and every mentally abused group of Multi-Culti’s to find out exactly how disabled they are. 



(Back on “track”)

8 years of hard labor. And what did I do in those 8 years. Did I distinguish myself? Well, yes I did. You’re looking at a man who won a couple major grants, spoke at a couple conferences, and was published in several notable ENGLISH journals. And look where it got me? What the JA-BLIP was I thinking? I got 3 strikes against me. One, I’m heterosexual. College is no place for practicing heterosexuals. We don’t have enough hardship. Not enough sexual or emotional AMBIGUITY. Two, I’m black. Black just don’t make the grade on Campus no more. Look at me. Teaching the white man’s dead language. English ain’t popular no more. It ain’t global enough. 


(Starts to enjoy himself too much)

A black man teaching English---where’s my freakin DISADVANTAGE? Nowadays, you need a serious disadvantage on Campus. I came from a 2-parent household-----HELL BABYBUBBA---I can’t admit that in public circles! It’s the freakin “TRUTH I DARE TO SPEAK!” I’m Male. MALE. 100% MALE. You can’t be just MALE anymore. You need a penis, a vagina or any other junk you can twist-tie down there. But 100% MALE?! Talk about wearing the scarlet letter. Go to any College in this US of A and the word “male” usually comes right before the word “dominated.” You got your “white male dominated,” your “all male dominated,” your “elitist male dominated,” and your “previously all male dominated.” This is probably why I don’t have Tenure. The Transsexual Star already GOT a sex change-----but me---!?---I got the same penis I was born with. That ain’t no conversation starter, pal.    



(Finishes drink, pound glass on bar for more, Bartender serves)

Here’s the one thing you learn from every multi-cult Department in the United States: You learn that all Gay, lesbian, Transgender, Transsexual, American Indian, Hispanic, Latino, Asian, African, Middle European, Black, Brown and all the remaining disenfranchised, polarized, and isolated 3rd World peoples have been categorically, undeniably, institutionally, systematically, and fundamentally  CRUSHED under the weight of Male-Dominated Western Culture. Class dismissed. SCHOOL’S OUT. They may come to us with open minds but once we finish they’re vacuum-sealed, baby. They wind up knowing who’s been suffering, how much suffering, and where’s all the blame go. A Swiss clock couldn’t run no better! And me up here teaching AMERICAN ENGLISH!  Hell, I’m surprised they don’t Columbine my ass on GENERAL PRINCIPLE!    



(He and Bartender toast)     

To the “Frisco Sisterhood Daily”. Holy crapzilla, what’d she get her degree in “Post-Modern Trannys Feelings and Affirmations!” Anyway---you can’t be no  EDUCATED BROTHA these days?! From “Good Times” on down, if you see an EDUCATED BROTHA onna TV, a movie screen---he’s a clown! A joke! A booger-eyed marsupial! But now all these Project-thuggie-druggies --- they’re blessed with street smarts. And that’s why we got so many brothers in jail---they’re just out here exercising their god-given STREET SMARTS! And if I hear another debate about so many people “trapped in the system,” I’ma pee myself! Try being a 10 yr. old trapped inna 10 year African civil war where they cut off your gonads and rape your momma! Try being trapped inna Russian gulag prison where they feed you unseasoned fried rat. We INSULT people round the world when we whine about being trapped in the system. Census bureau oughta make “trapped in the system” a freakin category. “Please check the appropriate box: “White, Black, Hispanic, Native American, Trapped in the System”   



(He and Bartender toast)
Juvenile offenders can do no wrong, and the system can do no right. They even get their own language---“at risk youth”. HELLO! Anybody makes it outta they momma’s womb---is at-risk! 



(Bartender refills)

Lettum fire my ass! Lettum just GIVE degrees away. “Standards? Requirements? Qualifications?” A black Professor got up inna black student union meeting and called for a “review of admission standards and qualifications regarding our minority population.” The brother didn’t get another SENTENCE OUTTA HIS MOUTH! They wanted to bring him up for “hate speech.” This brother ONLY wanted to get more blacks INTO school. They made him go to something called a “Inclusivity Speech Seminar”. But it was too late. Word was out. Somebody put his picture on the Internet and called him a “racist American lackey” and spelled “American” with 3-K’s!  Labeled my man a “boot black Uncle Tom”. They YouTubed his ass with Hitler’s head on his body! Administration put him on probation---for the next 2 years he’s teaching “Intro to Bowling ”



(Amused)
“Standards and Requirements” nearly got him onna boat back to Africa! You can’t get a College Liberal to even SAY “standards and requirements”. And why? I tell you why. Because “Standards” means not everybody can do it. Try selling that to any Multi-Culti Department. You can’t. I’d sooner yell “nigga” in a comedy club than say yell “Standards and Requirements” in a Faculty meeting.  



(Amused, he runs with it, now turbo-charged with spirits)

I’d be committing career hari-kari if I credit Western Culture for a single goddamn innovation! Great Books? Progress? Philosophy? Modern Civilization? PUT A FREAKIN SOCK IN IT! Your ass better stand down and give props to somebody’s “Native Culture”. You best start preachin’ some “Native Culture,” if you wanna keep your J-O-B, baby. That’s what 8 years taught me. I’m all into that whizzamajigg. Repeat after me, “Western Culture equals Evil and destruction. Native Culture is peaceful and spiritual”. Go find a college where they teach any different. You can’t! I know. I’m all over it. Cause me myself, I’m an intellectual spy in the OutHouse of Knowledge! I told you. I’m all about Ebonics. “You be, We be, I BE ALL UP IN THAT BIDNESS”. But MAD? AM I MAD? Cheers, Siegfried.



(Drowns his last drink. Bartender takes away his glass)

That’s my two cents.



(Finally starts to put his papers into his bag. He lingers over a particular 


item)

Oops…………………….



(He reads)

“Unlike previous years, this notification of your CONTRACTUAL RENEWAL is being sent from the Administrative Office of the Vice-President of Academic Affairs….”



(Shell-shocked)

“……notification for your contractual renewal…..”

(Pauses. Stares at renewal notice. Stares at Bartender. Bartender stares back)
Oh……………Ok……………………………………My bad.


(Bartender gets a fresh glass, pours him a fresh drink. Man uncoils a big 


smile towards Bartender. Gulps drink down. Resigned)

Oh well. somebody’s teaching English this fall.  



(Motions for another drink)

And somebody’s gonna be learning it! 





(Lights fade out)
