Historians

By Folwell Dunbar 

For years I would introduce my history classes with insightful quotations, current events, intriguing stories, or provocative prompts. I tried anything and everything to “hook” my less-than eager scholars. When all else more or less failed, I turned to “poetry”. The following is my feeble attempt to reel them in in verse:  

Once upon a time all of the historians we knew / Were sad lonely men with nothing better to do, / Sept sift through documents, books, and archives; / They were boring and dull, just ask their wives! / They wrote dissertations that no one ever read; / They lived for artifacts, left by people who were dead. / At cocktail parties, they’d babble till three / About Julius Caesar and Robert E. Lee. / They told the story of famous white men / And how Western Civilization would always win! / Trivial Pursuit, a fact, or a date, / They cherished the things that most of us hate. / But historians now are a different breed; / They do much more than ponder and read. / They recreate the past with richness and flare, / So unlike before, it’s hard to compare. / Using the latest technology, they bring history to life, / As if cutting to the truth with a serrated sharp knife. / To be objective and unbiased is their greatest desire, / In search of this goal, they never should tire. / Historical perspective of time and place, / Guides men and women of every different race / To wonder, ask, explore, and investigate / Things we all should at least appreciate. / The work of historians ain’t all that bad, / Yet to forget what they do would certainly be sad. / So while digging through garbage or listening to a song, / Bear with Mr. Dunbar, because the year isn’t long!
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