“Public School 190, Brooklyn 1963”
By Martin Espada (1996)
The inkwells had no ink.

The flag had 48 stars, four years

after Alaska and Hawaii.

There were vandalized blackboards

and chairs with three legs,

taped windows, retarded boys penned

in the basement.

Some of us stared in Spanish.

We windmilled punches

or hid in the closet to steal from coats

as the teacher drowsed, head bobbing.

We had the Dick and Jane books,

but someone filled in their faces

with a brown crayon.

When Kennedy was shot,

they hurried us onto buses,

not saying why,

saying only that

something bad had happened.

But we knew

something bad had happened,

knew that before

November 22, 1963.

“The History Teacher”
By Billy Collins (2012)
Trying to protect his students' innocence

he told them the Ice Age was really just

the Chilly Age, a period of a million years

when everyone had to wear sweaters.

And the Stone Age became the Gravel Age,

named after the long driveways of the time.

The Spanish Inquisition was nothing more

than an outbreak of questions such as

"How far is it from here to Madrid?"

"What do you call the matador's hat?"

The War of the Roses took place in a garden,

and the Enola Gay dropped one tiny atom on Japan.

The children would leave his classroom

for the playground to torment the weak

and the smart,

mussing up their hair and breaking their glasses,

while he gathered up his notes and walked home

past flower beds and white picket fences,

wondering if they would believe that soldiers

in the Boer War told long, rambling stories
To the Pay Toilet

Marge Piercy (2003)
  
You strop my anger, especially

when I find you in restaurant or bar

and pay for the same liquid, coming and going.

In bus depots and airports and turnpike plazas

some woman is dragging in with three kids hung off her

shrieking their simple urgency like gulls.

She's supposed to pay for each of them

and the privilege of not dirtying the corporate floor.

Sometimes a woman in a uniform's on duty

black or whatever the prevailing bottom is

getting thirty cents an hour to make sure

no woman sneaks her full bladder under a door.

Most blatantly you shout that waste of resources

for the greatest good of the smallest number

where twenty pay toilets line up glinty clean

and at the end of the row one free toilet

oozes from under its crooked door,

while a row of weary women carrying packages and babies

wait and wait and wait to do

what only the dead find unnecessary.

I AM THE PEOPLE, THE MOB
By Carl Sandberg (1878-1967)
I AM the people--the mob--the crowd--the mass 
Do you know that all the great work of 
the world is done through me?
I am the workingman, the inventor, the maker 
of the world's food and clothes.
I am the audience that witnesses history. The 
Napoleons come from me and the 
Lincolns. They die. And then I send forth more Napoleons and Lincolns.

I am the seed ground. I am a prairie that will 
stand for much plowing. Terrible storms 
pass over me. I forget. The best of me is sucked out and wasted.  I forget. Everything but Death comes to me and makes me work and give up what I have. And I forget.

Sometimes I growl, shake myself and spatter a 
few red drops for history to remember. 
Then--I forget.

When I, the People, learn to remember, when 
I, the People, use the lessons of yesterday and no longer forget who robbed me last year, who played me for a fool--then there will be no speaker in all the world say the name: "The People," with any fleck of a sneer in his voice or any far-off smile of derision.

The mob--the crowd--the mass--will arrive then.

