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MINERVA JONES 
 
I AM Minerva, the village poetess, 
Hooted at, jeered at by the Yahoos of the street 
For my heavy body, cock-eye, and rolling walk, 
And all the more when “Butch” Weldy 
Captured me after a brutal hunt. 
He left me to my fate with Doctor Meyers; 
And I sank into death, growing numb from the feet up, 
Like one stepping deeper and deeper into a stream of ice. 
Will some one go to the village newspaper, 
And gather into a book the verses I wrote?–  
I thirsted so for love! 
I hungered so for life! 
 
 
 
 
 
VOCABULARY: 
Yahoos: coarse, rude persons 
Indignation: anger arising from something that is unjust or unfair 
Welsh: descended from a native of Wales, and area in southwest 

Great Britain 
Trash: worthless people 
Lineage: line of descent from ancestors 
Mired: stuck 
Bog: literally, a swamp-like area 
Slattern: and untidy or immoral woman 

“INDIGNATION” JONES 
 
YOU would not believe, would you, 
That I came from good Welsh stock? 
That I was purer blooded than the white trash here? 
And of more direct lineage than the New Englanders 
And Virginians of Spoon River? 
You would not believe that I had been to school 
And read some books. 
You saw me only as  run-down man, 
With matted hair and beard 
And ragged clothes. 
Sometimes a man’s life turns into a cancer 
From being bruised and continually bruised, 
And swells into a purplish mass, 
Like growths on stalks of corn. 
Here was I, a carpenter, mired in a bog of life 
Into which I walked, thinking it was a meadow, 
With a slattern for a wife, and poor Minerva, my daughter, 
Whom you tormented and drove to death. 
So I crept, crept, like a snail through the days 
Of my life. 
No more you hear my footsteps in the morning, 
Resounding on the hollow sidewalk, 
Going to the grocery store for a little corn meal 
And a nickel’s worth of bacon. 
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DOCTOR MEYERS 
 
NO other man, unless it was Doc Hill, 
Did more for people in this town than I. 
And all the weak, the halt, the improvident 
And those who could not pay flocked to me. 
I was good-hearted, easy Doctor Meyers. 
I was healthy, happy, in comfortable fortune, 
Blest with a congenial mate, my children raised, 
All wedded, doing well in the world. 
And then one night, Minerva, the poetess, 
Came to me in her trouble, crying. 
I tried to help her out – she died – 
They indicted me, the newspapers disgraced me, 
My wife perished of a broken heart. 
And pneumonia finished me. 
 
 
 
 
 
VOCABULARY: 
Halt: crippled 
Improvident: those who do not prepare for the future 
Congenial: pleasant and harmonious 
Indicted: to be charged with a crime by a jury 
Villainously: viciously 
Divine: relating to God 
Admonition: warning 
 
 

MRS. MEYERS 
 
HE protested all his life long 
The newspapers lied about him villainously; 
That he was not at fault for Minerva’s fall, 
But only tried to help her. 
Poor soul so sunk in sin he could not see 
That even trying to help her, as he called it, 
He had broken the law human and divine. 
Passers by, an ancient admonition to you: 
If your ways would be ways of pleasantness, 
And all your pathways peace, 
Love God and keep his commandments. 


