
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/47948/the-man-with-the-hoe 
https://artsandculture.google.com/story/lAWxFnBMxvY_Pg 

h"ps://www.poetryfounda3on.org/poems/43290/the-second-coming 
 

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

The Man with the Hoe 
BY EDWIN MARKHAM 
Written after seeing Millet’s World-Famous Painting 
 
God made man in His own image, 
in the image of God made He him. —Genesis. 
 

   Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans    
   Upon his hoe and gazes on the ground,     
   The emptiness of ages in his face, 
   And on his back the burden of the world. 
   Who made him dead to rapture and despair, 
   A thing that grieves not and that never hopes, 
   Stolid and stunned, a brother to the ox? 
   Who loosened and let down this brutal jaw? 
   Whose was the hand that slanted back this brow? 
   Whose breath blew out the light within this brain? 
I  Is this the Thing the Lord God made and gave 
   To have dominion over sea and land; 
   To trace the stars and search the heavens for power; 
   To feel the passion of Eternity? 
   Is this the Dream He dreamed who shaped the suns 
   And marked their ways upon the ancient deep? 
   Down all the stretch of Hell to its last gulf 
   There is no shape more terrible than this— 
   More tongued with censure of the world’s blind greed— 
   More filled with signs and portents for the soul— 
   More fraught with danger to the universe. 
 
   What gulfs between him and the seraphim!    
   Slave of the wheel of labor, what to him 
   Are Plato and the swing of Pleiades? 
   What the long reaches of the peaks of song, 
   The rift of dawn, the reddening of the rose? 
   Through this dread shape the suffering ages look; 
   Time’s tragedy is in that aching stoop; 
   Through this dread shape humanity betrayed,    
   Plundered, profaned and disinherited, 
   Cries protest to the Judges of the World,    
   A protest that is also prophecy. 
 
   O masters, lords and rulers in all lands,    
   is this the handiwork you give to God, 
   This monstrous thing distorted and soul-quenched? 
   How will you ever straighten up this shape; 
   Touch it again with immortality; 
   Give back the upward looking and the light; 
   Rebuild in it the music and the dream; 
   Make right the immemorial infamies, 
   Perfidious wrongs, immedicable woes? 

   O masters, lords and rulers in all lands, 
   How will the Future reckon with this Man? 
   How answer his brute question in that hour 
   When whirlwinds of rebellion shake the world? 
   How will it be with kingdoms and with kings— 
   With those who shaped him to the thing he is— 
   When this dumb Terror shall reply to God 
   After the silence of the centuries? 

The Second Coming  
BY WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 

   Turning and turning in the widening gyre    
   The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 
   Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;  
   Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 
  The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
   The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
   The best lack all conviction, while the worst   
   Are full of passionate intensity. 
 
   Surely some revelation is at hand; 
   Surely the Second Coming is at hand.    
   The Second Coming! Hardly are those words  
   out  
   When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi 
   Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the  
   desert 
   A shape with lion body and the head of a man,    
   A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,    
   Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
   Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 
   The darkness drops again; but now I know    
   That twenty centuries of stony sleep 
   Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,    
   And what rough beast, its hour come round at 
   last, 
    Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born? 
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