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Tutn, turn thy wheel! all things must change

To something new, to something strange;
Nothing that is can pause or stay;

The moon will wax, the moon will wane

The mist and cloud will turn to raiy,

To-morrow be to-day.

5 2 N

Turn, turn my wheel, What is begun
At day-break must at dark be done;
To-morrow will be another day.
To-morrow the hot furnace flame
Will scorch the heart and try the frame
And stamp with onor or with shame

These vessels made of clay.

—From “Keramos,” by Longlellow.
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