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SWth Wings for all the flying Hours R L
The God of Time prepares,
~ They reft lie ftill yet in their Neft

And grow for future Years.

TO
T/Jomaz Gunfion Y13

1700.

Happy Solitudcg

Cafrmre Book 4. Ode 12. Imitated.
- Quid me latentem, &9,

X
HE noify World complains of me
That I fhould fhun their Sight, and fleg

Vifi ts and Crowdsand Company.

O 3 GONSTON



198 Odes &¢. to Vertue,
GUNS TON, the La:k dwells mher Neft

Until fhe mount the Skies 5
And in my Clofet I could reft |
| T1ll to the Heavens I rife,
11
Yet they will urge,  This private Life
“ Can never make you Bleft,
“ And twenty Doors are {till at Strife
“ T engage you for a Gueft? - -
Friend, thould you fee the Louvre, or Whitehall
Open their Royal Gates, and call,
And wait for W ATTS to come,
He has ho Bufinefs there atall .
Who finds {o much at Home. - -
| 1L
When I within my felf retreat,
I thut my Doors againft the Great 4
My bufy Eyeballs inward roll,
And there with large furvey I fee
All the wide Theatre of Me,
And view the various Scenes of my retiring Soul ;
There I walk o're the Mazes T have trod,
| ‘While






