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This facred Shade, and Solitude, what is it?
*Tis the felt Prefence of the Deity.
_ Few are the Faults we flatter when alone.
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt,
and looks, like other Objeéts, black by Night. .
By Night an Atheift halfbelicves a God.

Night is fair Virtue’s immemorial Friend
The confcious Moon, thro’ ev'yry diftant Age,
has held a Lamp to Wifdsm, and let fall,
on Contegzplatio;z"s Eye, her purging Ray.

The fam’d Athenian, he who woo’d from Heav'n
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with Men,

and form their Manners, not inflame their Pride,
while o’er his Head, as fearful to moleft

his lab’ring Mind, the Stars in Silence {lide,
and feem all gazing on their future Gueft,

fee him foliciting his ardent Suit

in private Audience: All the live long Night,
rigid in Thought, and motionlefs, he-ﬁands;
nor quits his Theme, or Pofture, till the Sun
(rude Drunkard rifing rofy fromthe Main!)
difturbs his nobler intelletual Beam,

and gives him to the Tumult of the World.

Hail, precious Moments! ftol'n fiom the black Watte
of




