"ENVY. A SATIRE.

N 7---%’s detefted Ifle, that Foe to Fame,
I That*Bnne_ of Glory, and a virtuous Namé ;
Pale Envy ‘dwells, and ev’ry Breaft infpires,
With mnrt.al Hatred, and deftruive Fires; .
Enthron’d She ﬁfs, with fnaky Honours crown’d,
And deals her im pious Power all around ; O

Deceit, on one hand, ftands with cruel Smiles,
Diffembled Truths, and foft {fuccefsful Wiles ;
But, in her Hand, tho’ half conceal’d, 1sview’d,
The pointed Dagger, deep in Rage imbru’d :
Scandal, on t'other hand, like Fame ﬁppears,
Alike her Number both of Tongues and Ears :

By
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:".By thefe the faireft Reputation dies,
And fwift, and furg, the fpreading Ruin flies,
Round the fell Pow’r her anxious Votaries throng,
Vain Age contemn’d, and unreguarded Young:
Thefe, whq to Virtue, .Wit, and Beauty loft;
‘Here firive to blaft the Fame they cannot boaft ;
Goddefs, they cry, if e'er thy Suppliants pleafe, -
When Crowds they facrifice to give ﬂlec Eafe,- ...
To footh thy Pains, when fome diﬁing_ui_ﬂ;‘d Name,
Rifes to Blaﬁ’ thee wi-th 2;1 honeft F{Lme ;
If by the happy Force of frandful .Lies,
Sunk in Oblivion the bright Merit die:;. ;
If fpotlefs Chaflity to Shame betray'd ;
If charms, whenblafted, in the blooming Maid,
Deferve thy Smile,--t—the pleafing Mifchief aid.
Still GoppEss, in our Souls thy Pow’r increafe,

And to each pointed Scandal give Succefs,

Pleas’d, fhe aflents, and now each lab’ring Breatt
Is with the baneful Fury’s Rage poffefs'd ;

Arm’d
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Arm'd with deep Malice each reproachful Tongue

Murders the Fair, the Innocent,, and Young ;

With doubtful Hints a horrid Senfe convey,

- And fmile a faultlefs Charater away.

But now Artelia comes with ftealing Pace,
Gentle her Air, But Anguith clouds her Face ;
Merit uninjuf‘d, now demands her Grief,
But future Scandal gives her Soul relief ;
Swift thro’ the fupplicating Crowd the prefs'd,
And her bad Pray’r in Whifpers is addrefs’d :
Goddefs, who all my anxious Bofom fires,
Who ev’ry Word and ev’ry Thought infpires ;
Still while thy potent Influence I feel,

Let F riendhﬁp'a foft Difguife my Aims conceal 3
And while I {pread deftructive Scandal round,
Beneath that Mafque let me fecurely wound.

*Tis done ---- ’tis granted, fly, ye virtuous Few,

Fly ¢’er her cruel Arts your Fame purfue ;

See
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See Juftice from the foul InfeQion flies,
And frighted hence refecks her native Skies.
Far from the guilty Scene averts her Sight, .
Her own Pbhilander can’t retard her Flight ;
Tho’ her bright Image, in his Breaft he bears,
And all her Beauties in his Form appears ;
Tho' in his Soul fhe lights her heav’nly Flame,
And finds even here a Votary in him,
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MONESES Singing.

E- hufh’d as Death, Monefes fings,

Monefes ftrikes the founding Strings ;
Let facred Silence dwell around,

And nought difturb the Magick Sound ;
Let



