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For now their godfhips recolleted,
>T'was Venus’ {felf he had necleéted,
Who in her vifits to this place
Had ftill worn Betty Dalfton’s face.

((]=]

Fa L # g B # o LEML TS Fugen #1024 12 L #
aﬁ 14 'ﬁ.'!‘_ AL L4, l f o, L '..'q. 12 LS Ea EAL | L L LA L et b L, el 4 ) i Ll Tl T ’.J ,' e .|’_|f”_ ‘t 4_ i |
R T A Y N N A T N NN e R N T N T N A A S N T Tt A A T ﬁ.'

Ode to Venus, from her Votaries of the Street.
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RE thefe thy palms ? oh queen of love!
Pity thy wretched votaries! From above
Behold them ftroll, their bofoms bare,
Chill’d with the blafts of rude St. Clement’s air ;

And twitch the flecve with {ly advance :
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Roll the brignt eye, or fhoot the fide-long glance

W hilft the chafte moon, with envicus light
Peeps thro’ the curtain of the freezing night.
Not thus whc‘:n Horace hymn’d thy praife,
You heard the Glyceras of happier days.

Oh gmucfs of love’s pleafing pain'!

From thy own ifle avert the froft, and rain ;
Nor let the little mouth 1nhale,

(Bane to the teeth) arough, unfriendly gale;
Or flender ancle white, and neat,

Betray a fplafh from the polluted ftreet.
Look down with pity on the woes,

That trace our footfteps, and our haunts enclofe.

For thee, we forfeit fair renown,
3

Brave want and danger, orphans of the town
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