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‘The BasseTTe-T ABLE.

Smirinpa and CARDELIA.

CARDELIA.
HE baffette-table {pread, the tallier come,
Why ftays Smirinpa in the drefling-room ?
Rife, penfive nymph! the tallier ftays for you.
SMILINDA.
Ah! Madam, fince my SHARPER is untrue,
I joylefs make my once ador’d alpicu.
I faw him ftand behind OmorELTA’s chair,
And whifper with that foft-deluding air,
And thofe feign’d fighs that cheat the lif'ning fair—

)

CARDELIA.
Is this the caufe of your romantick firains 2
A mightier grief my heavy heart fuftains.
As you by Love, fo I by Fortune crofs’d,
In one bad deal three Septlevas I loft.
SMmILINDA.
Is that a grief which you compare with mine?
With eafe the fmiles of Fortune I refign.
Wov’d all my gold in one bad deal were gone,
Were lovely Suarper mine, and mine alone.

CARDELIA.
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CarpELIA.
A lover loft is but a commeon care,
And prudent nymphs againft the change prepare,
The queen of clubs thrice loft! oh! who cou’d guefs
‘Thhis fatal ftroke! this unforefeen diftrefs !
SMILINDA.
See! BerTy LovEerr very a propos!
She all the pains of love and play does know,
Deeply experienc’d many years ago.
Dear Berry fhall th? important point decide,
BerTy, who oft the pains of each has try’d :
Impartial, fhe fhall fay who fuffers mof,
By cards’ ill-ufage, or by lovers loft.
LovEerT.
Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I ftay,
"Tho’ time is precious, aud I want fome tea.
CARDELIA.
Behold this equipage by MaTHERS Wrough
With fifty gui
See on the tooth-pick Mars and Curip firive,

s (a great pen’orth !) bought!

And both the firuggling figures feem to live.
Upon the bottom fee the queen’s bright face;
A myrtle foliage round the thimble cafe;
Jove, Jove himfelf does on the feiffars fhine,
The metal and thé workmanthip divine.
SMmiLixDA,
This fnuff-box, once the pledge of Smarrer’s love,

When rival beauties for the prefent flrove.

(At
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(At CorTicErLLr’s he the rafile won,

There firft his paffion was in publick fhown.)

Hazarpra blufh’d, and turn’d her head afide,

Her rival’s-envy all in vain to hide.

This {nuf-box—on the hinge fee diamonds fhine;

This fnufi-box will I .ftake, the prize is mine.
CARDELIA.

Alas! far fmaller loffes than I bear,

Have made a foldier figh, a lover {wear :

But oh! what makes the difappointment hard,

*T'was my own lord who drew the fatal card!—

In complaifance I took the queen he gave,

Tho’ my own fecret wifh was for the knave:

The knave won fon ecart that I had chofe,

And the next pull my /feptleva I lofe.
SMILINDA.

But ah! what aggravates the killing fmart;
The cruel thought that ftabs me to the heart,
This curs’d OmBRELTA, this undoing fair,

By whofe vile arts this heavy grief I bear,

She, at whofe name I fhed' thefe fpiteful tears,

She owes to me the very charms fhe wears:

An ankward thing when firft fhe came to town,
Her fhape unfathion’d, and her face unknown;
She was my friend, Ftaught her firft to fpread
Upen her fallow cheeks enlivening red ;

I introduc’d her to the park and plays,

And by my int’reft Cosins made her ftays.

Uh-
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Ungrateful wretch! with mimick airs grown pert,
She dares to fteal my favourite lover’s heart.
CARDELIA.
Wretch that I was! how often have I fwore,
When Wixnary tallied, I would punt no more!

I know the bite, yet to my ruin run,

And fee the folly which I cannot fhun.

SMILINDA.

How many maids have SHARPER’s vow
How many curs’d the moment they b
Yet his known falihood could no warning prove :

Ah! what are warnings to a maid in love !
CARDELIA.

But of what marble muft that brealt be form’d,
To gaze on Baflette, and remain unwarm’d?
When l;ings, queens, knaves, are fet in decent rank,
Fxpos'd in glorious heaps the tempting bank ?
Guineas, half-guineas, all the fhining train,
The winner’s pleafure and the lofer’s pain,

In bright confufion open rouleaus lie,

They ftrike the foul, and glitter in the eye;

Fir'd by the fight, all reafon 1 difdain,

My paflions rife, and will not bear the rein:

Look upon Baffette, you who reafon boait,

And fee if reafon may not there be loft!
SMILINDA.

What more than marble muit that breaft compofe,
That liftens coldly to my SzarPEr’s vows!

Then
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Then when he trembles, when his blafhes.rife;
When awful love feems melting in his eyes ! :
With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves :
He loves, I whifper to myfelf, he loves!
Such unfeign’d paffion in his look appears,
1 lofe all mem’ry of my former fears ;
My panting heart confefles all his charms;
I yield at once, and fink into his arms.
Think of that moment, you who prudence boatt !
For fuch a moment, prudence well were loft.
CARDELTA.

At the groom-porter’s, batter’d bullies-play
Some dukes at Marybon bowl time away !

But who the bowl or rattling dice compares
To Baflette’s heavenly joys and pleafing cares ?
, SMILINDA.

Soft SiMPLIGETTA doats upon a bean ;
Prupina likes 2 man, and laughs at (how :
Their feveral graces in my SHARPER meet;
Strong as the footman, as the mafter fweet:

Loverr:

Ceafc your contention, which has been too long,
I gtow impatient, and the tea grows ftrong :
Attend, and yicld to what I now decidé ;

The equipage fhall grace Smirinpa’s fide 5 .
The fuff-box to Carperia I decree;
S0 leave complaining, and begin your tea.

Vor. I: G F R I=D Ay,
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