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SCENE L

Enter My, Janus and Harry Heart-
good.

Mr, | aNuS.

EE3) E L L, Nephew, Have
WD you thought of what I

gsﬁgg told you ?

Har.
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Har. Yes, Sir, but——

Jan. What at your buts agen,
I thought / had brought Argu-

ments enough to confound thofe
buts,——

Har. To confound one’s Senfes
rather; Ieell you I cannot make
any {uch Will, for fuppofe it thould
be call’d in queftion by the Daugh-
ter, who all the World will be-
lieve was lefc Heir to her own Mo-
ther's Eftate, having never difo.
bey’d her in the whole Courfe of

her Life.

jan. How do you know that ?

Har. I believe the has not. For
ob ¥ Silvia is al/ Goudne[s and Virtue.

( 4fsde
Fan,
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Fan. chlievc fhe has not, that’s
no Yroof.

Har, Well, whether the has or
not, Sir, my Confcience won’t let
me do't.

7an. Confcience ! Hearkye, Sir,
did not I breed you an Accorney 2

Har. What theh, Sir ?

Fan: Then what have you to do
with Confcience, Sir?

Har: 1 hope the Law does not
deftroy a Man’s Principle, Sir?

Fan. What has the Law to do
with Principle? Principle quocha ;
why, Sirrah, was not your Father
a Poec, and writ for every Faction
that was uppermoft, one that Jiv'd
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by Flattery and Lies, and do you
talk of Prnciple ; hearkye, Sir,
will Principle buy you a new Suit,
or Confcience pay your Taylor 3
no, he’ll tell you, Confcience will
Starve his whole Famuly.

Har. Virtue muft be very dege-
nerate indeed, when the Honefty
of 2 Man Starves him.

~ Jan. Honefty, ha, ha, theresa
Word now; LIl warrant chat
Word Honefty has left more
Children and Widows upon the
Parifh chan the Gallows.

Har. More 1s the pity, Sir.

Fan. More’s the Folly, Sir, Hos
nefty ! Do you take Honefty to
the Change, and fee who'll Trade
with you ; the Merchant will tell
you ’tis a failing Commodity not
vendable abroad : the Hollander
won't give @ Herring for't 3 --- go to

&
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2 Statefman’s Levy,and ofter him Ho-
nefty for a Place at Court, he’ll tell
you, ’tis 2 Coin he does not under-
{taud ; fee if your Honelty will purs
chafe youa Pott in the French Army,
No--- yowll find {ix Drams of Cou-
rage and ten of Aflurance out-weighs
aPound of Honelty chere.--~ I have
bred my Son at Oxford, do youtry
if Confcience and Honefty will get
him a Living.

Har. You talk, Sir, as if there were
no {uch thing as Confctence and Ho-
nefty in the World.

Zan. There may be fuch things
in the World, but he that would
rife in the World muft never bé
feen in their Companies 3 «--- Why
1s one Man born wiler than another,
but that he may be greater than an-
other 3 --- none bue Fools ate Poor §
ever whillt you live ufe Confcience,

B Prin~
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Principle and Honefty, as the Poli-
tician does 3 heopens like a Bull-dog,
and worries himf{elf inco Preferment,
and while he holds it, laughs at
thread-bare Honefty : If I had had
yourScruples,you might have {tarv’d,
Sirrah.

Har. I don’c know that; for I have

been told my Graadfather left me his
Heir, tho’ thisold Knave won’t own
it. ( Apde.
Fan, I have feen at lealt Twenty

Changes of Government.
Har. You did not Swear to them

all fure 2
Fan. But I did fure, and I'd fan

fec any Change thac I would not
Swear to.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Sir, Mrs. Hoardup has fent
again, and fays, the finds her felf

much worle, and prays you to briog
the
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the Lawyer you promusd to make
her Wikl

Fan. Give my Service to her, and
tell her I will wait on her prefently.

(Exit Servant,
Come,prithee Harry,don’t be fo filly
as to ftand in thy own Light ; come,
I'll make a Man of thee, Boy : I'll tell
thee what I'll do, thou fhalc fet down
200 /. a Yearto thy felf.

Har. 1 {corn 1t, Str.

Fan. Well, thenT'llgive the 200 /
a Year out of my own Eftate.

Har. Which may beas ill got for
ought I know. (Afsde.

Jan. You don’c know what good
may proceed from this Action ;I af-
fure you, I intend to employ a great
deal of it to Charitable Ulfes.

Har. Like Sit Crifpin, Steal the
Leather, and then give away the
Shoes ; excellent Works of Cha-

B 2 ricy
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rity truly, but who has more Right
to the Eltate, than Mrs. Si/via, or
what greater Charity can there be,
than in doing her Juftice.

fan, Pith, fhe’s a young, proud
Slue, and would fpend 1t in Vanicy,
Iuxury, and Folly 3 [intend to leave
her Twenty Pounds a Year, ‘twill
keep her in the Country, and fo
prevent a multitude of Sins, or if
{he’ll Matry my Son, fhe fhall have
a larger Part of her Fortune ; I mutft
provide for him, for he 1s but a Dole,
as one may fay ; for tho’ Ibred him
Two Yearsat Weftmnftery and Three
at Oxford, hefcarce has Latin enough
to puzzle the Congregation of a
Country Village. (4frde.
Come, prithee Hal, obhgc thy
nown Uncle now, do, dear Boy

do
Har.,
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Har. If I may make the Will
according to the Lady’s Direttions,
I'll go; not elfe, Uncle.

Fan. you won't, you Dog ; Sir-
rah, have notl bred you this
Four and Twenty Years.

Har. Yes, 1thank you, Sir.

7an, And do you think I ex-
pe¢t no more than thank ye Sir;
Zounds, I'd have feen you hang’d,
you Rogue, e’re I would have gi-
ven a Hundred Pounds with you
to learn the Law, 1f [ had not
hop'd to have found my Account
in't, but I'll fityou, Sirrah; with-
in there.

9

Enter Servant,

Run to Lyons-Tnn, and bid Mr.
Scruple-Nothing, the Lawyer, meet
me at Mrs. Hoardup’s immediacely,
——go, troop, ---- take Honefty,
Principle, and Confcience, along with
- you,
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you, and fee if they’ll raife you to
the Bar, ye Dog, go, fece my Face
no more. ( Exit,

Har. Was there ever more per-
nicious Principles in 2 Jefuit ---- the
Bar; I am fure yours will one
Day bring you to the Bar, at the
O/d Bailey, if you meet with your
Deferts; this Man pailes in the
World for a fair Dealer, and a ve-
1y good Chriftian, becaufe he’s
conftantly at Church ; of all Vih
lains, the Hypocrite’s the worlt,
for there 1s no Fence again{t him,-~-
Poor Silvia, how fhall T prevent
thy Ruin ; for my Parr, whilf}
there 1s a Ship at Sea, or a Souldier
by Land, I'll fhift; yet eer I go,
fomething muft be done for Si/via ;
his Son! No, if | am not to be
the Happy Man, he never fhall,
nor muft fhe be cheated, no, Si/via,

Q.
What-
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Whatever Fortume bas m Store fh’ me,
'l try if poffible to refcue the.
Ex.

S CE N E Changes to Mrs. Hoard-
up’s Hwﬁ; She Sick upon 8 Caucb;
ber Maid Weepsng by ber.

Mrs. Ho. Prithece Betty dont
weep, you difturb me:

Betty, I can’t help it, Madam, I
never lov’d 2 Miftrefs fo much in
my Life, if you do but Recover——
Mrs. Hbo. 1f 1 do not, I will
leave thee fomething,

Betty, 1thank you, Madam,
pray let it be in Cloaths then.
Mrs. Ho. Well, Well.

Betty, If She does but leave
me her fine Gown and Petticoat,
her new Holland Shifts, and Meck-
lin Laces, lec her Die as foon as
fthe plcafesg ( thdﬁ
Enter
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Enter Janus, and Lawyer.

Jan. How do you do, Mrs;
Hoardup.

Mrs., Ho. Drawing near my End,
M. Fanus, and I was afraid | ﬂ}ould
not live till you came, ’tis tume to
fectle my Aflairs now, 7 can ufe
them no longcr.

_7m It 1s indeed, for we are

gone in a Momcnt how
wdl you pleafe to have your Eftate
difpos'd of, Madam.

Betty, She ‘wil give me fome of
her Cloachs fhe fays.

Fan. Very well,— do you with-
draw till Icall you, ( Exit Betty.
Have you fent for your Daughter,
gom the Boarding-School, Ma-

am.

Re-enter Betty.
Betty, One Word with you, Str;
pray, Sir, fec me down the Hood,

Coat, and brocade Gown and Pco-
C1C0at,
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ticoat, for I love fome Cloaths
ebove all Things.  (Exit Bety,
- fan. Wcll Well,——thy Hone-
{ty won’c Rarve thee, I dare fwear.

Mrs. Ho. The {ight of my Child,
would but dnﬁutb me and gucvc
her, fo that I have refolv’d not to
fee her, butleave her to your entire
Management and Care, Mr, 7anus,
and I hope you'll prove a FKather

to her:

jan. Tll do my beft, I promife
you, Madam.
Mrs Ho, I doubt 1t not, I have
Six Hundred a Year in Houfes, in
Grace-Church-fbreet, and Mancin:-lane,
which I leave to my Daughter.

Jan. Obferve, Mr. Scruple-Nothing,
Set down my Son sz{ktext, for
that. ( Afrde 1o the Lawyes.

Mys. Ho. Five Hundred Pounds
in the South-Ses, which I leave

to my Daughter alfo.
g C j‘fh




14 Tve Juronr.

Fan. Set down the Intereft of e
to her Daughter for 2 Maintenance
for her Lite, and the Principal to
my Son and his Heirs. .

Mrs Ho. A Thoufand Pounds
in the Bank, which I leave alfo to
my Daughter.

Jan. Set for that my Name
down.

- Mrs. Hi. Four Hundred in the
Ninety Nine Years Lottery, which
I give my Niece Mary Hoardup.

fan. Put down my Sifter Anne
Fanus inftead of her, d’ye hear.

Law. Yes, Str. ;

Mrs. Ho. A Hundred Pounds
in Bank Bills in. my Drawers,
which I defire may be given to the
Poor of the Parifh.

Jan, Put them down to me too--¢
the Poor of the Parith quotha,
every Body maintains them

Mrs:
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~ Mrs. Ho, my Eftate in Hamp-
Jbire, 1 leave my Nephew who
15 1n the Indies 3 but if he never
lives to return, it fhall defcend to
my Daughter.

Jas. Put down my Daughter’s
Name for that, [ had like to have
forgot her, poor Girl, fhe let my
Lord what d’ye call Him, take
Polleflion of her Virgin Eftate be-
fore he had paid the Furchafe, and
he foon grew weary of the Tene-
ment, and flung up his Bargain——
and defies a Bill 1n Chancery to
reach him. ( 4fide.

Mrs. H». My Plate, Coach and
Horfes, I leave my Daughter, and
my wearing Apparel do you divide
amongf{t my Servants.

Fan. Put down your own Name .
for the DPlate, as for the Coach
and Horfes, give them to your
oon, you've bred him a Phyfician,
C2 they’ll
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they’ll ferve him to fet up with, and
leave the Cloaths to my difpofal
without any Name; Betty and [
muft calk a liccle about them.

Mrs, Ho. And for your great
Care and Trouble, I leave you the
Houfe you live in,

Fan, By no means, Madam,
Mrs. Ho I will have it fo, there
15 no Reafon to give you trouble
for nothing,

Fan Well, if you will then, fet
it down to me, Mr, Scruple- Naugbt---
tho’ I fhould ufe the fame Con-
{cience towards your Daughter, if
you had lefc me never a Far-
thing. '

Mrs., Ho, Let me be buried de-
cently, and that 15 all--- 1f you
have done, give me the Pen that [
may Sign 1t

Jan. Yes, Madam, ’tis donc; there
s the Pen, (Sbe Signs 1t.

Mrs:
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Mrs.Ho, I am very faint with
talking--- pray leave me,

Jan We will, all I can do for
you now is to pray for you; may
Heaven, if it pleafes, reftore you----
take her out of the World, I befeech
thee, for when People once have
given their Wealch away, they do
but vex their Heurs che time they
ﬁay; (Exw

SCEN E changes 1o the Street,

Enter Harry and Silvia:

Har. So, here’s the Houle ; 1n my
~ Confcience---1 believe the Fellow has
killd his Horfes with driving fo
faft,

Si/, If I am come time enough
to {ee my dear Mother alive, 1 care
notes | (Kﬂacks.

Enter Betty.

Betty, Mrs. Silyia,

sil.
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Si/. How does my Mother,
Betty.
Betty, Well, T hope, Madam.
Har. She is not Dead.
Betty. Yes indeed, buc fhe 1s, Sir.
Sil, Oh Miferable me !

Har. Unfortunate. . .
Betty. For you perhaps--- but
lucky for me, I fhall be as fine as
a Lady,---- od, I'll be call'd plain
Betty no more: ( Afude.
Har. Ha, help your Miftrefs,

Betty, fhe faints.
- Betty, Methinks 1t might have
been Mrs., Betty. (4fide.) Madam,
why, Madam, pray fpeask to us.
- I'Rubs ber Temples,
Har. She ‘revives, I thank Hea-
ven 3 how do you, Madam.
S:/, Oh unfortunate wretched
Woman, not to fec her ere fhe
died. [Weeps,] Perhaps I am lefc a

Beggar too. |
2 H,
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Har. Made fhe any Will, Mrs.
Betty?
Betty, Mrs. Betty, ay, that’s
right now 3 Yes, Sir, your Uncle
Janus brought a Lawyer that
made 1.

Har. And where s 1c 2

Betty, He took it with him.

Har- Nay then, he has infalli-
bly engrofs'd all to himfelf.

Si/. Then what will become of-
me. ’

Har. Take Comfort, Madam ;
I have a Stratagem yet to try,
which may recover the Will ; buc
if it fail, thou fhall never want a
Friend ip me ; fo much I love you,
your Comforc fhall be my only
Scudy.

W’?)ate’ re fér me, the partial \) tlﬂ' _‘ dgﬁgri;
......Su'U balf my Fartune ﬂ)ﬂ”,ﬂl} Pdif,

be tinne,

(Ex.
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[Bx, into the Houfe Silvia and Maid,)

D’ye hear, you, Porter.

Bnter Porter \
Run you to Mr. Catchim, "the
Kings Meflengery and bid him bring
a File of Captain Thunder's Grana-
dietrs to Mr jamus’s Houfe, Ill
meet him there immediately, my
Name is Harry Heartgosd, tcl{ him.
Por. Yes, S, [ Exit.
Har. Defperate Difeafes muft
have defperate Medicines apply’d.
| EEXiIo

SCENE changes to Old Janus’s
Hou/e.

Euter Mr. Janus Solus.

Fan. Well, ’tis a rare thing to
get the better of ones Conlicience,
or that always ftands in the way
to Wealth and Grandeur; 2 Man

never digefts the Principle of Prefer-
ment
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ment, as long as that lies thumping
in his Breaft. | Enter Me[Jenger, and
Granadzer:] Who would you
fpeak with Gentlemen.

Mef]: T arreft you, Sir, for Trea-
fon againft the Government.

Jan. Treafon againft the Go-
vernment ; you have miftaken your
Man, Sir, I have fworn to the Go-
vernment.

Mefl. You may be a Rogue for
all that, come, come, the Key of
the Clofet, let's fee your Papers.
fan I am certain yowll find no
Treafon there.
' Enter Harry.

Har. That will be feen, Sir.

fan. Are you there, Sirrah, have
you the Confcience to fwear Trea-
fon againft your Uncle, ha. -

‘Har. Conlicience, Sir, pray re-
member your own Leflon ; I had
no Mind to ftarve, Sir, fo kick'd

D Confcience
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Confcience out of Doors, that I
might be welcome to your Table,
Uncle, give me the Keys Mr. Cat-
chim 3 come I'll thow you the way
to his Clofet. Exit.
Fan. Oh! The Devil, this Rogue
will undo me.  (Gloing after them.
Sold. Where a Pox are you run-
ning, Sir, ftir one Foot farcher and

I'll knock you down.
(Lifting up bis Furelock,

Jan. Oh! The bloody-minded
Rogue, I fhall go diftratted if I
Joofe the Will and fome other
‘Things of the fame Nature.

Enter Harry and Meflenger:.
Har, 1 have got what I wanted,
niow doas we agreed: ( Exit,

Zan. Your {linking off boads me
no good I doubt---now, Sir, have
you found any Treafon ?

M[J. No really, Sir, I can’t fay
I
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I have, buc I aflure you your Ne-
phew accus'd you of holding Cor-
refpondence with {fome Perfon at
Urbina.

Fan. Oh Monfitous !

Mef]. Did you ever take the Ab-
juration Qath, Sir 2

Jan. Sir, 1 have taken all Oaths
that has bz en Sworn in £nzland ever
{ince before the Reﬁorauon, - if
there were any defet in the Form,
‘twas thetr Faulc thac compos’d the
Oath, for my part [ Swore it hear-
tuly.

Me[]. Say you (o, Sir 5 well, if
you'll go before the next Jultice
and take the Qatin which he fhall
Adminilter, you fhall have your
Libercy. .

Jan. With all my Heart;---hatkye,
Siry are there any new Qaths that
will come out hereafter think you ?

Mef]. That I can’t tell, why do

you ask ? D2 ~ Jan
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fan. Becaufe I am an old Man,
and very infirm,---. and don't care
for Trouble 5 therefore 1 wifh you
could invent fome Form that may
comprehend all the Oaths between
this and Dooms-day, and I'll take 1t
once for all

Mef]. Ha, ha, why you are a
very honeft Man.

Fan. As ever you met with, I af-
fure you. ¢

Mef]. The greateft Rogue I am
fure. (4fide) Welly Sir, Tl ven-
ture to fet you at Libercy ¢ I fhall
reprefent you as a Perfon highly
abus’d. (Ex.

Jan. 1 thank  you kindly, Siry---
my Rogue of a Nephew would.
have hangd me, but I'll fic him,
he fhall Rot ina Jail, I'll fwear
he hasrob’d me,1'll to my Clofet,and
fee if all my Writings are fafe.

- +' [ Exat.
SCENE
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SCENE changes to Silvia’s Ap-
partment  Silvia and Harry.

Hasr. Now Madam, you are
Miftrefs of your Fortune, as well
as of the Heart of your admiring
Slave. .

Sif, Generous Heartgeod, how
fhall I reward thee fince nothing
but my Mother’s Life could make
me happier than whac thon haft
done. |

Har. That Hand given wich your
Heart would over-recompence me.

i/, 1 fhould be ungraceful to
refufe you chat, take ity (Gives ber
Hand.) my Mother thall confirm 1.

Har, Thy Mother.

82/, Yes, thank Heaven, fhe
was only in 2 Trance, and net
dead, nor will, I hope,

- Har. Tam overjoy’d to hear it.

Enter
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.Eﬂter BCttyln

Betty, Here is Mr. fanus com-
ing up Sir. |

Enter Janus,

Fan. Surrah, give me the Papers
you bave rob’d me off, you had
beft--- or I'll make che Town too
hot to hold you.

Har. Ask this Lady, if the has
any thing chat belong’d to you.

i/, I would advife you to be
filent, left I make the Town too
hot to hold you--- how durft you
make fuch a Will.

fan, T made it according to your
Mothet’s DireCtion, as cthe Maid
can witnefs, do you vouch it, or
not a rag of her Cloaths, d’ye
hear. (4fide 10 Betty,)

Betty, Pifh fhe's alive agen, and [

' (han’c
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fhan’c be Sixpence the better for the
" Will, T'll vouch nothing,

Fan. Ha ! Alive, (Afide,

Har. Look ye, Sir, here is a Will
of my Grandfather’s, which I found
among your Papers, wherein I
find he lefc me Heit to 700 /., per
Annumy, which you have felonioufly
poflefsd thefe Five and Twenty
Years-— you had beft let Matters
drop, left I call you to Account
for the Arrears:

Jan. Got that too, nay then ’tis
beft for me to fneak off, Zounds,
was ever Man fo bit before, may
the Devil do him good wich ic.

_ [ Exat.

§il. The Wretch is gone:

Har. ’Twas high time he
thought, but fince thou haft blefs’d
me, I forgive im, may Heaven

do fo
T bus,
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Thus, we may [ee what Hypocrites
will do,

What various Villanies [uch Mex run

 through;

- What mighty llis from Perpury proceed,

What Orpbans ruin d and what Na-
tions bleed!

What Treaties broke, wbat Monarchs
beer betrn d 3

How Statemen nﬁ', and Trade[men’s
Fortunes made 3

Whate're Non-]uror's teach we [adly

kmw,
That 'tis the Juror firikes the [urefs
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