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SIR, -
OU have {o often

=g condelcended toexe
ol preds your felf my
el Friend,that’twould
piece of the higheft Ingra.
ticude, if I let pats any Oppor-
tunity of making an Acknow-
ledgment. I fhall ever own ’tis
from that Encouragement and
Approbation you were pleas'd
to honour me with, that I de-
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DEDICATION. :
rive all the Succefs I have hi- |
therto had on the Stage: And |
if [ may any Way judge of 1t |
by the Smiles of an Audience, |
i fome of thole PartsI have
attempted, (though an Aétor!
of but one Year’s Experience)|
I have had the good Fortune
to pleafe; yet I muft own I
have met With (')ppo{‘ers too :fi
But {o long as I can boalt of!
your Favour and Protection,
among the reft of thole worthy!
Patrons of the Stage, . whole
Diverfion is my fole Aim m allg
T attempt, I thall never have
Occafion either to fear or re-
gard them. T am fenfible this,
Trifle I prefix your Name to,

1s far vnwortby the Honout ;|
| Bug




DEDICATION.

But that good Nature which 13
{o infeparable from you, will,
I hope, pardon what your Judg-
ment mult difapprove. I ne-
ver defign’d it as a Prefent; all
I propole, 1s Gratitude, to d1f

charge, as faras I'have Power,
thole Obligations you have
laid me under ; and let the
World know I have no Wiih

beyond that of fubicrlbmc my
elf,

Your oblig’d,

Humble Servant,

BEN. GRIFFIN.

Dramatis
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Dramatis Perfonz.

ME N

ON Lopex Di Porto V:mmta,
D the Hypocondriack, | }MT Griffin, .

| Pon Silvio,1n Love with Conﬂantm, Mr, Ogden,
Guzman, Phyfician to Lopez,. ° Mr, Schoolding.

 Cardus, an Apothecxr}, Mr. Knapp.
?;50;13 }SEI’V&IHS {0 Don I-QPE'Z,J {]]t}'fri %ng‘fﬂd"
Eobs Mr, Gadard‘.'
2 T‘JOb’ | Mr. Rggﬂ.ﬁ.-

3 Mob, | Mo Soor

Bearers, b“w.mts, &e,

WOMEN.

Fuliay Wlf'e to Don lapez, Mrs. Moove.

Coxflantiz his Daughtery 1n Lov E}Mrs. Roberss:
with Silvio,

Scene the Honfe of Don Lopez, and Street adjoiriing.

Time, an Evening,
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-~ ACTI ScENEL
Don Lopez's Houfe.

- Ihiter Julia, Conftantia, and Silvio.

o Fulia.

Aemorn, HERE are no Hopes,

Y PAQSH Don Silvio; my Hufhand
P 15 refolvid, and has juit

now made his Will; {o

that whene’er Conflantia

marrics, and he dies, all

his Eftate devolves upon the Church.
Silv.

}
|
|
!
, —e.s ; ti
Ve

r



Administrator
Note
Don Lopez, an aged, miserly hypochondriac on the verge, as he thinks, of his "Grand Climacterical," played by the author, Benjamin Griffin, has vowed to disinherit his daugher Constantia. Lopez' family is at wit's end; Silvio, Constantia's lover, contrives a plot to change his mind about leaving all his estate to the Church. Using his "Distemper" and "mad Fancy" against him, Lopez disguises himself as a friar and gives the old miser his last confession--a ridiculously extended scene during which Lopez admits to a horrifyingly sordid past, including adultery, fornication, and rampant thievery, including defrauding soldiers, the government, the church, and the poor. Lopez' extended confession is punctuated by repeated moans, tears, coughs, and exclamations of impending death--"Oh! my Chair! my Chair! my Chair! my great Chair! Oh! oh! oh!  I die! Oh! Oh! Oh! this is my Bane! this Cough is my Bane. Ah!" (4). As he confesses to his last sin, he professes his "Faint[ness]," and summarily begins the farce of fraudulently dying before an assembly including his wife Julia, Constantia, the Physician Guzman, and Silvio as the friar: "How can you be so uncharitable, as not to let a Man die in Quiet? Here you all stand gaping about me, like so many Vultures, to see my last Gasp, and then devour my Substance among you.... Oh! I am dead! Now! now! now!" (12). Unable to wrest him from his "Frenzy," Silvio has him put into a coffin, paraded through town, and ultimately carried back to his darkened home where the scene has been set for the game at hand. All the family and servants have dressed as "Ghosts" to convince Lopez that he is in purgatory, where he will spend the rest of his afterlife in mirth, drink, and good entertainment. Various characters come in and dance for him; he drinks wine from grapes grown on the banks of the River Acheron. After this performance, Lopez is left, alone, in the darkened room; when a servant enters to check on his health, he is shocked to find that, instead of dead, he has been merely "dreaming these past two hours." Lopez describes the farce as a "Vision" in which he learned that Constantia is indeed dutiful, loving, and deserving of Silvio's hand in marriage; as is expected, the piece ends happily.   


2 The Humours of Purgatory.

- Silv. "Tis ftrange Don Lopez 1s {o deaf
to Reafon and Humanity ; will he,with-
out any Provocation, difinherit, and en-
deavour to make his only Child mife-
~ rable? |

Ful. Nay, what's more unaccounta-
ble, 1s his Melancholy; °tis come to
that Height, he wop't be perfwaded
but he fhall die to Night ;5 " we have
us'd allthe” Means we can nvent to
drive him out of 1it, but all to no Pur-
pofe: He's in the fixty third {which he
calls the Grand Climacerical) Year of
his Agey and, he {ays, cannot {urvive
it,d becaufe none cf his Anceftors ever
did.

Silv, Is he affefted with any Diftem-
per that gives Caufe to this Fancy?

Ful. None at all. His Frenzy 1s the
only Malady we can perceive. Indeed
be has, for a Day or twopaft, talk’d =
of Prifick, Confumption, Apopleétick
Fits, and I don’t know whaty but tll
Yefterday, he has eat, drank, followd
his Bufinefs, or Diverfion, as well as
ever. . '
Silv. And now fuppofes himfelfa dy-
ing? |

jul.



Administrator
Note
"Don Lopez is so deaf to Reason and Humanity"; in addition to--"without any Provocation"--disinheriting his daughter, he suffers from an "unaccountable...Melancholy" that has "come to that Height, he won't be perswaded but he shall die to Night" (2)

"the Grand Climacterical" (2)
"in the sixty third (which he calls the Grand Climacterical) Year of his Age; and, he says, cannot survive it, because none of his Ancestors ever did"

Administrator
Note
Don Lopez exhibits an "unnacountable...Melancholy" which has "come to that Hieght, he won't be perswaded but he shall die to Night... His Frenzy is the only Malady we can perceive [though] he has, for a Day or two past, talk'd of Ptisick, Consumption, Apoplectick Fits, and I don't know what..." 


The Humours of Purgatory. 3

Jub. e does; and all. we can fay
'won't rarfe in him Behef of the con-
trary.

Silv. I never heard any thmg {o ri-
‘diculous.

~ ul. He has order’d me to fend for a
Father-Confeflor to him; but I know

1f any comes, he'll never bear his Ad-
‘monition, but 2bufe him as he does his
Phyﬁaan In fhort, we are all igno-
rant what Courfe to take with hnn or
what:to do.

Confl. T with, Don Silvio, you would

take the Office upon you, and perfWade
him to alter the Will he has made ta
difinherit me: the Cloth is of {ome Au-
thority with him, tho’ he’s 1ot ‘over re-
ligrous,

Silv. T with we could change hrs
Mind.

Conff. will - you endeavour it?
Silv. With all my Heart'; but we
mult be very {ecret.

Confl. Tt ihal‘l never be difcoverd for
me.

Ful Orme. -

| Silv. Procure:me the Hablt and I'l}
bout 1t inflantly.

Ful,


Administrator
Note
Constantia and Silvio engage to "change his Mind" by working upon his hypochondriac certainty of death


&  The Humours of Purgatory.

Ful. We Have an-old Fryar’s Gown |
m the Wardrobe: Go you, -Conftantia, i
and bring 1t hither. You muft bevery |
ferious with him. = | Exit Conftantia. §

Stlv. Ay, let me alone for a religious |;
Hypocrite; I have been in Euglayd, |
where Hypocrify in Religion 15 a very |
thriving ‘Trade, and what a numerous |
Party hive by; a Man can't be there |
without learning {ome of 1t. '

Conftantia enters with the Gown.

T . — Ly e —,
- -

|
]
l

Conft. Here, Silvio, put on the Gown. |
" Ful. And vifit him this Moment 5 hej
has been in Expetation of his ConfeF-}
for above this Hour. * ;

Silv. Madam, Tl wait on him this
Inftant, - | Exeunt,

|

1
b

R T TR TR PP L }
- Stene cbange; to another Room.. 1

Esiter Don ‘Lopez, and Silvio in the
Gown. e

~ Lep. Oh! my Chair! my Chair! my
Chair! my great Chair!- Oh! oh!-oh!
I die! Oh! Oh! Oh! this 13 my Bane'
this Cough is my Bane. Ah! {omg
| Advice!

J'


Administrator
Note
"Oh! my Chair! my Chair! my Chair! my great Chair! Oh! oh! oh!  I die! Oh! Oh! Oh! this is my Bane! this Cough is my Bane. Ah!" (4)


The Humonrs of Purgatory. g

Advice! Some fjuritual Afhiftance, be-
foreI go! O dear Father, I am glad
you arecome! Oh! oh'

S:lv. Have Patience, Sony I will re-
pofe my felf upon this Chair by you,
and hear your Confetflion.

Lop. Ah! Father! ah! with———
is the Door fhut? Is no Body near us?

Silv. It 1s fhut, my Son.

Lop. With Shame I {peak 1t, when

I was young, I was—— huh! huh!
U/’rﬁql?.

S:lv. Weepnot, Son.

Lop. Huh! huh!' huh! I have been ’
a wicked Sinner, a very wicked Sinner
all my Lite long: Oh! oh! oh! my
younger Days were moft notorioufly
wicked; they were Days of Filthinels
and Abomination! I was a Student of
the Law here in Valadolid ; but, like
the reft of my Fellow-Students, I ftu-
dy’d Knavery and Mifchief more than
Law; made Fornication and Adultery
all my Practice! The Day I {pent in
cuckolding my honeft trading Neigh-
bours, and all Night I lay with either
my Laundre{s or my Bed-maker—huh!
huh! L eeps.

B Silv.


Administrator
Note
Don Lopez confesses his sins to Silvio, who is disguised as a Fryar: "Oh! oh! oh! my younger Days were most notoriously wicked; they were Days of Filthiness and Abomination!... The Day I spent in cuckolding my honest trading Neighbors, and all Night I lay with either my Laundress or my Bed-maker--huh! huh! [Weeps" (5)


6 The Humours of Purgatory.

Sttv. Compole your Mind, Son s Con-
#rition will alleviate the Heinoufnefs
of the Crime: [ once committed For-
nication my {elf. |

Lop. Ah! Father! I fear you do but
Hfatter me in my Frailties. Do Men of
vour Profeflion ever-drive that Trade,
that wicked Trade? )

Silv. Men of our Profeflion, are Men,
and are but Men: the Crime’s a venial
:Crime; Men by Neceflity comimit that

Lrime.

Lop. Nay,then there are Hopes tor me.
The Laity can be in no Danger {ure, {o
long as they only follow their Teach-
ers Example: This 1s excellent Do-
£trine indeed for Fornication.

Silv. But I have chaftisd my {elf
for it, and repented.

Lop. Aye, fo will I now: I'am old;
My fancing Days are over ; I muft re-
pent of thofe Sort of Sins whether I will
O 1O

Silv, But proceed, Son,

Lop. Ch! Ch! Ch! Ah this Cough'
After T had been expell’d the College
tor thefe Mifdemeanors, Igot 1nte the
Fycife and Cuftom Ofhices, 1n both

hich T cheated the Government and
the


Administrator
Note
"Ah this Cough! After I had been expelled the College for these Misdemeanors, I got into the Excise and Custom Offices, in both which I cheated the Government and the Subject, and put the Bread of the Poor in my own Pocket.... Thence I went into the Army, and was in the Service...seven Years, in which Time, ---I---I---was---I did---I cheated the---I put the money---I dare not say what I did to my poor Fellow Soldiers--huh! huh!..." his list goes on and on...


The Humours of Purgatory: -

the Subje&, and put the Bread of the:
Poor m my own Pocket: Nay, when
there was any Ditterence between the
Merchant and my fei, I never feard
the Guilt of a little Perjury, fo I could.
carry the Caufe by Dint of Swearing.
Silv. It 1s the common Practice of.
thofe Sort of People; theretore fince
Cuftom allows 1t, and our Superiors
wink at 1t, the Crime is not {o hemous,
but my Authonity will pardon 1t.
Lop. Thence I went intothe Army,
and was in the Service againft France
feven Years, inwhich Time, £
———J——was — I did—— I cheated
‘the —— T put the Money—— I dare
not fay what I did to my poor Fellow -
Soldiers—— huh! huh!
Silv. Weep not, Son, but proceced.
Lop. Getting a Wound on the Head
at the Siege of Barcelona, T wasrender'd
unferviceable, and return’d Home ,
where buying me a Place 1n the Hofpi-
tal of Invalids, thole poor, old, maim’d
Soldiers, who had ventur'd their Lives,
and loft their Limbs bravely in the
Service of their Country, did I, wick-
ed, confounded I, abufe, defrand, and
ufe— worfe than the Devil would have
| B 2 done:



Administrator
Note
the Subject, and put the Bread of the Poor in my own Pocket.... Thence I went into the Army, and was in the Service...seven Years, in which Time, ---I---I---was---I did---I cheated the---I put the money---I dare not say what I did to my poor Fellow Soldiers--huh! huh!..." his list goes on and on...


8  Tke Humours of Purgatory.

done: Cheating them of their Penfions
was the leaft of my Crimes.

Silv. You muft make Reftitution,
Son ; you muft do fome Work of Chari-
ty 5 1t wall be a great Atonement, and
leflen the Magnitude of the Offence.

Lop. After this, I was preferr’d to be
a Cornigidor, 1n which Place I was moft
fcandaloufly buly; I {ent out Spies to
oblerve honeft Mens A&tions, and en-
courag d wicked Informers that would
bring them into Trouble, Falfe Wit-
nefles were my only Delight. I took
Bribes, {old Juftice, and perverted the
Senfe cf the Law, as I had Cccafion to
{erve my {elf or my Party: T weep to
think of it; but I often condemn’d the
Innocent, and acquitted the Guilty: It
was my certain Maxim, that he who
had moft Money, or was beft back’d by
the Intereft of the Great Ones, had the
beft Caufe. Huh! huh! huh!

Silv. By my Sacerdotal Office, lamen:-
table Crimes! repent, Son, repent.

Lep. By thefe Courfes, Father, T've
gain'd mea confiderable kftate, and the
Title ot a Do,

Sili



The Humours of Purgatory. ¢

Silv. That is not {o great a Crime 5
any Man that has Money, and fome
tew neceflary Qualities to recommend
' him, may be a Lord now-a-days; ’tis
not a Farthing Matter how he comes
by his Eftate, fo Promotion follow:
But of the former Sins, repent, Son, .
repent,

Lop. I do! Ido! and to conclude,
Father, my whole Life fince I have
employ'd as an Ufurer and a Stock-
Jobber, and have cheated and abus’d
every Body.,

-~ Sv, Did you never defraud the
{hurch?

Lop. Yes, yes, often; when I wass
Loy, I made nothing of robbing the
Urchard or the Dove-Houle ¢f the B-
rediltine Fryars.

- v, You muft make Reflitution,
Lon. .

Lop. T will give all T have to the
(hurch. o .

- Silv. Nosy you have Children.
 Lop. One Danghter, |

Silv. She muft be your {ole Heirels.
Lep. And not the (;hurch, Father?
ATk NO..

.- B 3 Lor,



10 The Humours of Purgatory.

Lop. Ah, Lord help you, you are :
but a Novice in the Funtion; you|
don’t know the Bottom of your Bufinefs,
I find; I never heard one of your Bro- |
therhood of this Opinion before.

Silv. It is fit you fhould make Refli-|
tution; butitis a grievous Sin to dif-
inhert an only Child, and give your!
Wealth where it 1s not wanted: The
Brotherhood of the Bexediéfines are rich,:
very rich; and Superfluity 1s Luxury,
and Luxury s a Siny and by encoura--
ging Luxury, you do encourage Sin.

Lop. Pho; you are the greateft Fool
for a Fryar, that €er I met with,

Silv, Your Child 1s a dutaful Child.

Lop. No, no, fhe’sdifobedient! She’s.
the Devil! '——

Jilv. Nay, but Son—— :

Lep. Pho! But me no Buts! Ch!
ch! ch! quite fpent! I tell you I'll dt}j
what I pleafe with my own; and fhe
{hall die a Nun, ora Beggar, I am red
folvid. Swim a— Jerk—— {wim—
my Head turnsround: I am gomng! 1
faint ! Idie! oh! ch! ch! c¢h!

Silv. Help there! Bid the Phyfician
come 1n,

aliagllF

e -

Eme»l



Administrator
Note
Silvio commands him to make restitution by leaving his wealth to Constantia; "No, no, she's disobedient! She's the Devil!... Oh! oh! oh! quite spent! I tell you I'll do what I please with my own; and she shall die a Nun, or a Beggar, I am resolv'd. Swim a---Jerk---swim---my Head turns round: I am going! I faint! I die! oh! oh! oh! oh!"
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Enter Guzman, Julia, Conftantia. .

Ful. Hefaints!

Lop. Ah, Wite, I am going: Itold
you I fhould de.

Guz. Some cold Water there.

Lop. Cold Water, with a Pox to you,
can you find nothing for a dying Man,
but cold Water; you are the Devil ot
a Do&tor! Ch' ch!ch! Hold my Head,
Wife, Daughter, hold my Head! Oh!
Sick! fick! fick!

Guz. Truly thisis a Cafe of {o extra-
ordinary a Nature, I know not in what
Manner to proceed.

Lop. Who{ays you do! But where’s
the extraordinary Nature of the Cafe?
I am dying, am I not? And muft pot
every Body die?

Silv, Certainly.

Lop. Then what can this Fool of 3
l’hyfﬂian find to wonder at?

Guz. Nay, but, Don Lopez, you do
not rightly apprehend me.

Lop. Pho! Get you out of my Sight,
and let me die in Peace ; youknow no
more of Phyfick than you do of Hene-
fty; your Pradtice i1s a Cheat; your

. ) Faculty



13 The Hemours of Purgatesy.

Faculty are Knaves; and I'll have no-
t]}lling to do with any of you Ch!
ch!

Ful. Pray, my Lord, endeavourto
compofe your {elf,

Lop. Sure a Man had better have
the Devil at his Elbow, when he’s dy-
ing, than a Wife, a Fryar, and a Do-
&or of Phyfick; all at once. Hold
your Peace all of you, and don’t trou-
ble me 1 my laft Moments, How can
you be {o uncharitable, as not to leta
Man die in Quiet > Here you all
ftand gaping about me, like {o mahy
Vultures, to {fee my laft Galp, and then
devour my Subftance among you. & It
I were' poor, you woud all be hangd
before you would trouble me thus.

Guz. 1t is my Office to admiinfter—

Lop. Aye, it is your Office to attend
the Sick, and admimfter Things fe-
ceflary 5 but, as I {aid, 1t I were poor,
I might die ina Ditch, and be dainn'd,
if I would, for all your Phyfick or your
Prayers; I kdow you both! Oh! I
am dead! Now! pow! now! but that
I dor’t know 1f.

“v, You are uncharitable, andjudge
amifs,

! Lop.


Administrator
Note
"Oh! I am dead! Now! now! now! but that I don't know it..."

Administrator
Note
How can you be so uncharitable, as not to let a Man die in Quiet? Here you all stand gaping about me, like so many Vultures, to see my last Gasp, and then devour my Substance among you.... Oh! I am dead! Now! now! now!"
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Lop. Ch! Ch! Ch! I am going! I
am gomg! I fhall fwing into Purgatc-
ry in the turning of a Bed-ftaff! Ch'!
Ch! clofe my Eyes, Wife; Conflantia,
clofe my Eyes. ‘

Confl. Dear Father, you are not {o
near [leath as you fancy.

Lop. You lhe, you Baggage, I am
dead already. Dont you fee I am
fuft— fhitt— and cold as any Stone ?
Feel on me; Iam cold— cold— cold—
dead— quite dead.

- Guz. Fancy, all Fancy ; your Pulfe
indeed does beat {fomewhat diforder-
Y-

Lop. How can any Man be {o ig-
norant? Do any Pulles beat about
me ?

Guz. Indeed they do.

Lop. °Tis falfe ; T am as dead as a
Herring. I am {peechlefs, motionlefs,
and infenfible of any Thing. Oh! Oh!
Twitch—— there I felt it— Oh—-—
Twitch— twitch— Clofe my Eyes.

Guz. I never faw the like.

Lop. Oh! Oh! T'll ding you crofs
the Chops, if you touch me. Whefe—

whefee—~ Now ! now! now! my laft
J Gaf’p.,.


Administrator
Note
"Dear Father, you are not so near Death as you fancy."
"You lie, you Baggage, I am dead already. Don't you see I am stiff-- stiff-- and cold as any Stone? Feel on me; I am cold-- cold-- cold-- dead-- quite dead"

"Fancy, all Fancy..." 

"I am as dead as a Herring. I am speechless, motionless, and insensible of any Thing. Oh! Oh! Twitch-- there I felt it-- Oh--Twitch--twitch--Close my Eyes"


14 The Humours of Purgatory.

Gafp. There, fo—— now I am dead,
now I am dead. | Falls 112 bis Chatr as dead.

Stlv, This 1s wonderful !
~ Guz. Father, you area Man of Let-
ters, and, I may {uppole, not unac-
quamted with our. Art of Phyfick.

Silv. T muft confefs 1 have {fome
httle Knowledge - f the Science. Imay
have as much Fnowledge of Phylick
as I have of D1v1111t}r for. ought I
know. | Afide.

Guz. It is moft proper to have g
perfe€t Knowledge of this Diftemper,
before one proceed to the Cure of
it.

Silv. Certainly.

Guzx. Therefore I {hould be glad to
talk with you about 1t.

Silv. Yes. How fhall I come oft with
the Doftor now? | Alde.

Guz. You have feen the diagno-
ftick, gnoftick, and prognoftick Symp-
toms of this Diftemper.

Stlv. So 1 have.

Guz. Don Lopez is unhappily at- -
_ tack’d, affeCted, agitated, )oiTefsd e
with that Sort of Folly we call Hypo—
condriack, or Melancholy: A Frenzy

of a very dreadful Species, and which
requires


Administrator
Note
"Gasp. There, so--now I am dead, now I am dead. [Falls in his Chair as dead" (14)

Administrator
Note
"Don Lopez is unhappily attack'd, affected, agitated, posses'd, &c. with that Sort of Folly we call Hypochondriack, or Melancholy: A Frenzy of a very dreadful Species, and which requires a Person consummate in the Art of Physick to remove" (14-15)
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requires a Aerfon confummate i the
Art of Phyfick to remove,

Silv. Trues very true.

Ful. You do well, alwaysto an{wer
i the Afhrmative,

Sibv. Aye, let me alone; I'll fuy
fomething, thoush ‘tis nothing to the
Purpofe, as he does. [ To Fulia.

Guz. Pray, Lady, how long has
Don Lopex. been troubled with this Di-
{temper ?

Ful. -Several Years. When he was
in the Wars, he receivd a Wound 1n
the Head, which I believe might be
{ome Caufe of 1t: for he has been thus
between whiles ever {ince,

Lop. Zounds! was I ever dead im
my Life before ? What Fools you make
of your {elves?

Ful. But never arnv’d to that De-
gree of Frenzy you now fee him
1.

Guz. Never before.

Lop. How can you ftand gabbling
here, and fee a Man lie dead be-
fore"you, without clofing his Eyes?
Have you no Chrftianity in you?
Are you all fuch Wretches as Fryer

Pasl


Administrator
Note
"When he was in the Wars, he receiv'd a Wound in the HEad, which I believe might be some Cause of [his Distemper]; for he has been thus between whiles ever since"

"How can you stand gabbling here, and see a Man lie dead before you, without closing his Eyes? Have you no Christianity in you?" (15)


16 The Humours of Purgatory.

Paul Skullcap rails at, Athiefts and Pa-
pifts both?

Guz. What has he ted on of late?

Ful. His ufual Dyet; ’till within
thefe two Days his Frenzy has been
{o high, we <ould not get him to eat |.
or drink any Thing, .

Guz. Did he ufe to eat often, or|
much at a Time?

Fid. Yes, he was a very hearty Man
always.

Guz. So much the worfe: That great
Avppetition of frigid and humid, 1san
Indication of Heat and Aridity with-
in—— Did he {leep well> ?

Ful. Very well. '

Guz., His Sleep not mterrupted with -
Dreams. :

Ful. Yes, {ometimes 1n the Night he
would get up and be firnng; but 1t
was foon over, and he fell atleep a-
galn. | ‘

Guz. Too much given to Drowfi.|.
nefs. | | q

Ful. Yes, I fhould have lik'd mmy
much better, had he been lefs inclin'd
to Drowfinefs: But to fay the Truth,}
he was 2 Man all his Life-time well
enough as to that Particular, take himj

' altogether,

——r-r-""\—

—
- by
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altogether, up and down, as the Pro-

verb fays.
Guz. I mult preceed to the Thera-
peatick Part of this.

Otlv. The Therapeutick; yes, {o

you muft.

Guz. It 15 by Galen.

S1lv. The celebrated Gales.

Gux. True; the celebrated Gales —
1t 1s by him.

Silv. And Hippocrates.

Guz. Aye, learned Father, and by

“Hippecrates, learnedly diftinguifh’d from

two others.
Stlv. Righty but what they are, the

Devil take meif I know.

Gux. The firlt proceeds from the Vi-

‘tiofity of the Bram.

Silv. Yes, I know 1t does; 1t does

1deed.

!

[

T

f
|
|
|

!
!
h
l:

|

Guz. The {econd, from the whole
Mafs of Blood being obftructed.

Silv, So 1t does,

Guxz. The third 1s our prefent Cafe,
and 15 calld Hypochondriack; 1t a-
rifes from a Detect 1 the lower Ven-

ter ; the Heatand Inflammation of

C which,


Administrator
Note
Guzman, the physician, and Silvio, disguised as the Fryar, enter into a lengthy discussion of Don Lopez' "Distemper" while he lays there "dead." 
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‘which, {ends fuliginous Particles. of a
crafs Nature to the Brain. -

Silv It 1s umpoflible to have it found
otherwile. -

Lop. Gocd' Lord! muft .I-clofe my
Eyes my felt. | o

Guz. All this bemng, premis d——

Silv. Ignoti mlla eft- Curatzo. Movpa. -

‘Gux. Trues it will not be difficult
to-concur In Remedies applicable to the
Diftemper. T

Lop. Here are Phyficians for you,
with a Plague to em; they are prepas
ring Remedies after the Datient is
«ead.

Guz. Firft, the Obthurant Plethory
f the Body muft be remov'd; he
muft be liberally phlebotomizd, his
Bleedings frequent and- plentiful.

Lop. Helll {fee you damnd firlt, I
can tell you that. |

Guz. He muft.bleed in Vena Bafilica,
next in Vena Cephalica; and if the Di-
{afe proves obftinate, we muit open 2
Vein in his Foreheads; he muft: allo
purge, difopulate, andevacuatg;by Ca-
tharticks proper, Tes, & pehalonxds o
00 QS T RaTw Qoplar s e fays the fdrg-

nam'd


Administrator
Note
"Here are Physicians for you, with a Plague to 'em; they are preparing Remedies after the Patient is dead"

"First, the Obthurant Plethory of the Body must be removed; he must be liberally phlebotomiz'd; his Bleedings frequent and plentiful.... He must bleed in Vena Basilica, next in Vena Cephalica; and if the Disease proves obstinate, we must open a Vein inthe Forehead; he must also purge, disopulate, and evacuate by Catharticks proper..."
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nam'd Hippacrates, inthe 9th Aphorifin
of his 4th Setion. -

Lop. Why, are not you a damn'd
Rafcal now? You can't, like other
Dcctors, befatisty’'d with killinga Mau
once, but you muft plague hun with
Purgations afterwards, and kill him a-
gain 5 you may prefcribe what Potions
vou pleafe, but it I takeany of them,
the Devil take me. You Phvficiars
think dead Men tell no Tales: tarl,
that am a dead Man, can tell you we
are too wife to be kill'd twice over.

Guz. Pray let him beremov’d to his
Bed.

Lop. Zounds! T fhall ftink prefent. .

ly 5 put mie intoa Coffin and a Shrowd
and let me be bury'd out of the Way.

Guz. Call your Servants, and let him
be put to Bed.

3

Lop. What, fhan’t 1 have Chriftian.

Burial amongft you, you mhumane
Monfters? I don't know but you-may

have contralted for my Body, tomake-

an Anatomy; or mean to dry ine up,
fend me to the Catacombs, and make
an Agyptian Mummy of me,

C- 2 GIfZ Y

=


Administrator
Note
"Zounds! I shall stink presently; put me into a coffin and a Shrowd, and let me be bury'd out of the Way.... What, shan't I have a Christian Burial amongst you, you inhumane Monsters? I don't know but you mayhave contracted for my Body, to make an Anatomy; or mean to dry me up, send me to the Catacombs, and make an Aegyptian Mummy of me"

Administrator
Note
Why, are not you a damn'd Rascal now? You can't like other Doctors, be satisfy'd with killing a Man once, but you must plague him with Purgations afterwards, and kill him again... You Physicians think dead Men tell no Tales; but I, that am a dead Man, can tell you we are too wise to be kill'd twice over" (19)
Ignoring Lopez' repeated protestations of his death, Guzman and Silvio engage in a farcically learned discussion about the old man's distemper and what should be done about it--citing Galen and Hippocrates, Guzman prescribes a varieyt of potions and bleedings, which would cause most fakers to snap right out of it. 
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. Guz. Mad, mad, mad, call you
Servants,

Enter Diego, Jaccomo.

Ful. Here, Diego! Faccomo! CONVEy
your Mafter to his Red,

Dieg. Yes, Madam.

Lop. Did the RBell toll before I dy’d,
Diego ¢

Lieg. Dy’d! .

Lep. Dy'd, Saucebox, aye, dvd.
don’tpycu}I:ee I'mdead. A

Both. Ha! ha! ha!

Lop. Here are precious Rafcals for
you, they rejoyce at my Death: 1}
go to no Bed but my Grave. You
Dogs, where will you carry me? .

| Carry bim out in a Chair,

Guz. T will go and preferibe what T
think moft proper to begin the Cperati-
¢, and wait on yon again. | Exit.
Ful. Your Servant, Doétor.

Stlv. Don Lepez 1s one of the moft
“uraccountable Men 1 ever {aw.,

Ful. Tt muft wholly be attributed to
his Frenzy. | |

Silv. Befides, he's fo obftinate, ’tis
impotlible he fhould fubfit, much ]iﬁ

s
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be cur'd. He has refolv’d againit every
Thing the Doétor fhall order him.

Confl. And will not be perlwaded {o
much as to talte any Thing that may
(upport Laife.

Silv. In fhort, tis my Opmion you -
had better humour him; and endeavour =
to work upon him by fair Means; let us
pretend to bury him, and fee if that
won't alter his Refolutiony perfwade
him that he’s in Purgatory, and that he
mult eat and drink.there.

- Ful. If we could get him to thit
once, I'{hould think his Frenzy would .
wear of.

Silv. In all Probability 1t weuld.

- Ful. Tl leave 1t wholly to vou,.
Don Silvioy 1 have fet my Invention
on the Rack dlready to no Purpole.

Stlv. LEt us ‘convey him mnto fome
dark Room: My {elf and the whole
Family will perfwade hun that we are -
(Ghofts, and he muflt do as we do, eat,
drink; and be méity. . |

Conft. 1f this fails of Succefs, I fhan’t
helieve ariy Thing will recover him.

Selv. Liét’s about it this Moment.

[E:fc’rmg‘, |

C 3 SCF,NE


Administrator
Note
"'tis my Opinion you had better humour him, and endeavour towork upon him by fair Means; let us pretend to bury him, and see if that won't alter his Resolution; perswade him that he's in Purgatory, and that he must eat and drink there... Let us convey him into some dark Room: My self and the whole Family will perswade him that we are Ghosts, and he must do as we do, eat, drink, and be merry" (21)
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SCENE continues.

Don Lopez dragging in bis Chair
with one Hand, his Sword in the
other, with which be drives in
Diego and Jaccomo,

Lop. T muft go to Bed! And I fhall

o0 to Bed! Why, youimpudent Scoun-:

drels you, as I am a dead Man, he

that firft touches me, with a Defign to)

!

!

force me, I'll-{end his Soul, with mine,
mto Purgatory.

Dieg. It was my Lady’s Order, Sir. |
Lop. She’s more inhuman than a Ty
grefs ; and if I were alive again, I'dfit)

her for 1t, I'd warrant her.

iy

Order.

Lop. But I order you to go forthwithi

to my Neighbour Sacrilege, the Sexton,

bid him dig me a Grave nine Foot deep;
and let him toll the Bell, that good
Chriftians may pray for me: Whata
Pox, if no-Body.will bury me, I'll buy

ey my felf.

Fac. Nay, Sir, it was the Do&orfs%

]



Administrator
Note
"What a Pox, if no Body will bury me, I'll bury my self"
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Fac. Your Honour may do as you
pleafe; but—

Lop. Go, I fay.
Exit, and returns with Cardus.

Fac. My Lord, here's your Apothe-
cary. | .

Lop. Good Lord! more Plagues!

Car. My Lord, your Lordfhip’s hum-
ble Servant; I am orderd by Doctor
Guzman Curfe-Gruel, to let you Blood
in Vena Bafilica; but firlt here'sa {mall
Prefcription you are to take.

Lop. Thank you heartily; but I
know better. |

Car. Indeed, my Lord, you muft
take 1t.

Lop. Takeit! Why, don’t you fee I
am dead ; are youmad or bewitch'd?

Car. Ha' ha! I know 1t 15 your
Lordfhip’s Diftemper, and it you wou’d
pleafe to take 1t——

Lop. Let me fee 1t.

Car. Here, get a Glals, a Drinking-
Glafs—— My Lord, 1t 1s an moften-
five Cathartick, a Sort of an ealy Eva-
cuator, or Preludium to other Prefcrip-
tions,

Lop.


Administrator
Note
When Cardus the apothecary comes with a prescription and prepares to let blood, Lopez again cries: "Why, don't you see I am dead; are you mad or bewitch'd?" (23)
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Lop. Hah!" =~
Car. You need not fear any malign

Influence; 1t will do you no Harm m

the World. |

Lop. Wo't it ?

Car. No, Sir; ’tis order'd, Sir, ’tis or-
der'd by the Door; ahd being order'd,
as I faid, it was —a— will you be
pleasd totake it ¥ —’tis benign, benign,
Siry abftérfive, abfteriive

| Qives bim the Glals.

Lop. Abfterfive, ha; abfterfive! here,
you Blockhead, take your Abftelfive _
your felf, and let 1t Be behign, bénign
16 you, with-a Pox toyou. =

| Throws 1t 1 his Face.

Car. Ah—my Lord,-- ah! tye,—this
is all wrong; but that “tis owmg to
vour Diftemper, of twere mfufferable
Ufage: Will you pledfe to bare your
Arm. S

Lop. For what?

Car. To be let Blood.

Car. Yes, my-Lord.
~ Lop. Blood! -

© Car. Yes. |

Lop. Whyhavé not jfen the Senfe to

know that a dead Man’s Blood 1s c{'?fld >
S ag-


Administrator
Note
Lopez "Throws [the Glass of medicine] in his face" (24)
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—{tagnated—and congeal'd? Were you
to cut open every Vem m my Body,
I {fhould bleed no more than a Poft .
and would you have Blood out of 2
Poft? Qut, you Nizey Toad! I never
heard of fuch a Blockhead in all the
Days of my Life, never fince I was
born. - | Going to him.

Car. Ah—no— but if you

Lop. Zounds, 1f you touch me, 1]l
be the Death of you'!

Car. Pray, Gentlemen, do me the
Favour to aflift me, -

Lop. You had beft leave the Room
or I'l}——

Car. T will difpa tch as foon as you
pleafe; I love to.be expeditious in dif:
patching a Patient according to the
Dottor’s Orders; I'tl doit with a Jirk.

Lop:- A Jirk, hq‘ aJurk! T tell you
I am difpatch’d already; and if you
had the Senfe of a Gander, you would
fee it. Leave me prefently’ or, a
Plague confound you, I'll jerk you to

the Devil! Jerk, quotha Jerk!
(‘Lﬁ' Of"e"‘—**-

Lop Blood and Deftruétion, T'll bear
it no longer! Sure no Ghoft, 1o poor

Ghoft



Administrator
Note
apothecary continues trying to bleed Lopez; eventually, he beats the apothecary off the stage (26)
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Ghoft was ever [Beats *cin off the Stage.]
10 torntented assmine! | Sif's domm.

- Enter Julia and Conftantia.

Jul. O my poor Lord!" little did I
thk'of {ucha Change as'this; little
did 1 fulpe&t his Death would kave
been fo fuddén.~~~Come, bring i the
Shrowd and Coffin ; fince "tis fo,we muft
endeavour to beat it with Tatience:
Takeoff his Gown, Faccomo, and put
this Shrowd upon_ himi; he always ‘de-
clar'd againft Wathing and' Laying-out.
Lop. Ayenow you behave your{elves
like Chriftians. -
O Confl: Ah;- mhy.poor, dear; dead Fa-
ther! oh! oh! [Weeps.
Lop. Poor Child? poor Child ! poor
Child. | They put hiw 3t the Coffn.

FEnter Silvio.

Stly. Madam, every Thing 1s ready
for the Funeral; the People' wait
without that have brought the Bier;
the Grave is ihade, and I have order’d
thé Bell to toll as we go. '

Ful.


Administrator
Note
Julia and Constantia "put him in the Coffin" and weep over him.

"every Thing is ready for the Funeral; the People wait without that have brought the Bier; the Grave is made, and I have order'd the Bell to toll as we go" (26)
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Ful. Tam not willing to bury him
{o foon; 1 have heard of thole that
have been thought. dead, and -yet

1have been only m 3 Trance., perhaps

| he’s {o.
. Silv. Ah, Madam, he’s in no Trance;
‘he'sdead for certain, really dead.

Lop. Aye, foIam, to be fure! A
Trance! no, no, P'm in no Trance; I
am dead 1n earneft.

Silv. He was no Friead to me, but
yet I lov’d him for Conflantia’s Sake and
muft: fhedone Tear at-his Puneral

Ful. Let the Bearers come 1n, and
take him up.

Exter Bearers, who lay Don Lopez on the
By,

Confl. Ah! my poor Father!
Silv. Ah! reft his Soul !
Jac. Diego, why don’t you weep?
Dieg. Huh! huh!- huh!' Qh oh'
oh! my poor Mafter!
Fac. Oh) oh! oh! huh! huh‘
Bell tolls, Tbey carry b:m o,
o tExemzt

ACT


Administrator
Note
"I am not willing to bury him so soon; I have heard of those that have been thought dead, and yet have been only in a Trance; perhaps he's so" (27)
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AcT IL.

SCENE changes to the Street.
Enter the Funeral Proceffion.

Fulia, Silvio, Conflantia, Dicgo, Faccomo,
and the Mob.

1 Mob. .
&P IHOSE Funeral 1s this?
Rt 2 Mob. Who 1s to be bu-
A Er il'yad?* |
=i MR 5 Mob. It '1s old Don
Lopez di Porto Vitranto.
1 Mob. That old Rogue'

2 Mob. He was a curfed Villain'!
3 Mob, He wrong'd the Poor,
2 Mnb.



Administrator
Note
second act sees Lopez's funeral procession; a mob is assembled, and they describe Lopez as an "old Rogue," a "cursed Villain" who "wrong'd the Poor" (28), and many more such things; when they threaten to drive a stake through his body to be sure he goes to hell, Lopez "Starts up in his coffin" and berates them for slandering his corpse. The mob is understandably confused, and Lopez continues to protest that he has indeed expired. 
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2 Mob. He was an Ufurer,

2 Mob. A Stock-Jobber.

1 Mob. A Thiet.

2 Mob., He murder'd a Man once,

3 Mob. The World 1s well rid of
him.

2 Mob. We'll fee where he’s bury'd,
Neighbours.

3 Mob. That we may drive a Stake
through his Carcals, as they do thro’
thofe that fore-do themfelves, and go
headlong to the Devil.

2 Mob., An old Wretch.

| Starts up 11 bis Coffn:

Lep. Doit you dare! you abomina-
ble {landering Villains ! Are not youa-
fraid of a Judgment upen you, for bely-
ing the Dead thus?

2 Mob. Ah! ah! the old Knaveis
not dead., *

Lop. Did I ever commit Murder, or
Theftt? Did I? you lying Rafcals!
Zounds, 1f I were notdead, I'd——I'd
——go to Law with you ; I'd {oufe you
witha Vengeance, Rafcals!

.2 Mob. He’s not dead, Neighbours.

- Lop.. Youlie! Tam dead! and tis
well for you that I am. A Slanderer
of the Dead, 1s worfe than a Parricide; |

g D 1
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It I were alive, I'd deal with you, you
Villains.

Silv. Leave ‘em to me, Don Lopex ;
Tl ufe ‘em according to their Deferts,
Tl warrant ‘ém,

Lop. Sue ‘em, arreft ‘em all.

- Silv. SoT will.

Lop. 1 think poor old Don Lopex,
-that 1s dead and gene, was acqhainted
-with thee once. Art thou not Lo
Silvto? | '

Stlyv. T am. ) | '

Lop. Good lack! this 1s kind of thee,
‘f did not think thou hadft been {o ho-
qefta Fellow; 1t I had, thou fhould’ft
“have marry d my Daughter: But now
T'm dead, and can’t alter my Will,

Silv. No, I am forry for it. - |

Lop. Well, thou walt {ee me bu.
Cgyd? _ e
Stlv. Yes, I wall. |

Lop. And-go to- Law with thofe Vil-
lains, thofe Traytors?

Silo. You may dependapén at.:

Lop. Farcivel, Silvio; 1f I can.do
thee 4ny Servade’in the _bt’her.’Wo?ld,
depend updh'it Iwill. - [Liesidewn.

[Exeunt all:but-the Mob.

1 Mob.
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1 Mob. Well, but Neighbours, what
- eltas all this? I thought Doy Lopex

1ad been dead,

v Meb. No, no, he's but dead: in+4
. _ 1 ad: 1
it and has a Mimd to be buryd. mt

Y L
L

-—-r"-rr r——r—y

1ot Tappefe.
© Aok, And {o go to the Devil i
' Earneflt, has he? |

9 Mob, Poh! no, no, let him alone
for that; he won't go to the Devil o
long as he can help 1t.  Thofe Sort of
Ulurers, and Stop-Jobbeys, and Law-
vers, and Corrigidors, and fuch, do .
‘a1l they can to chcat the Devil.

1 Mob. Ho! ho! and this was only
“to cheat the Devil, wasit.
- -2 Mob. Nothing in the World elfc
Don Silvio hir'd us to do it, Man :
‘Here’s Money, dye fee? Come, let’s
o and be merry with it

All. Aye, let us, let us.
3 Mob. Hold, hold, it 1s good to be
cmerry and wife, as the World runs.
2 Mob. Aye, and ’tis good to have
Wit 1m our Anger too.

a

e T - . e

—

- -2 Mob. So t1isy and we muft have 3
Care, whatever we think——. that we
talk no Treafon—— againft my Lord
Mayor’s Horfe; tho’ there’s no great

D 2 Matter

= T

LT T
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Matter of Crime 1n 1t, yet for fear cf
being drawn into Preliminaries.

2 Mob. Youfay right, and fo Mum -
~for that.
3 Mob. But we ]l e

Ditnk, and dizve Core awey,

Drank, and be merry ,

We fhall nere go the [oomer to the Stygian
Ferry,

Come, Neighbours, come. [ Exemnt,

o vy A% 4% A% 4%y 4%8 4@_*, $Ae 42
iostogeiotoiaiototoiaiaiatetnlie;

Scene changes to Don Lopez’s Houfe,

Stage made dark.

Enter with the Coftn, Silvio, Julia, Con-
ftantia, .

Silv. Here reft m Peace, Don Lopez ;
once I did hope to call you Father,
but now thofe Hopes are loft : Now I
can only wifh it had been fo, and {ay]

I was your Friend.

Ful



Administrator
Note
Silvio, Julia, Constantia, and others "Enter with the Coffin"--the "Stage [has been] made dark," to simulate purgatory.
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Ful. Huh! huh! Ah poor Don Lo-

pex! T am become 2 Widow by this
Lofs 5 no Friend, no Happinefs of Life
to come. Would I could reft with thee,
then never more {hould Care or borrow
reacClt me.

Conff. T am an Orphan, left to the
unhofpitable World a weak and help-

lefs Prey . |
Silv. Madam be comforted; his

Name {hall thll furvive, though his
cold Corpfe within thlS {ilent Tomb
mou]ders to Duft, and 1n Oblivion’s

loft.
Fil. O my Heart!

Silv. Enough by all means. - Now
let us entertam hun with the Mufick.
Fac. O Lord! Let us weep a little
nrlt, if 1t be only as Great Mens Heirs
do, or younger Brothers for the Death
of the Eldeft, for Fafhion: Huh! huh!
huh! my dear, dear Mafter! | Ajide.
Dieg. And mine too; ahcruel Death,
*0 rob me of {o good a Maﬁ:er‘ |
Tm, Soqnft.
Dieg. ‘So bountiful.
%L o charitable.
Dicg. So honeft, huh! huh'

AN Fas.


Administrator
Note
"his Name shall still survive,k though his cold Corpse within this silent Tomb moulders to Dust, and in Oblivion's lost" (33)
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_ Fac. I can but weep for him : Huh!
huh !

Lop. Poor Fellows, I pity ’em
they will want me, that's the Truth
on't. | In the Coffim.
- Stl. Come, let’s retire, and to his
Reft commend him; and Peace be with
his Soul. | Exeunt.

Lop. Amen, Amen, with all my
Heart. |

Here the Mufick. Don Lopez 7i-
 [es, and looks about bim, En-|
ter the Dancers, Lopez obfer-
ving ’em all the while. The
Dance ended, enter Diego and
Jaccomo like Ghofls, with a
Table, Chairs, Wine; Lopez
obferves 'em, they go off.
[ Exeunt,

Lop. What a Plague can be the
Meaning of all this? Where am I?
And who are all thefe? T never was

{o amaz'd in my Life,

L Evitey


Administrator
Note
after they leave Lopez alone in his coffin, the music strikes up and dancers enter--while Lopez watches them, Diego and Jaccomo come in, disguised "like Ghosts, with a Table, Chairs, [and] Wine" (34)

"Don Lopez rises, and looks about him. Enter the Dancers, Lopez observing 'em all the while. The Dance ended, enter Diego and Jaccomo like Ghosts, with a Table, Chairs, Wine; Lopez observes 'em, the go off."
"I never was so amaz'd in my Life" 
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Foter S1lvio, Julia, Conftantia, and one
to fmg, all dre[sd like Ghofb.

Silv. Sir I thank you; there can’t be
better Entertainment i the other -
World.

Lop. Other World! what World 1s
this, I trow?

S7lv. Sir, my Service to you.

Lop. To me; thank you heartily—
But pray, Sirs, what Place 1s this I
am 1n?

Silv. You are 1n Purgatory.

Loyp. In Purgatory! Good Lack! And
pray who are all thofe I have feen
dance and caper about thus?

Silv. They are Ghofts—— dead Peo-
ple that have been bury'd.

Lop. Good Lord ! and they dance and
fing 1n Purgatory ?

Silv. Moft certain.

Lop. And are jovial and merry?

Silv. Always,

Lop. Our Ghoftly Fathers tell us of
fiery Purgations, heavy Penance, and
I don’t know what ; for my Part, I ex-
pested to be roafted, fing'd——— or to
come off with a Flaughing at beft.

Sily.


Administrator
Note
All "dress'd like Ghosts"; describe the state of affairs to Lopez--he is in Purgatory, and it's a rather nice place indeed, not at all a place of "fiery Purgations, heavy Penance, and I don't know what." They all eat and drink from Lopez' stores, 
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Stlv. No {uch Thing.

“Lop. Iam glad on't, faith! glad at
my Heart! Sure People are bewitch’d -
in that World I come from, to believe
all thele Things. '

Sulv. Aye, you are often told Things
there by your Betters, that they them-
felves don’t helieve,

Lop. But pray what Country-men
are you’

Sihv. Citizens of Brandipolis.

Lop. But I mean what Country-
men were you in the other World ?

Silv. Spamards of ¥aladolid.

Lop. My own Ceuntry-men! - And
pray 1s this {ame Place; this Purgato-
1y, peopled with none but Spaiiards?

Siv. () ves, here are Ghofts from
all Parts ot the World.. |

Lop. Indeed! 3 |
Silv. Of all Nations, and of all A-
s. R
) Lop. Wonderful'!

Silv. Wou'd you believe 1t ?

Lop. What!

“Silu. We have Alexander the Great
among us {ll. :

Lop. And, pray, 1she the fame hot-

‘readed, fighting Fellow here, as Goad-
man
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man Plutarch swwould make us beljeve
he was 1 the other World?

St1lv. No—— Dariys and he go Part-
ners here.

Lop. Partners! 1 what?

Silv. Both are nothing here but Rat-
Catchers.

Lop. Good Lack ! Alexander the Great
but a Rat-Catcher! Their Courage is
finely cool’d, that they dare encoun-
ter no other Enemies than Rats. . Dwin-
dled into Rat-Catchers!

« Silv. What do you think Fulins Cefar
1S NOW ? .

Lop. 1 know not, truly. .

Silv. Why he and Pompey are but
two Dear-Garden Prize-Fighters.

Lop. Such as make Sport in our
World for Holiday-Fools?

S:lv. The fame. And the hand{ome
Mark Anthony 1s a Corn-Cutter, and
goes about the $treets, ~——

Lop. 'Have you any Corns to cut
Feet or Toes?

Silv. Yes.
Lop. 1 am amazd! May I dnnk
with you?
Silv. If you pleafe, [They give bim
Wine.
Lop.
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Lop. And have you any Popes a

mong you s
-~ Silv. Yes, {everal.

Lep. And how are they employ'd »

Oilv, Generally to bake Gingerbread,
and {ell 4qua Mirabilss,

Lop. Another Glafs~—-— You have
very good Wine here.

- Silv. Yes..
.-dLop. Of what Growth? .
-~ :8ilv. Acheron's fertile Banks, |

Lop. 1 am amaz'd again! And pray
have you any Women amonglt yop
here in Purgatory?

Silv. No, we are told very few of
them have any Souls. L |

Zop. But thofe that have, what be-
comes of thein?' -

Silv. They are generally difpes'd of
in a lower Region. - -
Loy, And do you dnve diftind
Trades here, as in the other World 2

Silv. Thevery fame; here are Ghofts
of all Occupations. | |

Lop. A Pox take it! I'wifh I had
brought my Money along with .me, I
would have. follow’d one of my old
“Trades. o '

Silw.
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S:lv. What were they?

Lop The Law, or Ulury, or Stocl
Jobbme, or Phyﬁcl\ or a Vintuer,

Silv. No, you <could not; they are
all fo feandalous in the other W orld,
Pluto will fuffer none of ‘em here, ex-

cept Vintners; them we can't be with-
out.

Lop.Then Pluto 1s his High and Migh-
tmefs here, and will not {uffer any
of thofe Trades but Vintners only?

Silv. Here t hey dare as well be
burnt, asufe Cyder and Turmp-Juice ;

and they have got fuch a damn’d Trick
of it in the other World, that if the

Devil fetch em, they won't leave
it off.

- Lop. Some more Wine then— but
how——— fill the Glafs. - But how does
Phito - difpofe of fo many feveral De-
srees of People, as there ate in the o-
ther World : You know there’s Nobles,
Gentlemen, Mechanicks, &c.

- 8ily. He makes no DitinGtion here ;
all are difpos’d 'of,.at his Vleafure, on-
Iy Fops, ‘Bedus, Game{’ters Cuckolds
Dancing-Mafters, Fiddlers, and fuch.

Lop. And what comes of them?

Silu.
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Silv. They are generally fent into
the Limbo of Fools, and fet to {pin.

Lop. Spin — Beaus~— Cuckolds —
Fops— and Fiddlers fet to {pin! Gad's
Curfe! Nay, to fay the Truth ont, .
they are good for little elfe m the o-
ther World. |

Silv. Come, get out of your Coflin,
{it down, and take a Bottle with us.

Lop. Shall I—? I hant a Farthing
to pay my Reckoning.

Silv. No Matter, we are in Plito’s
Court, and all we eat or drink, 1s Free-

Coft. |
‘Lop. Nay, if 1t be fo, T can be as
free 4s any of you: I never card how
often 1 could eat and drink on Free-
Coft. - But I hope you have no Play-
ers here in Purgatory 5 for ‘they will'
make plaguy tree with your Com-
mons, where there 1s nothing to pay. |
' - [ Gets ont.

Silv. O let not that trouble you, we
never fear Provifions falling fhort. but
come, Sir,-imy humble Service. ..
Lop. To me agaih? With all my
Heart. - .r R
Silo, Twoin a Hand,- . .-

I|

'1
+
]

Lop.


Administrator
Note
Lopez, apparently, still in his coffin, for Silvio invites him to get out of it and have a bottle of wine with them (40)
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Lop. Aye, ten, it youpleafe. Oh!
this delicious Free-coft! A Plague for
ever confound thofe Words, What's to
pay €= that the old World I come
from makes {fo common an Ule of; a
Man can’t be merry there, buta{curvy
Rogue of a Drawer comes with a to
pay at his Arfe, and choaks all ones
Mirth in the very Heighth of it. Faith
this is good Wine: Oh, thofe damn'd
poyloning Pogs the Vintners in-our
World. =~

~ Enter Diego and Jaccomo..
Silv. Here, Waiters, {erve in Sup-
per. | _+ |
Lop. Supper—— better and better:

T am to {up here, amI?

Silv. If you like a Fowl.

Lop. A Fowl! Ayemarrydo I, ’tis
fine Eating! and I have a delicate Sto-
mach.. I thould m the other World
have been a Fryar or a Cardinal by
nght; for I love dearly to fill my Bel-
ly, and live on the Fat of the Land.

13 -~ Supper
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Supper bronght .

Lop. A little more Wine, Oh this
Heavenly Free-coft '—— this Nothing
to pay 1s better than all! What do you
‘ca]l 1It——a —— .

- Silv. Acheron. |

Lop Aye, Acheron Wine.

'~ Stiv. Fall tooy no Ceremony.

Lop. No, 1 hate Ceremonies at Ta-
ble: I amas much an Enemy to ’em
there, as fome Men are at Church. I
never was for long Graces, to make the
Meat cold ; when the Stomach’s eager,
and the Food ready, Delays are dan-
gerous

ﬂfuﬁék ljlay;.

Mufick again! Lord! what a Life 1
fhall lead 1n Purgatory? '

Silv. Sir, you are extreamly wel
come.

Lop. Aye, {o it {eems —Fxcellent
Food, Faith, ‘and Wine! Oh this hea-
'renlv Frec-coft '— Ancther Glafs of it.
— A Bumper, Sirrah, it’s Free-coft. Sir,

mv Service.
Silv,
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Stlv. Your Servant,

Lep. Well) but am T always to hve
thus ¢

Silv. As long as you pleafe.

Lop. Tiwear, I was never fo meriy
in all my Lite, as I have bcen here
fince Idy’'d. I will get drupk twiee
every Day with this Free-coft Acheron,
~-—- Come, another Glafs Hev
ho == [ begm to be flecpy, my-
thinks.

Silv. You may take a Nap i your
Chatr, i you pleale. |

Lop. SoI will then; but {ome more
of this Heavenly Free-coft firft— You
won't leave me alone here : T fuppole
I {hall find you here when T wake.

Silv. Aye, aye, we are no Flinchers
i this World.

Lop. Hey ho~—— 1n hali an Hour
a Jogg, d'ye hear.

bilv, Aye, aye.

Lop. Hey ho, hey ho! | Sleeps.

Silv. He's faft already, I think; this
Eating and Drinking after his late Ab-
{tinence has quite opprefsd him.

Conft. ‘This Sleep was lucky. —

- Silv. Faccomo,convey all thefe Things
away. |

E 2 Ful,
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Ful. And now let’s prepare to anfiver
waen he calls, |

Conft. Throw off our Difguifes, and
be again in the Land of the Livigg.,

| | Carry off the Table.

~ Silv. Faccomo,

Fac. Sir.

dilv. Now let there be Lights here.

Fac. Yes, Sir. |

Stv. Come, Ladies, let us watch his
Slumbers at a {mall Diftance, and ex-
pet the Confequences. If he has but
Reafon enough left to make RefleGtion
on his own Abfurdities, it may prove
an abfolute Cure for his Melancholy,
and reconcile him omce again to Life
and his Family. | Exeunt.

Lopez alone 5 the Stage lighted.

Lop. Another Glafs of Freecoft?
Countrymen! Ghofts! What the Pox
made ’em leave me! Where are they
all gone! Now if I fhould have to pay
for all this Heavenly Free-coft at laft,
whata fine Pickle fhould I be in, with-
out the Devil a Grig in my Pocket. " So
ho! So ho! Ghofts! Where areyouall!

Enter


Administrator
Note
"let us watch his Slumbers at a small Distance, and expect the Consequences. If he has but Reason enough left to make Reflection on his own Absurdities, it may prove an absolute Cure for his Melancholy, and reconcile him once again to Life and his Family"
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Enter Jaccomo.

Fac. Did youcall, Sir?

Lop. Zounds! How came you here,
Faccomo ¢

Fac. Came here, Sir! Did you not
call me?

Lop. Call you! Why, where am I
Sirrah !
Fac. In Madam Conflantia’s Cham-

ber 2
Lop. The Devil lie you, fure! In

Madam Conffantia’s Chamber ! Why, I
am m Purzatory. -

Fac. No, - Lord, 1n Purgatory! mno,
Sir: You went to {leep two Hours ago.

Lop. To fleep! Who was it eat and
drank with me juﬁ: 1OW ?

Fac. No Body, Siry here has not
becn any Body:. ~

Lop. Pho! Youlie, Sirrah!
Enter Silvio, Julia, Conftantia.

Silv. How does my Lord Do Lope*’ ¢
Lop. Faith, I can't tell you L
know nothmg of the Mattey—— Who

are you all?
K 2 Sflv.

=


Administrator
Note
they leave, and Lopez left alone--chamber is lit, and Jaccomo enters, telling Lopez that he has been asleep for two hours, and indeed, "here has not been any Body"
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S2lv. Does not your Lordfhip know
your humble Servant Silvio?

Lop. Silvie! Where have 1 been?
Have I pot been dead and bury'd, and
in_Porgatory; at Supper too, and
drinking of tree coft Acheron and {ee-
g GhoT’ts dance and fing, and the De-
vil knows what?y,

Ful. Tt was but the Roving of your_
Fancy i a-Dream; you have been a-
ﬂeep, Do Lo_pez inthat Chair.

. Lop.; ,Aﬂeep How long cauI have
ieen affeep . - .- .

Ful. Better than two Hours You
faid your Headach'd a little, and you
would try to fleep: - S0 we did 1ot a-
wakeyou; -tho’, Dox :Silvio. has been
here above an:Hour;  to know your fi-
nakRefolution as-to his Marnage with
Conftantia.

Lop. But arc you fure. that I Al
alive?

Fal,-Yes:.

Lop. T'll burn my will then, for I
have-{een ‘2. Vifion, ‘which informs me
Don Silviv is ap- honeft : Man, and my
}*nend Therefore, to: Morrow Morn-
ing, he fhall marry my Child, amd e
wy fole Heiry but for to nght I feel

my


Administrator
Note
"It was but the Roving of your Fancy in a Dream; you have been asleep, Don Lopez, in that Chair" (46)
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my felf out of Order, and will go to
‘Bed; alter a Night's Reft I thall be
better perhaps, and may join with you
in-your Marth.  But do you hear, Sil-
vio, you muft promife to profecute
thofe People who defam’'d me when I
was dead; and thereupon I give you
my Daughter.

Silv. A Gift {o valuable, will make
me look on -your Pleafure m every
Thing as my Duty.

Lop. Well, Fulia, give me hold on

thy Arm; for even yet I cannot be po-
fitive whether T am dead or alive: [

fear my Indipofition has made me
unealy to thee; but I fhall endeavour

to. be a more reafonable Hufband for
the future, and let you {o far enjoy

your felf, that you fhall not have
Caule ta ' |

Repent, my fancyd Buyial was a Story, '
And wifly me really gone to Purgatory.

‘[Exeunt.

FINIS


Administrator
Note
Lopez relents, having had "a Vision" that Silvio and his daughter are indeed worthy people; he consents to their marriage and alters his will, on the condition that Silvio "promise[s] to prosecute those People who defam'd me when I was dead" (47)
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