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TH
MASSACRE

AT PARIS.

VVith the Death of the
Duke of Guife.

Enter Charlesthe French King, the Dueene Mother,
the King of Nauarre, the ‘Pr? ceof Condye, the
Lordbigh Admirall,and the Queene of Nauarre,
With others,

Charles,

Z379 Rince of T\ anarre my honourable

] a brother,

e 4| Prince Condy,and my good Lord

B2 lé. Admirall, ye .

Y wiilic this vnion and religiousleague,

Knitinthefe hands thusioyn’d innupiiall rites,

May not detolue,till death defolue our hues,

And that the natiue fparkes of princely loue,

A3 That
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The Maffacre

That kindled firft this motion in our hearts¢
May flillbe fewe!d 1nour progenye.
N aiuar, The many fauours which your grace
hath thowne,
From time to time,but fpecially in thise
hall binde me euer toyour highnes will,
1 what Queen Mother oryour grace commands,

Old Qir. Thanks fonne Nauarre,you fec we loue

youwell,

That linke you in mariage with our dauchter heer:
Andas you know our difference inReligion,
Mightbea meanes to crofle youin your loue.

(harles. Well Madam, let that reft
And now my Lords the mariagerites perfourm’d,
Wethink it good to coeand confuinate the reft,
With hearing ofa holy Malle:: Sifter, I think

your {clfe will beare vscompany.

Q. Mar. T willmy good Lord, -

Charles. Thereft that will not goc(myLords)

may flay:

Come Motherlet vs goeto hionor this folemnitie.
014Q.V Vhichlledefolue withbloud
andcrueltie,

Eurtie King Q_Mother,andthe Q.of Nauar,
and manct Naar,the Prince of Condy, and
the Lord bigh Admirall. _

N auar.Prince Condy and my good L. Admiral,
Now Gusfe may florme but doe vslittle hurt:
Fauing the King Qu.Mother on our fides,
Totlap themallice of lus cnuious heart,

_ That

The «Maffacre”

That feckes to murder all the Proteftants s

Haue you not heard of latehow he decreed,, -

If that the King had giuen confent thereto,

That all theproteftantsthat arein Paris,

Should haue been murdered the other night?
Ad.My Lord I meruaile that thalpiring Guifé,

Darcesonceaduenture without the Kings confent, -

To meddlcorattempt fuch dangerous things,
Con.My L.you need not meruaile at the Guife,

For what he doth the Pope will ratifies ‘

In murder,mi{cheefe,orin tiranny, )
N+.But he that fitsand rulesaboue the clowdes,

Dothhearcand fee the praiersof theiuft:

Andwill reuenge the bloud of innocents,

T hat Guifé hathlaine by treafon of hisheart,

Andbrought by murder totheir timeles ends.
Ad.My Lord,but did youmark the Cardinall,

The Guifesbrother and the Duke Dumain:

How they did ftorme at thefe your nuptiallrites,

Becaule the houfe of Burbon now comesin,

And ioynes your linnage to the crownc of France?
Ne, And thats y caufc that Guife fo frowns atvs,

" Andbeates hisbraines to catch vs in his trap:

Which hehath pitche withinhis deadly toyle,
Come my Lords lets go to the Churchand pray,
That God may ftill defend the right of France:
And make his Gofpelflourithin thisland. Exennt,
Enter the Duke of Guile.
Guife. If euer Hymen lowr'd at marriage rites,

And had his alters deckt with duskie lightes:
Ag If ener
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Ifeuer funne (ainde heauen, withbloudy clowdes,

And myde 1 look with terrour on the worlde:
If euer doy were turnde to vgly night,
And mght mude femblance of the hucof hell,
Tlusday,this houre, this fatall nighe,
Shalltully thew the fury of themall,
Apothecar:e,
Luer be Pothecarie,
Pole. My Lord,
T oo e
‘ , t o gm[c:
Waerearethole perfumed gloues which 1 fent
obe poyfoned, haf} thou done them? {peake,
Willeuery fiour breed, pmngueof death?
Luthe. See where they be my good Lord,
Andhe thac fmelles bug 1o them,dyer.,
Guife. T hen thou remainef} refolute.
Pothe. 1am my Lord,in what your grace
_commaundes ti!] death. (loue,
Guile.Thavkes my goodtreend, Twil requite thy
Gor then prefent therm to the Queene Nanayres
Forflieisthat huzeblemifh in oygr cye,
'! bt mikes chefe vpltart herefies in Flaunces
EC ronemy fieend prefent them o her ftraite,
Souldyer, Exit Potbe,
Entera Souldier.
S My Lord,
Gr:+2.No v come thou forth and play thy
traonck par:,

Stwnd i fome windoy opening neerethe fireer,

And

: at Paris,

And when thou feeft the Admitall ride by,

Difcharge thy mu-ketand perfourme hisdeath:

Andthen lle guerdon thee with ftore of crownes,
Sou!. 1 will my Lord. Exit Sonldi,

Guife. Now Guife begins thofe deepeingendred
thougkts, .

Tobur(tabroad thofe neuer dying flames,

Which cannot beextinguifhtbucby bloud,

Oft haue [ leneld ;andat Jalt hauclcarqd,

That perillis the cheefeft way to happines,

Andrefolution honors faireft aime.

W hat glory 1s thereina common good,

That hangesfor euery pealant toatchiue?

Thatlikel beft that flyesbeyond my reach,

Set me tofcale the high Peramudes,

And thereon fet the Diadem of Fraunce,

Il cither rend it with my nayles to naughe,

Or mount thetop with my afpiring winges,

Althouzgh my downfallbe the deepeft hell,

For this,I wake,whénothersthink | {leepe,

For this,I waite,that {cornes attendance elfe:

For this,my quenchlesthirft whereon 1 builde,

Hathoftenpleaded kindred to the King,

For this,this head, this heart,this hand and fworde,

Contriucs,xmagincs and fully executes,

Matters of importe aimdeat by many,

Yetvnderltoode by none.

For this,hath heauen engendred me of earth,

For this,this earth futaimes my bodies waight,

And with this wiatlle counterpoifca Crowne,
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‘ #t Paris,
Or with feditions weary all the worlde:

For this haue I alarge(Te from the Pope,
~ A penfionand a difpenfation too:

My policye hath framde religion,

Religion: O Diabole,

Fye,lamathamde how euer thatI feeme,

To thinkaword of fucha fimple found,

Of fo great matter thould be made the ground,

Thegentle King whofe pleafure vacontrolde,

Weakneth hisbody,and will wafle his Realme,

If Trepaire not what heruinates :

Himasachilde I dayly winne with words,

So that for proofe, he barely beares the name:

Iexecute,and he fuftaines the blame.

The M]:nhcr Queene workes wonders for my
fake,

Andin my loue entombes the hope of Fraunce:

Riflingthebowels of hertreafurie,

To fupply my wantsand necefsitie.

Paris hath full fiue hundred Colledges,

As Moneflaries,Priories, Abbyes and halles,

Whereinare thirtie thoufand able men,

Befidesathoufand {turdy ftudent Catholicks,

_, Andmore of my knowledge in one cloyfter keeps,

' Fiuelundredfatte Francifcan Fryersand priefles.

; All thisand more,if more may be comprilde,

:. Tobringthewill of our defires to end.

Then

For this,from Spaine the ftately Catholickes, . -
Sends Indian golde to coyne me French ecues: ..

And by that priuiledge to workevpon, - .. ‘

. - The Maffacre

‘i'hcn Guife fince thou haftall theCardes,
Within thy hands to fhuifle or cut,take thisas
fureftthing: :
Thatright or wrong,thou deale thy felfeaKing,
1but, N anarre, Nanarre,tis but anook of France, ,
Sufficientyet for fucha pettie King:

That witharablement of his hereticks,
Blindes Europscyesand troubleth our eftate:
Him will we Puinting to his S\orde.
£ But firft lets follow thofe in France,
That hinder otir poflefiion to the crowne:
As Cefarto histouldiers, fo fay I+
§ Thofc that hate me,will I learnto loath.
§ Giuemecalook, that whenI bend thebrowes,
§ Pale death may walke in furrowesof my face:
48 A hand,that with a grafpe may gripe the world,

8 An care,to heare what my detraltors fay, '
#1 A royall feate,afcepter and acrowne:
& Thatthofe which doc beholde, they may become
‘& Asmenthatftandand gafeagainft the Sunne.
$8 Theplotislaideard things thall come to pafle:

B Where refolution flriues for viGtory.

B coerthe King of Nawar and Queen, and bis « M other
Quecn,the Prince of Condy,the Admirall, and
the Pothecarv with the glones,and gines them io

J

the olde Queene,

Pothe. Maddame,'[.be{'eech your graceto
except this fimplegift, .

Exits

.
v
.
PR RN T ‘

)
z
:




e———
——

The Maffacre

0'd Ou. Thanksmy goodfreend, holde take

thou thisreward.

Pothe,l humbly thank vourMaieftie, Exit Po, l
Old Q1. Me thinkes the gloues haue 2 very

flrong petfume,

The fent whereot doth make my head ro ake,
Nanar. Doth not your grace know the mag

that gave them you?

0ld Qx Not wel,but do remember fuch a

Al Yourgr;cc was il adui(de to take the
Conﬁdcrmg ohhclcd;mgcroummcs.

0ldQu Heip lonne Nauarre 1 am poyfoned,
Q_Ma , The hcaucnsforbidyour highncs

fuch mifhap.

Nguar. Thelate fufpition of the Duke of Guife, 18
Might well haue moued your hichnesto beware:
How you did meddle with fuch dangerous giftes,

Q_Mar. Toolateitis mv Lord if that b true

To blame herhighnes byl hope it be
Oniy fome naturall pafsion makes her ficke.

0 4Qx Ono,fweet Margrer, the farall poyfon
Workes within my head,my brain pan breakes,

‘She dyes,

My heart doth faine, | dye,
Nauar« My Motherpoyfoned heere before

my face:
O graciousGod, what timesare thefe?

O graunt fweet God my daies may end with hers,

That [ with hermay dyeand liye againe,

Q. Mar. Let not this heauy chaunce
iny deare(t Lord,

at Paris,

orwhofe effe s my foule is maffacred)

fe& thy gracious breftwith frcfh fupp!y,

oagrauate our fodaine mifcrie. (hence,

eAd, Come my Lordsletvs beare her body

nd feeit honoured with it {folemnitie, .

eAs they ave going, the Suldier dsfchargeth his
eMusket atth: Lord s Admirall. .
min, @@ Covdy, V Vhatare youlurtmy L. high Admiral?
then, Bt e7dmi] my good Lord fhot through the arme.
"W Nawar, VVeare betrarde. come my Lords,

andletvs goe tell the King of this.

88 Adm:. Thefeare the cuifed Gusfians that doe

{ecke our death.

Dh fatall was this inanage to vsall.

They beare away the Queene andgee ont.

- Enter the King,Queene Mother, Duke of Guife,
, Duke Anroy, Duke Demayne,
s

Queene Mother.

My noble fonne, and princely Dukeof Gusf,
RNow haue we got the farall {tragling decre:
WV Vithinthe compaffe of a deadly toyle,
B Andas we late decreed we may perfourme.
Keng.Madam,it wilbe noted through the world,
g Anactionbloudy and tiranmcalle
B Cheetely fince vnderfafetie of our word,
. & They witly challenge their prote@ion:
W Befides my heartrelentes that noble men,
g Onely corrupted in religion,Ladies of honor,
’ Knightes
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at Paris. .
And thénthewatchword being giuen,abell fhall
ring, S . '
hich %vhcn they heare, they fhallbegin to Lill:
And neuer ceafevatill that bell fhallceale, .
hen breath a while. - S
Enter the Admirals man,
King. How now fellow,what newes? .
Man. And it pleafe your grace the Lord high
Admirall,

Riding the ftrectes was traiteroufly fhot,
B Andmofthumbleintreates your Maieftic -

B To vifite him fick in hisbcd, o
W - King. Meflenger,tellhim I will fee him firaie;
. , Exit Meffenger,
BB What fhall we docnow with the Admirallz

§  Qu.Your Maielly were beft goe vifite him,

And make a fhewasifall were well.
| King. Content, will goe vifite the Admirall.
Guife. And I will goc take order for his death.

5 Exst Guife,

The Maffacre

Knightesand Gentlemen, fhould for thejr cofta:
fciencetafte fuch rutheles ends, :
Anioy. Theugh gentle mindes fhould pittie -
others paines, -
Yet will the wifef? note their proper erecfess
Andrather fecke to frourge their cnelnjes,
Then be themfelucsbafe fubie@s to the whip,
Guife. Me thinkes my Lord,:x:fmoy hath well
aduilde,
Your highnesto confider of the thing,

And rather chufeto feck your countries good,
Then pittic or releeue thefe vpftart hereticks,
LQueene.Thope thefe reafons may {erue my

- princely Sonne,

To haue fome care for feare of enemies:

King. W ell Madam, I referre it to your Maieflie,
Aund tomyNephew heere the Duke of Gufe:
What you determinc,I will ratifie.

Lucene. Thankes tomy prircely fonne, then tell

me Guife, : :
What order wil you fet dowize Sor the Mflacre?

Grife. Thus Madame,

They that ihalbe a@tors in this MafTacre,
Shallweare white crofles on their Burgonets: -
Andtye white linnen {carfesaboyt their armes.
He that wantes thefe,and js fufpe@ted ofherefie, . |
Shall dye,be he King or Emperour,
Thenllehaveapeale of ordinance fhot from the
tower, '
Atwhich they all fhall iffue ot and {et the flrcetes.

And |

Enter the Admirall s bis bed,
King.How faresit with my Lord high Admiral,
Hath hebeen hurz withvillaines in the ftreet2
1 vow and fiweare as Iam King of France,
Tofindeand to repay the man with deaths
| With death delay’dand torments neuer v(de,
That durftprefume for hopeof any gaine,

To hurt the noble man their foueraignloues.
e44. Ahmy goodLord,thefeare the Gusfeans,
Thatf{ecke tomaffacre our guiltles lisies,
ST o King,




at Paris,

Ideepely forrow for your trecherous wrong:
And that 1 am not more fecure my felfe,
Then lam carefu!l you fhould be preferued.
Cofin, take twenty of our ftrongelt guarde, -
And vnder your dire&tion fee they keep,

All trechesous violence from our noble freend,
Repaying all attempts with prefent death,
Vpon the curfed breakers of eur peace.

b Andfo be pacient gnod Lord Admirall,

{1 And cuery hower | will vifiteyou,

Admi]humbly thaok your royall Maieftie, |

] E xcennt omnes,
Enter Guile, Anioy, Dumaine, Gonzago,R etes,
Montforrell.and Souldsers to the maffacre.
Gm'fc.
Anioy, Dumaine GGonzago, Retes,
Sweare by the argent cro(fes in your burgonets,
To killa!l thatyou fufpectof herefie, - = -
Dimain.] (weareby this tobe vame=rcifulls
Anioy.1am difguifde and none knows
who [am,
And therfore meane to murderall [ mezt.
Gonza.Andfo will I, -
Reres. And L, (houfe,
Guife. Away then break into the Admirals -
Retes.) let the Admirall be firft difpatchr.
Guife. The Admirall cheefe (tandard bearer
to the Lutheranes, :
Shallinthe encrance of this Maflacre,

Be

King. Affureyour felfe my good Lord Aduiirall; I

- Admi O Godforgiue my fins. -

. Guife.Cofintishe,l know him by hislook, -
B

ai Payis,

Be murdered inhis bed Genzago condis@them

thither,

And then befet his houfe that not a man may liue.

Anioy. That charge is mine, Swizetskeepe you
the ftreetes, Co s

And at ech corner fhall the Kfngs gardc\ﬂan.d.

Gonzago. Come firs follow me.
. Exit Gonzago and otherswith him.,
eAnisy: Cofin,the Captaine of the A dmirals
guarde, R R

Plac'd by my brother,will betray his Lord:l .
Now Guife Qzall catholiquies flourith onceagaine,
Thehead being of,thiemembers cannot fland.

Retes. Bu.t look my Lord,ther’sfomein the
Admirals houle, - - o
Enser into the Admirals boxfe,
. . andbein bis bed, :
eAnioy. In lucky time,come letvs keep thislane,

And flay hisferuants that fhalliffue out.

Gonza, Where isthe: A dmirall2

e4dmi.O let me pray before I dye.

Gonza. Thenpray vito our Ladye, -
kiffethis croffe. - - Stab bins,

Guife, Gonzago, what,ishe dead?
Gonza. ImyLord,
Guife. Then throw him down.

| Anigy. Now cofin view him well, it may beit is

" fome other,and he efcapte.

Sce
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See where my Souldier fhot him thr_ongh the arm,
He mift him neer,but we hauc flrook hum now.
AhbafeShatillian and degenerate,checf flandard -

a}_Pér;r.‘ o |
The Guife enters againe, With all the reft, with théir
Swords dravwne,chafing the Prosefbans. o

b the Lutheranes . Gule, o
bt T —
The Duke of Gifé tampeson thy liuelesbulke, ugonets, o
flmo)'.Av\gy vaith hirr;x,cut of hishead and o Anioy. Kill them kill theri, Exeunts
handes. | Lnter Loreine m:mmg,tbe .Guifc andtbereft
And fend them fora prefent to the Pope:.  purfusng bim,

G'ife. Loretsie, Loreine, follow Loreire, Sirra,
Areyoua preacher ofthefe herefies? _
¢ Loreine Lam apreachiéi ofthe word of God,
~ Andthonarraitor to thy fouleand him. ~
Guife. Dearely beloued brother,thus tis -
written, " hefabs bim,
Anity.Stay my Lord let ine begin the plalme.
Guife.Come dragge him away and throw him
madicch, ‘ Exennti
Enter Mountlorrell and knocks at Serouns deore.
Seronns wife. Who is that which knocks there?
Mount, 2Mowntforrell from the Duke of Guife.
Wife Husband come down,heer’s one would
fpeak with you from the Duke of Gaife,

And when thisiuft reuenge is finilhed,

Vato mount Faucon will we dragge hiscoarfe:. -
And he that huing hated fothe crofle,
Shall being dead,be hangd thereon in chaines,

Guife. Ansoy,Gonzago, Retes,if that you three,
Willbeasreflolute as l and Dumaine: »
There fhall nota Hugonet breath in France.

eAnioy 1 iveare by this crofle,wee'l notbe

partiall, ,
But flay 3s many as we can come neer.

Guife. Mountforrell,goethcote theordinance of,
That they which hauealready fet the ftreet ,
M.y know their watchword then tolethe bell,
Andfolets forward to the Maflacre,

Mount I will my Lord, . . ExirMount, Eniser Seroune,
Guife.And now my Lordsletvsclofely to our s ‘
bufincr. ‘ eroune.

Tofpeek with me from fucha manas he2
Mownt, 1,1 for this Seroune,and thou fhale
hate, v [hewing his dagger:
Seroune.Q let me pray before I take my death,
~esHoust, Defpateh then quickly,
B2

Ansay. Anoy will follow thee,
Du.And fo will -Demsaine, ,

" The ordinance being [hot of, the bell tolles.
Guife. Conre then,lets away. Exexnt.
The

Seréus

y
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The Maffucre
Seromne, O Chriftmy Sadiour. , -
Mount, Chriftyillaine, why darft thou prefume
to call on Chrift, without the intercefsion of
fome Saint? Senéta lacobus hee was my Saint,
prayto him.
Seronne. O let me pray vato my God. -
Mount. 1 hen take this with you. Stab bim,
' - Exit,
Enter Ramusin bis ffudse,

Ramns W hat fearfull cries comes from the
river Rene, N .
That frightes poore Ramus{itting at his book?
1 feare the Gusfrans haue paft the bridge,
And meane once more to menace me.

Enter Taleus.

Talews. Flye Ramusflye,if thou wilt faue thy lifs,
Ramus, Tell me T aleus,wherfore thould I flyez

T alens. The Guifians are hard at thy doore,and .

meane to murder vs: harke,harke they come,
Ile Ieap out at the windovwy.
Ramus.Sweet Talens flay,

Enter Gonzago and Retes.

‘ G onzago,
Who goesthere?
Acves, Tis Talens, Ramasbedfellow.
(jomu.

T

The Wkﬂfm
Gonza. Whatart thou?
T4l.1amas Ramus is,a Chriftian,
Ret. Olet him goe,heisa catholick,
Enter Ramus, * Exit Taleus.
Gon. Come Ramus,more golde,or thoufhalt
hauctheftabbe, ~ ~ - -
Ramns, Alasamafcholler,how fhiould I haue
golde? ' -
All thac I haueisbut my flipend fromtheKing,
Which isno fooner receiw’d but it isfpent,

Entertbe Guife #zd Anioy.

Anisy,
Who haue you there?
Ret, Tis Ramus,the Kings profeflor of Logick.
- Guife, Stab him, o

Ramus. O good my Lord,wherein hath Ramss

been {o offencious.

Guife. Marry fir,in hauing a fmack in all,
Andyet drdft neuer found anything to the depth.
Wasitnot thou that{coftes the Organon,

And (aid it was a heape of vanities?
He that willbe a flat decotameft,
Andfeenin nothing but Epetomies:
Isinyouriudgment thought a learned man.
And he forfooth muft goe and preach in Germany:
Excepting againft Do&ors a&ions,
And ipfi dixs withthis quidditie,
Argumensums teftimonis eft in arte fetialis.

B3 To
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To contradi& which,I fay. Ramus fhall dye:

How anfwere you that? your nego argumsentuns
cannot ferue, (irra,kill him. ‘
R4.0 good my Lord,letmebut fpeak a word,
eAmoy. Well fay on. .
Ramus, Not formy life doe [ defire thys paufe,

Batinmylateer houtctopurge my felfe,

In that I know the things that I haue wrote,

“’h:d{ as [ beare one Sheksns takesit jll «

Becaufe my places being but three,contains all hiss

Iknew the Organon to beconfufde, S

And I reduc’dit into better forme,

And chisfor Arifforle will 1y,

That he that defpifeth him,can nere

Begoodin Logick or Philofophije,

And thats becaufe the blockifh thorbonef}

Attributeas much vnto their workes, ’

Astothe feruiceof the-crernall God,
Guife. Why fuffer you that peafaut to declaime?

Sta hnp Ifay and fend him to his freends in hel], )
e4nisy. Nere was there Colliars fonne fo ful]

of pride, 1/l bim,
Guife. My Lord of Anioytherearea hundt\cd |
Proteftants. o

Which we haue chafteinto the riyer Rene
Thatfwimaboutand fo preferuc their liness
How may we doe? feareme they will Iinr:
Dumatre. Goe place fome men vpon the bridge
With bqwc: and dartesto fhoot ar them the fc‘z ’
Anc finke themin the river ag they {wim, yhee

Guife

—y— "

The «Maffasre
Guife. Tis welladuilde Dumain, gocleeit flraie
be done, . '
And inthe mean time my Lord,could we deuife,
To get thofe pedates from the King N auarre,
thatare tutors to himand the prince of (ondy.
Anioy. For thatlet mealone,Coulfin ftay you heer,
Andwhen you fee mein,then follow hard.
He knocketh,and enter the King of Nauarre and
Prince of Condy, With their fchelmaifters,
How now my Lords,how fare you?
Nanar. My Lord,they fay thatall the
proteftants are maflacred,
eAnioy. 1fo they are,but yet whatremedy:
1 hauedane what I could to flay this broile.
Nauarr,.But yet my Lord the report doth run,
That you were one that made this Maffacre,
AnWhol,youare deceiued, rofebutnow.
Enter Guife, (hence.
Guife. Murder the Hugonets,take thofe chamcs
N a. Thoutraitor Gasfe,lay of thy bloudy hands.
Condy.Comeletvsgactell theKing,  Exeunr,
Guyfe. Come firs, Ile whip you to deathwith my
punniardspoint. be kils thems,
eAn, Away withthemboth. Exir Anioy.
Gufe. And now firs for this night let our fury fhay.
Yet will we not that the Maffacre ihull end,
Gunzagoe pofte you to Orleance, '
Retesto Deep, Monmforrellvato Roan,
And{parenot one that you fuipect of herely.
and now ftay that bel that to y denils mattins rings
‘ B4 Noyvs
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The Maffacre
Now euery man put of his burgonet,

Andfo conuey hmu clofelyto hisbed. ~ Exeum,
" Enter Anioy,with two Lords of Poland. - |

. Anioy. '
My Lordsof Poland Imuft needs confefle,. -
Theoffer of your Prince EleGors, farre
Beyond the reach of my defertes:
For Polandis as I hauebeen enformde,
A martiall people, worthy fucha King,
As hathfutficient counfailein himfelfe,
To lighten doubts and fruftrate fubtile foes,

And fuchaKing whom pratife long hath taught, -

To pleafe him(elfe with mannage of the warres,

Thegreateft warres within our Chriftian bounds,

I meanc our warres againt the Mufcouites:
And ontheother fideagainft the Turke,
Rich Princes both,and mighty Emperours:
Yetby my brother Charles our King of France,
Andby hisgraces councell it is thought,
tha: if I vndertake to weare the crowne
Of Poland,it may preiudice their hope
Of my inheritance to the crowne of France:
Forif th'almighty take my brother hence,
By due difcent the Regallfeat is mine.
With Poland therfore mult L couenant thus,
That ifby deathof Charles,the diadem

France be caft onme, then with yourleaues
Inuyretisemero my natiue home,

If yéur

—— ~—

Thé Muffacre

! If your commifsion fevue to warrant this,

Ithankfully fhall vndertakethe charge

 Ofyouand yours,and carefully maintaine
| the wealth and fafety of your kin gdomesrighe,

Lord, Allthis and more your highnes
fhallcommauynd, - ° - ° - -
or Polands crowneand kingly diadem.
Anigy. Then come my Lords,lets goc. Excunt.

Enter twowith tbe A dmirals body.

1. Now firra,what fhall ive doc with

the Admirall2

2. Whylet vs burne him for an heretick.

. Ono,hisbodye will infeé the fire,and the
fire theaire,and fo we fhall be poyloned with
him.

2. Whatfhall wedoe then?

1. Letsthrowhim into the riyer.

2. Ohtwill corrupt the water, and the water

the fifh,and by the fith our felues when wecate
them.

1, Thenthrow himinto the ditch.
2. No,no,to decideall doubts be rulde by me,
Iets hanghim heere vpon this trec.

I, Agreede, They hang bins.

Enter the Duke of Guife, and Q}ccxic Mother, and
the Cardinall.

Guife. Now Madame,how like youour lufty

Admirall:
_Qqem.




:

at Paris.
LQueene Beleene me Guife hebecomestheplace
fo well, o
AsI couldlong ere thishaue witht him there.
But comelets walke afide, thai’s not very fweet;
Gusfe. No by my faith Madam.
Surs,take himaway and throw him in fome ditch,

carry away the dead body; 4

Andnow MadamasIvnderftand,
Therearea hundred Hugonetsand more,
W hich inthe woods doc holde their fynagogue:
Aunddayly meet abour this time of day,
And thither will Ito put them to the fword.
Qu.Doe fo fweet Gusfe,let vs delay no time,
For ifthefe ftraglers gather head againe,
And difperfe themfclues throughout the R ealme
of France,
It willbe hardfor vsto worke their deaths,
Be gone,delay no time fweet Guife.
Guife. Madam,I goe as whirl-windes rage
beforeaftorme, Exit Guife,

Qs My Lord of Loraine haue you marke of late, |

HowCharles our fonne begins for to lament:

For thelatenights worke which my Lord of Guife

Did make in Paris amongftthe Hugonites?
Card- Madam,! haye heard him folcmnly vow,
With the rebelliousKing of Aanarre,
For toreuenge their deaths vponvs all,
Qs.Lbut my Lordlet mealonefor that,
or Katherine muft haue her will in France;
Asldocliue,fo furcly fhall he dye.

e
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The Muffacve

nd Heary then fhall weare the diadeém,
And if he grudgeor croflehis Mothers will,

& 1le difinherite himand all the reft: (crownes
For lleruleFrance, but they fhall wearethe '

Andifthey ftorme,] then may pull them downe.

Comemy Lordletsvsgoe. - Exenns.

Enter fiue or fixe Proteftsats with bookes,andknecle to-

getber, Enteralfo the Guife,
Gwife. Downewith the Hugonites,murder them,
Proteftant. O Monnfér de Guife,heare me bue
fpeake, =
Guife. No villain,that toung of thine,
That hathblafphemde the holy Church of Rome,
Shall driue no plaintes into the Gusfes eares,
To make the iuftice of my heart relent:
Tueytne tue Jet noneelcape: kill them.
So.dragge them away. Excunt.
Enter sbe King of France, Navar andEpernoune ffay-
ing him : enter Qu.Mother,and the Cardinall,
Kng, ‘
O letme {tay and reft meheer awhile,
A griping paine hath ceafde vpon my hearr:
A fodaine pang,the meflenger of death,
LQu, O fay not fo,thou kiil’lt thy mothers heart.
King.1 mult fay fo,paine forceth me complaine,
N«Comfortyour felfe my Lordand haue no
doubt,
But God will fure reftore youto your health.
King. G no,my louing brother of Neuarre.
I haue
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-4t Paris,

I haue deferw’d afeourge I muft confefle,

Yet isthere pacience of anotherfort,

Then tomifdoe the welfareof their King:

God graunt my neereft freends may proue
nowotfe, A

O holdeme vp,my fight begins to faile,

My finnewes thrinke,my braines turne vpfide

downe,
My heart doth break.I faintand dye.

to thy Mother,

Hedies,
Qneene, What artthou dead, fweet fonne fpeak

"B For heersno faftie in the Realme for me,
88 And now that Henry is cal’dfrom Polland,
B 11 is my duc by iuft fuccefsion:
™ And thercforeas fpeedily as] can perfourme,

¢ mufter vp anarmy fecretly,

For feare that Guife ioyn'd with the K.of Spaine,
i Might {eeme to crofle mein mine cmcrpnfc.
IBut God that alwaies doth defend the righe,

| Will fhew his mercy and preferuc vsfhill.

Plefhe. The vertues of onr true Religion,

tCannot but march with many graces more:

W hofearmy fhall difcomfort all.your foes,

And at the lengthin Pampelonia crowne, ..

o fpite of Spaincand all the popithpower, -
428 That holdes it from your highne(le wrongfully:

5 8 Your Maieftic her rightfull Lord and Soucraigne.

O no, his{oule is fled from out his breaft,
ol And he nor heares,nor {ees vs what we doe: ;
] My Lords,what refteth thercnow for to be done
But that we prefently defparch Fmbaffadours -
To Poland,to call Henry back againe,

To weare hisbrothers crowne and dignity.

Epernoune,gocfecit prefently be done,

Andbid him come without delay to vs.
Eper, Madam, will. Exit Fper.
Queene. Andnow my Lords after thefe funerals

be done, ~

Wewill withall the fpeed we can prouide,

For Henries coronation from Polonie:

Come let vstakehis body hence.

Alggae okt,but Nauarre and Plefhe,

N anar, And now Nauarre whilfte that thefe
broilesdoe laft,

My opportunity may ferue me fir,
To ftcale trom France,and hye me to my home:

For

N anar. Truth Plefhe,and God foprofper =
meinall, : -

AsIentend to labour for the truth,

And true profefsion of hisholy word:

Come Plefhe,lets away whilftetime doth ferue,

Ezeunt,
Souud Trumpets within,and thenall crye viue laRoy
tWo or three times.

§ Enter Henry crownd: Queene, Cardinall, Duke of

- Guife,Epernaone,the kings Minsons, Withethers,
 andthe Chtphrfe,

: el ViuclaRoy,viuelaRoy, Sound er"""P’-”-
§  2«Welcomefrom PolandHenry onceagayne,
Welcome
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The-Maffacre
Welcome to France thy fathers royail feate,
Heerehaftthoua country voide of feares,
A warlike people to maintaine thy right,
A watchfull Senate for ordaining lawes,
Alouing mother to preferue thﬁhte, '
Andall thingsthar s King may with befidess
Allthisand more hath Henry with his crowne,

o punifh thofe that doe prophae thisholy feaft.
He cuts of she Cutpurfé eare, for smiting of the
golde bustons off hascloake.
- HenryHow meanft thou that?-
Curpurfe.O Lord,minc eare.
Mugeroun.Come fir,giae me 1y buttons
and heersyour care.
Guife. Sirrajtake imaway, -
Henry. Handsof good fellow,I will be
his haile _ R
or this offence:igoe firra,worke nomore,
ill this our Coronation day be paft: ‘
\nd now our folemnerites of Coronation done,
hat now remaines,butfora while to feaft,
nd fpend fome daies in barriers,tourny, tylee,
and like difportes,fuchas doe fitthe Court?
ctsgoe my Lords,our dinner ftaies forvs,.
- Goe out allbut the Queencand the Cardinall.
neene.
My Lord Cardinall of Loraine,tellme,
How likes your grace my fonnes pleafantnes
}| His minde you fee runneson hisminions,
B And all hisheauen is to delight him{elfe:
| And whilfte he flecpes fecurely thusin eafe,
f Thy brother Gusfe and we may now prouide,
b T o plant our felues with fuchauthoritie,
§ as not 2 man may liue without ourleaucs,
B Then thall the Catholick faith of Rome,
N FlourithinFrance, andnone deny thefame,

(ar-Madam,as in fecrecy I was tolde,

?\ml]?t thatour deeds may wel deferue your louey:
A n(; othey fhall,if fortyne fpecdmy will, ~
w?h )c{c}d your thopgbts toheightofmy defertes,
w ‘?r tesour Minions, think they Henries heart
P il not both harbour loue and Maicflie2
Nutof that feare, chey arealready ioynde
Slo 'pcrron,placc,or time,or circum ﬂaﬁcc’
hat lacke my lowes affetion from hisbent,
im nOw youare,fo thall yoy till perfilt ’
{emaoucles from the faours of your Kino
Mugeroun, W ek h indes ¢
YV eknow thataoble mindes ch
notrhe:rthoughts .
prwearing of a crownes jn thyes
I'-Iath wf)th:h: Poland djadcrgi’ézgot:;gmcc’
’01;}&'6161{1!!2}?6# in the crowne of Frances
enry. ] tellthee Mugeroun i :
we will
And fellowes to,what cuer flormes ari’?ce ﬁcendS.

Hugeroun, The i
S . N ma it !ca{‘e . . 5
to giuc mg leay, Y 1tpieale your Maicftie

To




T he. Maflacre
My brother Guifé hath gathered apower of mey; ‘|8
Whichas hefaith,to kill the Puritans,

But tis the houfeof Burbon that he meanes,

1 Now Madam muftyou infinuate with the Ki

SRR And tell him that tis for his Countriés good, ~

And common profit of Religion.. . ..~ =
Q. Tuthman,let mealone with him,

To work the way to bring this thing to palfe:

i Andif he doe deny what 1 doefay, .-

e Yle difpatch him with his brotherprcfcntly
S And then fhall Meunfer weare thediadems  « -
13 Tufh,all thall dye‘vnles I haye mywill..- 1l GufeBuc Madim Imuft fee. 2
E For whilefheliues Katherine will be Queene, MR Arethefeyour fecrets tht no man muft know

Come my Lords,let vs goe feck the Guife, - BB Duch.O pardonms my Lord., At li
Andthendetermine ofthis enterprifc,  Exemys Gwife. Thoutrothlesand vuiutt, what lines
Enter the Duobeﬁé qf(«hu'f'e"”d her Mdidf,. are thefe?

4t Pavis, . |
Thatit might print thefc lines within his heart,

Enter the Guife,

Guife. W}iar,‘all ﬂoﬁé niy lc;u_e,and writing toot

B Iprethee fay to whome thou writes? |

IPrDm'b. Tg fuchaonemy Lord,as whenfhe reads

my lnes,willlaughl fcar{c meat their good aray.

Guife. ] pray theclet me{ees

D:{b.opnoymy Lord,a woman only muft
partake the fzcrets of iy heart. berabesits

e

Duch. Goefetchwmie penand inke, il Aml growneolde oris thy uft growneyong,
i Hoid. L will Madam, ExitMaid,  Or hath my louc beento obfcucdein th-.c,’
N Duch That L may writevneo my deareftLord, l& That othersnceds to commenton ;‘“Y :x;r.c?
[ st Migerownetis hehie hathmyheart, Isall my loue forgot which helde theede

1,dearer then the app}e‘ o{:i m‘min;t eye?

/es glory but a clowdy mift,
ﬁ%zf: fnd?:tdgcment of thy l?ﬂﬁﬂl eyer
Mor dn,wert not the fruit within thy wombe,
Ofwhofe encreafe I fet fome longing hope:h ot
This wrathfull hand fhould {trike thee to the hart.

H And Guife viurpes.ir,caufe [ am his wifes
P Faine would I finde fome means to fpeak with hity
but cannor,and therfore am enforflto write,
hat he may come and meet mein fome placc, |

Wherewe may one imoy the others fight, ;
Enter the Maid wiph [rke and Tﬂper.

1 So,fet it down and leaye meto my f¢l Hence frumpet hide rhy headfor thame,
= ’ . y l¢ fe. P o en . - ke to liue. Exite
; She writes. O would 1o G d this quill thy o And fly my prefence if thoulocke

‘Q | doth write, cathisquilthat heere O wicked{exe,periured and vniuft,

H@Iate beeapluckefromoye faire Cupids wing: -

Now doc I fee that from thé vety firft, : Hes
hat f




- The Maffacre

{ Hereyesand lookesfow’d feeds of periury,

3 Butvillaine he to whom thefe lines thould goe,
Shailbuy herloue-cuen with his deareft bloud.
| Exit,
- Enter the King of Nauvrre,Plethe and Bartus,and
thewr train,with drums and trumpets,

T T

R NS et e

N enarre,
My Lords,(ith in a quairell inft and righe,
We vndertake to mannage thele our warres:
Agaunftrhe proud difturbers of the faith,
Iineine the Gu:/e,the Pope,and King of Spaine,
Who fet theinlelues to tread vs vader foor,
_ And rent our true religion from this land,
‘f But for you know our quarrell isno more,
. Butto defend therr firange inuentions,
] Which they will put vsto with fword and fire:
L We muilt withrelolure mindes refolye to fight,
i Tn honorofour God and countries good.
o Spaineis the counfell chamber of the pope,
{ Spaineis the place where he makes peace
and warre,
3 And Guife for Spaine hath now incenft the King,
- Tofend his power to meet vsin the feld.
Bartus. Then in thisbloudy brunt they
A may beholde,
Thefole endeuour of your princely
care,
Top_hnt thetrue fuccefsion of the faith,
Yufpize of Spaineandall hisherefies,

N anarits

3

Nauarre, Thepawenofvengeancedow : - |
© - iifcampes it {elfe,
Vpon the hautymipuntiingofmybrefts. .+ .
plaies with her goary couloussaf xuenge, - -
Whoml refpeét asleaues of boafling greene,
Thatchangg their cotilout when the wintércomes,
When I fhall vaunt as vtéarinxeuenge. ' ‘
: ~ SIS TIPS R M
- Enter 8 Meffonger, :
Howndiw firra,whatnewos?. . .
Mef:My Lord, asby our. feoutes wevnder~
ﬁahdc,' S Qe e oy : .
A mighty army comes from France with fpeed:
Which arealready mufteredintheland, .,
And meanes to meet your higlinesin the field.
. Na.InGodsname let themcome. . .
T his is the Guife that hathdncenft the King,
To leauy.armes and makethefe ciuill broyless
But canft thou tell whois their gencrall?
- Mcf.Notyct my Lord,for thercon doe
they {tay: . . X
Butasreport doth goe, the Dukeof Toyenx
Hath made great fute vato the King therfore.
NaIt willnot counteruaile his painesI hope,
I would the Gueifé in his ficed might haue coms,
But he dothlurke withinhis droufic couch;:- :
And makes his footftoole onfecuritic:
So he befafe he cares not what becomes,
Of King or Country,nonot for them both, . -
Butcome my Lords,let vsaway with{peed,
- 2 And

P

P




The Maffacre
And place our {clucs inorder for the fight.
- v Exnm;
Enter the King of France;Duke of Guife,Epernouns,
andDuke loyeux. S o

King. My fweet foyeux,Ymakethee Generall,
Ofall myarmy nowinreadioes:.  © -
To march againft the rebeilious King N auerre,
At thyrequeft | am contentthou goe,
Although my loue to tireecan hardly fuffer, -
Regarding {till thedangerof thylfe. .. .
Ioyene. Thanksto your Mareftic,and fo I take
- myleaue. - ' ' S
Farwell to my Lord of Guifeand Epernonnre,
Gife.Healthand hasty farwell to my Lord
foyenx. Exn loyeux.
King, So kindely Cofin of Guifé you and your
wife doe bothfalute our louely Minions.

be makes hornes at the Guife.

Remember you the letter gentle fir, which your
wife writ to my deare Minion,and her chofen
freend: ' :

Gumfe. How now my Lord,faith thisis more
then need,

AmIthusto beieftedat andfcornde?

Tismorethen kingly or Emperious,

Andfureif ali the proudeft Kings in

Chriftendome,(hould beare me fuch derifion:

They fhould know how 1 fcornde themand their

mockes,

Iloue

at Daris,

1loue your Minions,dote on them your felfe,
I know nonc elsbut holdes them in difgrace:
Andheer by all the Saints in heauen lfgvcarc,
T hat villain for whom I bearethis decp difgrace:
Fuen for your words that haueincenfimefo, -
Shall buy that ftrumpets fauour with his blood.
Whether he haue dithonoured me or no.
Par lamordu,Ilmers. .. .

Kimg. Beleeue me thisie(tbitesfore, , = -
_ EperMy Lord,twere good to make them{rends
Forhisothesare feldomefpentin vaine. -

- Exit.

Enter Mugeroun. o
King. How now Mugeroun,metft thounot
the Guife at the doore? A
Mage. Not I my Lord,what iflhad? -
King. Marry if thou hadft,thou mightfthaue
hadtheftab, . L
Forhe hath folemnely fworne thy death. ;.
Myugen] may be flabd,and liue tili hebe dead, .
But wheérfore beares he me fuch deadly hate? =
King. Becanle his witebeares thee fuch
~ kindely loue. L o
Mugelfthat beall,thenexc time that ] meet het,
Ile make her fhake offloué with her heeles.
But which way ishe gone, llegoe make a walk on
urpofe from the Courtto meet with him. Exir.
King.1like not this,come Epernounclets goe feek
the Duke and make them freends, - Exenét.
Alwuswithin.  The Duke loyeux flaime.
: ) C3 - Emer
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Erter the King of ?N;}lﬁjr;e and ;ki;-frdjg‘v: i

(NI

R

i B :.(-334"' Co .L df{f};‘?;f,"l e s tni : e
P The D,u'ké is flaine anid all his power difpearft; !

Andivéare grac'd withwréathes of vidtorys' e
Thus God wefee dotli éuer ghide theright,
To make his glory great vpomithe éarth; -5+
_ Bav.Theterrour of thishappy victory;, ="
Thope##i!l make the King firrceafe his lidrer G
And citherneuerminigdearmy morej: =22
SR Or elfo empioy them in {ome better caufe.
ol N a.How many 116B)¥ mien haue loft thei

P,

R i il b o’ R T

“liues, B A TAI R
Inprofecution of thefeicruell afmies, 3 o .-
. Isruthand almoft dedthet call co'minde:
e But God we know willaliwaies put them dowae,
K Thatlift them(eluesagain( the perfé triaths,
WhichTle marintaina?b'logagés'lti dothlaft; .

- And wirtithe (g./of Endlandioyne myforcer. .

ok “Tobeat the paphil Mondick romourlands; -+
And keepxhdte relisky o oud countries coafles.

F Come my Lords now that this {orme is duetpaft,

: Letvsanuy with triunipiftd Gut tents, - Exeunt.

4]

ERAS N TR
Ny Co A Wl EngeraSomlditne o oo
f ‘ - & Seuli Giry tovouTisdiae daresmake the Duke
: douckolde, .o
And Wea cdunterfeiteltey eahis . oL v
e Clambet doore: Andalchvugh.
} ' you

at Paris,.

you take out nothing but yourowneyet you
put in that which difpleafethhim,and foforc-
ftall his market, and et vp your {tanding
where you fhould not : and whereas hec is
yourLandlord,you will take vponyou to be
his,and tyll the groundthat he himfelf hould
- occupy,which is his own free land.Ifit be not
too free there’s the queftion: and though I
come not to take poflefiion (as I would I

might )yet I meane to kecpe you out,which I
will if this geareholde : what ateye come o

foone’haueatye fir, R

“Enter Mugeroun. - .

He [hootes at-him and killes hins,

| Eunhchuife‘.

Gife. Holdetheetall Sou!dicr,take thee this
and flye. . . e Exut Soul,
Lyetherethe Kings delight.and Guifésfcorne.
Reuenge it Hearyas thq_u lift ot dare,
1 didit only indefpsteofthee, - - o
e e e . TA’&&’ f?lmdw.’{}'o

Enter the King and Fpernoune,
Kirs. 5
My Lordof . Gaufe,we vaderfland that you haue
gathered a power of men, wharyourintentis
yet we cannot learn, but we prefumeitisnos

for our good. . '
g C + G”’ f'.:'c




The Maffacre .

Gwife. Why 1 amno traior to thecrowne
of France,
What [ haue donetis for the Gofpell fake.
Eper. Nay for the Popes fake,and thineowne
benefite.
What Peerein France but thou(afpiring Gxife)
Durft be inarmes without the Kings confent?
I challenge thee for treafon in the caufe,
G:;:ﬁ.Ah balc Epernonne, werenot his highnes
cere,
Thou thouldft perceive the D. of Gaifz is mou'd:
King.Be patient Guiféand threat not Epernouze,
Leaftthou perceiucthe Kiug of Francebe mou'd,
Guife.Why21am a Prince of the Udloyses line,
Thetfore an enemy to the Burbonites,
lamaiurorin the holyleague,
Andtheifore hated of the Proteflants,
Whatfhould1 doc but ftand vpon my guardez
Audbengable,lle keep an hoalt in pay.
Epernoune. T hou able to maiutaine an hoaft
npay,
That Lueftby forrine exhibitiop,
The Popeand King of Spamc are thy good frends,

Eife all France knowes how pooraDuke thouart, §

King, 1 thofe are they that feed him with
their golde,

To countermaundour will andcheck our freerd:,

Gusfe.My Lordyto fpeak more plainely, thus it ist

Bemganimated by Religious zeale,
¥ meang to muflerall the power Ican,

Te

- b ot

at Paris,
To ouerthrow thofe fexious Puritansy

‘8 And know myLord,the Pope will {ell

his triple crowne,

o ¥,and the catholick Phslip King of Spaine,

krel thall want, will caule hisIndians,
To ripthegolden bowelsof America. = -
Nanarve that cloakes them vaderneath his wing,

S8 Shall feele the houfe of Lorayne s hisfoe:

Your highnes needs not feare minearmiesforce,
Tis for your fatetic and your enemies wrack.
King.Gusfe, weare our crowne,and be thou
King of France,

B Andas Dictator make or warre or peace,

Whillte | cry placet likeaSenator,

J cannot brook thy hauty infolence,

Difmifie thy campe or elfe by our Ediét,

Be thou proclaimde a traitor throughout France
Gusfe.The choyfeis hard,/ muft diTemble.

My Lord,in token of my true humilitie,

And fimple meaning to your Maicftie:

I kifleyour graces hand,and take my leaue,

Intending to diflodgemy campe with fpeed.
King. Then farwell Gusfe,the King and thou

are freends. Exit Guile:
Eper, But truft him not my Lord,for had
your highnefle,

Seene with whatapompehe entred Paris,

Andhow the Citizens with giftsand (hewes

; ! Didenterraine him.and promifed to beat

his conmaund:
Nay,
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at Daris,

The «Mafacre

Nay,they fear’d not to {peak in the fireetes,
That the Guifs dutft ftand inarmes aaamﬂ '
the King,
For not effe@ing of hisholines will.
King. Did they ot Darisentertaine himfo? - -
Then meanes he prefent treafon to our flate,
Well, let mealone, whofe within there?

‘,’ . o
ISR -

Enter the img of | Nauan'c mdmg af 4 lemr,
mdBartus. |

. - i . i
sgO T e ) !
vt 0 .

[augree, - el et
MyEord, Iamaducrtx{ed from France aLl
hat thc Guife lath takénarmesagainft the ng.
nd that Pavisis revolted from hus grace:: -
Bar. Thcn hath yout grace fir oPorrumm', e
a fhiew yout loucvntd tieKing of Francez®- -
ffering himaideagainft his en’cmles TR T
hich cannot but be thankfully receiv’d,
N anarreBartns,it. ﬂxaﬁ‘be@ poaﬁ then

to Fraunce, -

d there {alute hishi ahncffc in our name,
(Ture him all thearde we cn prouide,
Againft the Gusfians andtheir complices.. zcoc.
#Bartus be gone,commendmatdhis gracel: (..
And relthim ereit he long;lle vifite hinw': . »: ‘i‘-,‘.

Enter ancwith apen and inke.

Make adifcharge of all my counfell firaite,
And lle fubfcribe my name and feale it flraight.

My headhall be my counfell they are falfe:
And Epernorne T will be rulde by thee. '
Eper.My Lord, I think for fafety of your royaﬂ :
perfon, i
Ttwould be good the Guife were made away,

And {o to quiteyour grace of all fufpeét.

King. Fitftlet vs fet our hand and feale to i it
this, (Iaa writes. B - BarIwiitling Lo:a.,, not i = 51 Egit.
AndthenIle tell thee what I meane to doe. Hete et e

So,conuey thisto the counfel! prefently. Exit ot Dmrpkﬂm = “‘.U B
And Epernoune thoughI feeme milde and calme, o
Thinke not but Lam tragicall within:
lefecretly conuay me vito Bloyfe,

For now thatParis takes the Gusfés parte,
Heere iz no flaying for the King of France,
Vinles he meanctobebeuzideand dye:
But asI e, fo furcthe Gaife fhall dye,

NewperesPlefhe, oo

T;cﬂu.M Lord. v e
Na Pleflr,go¢ muftervpodr men mrh fpccd

Andlctthemn march amayeo Franceamajng:

g or wemgitaidethe Iung ag: unftehe Gugff. -

¥ Bcoone I fay tistimethat we were there,

Exemt. |§ Plefle.Y goemy Loxd. .

Enter N;zmrrr.




L And binde it wholy to the Sea of Rome:.

H Thatbafely feekes the ruine of his Realme.

O S L

o fin s B e e

i For anon the Guife will come.

| The e Maffacre ) o P
’{é"ﬂllfg;l:hathtkcd gm/: Ifearememuch AN Youwill giue vsour money,

Cap. 1,1 feare not,ftandclofe,fo be refolates
0w fals the ftar whofe influence gouernes

France,
hofelight wasdeadlyto the Proteftante

B ow muft he fall and pensthin hus heighe.

The ruineof that famous Realme of Frances
For his afpiring thoughts aime at the crowne,
Andtakes his vantage on Religion, :
ToplantthePopeand popelings inthe Realme; §

Butif thatGod doe profpermine attempts,
Andfend vs fafely to arriuc in France: :
Wee'l beat him back, and driue him to his death, |

Exter she King and Epexnoune,

; King. -
£ Now Caprainof my gffarde,irc thefe murthe.

Exempl. "~ rors ready? 1Lord :

. Cap. They be my good Lord. ‘

‘ K;ig. But) are chy%cfolutc andarmdeto kill,

ating the lifeand honour of the Guife?

C4p.1 warrantye my Lord.

King. Then come proud Gwife and heere

difgordge thy breft, .

urchargde with fu:fet of ambitious thoughts:
eath out that life wherein my death washid,

And end thy endles treafon; wath thy death.

Enter the Captaine of the guarde,and
threemnriherers.

Captaine,

Comeon firs,what,arc you refolutely bent,
Hating thelifeand honourof the Guife?
What, will you not feare when you fee him come

1. Feare him faid youztufh,were he heere, we

would kill him prefently, '

2. Othat hisheart were leaping in

my hand. _ Enter the Guife and knockgth.
3. Butwhen willhe comethat we may
murtherhim? Ghuife.

Cap.Well,then [ fee youare refoluge.
‘1:. %‘;t vs Flone,[ warrant yon,
4p I'hen hestake your flandines within
this Chamber, ! g wichis

Hallaverlete hey: Epernoune whereis the King?
Eper. Mounted his royall Cabonet..
Gwife. 1 prethee tell him that the Guyfé

isheeres .
Eper.And pleafe your grace the Duke of Gwif,

doth

B
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King, Let him comein. - ,

Come Guife and fee thy traiterous guil_e'@gt;caébg _

Aundperifh in the pit thou mad'ft for me.

The Guilc comses othe K

Guife. Good morrow to your Maieftie."

Kizg. Good mosrow to myloutng Coufin

ot Gui®, .
How fares it thismorning with your excel-
lence?
Gusfe.Lheard your Maieflie was fearfcly
plealde, o
Thatin the Court I bare {o great
atraine,
Kirg. They were toblame that fzid T was
difplealde,
Andyougood Cofin toimagine it.
Twerchard withmeifI fhoyld doubt
my kinne,
8r b{g fulpicious of my dccr?ﬁ freends:
ou 1?,aifure youlam refolute,
VVhat.gfl;cr any whitfper in mine eares,
Notto folpec difloyaleye in thee
~ - 29 ’
Andio fiveet Cur forwel.
Gisle, So,now fues the King for fuour
tothe Gusfe, :

Andail his Minions foup when 7 commaunds

Why thictis to hauean army in the fielde, .
Nowby the holy facrament Itweare, .

Asanciens Romanes ouer their Captiye [ ords,
So will

doth craue acceffe vato your highnes. .

Exit King,

#t Paris. N
5o will 7 triumph ouer this wanton King, ,
0n‘c‘l”hc fhall fo}ﬁow my proud Chariots whecles!

Now doe I but bezintolook about_, .
And all myformertime wasfpentinvaine:
olde Sworde,for in theeis the Duke of Guifes

hope.

Euter one of the Murtherers.”

Villaine,why doftthou look fo gaftly?
fpeake. : -
Mur. O pardon me my Lord of Guife.
Guife. Pardon thee,why what haft thou done?
e M sr.OmyLord,Jam one of themthat
isfet to murder you.

Guife. To murder mevillaine. -~ .
7 k7. I my Lord, the reft haue taine their ftan-

dingsinthe next roome, therefore good my
Lord goc not foorth. .
uife. Y et Cafar hall goe forth,let meanconfaits,
and bafer men feare death:tut tiiey arepelants,
7 am Duke of Gaifi:and princes with their lookes,
ingender feare. . . .
1. Standclofe,he is comming, I know him
by his veice. _
Guife. Aspaleasafhes, nay then tis timeto
lookabout.
All. Downe with him,downe with him.
: They ffabbe him.
Guifz.Oh I haue my deaths wound,giue me
cauc tofpeak. o
ek 2. Then
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¢, Then pray to God,and askeforgiuenes
of theKing.
Guife. Trouble menot,I neare
offended him. L
Nor will [ aske forgiuenesof the King.
Oh that I haue not power to (tay my hfe,
Norimmortalitie to bercueng’d:
To dyeby Pefantes,w!-ar a greefe isthis?
Ah S:xtusbereueng’d vponthe King,
Philip and Parma,l am{lune for you:
Pope excommunicate,P}:i'ip depofe,
Thewicked branch of cu:ft Valois
hisline,
Vinelamse(J2, perifh Hugonets,
Thus Cfar did goe foorth,and thus
hedyed.

Enter Captaine of the Guarde,

Capm'ne. :

What haue you donc2then ftay a while and Tle
goe call the King, but fee where he comes.

My Lotd, fee where the Guife 1sflaine.
King. Ah this fweet fight is phifick
tomy {oule, '
Goefetch his fonne for to beholde his deathe
Surchargde with guilt of thouiand '
maflacres:
Mounfer of Loraine finke away to hell,
Aundinremembranceofthule
bloudy broyles:

He d]ﬂo

&t Paris;
To which thou didftalure me being aliue:
And heerein prefence ofyou all /{weare,
I nere was King of France vatill thishoures.
Thisis thetraitor that hath fpent my golde,
Innuaking forraine warres and ciuile broiles.
Didhe not drawa forte of Englith prie(tes,
From Doway to the Seminaryat Remes, -
Tohatch forth treafon gainft their naturall

ueene? o
Did he not caufe the King of Spaineshuge - -
fleete, R
Tothreaten England and to menace me?
Did he notiniure Mounfer thats deceaft?
Hath hé not made me inthe Popes defence,
To fpend the treafure that fhould ftrength -

myland:™ '
In ciuvillbroiles between 7\ auarre and me?
Tuth,to be thort,he meant to tnake me Munke,
Or clfeto murder me,andfo be King. '
Let Chriftian princes that fhall heare of this,
(Asall the world fhall know our Gusfe is dead)
Reft (atiffied with this thatheer [ fweare,
NerewasthereKing of Francefoyoaktasl.
Eper. My Lord heer is his fonne.
Enter the Guifes fonne.

0 King. N
Boy,look whereyour father lyes, ‘
Yong Guife.My father {laine,who hath done

this deed? o
D Kings
Te -
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King. Sitra twas]I that flew him, and will {lay
theetoo,and thou proue fuch a traitor.
Yong Gusfe. Artthou King,and haft done this -
bloudy deed?
: Ile be reuengde.
Heoffeverh toshrowe bis dagger,

him.
: But what auaileth that this traitor¢ dead,
! When Duke Dumaine his brotherisaliue,
: And that young Cardinall that is growne
foproud?
by Goce'to the Gouernour of Orleance,
: - Aod will himin my nameto kill the Duke,
Getyouaway and ftrangle the Cardinall,
Thefe two will make one entire Duke of Gwifé,

A w Efpecially with our olde mothers helpe,
3 " &per. My Lord, fee where fhe comes, as if fhe
e droupr to heare thefe newes.
Enter Queene Mother.

King. And let her droup, my heart is lighe

encugh,
Mother,how like you this deuice of minez
Hlew the Gusfe,becaufe I would be King.
LQueene. King,why fo thouwert before, -

| i Pray God thow bea King now this is done.

King.Nay he was King and countermanded me,
o But

King, Away to prifon with him, Ile clippe his
] winges or ere he pafle my handss,away with
' ' Exit Boy,

T~ - - ~r

at Pavis]

g Bit now I will be King and rule my felfe;

Andmakethe Guifians Roup thatarealiue, -
Queene] cannot fpeak forgreefe, when thou-
waftborne, . :

F 1 wouldthat Thad murdered theemy fonne, .
My fonne : thou art a changeling,not my fonne,
1 curfethee and exclaime thee milcreant,

8 Traitor to God, and to the realme of France.

King.Cry out,exclaime, houle. tillthy throat
be hoarce, -,

; The Guifeis fairic,and I reioyce therefore:
¢ And now will I toarmes,come Epernonun:
| Andlcthergrecue her heart outif fhe will.

Exit the King and Epernoung:
Bacene, Away,leauc me alone to mq_dnatc,,

Sweet Gaife,would he had diedfothou

wert heere: : o
To whom thall I bewray my fecrets now,
Or who will helpe to builde Religion?
| TheProteltants will glory and infulte, . .
Wicked 2 asarre will get the crowne of France,
The Popedome cannot ftand,all goes to wrack,
And allfor theemy Gusfe,what may I doe?
Butforrow feaze vpon my toyling foule,

For fince the Gugfe is dead, I will not lmes £t

Entey two drag ging in the Cardenall.
Car. Murder me not,IamaCardgnalL o
i Wertthouthe Pope thoumightft not.

Cari

fcapefrom vs.
D
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o Car. What will you fyle your handes with .
;' 1 Churchmens bloud? y _ ¥ Parise. o
SR 2. Shed you bloud,0 Lord no: for we entend The Kingsalone,it cannotfatisfie.
MER toftrangle you, ' Sweet Duke of Guifé ourpropto leans
R Car. Then there isno remedyebut I muft vpon, U
= dye. e e Now thouart dead, heercis no ftay
I. Noremedye, thereforeprepare your: forvss " - weshoin
felfe. = - ’ , P P '~y : : Iam thy brother,and ilereuengethy
Car. Yetliues my brother Duke Dumsaine, - death, -~ . . . . 0
and many moe: " Androote Usloys hisline fromforthof . ao.
Toreuenge our deathsvpon that curfed France, o
King, oo : | Andbecate proud Burbon to hisnatiuc home. . . -
SRR Vpon whofe heart mayall the furies gripe, That bafely fe;kes toioyne withfucha,
i And with theirpawes drench his black foule " King. . ST
LY inhell. Whofe murderous thoughts will behis
P 1. Yoursmy Lord Cardinall,you fh ouerthow. = . .
L haucfaidz.' youlhould Hee wild the Gouernour of Otleancein his:
S ow they framgle bims, name, : S .
SRE So,pluckamainc,qh\gi;harﬁﬁcar‘icd:m That I with fpeed fhould hauc beenc put to
g thﬂf%l'c pullwith violence. death. . ic : d .h e
. ome take himaway. vwrrrs: I But thatspreucnted,for to.end his life.
SR . i Exmnt... His life,andall thofe traitors to the Church -
A Enter Duke Dumayn read, of Rome,
Lk with me.‘ g o leter, * That durftattempt to murder noble
a-)' | g“!ﬁ'" e e
i Demaine, o
X My noblebrother murthered by the Enter the Frier.
i P mg, .
F C Oh what may I doe,fo Frier. )
1 : dcathey Ftoteucngethy My Lord,I come to bring you newes, that your
& The brother the Cardinall of Loraine by the Kings
¢ conlent is lately ftrangled vatodeath. .
D3 Dumsints

__JA
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Dumaine.My brother Cardenall flaineand - B

Talwe? - . e
O wordes of power tokillathoufand men,
Comelet vsaway and léauymen, -
Tis warre that muftaffwage this tyrantes
pride. - . |
Frier. MyLord,heare me but fpeak,
IamaPFrier ofthe order of the
Tacobyns, ,
That for my conlcience fake will kill the

King.

Daumaine. But what doth moue thee aboue the

refito doe the deed?

Erier. O my Lord,] haue beenea great finner in § }.

my dayes,and the deedis meritorious.
Dumaine, Buthow wilt thou get opportu-
nitye? ' i
Frier. TuthmyLord,let mealone for thae,
‘Z)ufnaine. Erier come with me,
We will goe talke moreof thiswithin.

Sound Drumme awd T rumpets,and enter the King'
of France, andNauarre,Fpernoune, =
Bartus, Plethe and
Soaldsers.

King,
Brotherof N\ ausrre,l forrow much,
That cuer I was prou’d your enemy,

Esxenm, |

AndA that thefweet and princely minde &qu beare, .3

Was. ;"

at Paris,

Wasetier troubled with injurious warrest
1 vow as [ amlawfull King of France, -
Torecompence yourreconciledloue,
With all the henors andaffe&tions,
That euer I vouchfafte my deareft freendse
Nanarre, Itis ecnoughif that Nasarre:
maybe, o :
Ffteemed faithfull to the King of Frances -
Whofeferuice hemay ftill commaund till
death. . _
King. Thankesto myKingly Brother of
anarre, ‘. S
Then heere wee'llye before Lucrecia walles,
Girting this ftrampet Cittic with our fiege,
Till furfeiting with ourafflitting armes, -
She caft her hatefull ftomack to che carth.

Enter a MefJenger.

oL Meffenger. . :
Anditpleafe your Maieflic heere isa Frier of
the order of the Iacobins, fent from the Pre-
fident of Paris,that crauesacceffe vato yout
grace. :
King: Lethim comein. -

Exter Erierwitha Letter.

Epernotine.

Ilikenot tBisFri:rslook. _
) D4 Twere
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Twere notamifle my Lord, ifhe were
fearchr. .
King. Sweete Epernonne,our Friers archoly
men, :
And v;(:] Inot offer violence to their
ing, :
qu all the wealth and treafure of the wotld,:
Frier,thou doft acknowledge me thy
ing: - -
Erier.1my good Lord, and will dye
therein, - '
Xing. Then come thou neer,and tell what
newes thou bringft, ‘

Frier. My Lord, the Prefident of Paris. greetes

your grace,and fends his dutic by thele fpee-

dye lines, humblye crauing your gracious - R

reply. )
I\;'xrg; -leread them Frier,and then Ile anf; were
thee,

Frier. Suntte Jacobus, now hage mercye vpon
ne.

Heftabs the King with a bnfe ashereadeth

the lettey, and then the Kinggettethshe | |

knife and &illes bim,

Epernounc,
Omy Lord let him ltuea while.

King. No, letthevillaine dye,and feclein hell,
iult torments for his trechery, ’

Nasarre,

atarss,

Nanarre. Whatis your highneshure? -
King. YesNauarre, but not to death
Thope. o
Nauarre.God thield your grace from fuch
afodainedeath: - - ' -
fGoccall a furgeon hether flrait. |
* King. What irreligeous Pagatis partes be:
thefe, ST

Of fuach as holde them of the holy church?

£

L ake hence that damned villaine from my |

fight. - '
Eper. Ah,hadyour highneslet him liue,

i.j'Wc might haue punithe him to his deferts,

King. Sweet Epernouneall Rebels vnder heauen,
{hall take example by their punithment, how
- they bearearmesagaint their foueraigne.

8¥Goc call the Englith Agent hether firair,

{llclend my fifter England newesof'this,

B And giue her warning of her trecherous foes.

¢ Naxwre. Pleafeth your gracetolet the Surgeon

fearch your wound, _
| Kisg. The wound I warrantye s decpe
my Lord,
PSearch Surgeonand refoluc me whatthou
feefl.

The Surgeon fearcheth,

EntertheEn g]ifh Agent.

Agent for England,fend thy miftres word,
. What
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What this detefted Iacobin hath done.
Tell her for all this that Thope to liwe,
Which if 1doe, the Papall Monarck goes
to wrack, '

Andantechriftiankingdome falles: !
Thefebloudy hands thall teare his triple Crowng B
Andfireaccurfed Rome about his eares.
1le fire his crafed buildings and incenfe,

at Paris,

King. Ah curfe him not fithheis dead, O the fa-
tallpoyfonworkes within my breft, tell me
Surgeon and flatter not,may L liue?

Sur. Alas my Lord,vour highnes cannotliue,

Nanarre. Surgeon,why faift thoy forthe King
may liue. '

Ks‘ni(:. Ohno Naxarre,thou multbe King of

rance.

Thepapalltowersto kifle the holy earth, = - - T . .
N anarre,giue me thy hand, heere do fweare, Na;?g;%‘::g may yquhuc,and fhil b'c King

To ruinate that wicked Churchof Rome,

Phat hatcheth vp fuch bloudy praétifes,

And heere proteft cternall loue to thee,

Andto the Queene of England fpecially,

Whom God hath bleft for hating Papeftry.
Nanirre. Thefe words reuiue my thoughts

*and comforts me, L
Tofeeyour highnes in thisvertyous minde,

Eper,Or clfe dye Epernounc. \
b King. Sweet Epernoune thy King muft dye,

i My Lords.fight in the quarrell of this valiant

i Prince, g "

& For heis yourlawfull King and my next heire:

B Taloyfes lyne ends in my tragedic.

E Now let the houfe of Bourben wearethe crowne,
P And may itneuer endin bloudas mine hath

King. Tellme Surgeon,fhalli live? .~ & done. .
Swur. Alasmy Lord,the wound is dangerous, i@l weep not fweet Nawurre but reuenge my
youare ftricken witha poyfoned knife.. death.

i Ah Epernounc,isthisthy loue to me?

| Henry thy King wipes of thele childifh
teares,

| Andbidsthee whet thy fword on Sextss bones,
| Thatitmay keenly {licethe Cathalicks.

He loues me not that fheds moft teares,

But he that makes moftlauiih of hisbloud.
Fire Paris where thefe trecherous rebels lurke,

Idye Naxarre,come beare me to my Sepulchre.
) T - Salute

King. A poyfoned knife,what thall the French
king dye, ' '
Woundedandpoyfoned, bothatonce?
Eper. O that that damned villaine werealiue
agam <,
That we might torture him with fome new
found death.
Zar.Hedicd a death too good,the deuill of hel
torture lus wicked foule.
Kisg

Na
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Salute the Qtieenc of England in mymm,;:
‘Andtell her Hmy dyes er&nthfunfrmdm

!Z\Qume Come Iprds,takevp the body )
. theKing. - ;
That we may fecit bonourably interde:
i AndthenIvowfor toreuenge his death,
L AsRomeandall thofe popith Prelates there,
4 . Shallcurfe the time that ere Nenarre was Kis
i AndruldeinFrance by Henries fatall dcatb.

| ﬂm wherch ant With the bady of the King.lyim
- o fosre mens [houlders with fnzg !’ : '
mtrch sdraing wmpom
entheground.
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