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  Dramatis Personæ




  Sémiramis.




  Arsaces, or Ninias.




  Azema, a Princess of the Family of Belus.




  Assur, a Prince of the Family of Belus.




  Oroes, High Priest.




  Otanes, a Favorite of Semiramis.




  Mitranes, Friend of Arsaces.




  Cedar, Friend of Assur. Guards, Magi, Slaves, Attendants.




  This was produced in 1748 and a burlesque upon it was played at Fontainebleau.




  ACT I.




  The scene represents a large peristyle, at the bottom of which is the palace of Sémiramis. Gardens with fine hanging terraces, raised above the palace: on the right hand the temple of the magi, and on the left a mausoleum adorned with obelisks.




  SCENE I.




  Arsaces, Mitranes.




  [Two slaves at a distance carrying a coffer.]




  Arsaces: Once more, Mitranes, thou beholdest thy friend, Who, in obedience to the royal mandate In secret sent, revisits Babylon, The seat of empire; how Sémiramis Imprints the image of her own great soul On every object! these stupendous piles, These deep enclosures, where Euphrates pours His tributary waves; the temple’s pride, The hanging gardens, and the splendid tomb Of Ninus, wondrous monuments of art! And only less to be admired than she Who raised them! here, in all her splendid pomp, More honored than the monarchs of the East, Arsaces shall behold this glorious queen.




  Mitranes: O my Arsaces, credit not the voice Of Fame, she is deceitful oft, and vain; Perhaps hereafter thou mayest weep with me, And admiration on a nearer view May turn to pity.




  Arsaces: Wherefore?




  Mitranes: Sunk in grief, Sémiramis hath spread o’er every heart The sorrows which she feels; sometimes she raves, Filling the air with her distressful cries, As if some vengeful God pursued her; sits Silent and sad within these lonely vaults, Sacred to night, to sorrow, and to death, Which mortals dare not enter; where the ashes Of Ninus, our late honored sovereign, lie: There will she oft fall on her knees and weep: With slow and fearful steps she glides along, And beats her breast besprinkled with her tears: Oft as she treads her solitary round, Will she repeat the names of son and husband, And call on heaven, which in its anger seems To thwart her in the zenith of her glory.




  Arsaces: Whence can her sorrow flow?




  Mitranes: The effect is dreadful: The cause unknown.




  Arsaces: How long hath she been thus Oppressed, Mitranes?




  Mitranes: From the very time When first her orders came to bring Arsaces: Arsaces: Me, saidst thou?




  Mitranes: You, my lord: when Babylon Rejoicing met to celebrate thy conquests, And saw the banners thy victorious arm Had wrested from our vanquished foes; when first Euphrates brought to our delighted shore The lovely Azema, from Belus sprung, Whom thou hadst saved from Scythian ravishers, Even in that hour of triumph and success, Even in the bosom of prosperity, The heart of majesty was pierced with grief, And the throne lost its lustre.




  Arsaces: Azema Was not to blame; she could not be the cause Of sorrow or distress; one look from her Would soothe the wrath of gods: but say, my friend, Sémiramis is still a sovereign here, Her heart is not forever sunk in grief?




  Mitranes: No: when her noble mind shakes off the burden, Resumes its strength, and shines in native lustre, Then we behold in her exalted soul Powers that excel whatever flattery’s self Hath e’er bestowed on kings; but when she sinks Beneath this dreadful malady, loose flow The reins of empire, dropping from her hand; Then the proud satrap, fiery Assur, guides The helm and makes the nations groan beneath him: The fatal secret never yet hath reached The walls of Babylon: abroad we still Are envied, but, alas! we mourn at home.




  Arsaces: What lessons of instruction to weak mortals, When happiness is mingled thus with woe! I, too, am wretched, thus deprived of him Whose piercing wisdom best could give me council, And lead me through the mazes of a court. O I have cause to weep: without a father, Left as I am to all the dangerous passions Of heedless youth, without a friendly guide, What rocks encompass and what shoals affright me!




  Mitranes: I weep with thee the loss of him we loved, The good old man; Phradates was my friend; Ninus esteemed and gave to him the care Of Ninias, his dear son, our country’s hope: But O! one fatal day destroyed them both, Father and son: to voluntary exile Devoted, long he lived: his banishment Was fortunate to thee, and made thee great: Close by his side, in honor’s glorious field, Arsaces fought, and conquered for his country: Now, ranked with princes, thy exalted virtue Claims its reward by merit all thy own.




  Arsaces: I know not what may be my portion here: Perhaps, distinguished on Arbazan’s plains With fair success, my name is not unknown: On Oxus’ banks to great Sémiramis, When vanquished nations paid the homage due, From her triumphant cars she dropped a ray Of her own glory on Arsaces’ head: But oft the soldier, honored in the field, In courts neglected lies, and is forgotten. My father told me in his dying hour The fortune of Arsaces here depended Upon the common cause; then gave to me These precious relics, which from every eye He had preserved: I must deliver them To the high priest, for he alone can judge, And know their value: I must talk with him In secret, touching my own fate, for he Can best conduct me to Sémiramis.




  Mitranes: He seldom sees the queen: in solitude Obscure he lives: his holy ministry Engrosses all his care; without ambition, Fearless, and void of art: is always seen Within the temple, never at the court: Never affects the pride of rank and title, Nor his tiara near the diadem Immodest wears: the less he seeks for greatness, The more is he admired, the more revered: I have access to every avenue Of his retirement in this sacred place, And can this moment talk to him in secret; Ere day’s too far advanced I’ll bring him hither.




  SCENE II.




  Arsaces: [Alone.] Immortal gods! for what am I reserved? Make known your will: why did my dying father Thus send me to the sanctuary, me A soldier, bred amidst the din of arms? A lover, too? How can Arsaces serve The gods of the Chaldæans?—Ha! what voice From yonder tomb in plaintive accents strikes My frighted ear, and makes my hair to stand On end with horror! Near this place I’ve heard The spirit of Ninus dwells—again it shrieks— It shocks my soul—Ye dark and dreary caves, And thou, the shade of my illustrious master, Thou voice of heaven, what wouldst thou with Arsaces?




  SCENE III.




  Arsaces, Oroes, the High Priest, the Magi Attending Him, Mitranes.




  Mitranes: [Speaking to Oroes.] He’s here, my lord, and waits to give you up Those precious relics.




  Arsaces: Most revered father, Permit a soldier to approach your presence, Pleased to fulfil a father’s last command, One whom you deigned to love; thus at your feet, Obedient to his will, I here resign them.




  Oroes: Welcome! thou brave and noble youth! that God Who governs all, and not a father’s will, Guided thee here: Phradates was my friend; Dear is his memory to me; thou shalt know Perhaps hereafter how I love his son: Where are the gifts he sent me?




  Arsaces: [The slaves deliver the coffer to two of the magi, who place it on an altar.]




  Here, my lord.




  Oroes: [Opening the coffer, bowing reverentially to it, and seeming greatly affected.]




  Ye sacred relics! do these eyes at length Behold you! O, I weep for joy to press These monuments of woe, whilst tears recall My solemn oath: Mitranes, let no ear Profane disturb our holy mystery: We would be private. [The magi retire.] Mark this seal, Arsaces: ’Tis that which to the laws of Ninus gave Their public force, and kept the world in awe: The letter, too, which with his dying hand He wrote: Arsaces, view the wreath that crowned His royal brows, and his victorious sword: The vanquished Medes and Persians felt its power: It comes at last to vindicate its master, And to revenge him; useless instrument Against base treachery, and destructive poison, Whose mortal—
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