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NINA SFORZA,—A TRA..G EDY

Ly

IN FIVE ACTS.

N, Z0UCH! C. TROUGHTON,

Nina Sforza is the only daughter of a noble Venetian, Leautiful,
innocent, and happy, not knowing the world and quite unknown
Raphael Doria and Ugone Spine-
on a visit to her futher, They

to it, when the tragedy opens.
Ia at that moment arrive in Venice,
are the sons of two powerful houses in Genon, whose contest fur the
Captainship of the People has ended in the supremaey of Doria
and the deathof the elder Spinola, in an apparent reconciliation be-
tween the rival familics, and in the sceming mutual attachoient
and friendship of the voung men.  Raphael Doria is heedless, wil-
ful, and passionate ; somewhat pampered and petulant withal ; and
for various indiscretions has been banished from Genoa by his fu-
ther : Spinola fullows him in kis bahishment, and is the means of

introducing him to the house of Sforza,  The relations of these

associates o cach other, subtly placed between  friendship and de- !
pentdenes, confidence and scorn, are marked in the first scene of

their appearanee with a careless and admirable ease.
ries the pride of the victor fuetion, with its impetuous blood of care-
oss and seli=-indulgence ; Spinola the deferenee of the vanquished,
vith its cold and hardy temperament of self-subjection and res-
traint,

Doria’s first adventure after bis arrival in Venice is to save from
.iruwx:ing a young girl,
ket-boat in the Lagoons.  "T'lisis Nina Sfore, and with the passton
between them the first act closos.

whose gondela had been struck Ly a2 mar-
that springs up The sudden
clevation of the character of  Doria by means'of this passion, the
sudden expansion ¢ff the mind and manners of Nina, the dreary
and malignant setion on the eold and resolute Spingla, are the ma-
tarials of the second aet of the tragedy ; which closes with the re-

cal of Poria tu Genoza to assume the state of his dead father,  Ning
aceompanies him as his bride, and Spinola as his friend.

Dut this marvinee has consummated the seeret hatred of Spinola,
who had bimself coneeived a fondness for the young Venetian,  He
determines o realize at onee the oxth he had long sworn, to re-
vengs, on the peace and happiness of Doria, the njurics of his raee,
It is the cold

aud fiendish eoncentration of a terrible and long-enduring Lotred.

This character is wrought wita very wiriking puwer.

It has nonz of the common-pliee attributes or exagyerations of the
ordinary stage villzine In all the wrangr Spinoly praciises, in al
With lis bre-

Len lesrted victims at his feet, he migiit have made heaven the so-

the wretchedness ho makes, he tells co fornal lie,
T witness af his reverent re eaavd for the eeremanies of  truth.

Thelieis in lifs lieart and in Wis seul. - Neither is he the instru-
ment of 2 common self-delusion, or pretender to a purity of motive.
Iiscold calmy roason never deserts him, and his hatred, uninter-
rupted by remorse and shame, burns steadily to the last,  In many
In thé main

~eharacteristic we have noted, we thiuk it most mas: ml\, un"m 1,

respects, we think this character new to the ‘stage.

s frue.
T'he third act expresses the happiness of Ninaand Doria in their
wedded Tife at Genoa,

Spincla’s efforts have been unavailing fur

the past, amd promise Nitle in the future,  Qbedient to the infla-
euce of Nimds bvey oll Doviids Bghter and willer passions would
But

the Floreatings, and Doria

seem to have baid themyelves Bnally ot rest, Lefore the act

closes, Genoa declares war against
places Bimself at the head of her troops. The hoast of
with s forebodisg, and the mounting spirits of Spinola declare
Vi devilish hopess Onee taken frow Nina's side,
taere is nosolid or enduring coustaney in the temperament or mind
ef Doria,

The campaign is Dricf, and ot the opening of the fourth act Dao-
yia is halting on his homeward mareh inthe open country between
Geavn and Speziz. Ominousis that halt within the sight of home !
Toor Nina, meanwhile,

viee,

at the fivst whisper of her hasband’s ad-

has mounted horse to meet him, and suddenly presents her-

self, inall the freshest fulness of her fuith and love, at the tent of
Daria,
Spino’n. When Nina entered first into the tent
Where then was Doria?
izzaro, Streteh'd upon the ground ;
Lounging aleng ot Dame Lauraua's feet;
W, l)n ding over him right punsively,
Aud donl, lc armn’d with lv.-.‘nts wmd v late,
Attack! his sond with musie and seft looks,
Spdeefue Aond they were thus when she came in on then
Without antioune ciient ?
L ssara, Yos.  There wos o shout ;
The ieni-cloths priled, aud with S o iyl
Nee darfed Browle the at be husbaad's neek.

Laurana i a e Florentine, visiting Genoa with her father un-
der Doria’s eseeits. No guile has passed between them vet, but Spi-
ndla has marked thiem fer his own,

Nina has observed a chanpre in Dorta's manner, * not muel, and

yet pereeivable.”  ltisihe cagerness, the springing forth of fove,

s ean oy longer find fnbim. But not for that does jo calousy, or
even oie suspicion, intrude into her guileloss nature,  Few things
can he coneeived more beautitul than the nti tude this tender wontan

takes in the so sad and stent erisis of Ler f_'umuw.

Lpinols secks her out on the tura to Genoa. He carries with
Lim the proof of berhusband's neglect, the f2tal suspicion of his in-

fidelity, in an intereepted Iotter to thefvail Lanrana,

i fipinola has aiways been with Nina a hind ui'irrusi-;:l')}c fustinet,
but now, more

ely. ay

than every she shrinks from Ns Coudish sypupathy,

Doria car- |

Abhorroncee

Nina sinks

he knows that

I » . . .
~utipost deliciey, in the remorseof Doria,

|

| 1le bluntly tells her that,Dosia has betrayed her, and - by. the un-

governable burst of rage and scorn with which she tramples down
the charge, we measure the depths of her innocence, her simplicity,

lier gentleness_ and love.  Spinola shows the letter, and, sinking

into a sudden and scarcely conscious despair, she fearfully recoils
from him.
and terrible chords.

‘I'hat night, at twelve o’clock, two muffled figures are watching
in the streets of Genoa, within sight of the house where Laurana
lives, They are Ninaand Spinola.
read what follows, ;

Spinola. Bear up ; ’twill soon be past.

Nina. §f Heav'n had ta'en but one all-precious sense,
It would kave humbled, but not erusti'd me thus !
Yes! lad itquench’d the quick perceiving eye,
That sces the sweets of summer when theyv bloom ;
T'he stars 3 kind faces; all things beautiful 3+
At least, I should have heard him say hcluvcd‘
Or had it been the ear, that to the s soul
Conveys the natural musie of the grove;
And language, thought's most sure interpreter,
I could have seen him smile, and been content !
But to Jose all at onee, in Josing that
Whiclh was the life of all—a L.s' alas '—
Is more than 1 can bear!

Spinolu. Nay, then, let’s home ;
TFur now I see thy constaney is gone,
What matters 0?2 Perhaps” twere better so.
Let him unseen enjoy

Nina. No, noy let’s on!

Spinnla. llush! “There's no need;

wrong'd wile,—
Sce where beneath yon wall thy hushand comes:
Did ever felonto a pm(uld eree)p
With sucha gaitand air 2 Is that the grace,
The easy carriage, that awmazed the gay,
mul fix'd the 'rluncu of the whol wlluun !
Yet that is he '-—lla\e I belied him now?

Nina [guzing intently off the scene].

Nut that way, Dorie ; not——and yet he turns '—
Oh, sinking death '-—mst ~cotning, cold despair ---
Ungr: atelul ! erucl Leec by Bies .ups' Thank Lleav'n !
Stand thus for ever fis’d, as vet unstain’d,

I thou canst not repent, be marble, lose ;

AAnd il build wbont thee holy walls,

And fire wpon my kuees before that form,

Thowgle tust, still foved ! stitt howor'd '—T3o not stir!?
My heart is in tie pavement — Do not move ! —

Or, if thou must, pass by that hateful door

Puss! Pass! Dass! Ah!

‘The fifth act of the tragedy opeus in Nina’s

for see, thou much-

sleepless chamber,
at the daybreak afler that melancholy uight, with a soliliquy of
deepest pathos.
out bet

‘he Tuture in all its lengthened agony, stretches
vre her.

This was the longest night I vet bave pass'd ;
Aud is the first of meny Csuch to come !

A fine seene with Spinola follows.  He leaves with her a slow Ve-

netian poison, designed for Doria as he professes, but in reality for
Ler.  As shie takes the phial from him, he seems for the instant to
Tose something of his loathsomeness.  Itis her means of escape, of
so full of life,”

had thought, how continued and terrible would he her sorrows in

freedom at onee gentle and sure, ¢ So young, she

¢ warkd her nature was unfitted for.  She resolves to take this poi-
son from Daria’s unconseious hand 5 to leave by seeret flight ber

home in Genoa; to return to Venice and enter a sanctuary  there,

where the stow death will still Laave ber time, khc thmks, to pas,
away in geadual prayer and quiet, © unbeeded and unknown.” Jhc
then takes the poison and begins her flighe.

There is something extremely Leautitful, and worked with the
1t strikesto his heart on
the first meeting with Nina atter hissingle erime against her, and
before he knows her torture. When this is added to it, he is dri-
1n this state, while Spinola is hastily fullowinn-

on the path of Nina, tracked with her waiting woman to the skirts

ven into madness.

of a forest on the slope ofuthe Apennines, Doria springs on his be-
trayer.  Spinola-with difficulty cseapes a death gripe, and, in an-
swer to Doria’s agonised questions for his wife, his Nina, tells lnm
with the cold malice of a fiend to seck her in those sthul) Balls of |

Genoa which she had so graced, so clevated, so adorned.  Surely,

he adds, sheis there,

Doria. not.
Spinola. Nout there!
I thirt apartment, to whose quict bliss
she sall retived with such o full content,
As twere the only court in which she cared
To live and veizn, Ge, Dorly, seek ber thiere!
There!  In the wple where she minister’d
To all thy soeia] joys!
j)l)llu-
Forbeur ! forbear !
" Spinota {leaghsT. Hast thou forgotten, too,
It veas the p].tce in which she tended thee
1u sickuess and in surrow ?
Duris. Qh no more |
“Npinola. Where, in her fond dev oteduness, she hoped
Jo give thee offspring; who, in after e,
mul ¢ boar thy uame in honour ! *
Laric. Spare me!
Spinolt No!
Not a half 2 word.—No ! not a syllable,
To buy redemption ! chy'c, adult’rous boy !
Dyriz. Why, thea, my grief perverts my :\thn“'
Thow art some hellish p‘- nitom, not, indecd,
The man I ede my friend !

Ny et ter
A.P...--..-

Thou know'st she's
Why seck her, then,

Thou mocking fiend !

sonse !

Ty filend '— Ohy fusl!

1t is a master band which plays along these trembling

With a breathless interest we

Thy father stabb’d my futher in th" night,.
And, with his demn’d destroying mvrmxd:..ns,
Bur’d to the level of the connmon carth

A monument of time, which he, ror his,
Back'd with the wealth of all the living world,
Could ¢'er rebuild or buy !

This is truly terrible, and, in alike awful spirit the scene is sus-
fained to its closc. Spimola will not fight with him ; still stretch-
es him on the rack of unutterable mental torture; parries the fieree
and sudden thrust he makes at last; flings  him- back upon the
ground ; and, inanswer to a prayer for death, Jowers and removes
the point of his swurd

I kill thee? No,not I'!
I would not kilf thee: I wowdd have thee live,
T'o bear about with thee, for wmany years,
The dead heart in thy breast.

He has yet to tell him that Niua is poisoned, and by whose hand.

Spinola. 1ts nature and its pow'r I know ;
I mixd

Duria (rising on kis huees).

And gaveic?

Spivole,  No! not [!—"twasthou!
Doriu. Aceursed liar !
Spinvia, Nay, Lut hear me yet.

The cup which thou Llus nwrn, at her desire
Doriu. Abh!
Spinola, What ! What, see'st alveady ?  Art so apt ?

Thy worthless love to her was us 2 soul )

Ly which she lived, and when that life was lost,

‘The other was mere carrion for the gruve !

Death was her refuse; from the hand she Joved

&

She took it with asmile, and deem’d it bliss ).

[ Doria fulls insensible. ]

What ! on the grownd, thou lord of Genoa !

Onthe damy gruund, midst draugh and rotting weeds,

Whure eruwl the carthworm and the slimy news !

1t Iving for a prince t—Iow wan be looks !

Despair hath lain its finger on his chedk.,

I shall notlock upoen that face again,

Laeeptin thowghi, aad in the dreciny nigh,

Where I shall see 8 still ! —

This is the consummation of Spinola'’s revenge.  Ile éarries off
the sword of Doria, Jest on his return of sense it might be made the
instrument of sulcide.  With this he is passing through the forest
to bid along fireweil to Geuoa, when, being met by Doria’s friends
and retuiners, he is slain on the supposition of having murdered
Fim.

Meanwhile, still deeper in the forest, Nina lies on the ground
near deaih, supported by her single attendant, It is not sv much
Its strongest cord had snapped
when she bade farewcll to her husband's home, and her comfort in
this carlier death is that *’tis nearer Genea.”  The shrick of Doria
is heard without. Nina utters a faint cry, starts up, and makes
toward thesound.  Recolleeting herself, shie turns and tries to Hy ;
but; aftera stcp or two, {ulls senseiess.  She wakes at the old first
meeting with Borizy when he snatehed ber from the lagoons of Ve~

Inexpressibly touching is all that follows,

the poison, as a broken heart.

nice.

Nina. 1 thank you, signor ;.
But for your prompt and gallant courtesy,
The waters would have bubbled O¥Cr Us,

It is a mowrnfud funcy sots think,
Dut Tdo thivk it had Leen better so.

Doria. These are not words she speaks, but

i They deal out vengeance deep ! .
' (G ivcond e, ITer sweet, sweet mind !

Niua. "Tis growing dusk, my love; thou dost forget,
w: We give to-night a juoyous festivals
i Ttis our wedding day.—Why gaze ye both
S earnestly vpon me? Do ve weep?

Dorin. 1 cmnet bear it ! I'his will drive me wild !

Cliveonda. Seu, she recovers,

Duria [kueeling beside her]. Speak! oh, speak to me!

Nina. T'hat voice '—Thou here U Ab, wherefore cam’st thou.

here ? -
| Deria, this must nat be —I-—ch, my lord !
1id | deserve this? .

arrows barby’d !

Iler death is very quict and. calm. Daria has asked why she

sighs and turns aside her head, when he finds that life is gone, Ilis
friends have entered mcanwhile, and the tragedy closes thus.  Do-

rin holds still in his arms the dead body of Nina.

T am calm
As I were dead already ! Ak (hat was
The first eold kiss 1ever had of thee !
Pale wife, 'l wed thee with a second rite
"I'hat canact be distain’d--na, not by me !
Nomeaus l--- What, none?  Not e'en a'tag that's sharp
Abuut us buth Why then Cutiae hither, friends—-—
1 eannot bear a veice ! Speak not, I pray—
Take you this Jovely module from my breast ;
Lay her, with rev'rence, in our monument—
And sce vou leave a space — Why shift you thus
Your leuks from oze 1o the other, as you teard
1 had sume purpose to absent myscdf
From this sad fun’ral 2 Fye! You do me wrong
To doult. T siall be there.

[ They take the Lody.]
For thee, D*Lstala,
(Most dear, true friend, well loved, butill requited,)
3 have acharge.  Come dose, for not a breath
Must stray from out the keeping of thine car.
This dear request, which I would make, is one
Su near, so absolute, that on it rest
My poace, my lite——1) Estaly, it is——this
[ Snatches D Estava’s dagger, stabs himself, and falls.]

It scemsa churlish thing to turnts the Jess grateful ecnsideration
of afiult; but to this we are only prompted by our sincere and
cordial admiration of'a writer who has thus shown, as we think, the




