



[image: Image]






Helen Edmundson


THE HERESY
OF LOVE


[image: image]


NICK HERN BOOKS


London


www.nickhernbooks.co.uk




The Heresy of Love was revived at Shakespeare’s Globe, London, on 31 July 2015, with the following cast:






	FATHER ANTONIO


	Patrick Driver







	SISTER JUANA


	Naomi Frederick







	BISHOP SANTA CRUZ


	Anthony Howell







	ANGELICA


	Gwyneth Keyworth







	MOTHER MARGUERITA


	Gabrielle Lloyd







	VICEROY


	William Mannering







	JUANITA


	Sophia Nomvete







	SISTER SEBASTIANA


	Rhiannon Oliver







	VICEREINE


	Ellie Piercy







	BRIGIDA


	Susan Porrett







	DON HERNANDO


	Gary Shelford







	ARCHBISHOP AGUIAR Y SEJAS


	Phil Whitchurch








All other parts played by members of the company.






	Director


	John Dove







	Designer


	Michael Taylor







	Composer


	William Lyons











The Heresy of Love was first performed by the Royal Shakespeare Company in the Swan Theatre, Stratford-upon-Avon, on 2 February 2012, with the following cast:






	SISTER SEBASTIANA


	Teresa Banham







	FATHER ANTONIO


	Geoffrey Beavers







	ARCHBISHOP AGUIAR Y SEIJAS


	Matthew Flynn







	BISHOP SANTA CRUZ


	Raymond Coulthard







	JUANITA


	Dona Croll







	BRIGIDA


	Marty Cruickshank







	NUN


	Laura Darrall







	VICERINE


	Catherine Hamilton







	MOTHER MARGUERITA


	Diana Kent







	PRIEST


	Youssef Kerkour







	SISTER JUANA


	Catherine McCormack







	PRIEST


	Ian Midlane







	ANGELICA


	Sarah Ovens







	VICEROY


	Daniel Stewart







	DON HERNANDO


	Simon Thorp








All other parts played by members of the company.






	Director


	Nancy Meckler







	Designer


	Katrina Lindsay







	Lighting Designer


	Ben Ormerod







	Composer


	Ilona Sekacz







	Sound Designer


	John Leonard










For Jonathan, Edwin and Eleanor




Author’s Note


Sor (Sister) Juana Inés de la Cruz is a conundrum: a nun who wrote comic plays and secular poetry; a beautiful woman who shut herself away from the eyes of men; one of the greatest intellects of her time who ended by renouncing her right to a life of the mind. I first became fascinated by her in 2004, after seeing a vibrant production of her play The House of Desires at the Swan Theatre in Stratford-upon-Avon. I went away and read everything I could find about her, and to my relief discovered that, whilst certain facts are known about her and there are several extant documents relating to her life, there remain many unanswered questions about her motivations, beliefs and the state of her heart. Here, then, was room for invention. I decided early on that I wanted to try to write about her rather as a seventeenth-century Spanish playwright might have done. The context and high drama of her story seemed to invite this. So I have luxuriated in intrigues and rivalries, in disguised identities and mischievous servants. I have made full use of the bold and sudden contrast of the comic and the dramatic, characteristic of the period, and enjoyed forging a rhythmic and heightened language. I also decided to place her faith at the centre of the play, as this enabled me to explore some complex and challenging questions. What happens when we try to modify a belief system to suit the way in which we want to live? Must religions remain orthodox to remain potent and in order to survive? And why silence the women? Questions as relevant in our world, I think, as they were in Sister Juana’s.
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ACT ONE


Scene One


The ARCHBISHOP’s palace, Mexico City. Evening.


BISHOP SANTA CRUZ is alone in a room, waiting. FATHER ANTONIO enters.


FATHER ANTONIO. Santa Cruz.


SANTA CRUZ. Good evening, Father Antonio. So you are summoned too?


FATHER ANTONIO. Yes.


SANTA CRUZ. Do you know the cause? What matter is so urgent that it cannot keep until tomorrow’s council?


FATHER ANTONIO. I do not know. I was not told.


SANTA CRUZ. Yet not so urgent, it would seem, that we should not be forced to wait like uninvited tradesmen.


I think our new Archbishop does not sleep.


You know him well, I understand – this Aguiar y Seijas.


FATHER ANTONIO. But there you are mistaken. Until I spoke to him today before his consecration I had met him only once: at Santiago de Compostela, at the university many years ago. He began his studies as I finished mine. He quickly gained a reputation for his fine, exacting mind, his unremitting discipline.


SANTA CRUZ. I heard that he is zealous.


FATHER ANTONIO. Zealous, yes, on points of faith. And yet it’s said that if he’s sometimes harsh with others he is a great deal harsher with himself.


SANTA CRUZ. Some comfort then for Mexico.


FATHER ANTONIO. I hope you do not feel aggrieved, Santa Cruz.


SANTA CRUZ. Aggrieved?


FATHER ANTONIO. As Bishop of Puebla you might have assumed that you would be the next Archbishop of Mexico.


SANTA CRUZ. I did not agitate for the position, nor did I expect it.


FATHER ANTONIO. Even so. The trust, the intimacy which you shared with our late Archbishop, were reason, I’m sure, for you to speculate.


SANTA CRUZ. I dared to hope, I’ll grant you, yes, that my ten years’ devoted service to this land, my standing amongst the people and my peers, might recommend me for advancement. But there. He did not elect himself. I would not presume to doubt our learned brothers in Madrid were guided solely by the Lord to the decision which they made.


FATHER ANTONIO. And you will stay on in Puebla now?


SANTA CRUZ. I will stay on in Puebla, yes. I will stay on in Puebla. Puebla is my diocese, my charge.


I am not governed by my pride.


ARCHBISHOP AGUIAR Y SEIJAS enters.


(Standing and bowing.) Your Grace.


ARCHBISHOP. Let us dispense with ceremony, the occasion does not warrant it.


SANTA CRUZ. Only allow me to extend, on behalf of the people of Puebla and myself, a heartfelt welcome to this great city of Mexico, and to this new and burgeoning land, so keenly desirous of your guidance and your love.


ARCHBISHOP. That this land is in need of guidance, I have no doubt, Santa Cruz. In your heartfelt welcome I find it harder to believe. I was born, you see, without imagination.


SANTA CRUZ. I do not speak what I do not mean.


ARCHBISHOP. No more do I.


I tried to see you earlier; I was told that you were otherwise engaged. You saw a play tonight, I understand, in the service of the Lord.


SANTA CRUZ. I saw a play at Court. It was written by a Sister of the Church and performed in honour of your consecration. I had thought to find you there and to pay you my respects before the council in the morning.


ARCHBISHOP. I do not attend plays. I do not attend bullfights, cockfights. I do not attend fiestas, or any other sordid entertainment which the people feel the need to see played out upon the streets. Nor do I expect to hear that my clergy do so.


SANTA CRUZ. It is not unusual in Mexico for a priest to attend such an event. The complex and developing relationship between the Court and ourselves, and all the diverse peoples, has led to a system of concessions and demands which those accustomed to the more solid ground of Spain do sometimes find surprising.


ARCHBISHOP. You will not imply that my inexperience of this country represents some disadvantage. It is my greatest strength.


SANTA CRUZ. That was not my implication.


ARCHBISHOP. The reason, moreover, that I wear this ring and you do not. You had better know this now. The ‘concessions’, which you so openly acknowledge are cause for most acute concern and anger in Madrid. Not one day have I been in this city and already I have felt the consequences of my predecessor’s weakness for concession. My consecration, the most solemn and profound of ceremonies, delayed and then delayed because the Viceroy did not feel that it behove him to arrive on time. Caravans of women traipsing into the cathedral, their heads unveiled, laughing and chattering and dressed as though to dance. At the west gate, I myself, paraded, before I could prevent it, through some triumphal archway, decorated all about with heathen and unholy words which seemed to mock my office and to desecrate the very House of God. Where is the Church? Where is the Church? Tonight I stood alone in the highest room this palace could afford and forced myself to gaze upon your darkening city. I saw such scenes of dissolution and debauchery, replicated here and there, in every square and street, so that I turned away and bruised my eyes and wept to think the Lord should know what I had seen.


SANTA CRUZ. I would urge you, then, to walk about this city in the sun: to see the several exquisite churches where even the most unruly of our people come willingly to pray; to visit our sacred convents with their gorgeous altars and their shady courtyards, our monasteries dispersed about the hills, astonishing in number. I would urge you to come to Puebla as my guest, to view the library I have established for the study of theology, the schools for virgin girls, the hospice I have founded there for the many indigent women who seek protection for their bodies and their souls.


ARCHBISHOP. Have no fear, Santa Cruz, I have been made aware of your special interest in the female sex.


SANTA CRUZ. I have long since grown oblivious to the base and scurrilous conjecture that such ministry attracts. I comfort myself with the thought that my spotless history and conduct might serve as some encouragement to those of my brothers similarly called. For it is vital work. The women enclosed in our cities are breathing proof of the civility of this society. The numbers of our women reserved in marriage to the Lord are unquestionable proof of the work which we have done. Many of our Criollo nuns have proved to be more pious and devoted than their Spanish sisters.


ARCHBISHOP. Devoted to what? To penning plays?


SANTA CRUZ. The nun who wrote the play is a particular case. There is not another like her, as far as I’m aware. For my part, I do not know her. However, my quiet friend, Father Antonio, has the honour of being her confessor.


FATHER ANTONIO. Yes, Your Grace. Sister Juana Inés de la Cruz, a Hieronymite nun in the Convent of San Jerónimo. She is indeed a particular case. She studies and writes prodigiously and has always done so. I knew her as a girl and encouraged her to profess in the hope that she might dedicate her gift to God. And for the most part, I would say…


ARCHBISHOP. But you are Censor for the Inquisition.


FATHER ANTONIO. Yes.


ARCHBISHOP. Then why do you not censor her?


FATHER ANTONIO. She has never thought or dared to write on matters of theology.


ARCHBISHOP. Or is the Inquisition another of our concessions?


FATHER ANTONIO. No, Your Grace. Much of her work is undertaken in honour of the Church. Simple hymns, carols and the like.


ARCHBISHOP. That is not her duty.


FATHER ANTONIO. It is complicated. Her pleasing personal qualities have led to her becoming a great favourite with the Court. The Vicereine, most especially, is her friend and benefactor.


ARCHBISHOP. Is she married to the Vicereine or to Christ?


FATHER ANTONIO. I must ask that you allow me to continue with my personal mission to…


ARCHBISHOP. We will not allow the Court to dictate to us in matters of obedience.


FATHER ANTONIO. The Viceroy is as King, Your Grace, and has the King’s authority.


ARCHBISHOP. And what of that? We are not here to please the Court, to strike some hollow harmony, to look for favour nor for gratitude. We are not here to give the people what they think they want. We are here for their souls. For their immortal souls.


FATHER ANTONIO. And sometimes to secure their souls, as I’m sure you would agree, requires a little care, a moment’s patience.


ARCHBISHOP. We must drag these people screaming and spitting, if need be, along the pathway to salvation. All else is vanity. Your vanity and self-gratification.


FATHER ANTONIO. Your Grace!


ARCHBISHOP. Harrowed in the torments and the fires of Hell, will they thank you then for your concessions? I think not.


Charity, yes, there must always be charity. Mercy, when it is truly called for, but we must never barter with our faith. And we must be exemplary. Let the people imitate our every word and deed. That is care. That is true care. If they wish to read, let them study their devotions. If they wish to write, let them set down their confessions. If they wish for spectacle, take them to the Auto da Fé and let them watch the changing lights of fallen men in flames.
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