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Playwright's Notes

This one-woman play depicts a lecture given by 

ELIZA GILBERT, aka LOLA MONTEZ, COUNTESS OF LANDSFELD (38)

at the now-vanished Brooklyn Athenaeum and Reading Room in 1858.

Lola Montez did give lectures such as this one. She wrote them 
herself. 

The stage is set for such a lecture. A stool. A small table. A 
small pitcher of water and a glass. A carpet bag  of that period 
holds minimal props, indicated within the text.

The play can be done in a small space. Most important is that it 
be a space that can go dark for the opening.

The play itself should be bare of ornament, projections, music. 

Franz Liszt's "Galop de bal" opens and closes the show. 
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(Lights up, bright, on LOLA 
MONTEZ.)

LOLA MONTEZ
I speak tonight of Lola Montez. You are here. You have an 
interest. You have paid your nickel. So her story you shall 
have. And from a reliable source. 

The private affairs of kings excite your curiosity. Narrow 
escapes from the clamorous revolutions of eighteen forty-
eight thrill you. Or perhaps you want a peek into Lola’s 
famously exotic habits? 

Yet confusion reigns in the simplest facts about Lola Montez. 
Even the circumstances of her arrival in this world are 
disputed. Lola has had as many births, she would tell you, as 
authors who have attempted to tell her tale.

For instance, was Lola the lost daughter of Lord Byron? The 
chronology is possible, but, alas, not the geography. Lord 
Byron was in a small town on the Gulf of Patras, dying for 
the freedom of Greece, at the very moment when Lola was 
conceived. (Aside.) I do think Lord Byron might have 
preferred himself to be busy fathering Lola Montez.

But my point is clear. So much of what you’ve heard did not 
happen. Pile up the falsehoods laid upon the person of Lola 
Montez, and they would reach to the heavens!

I shall relate only the truth to you tonight. Few know Lola 
as I do. In the words of the poet Burns: “We were girls 
together.” Shared our childish tears and laughter, and the 
riper storms of womanhood, too. You shall have of her as much 
as I can give you. Extempore. By the heart. Which is how we 
live, as you know. By the heart.

Let us begin with the central fact of Lola’s biography: her 
beauty. Imagine I command you, on pain of death to become 
beautiful...

(LOLA pulls out a tiny pistol 
hidden on her person, and points it 
at the audience.)



Right there! In your seat! And impossible demand, of course. 
One is beautiful, or one is not. 

(LOLA lowers the pistol.) 

Fret not. The pistol is not loaded. Maintain whatever beauty 
you do possess in perfect safety.

(LOLA puts the gun into her bag.)

Anyway, the pistol comes later. (Half beat.) Where was I? 
Beauty. All women know it is beauty, and not genius, that men 
worship in our sex. That famous writer, Baroness de Stael, 
confessed she would exchange fully half of her wit for a 
modicum of personal charms, and consider it a bargain. 

Is it any wonder, then, that women take such pains to 
preserve their charms? And the lengths to which we are 
driven! A woman must be more than half a chemist in these 
times. 

You may have read of a lawsuit in London. Three inventors 
each claimed an exclusive patent on a lotion to “improve and 
beautify the complexion.” The stuff is sold at seven 
shillings and sixpence in a fancy blue glass bottle 

But the courts have now laid bare the skulduggery behind it. 
The compound at issue is absurdly simple to make: One and a 
half ounces of bitter almonds, and fifteen grains of 
corrosive sublimate. The total cost? Five pence. Including 
the bottle. 

Perform the arithmetic. That is a profit of seventeen hundred 
per cent -- and a monstrous imposition on a woman’s purse. 
Besides, any lady who wishes to treat her face to a dose of 
corrosive sublimate may readily purchase and apply it 
herself. Without a fancy bottle!  

We are susceptible because we are vulnerable. Avenging time 
runs dogged at our heels. And, worse, we are ruled now by the 
tyranny of the daguerreotype. Gone are those days when the 
generosity of a portraitist’s brush might supply a missing 
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quality, or grant the mercy of erasing nature’s flaws. 

This chemistry of photography is unforgiving.

(LOLA poses as she would for a 
daguerreotype, leaning on a stool.) 

As you know, the process of creating such a picture is 
onerous. The preparation of the plates. The absolute 
stillness required for a successful sitting. Twenty seconds 
to etch one’s image into time.

(LOLA takes a cigarette from a 
pocket of her dress, and holds it 
as in her famous portrait. She 
waits, then relaxes, and speaks.)

Lola says one must always make a photograph special. There 
must be a novelty to it. For instance, a few years ago, Lola 
was sitting for a portrait, and a group of Indians from the 
American plains (can you imagine?) was brought to the studio 
at the same moment. They had just met President Millard 
Fillmore. Lola’s delight was considerable. She insisted on an 
image with one of them for herself. 

(LOLA hops up on the stool.)

Lola sat down right next to a chief of the Cheyenne Nation. 
He had a lovely name -- Chief Light in the Cloud. She took 
his arm, gently, but firmly. Like so. The photographer 
exposed the plate, and two worlds, so very far apart, one 
refined, and one savage, met in that moment, and were 
recorded, forever, by chemicals and glass. 

(The plate is exposed. Then LOLA 
gently comes down from her stool.)

Forgive me. I have been heedless of chronology. Lola Montez 
was born in the city of Limerick, in the year of our Lord 
eighteen twenty four. (Aside.) I hope she will forgive me for 
telling her age. 

Lola was christened Marie Dolores Eliza Rosanna Gilbert. Her 
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family line can be traced not only in Ireland, but also back 
to the noble Moorish-Spanish blood of the Montalvo family. 
One must confess it is an exotic -- and somewhat combustible -
- compound of lineage.  

Lola’s nurture was beset by tragedies. Her father died of 
cholera, soon after her birth. Her mother remarried, and 
quickly, with a captain in the armies of the East India 
Company. He carried wife and daughter off to the subcontinent 
after the nuptials. 

India! How its outsized peculiarities imposed themselves upon 
Lola’s young imagination. How immense were the elephants. How 
ferocious were the Bengal tigers. And monsoons! They swept 
houses from the hills in a torrent of mud. 

Even as a child, Lola noticed that her countrymen never 
walked any distance in India. 

(LOLA climbs onto the stool.)

They were carried in a palkee. A palaquin. A square box, 
handsomely painted, with soft cushions inside, and side-lamps 
like a carriage. Eight bearers work in shifts of four to 
carry those inside, through burning sun, and over many miles.  

It is impossible to convey the sheer fatigue of this work. 
And, yet, these hapless beings contrive to make a merry life 
among themselves, singing songs of jolly native genius as 
they toil. 

A fat English clergyman, conveyed on a simmering summer 
afternoon, elicted this weighty song from them:  

(LOLA stretches out on the stool 
and sings in a deep voice.)

Oh, what a heavy bag!
No; it is an elephant 
He is an awful weight 
Let's throw his palkee down 
Let's set him in the mud 
Let's leave him to his fate. 

4.



No, he'll be angry then; 
And beat us 
With a thick stick. 
Let's make haste and get along, 
Jump along quick. 

(LOLA sits up.)

Palkee bearers much preferred to carry Lola. They addressed 
her as “barba,” or “young lady,” and reminded themselves to 
“cabbada,” or “have a care,” with her tiny frame.

(LOLA sings, lightly, bobbing in 
time with her words.)

She's not heavy, 
Cabbada! 
Little barba, 
Cabbada!
Carry her swiftly, 
Cabbada! 
Pretty barba, 
Cabbada! 

(LOLA hops down from the stool.)

Such fun! But Lola was adjudged to have grown wild in such 
intemperate climes. So she was sent away, at the age of six, 
to be tamed with the gloss of an English education.  

Poor Lola! She arrived in the town of Bath as a queer, 
wayward girl, with peculiar dress, and no small eccentricity 
in manners. 

Yet for eight years at school, she was happy. She played. She 
read books. Including the novels of Jane Austen. Could Lola 
dare hope for the sort of happy endings found by Austen 
heroines? A blissful and prosperous marriage to a man of 
means?   

Any woman has a right to be a little foolish on the subject 
of marriage. But Lola’s tender hopes were ruined by the age 
of fourteen.
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This muss began when her mother arrived unexpectedly in 
England. As I say, Lola was only fourteen. But her mother 
insisted her finishing was complete. She must return to 
India. 

A great hubbub of new dresses proved a clever distraction. 
But Lola wondered at the other extravagant and queer-looking 
apparel now provided to her. Children should not be too 
inquisitive, she was told. 

Lola was rescued from perplexity by her mother’s escort -- a 
certain Captain James, also of the army in India. This young 
officer pulled back the curtain: Lola was to be wed. To a 
widowed Major General in India, almost fifty years her 
senior.  

Little madcap that she was, Lola cried and stormed in equal 
measures. With wildest defiance, she told her mother she 
preferred to be thrown into the jaws of a Bengal tiger than 
enter into such a abominable match. 

Her mother demanded her surrender to the scheme. So Lola 
turned to Captain James. His solution was both rash and 
effective. He carried Lola off and married her himself. 

Run-away matches, like run-away horses, are almost sure to 
end in a smash-up. Young ladies will profit from Lola’s 
advice: Better hang or drown yourself at least one hour 
before setting out to elope. 

How could Lola have known that her hero of that desperate 
moment possessed neither wit, nor heart, to fashion an 
enduring love? Yet she clung to Captain James -- all the way 
back to India, and his posting with a new regiment.  

It is said that a single day spent in a loveless marriage can 
be interminable. And Lola soon discovered that her husband 
shared these sentiments. So keenly, in fact, that he fell in 
love with a fellow officer’s wife. Infatuation ripened into 
intrigue, right under Lola’s nose. Monsoons raged when the 
affair was uncovered!
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A peculiar court of honor, convened by the military wives, 
over pots of tea, determined that Lola and her captain should 
separate immediately.

So speedily it all fell out. Lola was shipped, like cargo, 
back to Britain. A meagre cell with relatives in Scotland -- 
a nunnery in all but name -- would be her new home.

Must Lola trade one prison for another? On the voyage back, 
she came to an epiphany. A woman either must be content with 
an exceedingly narrow sphere of action, or she must take the 
worst consequences of daring to be an innovator and a 
heretic. 

Most women never even have this choice. But Lola had, in her 
possession, a tidy sum, designated for her upkeep: Ten 
thousand dollars in cash and jewels.

When the ship docked in England, Lola determined to keep 
herself from that moment onward. 

I need not tell you how quickly such a large sum disappears. 
Especially in the hands of a young woman, unaccustomed to the 
management of her own affairs.

Yet not all of Lola’s expenditures were frivolous. She placed 
a considerable sum into the hands of Fanny Kelly -- the great 
luminary of the London stage, who runs a school for actors. 

Miss Kelly discouraged Lola Montez from acting. The teacher 
deemed her a raw girl, without wit for it. Time has proved 
Miss Kelly’s error. Lola has acted often upon the stage in 
latter years, and to great applause. 

But credit what Miss Kelly did see. Her pupil possessed a 
rare physical agility, or elasticity, which is the soul of a 
beautiful form in woman. 

It is a tragedy that human beings drag their sluggish bodies 
like carcasses through the world. Our bodies should convey 
us! Yet so routine is this sad inversion, that the sight of a 
woman who moves like a wood-nymph is startling and 
extraordinary. And when she flashes a pair of dark and 
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sparkling eyes as she moves? Oh! All hearts fly with that 
apparition!

Lola did lack classical training. But she had what was inside 
her: the blood of the Montalvos. The rhythms of the peninsula 
flowed freely in her veins. She mastered the rudiments of 
Spanish dance in London, then traveled to Iberia to perfect 
them, under the careful eyes of the Spanish dancing masters.  

(LOLA goes to her bag.)

Lola Montez has retired from the stage. So you shall not see 
her famous “dance of the spider” again. 

(LOLA retrieves a lace mantilla. 
She puts it on.)

Besides, you have come tonight to hear a lecture. 

But it is worthy of remark that a dance which made its dancer 
so renowned throughout the world has been so quickly, so 
comprehensively, traduced in the public memory. 

Tonight, I can offer a true recollection of the dance of the 
spider. But only a recollection, mind you. 

(LOLA produces castanets. A 
flourish.)

Not the thing itself.

(Another flourish.) 

The dance of the spider is a tale of innocence endangered. 
How blithely young women walk into the world, and are of all 
its evils unaware. The white mantilla is an emblem of 
innocence. She trusts in its protection.

And then, into this world of incorruptibility, arrives... 

(LOLA looks at the ground and is 
startled. Aghast.)
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A spider. Of the most corpulent, hairy, and poisonous sort. A 
gargantuan arachnid, native to those climes. So large that 
she stares into its enormous black eyes, and glimpses the 
abyss. Instinctively, she draws back from it. Instinctively, 
it lunges toward her. No escape. The spider has her cornered. 

(The lace mantilla comes off, 
gracefully. LOLA clacks in frantic 
rhythm at the spider.)

Back! Back! 

(LOLA looks to the audience.) 

As I have said, Lola Montez has retired from the stage. No 
one shall see the dance of the spider again. I merely... 
describe it. To protect it from onrushing tides of untruth.

Many women never had occasion to see it, of course. How often 
did Lola take the stage to perform for throngs of men, 
unrelentingly dark in their formal attire? They have a term 
for it in theatre, you know: A “black house.”  

But we speak now of a spider. A black spider.    

(LOLA clacks again at the spider.)

Oh! it is cunning, this spider. Quick. So quick. And agile, 
too. It crawls. It leaps. What does it seek? More than merely 
to inflict a fatal bite, and fill her veins with deadly 
poison. No, the spider seeks her treasures, too. Her secrets. 
It would violate her if it could.  

(LOLA ruffles her skirts to find 
and fend off the spider. No music 
but the occasional clack of 
castanets. This is not the dance, 
but enough of it to shape one’s 
imagining of it.) 

Who will tire first, the spider or the girl? For the girl 
finds new energy in the desperate defense of her innocence. 
She bubbles over now with defiance and fury!
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(A final flourish of the castanets 
from LOLA, before a defiant stomp 
of her foot ends the spider’s life. 
She gazes at it before turning 
again to the audience.)

Our terrors should compel us to vanquish them. That is the 
lesson of the dance of the spider. 

(LOLA elegantly takes the mantilla 
from the stool, and places it in 
the bag with the castanets. She 
takes out a riding crop.)

You want to know of the whippings.

(LOLA drops the crop back in.)

Not yet.

(LOLA steps back to the audience.)

Once again, digression supersedes my narrative. Maria Dolores 
de Porris y Montez made her debut at Her Majesty's Theatre in 
London. The date was June 3, 1843. She performed during an 
intermission of The Barber of Seville.  

The verdict of history is that Lola Montez was a sensation.
Yet London, that chilly and contentious city, choking on its 
smoke, never took her to its heart.

No matter. Lola would seek fortune elsewhere. On the 
Continent! First, Dresden. Then, on to Berlin. 
Her successes were immediate.

She arrived in Prussia’s capital at a most fortuitous moment. 
The Czar of Russia was visiting the city. The king engaged 
Lola to dance for him in the theatre built by Frederick the 
Great at Sanssouci in Potsdam.

(LOLA goes to the small pitcher of 
water and glass.)
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One peculiar incident illustrates the esteem in which Lola 
Montez was held by the highest personages in Europe. On that 
glorious evening in Potsdam, between dances, Lola became very 
thirsty. She asked for some water. A simple request. 

She was told it was impossible. Court etiquette forbade 
artists from taking food or drink in the royal presence. 

Lola made a curt reply. She could not, would not, dance again 
that night without a simple glass of water.  

(LOLA pours a glass of water.)

To Lola’s rescue came none other than Duke Michael Pavlovich, 
brother of Emperor Nicholas of Russia! On hearing of her 
plight, he sought out the Prussian king. 

The king proved amiable. He sent for a goblet of water, 
pressed it gently to his lips, and had it sent directly to 
Lola backstage. Thus were the shackles of court etiquette 
shattered. Lola drank that night from the king’s own goblet!  

(LOLA drinks. She is satisfied.)

In those early days, Lola ventured boldly into stations well 
above her own. To her, such heights felt perfectly safe. No 
dizziness in her. She belonged there. 

She was a giddy fool, of course. How many times did Lola 
spurn proposals made to her by noblemen? But she cared not a 
fig for wealth or position. It was art that intoxicated Lola. 
So many spiders to crush beneath her dainty foot. And crowds 
to watch her do it. Adventure. That was everything.  

On such notable adventure involved that immortal musical 
genius, Franz Liszt. Lola met Franz Liszt in Dresden. The 
earth itself seemed to shake with the force of his 
virtuosity! 

And the frenzy he occasioned! Liszt could drop a handkerchief 
in the street, and lose it forever to a frenzied throng of 
ladies. They would tear this “souvenir” to bits, and divide 
the pieces amongst themselves -- as bandits do. 
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They called such fever “Lisztomania.” Indeed, it rivalled 
even “Lolamania” in that moment.

And Lola was not insensible to it. She made sure of her place 
in the front row of his Dresden recital. They locked eyes as 
his piano sang into the spheres! There was an instant 
connection. 

Yet, Lola and Liszt shared something more profound than mere 
passion. And stranger, too. They glimpsed each other as if in 
a mirror, seeing not the other, but themselves, as objects of 
ungovernable lunacy. 

Her time with Liszt was a breathless blur of carriages and 
hotels. They ran, hoping to escape the eyes upon them. But 
all eyes, in every town, would not release them. Those eyes 
clutched them tight. Suffocated them. They were famous.  

It could not last. Such a conflagration as Lola and Liszt 
created might suck all the air out of the world should it be 
allowed to continue. (A half beat.) So Lola Montez and Franz 
Liszt parted. As good friends. 

(LOLA MONTEZ needs a moment.)

I have mislaid the thread of Lola’s journey again. No matter. 
It is no trouble to pick it up. She is always at the center 
of things. 

You may rely without hesitation upon my version of these 
events. What you know from the press cannot be trusted. Their 
ink is black for a reason.  

Lola quickly discovered this truth: Any woman of 
extraordinary beauty, who possesses intellect sufficient to 
render her of an independent mind, must assume the quills of 
the porcupine in her own defense. 

But Lola was no porcupine. Her only quills were those she 
employed to write letters to the papers, demanding the 
satisfaction of a correction. They were never forthcoming.
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(LOLA MONTEZ goes to the bag and 
pulls a riding crop out.)

So Lola required other methods of defense. 

(LOLA wields the crop.)

Before the advent of the daguerreotype, every etching of Lola 
Montez depicted her thus. Or, if they delighted further in  
exaggeration, she was portrayed with an outlandish whip.

Only once did Lola ever whip a man. True, it was a police 
officer.

The occasion of such notoriety is simply conveyed: A few days 
after her glorious triumph in Potsdam, a military parade was 
held in Berlin to honor king and emperor. 

Being of slight stature, Lola knew she would glimpse precious 
little of it on foot. A view from horseback was preferable.

(LOLA MONTEZ mounts her stool as 
she would a horse.) 

Lola set out in high spirits. It was a brilliant late summer 
day. Sunlight danced bright on helmets, swords, and cannons. 
Crowds surged to and fro, as waves smash onto shore. 

How Lola found herself so near the spot reserved for 
dignitaries, even she could not remember. And yet, there she 
was. She waved to the nobility across the way. 

Then, without warning, a strong hand tried to seize the reins 
from her! It was a policeman -- barking in German, attempting 
to dismount her, until... 

(LOLA MONTEZ raises the crop and 
brings it down -- a number of times 
-- upon her assailant.)

That was the sum of it. Lola defended herself, as a woman 
must, when handled in an ungentlemanly fashion. She was not 
arrested. Indeed, she received an apology. 
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An apology never published in the press, I might add.

(LOLA dismounts.)

But the tale of Lola and her whip? That travelled on, 
outpacing her, to every corner of the globe. It awaited Lola 
in every town. Soon there was not a city or village in the 
world that had not heard of Lola and her whip. 

(LOLA drops the crop into the bag.) 

An opportune moment to leave Berlin. 

Lola set her sights east. The Emperor and Grand Duke of 
Russia admired her. She would dance for them again. So Lola 
resolved to travel through Poland, and the Baltic states, to 
arrive at last in Saint Petersburg.

Little did she know that her path would no longer run so 
smooth as it had before she raised her crop. She found her 
affairs now entangled, increasingly, in politics. 

How was a simple dancer branded so quickly as a 
revolutionary? The answer is not difficult to discover. It is 
the way of men to find the perfidy of women at the root of 
all evils. 

Revolution proved no exception. Look into the pages of 
Rousseau and Edmund Burke, and you will read that “all great 
revolutions are owing to women,” driven on by the “yells and 
violence” of our sex.  

But was Marat a woman? Robespierre? No. Indeed, experience 
led Lola to the opposite view. Revolutions begin in the 
tyrannies of men, not women. And not great men. No. No. It is 
tiny men, in proximity to great power, who spur it on. Little 
Caligulas, and petty Neros, find license to enact their 
lusts, their avarice, or their revenge. 

Thus it was in Poland, where it was claimed that Lola Montez 
incited a riot in Warsaw, as she danced at the Grand Theater. 

The truth, of course, is more complex. Prince Paskewich, 
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Viceroy of Poland, and a man much hated by the Poles, fell 
most furiously and disgracefully in love with Lola. If you 
can imagine a death's-head, making love to a lady, you shall 
draw close to the horror of it. 

Poor Lola was scandalized by his attentions. Refused his 
importunate pleas. But the director of the theatre was the 
Viceroy’s lackey. An utter scoundrel who organized and paid a 
claque to hiss at Lola Montez as she danced. If Paskewich 
could not have Lola, he reasoned, neither would Warsaw. 

Lola’s reply to the commotion was blunt. She stopped the show 
and took her case directly to the audience. Her defense of 
her dignity set many hearts ablaze in the city. It emboldened 
the Poles to give vent to their yearnings to be citizens, not 
subjects. 

Lola found herself a hero without expecting it, nor, indeed, 
even intending it. 

Retaliation came swiftly. Hundreds of patriots were gaoled. 
Lola’s trunks were flung open by agents. She was saved from a 
Polish jail only by the intervention of the French consul, 
who gallantly claimed her as a subject of King Louis 
Philippe. 

Harried by spies, Lola pushed on. She danced in Stettin, 
Danzig, Konigsberg, and Riga. At last, she arrived in Saint 
Petersburg. The news that greeted her was dire: Her 
invitation to dance at court had been withdrawn. No theatre 
in the city would have her. 

Amidst the gloom, she had another epiphany. Was she not a 
French citizen now? She packed her bags for Paris. 

That Lola triumphed in the City of Light should occasion no 
surprise. Parisians steep themselves in art. 

But it is also the city of love. And it was in Paris that 
Lola Montez fell into a swoon for an uncommon genius: 
Alexandre Henri Dujarrier, the editor of La Presse. He was a 
fierce Republican, who wielded his scorching pen against any 
and all injustices. 
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In the pandemonium of Warsaw, Lola wondered why young men who 
loved liberté, égalité, and fraternité flocked to the colors 
of a dancer. Dujarrier explained it to her. Lola’a free 
spirit, he said, was an emblem of the age. A manifestation of 
her innate commitment to human liberty. 

Dujarrier nurtured that love. Refined it. Perfected it. They 
planned to marry in spring. Lola even promised to hang up her 
dancing shoes. But the inscrutable hand of fate swept all 
grand hopes away.

(LOLA MONTEZ goes to her bag and 
pulls out the pistol.) 

The villain’s name was Beauvallon. A vicious jackal of a man 
who sought Dujarrier’s destruction. He manufactured a public 
dispute. Over politics, of course. Then made demand for 
satisfaction. Honor, he said, required it.   

But the famous duel of Dujarrier and Beauvallon was no affair 
of honor. It was not even a duel. It was a wicked murder in 
the Bois de Boulogne.

It was an open secret in Paris that Dujarrier had no skill 
with weapons other than his pen. Indeed, Lola’s dexterity 
with firearms far exceeded that of her lover. The great 
writer Alexandre Dumas even testified to this in open court. 
He and Lola often took target practice together, for pleasure 
and recreation. 

The fatal error was that Dujarrier hid all from Lola. Oh! Had 
he confided in her! An honorable escape would have been 
devised. Or, failing that, Lola herself did not lack courage. 
Dujarrier could have relied upon his Lola...

(LOLA MONTEZ takes aim.)

To shoot down Beauvallon herself, and give that villain all 
the satisfaction he craved.
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(LOLA MONTEZ shoots. She watches 
her shot fly to annihilate her 
target.) 

Lola had Dujarrier’s last note to her by heart. She would 
recite when afflicted with fits of memorable melancholy:

"My Dear Lola: I am going out to fight with pistols. This 
explains why I did not come to see you this morning. I have 
need of all my calmness. At two o'clock, all, all, will be 
over. A thousand embraces, my dear Lola, whom I love so much, 
and the thoughts of whom will never leave me.” 

It was she who received Dujarrier’s corpse from the carriage. 

There was a funeral. A trial. The wicked were punished, but 
not sufficiently. A crushing load of sorrow and despair 
weighed upon Lola’s heart. She must quit beloved Paris, she 
said, to rid herself of sights that caused her grief. 

(LOLA MONTEZ draws a deep breath.)

I told you that the tale of Lola Montez is a tale of beauty. 
What pains we take for beauty! Yet our reward for such 
exertions is that beauty, true beauty, always inflicts such 
pain. 

You may have heard, for instance, of a strange custom of  
Spanish ladies. They squeeze drops of orange juice into their 
eyes to make them brilliant. The operation is indeed painful, 
but there is no doubt that it does cleanse the eye, and 
impart to it, temporarily, a remarkable brightness. 

Stranger still is a custom of Bohemia. Ladies of that region 
flock to arsenic springs, and drink the waters. It gives 
their skins a transparent whiteness. Yet the penalty for 
attaining beauty by such folly is severe. Once habituated to 
these waters, the ladies of Bohemia are obliged to keep it up 
for the rest of their days, or else death will speedily 
follow them.

So when you come to a lecture that touches upon on beauty, 
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are you not also expecting, then, a story of pain?

(LOLA pauses for a moment.)

We shall be detained no longer from reaching Bavaria. It is 
the place in the story that you most desire to arrive. How 
did a dancer became the Countess of Landsfeld? What is the 
the truth of her relationship with King Ludwig -- a 
friendship that shook the crown from his royal head.  

As with everything concerning Lola Montez, fables and 
falsehoods pervade every account of events in Munich. Save 
the one you shall hear tonight.

How hot the fever of the world burned in that year of 
revolution: eighteen forty-eight! They were dangerous times. 
Perhaps I shall keep the pistol after all.

(LOLA pockets the pistol.) 

The casual observer might believe that Lola would merely turn 
up in a city and win success. Close study of her stratagems 
will disabuse one of this notion.  

Lola Montez always arrived in style. Switch carriages at a 
mail post outside the city if one must. But the carriage that  
took Lola directly to a city's grandest hotel was always the 
finest she could obtain.

Once arrived, Lola would take the hotel’s best-appointed 
room. Letters of introduction were dispatched to the theatres 
before she unpacked. Journalists in the hotel lobby were 
invited up for interviews. Much as Lola despised the press, 
she knew its power. How else would a suitable greeting for 
her be arranged but through the newspapers?

It was no different in Munich. Lola arrived at the 
Bayerischer Hof on October fifth, eighteen forty-six. News of 
her arrival was published the next day. Crowds of curious 
gentlemen inevitably followed. How could Lola Montez have 
known the King of Bavaria would be numbered among them? 

The world knows him as King Ludwig the First. But, for Lola, 
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he was, always, her “Louis.” He came to her hotel before he 
even saw her dance. They spoke together in Spanish. And, 
before a fortnight had elapsed, they were bosom friends. 

It is to Lola’s eternal regret that their connection has led 
the king to be depicted as a weak, foolish hedonist. A seeker 
after his own pleasure, at the expense of his people. It was 
precisely the reverse.  

Here in America, it is easy to believe the worst of kings. 
You knew only a mad tyrant named George the Third, whom you 
threw off in most dire necessity. You cannot comprehend a 
monarch with the soul of an artist. A ruler who writes 
poetry. A patron of painters and architects.  And a most 
modern king as well! Builder of new canals. New railways. He 
beautified Munich. Made it a first-rate capital. 

What meaningful discourse might a king and a dancer possibly 
share? You shall receive no indiscreet revelations tonight. 
But you can be placed safely in possession of the fact that 
it was beauty of which they spoke. The pure beauty of art.

Vulgar false accounts of their first encounter are legion. 
Black-fingered hacks concocted a tale that the lecherous king 
asked Lola whether her bosom was “nature or art?” And they 
insist that Lola bared her bosom to show him. As a common 
strumpet might.

Ignorance always betrays a low-minded philistine. Louis knew 
that art is founded upon nature. And Lola knew that her 
nature itself was art. 

Is it wrong that a king should appreciate physical beauty? 
Even in its minute particulars?  A small and beautiful foot 
and ankle is a trait of Spanish beauty. Should such pleasure 
be denied to a sovereign who loves Spain as Louis does?

Lola saw Louis’ greatness. Shared his noble aspirations. It 
was his ministers who were cowards. They let despotic Jesuits 
infiltrate his government, bringing with them petty tyranny, 
rigid censorship, and priestly influence. 

Lola saw their friendship as an act of Providence. She would 
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help Louis defy the cowards and the Jesuits, and make his 
dream of greater freedom in Bavaria come true.

(LOLA goes to the bag and plucks 
out a journal.)

If you do not believe me, perhaps you will believe no less an 
authority than the venerable American Law Journal. Its 
editors took pains to uncover the truth of the matter:  

“On further acquaintance with Lola Montez, Ludwig became 
enamored of her originality of character, her mental powers, 
and the bold and novel political views which she fearlessly 
and frankly laid before him. Under her counsels, a renovation 
was effected in Bavaria’s system of government. New and more 
liberal advisers were chosen to replace existing ministers; 
the power of the Jesuits was ended; Austrian influences 
repelled, and a foundation was laid to place Bavaria in the 
vanguard of independent nations.” 

(LOLA lays the journal aside.)

Did Lola Montez meddle in Bavarian politics? Bah! She 
improved them! 

But Lola and her Louis were surrounded. Outnumbered. Too 
cowardly to attack the sovereign directly, their enemies 
seized instead upon the easier target. Clerics preached that 
Venus had driven the Virgin Mary from Munich. And when brave 
students sprang to Lola’s defense, the ministers shuttered 
the university. 

Even Lola’s tiny dog, Turk, did not escape notice. Her 
enemies claimed that Turk bit a gentleman. But Turk never bit 
anyone... Well, never bit anyone undeserving of his teeth.

The insults and calumnies only drew them closer. Louis 
admired her bravery and fortitude. Rewarded it. He made her, 
first, a citizen of Bavaria, and, then, the Countess of 
Landsfeld. Even his queen approved of it.  

Devious functionaries, hidden in the labyrinth of government, 
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tried to frustrate the king from their concealment. They 
plotted to stop Lola’s ennoblement. They failed. So they 
whipped up a mob in the streets.

All over Europe in eighteen forty-eight, nations rose up in 
favor of reforms and freedom. But what did the agitators of 
Munich want? Cheap beer. 

(LOLA goes to the water glass and 
drinks.)

And the expulsion of Lola Montez from Bavaria. 

At last, they came with guns, and swords, and even a cannon, 
to storm Lola’s tiny house. She did not hide. She presented 
herself before the mob. Her boldness paralyzed them. But only 
for a few moments. The mob soon broke again upon her door.

To defy them, Lola Montez had only her pistol -- and her love 
for the Bavarian people and their sovereign. It was only when 
the rabble proposed to burn Lola alive inside the house that 
she made a hasty escape through a hidden passageway.

It was a bitter February night. Lola walked through snow into 
the countryside. Her betrayal of Louis seemed colder still. 
She had abandoned him. And the people. She thought to put the 
pistol to her own head before sleep overtook her. 

Dawn brought Lola to her senses: She must return. To give her 
Louis courage, as revolt devoured all they had built.  

(LOLA reaches into the bag and 
pulls out a broad cap, and a scarf. 
She speaks as she puts them on. It 
is not a very good disguise.) 

Disguised in a boy's clothes, Lola traveled back to Munich in 
darkness. She hid in the palace’s shadows. She would be shot 
if discovered. Her pistol was still in her pocket. Voices in 
the pitch black street spoke of anarchy. Ruin. 

At midnight, a loyal servant discovered her. Despite the 
obvious danger, she was taken to see her Louis in the 
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Residence. 

(LOLA takes off her disguise.)

The tears they shed together in those last few hours might 
drown even Noah. All the beauty, all the poetry, boiled down 
now to the dregs. The desperate choices. 

Lola must leave. A steamboat was waiting to spirit her across 
Lake Constance. But what of Louis? Would he consign all his 
reforms to oblivion? Never. He would abdicate. Let his son 
turn back the clock in Bavaria. Not Louis. Never this great 
sovereign. 

(LOLA puts the cap back on.)

Dawn had not yet begun its progress when Lola left the 
Residence. Cold stars blinked in the dark winter sky. 
Everything was so quiet. So still. 

It was only as a woman -- with beauty, intellect, and power -- 
that she was dangerous. Disguised as a boy, she posed no 
threat to anyone. Disguised as a boy, she had vanished. 

(LOLA takes the cap off, and puts 
cap, scarf, and pistol in her bag.) 

So ends the fairy tale. 

Safe from the mob in Switzerland, she seemed to have lost 
everything. But the world did not stop spinning. Even for 
Lola Montez. So she did what she had always had done when 
disaster struck. Persist. Survive. Travel on. 

And Lola’s life after Bavaria? You must pay to hear of it 
another time. Her travels through the Americas, and then 
Australia, which rival those of Baron von Humboldt. Dancing 
for intoxicated louts in the mining camps. In California, it 
is reported, Lola raised a bear from a cub, and fed it sugar, 
until it grew too large and bit her.
 
Lola has only recently retired from the stage, as you know. 
She now gives lectures. Perhaps, she will visit your city 
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soon. You may hear the tale from her own lips. 

(LOLA MONTEZ readies to go.)

You may ask what profit you may expect from this 
extraordinary tale. 

Lola would say it proves all things are possible in this 
world. Even the most tempestuous sea delivers a bit of the 
wreck to which a hopeless wretch might cling -- until 
salvation arrives. 

But, most of all, Lola Montez would say that beauty, though 
it fades, retains always a particular power. It can never 
vanish entirely from the memory of those who have beheld its 
radiance. 

(A last look at the audience.)
 
Lola Montez counts upon this. Always.

END OF PLAY
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