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Goldman and Morgenstern 

1.  Goldman’s Vision 

 “It’s still my favorite book in all the world. And more than 
ever, I wish I had written it. 

“Sometimes I like to fantasize that I did, that I came up with 
Fezzik (my favorite character), that my imagination summoned 
the iocane sequence, the ensuing battle of wits to the death.  

“Alas, Morgenstern invented it all, and I must be contented 
with the fact that my abridgement (though killed by all Florinese 
experts back in ’73—the reviews in the learned journals 
brutalized me; in my book-writing career, only Boys and Girls 
Together got a worse savaging) at least brought Morgenstern to a 
wider American audience.” (“Introduction to the 25th 
Anniversary Edition”) 
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2.  Morgenstern’s Prolixity 

Why would a master of narrative stop his narrative dead 
before it has much chance to begin generating? No known 
answer. All I can guess is that for Morgenstern, the real narrative 
was not Buttercup and the remarkable things she endures, but, 
rather, the history of the monarchy and other such stuff. When 
this version comes out, I expect every Florinese scholar alive to 
slaughter me. (Columbia University has not only the leading 
Florinese experts in America, but also direct ties to the New York 
Times Book Review. I can’t help that, and I only hope they 
understand my intentions here are in no way meant to be 
destructive of Morgenstern’s vision.)  (Chapter 2) 
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3.  Morgenstern’s Parentheses 

 Either Morgenstern meant them seriously or he didn’t. Or 
maybe he meant some of them seriously and some others he 
didn’t. But he never said which were the seriously ones. Or 
maybe it was just the author’s way of telling the reader 
stylistically that ‘this isn’t real; it never happened.’ That’s what I 
think, in spite of the fact that if you read back into Florinese 
history, it did happen. The facts, anyway; no one can say about 
the actual motivations. All I can suggest to you is, if the 
parentheses bug you, don’t read them. (Chapter 1) 
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4.  The History of Florin 

The land of Florin was set between where Sweden and 
Germany would eventually settle. (This was before Europe.) In 
theory, it was ruled by King Lotharon and his second wife, the 
Queen. But in fact, the King was barely hanging on, could only 
rarely tell day from night, and basically spent his time in 
muttering. He was very old, every organ in his body had long 
since betrayed him, and most of his important decisions 
regarding Florin had a certain arbitrary quality that bothered 
many of the leading citizens. 

Prince Humperdinck actually ran things. If there had been a 
Europe, he would have been the most powerful man in it. Even as 
it was, nobody within a thousand miles wanted to mess with him. 
(Chapter 1) 
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5.  Buttercup’s Parents 
 
The father made a quick finger point. “Look—”  
“You look; you know how.” Buttercup’s parents did not have 

exactly what you might call a happy marriage. All they ever 
dreamed of was leaving each other.  

Buttercup’s father shrugged and went back to the window. 
“Ahhhh,” he said after a while. And a little later, again, “Ahhhh.” 

Buttercup’s mother glanced up briefly from her cooking. 
“Such riches,” Buttercup’s father said. “Glorious.” 
Buttercup’s mother hesitated, then put her stew spoon down. 

(This was after stew, but so is everything. When the first man first 
clambered from the slime and made his first home on land, what 
he had for supper that first night was stew.) (Chapter 1) 
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6.  Buttercup and Cactus Envy 

Flailing and thrashing, Buttercup wept and tossed and paced 
and wept some more, and there have been three great cases of 
jealousy since David of Galilee was first afflicted with the 
emotion when he could no longer stand the fact that his neighbor 
Saul’s cactus outshone his own. (Originally, jealousy pertained 
solely to plants, other people’s cactus or ginkgoes, or, later, when 
there was grass, grass, which is why, even to this day, we say that 
someone is green with jealousy.) Buttercup’s case rated a close 
fourth on the all-time list. (Chapter 1) 
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7.  The Register of the Story 

“My cows,” Buttercup’s father managed to repeat, hoping he 
was not going mad. Because the truth was, and he knew it well, 
he had terrible cows. For years, nothing but complaints from the 
people in the village. If anyone else had had milk to sell, he 
would have been out of business in a minute. Now granted, 
things had improved since the farm boy had come to slave for 
him—no question, the farm boy had certain skills, and the 
complaints were quite nonexistent now—but that didn’t make his 
the finest cows in Florin. Still, you didn’t argue with the Count.  
(Chapter 1) 
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8.  Who Is the Fairest? 

 The year that Buttercup was born, the most beautiful woman 
in the world was a French scullery maid named Annette. Annette 
worked in Paris for the Duke and Duchess de Guiche, and it did 
not escape the Duke’s notice that someone extraordinary was 
polishing the pewter. The Duke’s notice did not escape the notice 
of the Duchess either, who was not very beautiful and not very 
rich, but plenty smart. The Duchess set about studying Annette 
and shortly found her adversary’s tragic flaw.  

Chocolate. (Chapter 1) 
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9.  Analyzing Buttercup 

“Curtsy, dear,” Buttercup’s mother whispered. Buttercup did 
her best.  

And the Count could not stop looking at her.  
Understand now, she was barely rated in the top twenty; her 

hair was uncombed, unclean; her age was just seventeen, so there 
was still, in occasional places, the remains of baby fat. Nothing 
had been done to the child. Nothing was really there but 
potential.  

But the Count still could not rip his eyes away. (Chapter 1) 
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10.  Buttercup’s Declaration 

“I love you,” Buttercup said. “I know this must come as 
something of a surprise, since all I’ve ever done is scorn you and 
degrade you and taunt you, but I have loved you for several 
hours now, and every second, more. I thought an hour ago that I 
loved you more than any woman has ever loved a man, but a half 
hour after that I knew that what I felt before was nothing 
compared to what I felt then. But ten minutes after that, I 
understood that my previous love was a puddle compared to the 
high seas before a storm. Your eyes are like that, did you know? 
Well they are. How many minutes ago was I? Twenty? Had I 
brought my feelings up to then? It doesn’t matter.” (Chapter 1) 
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11.  Buttercup Continues to Declare Herself 

“I love you so much more now than twenty minutes ago that 
there cannot be comparison. I love you so much more now than 
when you opened your hovel door, there cannot be comparison. 
There is no room in my body for anything but you. My arms love 
you, my ears adore you, my knees shake with blind affection. My 
mind begs you to ask it something so it can obey. Do you want 
me to follow you for the rest of your days? I will do that. Do you 
want me to crawl? I will crawl. I will be quiet for you or sing for 
you, or if you are hungry, let me bring you food, or if you have 
thirst and nothing will quench it but Arabian wine, I will go to 
Araby, even though it is across the world, and bring a bottle back 
for your lunch. Anything there is that I can do for you, I will do 
for you; anything there is that I cannot do, I will learn to 
do.” (Chapter 1) 
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12.  Westley’s Plans 
 
“I’m going to America. To seek my fortune.” (This was just 

after America but long after fortunes.) “A ship sails soon from 
London. There is great opportunity in America. I’m going to take 
advantage of it. I’ve been training myself. In my hovel. I’ve 
taught myself not to need sleep. A few hours only. I’ll take a ten-
hour-a-day job and then I’ll take another ten-hour-a-day job and 
I’ll save every penny from both except what I need to eat to keep 
strong, and when I have enough I’ll buy a farm and build a house 
and make a bed big enough for two.”  

“You’re just crazy if you think she’s going to be happy in 
some run-down farmhouse in America. Not with what she 
spends on clothes.”  

“Stop talking about the Countess! As a special favor. Before 
you drive me maaaaaaaad.” (Chapter 1) 
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13.  Self-Improvement 

Every morning she awoke, if possible by dawn, and got the 
farm chores finished immediately. There was much to be done 
now, with Westley gone, and more than that, ever since the Count 
had visited, everyone in the area had increased his milk order. So 
there was no time for self- improvement until well into the 
afternoon.  

But then she really set to work. First a good cold bath. Then, 
while her hair was drying, she would slave after fixing her figure 
faults (one of her elbows was just too bony, the opposite wrist not 
bony enough). And exercise what remained of her baby fat (little 
left now; she was nearly eighteen). And brush and brush her hair.  
(Chapter 1) 
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14.  Buttercup’s Grief 

 And when she at last came out, her eyes were dry. Her parents 
stared up from their silent breakfast at her. They both started to rise but 
she put a hand out, stopped them. “I can care for myself, please,” and she 
set about getting some food.  

In point of fact, she had never looked as well. She had entered her 
room as just an impossibly lovely girl. The woman who emerged was a 
trifle thinner, a great deal wiser, an ocean sadder. This one understood the 
nature of pain, and beneath the glory of her features, there was character, 
and a sure knowledge of suffering.  

She was eighteen. She was the most beautiful woman in a hundred 
years. She didn’t seem to care.  

“You’re all right?” her mother asked.  
Buttercup sipped her cocoa. “Fine,” she said.  
“You’re sure?” her father wondered.  
“Yes,” Buttercup replied. There was a very long pause. “But I must 

never love again.” (Chapter 1) 
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15.  Assessing Royal Brides 

 “I wonder if she hunts, though,” said Humperdinck. “I don’t 
care so much about personality, just so they’re good with a knife.” 

“I saw her several years ago,” Queen Bella said. “She seemed 
lovely, though hardly muscular. I would describe her more as a 
knitter than a doer. But again, lovely.”  

“Skin?” asked the Prince.  
“Marbleish,” answered the Queen.  
“Lips?”  
“Number or color?” asked the Queen.  
“Color, E. S.”  
“Roseish. Cheeks the same. Eyes largeish, one blue, one 

green.”  
“Hmmm,” said Humperdinck. (Chapter 3) 
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16.  International Politics 

 “But things would have been so good with Guilder,” the 
Queen said, addressing herself half to the Prince, half to Count 
Rugen, who now joined them.  

“Forget about Guilder. I’ll conquer it sometime. I’ve been 
wanting to ever since I was a kid anyway.” He approached the 
Queen. “People snicker behind your back when you’ve got a bald 
wife, and I can do without that, thank you. You’ll just have to find 
someone else.”  

“Who?”  
“Find me somebody, she should just look nice, that’s 

all.” (Chapter 3) 
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17.  The Prince Spots the Beautiful Commoner 

“A milkmaid.” The Prince ran the words across his rough 
tongue. “I don’t know that I could wed one of them even under 
the best of conditions. People might snicker that she was the best 
I could do.”  

“True,” the Count admitted. “If you prefer, we can ride back 
to Florin City without waiting.”  

“We’ve come this far,” the Prince said. “We might as well  
wai—” His voice quite simply died. “I’ll take her,” he managed, 
finally, as Buttercup rode slowly by below them.  

“No one will snicker, I think,” the Count said. (Chapter 3) 
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18.  A Whirlwind Romance 

“I am your Prince and you will marry me,” Humperdinck 
said.  

Buttercup whispered, “I am your servant and I refuse.”  
“I am your Prince and you cannot refuse.”  
“I am your loyal servant and I just did.”  
“Refusal means death.”  
“Kill me then.”  
“I am your Prince and I’m not that bad—how could you 

rather be dead than married to me?”  
“Because,” Buttercup said, “marriage involves love, and that 

is not a pastime at which I excel. I tried once, and it went badly, 
and I am sworn never to love another.” (Chapter 3) 
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19.  An Odd Inconsistency 

“What happened was just this: I got hooked on the story.  
“For the first time in my life, I became actively interested in a 

book. Me the sports fanatic, me the game freak, me the only ten- 
year-old in Illinois with a hate on for the alphabet wanted to 
know what happened next.  

“What became of beautiful Buttercup and poor Westley and 
Inigo, the greatest swordsman in the history of the world? And 
how really strong was Fezzik and were there limits to the cruelty 
of Vizzini, the devil Sicilian?” (Introduction) 

 


