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True Love 

1.  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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2.  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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3.  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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4.  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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5.  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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6.  Buttercup’s Testimony 
 
Buttercup could feel the upset coming. “We are always very honest 

with each other. Not everyone can say as much.”          
“May I please tell you something, Highness? You’re very cold—”  
“I’m not—”  
“— very cold and very young, and if you live, I think you’ll turn to 

hoarfrost—” 
“Why do you pick at me? I have come to terms with my life, and that 

is my affair—I am not cold, I swear, but I have decided certain things, it is 
best for me to ignore emotion; I have not been happy dealing with it—” 
Her heart was a secret garden and the walls were very high. “I loved 
once,” Buttercup said after a moment. “It worked out badly.” 

“Another rich man? Yes, and he left you for a richer woman.”  
“No. Poor. Poor and it killed him.” 
“Were you sorry? Did you feel pain? Admit that you felt nothing—” 
“Do not mock my grief! I died that day.” (Chapter 5)  
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7.  Negotiating Terms of Surrender 
 
Buttercup took a step forward and said, “If we surrender, freely and 

without struggle, if life returns to what it was one dusk ago, will you 
swear not to hurt this man?”  

Prince Humperdinck raised his right hand: “I swear on the grave of 
my soon-to-be-dead father and the soul of my already-dead mother that I 
shall not hurt this man, and if I do, may I never hunt again though I live a 
thousand years.”  

Buttercup turned to Westley. “There,” she said. “You can’t ask for 
more than that, and that is the truth.” 

“The truth,” said Westley, “is that you would rather live with your 
Prince than die with your love.”  

“I would rather live than die, I admit it.”  
“We were talking of love, madam.” There was a long pause. Then 

Buttercup said it:  
“I can live without love.” 
And with that she left Westley alone. (Chapter 5) 
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8.  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.” (Chapter 1) 
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9.  Is Someone Keeping Score? 
 
“I’m tired, Buttercup; do you understand tired? I’ve put in a night, is 

what I’m trying to get through to you.”  
“I’m not stupid, you know.” 
“Quit bragging.” 
“Stop being rude.”  
“When was the last time you read a book? The truth now. And 

picture books don’t count—I mean something with print in it.”  
Buttercup walked away from him. “There’re other things to read 

than print,” she said, “and the Princess of Hammersmith is displeased 
with you and is thinking seriously of going home.” With no more words, 
she whirled into his arms then, saying, “Oh, Westley, I didn’t mean that, I 
didn’t, I didn’t, not a single syllabub of it.” 

Now Westley knew that she meant to say “not a single syllable of it,” 
because a syllabub was something you ate, with cream and wine mixed in 
together to form the base. But he also knew an apology when he heard 
one. (Chapter 5) 
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10.  Westley Forlorn 
 
Westley watched it all. He stood silently at the edge of the 

Fire Swamp. It was darker now, but the flame spurts behind him 
outlined his face. He was glazed with fatigue. He had been bitten, 
cut, gone without rest, had assaulted the Cliffs of Insanity, had 
saved and taken lives. He had risked his world, and now it was 
walking away from him, hand in hand with a ruffian prince.  

Then Buttercup was gone, out of sight.  
Westley took a breath. He was aware of the score of soldiers 

starting to surround him, and probably he could have made a few 
of them perspire for their victory.  

But for what point?  
Westley sagged. (Chapter 5) 
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11.  The Prince in His Natural Habitat 
 
He was ringing down the curtain on an orangutan when the business of 

the King’s health made its ultimate intrusion. It was midafternoon, and the 
Prince had been grappling with the giant beast since morning, and finally, after 
all these hours, the hairy thing was weakening (...) The Prince made a crablike 
step sidewise, then another, then darted forward, spun the great beast into his 
arms, began applying pressure to the spine. (This was all taking place in the 
ape pit, where the Prince had his pleasure with many simians.) From up above 
now, Count Rugen’s voice interrupted. “There is news,” the Count said. 

From battle, the Prince replied, “Cannot it wait?” 
“For how long?” asked the Count.   
CRACK!   
The orangutan fell like a rag doll. “Now, what is all this,” the Prince 

replied, stepping past the dead beast, mounting the ladder out of the pit. 
“Your father has had his annual physical,” the Count said. “I have the 

report.” 
“And?” 
“Your father is dying.” 
“Drat!” said the Prince. “That means I shall have to get 

married.” (Chapter 2) 
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12.  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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13.  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) 
 


