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The True Heroes 

1.  Inigo: That Spanish Brat 
 
Inigo ran forward then, standing in front of the nobleman’s horse, 

blocking the nobleman’s path. He raised the six-fingered sword with both his 
hands and cried, “I, Inigo Montoya, do challenge you, coward, pig, killer, ass, 
fool, to battle.”  

“Get him out of my way. Move the infant.”  
“The infant is ten and he stays,” Inigo said.  
“Enough of your family is dead for one day; be content,” said the noble.  
“When you beg me for your breath, then I shall be contented. Now 

dismount!”  
The nobleman dismounted.  
“Draw your sword.”  
The nobleman unsheathed his killing weapon.  
“I dedicate your death to my father,” Inigo said. “Begin.”  
They began.  
It was no match, of course. Inigo was disarmed in less than a minute. But 

for the first fifteen seconds or so, the noble was uneasy. During those fifteen 
seconds, strange thoughts crossed his mind. For even at the age of ten, Inigo’s 
genius was there.  

Disarmed, Inigo stood very straight. He said not a word, begged nothing. 
(Chapter 5) 

 



The True Heroes 

2.  Fezzik: Unemployed in Greenland 
 
Fezzik had never been more miserable. He was scared and frightened 

and terrified, all rolled into one. No matter how they reassured him, he refused 
to enter the arena. Because he knew something: even though outside he looked 
twenty, and his mustache was already coming along nicely, inside he was still 
this nine-year-old who liked rhyming things. 

“No,” he said. “I won’t, I won’t, and you can’t make me.”  
“After all we’ve slaved for these three years,” his father said. (His jaw 

was almost as good as new now.)  
“He’ll hurt me!” Fezzik said.  
“Life is pain,” his mother said. “Anybody that says different is selling 

something.”  
(. . .) 
“Listen, we’re not going to threaten you,” Fezzik’s parents said, more or 

less together. “We all care for each other too much to pull any of that stuff. If 
you don’t want to fight, nobody’s going to force you. We’ll just leave you alone 
forever.” (Fezzik’s picture of hell was being alone forever. He had told them 
that when he was five.)  

They marched into the arena then to face the champion of Sandiki.
(Chapter 5) 
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3.  Inigo: Seeking His Match 
 
Please, Inigo thought. It has been so long since I have been 

tested, let this man test me. Let him be a glorious swordsman. Let 
him be both quick and fast, smart and strong. Give him a 
matchless mind for tactics, a background the equal of mine. 
Please, please, it’s been so long: let—him—be—a—master!  

“I have my breath back now,” the man in black said from the 
rock. “Thank you for allowing me my rest.” 

“We’d best get on with it then,” Inigo replied.  
The man in black stood.  
“You seem a decent fellow,” Inigo said. “I hate to kill you.” 
“You seem a decent fellow,” answered the man in black. “I 

hate to die.”  
“But one of us must,” Inigo said. “Begin.” (Chapter 5) 
 



The True Heroes 

4.  Fezzik: Skill Against Skill Alone 
 
They stood facing each other on the narrow mountain path.  
“Now what happens?” asked the man in black.  
“We face each other as God intended,” Fezzik said. “No 

tricks, no weapons, skill against skill alone.”  
“You mean you’ll put down your rock and I’ll put down my 

sword and we’ll try to kill each other like civilized people, is that 
it?”  

“If you’d rather, I can kill you now,” Fezzik said gently, and 
he raised the rock to throw. “I’m giving you a chance.”  

“So you are and I accept it,” said the man in black, and he 
began to take off his sword and scabbard. “Although, frankly, I 
think the odds are slightly in your favor at hand fighting.”  

“I tell you what I tell everybody,” Fezzik explained. “I cannot 
help being the biggest and strongest; it’s not my fault.” 

“I’m not blaming you,” said the man in black. (Chapter 5) 
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5.  Inigo: Back to the Beginning 
 
Inigo moved panicked up the dark streets, desperately afraid. Why 

this giant fear? What was he afraid of?  
He sat on a filthy stoop and pondered. Around him there were cries 

in the night and, from the alehouses, vulgar laughter. He was afraid, he 
realized then, because as he sat there, gripping the six-fingered sword for 
confidence, he was suddenly back to what he had been before Vizzini had 
found him.  

A failure.  
A man without point, with no attachment to tomorrow. Inigo had not 

touched brandy in years. Now he felt his fingers fumbling for money. 
Now he heard his footsteps running toward the nearest alehouse. Now he 
saw his money on the counter. Now he felt the brandy bottle in his hands. 

Back to the stoop he ran. He opened the bottle. He smelled the rough 
brandy. He took a sip. He coughed. He took a swallow. He coughed again. 
He gulped it down and coughed and gulped some more and half began a 
smile.  

His fears were starting to leave him. (Chapter 6) 
 



The True Heroes 

6.  Fezzik: Helpless. Hopeless. 
 
When Fezzik reached the Cliffs of Insanity he said, “Inigo, Inigo, 

here I am” to the rocks and “I’m here, Inigo; it’s your Fezzik” to the trees 
and “Inigo, INIGO, ANSWER ME PLEASE” all over until there was no 
other conclusion to draw but that just as there was now no Vizzini, so 
there was also no Inigo, and that was hard.  

It was, in point of fact, too hard for Fezzik, so he began to run, crying 
out, “Be with you in a minute, Inigo,” and “Right behind you, Inigo” and 
“Hey, Inigo, wait up” (wait up, straight up which was the way he ran, and 
wouldn’t there be fun with rhymes once he and Inigo were together 
again), but after an hour or so of shouting his throat gave out because he 
had, after all, been strangled almost to death in the very recent past. On 
he ran, on and on and on until finally he reached a tiny village and found, 
just outside town, some nice rocks that formed kind of a cave, almost big 
enough for him to stretch out in. He sat with his back against a rock and 
his hands around his knees and his throat hurting until the village boys 
found him. (Chapter 6)  
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7.  Inigo: Still the Wizard 
 
The sword was heavy now, three dead beasts changed the 

balance, and Inigo wanted to clear the weapon, but now another 
flutter, a single one, and no veering this time, straight and deadly for 
his face and he ducked and was lucky; the sword moved up and into 
the heart of the lethal thing and now there were four skewered on the 
sword of legend, and Inigo knew he was not about to lose this fight 
and from his throat came the words, “I am Inigo Montoya and still 
the Wizard; come for me,” and when he heard three of them 
fluttering, he wished he had been just a bit more modest but it was 
too late for that, so he needed surprise, and he took it, shifting 
position against the beasts, standing straight, taking their dives long 
before they expected it, and now there were seven king bats and his 
sword was completely out of balance and that would have been a bad 
thing, a dangerous thing, except for one important aspect: there was 
silence now in the darkness. The fluttering was done. (Chapter 7) 
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8.  Fezzik: Untold Rhymes 
 
“Inigo, I want to know the rhymes before I die—Inigo, I really want to 

know—Inigo, tell me the rhymes, ” Fezzik said, and by now he was very 
frustrated and, more than that, he was spectacularly angry and one arm came 
clear of one coil and that made it a bit less of a chore to fight free of the second 
coil and that meant he could take that arm and bring it to the aid of the other 
arm and now he was yelling it out, “You’re not going anywhere until I know those 
rhymes ” and the sound of his own voice was really very impressive, deep and 
resonant, and who was this snake anyway, getting in the path of Fezzik when 
there were rhymes to learn, and by this time not only were both arms free of 
the bottom three coils but he was furious at the interruption and his hands 
grabbed toward the snake breath, and he didn’t know if snakes had necks or 
not but whatever it was that you called the part that was under its mouth, that 
was the part he had between his great hands and he gave it a smash against the 
wall and the snake hissed and spit but the fourth coil was looser, so Fezzik 
smashed it again and a third time and then he brought his hands back a bit for 
leverage and he began to whip the beast against the walls like a native 
washerwoman beating a skirt against rocks, and when the snake was dead, 
Inigo said, “Actually, I had no specific rhymes in mind; I just had to do 
something to get you into action.” (Chapter 7) 
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9.  Inigo: Prepare to Die 
 
Count Rugen was a bit surprised that his point had been deflected, but 

there was nothing wrong with piercing a helpless man’s shoulder. There was 
no hurry when you had him.  

MacPherson was screaming again—‘Spaniards! Give me a Polack 
anytime; at least the Polacks remember to use the wall when they have one; 
only the Spaniards would forget to use a wall—’  

Slowly, inch by inch, Inigo forced his body up the wall, using his legs just 
for pushing, letting the wall do all the supporting that was necessary.  

Count Rugen struck again, but for any number of reasons, most probably 
because he hadn’t expected the other man’s movement, he missed the heart 
and had to be content with driving his blade through the Spaniard’s left arm.  

Inigo didn’t mind. He didn’t even feel it. His right arm was where his 
interest lay, and he squeezed the handle and there was strength in his hand, 
enough to flick out at the enemy, and Count Rugen hadn’t expected that either, 
so he gave a little involuntary cry and took a step back to reassess the situation. 

Power was flowing up from Inigo’s heart to his right shoulder and down 
from his shoulder to his fingers and then into the great six-fingered sword and 
he pushed off from the wall then, with a whispered, “. . . hello . . . my name 
is . . . Inigo Montoya; you killed . . . my father; prepare to die.”  

And they crossed swords. (Chapter 8) 
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10.  Fezzik: Something Right 
 
Fezzik said, “Oh, Inigo, I need you, please, Inigo; I’m lost and 

miserable and frightened and I just need to see a friendly face.”  
They moved slowly to the window.  
Wandering lost and forlorn through the Prince’s garden was Fezzik, 

leading the four giant whites. 
“Here,” Inigo whispered.  
“Three friendly faces,” Fezzik said, kind of bouncing up and down 

on his heels, which he always did when things were looking up. “Oh, 
Inigo, I just ruined everything and I got so lost and when I stumbled into 
the stables and found these pretty horses I thought four was how many of 
them there were and four was how many of us there were too, if we found 
the lady—hello, lady—and I thought, Why not take them along with me 
in case we all ever run into each other.” He stopped a moment, 
considering. “And I guess we did.”  

Inigo was terribly excited. “Fezzik, you thought for yourself,” he 
said.  

Fezzik considered that a moment too. “Does that mean you’re not 
mad at me for getting lost?” (Chapter 8) 


