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What This Book Says 

1.  Buttercup and Humperdinck 
 
“I think emotions are clouding your objectivity just a bit. Do you actually 

think that there is nothing the fellow can’t do?” 
Buttercup thought for a while. “It’s not so much that there’s nothing he 

can’t do; it’s more that he can do it all better than anybody else can do it.” 
The Prince chuckled and smiled. “In other words, for example, you mean 

if he wanted to hunt, he could outhunt, again for example, someone such as 
myself.” 

“Oh, I would think if he wanted to, he could, quite easily, but he happens 
not to like hunting, at least to my knowledge, though maybe he does; I don’t 
know. I never knew he was so interested in mountain climbing but he scaled 
the Cliffs of Insanity under most adverse conditions, and everyone agrees that 
that is not the easiest thing in the world to accomplish.” 

“Well, why don’t we just begin our letter with ‘Divine Westley,’ and 
appeal to his sense of modesty,” the Prince suggested. 

Buttercup began to write, stopped. “Does ‘divine’ begin de or di?” (228) 
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2.  Buttercup’s Certainty 
 
“It doesn’t matter whether you sent the ships or not. Westley will come 

for me. There is a God; I know that. And there is love; I know that too; so 
Westley will save me.” 

“You’re a silly girl, now go to your room.” 
“Yes, I am a silly girl and, yes again, I will go to my room, and you are a 

coward with a heart filled with nothing but fear.” 
The Prince had to laugh. “The greatest hunter in the world and you say I 

am a coward?” 
“I do, I do indeed. I’m getting much smarter as I age. I say you are a 

coward and you are; I think you hunt only to reassure yourself that you are not 
what you are: the weakest thing to ever walk the Earth. He will come for me 
and then we will be gone, and you will be helpless for all your hunting, 
because Westley and I are joined by the bond of love and you cannot track that, 
not with a thousand bloodhounds, and you cannot break it, not with a 
thousand swords.” 

Humperdinck screamed toward her then, ripping at her autumn hair, 
yanking her from her feet and down the long curving corridor to her room, 
where he tore that door open and threw her inside and locked her there and 
started running for the underground entrance to the Zoo of Death— (256) 
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3.  Anticipating Westley 
 
It was 5:30 when the Prince stood up and approached the 

Archdean firmly. “Man and wife,” he shouted. “Man and wife. Say 
that!” 

“I’m not there yet,” the Archdean answered. 
“You just arrived,” the Prince replied. “Now!” 
Buttercup could picture Westley rounding the final corner. 

There were four guards outside waiting. At ten seconds per 
guard, she began figuring, but then stopped, because numbers 
had always been her enemy. She looked down at her hands. Oh, I 
hope he still thinks I’m pretty, she thought; those nightmares took 
a lot out of me. 

“Man and wife, you’re man and wife,” the Archdean said.
(310) 
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4.  Buttercup Resolves to Die 
 
Buttercup, for her part, walked very slowly and peacefully between 

the old King and Queen. There was no need ever to worry, not with 
Westley there to stop her wedding and take her away forever. The truth of 
her situation did not take genuine effect until she was halfway to 
Humperdinck’s room. 

There was no Westley. 
No sweet Westley. He had not seen fit to come for her. 
She gave a terrible sigh. Not so much of sadness as of farewell. Once 

she got to Humperdinck’s room, it would all be done. He had a splendid 
collection of swords and cutlery. 

She had never seriously contemplated suicide before. Oh, of course 
she’d thought about it; every girl does from time to time. But never 
seriously. To her quiet surprise, she found it was going to be the easiest 
thing in the world. She reached the Prince’s chamber, said good night to 
the Royal Family, and went directly to the wall display of weaponry. The 
time was then 5:46. (312) 
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5.  Reunion of True Love? 
 
 “I’m going to tell you something once and then whether you 

die or not is strictly up to you,” Westley said, lying pleasantly on 
the bed. Across the room, the Prince held the sword high. “What 
I’m going to tell you is this: drop your sword, and if you do, then 
I will leave with this baggage here”—he glanced at Buttercup— 
”and you will be tied up but not fatally, and will soon be free to 
go about your business. And if you choose to fight, well, then, we 
will not both leave alive.” (320) 
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6.  The Dread Pirate Roberts 
 
“Tie him,” Westley said to Buttercup. “Be quick about it—use 

the curtain sashes; they look enough to hold him—” 
“You’d do it so much better,” Buttercup replied. “I’ll get the 

sashes, but I really think you should do the actual tying.” 
“Woman,” Westley roared, “you are the property of the 

Dread Pirate Roberts and you . . . do . . . what . . . you’re . . . told!” 
Buttercup gathered the sashes and did what she could with 

tying up her husband. 
Humperdinck lay flat while she did it. He seemed strangely 

happy. “I wasn’t afraid of you,” he said to Westley. “I dropped my 
sword because it will be so much more pleasure for me to hunt 
you down.” (322)  



What This Book Says 

7.  The Barber’s Ending 
 
“I suppose I was dying again, so I asked the Lord of Permanent 

Affection for the strength to live the day. Clearly, the answer came in the 
affirmative.” 

“I didn’t know there was such a Fellow,” Buttercup said. 
“Neither did I, in truth, but if He didn’t exist, I didn’t much want to 

either.” 
The four great horses seemed almost to fly toward Florin Channel. 
“It appears to me as if we’re doomed, then,” Buttercup said. 
Westley looked at her. “Doomed, madam?” 
“To be together. Until one of us dies.” 
“I’ve done that already, and I haven’t the slightest intention of ever 

doing it again,” Westley said. 
Buttercup looked at him. “Don’t we sort of have to sometime?” 
“Not if we promise to outlive each other, and I make that promise 

now.” 
Buttercup looked at him. “Oh my Westley, so do I.” (325-326) 
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8.  Morgenstern’s Ending 
 
Buttercup looked at him. “Oh my Westley, so do I.” 
From behind them suddenly, closer than they had imagined, 

they could hear the roar of Humperdinck: “Stop them! Cut them 
off!” They were, admittedly, startled, but there was no reason for 
worry: they were on the fastest horses in the kingdom, and the 
lead was already theirs. 

However, this was before Inigo’s wound reopened, and 
Westley relapsed again, and Fezzik took the wrong turn, and 
Buttercup’s horse threw a shoe. And the night behind them was 
filled with the crescendoing sound of pursuit. . . . (326-327) 



What This Book Says 

9.  Goldman’s Ending 
 
 Well, I’m an abridger, so I’m entitled to a few ideas of my own. Did 

they make it? Was the pirate ship there? You can answer it for yourself, 
but, for me, I say yes it was. And yes, they got away. And got their 
strength back and had lots of adventures and more than their share of 
laughs. 

But that doesn’t mean I think they had a happy ending either. 
Because, in my opinion anyway, they squabbled a lot, and Buttercup lost 
her looks eventually, and one day Fezzik lost a fight and some hotshot kid 
whipped Inigo with a sword and Westley was never able to really sleep 
sound because of Humperdinck maybe being on the trail. 

I’m not trying to make this a downer, understand. I mean, I really do 
think that love is the best thing in the world, except for cough drops. But I 
also have to say, for the umpty-umpth time, that life isn’t fair. It’s just 
fairer than death, that’s all. (327) 
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10.  Kelly Orazi’s Interpretation 

I disliked the introduction and the interruptions so much the first time I read 
the novel a couple years ago. But re-reading the book for this class I suddenly like 
the frame narration because I think it all works as a commentary on storytelling, and 
reading books as a kid versus reading them as an adult. As annoying as Goldman 
narrator is in the introduction, I find it quite beautiful how we’re given this very 
modern scene of Goldman in LA, an unsatisfied and confused adult stuck in a world 
where his favorite novel as a kid has not only left him, but has pretty much dropped 
out of existence. But here’s the thing: the book keeps coming back to him. Those scenes 
of the modern LA world are beautifully juxtaposed with short bursts of memories of 
a father struggling to read to his child. Goldman can’t shake it off. 

Reading The Princess Bride is a bit like that, only opposite. The story isn’t 
infiltrating our modern world. Instead, the real world keeps interrupting our story. 
It’s almost like those interruptions pull us right out of that experience, reminding us 
that we’re reading a story/book so that we can appreciate being able to read the 
book all the more. Whenever we get to Goldman’s annotations we become a bit like 
Prince Humperdinck at his wedding: “Westley is right there, on the other side of the 
door! Can’t we just skip to the end!?” (or “Yes, yes get on with it” is usually how I feel 
reading the annotations). We can’t shake off the real world. Or can we? Isn’t that 
what we do as we read this fairy tale? The frame narrative keeps reminding us that 
we have the luxury to escape in a story and makes us anticipate the story almost 
even more because we just want to return to it.  

But do you think this is wishful thinking on my part? Or could this be 
Goldman’s intention? 

 



What This Book Says 

11.  Aside on Authorial Bitterness 
 
Besides, and here Inigo felt deep pain, he wasn’t that great a 

fencer, not anymore, he couldn’t be, hadn’t he just been beaten? 
Once, true, he had been a titan, but now, now— 
*** 
     What happens here that you aren’t going to read is the six-page 
soliloquy from Inigo in which Morgenstern, through Inigo, reflects on 
the anguish of fleeting glory. The reason for the soliloquy here is that 
Morgenstern’s previous book had gotten bombed by the critics and also 
hadn’t sold beans. (Aside—did you know that Robert Browning’s first 
book of poems didn’t sell one copy? True. Even his mother didn’t buy it 
at her local bookstore. Have you ever heard anything more humiliating?) 
(205) 
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12.  Gnawing Discontent 

 
I spent that whole night thinking Buttercup married Humperdinck. It just 

rocked me. How can I explain it, but the world didn’t work that way. Good got 
attracted to good, evil you flushed down the john and that was that. But their 
marriage—I couldn’t make it jibe. God, did I work at it. First I thought that 
probably Buttercup had this fantastic effect on Humperdinck and turned him 
into a kind of Westley, or maybe Westley and Humperdinck turned out to be 
long-lost brothers and Humperdinck was so happy to get his brother back he 
said, ‘Look, Westley, I didn’t realize who you were when I married her so what 
I’ll do is I’ll divorce her and you marry her and that way we’ll all be happy.’ To 
this day I don’t think I was ever more creative. 

But it didn’t take. Something was wrong and I couldn’t lose it. Suddenly 
there was this discontent gnawing away until it had a place big enough to 
settle in and then it curled up and stayed there and it’s still inside me lurking 
as I write this now. 

The next night, when my father went back to reading and the marriage 
turned out to have been Buttercup’s dream, I screamed ‘I knew it, all along I 
knew it,’ and my father said, ‘So you’re happy now, it’s all right now, we can 
please continue?’ and I said ‘Go’ and he did. 

But I wasn’t happy. Oh my ears were happy, I guess, my story sense was 
happy, my heart too, but in my, I suppose you have to call it ‘soul,’ there was 
that damn discontent, shaking its dark head. (215-216) 
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13.  What This Book Is About 
 
And that’s when she put her book down. And looked at me. And 

said it: ‘Life isn’t fair, Bill. We tell our children that it is, but it’s a terrible 
thing to do. It’s not only a lie, it’s a cruel lie. Life is not fair, and it never 
has been, and it’s never going to be.’ 

Would you believe that for me right then it was like one of those 
comic books where the lightbulb goes on over Mandrake the Magician’s 
head? ‘It isn’t!’ I said, so loud I really startled her. ‘You’re right. It’s not 
fair.’ I was so happy if I’d known how to dance, I’d have started dancing. 
‘Isn’t that great, isn’t it just terrific?’ I think along about here Edith must 
have thought I was well on my way toward being bonkers. 

But it meant so much to me to have it said and out and free and 
flying—that was the discontent I endured the night my father stopped 
reading, I realized right then. That was the reconciliation I was trying to 
make and couldn’t. 

And that’s what I think this book’s about. All those Columbia 
experts can spiel all they want about the delicious satire; they’re crazy. 
This book says ‘life isn’t fair’ and I’m telling you, one and all, you better 
believe it. (217) 
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14.  He Must Never Love Again 
 
‘You mean he wins, Daddy? Jesus, what did you read me this thing 

for?’ and I buried my head in my pillow and I never cried like that again, 
not once to this day. I could feel almost my heart emptying into my 
pillow. I guess the most amazing thing about crying though is that when 
you’re in it, you think it’ll go on forever but it never really lasts half what 
you think. Not in terms of real time. In terms of real emotions, it’s worse 
than you think, but not by the clock. When my father came back, it 
couldn’t have been even an hour later. 

‘So,’ he said, ‘shall we go on tonight or not?’ 
‘Shoot,’ I told him. Eyes dry, no catch in throat, nothing. ‘Fire when 

ready.’ 
‘With Inigo?’ 
‘Let’s hear the murder,’ I said. I knew I wasn’t about to bawl again. 

Like Buttercup’s, my heart was now a secret garden and the walls were 
very high. (258-259) 


