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[twenty years later] 

 

«No way! It must be him» a sudden shiver ran under my skin as I noticed the location of the 

last murder. “Strangled man in San Frediano Street. Witness from across the street 

describes the offender as a tall frightening figure, almost like a supernatural being. The 

victim has three big marks on his throat but no other signs of abuse.” «Jeremy! It’s near us, 

are you listening?» A slight snort came from the phone and I could already predict what was 

coming for me… «You’re still on that research, aren’t you? How many times do I have to tell 

you there is no such thing as a monster created by a crazy doctor with parts of corpses? 

Nicole, you have gone too far with this, not only aren’t you working anymore but you are 

ruining your chances to succeed as a journalist since no one is going to hire a homeless 

woman or worse - a dead one. You’re putting yourself in trouble and I’m tired of going on 

and on about this everytime.» He just didn’t get it, he didn’t believe me but I knew it did exist: 

and now it was near me, the last attack had been in Turin but now he was finally here in 

Pisa. I would have preferred my boyfriend Jeremy to be on my side but I had to accept that 

he didn’t understand, so I would have to do it alone. «Yeah, ok, you’re right. Sorry I have to 

go now, I’ll call later. Bye» I hung up, finished reading the article and put it with my tools in a 

backpack. As I looked for my keys, I noticed the apartment looked really dirty and messy, 

and a sense of sadness arose against me. But - here they were! Time to find the monster! 

The energy came back and I was ready to go out, I closed the door and headed to San 

Frediano Street to investigate. 

 

The road was deserted - probably because of the cold weather of that Sunday morning, and 

the fear about what had happened hours before in that exact spot. I could easily reenact the 

scene in my head: the man was the owner of the shop and got scared as the tall figure 

entered the place, the monster wanted something from the shelves and took it the hard way. 

I acknowledged that there wasn’t much for me to do here, what I needed to do was look for 

the monster - but where? I pulled out a map from my backpack and highlighted the Street of 

the attack, near the other red crosses. Every place and every murder had to have something 

in common: as I looked closer I noticed a pattern, the victims were all around 50 years old 

and they all looked vaguely like Doctor Frankenstein. While at the crime scene, I was being 

observed… I decided to walk away for a couple blocks until I ended up in front of an 

abandoned house. I took the opportunity and went in.  

 

As I walked around the place, I realised somebody might have been living there. I heard 

some noises and followed them into a room: as soon as I got there, silence fell and I saw a 

big human-ish shadow reflected in the window glass. The figure walked up to me from 

behind and grabbed my arm. I turned around and saw him from the front. His body was tall, 

deadly, his head presented seams and sutures and his skin was dull. It was him. I started 

running away but as I crossed the exit door, I saw the police in front of the yard and I headed 

towards them to warn them about what I saw inside the house. The detective commanded 

his men to take me to the police station, accusing me of the last murders, not even listening 

to my words. I was handcuffed and forced into the car, I protested and tried to explain that I 

was not the murderer even though my situation looked pretty bad, due to the file records for 

my research being in my backpack. But suddenly, while the car stopped at a red light, 

someone broke my car door and dragged me out: I passed out due to the shock. 
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I woke up in a bed, covered by a huge blanket. I started looking around: it looked like an 

abandoned house, but not the same one as earlier. There was more furniture and near my 

bed, on the night table, lay a tray with a loaf of bread and a glass of water, I’m starving. All of 

a sudden the creature spoke from afar: «You’re awake». I looked at him speechless, then at 

the tray again. «For you» he invited me to suit myself with a hand gesture. As I timidly 

started eating, he began to tell me his side of the story. How his “father” had created him and 

then neglected him, how he had killed all his loved ones and then started to go after 

everyone who reminded him of his “creator”. He told me about his loneliness, his hatred and 

his fear. I understood then that he was a victim himself and everything started to make 

sense, but mostly I could see that he had a heart. I prompted him to sit on the bed, with a 

gentle gesture, and he followed. In a moment, my fear vanished  and turned into some sort 

of passion. I realised I had become so obsessed with finding him because I had developed 

feelings for him. As he leaned towards me, in his eyes I could see he felt the same about 

me. «Wait,» I stopped him, as a few centimetres divided us. «I just realised I don't know your 

name». I saw his eyes turn sad, suggesting his father never gave him one. Without thinking 

twice I kissed him. It was one of the strangest kisses of my life, but at the same time the best 

one. I could feel the coldness of his external body as well as the warmth of his heart. «I shall 

call you Stitch, because I believe you can cure your wounds with love». He smiled.  

 

It's been a year since that kiss and I just released “Nobody is born a Monster”, an article 

about Stitch and how trauma can wound people and love can heal them, which has 

benefited us economically and made everybody respect and understand him.  

 

 


