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“Time to wake up,” he said, and poured the Shake 'n” Wake potion into the monster’s
feeding tube. For a long moment, there was silence. Then...
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“GRAAAGH!”

The mighty beast sat bolt upright! It was vast — twice as big as the Creature — and
covered from head to toe in crocodile-like scales. It gnashed its three massive fangs and
waved its six massive arms as it dragged itself to its feet and began smashing everything in
sight.

“Lugs and mumbles, it’s alive!” screamed Freakfinder, and made a dash for the stairs.
The beast immediately fixed its mad glare upon the short, fat human, and roared again.
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“DES-DESTROY!”

“WAaAH! Keep away from me, you — you freak!” screamed Freakfinder. He dropped
the sack and bolted up the stairs and out of the lab, with the mighty monster lumbering
after him.

“Master! Professor!” cried Stitch Head. He reached up and managed to untie the rope
round his ankle, which sent him falling to the floor. He scrambled to his feet and raced
over to the struggling, sack-bound professor and set him free.

“Oh, my head! What in the name of my father’s stripy socks is happening? I said no
visitors...” he grumbled, rubbing his head and struggling to his feet. Stitch Head looked
up to Arabella. She raised her thumb and shouted, “Nice one!” as loudly as any girl has
ever shouted.

Stitch Head watched the professor steady himself and rub his eyes. He had done it. He
had saved his master and rescued the castle... That was all that mattered.
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“Ah-hA-HA! T knew it! I knew I could bring my creation to life!” cried the professor,
surveying his wrecked laboratory. “I've still got it, Father! I've still got the knack! Ha HA!”

Stitch Head smiled, and began to retreat back into the darkness, but as he did so, he
knocked the small red potion bottle, which lay, empty, upon the ground. It skittered and
clinked along the floor. Stitch Head froze. The professor looked down — and right at him!
Stitch Head held his breath, but after a few seconds, the professor reached down to the
bottle, and picked it up.

“Shake n’ Wake,” he said, reading the bottle. “Hmm ... I don’t remember adding any of
that. Genius! I must be even better than I thought! Either that or 'm going mad.”

Stitch Head sighed. Everything had changed, but some things, it seemed, never would.
He turned away and headed towards the door.

“Stitch Head?” whispered a voice.

Stitch Head froze again. It couldn’t be... The professor’s voice! Was he hearing things?
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He slowly turned round. Professor Erasmus peered at his first creation as if he was
searching for some long-lost memory.

“Stitch Head,” he said again. “I called you Stitch Head.”

He remembered... He remembered!
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Stitch Head brimmed with almost-life. It was as if all the sadness he had ever felt had
been suddenly banished into the dark corners of Grotteskew, and a great weight had lifted
from his tiny shoulders. He felt as light as air, as if he might float up into the rafters.

“Yes, master,” he whispered. “You called me Stitch Head.”

Then, a scant moment later, the professor cried, “Right! On to the next experiment!”
and immediately began rummaging through a half-open drawer. “Yes, yes! THIS will be
my greatest creation ever!”

Still, Stitch Head smiled. It was enough, for the moment, that the professor
remembered him at all.
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UNFORGETTABLE
(Stiteh Head chooses almost-1ife)
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Stitch Head and Arabella talked for the rest of the night, about monsters, creatures, mad
things! Although he still thought she was distractingly scary, he couldn’t help but like her.
She even helped him give a calming tonic to the professor’s newest monster ... but only
after it had chased Fulbert Freakfinder out of the castle. The bewildered beast quickly
made friends with the other creations in the castle, and, by chance, decided to call itself
“Fulbert”.

‘What’s more, Arabella refused to return to Grubbers Nubbin until the Creature had
returned home, which it did, with the first light of sunrise.

“That was FUN!” cried the Creature, sitting down beside them. “One minute I was all,
‘Oh NO! TOWNSFOLK!” And then I was like, ‘GRAAAOWOo00O! I'm a MONSTER!” What
anight... Plus, | DEFINITELY didn’t EAT anyone!”
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“Glad to hear it!” chuckled Arabella.

R B e A

As the sun crept through the cracks of Castle Grotteskew, Stitch Head, Arabella and the
Creature climbed up to the rafters above the professor’s laboratory and watched as
Erasmus began work on yet another creation.

“Suppose I'd better get back to Grubbers Nubbin,” said Arabella. “Nan will probably be
wondering where [ am — I ain’t been missing for this long since I tried to join the army.”

“Come and visit ANY time!” said the Creature. “We make quite a TEAM, right?
BESTEST friends FOR EVER!”

“Friends...” repeated Stitch Head. He looked down at the professor, and remembered
the years he had spent watching from a distance. Perhaps, he thought, he had spent long
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enough as a ghost. Perhaps it was time to try living. Or at least, almost-living.

“That — that sounds nice,” he said.

“What a bunch of girls! We should be out there trying to find Fatfinder to smash his
face off, not sitting here getting all cuddly! Still, at least you lot are completely bonkers. I
like mad things. The madder, the better.”

“GREAT!” cried the Creature. “So, what shall we do NOW? Wait, I know, let’s play
cowboys! No, wait — let’s play hide-and-seek! No, wait — let’s find me a NAME! What do
you think? Bob? Brian? Benjamin? Benedict? Balthazar? Bill? Boris? Bertie? Badger?”

Stitch Head and Arabella began to giggle as the Creature knocked on its own head,
hoping to loosen more names from its brain.

This is the almost-life, thought Stitch Head. He no longer knew what the future held for
him, but one thing was for sure...

It was going to be unforgettable.
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(how to meet your maker)
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Stitch Head and Arabella left the moon-mad Creature to chase after the not-so-angry
mob, and raced to find the professor. Little did they know, Freakfinder had already
tracked down the professor’s laboratory. There was Erasmus, still struggling to awaken
his newest creation, oblivious to the recent hullabaloo.

“Live, curse you!” he screamed, pulling yet more levers and pouring another pint of
fizzing liquid into the monster’s feeding tube. “By my father’s lab coat, why won’t you
live?”

“Erasmus! Can I call you Erasmus? Would you prefer Professor? Prof? Profster?” cried
Freakfinder, as he burst into the lab. “Lugs and mumbles, I've been lookin’ all over for
you.”

“What is the meaning of this intrusion?” the professor hissed. “Get out of here this
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instant! No visitors!”

“T have to admit, I expected to see a few more monsters on my way here,” said
Freakfinder, peering at the impressive, albeit lifeless, creation lying on the operating
table. “But by the sound of all that roarin’, they’re too busy fighting off my angry mob...”

“What are you blathering about?” screeched the professor. “I am at a most crucial point
in my experiment! No visitors!”

“Visitors? Heaven forbid!” laughed Freakfinder, as he trotted down the stone stairs into
the lab. “I'm not a visitor ... 'm your new employer. You're going to make me monsters,
creatures, mad things ... you're going to make me rich.”

“Silence! I will not be interrupted! I am about to bring almost-life into the world! If T
can just work out what I've forgotten... Bah!” cried the professor.

“Don’t worry, your crustiness, you'll have plenty of opportunity to make monsters, on
my terms, of course,” grinned Freakfinder — and threw the sack over the professor.
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“Stop! I must continue my experiment!” cried Erasmus, as Freakfinder pulled the sack
tight and threw him to the ground. “Unhand me!”

“Put a sock in it, you old lizard!” snapped Freakfinder, and began dragging the
professor across the stone floor.

“Freakfinder!” came a tiny cry. “Let him go!”

Freakfinder looked up — and up, and up. There, in the rafters, was Stitch Head. He was
clutching a tiny red bottle in his hand.

“I was wonderin’ when you’d show your sewn-up face again!” shouted Freakfinder.
“Well you're too late — the professor’s comin’ with me, and there’s nothin’ you can do
about it!”

Stitch Head took off his bag of potions and laid it on one of the wooden beams.

“You sure about this?” asked Arabella, as she tied a piece of rope round his ankle. “I've
never even heard of a ‘Dingle Dangle’...”
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Stitch Head nodded grimly. “It’s the only plan I've got... Let’s just hope this Shake n’
Wake works as well as it did on you,” replied Stitch Head, shuffling on to the X that the
Creature had drawn days earlier. He took a deep breath and cried, “Freakfinder! This —
this is your last chance! Let the professor go!”

“Go pop a stitch, you little snot!” guffawed Freakfinder. “It’s over! You've lost! Forget
it!”

“T'll never forget,” whispered Stitch Head. He gripped the red bottle tightly, and
jumped.

“YAAAAAAaaaAHHH!” screamed Stitch Head as he fell. He saw the ground coming up
fast, and closed his eyes. He suddenly wondered if he’d been wrong to trust the human
girl, when the rope pulled tight. He opened his ice-blue eye to find himself dangling above
the professor’s new creation for the second time that day. He stared at the bottle in his
hand.




