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Introduction 
 
 
 
Imagine having your life taken away from you in an instant. Imagine being locked up in a 
room in a distant cellar with no window or any contact with the world, other than through the 
man who captured you. You have no idea what he wants. Your instincts will probably tell you 
he is only at it for sex. He wants to rape you and make you his sex slave. There are no limits 
to what your mind will provide you. But you can never know what he wants to do with you 
until he has already done it. Maybe that is what is scary, not knowing. But in the end it does 
not matter what your instincts tell you, you are still captured and you won’t get out unless he 
lets you. That would brake most people, since like I said not knowing what somebody wants 
to do with you is probably the worst feeling in the world. 

So then what should you do? You can not ask him what he wants to do with you since you 
know he won’t tell you the truth. I mean, who in the world would trust a stranger keeping you 
hostige saying he is not going to harm you? I know I wouldn’t. Maybe you could try and talk 
him out of it, even though it seems pointless. He might be weaker than you think. If that 
doesn’t work you could always put up a fight. It isn’t safe and you will have to consider the 
consequences before acting, since that might be the last thing you do in life. You have no idea 
what is going on in his mind. He might be really disturbed. He could kill you while fighting 
against you in your attempt to escape. Then it is all over. But then at least you get to die an 
honourable death; people will most likely admire you for not giving up without a fight.  

If you want to do neither of the above alternatives you can always throw yourself at him and 
get it over with. One can almost be surtain he is in it for sex, since that is almost always the 
motive. But if that doesn’t work you could try and become friends with him and maybe you 
will coax it out of him.  
 
If you have tried everything without any luck there is nothing left for you to do other than to 
give up. Admit he has won and that you are done trying to escape. Show you are inferior to 
him and that you will not be reluctant any more. Maybe he will let you escape with your life, 
or maybe he’ll simply let you die. No matter what you do there are no guaranties that you will 
get out safe and sound, most likely you won’t. Even if you do you won’t be the same as you 
were before the incident. That might be a good thing, but it can also be bad. Maybe you will 
never be able to go outside again due to the fear of being kidnapped again. Maybe you won’t 
be able to trust another man again either. You will live dreading for that situation to ever 
appear again, knowing it might. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Only a dream 
 
 
 
The beginning of the book is strangely surreal. Right from the first sentence one can tell this 
is a story about an extremely disturbed person. It runs like this; “When she was home from 
her boarding school I used to see her almost every day sometimes, because their house was 
right opposite to the Town Hall Annexe”. I suppose it would not have given the same 
impression if the sentence hadn’t said “...because their house was right opposite...”, since it 
then would have seemed like this was a woman this person was meeting regularly. But that 
specific part makes it impersonal and one can begin to understand what sick and twisted story 
is to be told.  

I could never have imagined someone being as obsessed as this person. How can a man 
study a woman this closely without being caught? It doesn’t make sense to me. Someone must 
have noticed his strange behaviour. Standing by the window watching someone and always 
carrying a journal with him, in which he would mark down seeing her, for no specific reason. 
Maybe the people around him find him strange in a harmless way and would never imagine 
him being a stalker.  

Another thing; how can this woman not notice being watched? I mean, she walks around 
every day without a clue of what is going on. It is like they live in two different worlds and 
yet so close to one another. That if anything makes me doubt my own ability to be aware of 
what is going on in my vicinity. It makes me doubt that if the same thing should happen to me 
I will be as clueless as she is. Maybe it is happening to me already. How am I supposed to 
know when she doesn’t? 
 
As the book develops I begin to understand why this man is disturbed. It goes back to his 
childhood, which was extremely disoriented. His father died in a car accident, his mother left 
with a stranger and his uncle died right in front of him, forcing him to live with his aunt and 
cousin. I can’t even begin to imagine how disturbed that would make me. So I pity him. 
Unwillingly though since there are other ways to deal with your problems than to become a 
stalker.  

What confuses me is how he feels sorry for himself. He does it by judging other people. He 
claims everybody looks down upon him in restaurants, and makes him feel unwelcome in 
society. But maybe he is the one with the problems, obviously he is. He lets people treat him 
badly and I don’t see him doing anything to stop it. To me he is a watcher; he watches people 
live their lives while dreaming about his life. He dreams about this woman he is obsessed with 
and imagines their life together. He claims it is nothing sexual, but still he wants to have 
children with her. Isn’t that strange?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Dream becoming reality 
 
 
 
I didn’t believe the story could be any creepier than it already was, but I was wrong. The man 
is actually planning on how he is going to capture this woman and put her in a cellar, in which 
she will live until he can trust her enough to know she is not going to try and escape. He 
wants her to fall in love with him; he honestly believes that she will someday. He goes over it 
and over it in his mind trying to piece things together. In what way is he supposed to capture 
her? He can’t afford to make any mistakes at all, so the capturing must go smoothly. 
Otherwise his dream will fall to pieces. And if it does he will not have anything to live for, to 
breathe for. It will all be a waste.  

To make what is only a dream reality he has to do an enormous amount of planning. He 
buys an old cottage in which he rebuilds its cellar into a prison. That is where he is going to 
keep his precious Miranda, the woman he is stalking. He calls her his guest, but can you really 
call someone you are going to imprison a “guest”? I do not believe you can. I think the right 
word for her would be “prisoner”. But I suppose he likes to think of her as his guest since, 
according to him, she is going to fall in love with him and then marry him, which will make 
her free again. Then it would be wrong for her to be a prisoner since you don not marry 
prisoners and you also don’t treat them as well as he is going to do with her. He even buys her 
clothes he thought she would like; he had been watching her to find out what kind of clothes 
she wears. It was going to be perfect. 
 
On page 26 the man actually compares Miranda to a butterfly; “It finally ten days later 
happened as it sometimes does with butterflies”. He claims she hands herself to him “on a 
plate” and that she somehow wants him to capture her; though she is not aware of it yet.  

Another strange thing I have noticed is that there are no chapters. That seems out of the 
ordinary when in comes to books. Maybe there is a reason behind it. Maybe this man is 
incapable to define how much time has passed. It might all be indistinct in a mess of 
unfamiliar feelings. Anyhow this way of writing is fairly clever since it forces the reader to 
sharpen his mind not to be confused. But it can also be slightly annoying from time to time 
and you have to read the same part over and over to be able to understand.  
 
So far I feel the book is sort of interesting and terrifying at the same time. It is like you want 
to read more to see what will happen, but also you want the story to end before something 
expected is to happen. Somehow you grudgingly want the man to capture Miranda only to 
find out how she will escape from it. But one can also tell she will not be able to avoid the 
incident since the book has quite a few pages. Of course something else could happen, like the 
man being caught or similar, but most likely Miranda will be captured and kept imprisoned 
for some time.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Capturing a Butterfly 
 
 
 
As the book continues to develop and the capturing approaches I keep thinking:”don’t do it, 
don’t do it”. I do not want him to destroy Miranda’s life little less his own. He could live in 
his dream not letting it become reality. Then everyone could be happy, except maybe himself, 
but who cares? It is wrong to get hold of someone’s freedom, and to control their life. I mean 
who is to decide what anyone other than you is allowed to do and not to do? Where would 
you get the idea of it being alright for you to capture an innocent person, take away her rights 
and put her in what can resemble a prison?   

But what is strange is that despite that thought I somehow want it to happen. I do not know 
why, maybe it is for the excitement or simply because I want to know how she is going to 
escape from it. I might want to see how sharp she actually is, and also get some advice on 
how to escape from a situation like the one about to appear.  
 
Anyhow, the story develops and my worst apprehensions are verified. The man captures 
Miranda in a most obscure way. He asks her for some advice and helpful as she is she gives it 
to him, which will be the end of her freedom. Without a doubt he captures her when she least 
expects it. I can only imagine the disorientation and fear she is filled with at that point. She 
must be dreading her life wishing it all to be no more than a nightmare about to end. He on the 
other hand is extremely proud of himself for gaining the courage to make his dream turn into 
reality. Now is only the beginning to what life will provide for him. He is going to make her 
fall in love with him, and things will go his way eventually. Now there is nothing to stop him 
from living out his dream.  

I keep wondering what is going on in her mind at the time of the capturing. She must be 
devastated and terrified. The author does not give you any information about her in this part 
of the book; you only get to read the man’s point of view. That I find rather strange since it 
often is in the reader’s best interest to know both sides of the story. But maybe you will get to 
read about her view later on in the book and if so then I believe it is a very interesting book 
and it is also extremely well written.  

I also wonder how nobody in the vicinity would notice the incident taking place. I have 
many theories but will never know the correct story. It could be that nobody noticed since 
there was not anyone there at the time. That would be the easy way of looking at it. But it 
could also be that there were people there but they did not see them or simply did not care. If 
they did not care then that is for them to live with for the rest of their lives. But that is not all 
they will be forced to do. Since somebody was really in danger I suppose that would count as 
a felony. I believe they could be convicted for helping a kidnapper. At least that is what they 
should be. But if nobody noticed then there is not much anyone could have done. She was 
doomed to be captured. It was inevitable. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Living for nothing 
 
 
 
The man, who calles himself Ferdinand, has now captured Miranda and is extremely proud of 
himself. He is secure about himself and his action and feels no remorse what so ever. But he 
feels a certain bit of insecurity on how to proceed now that he has captured her and fulfilled a 
part of his dream. How should he make her fall in love with him? He made all these plans on 
how to capture her but left out the rest; like what to do afterwards.  

Miranda is devastated at this point. She does not know where she is or what she is doing 
there. She is clueless when it comes to what this man wants from her. She is certain though 
that he is going to rape her. But what will he do after that? He has arranged the room very 
neatly as if he is going to keep a guest there for quite some time. The thought of having to 
spend another minute in that room is beyond her. That is something she dreads and she would 
rather die than to stay in there. There is no window and the air is sort of stuffy. How could she 
possibly be able to live there? If he does not murder her, the room eventually will. It will suck 
her breath out and slowly suffocate her until there is nothing left other than her dead body.  

But still she manages to stay calm and focused, which is way more than I would ever be 
able to do. I would probably make a lot of noise and use force, but it would obviously be in 
vain. Ferdinand seems to be stronger than Miranda and I believe she can tell. Maybe that is 
why she did not make an attempt to escape at first; she wanted to come up with a strategy.  
 
The story gives me the creeps. I will probably have nightmares about this happening to me 
and dread for the possibility of ever having to experience it. I mean how can anyone feel safe 
when there are mentally disturbed people like Ferdinand on the loose. I realize this is only a 
story but one can never know where it comes from. It might be a true story. Anyway, one can 
not worry too much about what could happen, little less be afraid of everything. If the 
situation ought to come up then one will have to deal with it. But until then one should live as 
if it will not happen. That is the most effective way of living a full life.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Trying to escape 
 
 
 
Miranda makes quite a few attempts to escape, but they are in vain. It is becoming useless and 
you can feel how she is nearly giving up, but never really does. She wants nothing more than 
to be set free and begs him to release her. She claims that if he really loves her then he would 
let her go. To him she is like a butterfly; once captured they can never be set free. If he did he 
would have to suffer the consequences and that he is not willing to do. He has now got the 
butterfly he always wanted and he is not about to let it fly away to spread the word around. He 
knows that despite her promises of not saying a word to anyone he can not trust her for one 
second. He is aware of the circumstances and what lies are brought with them. Every word 
coming from her mouth these first few days are pure lies.  

Miranda’s attempts to escape are very imaginative and artistic, like herself, and would make 
anyone keeping her imprisoned insecure. I admire her strength and ability to keep a level head 
at most times, obviously she loses it occationally. Once she tried to dig a hole through the 
wall with a nail, but the wall was too thick and had way too many layers for her to get 
through. But it was worth the experience since she showed him she was not to give up without 
a fight. I suppose it surprised him that she was that reluctant to live in the neat room he had 
made simply for her. I believe it offended him since they were, in his mind, a couple living 
together in peace.  
 
I wonder how someone like Ferdinand can be so inconsiderate of someone’s feelings, 
especially since he loves her and all. But I do not believe he really loves her as much as the 
illusion of her. He likes to look at her like one of his butterflies whom he has captured and put 
in a frame, only this time it is quite more abusive than the other times, when he was collecting 
actual butterflies. I am not saying collecting butterflies is not horrible and abusive, because it 
truly is. I am saying that he is now capturing someone with the ability to make a conversation 
and express feelings in a decipherable way. I am sure the butterflies suffer in the same way as 
Miranda does, only they are not able to tell you about it.  

So then what is there to do when you have tried almost everything without success? Is it 
possible you might have missed your chance of ever being released due to your attempt to 
escape? Maybe if you would have only let him do whatever he wanted you to do; fall in love 
with him and marry him, then he would have finally set you free. But it is impossible to know 
and since you can not go back you will never find out. What you can do though is to never 
give up; never let him win. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Keeping a trofy 
 
 
 
I have now come to the second part of the book where you get to read about Miranda’s point 
of view. She keeps a journal to make time pass, in which she writes down what has happened 
during the day and also some memories from her past; from when she was free. She writes 
about her friend G.P, to whom she can not reveal her feelings. She is obviously drawn to him 
but does not want to admit it, since he is old enough to be her father. In my opinion he is a lot 
like Ferdinand; they are both lone wolves and they do not love and cherish women like most 
do. Ferdinand only loves the illusion of women; to look at them and imagine a life together 
with them. He doesn’t really want to touch them or make love to them, he wants them to stay 
at an arms lenght away. G.P is the exact opposite, but he still treats women with the same 
disrespect. He wants them for one night and then never more. He finds them disposable. It is 
all about sexual intercourse, no emotions what so ever.  

In her journals Miranda also incourages herself to stay focused and alert and use every 
possible opportunity to try and escape from the prison she is captured in. She often begins by 
writing “I must get out of here”. Maybe that is a way to show she is still eager to be free 
again; to go back to living her life like before, only with a better perspective. I believe it is a 
clever way to keep one’s head up and never let the guard down.  

But I wonder what she will do if she manages to get out. Will she live in fear the rest of her 
life? Will she expect to see him round every corner, behind every bush and in every room? I 
suppose I would. I do not believe I would ever be able to recover from an experience similar 
to this one. I would probably end up committing suicide due to the fear and the remaining 
scars. Sad but true.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Savour life 
 
 
 
Somewhere along the way Miranda falls ill. Not with an ordinary disease like a cold or 
something similar, but with pneumonia. I believe it might be because of her loneliness and the 
stuffy room in the cellar she is being imprisoned in. But there could be other reasons to, like 
the enormous amount of stress the occurrence has put on her body and her mind. Whatever 
the reason is there is nothing to do about it and I do not believe she could have prevented it in 
any way.  

At first Ferdinand believes this is only another one of her attempts to escape, but soon he 
begins to realize she is not at all trying to manipulate him into releasing her. Her disease is 
making him extremely nervous and worried. He feels the need of taking her to hospital, but 
reconsiders it due to the risk of being caught. Instead he purchases all all sorts of medicine to 
make her recover, but with no mean of improvement. He then finally, after listening to her 
begging him to help her for quite some time, decides to take her to see a doctor, but keeps 
procrastinating it. He watches her condition get worse and does nothing more to prevent it 
from becoming fatale. 

What concerns me is his ability to sit by and watch her die. He must have a heart of stone. I 
know I would not be able to let somebody die, especially a slow and painful death. Ferdinand 
scares me in a way no one has ever done before. I am not sure I want to continue reading the 
book since I am afraid my worst apprehensions will be confirmed. I am afraid she will die and 
that he will abuse her in some way afterwards. Maybe have intercourse with her and take 
pornographic pictures of her dead body, which he will later frame and hang on the wall. I 
suppose I am concerned he is more disturbed than the author has let you know so far. But I 
also fear that nobody will ever know what happened to her.  
 
And once again I wonder what the outside world is doing while Miranda is imprisoned. Is her 
family still searching for her or have they given up already? There is no way of finding out 
and that bothers me. I think the author could have been more clear on that and maybe bring it 
up occasionally. That to make Miranda’s situation less meaningless. But maybe the author 
meant to create such feelings to make the book more intense and to make the reader think.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Death comes for all 
 
 
 
My worst apprehensions were confirmed; Miranda died. Ferdinand did not at all seem upset 
about it. He simply sat beside her bed and watched her breathe out her last breath. It surprised 
me how he could be so cold. I suppose it has to do with his already disturbed personality. 
Mayby he is incapable of being emotional. Perhaps he lacks an understanding of the reality. In 
his mind Miranda might not at all be dead. She might simply be in another place in which the 
two of them will finally meet and be together for eternity. 

Perhaps her death was for the better, since he now can not hurt her anymore. Or sould he? 
One can never know where her soul is at this point. It might be trapped in that room together 
with her body. Perhaps it will always be, at least until her body is discovered and the tragedy 
comes to an end. That will say if it ever does come to an end. Maybe the cottage from this 
moment will be haunted and eventually make Ferdinand uncomfortable enough to reveal his 
secret. If that should ever happen I truly hope he will be imprisoned for the rest of his life. I 
also hope they will torture him mentally, not fysically. 
 
I wonder what it takes to become as disturbed as Ferdinand is. Is it possible I could sink to his 
level? This I wonder since I have had a fairly tough youth myself, although not nearly as 
tough as Ferdinand. But still; could I become Ferdinand? And also if I do; how will I get out 
of it before hurting someone? I know it is absurd to even consider the possibility of becoming 
a character in a book, but still I wonder why some people become mentally disturbed and 
others do not. Who decides who does and who does not become disturbed? Most likely it goes 
back to ones childhood, or it is apparently proven it does. People with a disoriented and 
painful background of loneliness and deceit are those with the greatest possibility to become 
mentally disturbed.  

Hopefully I will never become Ferdinand, and I do not sincerely believe I could. I do not 
have the same strenght and will to be able to capture another human being. I do not even have 
the ability to harm an animal. That is such a relief to me.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
A new beginning 
 
 
 
Ferdinand builds a box in which he puts her dead body. Then he buries Miranda in the 
backyard under some appletrees. I suppose this is when he turns her into the butterfly he 
always wanted her to be. She is now quiet and will never breathe another word again. That is 
what Ferdinand really wanted; her body to look at and imagine a life with. He never wanted 
the walking and talking Miranda. So he finally got what he wanted, and as it seems nobody 
will know the truth about the capturing of the most beautiful and precious butterfly ever to 
exist. For in Ferdinand’s mind the butterfly Miranda will never cease to exist; like the real 
Miranda did.  

Ferdinand soon forgets about Miranda and focuses on a new prey, a woman named Marian. 
But this time he has decided things will be different; he will make sure she knows he is in 
charge and also this time he will not capture her out of love. It will only be to compare the 
two women and also for the fun of it. This to me seems like Ferdinand is becoming obsessed 
with the thought of having someone to control. I also believe he likes seeing them fade away; 
similar to the butterflies he frames. It would not at all surprise me if he frames them while 
they are alive. Perhaps that is how you are supposed to do it. In that case I think I understand 
why he enjoys to suck the life out of living beings; since that is what he has done practically 
his whole life.  
 
In my opinion the real Miranda was never Ferdinand’s actual prey. I believe he saw a 
butterfly within her that needed to come out. It may seem strange but one can never be sure of 
what is going on inside another human being’s mind. Somehow this story truly touched me 
and for that I am grateful. It was the first one to ever make an impression on me and also to 
make me shed tears. One reason for that is how much I recognized myself in Miranda, and 
how her destiny made me wonder if mine will be the same. Maybe in a year I will be the one 
captured in a cellar without any possibility to escape.  

What I find similar in Miranda’s personality towards my own is that we share the same 
values. We both want meaning in our lives; we do not want to do the same things day after 
day. We want to be free and be able to choose who to spend our time with. We both fight for 
what we believe in and we do it without violence other than what comes through our mouths. 
We will not give up without a struggle since we otherwise would be cowards, and that is the 
last thing both of us want to be. When we are alone we think things over and by that we gain 
perspective. My point is that our many similarities frighten me. I sincerely do not want to end 
up like she did. Perhaps this was a wake up call. But most likely it was only a book that 
touched me and owe a great deal of gratitude towards.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



Broken butter fly 
 
You captured me in you’re hands 
My wings crushed against your palms 
I would not meet your demands  
I could not at all stay calm 
 
You suffocated me in that room 
My soul began to fade away  
You believed you acted right I assume  
But you did not expect my life to go away 
 
I tried my hardest to escape  
But somehow you were above me 
You had eyes in an abnormal shape 
That gave you capacity to everywhere see  
 
You were too narrow-minded to understand 
I was not the least bit pleased in your vicinity 
I wanted your prescence to be banned 
But sadly I was captured with you for infinity 
 
No one was ever to know the truth 
It was you and I together in silence 
Somehow you managed to steal my youth 
And in the end also my violence 
 
Now my body is dead and cold 
Lying deep down in the muddy ground 
It is only for the darkness to behold 
Most likely it will never be found 
 
My soul is still captured in that room 
It will not find its peace for long 
The past it will endlessly resume 
Until you admit you did me wrong 
 
Hopefully your secret will be revealed someday 
Until then I will never close my eyes 
Your remorse might make you open up and say 
What young woman in the cold ground lies 
 


