
Grace Middleton Is A Psychopath 

"Hey, grammpy! Today I think I made you proud. I'm sorry I didn't tell you but I have read all of 

your journals. I read them a while ago actually and I think I'm like you..." Grace took a deep 

breath and relaxed her shoulders.  

"Grammpy...I killed someone today. This is actually the 3rd one." She smiled, crookedly, at the 

statue of her dead grandfather's head. She nodded as if he was talking back to her. I rubbed my 

ears thinking that maybe I would be able to hear some sort of noise. But alas, silence.   

"Yes, she's here...I know you're there Mandy. Say hi to grammpy." She turned her head abruptly 

with an evil, horrifying glow in her eyes. She glared straight into my dead eyes. 

"I can see you Mandy. Just because you're dead doesn't mean you've escaped me..." We both just 

stare at each other. I feel horrified. This girl is a psychopath. Grace is not someone to be taken 

lightly. Yes, she may be only sixteen years old, but she is one of the most dangerous people on 

the planet. I turn around to see two other kids standing behind me. One is a baby boy, the other is 

a girl around my age. I look back at Grace.  

"Welcome to the show, Mandy. Meet Billy and Emma." She glanced over at the other kids. 

"There will plenty more to come don't worry." She smiled again and put on her backpack. I 

followed her down the ladder and outside to her car. She spun around and looked at me in the 

backseat. 

"What are you doing?" I opened my mouth to talk but bit my tongue. Grace rolled her eyes and 

started driving. Eventually, she pulled into a parking lot and got out of the car. She turned and 

looked at me again. 

"Go back to where you came from before I kill you again." I gulped. She walked into the daycare 

center. I watched as her face switched from stone cold to happy and bubbly. It was one of the 



scariest things I'd ever seen. Besides the way she had looked at me while shoving me into a trash 

can and burying me alive. A short time later, it began to rain outside. The power went out. The 

kids began to scream and cry out of fear. I watched as Grace held them and soothed them. I had 

never seen anything so insane. One little girl, in particular, was especially scared by the thunder.  

"You know, my father once told me that you should never go outside during a thunderstorm 

because you could get struck by lightning. But, as long as you are inside, you will stay out of 

harm's way. We're inside aren't we?" 

"Yes..." The little girl whispered.  

"Well then we're fine, silly!" I just couldn't seem to wrap my mind around how crazy this girl 

was. She could change to a completely different person at the flick of a switch. Soon after, the 

storm subsided and Grace was off work. Every day, for 2 weeks, I followed her to work and back 

home. I kept remembering her promise to take more lives but there never seemed to be a sign 

that she would. I would always wonder, Was I the end? Was I Grace Middlton's final 

victim? Tuesday, the 10th of August, would demolish that theory.  

Grace was driving home from school when she saw a boy walking down the sidewalk. I hadn't 

seen the flip of her personality since that day at the daycare, until now. Her eyes went stone-cold 

again as she pulled over to the sidewalk. 

"Hey! You're Eddie from Mrs. Bennet's chemistry class right?" He looked over at her, startled. 

"It's just Ed, but yeah." 

"Oh, sorry. Anyways, it's supposed to rain soon. Do you want a ride? It's really no trouble at all." 

She gave him the fakest smile I'd ever seen. 

"Uhm, I guess. As long as it's really no trouble." 



"Oh not at all. Hop in!" The car door clicked to unlock. Ed got in the back seat and set down his 

bag. 

"Oh, here." She said while handing him a napkin. He looked at her, confused. 

"You have something on your nose." 

"Oh, thanks." He said as he began to wipe his nose. One deep breath was all it took for Ed to be 

out like a light.  

Ed finally began to open his eyes a little. I hate this place. I can't be here. I thought to 

myself. But, I need to be here for Ed. I know this is the end for him. He looked around, confused 

and seemingly in a daze.  

"Hello..?" He grumbled as he rubbed his eyes. He blinked in astonishment. 

"Hello?!" He yelled as he stood up.  

"Hello?!" He yelled again, this time louder. Ed was locked in a dark, concrete room with a single 

door. It smelled of rat feces and sewer water.  

"Help! Help me! Let me out of here!" I squeezed my eyes shut. No! Please don't hurt me! 

Please! I want to go home! I heard footsteps. They were getting closer. I couldn't force myself to 

stay any longer. It was too painful. I went back to Grace's attic. 

Grace didn't return for three days. On the fourth day, I felt someone touch my hand. I turned 

around to see Ed sitting with Billy and Emma behind me. He smiled at me as if to say, "I'm okay 

now, Mandy. Don't worry, we're safe." I smiled back with a terrible uneasy feeling in my 

stomach. I opened my mouth to speak. I hesitated. Ed and Emma looked at me with curiosity. 

"I-... I don't want to leave the attic ever again. You guys shouldn't either." They all nodded and 

opened their arms to hug me. Ed stared into my eyes. 

"She can't hurt us anymore." I smiled but the smile quickly faded. 



"But you weren't the last. Other kids will have to hurt too." As soon as I said that, lightning 

struck down and it began to rain. I could hear the rain pouring down onto the roof.  

“There’s nothing we can do about it. You know that.” I nodded and I started to focus more on the 

sound of the rain beating down on the roof instead of my thoughts.  

Then after that, every day one more kid would show up with us in the attic. First, it was Gale, 

then Maddison, then Robbert, then Carl. Every day, for six days, Grace took another life. Suzy 

was the last victim of Grace's first killing spree. Suzy loved to explore and follow Grace around. 

One day, Suzy came back to the attic saying that the police had finally connected all of our 

disappearances. She said that until a body is found, they will not label the cases as a homicide. 

For now, we are still considered to have been kidnapped. I was devastated. Grace would not stop 

until she was caught, we all knew that. Still, there was nothing we could do.  

Grace went on two more killing sprees and her total killings went from three to twenty-six in the 

time I had been here. Finally, Grace returned to the attic. I listened to the rain spatter on the roof 

as chills ran down my spine. 

“Long time no see, Mandy.” She smirked at me. My whole body cringed as she spoke.  

“I think you will always be my favorite. The one that sticks in my mind the clearest. The one I 

think about as I fall asleep at night.” She glared at me without blinking. She turned her head 

towards her grandfather's statue.  

“Hey Grammpy! Guess what? I’ve got twenty six to my name now! I hope I’ve made you proud. 

And don’t worry, I don’t plan on stopping.” I’d never seen her so genuinely happy. All of a 

sudden, police sirens circled the house. Thunder crashed and police started banging on windows. 

“Grace Middleton! Put down your weapons and come out with your hands up!” Grace froze in 

fear. I suppose her first instinct was to bolt outside. She pushed open the small window in her 



attic and squeezed through onto her roof. She slid down the tiles and leaped off the side of her 

house. I looked through the window as she ran across the field of grass behind her house. The 

police yelled and many of them came running around the sides of the house. They drew their 

weapons and yelled at Grace one last time.  

“Grace Middleton! Stop now or we will fire!” Grace kept running and didn’t think twice. She 

hopped a fence and ducked down. She took a moment and started running again. Just as she did, 

lighting struck down right on her head. I shut my eyes for a second.  

"Look, Mandy!" Suzy giggled. I opened my eyes again and there was Grace, lying lifeless in her 

neighbor’s backyard.  

 


