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Grace – By Fleur McDonald 

Grace liked a challenge, but this was taking it a little too far. 

‘You have got to be kidding me?’ I squeaked, looking from Zoë to Grace.  

‘Nope,’ Zoë grinned at me and then Grace.  ‘Come on Grace, I know you and I know you can do 

this. Open the door.’ 

She blew out her cheeks as I stared at the door. It was ajar, so all she had to do was push.  

Grace reached out her hand, but snatched it back before she touched the aging wooden doors. 

The paint was peeling and the windows, encased in wooden frames, were grimy.  

Looking over my shoulder I saw the tall ghost gum standing behind me, beyond that the lake, 

the water as black as oil. The stars gave minimal light but I could see the glow of full moon beginning to 

rise. 

‘I can’t do it,’ she said, her voice fearful. ‘And it’s not the fact that he might be in there. What 

about all the other stuff that we can’t see? There might be snakes. I know there’ll be cobwebs. No, I just 

want to go home.’  

I watched as she backed away and started back up the path. I made to follow her but Zoë put a 

hand on my arm and I stopped. Then something happened that I didn’t quite understand; there was a 

knife blade glinting – I hadn’t realised that the moon had broken the horizon.  

‘Fuck,’ I whispered. I had wondered about some of the messages she’d text me over the last two 

days. 

‘Grace has come to the end of usefulness.’ 

  ‘Grace needs to leave.’ 

 But I thought it was Zoë just being her weird self again; she’s like that sometimes, weird – 

creepy weird.  ‘Zoë, what are you doing?’ 

Zoë said nothing but walked slowly towards Grace with her arm out stretched, the knife pointing 

menacingly at her throat. ‘You will go in there,’ she said, in a voice I didn’t recognise. ‘You will. Open the 

door, Grace.’ 

Grace had already stopped still as soon as she’d seen the knife and looked questioningly at me. I 

had no idea what was going on, so I just looked back at her. Grace opened her mouth, but nothing came 

out. 

 ‘Zoë, what the hell is going on? Come on, this is stupid. You know that Grace hates old houses 

and it won’t matter if Paul is in there or not,’ I muttered. 
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It was at that moment, I heard the door squeak and I whipped around. I knew then how much 

trouble we were in.  

He wore a black hooded jumper so I couldn’t see his face, but I could tell it was a him. Paul? I 

couldn’t be sure. Grace squealed and tried to run, but the man was too quick for her. He took two large 

steps and was beside her, grabbing her arm and hauling her inside. I could hear her trying to yell, tyring 

to call for help, but it was all muffled, he must have had her hand over her mouth. 

‘Come on, ‘ Zoë relaxed the knife and looked almost cheerful. ‘You’re coming in too.’ 

Well, I really didn’t see that I had a choice. 

 

 

  

 


