
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Ghastly Gallery 
 

a Horror Story by Julie Dubois 

 
 
 
 

Autumn had just began. The wind was as soft as silk, it slithered 
peacefully through the ajar window without a noise. Outside, you could 
hear it dancing with the leaves, these bright gold and burnt orange leaves 
that gently swirled down to linger on the paved alley. These shimmering 
colors gave Elizabeth the feeling of looking at one of Gauguin's paintings. 
She was sitting on her couch, observing the magnificent scenery nature 
offered her through the window. She was holding a cup of a hot chocolate 
in her hands, taking a break from unpacking her last boxes. She had 
moved to this quiet town for 2 weeks earlier, but did not have the time to 
unpack all of her belongings. Nor did she have the time to visit the town 
center, her new work taking all of her time.  

 
 
It was almost 2pm when she took her coat from the hat stand next 

to the door. She grabbed her keys, opened the door, and gave a last look 
at her apartment. It was quite an old building, probably erected dozens of 
years ago, with creaking wooden floors and stairs. Her kitchen was 
separated from the living room by a few majestic wooden beams that gave 
character to the place. Most of her decorative items were still in boxes, 
making her apartment look like a furniture shop display. She checked 
that the window was closed, and stepped out of her place. Winter would 
come sooner than later and the rain was threatening to fall on the town. 
She therefore decided to leave some of these boxes for later and took the 
opportunity to go out while the weather was still mild. As she closed the 
building’s door, she put her headphones on. As one her favorite songs 
was playing, a sweet melody filled her soul and she silently sang. She 
started walking towards the bus stop.  

 
 
 



 

Elizabeth was naturally charming, she had the British elegance 
from her mother and a strong personality from her Irish father. Both her 
and her father were fascinated by art in all of its forms. From her early 
childhood, she couldn't remember seeing her father without a brush or 
any instrument in his hands. At fifteen, she already knew how to play the 
piano, guitar and violin, and she had started to learn how to play the 
harp. It seemed unconceivable for any of them to see her attend anything 
else than a music conservatory. However, her thirst for beauty was 
limitless. She attended one of the best British conservatories, but also 
took art classes. She was now working as a designer in a reputed 
advertising company, but music still occupied a large part of her life. She 
used to play in old French bars quite often before she moved out.  
 
 

As the bus approached, she raised her hand to make the driver 
know she was waiting for him. Her streamline silhouette dressed in black 
and her long curly red hair faded into the long line of trees surrounding 
the park. She had huge bright hazel eyes and freckles reminiscent of 
little sand grains settled on a wet skin after a swim in the sea. The 
freckles and her rosy cheeks counterbalanced her soft and pale skin. Her 
red lips and long black lashes-the only makeup she wore-enhanced her 
exquisiteness. 

 
 
The bus stopped in front of her and the driver opened the doors. 

She gracefully climbed on the bus, greeted him with a smile while 
validating her ticket and went to sit on the back of the bus. She lived in 
the town center, but aimed to go to the gallery a few miles away. She had 
discovered it from a stand in the tourist office when moving in. The flyer 
had drawn her attention because of its design: the bright red letters spelt  
"Ghastly Gallery " in a bloody font on a dark brick wall as a background. 
A black and white portrait was displayed, an old man's picture. It was 
quite jarring from the usual flyers you could find, mostly bright and 
colorful. She had taken it home -with a few others- and pinned it on a 
board to remind herself to go there. She had been collecting museum and 
art exhibition tickets on her cork board since she was twelve. While she 
was sitting on her couch drinking a hot chocolate, her look stopped on 
the flyer once again. It seemed like the perfect time to go find some new 
inspiration from unknown artists. She thought it could help her move on 
from her blank page syndrome she had, too stressed by the will to make 
a great impression at her new work. 

 
 
"Park cemetery", she heard above her headphones. 
 
 



 

She pushed the stop button on the bus and got up from her seat. 
She watched through the window to see that the sky had gotten darker. 
Clouds were hiding the sunlight and the trees were dancing, pushed by 
the wind. The bus stopped with a cringing sound from the brakes and 
the doors opened in a grinding squeal. Elizabeth shivered, sensitive to 
the weird atmosphere surrounding her. The cemetery facing the bus stop 
was not reassuring. She faltered for a moment, but got off the bus. As the 
doors were closing behind her, she felt trapped. She cursed at the 
weather for changing so fast, and hoped for the gallery to be open. If the 
rain started falling, she would not be able to walk around the lake close 
by. She rushed to the address a few streets away to avoid the threatening 
rain. The alleys were empty, all of the shops seemed closed. The houses 
were astonishingly quiet and plunged into darkness.  

 
 
The gallery's storefront showed signs of old age. The old bricks had 

been covered with a dark blue paint already chipped. The shop's neon 
sign was grimy and a few bulbs were off. It was obvious that it had 
started to decay years ago. Resolute, Elizabeth was not taken aback by 
the aspect of the place and pushed the door open. A bell rung to notify of 
her arrival. The entrance was surprisingly dark and empty. A dusty white 
counter was the only furniture in the room, adorned with three miniature 
cacti. Behind this counter were two giant black curtains, so opaque that 
she could not see a bit of the exposition. The place was so silent that she 
wondered if she even had the right to be in here. As she was convincing 
herself to turn back since no one was showing up, the curtain moved. A 
gaunt man emerged from behind. His dark hair were tied in a bun, with 
some lock slipping on the side of his chiseled face. His skin was as pale 
as snow and his eyes as blue as paradisiacal seas. They were piercing 
and hypnotizing, but not as much as his hoarse voice. His clothes were 
evenly black but as she was looking carefully, Elizabeth noticed paint 
spots. She took a glimpse at the curious carmine stains on his hands, 
like thick dried paint. 

 
"Miss?" 
 
She realized he had been talking to her all along but she was too 

busy analyzing his character to listen. She apologized and asked him to 
repeat. He offered a tour of the gallery to present a few of the artists and 
share their history - but said he had to finish some work in the back 
before. She distractedly agreed to wander in the meanwhile and wait for 
him to come back. She paid for her ticket and grabbed a flyer from the 
desk.  

 
The clerk gave Elizabeth her ticket, held the curtain to the side 

and invited her to enter the gallery. She had visited many in the past, 
and even though all of the museums and galleries she had visited were 



 

unique, they all had the same style: white wall, bright lights and big 
empty areas. It was often arranged in this manner so the audience could 
take a step back and better admire the artwork. Many galleries are very 
careful about the disposition of the paintings or pictures for the viewers 
not to get lost in all of the art surrounding them. You want them to 
understand each scene, to perceive the author's feelings and the 
painting's details. The display of the different art is thought to guide the 
audience's gaze and sensation. Sometimes, small galleries have no choice 
than to clutter the artwork they want to share, it's even harder for them 
to expose a guideline.  

 
 
The Ghastly Gallery was not like any other. It was small, but not 

cluttered. When you could usually find white immaculate walls bearing 
the canvas, here you found yourself fenced in with dark marble looking 
walls, in such a narrow space that you would feel trapped, overwhelmed 
with anxiety. That's what Elizabeth was experiencing at that moment. 
The atmosphere started to feel heavy, the brooding ambiance made her 
blood run cold but so were the paintings. Something strange emanated 
from them. In this first room, there was a collection – landscapes. Or .. 
Can we really call these landscapes ? There was some fantasy in their 
work. Mountains, lakes, forest, all of the sceneries had one thing in 
common: the darkness expressed on the paint. It was conveyed by the 
lack of vibrance, contrast and luminosity, the mist enclosing the subject, 
the naked trees, the dark clouds covering the entirety of the sky. The 
paintings were devoid of people or animal, there was not even a bird 
flying. Even the trees did not have any leaves left, everything felt dead.  

 
 
It was a maze, Elizabeth moved from one room to another, missing 

some on the way, sometimes coming back at it later. She entered a really 
strange room that looked unfinished. This room had three paintings 
hung on the walls, and one specific canvas was presented on a easel. As 
a strange matter of fact, this room was actually in the center of the 
gallery even though it did not have any opening except the corridor she 
had arrived from. Like the status in the center of a maze, the painting on 
the easel was proudly standing under a projector. Elizabeth observed this 
painting, and compared it to the three on the walls. They seemed to be 
from the same artist, portraits painted in dark blue and red. The blue 
lines were very thin, like the first draft of the paint but with many more 
details than the red lines. The blue ones allowed the subject’s emotions 
to be shared with the viewer. They seemed innocent, quite neutral, 
focused, sometimes even happy. But the red lines above it gave Elizabeth 
a shiver. They were the same people’s portraits, with fewer details. The 
lines seemed to have been drawn much faster, less carefully. They were 
more rough, but the frightening point was the scary expressions, the 



 

deformed faces. You could read the fear and the panic on the red 
portrait’s emotions.  

 
 
Two of this portraits were women, a young lady with a round face 

and very short hair and an older woman with long wavy hair. The third 
one was a middle-aged man, long hair and round glasses, he reminded 
Elizabeth of hippies in the 70’s. She approached the last painting on the 
easel and her heart missed a beat. There was only the blue draft on the 
canvas. A blue draft representing her face. She was astonished by the 
resemblance.  

 
 
"What a curious coincidence.. " she thought, coming back to her 

senses. She stayed a few more minutes observing the paintings, before 
retracing her own paces to see if she had left any room aside. She 
entered a room full of realistic black and white portraits she had not seen 
before. They used the Rembrandt lighting technique, emphasizing the 
right half of the face and leaving the left one in the shadow. They were so 
nicely drawn that they could be mistaken for photographs. Looking 
closely, we could see each and every brush line. Elizabeth admired the 
work, aware of the time required to produce such a beautiful painting. 
She was amazed by the realism and the precision, so focused that she 
was not paying attention to anything else anymore. Until she felt a 
breath in her neck. 

 
 
"Stunning, right? " she heard as a whisper.  
 
 
She startled and took a step back. The receptionist was standing a 

few feet away from Elizabeth, leaning towards her. He had a spine-
chilling smile, his piercing blue eyes staring at hers so intensely that it 
made her hair rise. During these few seconds -that felt as an eternity for 
her- her senses were so enhanced that she could hear the ticking sound 
of her watch resonate in her head as a reality check. The man’s smile 
had already faded as he asked "Should we start the visit now? ". She 
nodded before they headed to the entrance of the gallery. As he started to 
talk and to explain a few of the artwork, Elizabeth was getting less and 
less scared, she had almost lost this feeling of uncomfort. "It does remind 
me of some paintings, Vermeer's. There is tranquility in the way the author 
expresses himself. The colors are not bright, the drafts are not quick. It's all 
about precision and elegance. The painter represents his daily life with … " 
she was hanging on his lips. She was even starting to feel sympathy for 
the man. He did know a lot about paintings, she could feel that he was a 
good painter too. He had a critical eye and a great perspective.  



 

 The night had started to fall outside as they reached the last room 
of the visit. The gaunt man stepped forward, standing next to the canvas 
on the easel Elizabeth had previously observed in detail. He gently asked 
her to get closer to the paint, while explaining that he was the author of 
this room’s work and how the draft had been thought. The painter was 
slowly moving in a circle around the easel. When he got just behind 
Elizabeth, he leaned towards her, even closer than before. She could feel 
his breath on her neck and heard him mutter in a breath: "This is your 
portrait ". 
 
 
 She began to shake like a leaf. She knew it was not only a 
compliment, something felt off in his voice. Was it because of the 
terrifying smile back on his face? Or more likely because his hand had 
just grabbed her neck? She smothered a scream as both of his hand were 
tightening their hold on her neck. The dread overwhelmed her as she was 
struggling to get away from him. "Do you want to know how the second 
layer is painted?" said the man while lifting her. Her feet could not touch 
the floor anymore. In her terror, she was surprised by the strength of this 
man that oddly looked so weak, too thin to be this powerful. Her hands 
were gripped on his, trying to loosen the hold, scratching him on the way. 
She was trying to think of a plan to free herself, but the air was already 
lacking in her lungs. She could hear him talk but she could not 
understand a word. Her accelerating heartbeat was getting louder and 
louder, covering any other sound.  
 
 
 Her blood flow was so quick and so strong, he could feel her heart 
pump the blood through her neck under his hands. He loved this 
sensation of power when he was taking a life. He felt like the last breath 
of his victims were the secret ingredient of his successful paintings. He 
had already sold many but their buyer never knew the truth behind 
them. Elizabeth’s movements were getting weaker, her feet stopped 
kicking, and soon her hands would let go of his. As he finished his 
macabre work, he laid her down on the ground and admired her face, 
distorted by fear. She was the most beautiful of his work, in this moment 
he was not sure about selling her.  
 
 
 He disappeared for a minute, leaving her inert. He came back with 
a pair of scissors, a scalpel and a few brushes. He cut her clothes with 
delicacy and put down the scissors to take the scalpel. He carefully 
initiated the first cut on her abdomen, paying attention to avoid any 
gesture that would spoil her blood. Once the incision was deep and large 
enough, the artist put his tools down and picked up one of the brushes. 
He gently dipped it in her fresh blood and cautiously completed his 
painting with the same evil smile on his face. 


