Chapter 19 ~ Still Life
A buzzing crackling sound and bright lights entered his dream again.  There she was, seemingly within the reach of his arm.  All at once, the buzz and flash came again.  This time, the light was enough to wake him from his dream.  Repeatedly, until she faded from within the corridors of his inner fantasy, the woman's face would appear. Stan then became aware he was awake in his own hotel room.  Its' dingy cramped bedroom made him a victim of his surroundings, robbing him of what he most wanted.  She was one of the most beautiful creatures Stan had ever witnessed.  

Lying there at dusk with his eyes closed to the flashing light, he wished the flash would quit combing his eyelids.  When Stan had looked at the hotel the first time he saw it, he had thought the billboard over the nearby office building might make living there uncomfortable.  He had been correct in his summation.

Now, here he was being pulled out of his sleep to an evening punctuated by the insect sounding buzz of the neon letters.  The Coors sign had been there for many years.  It was now showing wear and tear.  For two months, Stan had listened to the lights buzzing.  Presently, he heard them in an almost habitual manner.  Unless he tried, Stan could not make out when the lights came on or when the lights went off.   However, when trying to sleep, the damn sign was a different entity altogether.

Grudgingly, Stan surrendered what little sleep he could get on this particular night.  Insomnia paid high prices.  Tonight's price would be more painting on his easel which was kept in the second bedroom that actually was the size of a closet.  A sixty-dollar a week hotel-type apartment was not the place for someone of his talent to have to live.  He knew the advertising billboard would eventually become his enemy… causing him to have thoughts he could not stop.  Stuck… he was stuck there in an abyss too afraid to upstage himself to where policemen could see him.  Stan had already spent much of his money paying lawyers in order to stay out of prison. 

Tilting his head to the right, Stan looked out the window.  He could see all the way across the street.  Inside one of the apartments was a beautiful red haired lady.  Asking around had paid off.  He had been able to determine her name was Jenifer.  There it was again… sheer madness, still.   It was amazing that he could see from his hotel room into the apartments of the complex adjacent his new domain.  Of course, the high powered binoculars made the peeping-tom activities possible, but not ethical.  

Enticing redheaded women on billboards could not be seen just everywhere.  However, there was that damn red rose at the bottom of the billboard.  Stan raised his head again to get yet another view while he painted on his easel.  Insanity… still.  The stretch of blank canvas mocked him, teased him, and promised him more.  

The woman across the street had her artist canvas facing her bay window and it seemed to be calling him towards it.  Blankness on the canvas in her living room drove him to frenzy.  Stan knew the canvas was calling him to come kill Jenifer. Stan was haunted with the idea of killing her. It was on his mind day and night.  What he was not accustomed to was the fact that the canvas haunted him.  He had begun to get the idea of drawing the ravaged body of Jenifer on the canvas.  This too, was becoming addictive and it was all he could concentrate on when trying to sleep.  Hence, the damn insomnia.

Remembering the pleasure he felt when he learned that her name was Jenifer, Stan began to feel his heart beat faster and his palms began to perspire.

Lifting himself off the urine stained mattress, with the smell not even fazing him, Stan's mind was transfixed on Jenifer.  There seemed to be no need to bother with the single, naked light bulb since the light from the blinking 'Coors Beer' sign was enough at night for Stan to be able to paint.  He sat on the edge of the bed and clasped his hands together in a grip. To pray? Should he cry? Always the thoughts in his mind ended up at "to kill or not kill her now!"

Pushing himself to his feet with a groan (not a groan brought on because of old age or fatigue, but out of mental instability) Stan thought, "I've been here before."  The loud guttural groan was coming out because he did not want to do what his mind was telling him to do.

Paint brushes and pallets just seemed to somehow just end up once again in his hand.  Although he had thrown them down half expecting the killing thoughts to stop because he was not still painting.  He kept finding his drawing change.  

Some alcoholics say that they have 'blackouts.'  They claim that they have periods of time that things occur, that they did not remember.  Stan, not being much of a drinker, had not in the past had much sympathy for the 'blackout' theory.  This was now changing.  His blackouts were coming closer and closer together.  None of his blackouts were about alcohol consumption, there must be something wrong with his mind.  One of his deciding moments brought him the decision that he had brain tumors.

His paint and brushes were usually kept on the table to his right.  When he painted in such frenzy, the brushes would sometimes end up all about the room.  There his mind went, again wandering to the thoughts, "would she visit me again tonight in my dreams?".  She had before when he could not think, couldn't wonder, couldn't imagine, couldn't make the dream into a reality.  "Yes," he surmised, "she'll be here".  He was as sure of that fact as he was sure of anything.

Now it was just a matter of waiting for her to go to her easel and begin drawing again.  Drawing being a metaphorical word because she was drawing him to her.  Also he was drawing her to him.  They both surely needed each other now became his belief.  Jenifer almost magically began approaching her own easel.  She had a glass in one hand and a cigarette being held by a cigarette holder in the other.  This vision made Stan commence to feel anger at her for smoking.  By watching Jenifer, he could tell she was a depressed person.  "Maybe she's suicidal," he had mentioned to the maintenance man at the hotel one afternoon.  Stan had begun telling Seymour about Jenifer in a way that it had seemed he had finally met a woman.  They were not yet dating he had explained to Seymour.  What Seymour did not know was that they had not even officially met yet.

Getting in Jenifer's apartment had been easy.  Scary, when breaking and entering was almost handed to a criminal.  Nevertheless, Charleston, being a 'city of crime,' trusted its citizens and even its visitors.

After entering her loft area, Stan said aloud, "My God she is beautiful!."  Then he dipped his wet paintbrush dripping with bright red paint while focusing on the canvas.  It stared back at him.  He began to fantasize as he watched her lying on her side facing him while his left hand traced her curves.  The brush strokes were now following his thoughts moving with a precision type decidedness.  This only seemed to intensify his need to feel her in true reality instead of in a dream.

Stan painted in a new way, moving gently down from the image of her shoulders on his canvas.  Then he felt the miracle of perfection began to form the exact image, the 'Still Life' he would call the creation.  The brush stroke continued on the canvas.  Now sensually heading along copying her slender side.  Then, he painted down to her narrow waist.  Further brush strokes copied her left arm and then her right… going slightly outward and gracefully back in again.  His drawing seemed to know just where to go next.

The brush strokes followed his tiring mind with a feel of her right side, a mirror image of the left wide coming as his next mindless thought.  Jenifer appeared to him to have perfect womanly features.  The picture on the easel began to take a vivid shape.  The slick red paint finished off her beautiful bouquet of red hair, which she wore in a stately fashion right at her shoulders.  The hair color was actually a subtle, muted red, not loud but seductive, sensuous.  

Jenifer never stirred.  She stayed totally still the whole time Stan drew her.  Of course, she had ingested three sleeping pills earlier.

Next, Stan, dipping his smaller brush into the paint, he quickly followed his brush stroke to depict her slender neck leading upward to her cheeks as he changed the paint to a light pink.  Stan was now moving at almost a frantic pace.  His breathing reached to a louder raspy gasp.  

He began to feel his creation taking actual form as the 'Still Life'.  The reason he wanted to call the creation 'Still Life' was that he was very certain that in her lifeless body after he had killed her, there would be for him - Still Life.

Lastly, a final brush stroke.  A final movement and the portrait of Jenifer lying asleep on her couch was finished.

The project complete, the climax approached.  A finish-up of this work of art would never be shared with anyone... it would remain secret which would make it even more special.  Stan stood back and admired his work.  "No, it was 'their' work," he mused.  She always appeared when he needed her to.  When the drawing came to completion would she wonder who the artist really was?  Was the artist he, his madness, or her and her knowing she was calling him to her?

Stan could only surmise how frightened Jenifer might feel upon wakening to find her once blank easel with a portrait of her asleep on the couch.  Proof that someone had been in the room while she slept. Proof that a stalker was invading her world.  This actually might end up being just what she needed.  Only time would tell.

Stan, the man, the man with the plan.  He had always liked his own name, it amused him.  Yes, he had decided at age twelve, Stan was a better name than Stanley was.  The telephone began to get his attention.  After looking at the caller identification as the telephone rang continually, Stan decided he would take his sister Ann's call.  He knew if he did not there would be hell to pay.  "The game would always be there," thought Stan, "Damn the game," his last thought was projected aloud instead of in his mind as the first one was.

