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Out of the
Picture

 By Victor G. La Van
Way

I painted a picture with acrylic paints, a
black and white and gray monochrome scene of a radial engine
DeHavilland Beaver. It’s fleeing severe weather and is ready to
touch down on a remote rural road to avoid being overtaken by the
storm.

My eldest son had such an experience flying
his plane home from attending his friend’s wedding in Arizona. His
account of the event inspired me to paint the picture.

The painting hangs on my living room wall,
opposite the recliner chair I use to relax and look at photographs
or listen to digital e-books. I like looking at the painting. It
pleases me because I painted it, because my eldest son is involved
in its inspiration, and because it recalls to my memory and
emotions the days when I could still fly my own aircraft.

One evening I sat in my chair relaxing. The
hour had become late and my dear wife had turned off all the
lights, except the one above the book case at the far end of the
living room. She knew I would probably sleep in the chair to
relieve the pain in my hip. Indeed, I had fallen asleep in the
comfort of diminished pain.

The recurring buzzing sound awoke me. It
passed around my head as I reclined in my chair. Then it seemed to
travel to the far end of the living room, opposite the wall where
the book case stood. The buzzing sound increased as it approached
my location again, but this time it was lower than my head. The
sound departed and returned several times, each time passing me at
a lower elevation. Finally, the buzzing sound ceased at the point
below where my feet rested on the extended recliner platform.

My gaze, as a matter of habit, fell on the
painting opposite my chair. I was stunned by the sight. The
airplane was not in the painting. Only the storm clouds, the heavy
rain, the remote rural road with its center line through the
landscape were all that remained in the painting.

My first thought after comprehending the
remaining scene of the painting was, "No, this is not happening!"
But, cautiously, I extricated myself from the recliner, carefully
to one side. I did not pull the lever to collapse the foot rest. I
feared I might crush the small aircraft, if its landing roll had
terminated under the foot rest; if indeed, that was what
happened.

I knelt down to look under the chair’s foot
rest. A human figure proportional to the size of the aircraft was
just climbing out of the pilot’s seat. He flipped the seatbelt back
into the cockpit and closed the door.

"Hi, Dad!" the figure said cheerily.

"Son? This is a genuine surprise," I said.
"How can we explain this event, even to ourselves?"

"I’m not sure, but I have a couple of
theories," he said.

I lifted my son onto the lamp table beside
my recliner. He sat down on the edge of my digital book reader and
thus began the most interesting conversation and exchange of
speculation about reality, dimensions, and mental communication
signals.

My son told me that he had taken off from
Pangborn Field in Washington State, just ahead of a storm. He was
on his way to Oregon to visit me, but en route, had encountered
lightning which struck his aircraft. The instruments became
scrambled and useless as a result. But the view from his cockpit
became extraordinary. He was able to see what appeared to be my
living room. He said the book cases, the paintings, the furniture,
everything appeared as giant-sized objects. They all seemed real,
whereas the environment through which he had been flying became
static, immovable, as if it were merely a painted scene. Truly,
that was the case from my perspective.

He feared crashing his aircraft onto the two
dimensional surface that seemed to coalesce to either side and
behind him. His only alternative was to fly into the view of my
living room as it presented itself, lose altitude by circling the
room and land where possible.

I arose from my chair and went to the
painting on the opposite wall. I placed my hand on what I thought
would be the surface of the painting. My hand went beyond what
should have been the flat surface. My hand extended into the scene
and felt wet from the rain storm. I could move my finger along the
road to the distant point where the road vanished into the divide
between the hills. I was careful with my hand movements, desiring
not to destroy any landscape feature within the dimension of this
most astonishing anomaly.

"Dad, take me over to the painting and hold
me up to it. I want to test a theory," my son requested.

I did so. He moved his hand toward the
surface of the painting. I expected him to have the same experience
as myself. But not so. His hand was abruptly arrested by the
physical surface of the painting. It felt dry and textured from the
applied paint.

A fearful problem became immediately
obvious. How could my son return to his own time-dimension
environment? We both lived in the same time, or era. We could
phone, visit, or email each other. Though we were now in the same
time frame we were in different physical dimensions. Maybe a
variation of Venn’s overlap property of some type.

An additional fear presented itself. If I
touched the painting again, would the experience be as my first, or
would the paining close itself to my touch as it had to my son’s
experiment? Fearing a successive attempt might jinx a final
opportunity to return my son to his proper physical dimension, I
did not try to thrust my hand into the scene again.

We visited for a while longer, theorizing
and imagining possible explanations for the situation. We reached
no satisfactory conclusion or explanation.

I think we both understood that time might
be important to a favorable resolution, my son’s return to his own
physical dimension. I suggested he get into his craft and start the
engine and keep it at take-off rpm. I would hold the airplane in my
right hand and test the surface of the painted scene with my left
hand. If my left hand could be inserted into the two-dimensional
space of the painting, I would immediately catapult the airplane
into the scene. The engine already at rotation rpm would sustain
flight to altitude.

It worked. Only one thing was wrong. My
son’s aircraft was headed into the storm, frozen in the painted
scene going in the wrong direction.

Several days passed. Each day I gazed at the
painting, but the aircraft was still headed in the wrong direction,
into the storm. Its orientations seemed permanently static.

I did not phone my son’s family. No need to
alarm them unnecessarily with so fantastic a story, if he had not
made it back to them in a timely manner. I waited for him to call
me.

Finally, his call came. What a tale he had
to tell! He promised to write an account and send me a copy of his
homeward bound adventure.

End
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 By Ilyan Kei
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This short story is dedicated to my dear old
Dad, for his inspiring ideas.



Preface

My father graciously invited me to write a
sequel to one of his short stories, titled Out of the Picture. His
short story, Out of the Picture is featured in this book and in the
book titled Four Short Stories and One Essay, by Victor G. La Van
Way.

I credit the title of this sequel and the
inspiration for its plot to my father. His painting of the airplane
in the storm is the foundation of the story. My stepmother’s
beautiful painting of the path in the forest inspired the
setting.

Into the Picture is presented here. It is
also featured in the book titled Four More Short Stories and
Another Essay, by Victor G. La Van Way.
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An aging pilot is miraculously reunited with his father in a
strange storm. Worlds overlap, Time shifts. Space twists.
Getting home is not as simple as flying back the way he came.

Experience the adventures of this pilot as his joumey home

takes an unexpected detour. Discover the origins of legendary
creatures.

Learn the name of a class of worlds you may have never
considered. Find a renewed hope and youthful determination
Life’s not over yet

Published by
ILYAN KEI LAVANWAY

PO, Box 237844

Cocoa, FL 32026

UsA

W whe comvilyaniavanway/books






cover.jpg
| OouUT: OF THE PIC.TURE,‘

- Victor G. La Van Way m 7
Tlyan Kei Lavanwar.,, X ? = 3

i ' m o *





