
Vignette Brainstorming 

 

 

 

My vignette idea:  He’s been dispatched to a dark alley at midnight to investigate/take 

care of some animalistic growling coming from the darkness.  What he is investigating 

turns out—and you will only find this out during the last sentence—is no dog at all but 

something far more sinister and (perhaps) extra-worldly. 

Some practice sentences I wrote and used during class discussions: 

Relevant Imagery: 
 

Relevant simile or 
metaphors 

Relevant action verb-
based descriptions 

His footfalls echoed 

hollowly with each 

step deeper into the 

evanescing and syrupy 

darkness of the alley 

he entered. 

 

The gloomy shadows, 

waltzing with each 

other as he slowly 

moved his flashlight 

from dumpster to 

dumpster, would each 

prove as impossible to 

catch as the mongrel 

“dog” he was sent to 

search for. 

 

A stink of fear and 

desperation—like 

fresh rain mixed with 

fresh blood—lingered 

in the alley air. 

A terrible sound—like 

a mournful cry from 

the depths of the 

underworld—arose 

from behind the dingy 

dumpster. 

 

The silhouettes of the 

fire escape above him 

resembled a 

mechanical ribcage 

that Daedalus himself 

couldn’t have dreamt 

up and constructed. 

 

His gooseflesh, not 

unlike a slowly 

spreading liquid 

across a cold floor, 

began creeping up and 

down his uncovered 

arms. 

A bead of perspiration 

raced down his brow 

as the darkness of the 

alley beckoned to him. 

 

 

A disturbingly murky 

puddle of water stared 

at him from the oval-

shaped concrete 

indentation on the 

alley’s floor. 

 

 

He found not comfort 

in the pockets of 

streetlamp light that 

peeked around the 

corner but dared not 

enter the alleyway he 

was staring down. 

 

 

 

Person/Character Place/Setting Important Object 
a big city dogcatcher 

(one week before retirement?) 
a dark alley at night flashlight or net 



My Narrative Vignette (first typed draft) 

Person = dogcatcher      Place = dark city alley      Thing = flashlight 

 

 A unearthly growl emerged from the alleyway just as Danny Doyle slammed shut 

the dented door of his city-issued vehicle, but he failed to hear that growl above the 

echoing door slam, failed to be warned, failed to find a reason to not enter this alleyway 

and—perchance—save his own pathetic life.  After twenty-five years as a city dogcatcher, 

he knew thirty minutes before midnight was never a good time to be dispatched, and 

certainly having it happen four days before his retirement couldn’t be a good omen 

either.  Danny Doyle, however, didn’t take stock in things portentous; he should have.  

 Noises and sounds from the bustling part of the city, being just four blocks from 

Danny Doyle’s present location, seemed quite playful this evening.  Taxi cab horns tossed 

blats to each other like baseballs, like Frisbees in the park.  When Danny entered the 

alleyway, his flashlight gripped tightly in his fingers, he took immediate note how the 

sounds from just blocks away completely vanished, and he and the alley became the only 

two things making audible noises at all.  Danny’s heart pounded in his chest, like the deep 

tattoo from a bass drum, and the alleyway whispered eerily, excited by the approach of 

midnight.  Danny Doyle should have just turned around and called it a night right then 

and there, especially when the flashlight beam picked out that pair of demonic eyes from 

the darkness. 

 …To be continued. 


