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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction, strictly a product of the author's imagination. Any perceived resemblance or similarity to any actual events or persons, living or dead, and any perceived slights or people, places, or organizations are products of the reader’s imagination. Probably.

* * * * *

A Note to the Reader—a vignette is a slice of life, a snapshot. It might be fiction, as these are, or it might be memoir, which actually still is a fiction, but an as-remembered fiction. 

Of course, the person doing the remembering generally considers it the truth, and perhaps it is. At any rate, a vignette by definition is not a complete short story in that it has no resolution. The better vignettes, though, lead to a resolution in the reader's mind. 

What's more, when a series of vignettes are related by topic, quite often two or more taken together will lead to a resolution in the reader's mind as well. 

So if a short story may be defined as a setting, characters, conflict and resolution, and if you will generously accept that often a reader's imagined resolution is better (for that reader) than anything the writer could have come up with, well, then here you have an almost limitless number of short stories. 

I hope you will enjoy these vignettes, and I hope you get a full story from each one and from every possible combination thereafter.


Vignettes from a C-130

We stayed in the car, all of us, until I finally couldn't just sit there anymore. Without asking anyone's permission—I was so close to freedom, do you understand?—I fairly jerked at the handle of the passenger side back door of the four-dour green Buick LeSabre. Every nerve was standing at attention, some of them kicking the nerves next to them just to work off some energy. I stepped out into a gravely, swirling mud puddle and immediately felt the weight of my suitcase in my left hand. I didn't remember picking it up from the floorboard, but there it was. 

"Where the hell are you going, Boy?" he asked and I almost flinched although he was still sitting behind the steering wheel and no way could he reach me. "The goddamn bus isn't even here yet."

Say ain't, Dad, I thought. Once in your life, say ain't. And when you get home, tip a bottle. Get drunk. Stop trying to be so perfect, 'cause you ain't. But I shrugged. "It'll be here soon." Not soon enough. A TNM&O bus would take me to Amarillo, Texas. I stood in the drizzling rain holding a suitcase, but I didn't feel wet.

My best friend's dad tipped a bottle too often. He tipped it so often that when he'd gone without for too long, he'd drink Aqua Velva. My old man didn't tip one at all. My best friend's dad never hit his kids. My old man was something entirely different. 

Different enough to make the U S Marine Corps an attractive alternative.

* * *

With a mighty groan and a series of screeches and other mechanical complaints, the TNM&O bus shuddered to a halt, splashing gritty, oily water up from the curb. Mom remained still for a moment in the passenger side front seat, wanting to let Dad make the first move, but if he had, he wouldn't have had anything to criticize her for later. Dad and Mom in the front, Mom holding the baby, my sister and brother in the back—we hung for a long moment in suspended animation.
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