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THE GOLDEN MOMENT
Sarah Fosdick

� <PM�LQٻK]T\a�_Q\P�ZMTI`QVO�Q[�\ZaQVO�\W�LQ[KW^MZ�\PM�UW[\�WX\QUIT�
position in which to situate your body. Otherwise, even one micro-discomfort 
will inevitably hinder my ability to think deeply about nothing in particular—
trapping me forever in the uncomfortable “I-must-scratch-my-ass-now-bardo.” 
� 5a�ÅVOMZ[�IZM�NWTLML�\WOM\PMZ��[IVL_QKPQVO�Ua�SV]KSTM[�JM\_MMV�
my head and the rough pavement. I have pushed my AirPods deep into my 
ears,ensuring that I won’t fumble to readjust them later. However, once my 
ÅVOMZ[�PI^M�ÅVITTa�OZWXML�\PMQZ�_Ia�\W�KWUNWZ\��1�ZMUMUJMZ�\PI\�1�PI^M�WVM�
last cigarette waiting for me in my jean pocket...and how convenient is it that 
my lighter happens to be in my wallet! Now I must dare to move my hands yet 
again to light it, and then—once I have found that golden zen-like, not so yogi master-
like position (the “laying-down-with-a-cigarette-in-hand” version of  downward dog)—I 
will be absolutely transcendent. 
 I reach down into my pocket and fumble around for the cigarette. It’s 
not there, damn it. Then I remember that I changed my pants, running my old 
pair through the wash with the cigarette still in the pocket. Shit. Now I have 
to stop at the gas station. Putting my feet in my sneakers is too much of  a 
struggle. God forbid I untie my shoes, so I leave my heels exposed over the 
folded backs—a risky move because I must tread quickly—I don’t want to miss the 
sunset. 
 When I get back to my spot on the driveway after my arduous trek to 
the gas station—this time with the cigarettes—I have missed the warm glow of  the 
sunset. And now it’s chilly. I debate whether I should light a cigarette or go 
back inside and get my jacket: TQOP\�I�KQOIZM\\M�ÅZ[\��<PMV�OM\�Ua�RIKSM\��\PMV�[UWSM�
another cigarette��1�TQOP\�Ua�ÅZ[\�KQOIZM\\M��J]\�1�LWV¼\�OM\�\WW�KWUNWZ\IJTM��1�MVRWa�
it as much as I can until I put it out and go inside. 
 I go to my room, choose my grungy but cozy sweatshirt, and go back 
downstairs to the driveway. I sit down, and retrieve my second cigarette: it’s 
clean, smooth, and oh so beautiful. This time, I am settled. Just as I am about 
\W�TQOP\�Q\��PW_M^MZ��1�[]LLMVTa�KZI^M�[WUM\PQVO�MT[M"�KWٺMM��0IbMTV]\�KWٺMM�_Q\P�
cream and sugar… That would really take me to that next level of  maximum 
comfort and bliss. So, I go back inside and make myself  a cup of  delicious 
KWٺMM��
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 Back to my spot on the driveway again, this time equipped with 
cigarettes, my sweatshirt, and�Ua�KWٺMM�\W�IZU�UM�QV�\PQ[�M\MZVIT�ÅOP\�NWZ�
comfort. This is it. I put my sweatshirt on, push my AirPods back into my ears, 
start my music, light my second cigarette, and a dim shimmering starts to peak 
out from behind everything. I fumble around for a better position, skip to an 
M^MV�JM\\MZ�[WVO��IVL�\PM�[PQUUMZQVO�VW_�ÅVITTa�[\IZ\[�\W�J]Z[\�\PZW]OP��
� 1V�JM\_MMV�X]ٺ[��1�OZIKMN]TTa�\ISM�QV\MZUQ\\MV\�[QX[�WN �Ua�KWٺMM��
 I feel like those people you see in old movies, whose timeless faces 
appear contemplative yet perfectly content—forever lost in the moment at 
[WUM�LQVMZ��]VIٺMK\ML�Ja�\PM�MIZTa�UWZVQVO�KWUUW\QWV�WN �\PM�_WZSQVO�KTI[[�
WZLMZQVO�KWٺMM�\W�OW��I have reached it. I close my eyes and savor this highly 
anticipated, tranquil space in my head for a while. 
 But instead of  completely diving into this space, I can’t help but to 
replay my trip to the gas station. My guy rang me out today. He had been squatting 
outside, peacefully smoking his cigarette and watching the sun set. When he saw me, 
he quickly put it out, went to the counter, and handed me my pack. I almost felt bad for 
interrupting his evening smoke, but he seemed eager to see me. He’s pretty goofy, and I was 
preparing for his wild statement of  the day. I looked down at my red, pulsing, damp heels 
NZWU�\PM�UQLIN\MZVWWV�ZIQV"�OZMI\�UI\MZQIT�NWZ�I�_Q\\a�Y]QX��.WZ�\PM�ÅZ[\�\QUM��PW_M^MZ��PM�
didn’t say anything. I put my card in the slot and waited for it to process. He held out his 
hand as if  he were holding change, and like the absent-minded idiot I am, I held out mine, 
IV\QKQXI\QVO�PQU�LZWXXQVO�\PM�KWQV[��0M�ZMTMI[ML�PQ[�ÅVOMZ[��IVL�VW\PQVO�NMTT�QV\W�Ua�XITU��
The familiar act of  cupping my hand to catch the change confused my muscles, and my hand 
tingled. Of  course, there wouldn’t be any change. During the long, embarrassing seconds of  
coming to this realization, a playful smile slowly widened on his face. 
� 1�[WWV�ÅVL�Ua[MTN �_Q\P�I�V]UJ�J]\\�IVL�UW[Y]Q\W�JQ\\MV�TMO[¸�Ua�
signal to go inside. Maybe if  my AirPods hadn’t died, I would stay out here 
longer. Next time, I’ll make sure they are charged all the way. I’ll also bring 
some bug spray. And a blanket. And I won’t embarrass myself  at the gas station 
IOIQV��\PW]OP�1�VM^MZ�KW]TL�PI^M�IV\QKQXI\ML�\PI\�RWSM. I need to wake up a little bit. I 
head back inside to go to bed, but I lay awake for another hour—most likely 
JMKI][M�WN �\PM�KWٺMM��7Z�\PI\�I_N]T�[UQTM�

“The Golden Moment” is about the never-ending search for comfort. The 
main character designs an elaborate set-up to achieve this comfort only to 
fail because of arbitrary outside forces and thoughtful yet ironically trivial 
decisions.




