
Exploding a Moment 
 

 
 
Exploding the moment is a technique authors use in which a moment that could 
easily be described in a sentence or two is stretched out and exploded with details. 
Sometimes the moment might be only a split-second of action! The “exploded 
moment” is much longer than the moment would actually be in real time.   
 
Read the paragraph below.   

 
 
Choose one sentence from the paragraph above and explode it.  Here is an 
example: 
 

 
 

I woke up late this morning--as usual. I had no clean clothes and the fridge was 
next to bare. Traffic was heavy as I sped to work. Some jerk cut me off and I 
almost had a wreck. At work I went to my desk and there was a note to go and 
see the boss. I waited outside her office for a while before she called me in. I 
couldn’t figure out why she wanted to see me. I went inside and sat down. My 
boss handed me an envelope. She told me that my services were no longer 
needed and that I was free to go. I got my belongings from my desk and left. The 
drive home was quick. I am now unemployed. 

Some jerk cut me off and I almost had a wreck. I hate people who can’t drive. I 
decided to teach him a little lesson by playing near bumper cars with his bright red 
300 ZX. He kept hitting his brakes, and eventually even shook a fist of rage at me. 
I giggled gleefully--kind of like that lady in Fried Green Tomatoes who got 
immense pleasure from repeatedly rear-ending the car of the person who had 
stolen her parking space. Space is crucial, and that jerk will probably think twice 
before he cuts into mine again. 



Here are two other great examples written by AES students: 
 

 

I sat down beside the door, thumbs twiddling, feet tapping.  I felt nervous and 
feverish.  I heard footsteps from inside the door, my legs were trembling.  The 
knob turned for what seemed like ten seconds.  My boss’ head peeked out, 
“Can I see you in my office?”  Her voice echoed throughout the building.  

~ Conor G. 

I slowly opened my eyes, realizing I have been drooling all night and probably 
had pillow crease marks all over my face.  I flipped myself over and craned my 
head up to look at my small black alarm clock.  Someday, I’m going to set that 
alarm.  I then realized it was 11:14 a.m., two hours and fourteen minutes after 
I’m supposed to be at work, and three hours after I’m supposed to leave.  

~ Cooper E. 


