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The Moustache
by Robert Cormier

At the last minute Annie couldn't

go. She was invaded by one of those
twenty-four-hour flu bugs that sent
her to bed with a fever, moaning
about the fact that she'd also have to

break her date with Handsome Harry
Arnold that night. We call him
Handsome Harry because he's actually
handsome, but he's also a nice guy,
cool, and he doesn't treat me like

Annie's kid brother, which I am, but

like a regular person. Anyway, I had to
go to Lawnrest alone that afternoon.
But first of all I had to stand

inspection. My mother lined me up
against the wall. She stood there like a
one-man firing squad, which is kind
of funny because she's not like a man
at all, she's very feminine, and we have
this great relationship—I mean, I feel
as if she really likes me. I realize that
sounds strange, but I know guys
whose mothers love them and cook

special stuff for them and worry about
them and all but there's something
missing in their relationship.

Anyway. She frowned and started
the routine.

"That hair," she said. Then

admitted: "Well, at least you
combed it."

I sighed. I have discovered that
it's better to sigh than argue.

"And that moustache." She shook

her head. "I still say a seventeen-year-
old has no business wearing a
moustache."

"It's an experiment," I said. "I just
wanted to see if I could grow one." To
tell the truth, I had proved my point
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about being able to grow a decent
moustache, but I also had learned to

like it.

"It's costing you money, Mike,"
she said.

"I know, I know."

The money was a reference to the
movies. The Downtown Cinema has a

special Friday night offer—half-price
admission for high school couples,
seventeen or younger. But the woman
in the box office took one look at my
moustache and charged me full price.
Even when I showed her my driver's
license. She charged full admission for
Cindy's ticket, too, which left me
practically broke and unable to take
Cindy out for a hamburger with the
crowd afterward. That didn't help
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matters, because Cindy has been
getting impatient recently about
things like the fact that I don't own my
own car and have to concentrate on

my studies if I want to win that college
scholarship, for instance. Cindy wasn't
exactly crazy about the moustache,
either.

Now it was my mother's turn
to sigh.

"Look," I said, to cheer her up.
"I'm thinking about shaving it off."
Even though I wasn't. Another
discovery: Youcan build a way of life
on postponement.

"Your grandmother probably
won't even recognize you," she said.
And I saw the shadow fall across

her face.


