Highly Commended, The Moustache

Joseph observed the man with the large moustache across his father’s
grave. He looked vaguely familiar, but Joseph couldn’t bring to mind why.
Tear tracks glistened on the man’s left cheek, and he wiped his nose on his
old-fashioned navy blazer. His eyes darted around the mourners gathered
around the edge of the grave, and then finally came to rest on Joseph.
Caught staring, Joseph's eyes jerked awkwardly into that unfocussed
middle distance gaze of the guilty voyeur. After a few moments, Joseph
glanced back at the man and he was still staring. Their gazes locked, then
wriggled away, then locked again.

“...like to call up Wissam’s son, Joseph, to give a eulogy,” Father Andrew
snapped Joseph out of his hunt. He took his place at the head of the grave
and closed his eyes.

“My father was a good man,” Joseph began, loudly. Definitely not true.

He stared down the crumpled notepad paper he’d hastily scribbled on an
hour before the ceremony.

“He loved us four children, although sometimes he didn’t quite know how
to show it.” God. This is all garbage.

After an uncomfortably long pause while he scanned what he’d written,
he crushed the eulogy into his jacket pocket and looked up at the man with
the moustache, who was watching him intently. Joseph started again,
barely aware of what he was saying. All of the fucks he could possibly give
fluttered away in the cold June air, as he continued to stare at Moustache.

“My father was a sad man," Joseph said slowly, correcting himself. "Very
sad. And very angry. The only thing that made him happy was dragging
everyone down into his sad angry hole with him.” He peered down into the
hole at his feet, and the cheap wooden casket in which his dad lay dead,
washed by Joseph’s uncle, and wrapped in a white linen shroud, just as the
Coptic scriptures prescribed. Like a larva, Joseph thought.



Wissam was staring up at him. Not really angry any more, just very, very
sad. Joseph looked up again at Moustache. Moustache was also sad and
not-angry. Joseph suddenly realised how he knew Moustache. His name
was George. George had come to their house a handful of times, when
Joseph was maybe thirteen or fourteen. It was obvious to him that his
mother didn’t like George, but the reason why was a mystery. Joseph
remembered once they were all sitting in the kitchen after dinner. George
came in and politely greeted everyone in Arabic, and walked quickly to the
garage where Joseph’s father was. The door opened and closed silently.
His mother washed the dishes noisily.

‘I guess Wissam is no longer sad or angry, because supposedly he’s up
in heaven and all of the earthly pain of having to put up with his nagging
wife and disappointing children has simply evaporated in a shaft of golden
light. He must finally be happy.”

Joseph looked around at the shocked and disapproving faces of all the
family he either hated or merely tolerated, and then once again focussed
on George. George looked haunted.

Joseph stepped away from the grave and walked deliberately towards
the carpark. Their hypocrisy filled him with such rage. Most of them had
stopped talking to Wissam years ago, turned off by his constant
complaining and un-Christian gambling and drinking habits. They can all
ride a fat cock. He walked towards his uncle’s ugly beige Volvo and leant
against it. He took out his phone and opened and closed Facebook three
times in quick succession, without seeing anything.

“Your father talked about you a lot.”

Joseph started and looked up to see George standing there awkwardly.
He didn’t know what to say.

“We were very close, your father and I.” George said. His voice and
moustache trembled. “Many many years ago.”



Joseph realised he was crying. “Why?” he blurted out, his thoughts in
disarray.

“We shared a flat in Rome together. During the university summer
holidays.”

It had occurred to Joseph that his father, at some point, had been a nice
person. Maybe even fun. The thought once again swam towards him as he
looked at his father’s handsome friend.

“l want to hug you..." George said shakily in his adorable Egyptian
accent. "But | know you young people are very firm on ‘consent’ and that
kind of thing...”

Joseph took a faltering step towards George. George hugged him, and
they both wept freely.



