
From The Chocolate War 
 

     The fellow stood in the 
street, on the other side of 
the green Volkswagen, his 
chest resting on the car’s 
roof...He was about 
nineteen, long black hair 
brushing his shoulders, a 
curling mustache, like a limp 
black snake draped on his 
upper lip, the ends dangling 
near his chin. 



 
Describe someone with a 
different look. 


