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"It's better to be late, than to never show up," Maggie Pearl's mama used to say. However, she was not talking about a day like this October 30. It could very well be the most important day of her life. After just recently passing the bar exam, she was lucky to have an interview with the Phoenix law firm of Martin & Samuelson 

Even though it was getting late, Maggie didn't want to skip a step of her make-up routine. She was currently on the powder step, but was aggravated because she couldn't find her compact. She never went out of the house without her seven layers of make-up, and she was definitely not about to be interviewed without looking her best. The heat and humidity added to the frustration as she scavenged through the drawers in her tiny bathroom. She ended up finding more shades of lipstick colors than a crayon box contained, but couldn't find her powder. 

Time was ticking away, so out of desperation she knocked softly on the door of Anita's room. Her roommate had worked the night shift, and Maggie didn't want to wake her. She quietly cracked the door open, and saw Anita in her nightgown sprawled out blanket-less on her bed. The desert heat, along with the women's desire to save money, often meant nights of sleeping with no air conditioning and no blankets. 

Maggie tiptoed through the room and entered Anita's bathroom. She smiled as she remembered the day two years ago, when she and Anita had rented this apartment. The thing they loved so much was the separate bathrooms. To Maggie's dismay, sitting on the counter was a brand new compact. "It's always easier to ask forgiveness than get permission," her mama used to say. Plus, she did not want to have to wake up Anita. She grabbed the new compact, and stealthily went back to her bathroom. 

I need to look extra good today, she thought. 

As she started to dab the powder to her face, the blemishes on her cheeks disappeared. She was impressed with the powder. Normally, they covered the blemish, but didn't completely make them disappear. As she wiped the powder on her nose, she wished that she had never been hit by that softball in junior high school. Her nose had a slight curve that she would try to hide with creative use of makeup. She looked in the mirror and was amazed. This time the powder actually seemed to straighten her nose out. She moved the puff to her eyes where slight wrinkles around the corners had formed over the years. As she applied the powder, the wrinkles disappeared. The powder was not covering up the flaws on her face; it felt like it was removing them. 

Astonished at the difference in her appearance, she quickly finished her make-up ritual. With a confidence brought on by her new found beauty, Maggie left for her interview. The law office was downtown. Fortunately, every traffic light was green, and she arrived with a couple of minutes to spare. 

Her interview was incredible. Every question seemed to be something she was prepared to answer. As she exited the interview, she felt confident with her new beautiful looks that she would get the job, but mama said, "Don't count your chickens before they hatch." That did not stop her from celebrating. She went to breakfast at a local coffee shop, and then called Anita on her cell phone. 

After two rings Maggie heard the click of the phone and said, "Anita?" 

"Yeah," 

"Maggie here," 

"Oh, how did your interview go?" 

"Awesome! I think I got the job." 

"Cool. I knew you could do it." 

"Remember that party you were telling me about the other day?" 

"Yeah," 

"Well, let's go tonight." 

"Cool. Sounds good to me." 

"Anita?" 

"Yeah," 

"I borrowed your brand new compact." 

"Huh?" 

"Yeah, the one that was on the counter in your bathroom." 

"I don't think I had one there, but it's all right." 

"Well, I just wanted to let you know." 

"That's cool." 

"See you later." 

"Okay, bye." 

Maggie hung up the phone and then ran some errands. When she arrived home, Anita greeted her and handed her a goblet of diet soda. 

"Sorry, we don't have any champagne, but it is the thought that counts." 

"Thanks, Anita, you are too kind." 

The two women sat down and Maggie told her all the details of the interview. When Maggie was finished, Anita said, "Girl, you are looking good today. What is your secret?" 

"I guess it is just my lucky day," she replied not wanting to bring up the story of the compact. 

The party at Charlie Miller's house was an "anti-Halloween" party. There were no costumes allowed and it was a "dress to impress" event. Maggie originally was not eager to go to the party, as she had been feeling rather unappealing lately. However, her confidence was much higher thanks to the new compact. 

She thought of coloring her jet-black hair to make herself a brunette, and she wondered if the compact could do that too. She started with her eyebrows and imagined them a soft shade of brown. As she dabbed the powder on, her eyebrow color began to change and so did the shape of her eyes. She imagined her eyes a rounder, smoother oval and her facial features began to change. She started to imagine her hair a matching shade as her eyebrows and softly rubbed the puff through her hair. Her looks became completely changed. Before she was a good-looking woman, but now would be better described as ravishing. 

Anita and Maggie went to the party fashionably a half hour late and were promptly greeted by many men. Maggie received compliments from several of them saying that she was looking very pretty this evening. Four different guys gave her their phone numbers. She filed them in her purse for future purposes. Mama said, "You could never have too many suitors." 

Some of the guys could be potential dates, but she was eager to see if Howard Phillips would be at the party. Howard was a handsome man that Maggie had had her eye on for the last two years. They were casual acquaintances in law school, and had some classes and study groups together. It just seemed like he was never quite interested in her. They even met a couple times for coffee after class, but nothing much further than that. Tonight, she was going to make her move. 

Howard arrived at 9:00 p.m. and came in with Jeremy Brown. Howard went straight to the food tables and Jeremy went straight to a group of ladies in the corner. Howard was browsing through the selection of hors d'oeuvres when Maggie approached him. 

"Hi, Maggie, that is you isn't it?" 

"Yes it is." 

"Wow, you look...uh..." 

"Pretty?" 

"Well, yes and so much more. What did you do?" 

"I just colored my hair a little lighter." 

"Well, you look fantastic." 

It was not long before Howard asked her to sit down at a table, and they talked for a long time before he finally asked her to dance. 

After thirty minutes of dancing, Maggie said, "I wish they would have a slow dance." 

"Me too. Me too. Hold on, I will be right back." 

Howard walked over to Charles Miller, who was not only the host of the party but the D.J. too. After a few minutes, Howard came back. 

"I think you'll get your wish." 

At the moment he stopped talking, a romantic ballad began to play. Maggie melted into Howard's arms. Completely oblivious to the outside world, they swayed from side to side. It was not until the beat changed as a new song began did they separate. They continued to dance for a while longer. Maggie briefly looked around and caught the eye of Anita. 

"Howard, I am sorry, but I need to see how Anita is doing." 

"Ok. What are you doing tomorrow night?" 

"Nothing really. I was thinking about going to the mall to check out the kids in their costumes. Why? What's up?" 

"There is a carnival over on the other side of town, and I wondered if you would like to go with me? The only catch is you have to have a costume." 

"Ok, I think I can manage that." 

"Cool, here is my business card. Give me a call tomorrow and we can work out all of the details." 

Maggie took the card and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and said, "Thank you, I had a wonderful time tonight and I will see you tomorrow." 

She walked over to Anita who was sitting by herself at a table. 

"Anita, I am so sorry. How long have you been waiting?" 

"About thirty minutes, but hey it's ok. Looks like you guys had a great time." 

"I really did." Maggie looked at Howard's card, "Wow, he is now an assistant D.A." 

"That's funny. If you get that job, looks like you will be on the opposite sides of the law." Anita laughed. 

"Yup." 

"So you gonna call him?" 

"Yup, and we have a date for tomorrow night at the carnival." 

"Sweet! Lucky you!" 

The two young ladies gathered their stuff, and went home where they talked about their night at the party. It was very late when they finally went to their rooms to go to sleep. 

Maggie had a hard time sleeping as she was thinking of the costume that she was going to wear. She thought she might dress up as a witch. Her mind drifted to the compact. She wondered if she could use the makeup to make her face ugly. It did such a marvelous job of transforming her face to beautiful. Maybe, it was possible to use it the other way. 

She glanced at her clock: 4:00 a.m. "Early to bed. Early to rise. Makes a woman healthy, wealthy and wise." Mama said. Well, today, I guess I am living dangerously, Maggie thought. With a smug smile on her face, she finally closed her eyes and drifted asleep. 

The day went by dreadfully slow, as it does any time you are waiting for a special occasion, but it was time for Maggie to prepare for her date. She was a witch a few years back for a costume party in the dorms, and fortunately had kept the hat and black shawl for just such an occasion as this. She got out her new mysterious compact, and started picturing herself as a witch. She started with her nose imagining it hooked at the end with a large bulbous protrusion in the middle with a hideous wart with a hair growing out of it on the side. As she dabbed the powder on, her nose transformed into the macabre image of her mind's eye. On the other side of her face, she dabbed on another black mole. She darkened her eyes and lengthened her lashes. Then, her imagined hair of a grainy dark black with scattered streaks of gray in it became true as she applied the powder on her hair. Her transformation of her face was complete. She changed into her black dress and wore her black shawl over it. 

Just as she put her black hat on her head, the doorbell rang. She ran to the door, but stood there for a minute to catch her breath and also to not appear too eager. She opened the door slowly and there was Howard dressed as a pirate. 

"Uh, hi, Maggie. You look..." 

"Hideous," she said finishing his sentence. 

"Ummmm, yes" 

"Well, good. That's the look I wanted." They both laughed and Maggie knew the date was off to a good start. She gathered her stuff, putting her keys and the compact hastily in her purse. 

"Bye, Anita," She called out as she closed the door. 

The carnival was only a few minutes ride away from Maggie's apartment. They decided to first walk around and see the sights to get an overview of the park. Howard stopped at a booth where he threw a dart at the balloons and won a small teddy bear for Maggie. Maggie was thrilled because she collected teddy bears. 

After strolling around the carnival, they had built up an appetite. They went to a little food cart and ordered a couple of corn dogs and sodas. Before Maggie could pull out some money, Howard had already paid. Maggie remembered Mama once saying, "A man that pays for a meal is a man that will take care of you when you are old.... Or is rich. Both are good." 

She smiled at the wisdom of her mother. 

"What's so funny?" Howard asked. 

"I am just having such a fun time." 

"That's good. Me too. Do you want to go on a ride?" 

"Yes, that sounds fun." 

They decided upon the Ferris wheel partly because there was no line, but also because it was a slower ride. Howard bought the tickets and they climbed into the car. 

"It's a little bumpy today," the attendant said as he latched the door. 

"That's okay," Howard replied, "I will just hold on to the witch next to me." 

Maggie smiled. She had not felt this giddy for a long time. Howard was a great guy and she liked how this date was going. 

With a gnashing and a squealing of the gears, the wheel began to turn. Maggie squeezed a little closer to Howard. When they reached the top, Maggie enjoyed the view of the entire park, but she liked the fact that Howard put his arm around her even more. The wheel started to go down and Maggie felt weightless for a second and was not sure if her heart was beating faster because of the drop or because of her desire to kiss Howard. 

As they returned to the top, the wheel came to an abrupt stop. They both looked down, as another couple was about to get on the ride. The attendant locked the door and returned to his station. 

With a sudden lurch the Ferris wheel jerked forward, and stopped. The sudden momentum caught Maggie off guard. Her purse slipped from the bench, and bounced off the floor. As Maggie reached for it, her hand accidentally bumped it causing it to slip through the crack between the door and the outside. As the purse plummeted to the earth below, it spun around dumping the contents out of it as it fell. With a loud thud and a few late clankity clanks, the purse and contents hit the ground a few feet beside the Ferris wheel. 

"Sorry about that. You can get the purse when you get down," the attendant yelled up. 

"It's okay," Howard yelled back. 

"I have got to get down," Maggie said frantically to Howard as she nudged away from him. 

"It'll be okay." 

"I have got to get my purse. I have got to get it now," she said with tears pouring out of her eyes. 

No matter what Howard said, it could not console Maggie. The ride back down with the hysterical Maggie was one of the longest one and a half minutes of his life. As they were almost down to ground level, Maggie unlatched the door and jumped out of the still slowly moving ride. She ran over to the purse and in particular to the compact. 

The compact was broken into two pieces with the powder scattered on the ground. The mirror was shattered. She looked in the cracked mirror and could vaguely pick out the image of her gruesome witch face. She took the puff and tried to dab the make-up on her face imagining herself pretty, but nothing happened. 

Howard ran over to her, patting her on the back, and said, "Sweetheart, it'll be okay." 

"No it won't," she cried. 

Maggie's mama used to say, "You better not make an ugly face like that, or you might just be stuck with it the rest of your life."

If you enjoyed this, please email to let me know.
