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This is dedicated to everyone who
wants to make the world prettier.
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When I was twelve, I convinced my mother to let me do her makeup for Parents’ Night. When I was finished, my sister, Rosalia, who was fifteen, said, “Ma, aren’t ya even gonna say anything?”

Ma said to me, “All right, so it looks nice, Carlos. But I don’t think I should be encouraging something like this. I’m not gonna go to your school and tell your teacher, ‘See my face! Isn’t it pretty? My son did my makeup. Didn’t he do an excellent job?”

Rosalia asked, “Why not?”

Ma said, “You know why not! Don’t make me say it.”

Rosalia put her hands on her hips. “You know what, Ma? Carlos is talented, that’s what he is. He’s probably gonna be famous one day for being so talented, and you should be happy he can do something this good so young!”

After Ma went to Parents’ Night, Rosalia and I went to McDonald’s. Rosalia told me again she thought I was talented and that I was gonna be famous. I asked her to buy me an extra bag of chocolate chip cookies and an all-chocolate sundae to prove she really meant it.

•   •   •

By the time I got to Sojourner Truth/John F. Kennedy Freedom High School, I knew if other people could get paid as makeup artists, I could too. I already had a job after school being an assistant to all the teachers in a day care program. I didn’t love my job, but I did love being able to go shopping for makeup at Little Ricky’s on Thirteenth Street, where they had the wildest stuff. I’d run home, lock my bedroom door, and try it out immediately. Sitting on the side of my bed, studying my face in my two-sided makeup mirror (one for normal view, one for super-close-up) was like school after school. It was me practicing the thing that I knew would make me famous someday.

No matter what any of them said, the girls at school had to admit I was an expert. And the boys who got away with eyeliner because they were supposedly rockers even asked me for tips on how to put it on straight. I was really happy to tell them, because crooked eyeliner is so whack, it makes me nuts.

My friend Angie suggested, “Carlos, now that you’re sixteen, you should come to Macy’s and try to get a part-time job at a makeup counter.” She worked there on Saturdays and she bugged me from the beginning of school in September. “You have to go and apply for a job before the holidays. That’s when they need all the help they can get. I bet you could work for any company you wanted—Chanel, Bobbi Brown, Dolce & Gabbana. Any of them.”

I know it sounds like I’m exaggerating, but the idea of it made me stop breathing for . . . well, a few seconds at least. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of it first. I guess I’d only pictured doing Mary J. Blige’s makeup before a concert, or maybe Rihanna’s, or taking a month off from school to go on tour with Janet Jackson because she insisted if she didn’t have me she couldn’t do the tour. I hadn’t thought about working at a department store.

Even though I was sure of what I could do, I thought working for Macy’s was a long shot, a fantasy that was nice to talk and dream about, but soooo unlikely.

I asked her, “Angie, do you think a big, famous store like Macy’s would really hire me? I don’t have any professional experience.”

And good old Angie said, “Honey, all we have to do is get you an application. Then we’ll come up with a fake résumé. We’ll put my cell number on it. When they call, I’ll answer, ‘Greenberg’s Department Store’ and tell them, ‘Carlos Duarte? You’d be lucky to get him! He’s fabulous!’”

Angie worked on the tenth floor in the Linens department at Macy’s. But selling pillowcases and Martha Stewart sheet sets didn’t mean she knew a whole lot about how they hired people in the makeup department. “I’m pretty sure it’s not that easy, Angie. Can’t you make friends with somebody at one of the counters and ask them how they hire?”

And of course Angie said in her typical I-was-just-playin’-’cause-I-don’t-really-have-enuff-courage-to-do-what-I-said Angie way, “I can’t go down there! They all look so beautiful . . . and so mean.”

“Are you kidding me? ‘They all look so beautiful’? I’ve passed by makeup counters hundreds of times, including the ones at Macy’s, and the people who work at those counters have on a ton of makeup, but that doesn’t mean they’re beautiful! And if they look mean, maybe it’s because it’s hot standing around under those fluorescent lights wearing that much makeup whether you want to or not. Can you just get over yourself and go down and ask them? Get me a stupid application? This is important! And besides, it was your idea in the first place!”

“Maybe if I lose five pounds by Saturday when I go to work, I’ll get up the courage to ask one of them.”

“But, Angie, they don’t care how much you weigh! And I guarantee you, you have a prettier face than most of them. Look, if you want, I’ll get up early on Saturday and come over to your apartment and do your makeup. That way maybe when you see that your makeup looks better than most of theirs, you’ll be able to get up enough courage to help your very best friend get the job you know he deserves!”

As usual, when Angie’s insecurity took over her brain, everything I liked about her, including her common sense, suddenly disappeared. “If you want the job that badly, why don’t you just show up and ask them yourself?” She was all huffed up.

“Angie, it was brilliant of you to think that I should apply there for a job. And I totally mean brilliant. But that makes sense, because you’re brilliant. Most of the time. But now, could you tell me what sense it makes for me to go there on Saturday and ask how I can apply for a job and what would make me qualified, then show up there the next Saturday acting like I’ve had so much experience? I mean, what do I say when they ask me, ‘If you have so much experience doing this, why did you need to come in and ask how somebody gets hired to do it in the first place?’”

Angie was losing it. “I don’t know! Just tell them you thought maybe different department stores had different ways of doing things!”

“Yeah, and that would make me sound like I’d worked in dozens and dozens of them, wouldn’t it?” I shook my head sadly like I couldn’t believe Angie was trying to snatch away my dream for a career in makeup after putting it under my nose like a liver dog treat to a puppy. “Forget it, Ange.” I put my hand up between us. “Don’t give it another thought. Maybe I can Google it or something and find out that way.” Then I added pitifully, “Thanks.”

“Ohmygod, Carlos! All right! If you do my makeup, I’ll go down to the first floor on my break and ask one of those mean, snotty-looking would-be models how to apply for a job there. Making it absolutely clear that I don’t mean for myself! And I’ll do it whether I’ve lost five pounds or not.”

“Ooooh!” I squealed, and yes, I do definitely squeal, I have to admit it. And the more excited I am, the higher it is. “Do you promise?”

“Yessssss, I promise!” Angie rolled her eyes and shook her head. Then she said, “If you promise me something!”

“Anything, Ange, anything!” I knew she was gonna ask that, when we both worked at Macy’s, I do her makeup every Saturday, and I was more than happy to say yes.

She looked at me very seriously and lifted her head like I better get ready, so I did. “You better promise that when you get hired there and everybody knows you and thinks you’re talented and great . . .”

“And they will,” I flicked my head to the side with one hand on my hip. “You know they will, girl.”

“Yeah, well you better promise that no matter how popular you are, you won’t start acting weird like you’re embarrassed to be with me or something.”

“Angie,” I said, just as serious as she was, “I’m sorry you have this condition that makes you say and even think insane things. So, what I’m going to do until you can get yourself healed is just say, Hon, I love you and I’ll always love you, whether you’re a hundred and three pounds or three hundred and one pounds. I’m just hoping that you won’t wind up being three hundred and one pounds. Because, first, it isn’t healthy, and, second, you’ll want to be on one of those weight-loss shows, and then I will have to disown you because I think they’re just so tacky! I’d die, Ange, I really would!”

Angie said, “And I don’t think we have to worry about me ever being a hundred and three pounds, unless somebody sews my mouth shut!” She laughed, one of her big old Angie laughs, which is one of my favorite sights and sounds in the world.

And I started picturing myself behind the biggest, most fabulous makeup counter in Macy’s.
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I went to Burrito Take-Out Village to brag to my sister, Rosalia, that I was going to be working at Macy’s very soon, and I’d share my discount with her. I couldn’t believe she was going to school to be a medical technician at a place she’d learned about from a poster on the subway. She was calling it college and working at Burrito Take-Out Village to pay for it. Okay, so getting such crummy grades that she couldn’t go to a real college was no one’s fault but her own. It was just that all we’d ever talked about, sitting on the side of her bed while she let me try out different combinations of eye shadow on her, was how we were not gonna end up like our mother, managing a dry cleaner’s and not being able to afford anything unless it was on sale.

“I saw the cutest jacket,” Ma would say. “I’m gonna keep checking back. Eventually they’ll put it on sale.” Or the worst was, “My boss says if somebody doesn’t claim this coat in the next few weeks, he’s gonna let me have it. Isn’t that great!” Ugh. And we’d have to say, yeah, it was great, because neither one of us could afford to buy her a winter coat, so better an unclaimed one from the cleaner’s she worked in than no decent winter coat at all. I remember having this dream once that a lady stopped us on the street and asked Ma for all the clothes she had on because the lady said they were hers. And when Ma denied it, all the cleaning tickets started to appear on her clothes, and they had the lady’s name on them in huge print.

Rosalia said she used to think maybe our father would show up out of nowhere and we’d live happily ever after, but then she realized she’d been watching too many soap operas. She said she kind of remembered him from when she was little, but the only details were that he was “tall and had red eyes.”

“Tall with red eyes, Rosalia? That sounds like the devil.”

Rosalia laughed. “Yeah, that’s pretty much how Ma describes him too.” According to Ma, he left when Rosalia was five and I was two. There’s one really bad picture of him that Rosalia and I saw in Ma’s drawer once. It was taken outside in the dark and you could barely see what he looked like. I wouldn’t know the man if I walked into the cleaner’s and Ma was cursing at him, which is about what would happen. When we do bring him up, which is hardly at all these days, Ma makes this face as though she smells dog crap somewhere in the room. “If we have to talk about the drunken drug addict, I’m leaving the room,” she says. And Rosalia and I look at each other and laugh. It’s like a joke now, our father the joke, the smell in the room. Was he really a drunken drug addict? When I asked Ma, she said, “What? You think I’m such a crappy mother, I’d tell my kids their father was a drunken drug addict if it wasn’t true?”

Ma hates all the boys she’s ever seen Rosalia with, and says, “If you think you’re gonna bring another bum in here for me to cook for, you’re nuts.” Now Rosalia’s going out with this cook at Burrito Take-Out Village named Danny, so she came home and said to Ma, “This one’s not a bum, Ma. And he can cook dinner for you. So don’t start in on him.”

I can’t believe my sister really wants to spend the rest of her life looking at other people’s X-rays. And now she’s talking about getting engaged to Danny, who I have not so-great feelings about. Maybe it’s because he’s never once looked me right in the eye, and because every time I go into Burrito Take-Out Village, all the other guys in the kitchen say stuff in Spanish that I don’t understand, and then they laugh, and Danny doesn’t exactly laugh, but he does snicker. If Rosalia understands, she pretends she doesn’t, except once she whipped her head around and said, “Screw you. You think I’m deaf?” And the guys stopped, but they still had these smirks on their faces, including Danny. And because he’s a part of all that, I’m hoping there’s no chance he’ll ever be my brother-in-law.

But the news about Macy’s was too good to wait, even though it hadn’t happened yet. So I decided to go first to Rosalia at Burrito Take-Out Village and tell her and then decide how much to tell my ma, since I knew she wouldn’t be all that crazy about the makeup part.

When I got to Rosalia’s job, she was busy taking orders, so I had to wait. One of the boys in the kitchen saw me come in and went farther back to where I couldn’t see him and whistled and said something stupid in Spanish. Danny had already looked up from the grill when he saw me come in. As usual, he didn’t say hi or anything. He just kept cooking. But when his buddy whistled and said whatever trash he did, Danny grinned. Rosalia must have been too busy to hear, or else she was ignoring it. When she finally had a second, I went up to the counter and blurted as quickly as I could, “Guess what! Angie’s gonna find out how I can get a job at Macy’s doing makeup on the weekends, and after they hire me, I promise to let you use my discount. Won’t it be beyond crazy fabulous!”

I could see out of the corner of my eye Danny at the grill behind Rosalia looking at me. And next to him were two of the other guys in their dirty white uniforms staring at me like my head was spinning around while I was talking. All right, I’m not stupid. It was raining hard and I had on my black vinyl slicker and the hat that goes with it. And my mascara may even have been smudged a little from so much rain. So, I didn’t look like any of the yuppies in the stupid place. Or those boys in their dirty uniforms. But I never look like anyone else, and that’s the point. I don’t want to look like anyone else. So I thought what I always think. That Danny Fernandez and his obnoxious buddies could all kiss my butt.

Rosalia didn’t have time to say a whole lot. She told me in this low voice, “Carlos, your eyes are all smeary. We can talk when I get home.” So I left. On the way home I decided not to tell my mother at all until I was hired.
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The next Saturday, I got up early and went from East Fifth Street, where we lived, up to Sixteenth, where Angie lived. Her mother stared at me all over and said, “I’ve heard a lot about you. As close as Angie says you two are, I’m surprised I haven’t met you before.”

I said, “Well . . . I’m here now,” and tried to make it sound intelligent even though I felt stupid as soon as I’d said it. I hadn’t met her because Angie had admitted that her mother would think I was weird. So why would I volunteer to go to her house to have one more person think I was weird?

“She’s back there.” Angie’s mother pointed, still doing her survey of me.

As I passed her parents’ bedroom on the way to Angie’s bedroom, her father came out in an ugly green uniform and called out, “Why’s he going into Angie’s room?”

Angie’s mother said loudly from the kitchen, “I told you before, he’s going to do her makeup.” And her father said, “I still don’t know what the hell that means! But whatever it means, he can do it out here!”

I was caught in the hallway, facing his big belly. I turned right around, heading for the living room, wishing Angie would come out of her stupid bedroom already. I sat on the couch with my Vuitton Neverfull bag on my lap, trying to pretend I didn’t know he was still there, observing me like I was an exotic insect. (And no, I don’t have a real Vuitton, but it’s the best imitation I’ve ever seen).

Finally, when Angie’s father did go into the kitchen, there was all this whispering. It wasn’t hard to figure out that he thought the circus had come to town, and Angie’s mother was saying it was fine, it would be gone soon.

As soon as Angie came out, I knew we were in trouble. “If I do your makeup,” I said as quietly as I could, “you can’t wear that.”

“What do you mean, I can’t wear this!” she started whining immediately. “I love polka dots! Polka dots are my favorite. That’s why I’m wearing them today. To give me courage.”

“First of all, polka dots are your favorite because you’re a psycho. And I don’t really care if you wear them any other day but today. Today I’m doing a smoky eye for daytime in shades of gray and you should wear something subtle, like—”

“I know. You want me to wear black like those vampires at the makeup counters. And that’s what you get to do after they hire you. But I don’t wanna wear all black. It makes me depressed. And I have to work eight hours, telling people the difference between a king-size bed and a twin—believe it or not—so I can’t afford to be depressed. I want my polka dots!”

“Then, fine!” I knew there wasn’t time to try to convince her, and I certainly didn’t want her parents to come rushing in from the other room to defend her. I knew her father would be only too happy to throw me out. I reached into my bag and pulled out my makeup case. “I’ll work around the polka dots!”

About thirty minutes later, in spite of the polka dots, Angie had a daytime look to rock all of Macy’s and to definitely impress the makeup counter divas. Even she was impressed, and I’d done her makeup dozens of times. “Should I tell them you did it?” she asked me.

“That’s the point, Angie girl, that’s the point! That, and an application!”

She called me on her morning break to say that she was too nervous to go downstairs to the makeup counters, and I tried really hard not to say anything mean enough to hurt our friendship. But I was furious. If she was that nervous, who knew if she’d ever have the guts to go down and ask anything? What Angie did when she was nervous was two things: She stuffed everything into her mouth that would fit, and she sweated, no matter how cold or hot it was. And she wasn’t exactly a careful eater, so I could picture what her makeup would look like when she finished eating and sweating, cause I’d seen it before—lots of times.

“Angie, I won’t hate you if you don’t go talk to those people. I’ll just be very disappointed. To be honest, I just wish I hadn’t wasted my whole night worrying about the perfect look to give you, and then gotten up early this morning and worked harder than I ever worked before, just so you would feel comfortable enough to do me this one favor. And now who knows whether or not you’re even gonna do it!”

There was silence on the other end. It wasn’t as though she couldn’t figure out I was trying to guilt-trip her. I was so desperate, I had to resort to something that pitiful in hopes she’d get a grip and do what we’d planned. But all she said was, “I’m really sorry, honey,” in this frail voice like she had a temperature of 110, and pneumonia.

But at twelve thirty Miss Beyoncé Knowles’s “Irreplaceable” started ringing in my jeans and I hoped for a miracle.

“Hi, Miss Angie Girl,” I said gently. What I heard on the other end was a shriek.

“I did it, I did it, I did it!”

I looked up at the ceiling and said, “Thank you, God!”

“The thing is,” Angie said, somehow already back to her familiar whine, “it’s not as easy as we thought, Carlos! It’s really hard!”

“What’s really hard?” I wanted her to be clear and specific and encouraging.

She repeated, “It’s a lot, Carlos! Really a lot! It’s not as easy as we thought at all!”

I refused to get psyched-out without knowing the details. What was a lot for Angie didn’t have to be the same from my point of view. “I didn’t think it would be easy, Angie. I didn’t think it would be anything, because I didn’t have any information! So, what is the information you have that makes you think it will be so hard?”

“I can’t tell you now. It would take too long. I’ll tell you when I get home.”

There were no words for how frustrated she made me. Angie is the kind of person who can tell you the weather is supposed to be sunny for the next three days and make it sound like tragic news.

“Angie, please! I’ve waited all morning for this. Can’t you tell me anything?”

“No, Carlos, no! My lunchtime is almost over and I haven’t had anything to eat.” Well, I didn’t know how that could be true, since she’d been talking with her mouth full both times she’d been on the phone. But I knew if it was a choice between me and food, I didn’t have a prayer. The thing is, though, I can be just as persistent as Angie can be annoying. “All right.” I gave her a big sigh, “I’ll wait. But can you at least tell me what counter you went to, to ask.”

Angie started giggling. I knew it had to be something incredible. “Well? You can’t do this, Miss Angie! Spill it!”

“FEEEAATTTUURRE FAACCCEE!” she screamed into the phone.

I smiled. Well! You go, Angie! If we’re gonna shoot for it, let’s shoot for the top! “Angie, you know how much I love you, don’t you? Even though sometimes I think somebody is paying you to make me legally insane, I do love you. And I will wait until you get home tonight to tell me what the people at the FeatureFace counter said about how fast I’ll become famous working for them.”

“Oooo, Carlos, I’m just warning you. It will not be easy!”

I had enough positive information now that I didn’t have to even consider anything else. “Do I need an application, Angie?”

“Yes.”

“And do you have one for me?”

“Yes. I had to be superpersistent, because nobody at that counter was paying any attention to anyone except—are you ready for this? Shirlena Day!”

“Shirlena Day! Was she there?”

“Yep, and everyone was running in circles trying to get all the stuff she was asking for. It was crazy, crazy! But I did manage to get you an application.”

“Darling, that’s all Carlos has to know.”

When I shut my phone, I was already trying to figure out once I was working weekends, how long would it take before FeatureFace begged me to quit school to work for them full-time? Then I thought about Shirlena Day being a customer. I’d watched her on Smokin’ Friday Nights a few times and I thought she was a comedic genius—especially her Michelle O. As a matter of fact, I thought she was the funniest person on the show. Why wasn’t I working for FeatureFace right now? By next month I’d be right in the middle of a Vogue spread with Shirlena Day quoted as saying, “I discovered Carlos Duarte working behind the FeatureFace counter at Macy’s, and I haven’t been able to live without him since!”

I could make it happen. I knew I could. But first . . . FeatureFace had to hire me!
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We met at the Dunkin’ Donuts halfway between Angie’s house and mine. I insisted we sit at a back booth so Angie wouldn’t get distracted, which she did quite easily. Especially if it was a boy with dark hair, who looked like he’d lifted any kind of weights at all. All Angie had to see was some evidence of pecs and the dark hair and it was over! She’d order another hot chocolate, two more chocolate-covered donuts, and stare. You could get up, go shopping, get your hair cut, and come back, and if the guy was still there, Angie would not have noticed you weren’t. Luckily, when Angie met me to discuss Macy’s and FeatureFace, there were only screaming kids and their mothers in there.

Angie hugged me like she was squeezing the last bit of Crest from the tube. “I’m so excited, Carlos! They thought my makeup was fabulous, and they can’t wait for you to come in.”

“Is that true?” By the time I saw Angie, her makeup was a total mess and I would have told anybody who asked that I’d had nothing to do with it.

She reached into her bag and pulled out the application. Unfortunately, it had some grease stains and tiny bits of cheese on it, which didn’t please me, but that was Angie. Anything that Angie touched eventually got touched by food.

Before I could even look at the application, her face changed completely. It was the now-I-have-something-too-tragic-to-tell-you face. “The thing is, Carlos, while I was there, there was this other poor girl there who was being interviewed. They were barely paying her any attention because Shirlena Day was there. But I saw how they do it.” Angie shook her head like we were suddenly in a funeral home staring down at a coffin, with my chances of ever working for FeatureFace in it.

“This girl had her résumé there, and the counter manager was going over it, kind of—like I said, he was too busy making sure Shirlena Day got whatever she wanted. But then he’d come back and look at the girl’s résumé and say mean things about it.”

“Whadya mean, ‘mean things’?”

“Oh, you know, like ‘I’ve never heard of this place’ or ‘They didn’t keep you there very long, did they?’ It was awful. I felt so sorry for the girl. Then he’d get distracted because a salesperson would ask for something that Shirlena Day wanted, and he’d snap at them like they were idiots because he wanted them to say yes to her, even if it seemed like they were out of something.”

“Was Shirlena nice or was she a creep?” I asked Angie. Who knew? She might be a complete terror in a department store, dealing with the little people.

“No,” Angie said, “she seemed pretty nice. She kept telling them, ‘I can have my assistant phone in an order,’ but they wanted to seal the deal on the spot. So every time she mentioned something she liked that FeatureFace made, they went crazy, bringing out cases and cases of it.”

“I can’t stand it, Ange,” I squealed. “I wish I’d been there. I wish I could’ve been working for them already. She would’ve loved me and I would’ve loved her, and that would have been it!”

“I’m tellin ya’,” Angie said, slurping hot chocolate, “ya gotta get the job first, ya gotta get past this dude Valentino. And he’s like a guard dog.” Her mouth was so covered with sugar, she looked like she was wearing frosted lipstick. “Because the counter was so hysterical, I had to wait forever before I could even speak to him. After he finished insulting the girl’s résumé, he said, ‘I don’t suppose you have a portfolio, do you?’ And I thought, She’s toast now, burnt freakin’ toast! But she had this book of pictures of the makeup she’d done. I didn’t see the pictures, but all I kept thinking was you probably don’t have any pictures like that, do you?”

“No . . . ,” I said, annoyed both that Angie was so sure of what I didn’t have and also that she was right.

“Then, she had this model with her. So after this Valentino guy looked at her book, he told her to go ahead and make up her model, which is when I got a chance to talk to him.” By now, of course, instead of sounding like any of it was good news, Angie sounded like it had all been a disaster. She used it as an excuse to get up to order two more donuts. But while she was waiting for them, I was figuring out how to get what I needed to at least have a shot at getting what I wanted.

Before she even sat down again, I called out to her, “So you said this guy really liked your makeup?”

“Yeah,” Angie answered, waiting for her donuts. She didn’t even ask me if I wanted anything.

“Was he nice to you?”

“No!” she said, coming back to our booth. She practically swallowed a whole donut in one bite. “He answered my questions like I was a piece of lint on his shoulder and he couldn’t understand why I wouldn’t fall off.”

“But you say he liked your makeup,” I insisted.

“Yeah. He liked it a lot. I mean, he didn’t go on and on or anything. He just said, ‘Your makeup is very well done’ in this voice like even if I was a piece of lint, at least I was lint with a good makeup job.”

“Then I’m gonna take your picture in the exact same makeup, and another one with a different outfit. And I’ll get Rosalia to do the same thing. And Soraya, and Chantal at school. Maybe I won’t have a lot of pictures, but the ones I have will be beyond stunning!”

Everybody deserves a chance, especially those who are as talented as I am, I thought. I made Angie sit right there at Dunkin’ Donuts and help me fill out the application. I knew I could get at least two of the guys who owned beauty salons in our neighborhood to say I’d worked as a makeup artist for them. Plus we added a couple of salons at the bottom of the list that we knew had gone out of business, so they couldn’t be traced. The good part, I figured, was that I was young. How many places could I have worked?

The next week at school I did makeup on Chantal and Soraya and took pictures. I did a step-by-step with Chantal, which I thought was a genius idea, because it would show I really knew what I was doing and how I could change somebody’s look completely. Chantal really got on my nerves during the photos and started asking how much she was getting paid, so I finally had to give her twenty-five dollars. But it taught me that when you ask somebody to do you a favor as your friend: (1) make sure they know what the word “favor” means, and (2) make sure they really are your friend. The reason I was hoping all the girls would not expect to get paid was because I was already paying this kid at school, Gleason Kraft, sixty dollars to take the pictures. So practically my whole paycheck from the day care center was used up. It really pissed me off that Chantal said she’d do it as my friend and then asked for money. If she didn’t look exactly like Alek Wek, the supermodel, I would have told her to forget it and that she was lucky I’d ever considered using her at all.
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Carlos Duarte knows

that he's fabulous.

F or as long as he can remember, he's
been able to apply makeup just right,
and his sense of style would impress
half the fashion designers in New York
City. He spends his time dreaming of
becoming Carrlos Duarte, larger-than-
life makeup artist to the stars. And when
he lands a part-time job working at the
FeatureFace makeup counter at Macy's,
he's sure his dreams are finally becom-
ing a reality.

But the makeup artist world is com-
petitive and cutthroat, and there are
hurdles in his way that Carlos could
never have imagined. The chance of hit-
ting the big time is so close Carlos can
taste it—but he'll have to believe in him-
self more than ever if he wants to make
it to the top.
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“In this wonderful, fun, insightful, and astonishing book,
a light is shining from the first page to the last, showing
us all the way through the darkness to our own truth.”

—FASHION DESIGNER CHRIS MARCH
(PROJECT RUNWAY)

ALSO BY BIL WRIGHT
When the Black Girl Sings

A Junior Library Guild Selection

* “Wright grabs hold of hard-hitting issues in a realistic and poignant
novel that fully commands the audience’s attention.”
—Publishers Weekly, starred review
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