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MONDAY
ASHLEY

They say your life can change with a phone call. I don’t know
who “they” are, but they’re right. It happened to me on a late-
September night.

Bryce, my younger twin (by 57 seconds), and I were fighting over
who got to sit at the head of the kitchen table to do homework.
Dylan, our little brother, was jumping in the netted trampoline in
our backyard, squealing into the wind. Leigh, our stepsistet, was
waiting for a call from her boyfriend. Sam, our stepdad, was late
for dinner, and Mom was trying to throw something together at
the stove.
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Pretty much a normal evening until the phone rang.

“Timberline residence,” I said.

“Ashley, you're not going to believe this! It’s just the greatest!”

“I'm sorry. Who is this?”

[t was Carolyn Hamilton, my best friend from Chicago. The one
[ had promised to write to every day and e-mail every hour when
we moved to Colorado a few years ago. The one I hadn’t talked
with in ages.

We were going to prick our fingers and take a blood oath before
[ moved, but both of us got scared so we just spat in our hands
and shook and promised we’d always be best friends. She’s a year
older than I am, but we were perfect for each other when [ was in
elementary school.

“What'’s going on?” I said. “Your brother getting married?” Tim is
my age. He and Bryce used to play basketball and hang out together.

“You’re not going to believe it,” Carolyn said. [ was getting tired
of not believing something I didn’t even know. “How would you like
to come to Chicago and be in a commercial with me?”

She was right. I didn’t believe it.

“My dad’s advertising agency needs two kids for a commercial,
and I remember how good you are at that kind of stuff.”

Actually I don’t like talking in front of people, but the last couple
of years I've competed in forensics (speech) tournaments and feel
comfortable as long as [ know my lines.

“Want to do it?” Carolyn said. “My dad said they’d pay you.”

“Sure. When?”

“This Thursday. You’d need to get here by Wednesday night.”

[ bit my lip as Mom stirred a pan on the stove. Looked like spa-
ghetti. I had to convince her that this was a good-enough educa-
tional opportunity to miss school.
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