


To Dave,
my heart-mate, best friend,

and very cool husband.

HollysHeartVol1TP.indd 8 7/28/08 2:00:13 PM



Forptn 7

“Is it hot in here?” I whispered to the boy sharing my music
folder.

Tom Sly’s eyes bulged. “Holly Meredith, you’re turning
green!”

That’s when it happened. Halfway through our seventh-grade
musical, on the second riser, in front of half the population of
Dressel Hills, Colorado, I felt dizzy. Faces in the audience began
to blur. Heat rushed to my throbbing head. With a mouth drier
than Arizona, I gasped for breath. Then my knees buckled and . . .
I blacked out!

My best friend, Andrea Martinez—better known as Andie—
witnessed this embarrassing scene and filled me in on the details
later. She jumped off the risers and hightailed it over to help me.
Tom Sly dragged me behind the risers and across the newly waxed
gym floor to the janitor’s room. Jared Wilkins followed.

When I came to, I was lying on the floor in the musty janitor’s
room. The first thing I saw was the adorable face of Jared Wilkins,
the new boy. He smiled down at me, fanning me back to life with
his music folder. In my half-dazed state, his blue eyes seemed to
dance dreamily. Maybe this fainting stuff isn’t so bad after all, 1
thought, squinting through the haze.
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Holly’s Heart

“Holly,” Jared said. “Can you hear me?”

“Uh-huh,” T whispered.

“Hang in there. Andrea went to get your mom.” He glanced at
Tom Sly, who leaned against the doorway, fidgeting.

Jared helped me sit up next to some mops and a bucket. T still
felt a little out of it, but not so bad that I couldn’t enjoy being the
focus of his attention.

“Are you feeling okay?” he asked.

“I think so,” T said weakly.

“That’s good. You just take it easy till your mom gets here, all
right?” Smiling, he sat beside me, leaning against the wall. “What
a cool way to get out of a boring musical!”

“Speak for yourself,” I said, feeling a bit stronger. “You didn’t
just faint in front of the whole school.”

“But it's very romantic, being rescued by two men, don’t you
think?”

I was about to tell him that two seventh-grade boys didn’t
exactly qualify as men when Mom and my little sister, Carrie, burst
into the room, followed by Andie.

“Holly, honey, are you all right?”” Mom leaned down to touch
my forehead while Carrie frowned.

“I think she’s going to be okay,” Jared said, smiling at me again.
“It just got a little too hot up on stage.”

“Well, let’s get you out of this musty mess and into some fresh
air,” Mom said. “Thank you for your help, boys.”

“No problem,” Jared said.

Tom gave me a weird grin.

Mom led me down the hallway and settled me into a chair
in an empty classroom. Then she and Carrie went to search for a
glass of water. As soon as they were out of earshot, Andie sat next
to me. She twisted one of her dark curls around her finger. When
she does that, T know something’s up!

“Holly,” she whispered, “you’ll never guess what happened
when you were out cold.”

“What're you talking about?” I asked, still feeling a bit woozy.
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Best Friend, Worst Enemy

“One of the boys tried to give you mouth-to-mouth resuscita-

tion.”

“What?” Suddenly wide-awake, T grabbed Andie’s arm. “Who
did?”

She shook her head and looked away. “I, uh, shouldn’t tell
you.”

“What do you mean shouldn’t?”

“Oh, Holly,” she whined. “I shouldn’t have said anything.”

I grabbed her other arm. “This is embarrassing. 1 have to
know!”

She pulled away from me. “Don’t do this, Holly.”

“Do what? We're best friends, remember?”

She folded her arms. “I can’t tell you.”

“Why not?” T was desperate. “Did his lips actually touch
mine?”

Andie nodded solemnly. “Your first . . . uh, kiss—well, not
really—but, you know. And you weren’t even awake for it,” she
said.

“Andie!” T howled. “Don’t you dare joke about this. Who was
it?” T was dying to know, but just then Andie’s parents poked their
heads in the door.

“Ready to go?” Mrs. Martinez asked. “We told the baby-sitter
we’d be back by nine.”

“Okay, Mom,” Andie said. Then she whispered to me, “Call me
the second you get home.”

“Don’t worry,” 1 replied.

Mom returned with a glass of water and made me drink it. Then
she held my arm while we walked to the car. Carrie opened the
door for me. During the drive home, Mom kept pampering me.

“Are you feeling better, Holly-Heart?” she asked. Flicking on the
inside light, she stroked the top of my head. “The color’s returned
to your cheeks. That’s good.”

Carrie giggled from the backseat. “You looked like a ghost up
there.”

“Did I? Did everybody see me faint?” I was mortified. Not only
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Holly’s Heart

had I been semiresuscitated by a boy while unconscious, but a whole
auditorium full of parents and kids had watched me keel over!

“Now, Holly, things like this can happen to anyone,” Mom said.
“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“But, Mom, that’s not a/l that happened.” Then I told her about
the unneeded attempt at resuscitation.

“I think someone was trying to help you, Holly. That’s all.”

“But don’t you see, Andie won't tell me who! I guess I wouldn’t
mind it if it was Jared, but Tom Sly, well . . .” T felt queasy at the
thought.

Mom asked, smiling, “Does Jared happen to be the cute new boy
you've been talking about? The one who spoke to me tonight?”

I nodded, and Carrie caught on and began to chant, “Holly and
Jared, sittin’ in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G—"

“Mom!” T protested. I didn’t need trouble from my eight-year-
old sister, too.

“Carrie, please,” Mom said. “Don’t tease your sister.”

I could hear Carrie snickering softly, but I let it go. It was enough
for Mom to glare at her in the rearview mirror.

We pulled into the garage, and I could hear the phone ringing
as we got out of the car.

“I's Andie!” T guessed, getting out of the car. I made a mad
dash for the house and the phone. “Hello?”

It was Andie. “What took you so long?”

“Nothing,” I said. “We came straight home.” Quickly, I retreated
to my favorite telephone stall—the downstairs bathroom. No one
could hear me there. I lowered the toilet lid and settled down.
“Okay, I'm ready for the whole story,” I said.

She began to reveal what happened when I blacked out. Every-
thing except the thing T was most eager to know. Then she said,
“What do you remember about tonight?”

I was cautious, keeping the most private moments with Jared
to myself.

“So . .. that’s it?” she asked. “Nothing else?”
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Best Friend, Worst Enemy

“Nope!” T said impatiently. “Now, when are you going to tell
me who brought me back to life?”

She sighed. “Like I said, I can’t tell you.”

“Why not?” T demanded.

“Honestly,” she said, “I wouldn’t keep my best friend in the
dark unless—”

“Unless what?”

“Unless it's for your own good.”

“Don’t make me crazy, Andie. What good is not knowing?”

“My lips are sealed. True friends must shield one another some-
times.”

“C’'mon, don’t get weird on me. Tell me!”

“T can’t, I really can’t.”

“Okay, I'll just ask Jared. He'll tell me the truth.”

“That’s not a good idea,” she said.

“Why not? He was there. He should know.”

“You're getting too hyper, Holly.”

“No kidding!” T was ready to pull my hair out. “Look, Andie, I
refuse to talk to you until you tell me everything you know.”

“But, Holly, I—”"

“Good-bye, Andie.” And with that, T hung up.

What a nightmare this was turning out to be. The most mysteri-
ous thing that had ever happened to me, and my own best friend
wouldn’t even talk about it!
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