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What Teens Are Saying About
DIARY OF A TEENAGE GIRL SERIES..

“These books have taken over my bookshelf. Every time I read another one I laugh, I cry, and I understand how God can use people to change so many situations.”

“From the first entry of
Becoming Me
by Caitlin O’Conner to her last entry in
I Do,
I feel amazed by her strong faith and commitment to God. She gives me—and all the young people my age—a new hope and encourages us to lean on God and continue to have a strong faith.”

“I just finished the third Caitlin book, and it made me feel close to God and hopeful for the future! In the past year, I’ve read many books, all of which supported sex before marriage…and then I found the Diary of a Teenage Girl series. I really appreciate that it is Christian and discourages sex before marriage. I am going to tell all of my friends about your books!”

“Wow, I can’t get over how wonderful your books are—they are such an inspiration! I have always gone to church with my family, and I’ve known about God but never really took Him seriously. I’ve learned so many things from the Diary series and HAVE ASKED GOD INTO MY HEART!”

“I’ve read all the Chloe books—and they’re great! It’s interesting to see the changes in Chloe. Some of the trials she went through helped me learn about myself and what to do in similar circumstances, and I’m truly grateful for that and pray that God will continue to bless others through your work.”

“I am currently reading
Becoming Me.
I love this book so much! It showed me how I needed to work on my relationship with God. I absolutely love it. Keep up the great work.”



Books by Melody Carlson:

Piercing Proverbs

DIARY OF A TEENAGE GIRL SERIES
Caitlin O’Conner
:
Becoming Me
It’s My Life
Who I Am
On My Own
I Do!
Chloe Miller
:
My Name Is Chloe
Sold Out
Road Trip
Face the Music
Kim Peterson
:
Just Ask
Meant to Be
Falling Up
That Was Then…

TRUE COLOR SERIES
Dark Blue,
color me lonely
Deep Green,
color me jealous
Torch Red,
color me torn
Pitch Black,
color me lost
Burnt Orange,
color me wasted
Fool’s Gold,
color me consumed
Blade Silver,
color me scarred
Bitter Rose,
color me broken


One
Monday, September 4
School starts tomorrow. My senior year. And although it’s not something I advertise to my peers since it would permanently cast me as the class geek, I am glad. I look forward to the routine. I look forward to my classes and to seeing teachers again. I even look forward to the smell of floor cleaner, chalk dust, and books. Seriously, I actually like the smell of school. How lame is that?

I’m sure an even bigger reason that I want school to start has to do with Nat. I’m so sick of hearing her go on about how happy she and Ben and the baby are going to be…how beautiful their wedding’s going to be…how God has truly blessed them in an unexpected way. And I can’t let on to her how sickening this is to me. Or how I still think it’s a great, big, fat mistake for two seventeen-year-olds to get married. Or how it’s really hard playing
the role of her best friend these days. No, I just have to smile and act like everything’s peachy.

Yeah, right.

The only thing that keeps me from totally losing it is my relationship with God. Seriously, I feel like I’m starting to depend on Him for everything these days. And that’s what gets me through. There’s a Bible verse, 2 Corinthians 12:9, that says God gets glorified by our weaknesses because we have to lean on Him, and as a result, He gets to really shine in us. I think that’s been my personal theme verse this past summer.

And I really have to kick this verse into gear on days like today. Here I was, thinking how I was just going to hang around and enjoy the last day before school starts. Maybe get a few things done at home, practice my violin, answer some letters in my Just Ask Jamie column, but then Nat calls up and insists we go shopping. And she doesn’t mean back-to-school shopping. No, that would be too obvious, too simple. Nat wants me to go with her to look for her wedding dress and my maid of honor dress. What an honor!

And never mind that all the last-minute back-to-school shoppers are out in hordes, or that the parking lots are packed full, or that it’s nearly 100 degrees out. We still have to go shopping.

“We can’t keep putting this off,” she tells me when she calls late this morning.

“Just for a week?”

“Fine,” she says in an aggravated tone. “But just so
you know, I already invited Caitlin to join us today. If you don’t want to come, well, I’ll tell her you’re too busy, and she and I will do it on our own.”

I let out a long sigh. “I’ll come.”

“Great!” Now the tone of her voice is the old cheerful Nat again. “It’ll be fun, Kim. Just the three of us.”

“Your mom’s not coming?”

“No, she has to work. She told me how much I can spend, which is going to be a serious challenge. But Caitlin said she’s got some ideas.”

So it’s agreed. And although I try to be a good sport and I keep my smiley face on throughout most of the day, I am so ready for this to be over. After exhausting our options at the traditional mall, where all the wedding gowns are out of Nat’s price range, we head on over to an outlet mall. And the final shop seems to show the most promise. At least when it comes to price tags.

Caitlin learned about this little discount shop when she was looking for her own wedding gown. Of course, as it turned out, her good friend Beanie Jacobs, who goes to this big New York design school, created a gown that was a perfect dream. Caitlin looked like a princess in it.

“How about this one for you, Kim?” Caitlin holds up an elegant green dress with some beadwork and an uneven hemline.

“But Nat wants me to wear orange,” I remind her as I stand in front of the three-way mirror and frown at this burnt orange number I’ve got on that is so long
the overly full skirt poufs out like a hot-air balloon around me.

Caitlin shakes her head. “Those orange and gold tones don’t do a thing for your skin tones, Kim. I think I’ll try to talk Natalie into a cool color.”

“Cool’s good for me,” I say, not quite sure what she means by that, but willing to do anything that’s an improvement over this sorry dress.

“What about this?” Nat says, as she finally emerges from the dressing room with the saleswoman right behind her. It’s about the hundredth dress she’s tried on today. And I have to say that her stamina (especially in light of being pregnant) is rather impressive.

Caitlin and I both stand back and study the cream-colored satiny dress as Natalie takes my spot in front of the big mirror.

“The sweetheart neckline looks very nice on her,” the saleswoman points out. I wonder if this woman is getting low on patience yet. Or maybe it’s just me. But I must agree that this dress does look quite nice.

“Not bad,” I say to my best friend. The good news is that I actually mean it this time. “It’s simple but elegant, and that style really seems to suit you, Nat.” Not for the first time, I feel a small wave of envy for her height advantage. Seriously, that girl can wear anything. Well, at least when she’s not enormously pregnant. We’ll see how she looks a few months from now.

Nat pats the small rounded belly that’s become a bit more obvious lately. “And the way the waistline is cut
high like this sort of disguises the baby,” she says. “Don’t you think?”

“Is there room to get bigger?” Caitlin asks. “My aunt Steph warned me that the baby will really start to grow after the fifth month. She said to make sure you get a dress with a little room, just in case.”

Nat checks the dress around her waistline. “I think it’ll be okay. I mean, it’s only three weeks till the wedding. You wouldn’t think I could get too big in that short amount of time.”

Caitlin shakes her head as she looks at the dress more closely. “I don’t know, Nat. Just to be safe, you might want the next size up. Why don’t you just try it and see?” Then she holds up the dress she’s picked out for me. “Don’t you think this mossy green would be pretty on Kim?”

Nat frowns. “I wanted to have fall colors.” Then she turns and really looks at me in this poufy orange number and actually starts laughing. “You look like the Great Pumpkin, Kim!”

“Thanks a lot.”

Now she studies me for a moment. “Yeah, maybe that color’s not so good on you, Kim. Go ahead and try on some green ones. Just make sure they’re not springy-looking greens, Caitlin.”

“This earthy green would still look great with the fall-colored flowers you picked out,” Caitlin tells her. “In fact, the bridesmaid bouquet will probably stand out even better against this.”

“Caitlin’s grandmother-in-law is helping us with the flowers,” Nat tells me.

Okay, I’ve already heard this like six times already. “That’s nice,” I say with my pasted-on smile.

“Shall I get you the next size up?” the saleswoman asks with a hopeful expression, like she thinks we might be getting out of her hair soon.

Natalie seems to consider this as she looks at herself in the mirror again. I can tell that she’s not totally sold on this particular wedding gown, that it’s not really her dream dress. But this isn’t exactly a dream wedding either. And it’s quite possible that the marriage will turn into a real nightmare. But selfishly I want to end the shopping now. I do not want to go looking for wedding dresses again.

“It looks so great on you,” I tell Nat. “It’s the best one you’ve tried on all day. Imagine it with your hair up…you’ll look so elegant, so grown up.”

Her eyes light up at this. “Grown up?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes, don’t you think so, Caitlin?”

“It does make you look older…”

Nat holds her hair up with one hand and gives the dress one more long look. “Okay, I’ll go ahead and try the next size up.”

The saleswoman smiles. “I’ll get it for you.”

As it turns out, the larger size isn’t that much bigger, but enough that we all think it’ll be the best choice.

“And the price is really reasonable,” I point out. “Even less than what your mom budgeted.” I’m wearing the
mossy green dress now. And I actually kind of like it.

Natalie turns around again, checking out her dress from every possible angle. Finally she tells me to come and stand beside her in front of the mirror. “I want to see how our dresses look together.”

And so I do. But when I see the two of us standing side by side, it’s hard not to laugh—or cry. With me in my flip-flops and Nat in the heels she brought from home, she towers nearly a foot above me.

“Hey, you went from the Great Pumpkin to the Little Green Sprout,” she teases. So I stand on tiptoe now, which really doesn’t help much. But at least I restrain myself from calling her the Jolly Cream Giant.

Caitlin laughs. “Kim can wear six-inch heels.”

“Or maybe stilts,” I add.

“It’s not like you two will be standing right next to each other,” Caitlin reminds us. “And at least Ben is tall, Nat. You two will look very regal together.”

“Or you can just find yourself a taller maid of honor.” Okay, I guess I’m feeling slightly miffed now. It’s not like I can help being short. Or “vertically challenged” as my dad sometimes teases.

Nat turns and looks at me with a serious expression. “Why would I want anyone but you in my wedding, Little Sprout?”

I roll my eyes at her. But I suppose I do feel sort of touched. And it does occur to me that despite all these recent circumstances, Nat and I do go back a long way. We’ve been through a lot together, and it makes sense
that I would be her maid of honor. Really, I guess I should be honored.

“Besides, Cesar’s not that tall,” she says. “You guys will be just right together.”

“Is that who Ben finally decided on?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says. “Since Josh finally agreed to perform the ceremony Ben and Cesar have really been getting close lately.”

“This will be Josh’s first wedding.” Caitlin smiles in a way that suggests she’s feeling proud of her husband. “Although Pastor Tony really had to twist his arm to get him to do it.”
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