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Ten-year-old Carmen settles into her new home in Ettrick, Virginia. It's Christmas and Carmen
has a problem: she's bored and conspires against her parents to have a 'free day' at the mall
without them. A subplot in the story involves adopted brother, Clay, as he continues to wonder
about his real parents, and Carmen decides to help him dig into his past. Will her parents find
out about their schemes?

About the AuthorStephanie Perry Moore is the author of numerous young adult Christian fiction
titles, including the Payton Skky series, the Laurel Shadrach series, the Perry Skky Jr. series, the
Faith Thomas Novelzine series, the Carmen Browne series, and the Beta Gamma Pi series.
Moore currently lives in the greater Atlanta area with her husband, Derrick, a former NFL player
and author, and their three children.--This text refers to the audioCD edition.
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PERRY MOOREAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without
permission in writing from the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in
critical articles or reviews.All Scripture quotatons are taken from the King James Version.Library
of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication DataMoore, Stephanie Perry. Sweet honesty / by
Stephanie Perry Moore. p. cm. — (Carmen Browne series ; bk. #2) Summary: Fifth-grader
Carmen Browne learns a series of hard lessons about friendship, boys, family, and God, when
she repeatedly disobeys her parents, trying to prove how grown-up she
is.978-0-8024-8168-9 [1. Behavior—Fiction. 2. Christian life—Fiction. 3. Adoption—Fiction. 4.
Schools—Fiction. 5. African Americans—Fiction. 6. Virginia—Fiction.] I. Title.PZ7.M788125Svu
2005[Fic]–dc2220050043580-8024-8168-X978-08024-8168-91 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2Printed in the
United States of AmericaTo my other mothersElva BarksdaleHazel RandallandMarcella
WilliamsYou were the major part of the village that raised me.Thanks for taking me under your
wing and alwayshonestly telling me what I needed to hear to be better.More folks need to love
on our children as you did for me.I pray you’re proud.Contents Acknowledgments1. Soft Tone2.
On Key3. Perfect Harmony4. Deaf Ear5. Loud Noise6. Dope Sound7. Indoor Voice8. Listen
More9. Simply RightAcknowledgmentsI should be satisfied. God has blessed me to be a wife,
author, and mother of two spunky, yet adorable girls. However, deep inside I long to adopt a child
who needs a family. I guess I feel I’ve been blessed with so much that I want to spread that love
to a kid who has no hope. Feeling like it will never happen, I was sad.However, I kneeled down in
prayer and poured my heart out to God. After my honesty session, He revealed to me that I’ve
got to be happy with what I have. Maybe one day He’ll add to my family, or maybe He won’t.
Either way, I’ve got to rejoice. Also, the Lord showed me that maybe He planted this longing to
adopt in my heart, so that I could write this novel to share with young people that kids in foster
care are special too.See, it doesn’t matter whether you are in a stable two-parent home, being
raised by a hardworking single parent, or in a foster home feeling alone—always know Jesus
loves all the little children of the world equally. He hears you when you call. Honestly come to
Him and tell Him what’s on your heart. He cares. What a sweet feeling!And here’s a special
thanks to all those who care deeply for my writing.To my parents, Dr. and Mrs. Franklin D. Perry



Sr., your honesty has refined me along the way. Thanks for teaching me every day is a great
day.To Moody Publishers’ Lift Every Voice line, particularly Lori Wenzinger, you made sure my
marketing material was top notch. Thanks for working extra hard.To Bethany Christian Services,
Atlanta Branch, all you do blesses many. Serving on your board adds more purpose to my life.To
my upbeat girls, Sydni and Sheldyn—boy, you guys can argue sometimes. Learn from this book
to always be sweet to each other.To my husband, DCM, you serve so many with your ministry. I
am so proud of the heart you have.To my dear preteen readers, hoping this novel teaches you
that honesty is the best policy. Remember to daily strive to please God.And to my Savior,
honestly, I just want to make a difference for You. Help me want only what you want for me. And
may each reader desire the same.1SoftToneThis is the worst Christmas I’ve ever had in my ten
years of life,” I said honestly, stating how I felt to my adorable brown teddy bear, Budgie, as I
went on pretending he could talk back. “What are you sayin’? Excuse me? It wasn’t that bad?
Yeah, right. We didn’t leave the house the whole day. It was supposed to be family time, quiet
time, just the five Browne family members time. Today made twenty-four hours seem like sixty.
The only good thing about this Christmas is now it’s nine o’clock, and soon Christmas will be
over and my friends will be back home. Then I can start another day.”“Carmen, honey,” my mom
said as she talked to me on the other side of my closed door, “your dad and I are heading
downstairs to watch a movie. You want to join us?”“No, thanks,” I uttered, sounding sort of pitiful
as I looked down at my bear. “I just want to spend time with you, Budgie.”“Carmen, who are you
talking to, hon?” my mom asked, obviously able to make out part of my quiet voice.I know I
wasn’t headed to college or anything, but I thought myself to be pretty grown-up. I was in fifth
grade, after all, ruling my new elementary school; but as I looked down at the stuffed animal that
I had spent the last few minutes having a pity party with, I realized that I was still just a kid. But I
couldn’t let my mom know that I was talking to the bear.When I stalled and didn’t answer the
question she said, “Oh, you and Budgie are talking, huh. I’m so glad Cassie found him for you.
Well, relax, sweetie, you know we love you. And it’s okay to still talk to your bear.”“I love you too,
Mom,” I said with a big smile on my face, happy, feeling good that she made me feel good about
me being me.I had been looking for Budgie ever since we moved to Ettrick, Virginia. The place
was okay, but it was nothing like Charlottesville. I missed my best friend, Jillian Gray, though. We
were different in skin color, but we thought a lot alike.I couldn’t be too down about her because
my parents always taught me that God knew how to take care of His own. He gave me two new
friends in this mostly black town, though today I couldn’t talk to them. I had left Layah, my
tomboyish girlfriend, and Riana, my little shy buddy, several messages; and neither one of them
had called me back.My little sister, Cassie, had annoyingly been in and out of my room several
times. The only time I cared was when she brought me my Christmas present, my Budgie. He
was packed away in one of her stuffed animal boxes, and since she had four boxes, the one with
Budgie was just recently opened.“I know you missed me,” I said as I squeezed his ears, knowing
I missed him too.The day really was boring because, though we were all there, we didn’t really
spend time together. Dad was home the whole day, but he was watching football. He wanted my



brother, Clay, to join him. Clay did but was there in body only. My brother wasn’t as much of a
sports nut as my dad, and, well, they weren’t getting along at all. My mom spent most of her time
in the kitchen fixing breakfast, lunch, dinner, and cleaning in between.Since I went to the grocery
store so many times with Mom, helped her prepare all the food, and wrapped a bunch of gifts for
her before Christmas, I didn’t have to clean up the kitchen this time. Thankfully, it was Cassie’s
job. So that left me alone dialing my friends’ numbers over and over again. Not once did they call
me back.“Oh, Budgie, I guess it’s just me and you. Let me see what else can I tell you,” I said,
sounding quite pitiful.

AcknowledgmentsI should be satisfied. God has blessed me to be a wife, author, and mother of
two spunky, yet adorable girls. However, deep inside I long to adopt a child who needs a family. I
guess I feel I’ve been blessed with so much that I want to spread that love to a kid who has no
hope. Feeling like it will never happen, I was sad.However, I kneeled down in prayer and poured
my heart out to God. After my honesty session, He revealed to me that I’ve got to be happy with
what I have. Maybe one day He’ll add to my family, or maybe He won’t. Either way, I’ve got to
rejoice. Also, the Lord showed me that maybe He planted this longing to adopt in my heart, so
that I could write this novel to share with young people that kids in foster care are special
too.See, it doesn’t matter whether you are in a stable two-parent home, being raised by a
hardworking single parent, or in a foster home feeling alone—always know Jesus loves all the
little children of the world equally. He hears you when you call. Honestly come to Him and tell
Him what’s on your heart. He cares. What a sweet feeling!And here’s a special thanks to all
those who care deeply for my writing.To my parents, Dr. and Mrs. Franklin D. Perry Sr., your
honesty has refined me along the way. Thanks for teaching me every day is a great day.To
Moody Publishers’ Lift Every Voice line, particularly Lori Wenzinger, you made sure my
marketing material was top notch. Thanks for working extra hard.To Bethany Christian Services,
Atlanta Branch, all you do blesses many. Serving on your board adds more purpose to my life.To
my upbeat girls, Sydni and Sheldyn—boy, you guys can argue sometimes. Learn from this book
to always be sweet to each other.To my husband, DCM, you serve so many with your ministry. I
am so proud of the heart you have.To my dear preteen readers, hoping this novel teaches you
that honesty is the best policy. Remember to daily strive to please God.And to my Savior,
honestly, I just want to make a difference for You. Help me want only what you want for me. And
may each reader desire the same.1SoftToneThis is the worst Christmas I’ve ever had in my ten
years of life,” I said honestly, stating how I felt to my adorable brown teddy bear, Budgie, as I
went on pretending he could talk back. “What are you sayin’? Excuse me? It wasn’t that bad?
Yeah, right. We didn’t leave the house the whole day. It was supposed to be family time, quiet
time, just the five Browne family members time. Today made twenty-four hours seem like sixty.
The only good thing about this Christmas is now it’s nine o’clock, and soon Christmas will be
over and my friends will be back home. Then I can start another day.”“Carmen, honey,” my mom
said as she talked to me on the other side of my closed door, “your dad and I are heading



downstairs to watch a movie. You want to join us?”“No, thanks,” I uttered, sounding sort of pitiful
as I looked down at my bear. “I just want to spend time with you, Budgie.”“Carmen, who are you
talking to, hon?” my mom asked, obviously able to make out part of my quiet voice.I know I
wasn’t headed to college or anything, but I thought myself to be pretty grown-up. I was in fifth
grade, after all, ruling my new elementary school; but as I looked down at the stuffed animal that
I had spent the last few minutes having a pity party with, I realized that I was still just a kid. But I
couldn’t let my mom know that I was talking to the bear.When I stalled and didn’t answer the
question she said, “Oh, you and Budgie are talking, huh. I’m so glad Cassie found him for you.
Well, relax, sweetie, you know we love you. And it’s okay to still talk to your bear.”“I love you too,
Mom,” I said with a big smile on my face, happy, feeling good that she made me feel good about
me being me.I had been looking for Budgie ever since we moved to Ettrick, Virginia. The place
was okay, but it was nothing like Charlottesville. I missed my best friend, Jillian Gray, though. We
were different in skin color, but we thought a lot alike.I couldn’t be too down about her because
my parents always taught me that God knew how to take care of His own. He gave me two new
friends in this mostly black town, though today I couldn’t talk to them. I had left Layah, my
tomboyish girlfriend, and Riana, my little shy buddy, several messages; and neither one of them
had called me back.My little sister, Cassie, had annoyingly been in and out of my room several
times. The only time I cared was when she brought me my Christmas present, my Budgie. He
was packed away in one of her stuffed animal boxes, and since she had four boxes, the one with
Budgie was just recently opened.“I know you missed me,” I said as I squeezed his ears, knowing
I missed him too.The day really was boring because, though we were all there, we didn’t really
spend time together. Dad was home the whole day, but he was watching football. He wanted my
brother, Clay, to join him. Clay did but was there in body only. My brother wasn’t as much of a
sports nut as my dad, and, well, they weren’t getting along at all. My mom spent most of her time
in the kitchen fixing breakfast, lunch, dinner, and cleaning in between.Since I went to the grocery
store so many times with Mom, helped her prepare all the food, and wrapped a bunch of gifts for
her before Christmas, I didn’t have to clean up the kitchen this time. Thankfully, it was Cassie’s
job. So that left me alone dialing my friends’ numbers over and over again. Not once did they call
me back.“Oh, Budgie, I guess it’s just me and you. Let me see what else can I tell you,” I said,
sounding quite pitiful.All of a sudden, I heard the greatest sound. The phone was ringing.
Quickly, I picked it up so that Cassie wouldn’t get it since the phone was in the hall, but I should
have known she heard it. She was talking before I could say hello.“Who’s calling for her?” she
asked, being a pest.“Cassie!” Riana yelled out, “is your sister there?”“Maybe,” my sister said, still
not bending.Layah chimed in on the three-way call. “Silly. Get your sister.”Pumped to hear from
my girls, I said nicely to my little sister, “Cassie, I’ve got it. Please hang up the phone.”I was so
excited to hear my girlfriends’ voices that it never dawned on me that I didn’t hear a click from my
little eight-year-old pest of a sister.I was just talkin’ until Riana said, “I think someone else is still
on the phone.”“Okay, then, good night, y’all,” Cassie said in a sassy way before hanging up the
phone from trying to eavesdrop.“I’ve been calling you guys all day. This was the worst Christmas.



Where have y’all been?” I asked, whining.“Oh, did somebody miss us?” Riana said, teasing me.
“Now you get a chance to see what it’s like.”“Yep, she’s the one always on the go, leaving us
bored at home,” Layah said.I looked over at Budgie and rolled my eyes. My friends knew me well,
which was really cool. Plus, I thought to myself, a true friend would be happy that their friends
were having a good Christmas, but yet I wanted them to be bored at home like me. That wasn’t
right.“Okay, I’m sorry,” I said, looking up, then turning away from my bright light. “I’m glad you
guys were out and all.”“Don’t sweat it. We’re glad you care,” Layah said.Hearing that, I smiled.
The light in my room bothered me, so I quickly turned it off. Then I nestled under my covers to
talk more with my friends. I was so happy to be on the line with them. I tucked Budgie into bed so
he could sleep. I didn’t need to talk to him anymore.“Girrrl, we’re got the perfect plan,” Layah
said, sorta scaring me.“Yes, it’s really good. I’m nervous, but it’s really good,” Riana agreed,
scaring me even more.“Well, what is it, you guys? Just tell me!” I demanded.“I’m about to tell
you,” Layah said. “Here it goes. Remember how we are always saying that we are really grown
and we don’t need to be babied by our parents?”“Yeah, yeah,” I hurried her.“Okay, one weekend,
like in the next month or two, we are going to plan to go to the mall,” Layah said in a quiet tone as
if she was saying top secret info.“I’m not getting it. We’ve been hanging at the mall together with
our folks. What’s so grown up about that?” I asked.Layah went into a sly voice. “Good question.
Here comes the good part: We’ll have one parent dropping us off to another parent that will stay
with us at the mall. But there won’t be a parent there. We’ll be alone.”That sounded really crazy
to me. We couldn’t lie. No way I was gonna go for that. Besides, how would we get home?Layah
continued as if she knew what I was thinking. “And we’ll get home by telling a parent what time to
pick us up, because the one they think will be with us will have to go somewhere other than
home. They’ll know all this before we go. Cool, huh?”I waited then said, “Won’t that be like lying
to our parents? Come on, guys, we can’t do that. We’ve got to rethink the plan.”

1SoftToneThis is the worst Christmas I’ve ever had in my ten years of life,” I said honestly, stating
how I felt to my adorable brown teddy bear, Budgie, as I went on pretending he could talk back.
“What are you sayin’? Excuse me? It wasn’t that bad? Yeah, right. We didn’t leave the house the
whole day. It was supposed to be family time, quiet time, just the five Browne family members
time. Today made twenty-four hours seem like sixty. The only good thing about this Christmas is
now it’s nine o’clock, and soon Christmas will be over and my friends will be back home. Then I
can start another day.”“Carmen, honey,” my mom said as she talked to me on the other side of
my closed door, “your dad and I are heading downstairs to watch a movie. You want to join
us?”“No, thanks,” I uttered, sounding sort of pitiful as I looked down at my bear. “I just want to
spend time with you, Budgie.”“Carmen, who are you talking to, hon?” my mom asked, obviously
able to make out part of my quiet voice.I know I wasn’t headed to college or anything, but I
thought myself to be pretty grown-up. I was in fifth grade, after all, ruling my new elementary
school; but as I looked down at the stuffed animal that I had spent the last few minutes having a
pity party with, I realized that I was still just a kid. But I couldn’t let my mom know that I was



talking to the bear.When I stalled and didn’t answer the question she said, “Oh, you and Budgie
are talking, huh. I’m so glad Cassie found him for you. Well, relax, sweetie, you know we love
you. And it’s okay to still talk to your bear.”“I love you too, Mom,” I said with a big smile on my
face, happy, feeling good that she made me feel good about me being me.I had been looking for
Budgie ever since we moved to Ettrick, Virginia. The place was okay, but it was nothing like
Charlottesville. I missed my best friend, Jillian Gray, though. We were different in skin color, but
we thought a lot alike.I couldn’t be too down about her because my parents always taught me
that God knew how to take care of His own. He gave me two new friends in this mostly black
town, though today I couldn’t talk to them. I had left Layah, my tomboyish girlfriend, and Riana,
my little shy buddy, several messages; and neither one of them had called me back.My little
sister, Cassie, had annoyingly been in and out of my room several times. The only time I cared
was when she brought me my Christmas present, my Budgie. He was packed away in one of her
stuffed animal boxes, and since she had four boxes, the one with Budgie was just recently
opened.“I know you missed me,” I said as I squeezed his ears, knowing I missed him too.The
day really was boring because, though we were all there, we didn’t really spend time together.
Dad was home the whole day, but he was watching football. He wanted my brother, Clay, to join
him. Clay did but was there in body only. My brother wasn’t as much of a sports nut as my dad,
and, well, they weren’t getting along at all. My mom spent most of her time in the kitchen fixing
breakfast, lunch, dinner, and cleaning in between.Since I went to the grocery store so many
times with Mom, helped her prepare all the food, and wrapped a bunch of gifts for her before
Christmas, I didn’t have to clean up the kitchen this time. Thankfully, it was Cassie’s job. So that
left me alone dialing my friends’ numbers over and over again. Not once did they call me
back.“Oh, Budgie, I guess it’s just me and you. Let me see what else can I tell you,” I said,
sounding quite pitiful.All of a sudden, I heard the greatest sound. The phone was ringing.
Quickly, I picked it up so that Cassie wouldn’t get it since the phone was in the hall, but I should
have known she heard it. She was talking before I could say hello.“Who’s calling for her?” she
asked, being a pest.“Cassie!” Riana yelled out, “is your sister there?”“Maybe,” my sister said, still
not bending.Layah chimed in on the three-way call. “Silly. Get your sister.”Pumped to hear from
my girls, I said nicely to my little sister, “Cassie, I’ve got it. Please hang up the phone.”I was so
excited to hear my girlfriends’ voices that it never dawned on me that I didn’t hear a click from my
little eight-year-old pest of a sister.I was just talkin’ until Riana said, “I think someone else is still
on the phone.”“Okay, then, good night, y’all,” Cassie said in a sassy way before hanging up the
phone from trying to eavesdrop.“I’ve been calling you guys all day. This was the worst Christmas.
Where have y’all been?” I asked, whining.“Oh, did somebody miss us?” Riana said, teasing me.
“Now you get a chance to see what it’s like.”“Yep, she’s the one always on the go, leaving us
bored at home,” Layah said.I looked over at Budgie and rolled my eyes. My friends knew me well,
which was really cool. Plus, I thought to myself, a true friend would be happy that their friends
were having a good Christmas, but yet I wanted them to be bored at home like me. That wasn’t
right.“Okay, I’m sorry,” I said, looking up, then turning away from my bright light. “I’m glad you



guys were out and all.”“Don’t sweat it. We’re glad you care,” Layah said.Hearing that, I smiled.
The light in my room bothered me, so I quickly turned it off. Then I nestled under my covers to
talk more with my friends. I was so happy to be on the line with them. I tucked Budgie into bed so
he could sleep. I didn’t need to talk to him anymore.“Girrrl, we’re got the perfect plan,” Layah
said, sorta scaring me.“Yes, it’s really good. I’m nervous, but it’s really good,” Riana agreed,
scaring me even more.“Well, what is it, you guys? Just tell me!” I demanded.“I’m about to tell
you,” Layah said. “Here it goes. Remember how we are always saying that we are really grown
and we don’t need to be babied by our parents?”“Yeah, yeah,” I hurried her.“Okay, one weekend,
like in the next month or two, we are going to plan to go to the mall,” Layah said in a quiet tone as
if she was saying top secret info.“I’m not getting it. We’ve been hanging at the mall together with
our folks. What’s so grown up about that?” I asked.Layah went into a sly voice. “Good question.
Here comes the good part: We’ll have one parent dropping us off to another parent that will stay
with us at the mall. But there won’t be a parent there. We’ll be alone.”That sounded really crazy
to me. We couldn’t lie. No way I was gonna go for that. Besides, how would we get home?Layah
continued as if she knew what I was thinking. “And we’ll get home by telling a parent what time to
pick us up, because the one they think will be with us will have to go somewhere other than
home. They’ll know all this before we go. Cool, huh?”I waited then said, “Won’t that be like lying
to our parents? Come on, guys, we can’t do that. We’ve got to rethink the plan.”“No, see, we
knew you would say that,” Layah voiced in a firm way. “How are we ever going to grow up if we
don’t take risks to show we are responsible? We’ve got to take a chance if we want them to see
we can handle stuff. Are you a part of the threesome or not? The boys would do it, and that’s why
I always hang with boys. You guys threw a skirt on me, invited me to tea parties; now I want to be
friends with you and do something a little adventurous, and you want to wimp out. And, Riana,
you’re not saying anything. Forget it.”I hit my pillow. I didn’t want Layah not to hang with us
anymore. We’d come so far with our friendship over the last few months.“Okay, okay, okay, I’m in.
Let’s do it,” I said as I heard yells through the phone. “But we’ve got to have every detail down;
my mom is smart. I’m not trying to get caught. She did tell me I could get a cell phone when I get
responsible. I’m down to show her that I am.”We talked a little longer, and though the plan was
way out there, I was excited about my friends. Though the whole lying thing made me uneasy, I
thought I could tell a “little fib” to gain my parents’ trust and be really cool with my friends. I was
still new around here. I couldn’t let Layah and Riana down yet.Before we hung up the phone, the
three of us agreed to stick to the plan. We said we’d work out the details and aim to make our
parents proud. I hoped it was going to work.
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L.Taylor, “Lessons Learned...... My granddaughter is enjoying this series and lets me know the
lesson she learned from it. Will be getting the next series when she reaches that age level.”

Jfin, “Great series by Stephanie Perry Moore. Great series by Stephanie Perry Moore! Using
books to get young African American girls interested in reading books with core Christian values
based on God's Word.”

Winifred V. Williams, “Gift Purchase. I brought this book for my 12 year old neice. Fantastic. She
loved the book and took it everywhere with her to read. I like to think of it as a book suitable for
light reading.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Four Stars. Daughter loves this series. This was the only book that I did
not have.  Keeps her reading.”

Wadney Simons, “Five Stars. everythingwas what I expected it to be.”

george and carol jackson, “Five Stars. Great book”

T. L. Crawford, “Predictable but good for kids. I loved this book. It was really good and Carmen is
a good role model for young girls, although the ending was very similar to the first book: She
wins some essay contest. I hope all the books don't end that way!”

MizBev, “... granddaughter when she was eleven years old and she loved the series. Got these
for my granddaughter when she was eleven years old and she loved the series!”

The book by Stephanie Perry Moore has a rating of 5 out of 4.9. 54 people have provided
feedback.
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