What Really Matters

By Charlotte Wood Wilson

Based on a true story

“1 know my Father lives and loves me

too. The Spirit whispers this to me and
tells me it is true” (“I Know My Father
Lives,” Children’s Songbook, 5).
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ifth grade was a hard year for

me. I'd had the same group

of friends for several grades,
and I thought that we would always
be friends. But soon after fifth grade
started, my friends started using bad
language and acting in ways I knew
Heavenly Father wouldn't like. They

also started being mean to other kids
in our class and talking about people
behind their backs.

Eventually I became one of those
kids my friends made fun of. They
even gave me a mean nickname:
Big-Lip Charlotte, or “BLC” for short.
My feelings were so hurt. I started
trying to avoid my friends at school,
but it was hard because we were in
the same class.

“Hey, guys!” I said one day at
lunch, trying to be friendly and
cheerful.

“Hey, BLC! Big-Lip Charlotte!”
they chorused together as they
made faces at me.

I ran away, trying to hold back
tears. I ate lunch by myself and
counted the minutes until I could
go home.

“What’s wrong, honey?” asked
Mom when she noticed my tear-
stained cheeks after school.

“The kids who used to be my
friends have started calling me a
horrible name. I just don’t under-
stand why they have to be so mean
to me.” I started to cry again.
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“Those kids shouldn’t be acting
that way. But it really doesn’t mat-
ter what other people think of you.
You're beautiful, and you have no
reason to listen to what those mean
kids say.”

“But, Mom,” I said. “I see them
every day. I do care what they think
of me. And other people listen to
what they say about me. How can
I just ignore everyone?”

“Charlotte, the only
opinions that really matter
are yours and the Lord’s. If you’re
OK with yourself and what you do,
and if Heavenly Father is OK with
your choices, it doesn’t matter what
people call you or say about you. I
promise.”

As I went to school the next few
weeks, my old friends still laughed
at me and called me names. But I
soon found that I could walk around
with peace in my heart. I knew that
if Heavenly Father was OK with my
big lips, then I could be too.

I was able to get through the
rest of fifth grade. I ended up
making new friends who didn’t

call me names and who helped
me feel good about myself. Most
important, though, I learned that
if Heavenly Father is pleased with
who I am, then I don’t have to
worry about what anyone else
thinks. l
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and on her wedding day.

“There is no more
beautiful sight than
a young woman
who glows with the light of the Spirit,
who is confident and courageous
because she is virtuous.”

Elaine S. Dalton, Young Women general
president, “Remember Who You Are!”
Liahona and Ensign, May 2010, 122.
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