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“But behold I say unto you, love your enemies, bless  
them that curse you” (3 Nephi 12:44).

If there’s one thing I don’t like, it’s bullies.
If there’s one word I don’t like, it’s ugly.
If there’s one thing I don’t like doing, it’s crying.
And if there’s one person I don’t like, it’s Olivia. She’s a 

bully. She calls me “ugly,” and that makes me cry. Plus, she 
picks on my friends. She makes fun of my clothes. And her 
name even sounds like olives—the one thing I don’t like on 
pizza.

I had to do something about Olivia. So I made a plan. I 
would tell her what I really thought. I would hurt her back.

All morning I practiced my speech in my head. I could 
imagine the scene exactly. She’d walk past me at recess 
and say something rude. Then I’d step in front of her and 
put my hands on my hips. She would suddenly look very 
small.

“Olivia,” I’d say, “you think you’re so much better than 
me, but you’re not. I’m four months older than you. I get 
better grades in reading than you. And I’m nicer to peo-
ple than you.” Everyone on the playground would stare at 
us. They would see how cool I was. They would see how IL
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awful Olivia was. Olivia would beg me to forgive her, or 
maybe she’d just run away and cry.

I liked both ideas.
At morning recess I was ready. Olivia walked past me 

just like I knew she would. “Don’t you know half the people 
at school think you’re ugly?” Olivia said to me.

I wanted to give my speech, but now it just sounded 
silly. “Well, you’re uglier,” I finally said.

Olivia just laughed. “Whatever.”
I couldn’t say anything else, so I just walked to the 

bathroom with my head held high. But once no one could 
see me, I cried and cried and cried.

When I looked at my face in the mirror, it was splotchy 
and red. Maybe Olivia was right. Maybe I was ugly.

I felt ugly on the inside too. What had happened to my 
plan? This was no good! I had tried being mean, and it 
only made me feel worse.

When the bell rang, I washed my face so no one would 
see how much I cried. The splotches went away. The bad 
feeling didn’t.

I sat in class and tried to think of a new plan. But I was 
stumped. If being mean didn’t work, what would?

https://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/3-ne/12.44?lang=eng#43

