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Skylar’s hands were sweating and her heart was racing. She looked up and saw Leigan Walker, presenting her speech. Leigan’s voice was sweet and innocent, but full of purpose and strength. Skylar shivered. She looked down at the wrinkled paper in her hand and sighed. She hated public speaking. And this was a competition too. You couldn’t get any worse.
Skylar knew her life was over. Leigan made her way down the platform stairs and sat down in her seat. The audience applauded her loudly and kept applauding as preppy little cheerleader Ashlyn May skipped onto the platform, flipped her hair and started on her speech. Skylar tuned Ashlyn out and looked down at her grungy sneakers and crumpled skirt.  She picked up her program and started fanning her forehead, trying to make it so that her bangs would stop sticking to it. 
Suddenly, Skylar’s heart stopped. Her body froze and her breathing ceased. Her name had been called. It was her turn to go and present her speech. The applauding had stopped and everyone went silent.

“Skylar Whitaker?” Principle Allan called again, scanning the crowd with her big, hazel eyes. When her eyes fell on Skylar her expression softened. “Come on Skylar. It’s your turn.”
Skylar’s mouth went dry and she nodded. Slowly she got up and tugged on the bottom of her flowing, knee-length, black skirt. She slowly inched her way up the stairs and onto the platform. She placed her paper on the podium and looked out at the crowd. A few people coughed. Most of them were texting.

Skylar felt like she was about to be hit by a thousand pound weight, right in the gut. Her white blouse seemed to be getting tighter and tighter, trying to squeeze the life out of her. She crossed her legs and twisted the side of her skirt. Closing her eyes, Skylar took in a deep breath. She opened her mouth and her speech started pouring out.
She started out slowly, but soon was talking at an even pace. Her small voice was like a bubble, landing on a lake and making tiny ripples after it popped. She moved her hands, emphasizing the important parts of her speech. She became unaware of the people around her. It was just her, talking, speaking her mind, expressing her feelings and thoughts in a way she never knew she could before. When her speech came to an end, Skylar finally realized that she wasn’t the only one in the room, and fell shy and felt self-conscious again. People were smiling and clapping. Most of them were still texting. Some one coughed. Skylar’s face broke into a smile. She did it! She walked back to her seat and let out a sigh. It was over. She had done it. She felt so good! She didn’t care about the contest anymore! It didn’t matter if she lost or won! She had made it through her speech without passing out, puking or dying, and that’s all that mattered to her. 

