
 

 

A Journey of Confidence: My First Public Speech 

 The auditorium was packed with students, faculty, and parents eagerly awaiting the 

school's annual speech competition. As I stood backstage, my hands trembling and my heart racing, 

I couldn't help but ask myself: how did I get here? A year ago, speaking in front of such a large 

crowd would have paralyzed me with fear. But today was different. Today, I was determined to 

face my fear of public speaking and share my story. 

 It all began in the fall of my junior year. I was sitting in my English class when my teacher, 

Mrs. Thompson, announced that the school would hold a spring speech contest. She encouraged 

all of us to participate, emphasizing the importance of communication skills in our future careers. 

My stomach churned at the thought of speaking in front of an audience. I had always struggled 

with confidence, especially in public speaking. The mere idea of standing in front of a crowd made 

me anxious, and I had avoided it at all costs. 

 But something about Mrs. Thompson's words stuck with me. She believed that each of us 

had something valuable to say, something worth sharing with others. That evening, I reflected on 

her words, wondering if maybe—just maybe—I had a story worth telling. After much internal 

debate, I decided to sign up for the competition. It wasn't an easy choice, but I knew it was one I 

had to make. I wanted to break free from the limitations I had imposed on myself for so long. 

 The weeks leading up to the competition were filled with preparation. Mrs. Thompson, 

always supportive, agreed to help me craft my speech. I spent hours brainstorming topics, trying 

to find a personal and meaningful story. After much thought, I decided to write about an experience 

from my childhood: the time I learned to ride a bike. It seemed like a simple story, but it represented 

resilience and determination—qualities I knew I had but rarely acknowledged. 
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 As I wrote my speech, I realized how much this seemingly small event had shaped me. 

Learning to ride a bike wasn't just about mastering a skill but overcoming fear and believing in 

myself. I had fallen more times than I could count, and I wanted to give up each time. But with my 

father's encouragement, I kept trying until I succeeded. In many ways, this experience mirrored 

my journey with public speaking. Like learning to ride a bike, I had to keep going, even when fear 

threatened to stop me. 

 With my speech written, the next challenge was practicing it aloud. The first few times I 

read it in front of Mrs. Thompson, my voice wavered, and my hands shook. But, she was patient 

and offered constructive feedback, helping me improve my delivery. Slowly but surely, I began to 

feel more comfortable with the words. The turning point came when I practiced in front of a small 

group of classmates. While I was still nervous, their positive reactions gave me the confidence I 

needed. I began to believe in myself and my ability to tell my story. 

 The day of the competition arrived sooner than I expected. As I stood backstage, waiting 

for my turn to speak, all the old feelings of anxiety returned. My palms were sweaty, my heart 

pounded in my chest, and my mind raced with self-doubt. What if I froze in front of everyone? 

What if I forgot my lines? But then I remembered the lessons I had learned through this process—

the same lessons I had learned as a child on my bike. I reminded myself that fear was normal, but 

it didn't have to control me. 

 When my name was called, I took a deep breath and stepped onto the stage. The bright 

lights made it hard to see the faces in the audience, which helped calm my nerves. I began my 

speech with the same story I had practiced so many times, and to my surprise, the words flowed 

effortlessly. As I spoke, I saw nods of encouragement from the audience, and I felt a sense of 
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connection with them. For the first time, I was not just talking; I was communicating. By the time 

I finished, I felt relief and pride. I had done it. I had faced my fear and delivered my story. 

 In the end, I did not win the competition. But that did not matter. The real victory was in 

conquering my fear and discovering my voice. That experience taught me that confidence doesn't 

come naturally to everyone; it's something you build over time. And, just like learning to ride a 

bike, you achieve it by falling and getting back up again. Today, I no longer shy away from public 

speaking. I embrace it as an opportunity to grow and share a part of myself with others. 
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