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 I sit on the hard plastic chair and listen as my classmates tell vivid stories about their 

books. I can almost feel the scenery they are describing. I yearn to stand before my peers and, 

without hesitation, give a detailed oral report. Instead, I am cowering in my bright orange chair 

attempting to make myself small. Could she run out of time? Could there be a fire? Could she 

forget I am here? These and a thousand other thoughts flood my mind. She has called the next 

student and pointed to me, indicating I am next.  

PLEASE WOULD SOMEONE PULL THE FIRE ALARM??? I scream inside my head. 

Then, as if in response to my cry for help, I hear those dreaded words:  

“Jessica, it’s your turn. Are you ready?” I most certainly am not!  

I reluctantly make my way to the front of the class, turn to face the 50 eyes staring at me, 

take a deep breath, and open my mouth. 

 

 Three weeks earlier I am half listening as Mrs. Wesson joyfully explains the assignment 

we are to complete. The way her lips smile over the words makes me think she takes great joy in 

what she is about to reveal. 

 “Read one of the books on the table, write a report to turn in to me...”  

Sounds easy enough so far. 

 “…and each of you will give an oral report in front of the class.” 

 ORAL REPORT??? Maybe I misunderstood. Nope, I hear those nauseating words come 

out of her mouth again. My heart races as I picture myself vomiting in the middle of this dreaded 

oral report. Doesn’t she know this terrifies me? As my brain struggles with mediocre tasks and 

attempts to digest the words spoken by the teacher moments before, I float over to the table and 

pick the first book I see, Bridge to Terabithia. Looks promising. I stumble back to my seat, still 

in shock from the news. I spend the rest of the morning trying to formulate a plan that will get 

me out of this terrible assignment. Maybe I could fake an illness, or develop laryngitis, or my 

grandpa’s dog could die; nobody with a conscience could make a girl do an oral report if their 

grandpa’s dog dies! Then it hits me. I will read and write reports on two different books. The 

workload will be the same and I will not have to test my gag reflex in front of my peers. When 

we are dismissed for lunch, I shyly walk up to Mrs. Wesson’s desk. She stood a mere five feet 

tall, but every one of those five feet intimidated me. A no-nonsense lady, she ran her classroom 

with an iron fist. I am sure she came from a long line of drill sergeants and brought this inherited 

trait to her sixth grade classroom. I clear my throat, “Mrs. Wesson?”  

“What is it?” she asks, not looking up from her desk full of papers to grade.  

“Could I possibly write a report on two different books instead of the oral report?” 

She stops writing, which makes my heart race. She would have to be deaf to not hear the 

thumping in my chest as my heart tried to escape its flesh and bone cage. Then it happens. She 

turns to look at me and simply says, “No.” I can feel the tears welling up in my eyes. She has 

crushed me with one word; I turn so she can’t see the river threatening to pour from my eyes and 

walk out, managing a “fine” before I leave. Then I sit down at the lunch table and begin to read.  
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 That afternoon, as I slam into the house, I can smell supper cooking. From the kitchen, 

my mother asks, smiling, “How was your day?” I shoot her a look that makes her happy that 

looks cannot kill. She doesn’t deserve the anger I have but it needs to go somewhere. “Does it 

matter?” I snap. A lesser woman would have joined me in my pool of hatred, but my mother is 

no lesser woman! She smiles, chin up, and holds her arms out to offer a comforting hug. I walk 

toward her and feel the familiar river welling up once again in my eyes. As I embrace her thin 

frame, I explain the situation to her. She tries to console me by saying that sometimes life’s best 

lessons are learned by stepping out of our comfort zone. I have heard this statement many times 

before. My current situation, however, felt less like a step and more like taking a jet out of my 

comfort zone. I don’t even have the confidence to have more than one friend! I compose myself, 

grab my backpack, thank my mother, and head upstairs to read.  

 

 The next day passes and, during my free time, I finish reading my book. Now, perhaps 

out of spite, I am determined to write the best book report any teacher has ever seen. When I 

enter my home, I smile warmly at my mother and head back up to my room. I lose all track of 

time and soon I have outlined the entire book. Over the next week, I slowly craft the perfect book 

report. Now on to my oral report. Using my outline, I craft and condense until I have a perfectly 

timed report. Creating the report is not the problem; the challenge is the presentation. So I set up 

an audience of all my stuffed animals and practice my report over and over. Soon it is the night 

before the book report is due. I’m sure my anxiety is the reason sleep does not come. So as soon 

I can, I’m up, dressed, and out the door. 

  

I hear those dreaded words,  

“Jessica, it’s your turn. Are you ready?” I most certainly am not!  

I reluctantly make my way to the front of the class, turn to face the 50 eyes staring at me, 

take a deep breath, and open my mouth. 

 “I read and did my report on Bridge to Terabithia. It was published in 1977…”  

Is that me? Are those my words? Is that my voice? I don’t remember ever being this 

confident in front of an audience of any size, let alone an entire class of sixth graders waiting to 

ridicule me. I complete the report and, out of the corner of my eye, I can see Mrs. Wesson 

smiling at me. As I watch the rest of the students give their oral reports, I can see they are as 

nervous as I was. Apparently nobody wants to get in front of their class and perform. But I did it! 

I faced the challenge head-on and I was better for it. I didn’t want to learn a lesson at first, but 

this one teacher chose to allow me to be uncomfortable for a few minutes in hopes that I would 

learn a lesson to last a lifetime.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Houser 3 

 

Works Cited 

 

Peterson, Katherine. Bridge to Terabithia. United States: Crowell, 1977.  


