[bookmark: _GoBack]The lessons we take from obstacles we encounter can be fundamental to later success. Recount a time when you faced a challenge, setback, or failure. How did it affect you, and what did you learn from the experience?
Shouts of acclamation and accolades from relatives during a tea party in the small room of my apartment. There was a warm atmosphere of exultation. And prideful parents, who were passionately telling about the achievements of their daughter. Except, not my parents were proud of, but my sister's, who entered one of the best schools in Kazakhstan, thereby meeting their expectations, which I, unfortunately,  could not do. But was this the only thing that affected me?

Since childhood, I have been an active, purposeful girl who easily got rid of any issue on my way together with parents.  Nobody was surprised of my overenthusiasm, even myself; howbeit one occasion in a second has led to the beginning of the end. 
After finishing fifth grade, my sister and I began to prepare diligently for the entrance examinations to the dream school: the Kazakh-Turkish Lyceum, located in another city. This is a boarding school with professional teachers, a good contingent of people and qualitative educational system. So, having decided where to study, we went to the exam preparation courses which took us 4 months to a place where we barely got by bus in the 35 degree cold winters, which is absolutely typical situation in our town.
Now it was that moment. My stomach was twisted into a tube of anxiety. I wrapped myself in my beloved blanket, put a “tumar” bracelet on my hand (Kazakh traditional bracelet from the evil eye) and asked my dad to come and hear about my acceptance before him. But, at that moment everything went wrong. "You are not on the lists of applicants," said the admission member, "But, your sister is accepted," he continued .... . As a confident person with a high self-esteem, it was complicated for me to accept the truth. I was broken mentally, which could easily be noticed by the amount of tears I shed on the pillow.  I have stopped believing in God, because I often wondered why he was so cruel to me...But what surprised me more was the sad, depressed and angry face of my father. The man who supported in all my endeavors, who opened the door to new opportunities and sincerely believed in me, was as broken as I was. At such a tough time, the last thing I needed was the dad’s downtrodden face and a strong slamming of the door. I was officially immersed in a world of depression and devastation.
However, time has passed… I moved to new school because my parents thought it is more beneficial in every aspect of life. And what about me? I was jealous of my sister, but this gave me a new impetus to study more consistently instead of self-sabotaging. One day my father asked me to pass exams for the new school, which turned out to be the best value school in country.I was skeptical about that and even got my fingers burnt. But this time, instead of refusal, I heard the words of acceptance. This was the euphoria moment. I felt like I saw the light at the end of the tunnel. And most importantly, I saw a smile on the face of my father, who said: "Sorry for me, daughter. I was wrong". These words touched my heartstrings so deeply, so I have started to cry. I have realized that everything was going to this, and God gave my parents and me such barriers. The quote: “Persistence beats talent”  fully represented my situation.  However the most valuable conclusion I inferred is that my failure helped  father to change his perception and thinking on such mistakes. Yes, I also altered my perspective and got rid of Kakorrhaphiophobia , but through my experience with an obstacle, people living 35 years who are my parents also now realized the essence of the failures. I have left the boat at the pier, because the end is always a new beginning.


