Permit Failure Personal Essay (650)

Recount an incident or time when you experienced failure. How did it affect you, and what lessons did you learn?
After three agonizing hours of sitting trapped between gossiping girls, angry men, and crying babies in the hot, smelly, head-ache inducing waiting area of the DMV, I was overjoyed to hear the shrill voice of a DMV worker shout out, “F 273, over here please!”  All I needed to do was present my identification paperwork and pay the test fee, and I was on my way to take the learner’s permit twenty question multiple choice knowledge test.   Soon I’d have my learner’s permit in my hand!
As I walked into the designated testing area, I thought to myself, “If my older brother passed, then I am definitely going to pass.”  These words I would contemplate many times over in the next few weeks.

Twelve questions into the test and I already had four incorrect.  One more incorrect answer and I would fail.  “What does a driver do when a car is about to collide with your vehicle while in motion?”  I read and re-read the answers over and over again.  I brought the stylus toward the screen very slowly to confirm my final answer.  After I pressed the green “YES” option, my heart dropped.  This question recorded my fifth incorrect answer.  The monitor screen turned black and the following popped up:  Jonathan Patrick Markovics You’ve Failed.  
My throat started to choke up and go dry.  I could not believe that I had just failed.  The DMV woman in charge of proctoring the test walked over and said, “Sorry kid, you can try again in a week.”  I didn’t know what in God’s name to say.  

When I walked out from behind the testing area door, I was still too embarrassed and angry at myself to even utter the words “I just failed” to my mom.  She, however, immediately knew what had happened just by looking at me.  The big smile on her face quickly turned into a look of pity.  She didn’t ask any questions, but instead followed me out the door.
Once outside, I completely lost control.  The testing screen’s curt “You’ve failed” kept replaying in my mind.  What was I going to tell my family and friends?  How was I going to be able to go to school on Monday?  I didn’t want to face anyone.  I blamed everyone but myself.  I felt so stupid for having dreamt the night before about being behind the wheel on Sunday.  Accepting the fact that I’d failed the permit test was going to take time.  

I eventually understood that I was the only one to blame for my failure.  I had made up my mind that if my brother could pass the test, I could do the same.  I assumed the test must be easy.  It is recommended to read the beginner drivers manual and take several practice quizzes online, but instead I only skimmed the manual and took the quizzes a couple of times, a major lack of preparation on my part.

What I didn’t understand at the time was that my brother had really wanted his permit.  He was focused on his goal and well-prepared to take the test.  I had misjudged my brother because he was taking college prep classes and I was taking honors classes.  I assumed I must be smarter.  I didn’t factor in to the equation that I earn my good grades exactly by being prepared.  My brother was well prepared for his permit test and I was not.  My failure benefitted me nonetheless, with a lesson learned the hard way.   I now know that I must be prepared for anything in life that comes my way, and that includes failure.  Acknowledge the failure and move on.  Success lies ahead—it’s a matter of how one goes about achieving it.  Thus, armed with an aspirin, some cologne, and the knowledge that I’d studied that manual until it fell apart, back I went to the DMV.
