The Last Shot

By Noel Maxwell, 1/19/2007

It was the final shot in the entire match, at first this was a little difficult to grasp, because it seems like you’re never done shooting in your competitions. I had to make this shot, I had to, if it wasn’t a perfect bulls eye, the junior high school student would shoot it for me, and win. That could not happen, especially since he thought he had already beaten me since I was young, small, and a girl. 
That’s right, a girl. He had this thing against girls, especially ones that were younger by 5 years and beat him in front of his dad and his buddies. That just didn’t seem too cool to him, his friends, or his dad, but I thought it was pretty cool. Though just as he had this thing against being beaten, I had this little thing about being under minded just because I was too little or too young, I really didn’t like people looking at me and thinking, “The poor thing, she is going to humiliate herself out here with all these good shooters, oh well.” Because it’s not true, I could beat most of those “good shooters” butts, if I really wanted to. However, I could beat them only because any one that hasn’t seen me shoot doesn’t take me as serious competition, so they don’t try hard enough, and before they know what happened, I’ve already beaten them. I love doing that to people, they get so mad, but anyway, back to the last shot.

It had taken me a little bit to get my shoes back on, and now, I had to take them off again. I had to calm down again; I had to get ready again. There had been a tie for third place, between me and, you guessed it, the sexist dude. We had just finished the finals round and any ties that form during that period, the shooters will have a shoot off after the finals match. This was my first shoot off and my second finals match in my entire life, I didn’t even know how, when or even what to do except shoot when they say “fire”, to make every shot count, and to not think about anything except getting the black dot in the precise center of the sights as quickly and accurately as possible. I had 75 seconds to shoot this shot, but if I used more than 15, my shot would not be worth that much. Your body gets fatigued, especially after an entire day of shooting, and if you hold your breath for that long after an entire day, you will start to shake, and once you start, there’s no turning back.
I had gotten fully back into position and was trying to focus back in to my little “zone” where you don’t hear, see, smell, you don’t know anything except that there’s a target in front of you and you need to shoot it, and shoot it perfectly. Also, in the zone, losing is not an option, you honestly, deep down, and with all your heart believe that there is no way that you can lose this match, and you won’t. It’s not being cocky, it’s just simply all a mental game, if you think that there is a possibility that you might fail, without realizing it, you’re visualizing failing, so you will. Your sub-conscious mind does what your conscious mind visualizes, or tells it what to do; whether its what you want to do or not. This puts a whole new spin on “look on the bright side” doesn’t it? So, once you’re in the zone, you’re unshakable, literally; or you’re at least to the top of or even above your full potential.
