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I'd been shooting my bow daily for the last month or so in
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Whitetail Management of Northern Virginia, a group that
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home.

30 yards. You also have to undergo an in-depth interview, a
background check, and, for all I know, a colonoscopy. Knowing
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that it takes only a few jerks to queer the deal for everybody,
SMNV sets high standards for skill, character, and general
trustworthiness.
Here's the thing. I'm pretty competent in my own back yard. But
after driving 25 miles down I-95 to the public range where
qualifications were being held last Saturday, I found myself
standing in a line of 10 guys, each clutching a bow and arrows
and a paper target, each waiting his turn. There were lots more
guys who, having already passed or failed, were hanging
around to watch.
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At 30 yards, my first shot was low and left. My heart
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simultaneously sank and got revved up on a shot of cortisol, the
well-known stress hormone. "Take your time," murmured a
range officer behind me. I tried to. I took a few deep breaths,
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held them for a few seconds, and exhaled each to an 8-count. I
tried to ignore my wandering pins and focus on driving the arrow
forward with my bow hand while applying steady rearward
pressure with my release hand. The second arrow lodged,
improbably, in the center of the bullseye. "Nice one," a voice
called.
I didn't feel relieved; if anything, a perfect shot just confirmed
that I had lost my ability to influence things. One to go. For my
last arrow, I repeated my two-deep-breaths ritual, drew, and
tried once again to focus on form. The arrow hit just right of the
one-inch bullseye. I had qualified.
Driving home, I was so proud of having prevailed over the stuff
between my ears that I stopped for a Nutty Buddy ice cream
cone and very nearly swallowed it whole.
I'll keep you posted on the interview.

