“The Shot”
by Grant Jones

I was playing basketball with my friend Matt on a makeshift court, situated in the center of the school of design at North Carolina State University. Buildings surrounded the court, and the goal was attached to an elevated walkway connecting two buildings. It was common for people to walk above us as we played and few ever paid any attention, until one day a beautiful woman strolled over the walkway. She paused just briefly as she walked past and smiled at me, then vanished into a building.

I looked at my friend, Matt. “Did you see that?”

“See what?” Matt replied.

“That girl. She was looking at me and smiling the whole time.”

“Okay. And?”

“Well…nothing, I guess. Check ball,” I said, and resumed our game.

A few minutes later the woman reappeared. Standing at the top of the three-point arch with the basketball in my hands, I stopped to look at her. Matt saw me looking at her and turned around to see the woman standing on the walkway directly above the basket. The woman leaned forward and said with a smile, “C’mon, let me see you make it.”

This was an authentic do or die. I let the ball go. Swish! Right through the hoop!

“Oh, good shot! I knew you could do it,” she said. Then she winked and walked slowly away, turning back to smile.

Matt looked at me and said, “Dude, go talk to her.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, dude, go get her phone number.”

“Should I?” I questioned myself. There, in that split second of decision time, my entire future with this beautiful young lady flashed through my head:

That night: She is at her dorm telling all her girlfriends about this hunk she met. They would all be awed by the story that her best friend would coin as “The Shot.”

Our first date: I’m sitting at a restaurant drinking wine and eating a steak dinner. She’s sitting on my lap running her fingers through my hair calling me her hero, saying how amazing it was that I hit the shot, how skilled and athletic I must be to have hit that shot, and how none of her old boyfriends could have hit that shot.

Our wedding day: The guests all say what a great couple we are and excite in hearing the bridesmaids tell the story of “The Shot.”

Five years later: She is in the kitchen yelling over microwave dinners: “You never do anything for me anymore!” 

I, yelling back, “Yes I do!”

“Oh yeah, like what?”

“I hit that shot didn’t I?”

She, yelling, “Always with that shot! That was five years ago!” That night we make passionate love. The next day we file for a separation.

I turned to Matt and said, “No, I don’t think so. A situation like that is perfect the way it is. There is no reason to go and mess things up. It’s not going to get any better after that.”
