Paintball is a game that cannot be won, just played. So I play on searching for my place on the field.

These days it seems too easy for some of us to lose our way, forgetting why it is we got into this game in the beginning. Ask yourself the question: why did you get into paintball in the first place? I would almost bet money that somewhere in the answer is “fun”. Think back to the first time you ever played. That very first time you went out to a field not knowing a single thing. Most likely a friend convinced you to play. You sat there in the staging area not able to tell if you were scared, nervous or excited. Slipping on that funny smelling rental mask, picking your marker up off of the table, and getting out on the field for the first time. By now the adrenaline is starting to kick in. You waited for the game to start, your heart pounding so loud you wondered if the guy next to you could hear it beating. Finally hearing the ref call “Game starts in 3..2..1…GO GO GO!!!” By the end of that day the paintball bug bit you and you were hooked. You bought your first marker, maybe a Tippmann or Spyder. Then you sold or traded it for the next something…better, faster, cooler. You were playing simply for the love of the game and nothing more. Then along the line you got all the other gear, and your maker became a high-end tourney marker. Now when you went to the field all the regulars knew who you were and wanted you to play with them. King of the rec-ballers you just didn’t feel the same rush as you once did taking the field. 

So you talk to some of the tourney guys at your field about taking that next step. Bright and early you get to the field one Sunday morning. Unpack all your gear on the table and as you watch the others from the local teams unpack their Angels and more, you begin to get that feeling you lost a while back. That uneasy feeling was back and you came to the realization that you are starting all over again. You are ready there with some of your tourney friends ready for the break. Your heart is about to jump out of your chest and you, loving every minute of it. Playing that day you found what you lost in the game. Sure you may have been getting beat but it didn’t bother you. You excelled from that first day jumping on a team or staring your own. The game took on new meaning this time pushing you to your limits. Firsts that you never forget first practice, tourney, game you won, series you won, and your first bunker. 

Now here it comes somewhere during all of this you got mixed up in all the sponsors, tourneys, and politics. The game slipped away. And by slipping I don’t mean you couldn’t play well enough. What I mean is that you lost your way, just playing for the love of the game wasn’t there anymore. You just played to play and began to burn out. Most players go through it in some time or at some stage. But how a player deals with it is what matters most.  Many don’t know how to deal with this feeling, and just leave the sport. I have seen a few friends and players do that very thing. So recently I started to go through it, and at the same time a friend of mine was too. One night at the field I was talking to a close personal friend of mine who asked me why I started to play paintball. My reply was “For the love of the game.” He told me that during the following week to think about what made the game so fun. All week I pondered that idea and come the weekend, I woke up Saturday and got dressed. Looking in the mirror I was in my jersey and cargos, and it hit me. As I left the house that morning, my jersey and my cargos stayed on the bed. I got to the field and when my buddy saw me he said, “I see you found what I was talking about. Haven’t seen you in jeans and that old ripped up shirt in ages.” During the week I found that quote at the top of the page somewhere. When I sat down at the end of that day of playing some good rec ball, I smiled. A couple of us were sitting there talking about the days play. I found what it was I lost, and I also found something else. 

In the weeks following, my game play started to change. Taking the field now I am more focused, and I’ve found that I am playing again for the love of the game. My other friend that was starting to go though what I did, I gave him the same advice. As I was coming out of my downturn, a fellow teammate was starting his. He was taking it a bit harder than I did. I saw it in a tournament we were in together. The drive wasn’t there; the will to win was lost. I told him the same things that were told to me. The next weekend he took the field and just let loose playing to play. After it was all said and done he came to me, telling me that he took some time and thought about what it was he lost, and he found it. When we lose our way in the game, we have to step away from ourselves. Find that one thing that drives us to win and be happy. Because it is when we lose that one thing that the game gets out of focus. 

“Push it to the max. Accept nothing less. Just for the love of the game” 

-Wolf 2000- 
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