Blood and Sweat: A Fighter's Elixer
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I’ve tried to make each installment of my column as professional as possible, supporting my statements with evidence and, for the most part, leaving myself out of the picture. I enjoy analyzing Mixed Martial Arts and trying to offer insights that other commentators have not discussed, but the internet is teeming with writers and analysts talking about the next big fight or the latest upset. Lockflow, however, has an audience different from the average MMA news site, so a different perespective is justified. 

The people reading Lockflow aren’t just fans of MMA or grappling, they are fighters themselves. Lockflow readers have been punched, kicked, choked, and submitted. They’ve wiped their own blood off the mats with the corners of their sweat-soaked t-shirts, only to get back up and keep training. They’ve willingly stepped into a cage or onto a mat, knowing full-well that the person across from them had every intention of inflicting as much harm on them as possible. They’ve won after taking a fight on short notice. They’ve lost after training four hours a day for eight weeks. They’ve endured more pain and worked harder than most people can possibly imagine.

And they’ve loved every minute of it.

Fighting is a lonely endeavor. Sure, you train with the nicest people that you’ve ever met, but there is no team. It’s just you, screaming inside of your head during every training session, during every sparring session. You tell yourself to run farther, to correct your technique, to force out one more repetition, to ignore the swelling beneath your eye, to keep fighting. You win or lose on your own merit, and this is a comfort to a fighter. The path is direct. The goal is clear. On the mat, the world is simple.

The simplicity is more than a comfort, it’s an addiction.
The average person, one who hasn’t experienced fighting euphoria, can’t fathom what it feels like to train, to win, or to lose. Most of the people I encounter throughout my day have only seen Mixed Martial Arts in passing, a brief flicker of violent intensity as they seek out a Desperate Housewives rerun. They think of it as a bar room brawl, not a clash of wits, strength, endurance, technique, and strategy like I do.

So when I come to work with a black eye or a cut on my cheek, my co-workers just shake their heads. I should have been watching TV or going to the bar. I should have been cleaning my apartment or washing my car. Instead, I was being taken-down, dominated, and submitted. Doing anything else is pointless to me. Drinking beer and watching sitcoms doesn’t make me feel alive. Everything else seems trivial now that fighting is in my soul.

Fighting fills a hole that a nice suit or a clever TV series cannot.

More than that, I have the creeping suspicion that I am not as alone as I sometimes feel. I can see it in the eyes of the people I train with. I can tell by the way they linger on the mat after class is over. They say, “One more match, then I have to go,” and they end up doing nine or ten. One more is never enough. Like me, they love the state of mind that fighting puts them in. It’s serene. It’s relaxing.

I count the minutes until I can get back on to the mat, where everything makes sense and everything is just as it should be. I need to be fighting. And I think that the readers of Lockflow can empathize. Fighting, to us, is more than a hobby or a form of entertainment. 

Fighting is what we are.
