




Animals


	I jumped backwards, hands protectively in front of me, feet firmly situated under my center of gravity.  My opponent punched at my body with all his force, but my well-timed jump caused his hand to fall short.  As he readjusted his position, I moved quickly to the right and kicked straight out into his chest.  He staggered back, but I knew the fight was far from over.  In his eyes, I could see his desire to redeem himself, a need to hit me more times than I hit him, just for the sake of it.  Suddenly, he lashed out at me, and connected with a powerful punch into the center of my chest.  Even through the stiff foam of my chest protector, I felt as though my ribs were going to break.  I fought for breath and the edges of my vision became tinted with brown haze.  I felt that I might pass out at any moment, but my thoughts were jolted back to reality by the shrill chirp of the timer.  Saved by the bell, I thought.  Mercifully, I let down my guard and dragged myself out of the room.


	“Nice job today, guys,” said my instructor.  I barely heard, still moving toward the exit.  “David, can I talk to you?”


	I inwardly groaned.  Exhausted, and badly bruised after a particularly nasty sparring session, I wanted to get out of there and drink some water, not to stick around and chat.  Nonetheless, I turned around and walked back the way I had come from.


	“David,” he began.  “I watched you closely today.  You need to get in there and hit with combos.  Kick-punch-punch.  Then get out of there.  You're tall—that means you have tremendous reach.  You can hit people from a distance where they can't even get you back.  What's going on?  When you started sparring a few years








back, you were so good.  You really came in on top in most of your matches and I had a lot of confidence in you.  It seems like now that you’ve moved up into the advanced class where you really have a chance to improve, you don’t even want to be here.”


	“I can't hit people.  I can't do it,” I replied.  An old adage came to mind: “The eyes are the windows to the soul.”  This metaphor couldn't have been more apt.  I continued, “When I look into their eyes, I see the need for violence.  They like it.  It's like fighting against an animal, the way they don't stop until you make them.  I don't understand it.  You just can't compete with that.  I don't care about my reach.  Sure, maybe a few inches gives me that advantage, but it's not enough to compensate for fighting these...monsters!


	“I know I don't have that in me.  I'm not that kind of person, and, quite frankly, I'm pleased not to be.  They're like zombies to me.  I see what this activity does to them, stripping away their humanity until there's only a cold, hard, aggressive shell of a person left in there and all it can do is fight and fight.  I've gotten someone backed into a corner, but I hated it.  Their arms were down by their sides and I hit left-right-left-right.  Afterwards, when I looked in their eyes, I saw that beaten look.  They were thoroughly defeated.  Maybe you'd like me to feel that way, too, but I can't.  I'm not that kind of person and I never want to be.”


	I should have told him all that, I could have told him the truth, but it was so far from what he wanted to hear that I didn't even think about telling him what I really thought.  My instructor, a lifelong student of karate, had his priorities and he had his firmly 








structured views.  It basically came down to: be the toughest guy in the room or don't bother being there at all.  I, needless to say, did not share this mentality.  Plus, I just wanted to get out of there and count my bruises.


“Yeah, I know,” I muttered.  “I was off today, just tired.  I'll get it right next week,” I promised, “Don't worry about me. I've got it.”


	I left him then and walked into the locker room.  During our little discussion, everyone else had finished changing.  I took off my padded helmet and flung it against the far wall, stomping on it where it lay.  Then, I sat on the narrow bench along the right-hand wall.  It was too narrow, as if everything it the building was designed to make a body as uncomfortable as it could possibly be.


	I washed my face in the sink and slowly changed back into my street clothes.  That night, as it turned out, would be one of the last times I ever entered the karate studio.  I refused to see myself transformed into one of the mindless monsters that I saw the karate studio creating.  People should never set aside their humanity in their dealings with each other, and that was what I saw going on there.


	I have not stepped through those doors for almost a year now, and have not regretted a single moment of it.  The day I made the decision to leave karate behind was the day I protected myself from harm.  The practice was warping and stripping the humanity from all who partook in it, like a walnut in a nutcracker.  Maybe the others didn’t realize, or maybe they just didn’t care, but they allowed themselves to become vicious and destructive, like caged animals.  I, on the other hand, saw how my humanity was being shredded and took steps to save the moral core of my heart.








The student develops appropriate characterization and setting to support purpose.   This student shows himself as a somewhat unwilling participant in a fight. 





The student displays a personal connection to his purpose through diction and figurative language.  The reader can sense his discomfort without him having to say he is uncomfortable. 





The student uses detail to show conflict and further develop character.  The reader can tell that he will have to explain his problems with fighting.





The student demonstrates purposeful variety in sentence structures by inserting dialogue.





The author continues to develop character and conflict to support purpose. The use of figurative language also allows the author to make a personal connection to the audience and, in his description, to develop an appropriate, sincere tone that shows an awareness of audience and purpose. 





The student creates a coherent structure that flows smoothly to support purpose. He takes a risk by including dialogue that he did not actually say, allowing the reader to clearly see his purpose without a break from the action of the narrative. 





The student creates a strong, reflective sense of closure.  He reinforces his purpose and echoes figurative language used earlier to make the essay coherent.





The student provides specific, well-chosen details to slow down the pace of the narrative and provide space for reflection. His physical discomfort and literal changing show an emotional discomfort and change.  This connects his audience to the emotional purpose of the essay.





The author continues to develop characterization and conflict by contrasting himself to his instructor.








