
 
 

Identity Story 

 The world is in silence.  Suddenly, out of nowhere sounds a guitar.  I recognized the 

metal sound and instantly knew, “This is my time, this is my moment.”  I walked out of the 

locker room with all eyes on me and my eyes on no one.  My mind is clear, and my body took 

over.  This is what six years of hard work and dedication was for. 

 

 As I walked towards the cage surrounded by my team, hundreds of people cheered.  

However, out of all of this, I only heard a single voice.  The voice of my coach is the only one 

that mattered to me and is ultimately the only one giving me guidance.  His words have led me 

up to this point successfully and I have placed my faith in them.  As I approached the cage, it all 

became real.  I took my shirt off and handed it to my aunt.  My coach grabbed the Vaseline and 

smoothed it over my face while placing further confidence in me.  The referee soon began to 

check me for foreign objects.  He asked if I had my cup on and to show him my mouthguard.  I 

was cleared, and this is where you determine your fate.  As you enter that cage you are choosing 

to fight over flight.  I am a fighter and always have been; I stand up for what I believe in! 

 

 As my right foot landed its first step on the mat and I ducked to enter the cage door, I 

became someone else, I became myself.  I dedicated my life to this sport, because mixed martial 

arts is not just a sport.  I live the fighter lifestyle and have put in more training time than anyone 

could imagine.  When I can, I am in the gym three or more times a day.  I shuffled around the 

outer edge of the cage and stopped at my corner, the red corner.   

 

 It’s the end of the third round, and I knew that I had to lay it all on the line to secure my 

victory.  The first and second rounds were tough and very evenly matched, so if I let it go to the 

judges it could swing either way.  There is about a minute left in the final round, and I had my 

opponent backed against the cage.  This was my opportunity, if I could land a takedown I’ll be 

ahead!  Unfortunately, I had some doubts about shooting for the takedown since I am not a 

wrestler.  In fact, wrestling is my weakest part of the game.  Taking a risk in life is better than 

waiting scenarios out and letting the world decide, so I shot and fortunately was successful!  I 

ended up in his guard, but he had me in a submission attempt.  It was with years of practice that 

led me to this point, so I instinctively knew what I needed to do to escape.  I was able to fight off 

the submission and landed a few more strikes to potentially secure my victory. 

 

 “With a split decision, out of the red corner!” 


