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I’m a Lover and a Fighter

I put those red gloves on and I feel exhilarated.
I’m in a world of my own.

I feel the gears in my mind, change settings.
Change to a fighter’s mindset.

I thrust my fist against the rough surface of the punching bag.

The voices of the people near me slowly fade to nothing and it’s just me.

Cold sweat runs down my face and sits on the tip of my nose. 
Sweaty t-shirts and odored gloves fill my nostrils with the scent of hard work and contentment.
My coach taunts me, come on show me you can fight.

I swing my fist at his face and as it lands he shakes like a bobble-head then he smiles.

“That’s how you do it, give me another one,” he says.

I never knew someone could get satisfaction out of pain, but now I know, it’s the best 

kind of satisfaction.

That feeling of thrill you get when you throw your fist.

That feeling of being a fire that grows with every swing you take.
That feeling of anger, happiness and success all at the same time.

That’s what I miss the most.
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