Ode to Bruises Earned in Taekwondo

A crescent moon on my shin


that circles the stunned white point



of impact:

You are Laura Toth’s left elbow striking down


to block a roundhouse kick.

You blossomed despite my leg pad 


cushioning the blow.

You resonate pulses of pain up my leg with every step,


reminding me that a roundhouse


should be kicked horizontally



to avoid elbows.

A formless gray shadow on the inside 


of my forearm


that can only be seen in direct light:

You blocked the edge of Courtney Brown’s left foot


snapping a beautiful sidekick.

You dissolved onto my skin overnight,


seeped into my pores,


discolored my flesh.

You itch as you heal.

A purple stripe across the sole of my foot,


barely the width of my finger:

You are the edge of a plastic breaking board


that would’ve been split with my heel


had it not been too high.

You sizzled into my tender arch with one axe kick


powered straight down


into this replacement


of two and a half pine boards.

You are tender to the touch.

You are my beauty marks,


my birthmarks,


my birthright.

You symbolize my ability to fight back,


to try new things,


to hurt and still continue.

You remind me that I choose not to be a victim;

I choose to control my own fate


and leave with only shadows on my skin.

-Leah Makuch 

