
Lifeblood 

 

When she stamped her foot, it made a strange thud on the sand, like a heartbeat. She stamped 

again, and with that step the drums began, the drums of the arena. Deep, booming echos of 

sound, vibrating around the field into my head and out the soles of my feet. A slow, pulsing beat, 

like the resting heart rate of some giant beast, who was starting to rouse. And as the beat 

increased the beast did awaken, releasing a roar of cheers and boo's and claps and screams, 

as the crowd prepared itself for the fight. She took another step, and I found myself stepping as 

well, not just ready for the fight but aching for it, longing for it. Like a bird must fly, a painter must 

paint, and a thief must steal, a fighter must fight. How else could I get my blood pumping, and 

my heart beating? When one dances with death one is truly alive, and I could tell that the 

woman before me was a dancer. She drew her blade, a gleaming flame of death, and rose her 

shield, a wall of wood and leather. I unsheathed my blade, and gave myself up to my training, 

my instincts. We each took one more breath, one more heartbeat, then charged. 

 

Like a storm we raged, blades flashing like a God's lightning, shields colliding with the sound of 

a God's thunder. A whirlwind of death, locked in it's place at the center of the arena. Isolated 

from yet idolized by the crowd around us we fought, sharing a special kind of intimacy. Closer 

than lover's we fought, an intimate stillpoint in the ocean of chaos that was the crowd. For 

contrary to our ferocious speed and incredible blows we had order. A rhythm. Slash, block, 

strike. Slash, block, strike. An order, a constant rhythm, like a heartbeat. One beat, two beats, 

three beats, four beats. One fight, to win, third chance, for glory. I had lost before, horrific losses 

that should have ended me. Call it skill, call it luck, call it fate, my lungs were still breathing, my 

heart was still beating. These losses had shaped me, taught me, trained me. I knew the order, I 

could feel the ebbs and flows of the fight. The arena and I shared a heartbeat. 

 

Most people view buildings as things that have been built, but that's a lie. When you live in a 

building, grow up in a building, and almost die in a building, it becomes more. Every grain of 

sand was an old friend, pushing me on. Every brick in the wall was a crying mother, hoping her 

baby would not be hurt. Every board of wood, from the rafters to the benches was an approving 

father, not voicing his praise, but showing it in the nod of his head and twinkle in his eye. This 

arena was my family, my brothers, my sisters, my lovers. How could I lose when my family was 

watching, how could I dishonor them? It was simple, I could not. For not only were we a family, 

we shared a deeper connection than that, we shared a heartbeat. 

 

I increased our speed, forcing her to keep up or fall down. Blade swinging with a mind of it's 

own, shield blocking blows that hadn't been swung yet. We were both great fighters, potentially 

the best, but I had an advantage. No matter the tempo, I still had that heartbeat. Most people 

say you have one heartbeat, and that's a lie. You have many heartbeats. The one that pumps 

your lifeblood through you, the one that pumps your anger through you, the one that pumps 

your passion, your fear, joy, love, all of these things are different heartbeats. I felt in this fight all 

of my hearts beating at once, charging me, empowering me. Anger at her blows, passion for the 

combat, fear of death, joy in life, all my heartbeats, flowing as one like the blood through my 

veins. 



 

Yet as all storms end, our fight had to end. Even a god needs rest, even the ocean needs to 

calm. And no matter how deeply you settle into an order, you may slip up. It was a small error 

she made, but enough. My blade flashed, she screamed, and I saw red. We collapsed, me from 

exhaustion, her from something worse. I lay in the sand, the beat of the drums and the roar of 

the crowd cascading over me, slowing my heartbeat. Behind me, she also lay on the ground, 

her heartbeat also slowing. My vision started to fade, and I let myself be pulled into the silence 

of sleep, just as she was pulled into the darkness of death. The darkness of death, where one 

has no heartbeat. 


