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That short question: What is your 'mudo' has scrambled my brain for the past few weeks. At first 

I knew the answer, of course I know what my 'mudo' is. It's the sheer willpower I have to keep 

going. After I gave it more thought, it seems that it's not that simple. When I push myself in class 

it's a combination of will power, focus, and even anger. To show the world (or at least my world) 

that I can be strong, it's the presence of and energy coming from my fellow students, and it's a bit 

of faith. (I mean, we train in a church I used to attend) When every muscle in my body is 

screaming at me, when I'm almost slipping in my own sweat, neither one of those things by itself 

is enough to keep me going and it certainly isn't enough to make myself roll out of bed and do it 

all over again the next day, but all together it's just enough.  

When I push myself it starts a chain reaction. Pushing with more will power increases my focus 

on what I'm doing, the increased focus drives me forward even more, then sometimes anger 

kicks in. I get mad at the instructor (or anything else that life has thrown at me that week) for the 

torture that he's putting my body though, and then channel that energy to continue driving 

forward. Thoughts such as: "this sucks" "this hurts like hell" "I hate you Master Burns"  "I'm 

using you as my target you jerk".      

For my entire life I will be a small-ish woman. Ever since I've started martial arts I've been out to 

show the world, or at least the people in the room that I've been training with, that a small 

woman can be strong, tough, and just as strong or stronger than the men. For a long time that was 

my 'mudo', and in a way it still is. I train and work hard to be strong, but I've learned recently 

that I don't have to be as strong as the guys. For one, it's physically impossible for me. If I try to 

muscle my way through techniques it causes more harm than good, and two,  all I need to do is 

be as strong as I can be. I have gifts and strength in different places and that's OK. Training has 

made me not just stronger physically, but mentally, and better person in general. Every week I 

try to be a stronger and better person than I was last week.  

The Northwind guys are an excellent source of my 'mudo' and motivation as well. During class 

there's always the friendly competition to keep going and see who gives up first. I definitely 

would not have gotten this far without friends to keep me going. Especially traveling back and 

forth from Range Martial Arts. When I see the guys sweating, I know they hurt just as much as I 

do and if they keep going, I'll keep going. When I see my instructor shaking, and still going that 

inspires me to try and keep driving forward. My husband (of course) can be a big source of 

'mudo' by himself. As long as I see that 'Good job' smile I will press on to make him proud. I will 

press on for that ' You look good' smile. As a wife, it's my new duty to be as healthy, and in the 

best physically attractive shape that I can be for the sake of my husband. This could be applied 

for the sake of our future children as well, to be healthy for their sake (I count Sara Jane too) and 

be able to protect them should the situation require it.  

Finally, there's probably the most important source of mudo. ( Most important everything for that 

matter) that little thing called faith that keeps me going. I've learned over the past few years how 

I can worship God even by doing the simplest things like, taking the trash outside, working or 



training. As long as I'm working hard for the Lord and not for myself or any job or any manager, 

any pain and suffering is worth it. I offer the Lord the best of what I can be and the best of what I 

can do. He should settle for nothing less that the best, however little that might be. So in the end, 

the concept of 'warrior spirit' for me, isn't just something that is applied in class to get over the 

pain of the workout. It's become more than that. Mudo it seems can come from multiple aspects 

of my life and all of it can be applied right back  into martial arts.  

When I started haidong gumdo and had little concept of mudo, I remember always being dead 

tired after class. I would ask myself: How in the world are these people still moving their arms? 

Am I going to make it though this? Then I had to make the hour and a half car ride home. The 

first few weeks I'd pass out and fall asleep the moment we'd get out of Chisholm. Once I learned 

of the concept, it seemed to coincide with increased strength and stamina. I didn't fall asleep as 

often on the trip back and could even engage in the stories we read to each other. Like the 

chicken or egg I'm not entirely sure which came first, strength and stamina or the first flames of 

mudo. Either way, the two seem to go hand in hand and the two have shaped each other 

simultaneously.  

Applying that mudo to Haidong Gumdo is slowly turning me into the martial artist that I think 

I'm really supposed to be. In my previous art, talk about 'warrior's sprit' was a cornerstone of tae 

kwon do, but at the time it was called something different: indomitable spirit. I didn't understand 

what it truly meant at the time and how to apply it to my martial art and lifestyle. When the 

workout was too much, it was too much and I'd have to sit down to breathe. I hardly ever pushed 

myself to see how far my physical limits could go. If I had my material for my belt memorized, I 

saw no need to train outside of class. Or really own it or perfect it in class. In my previous art, I 

realize now that more often than not, I simply gave up too soon. If I had understood the idea of 

mudo, I could have become so much stronger. If  I had knew then, what I know now I could have 

easily achieved higher ranks, even traveled to Korea with the other black belts. Then again, if I 

had known then what I do now, I may not have even discovered haidong gumdo and learned so 

much more about being a martial artist and meet so many awesome people. 

When I push myself a little bit past my physical limits and apply that mudo, I feel something else 

that I've only gotten from haidong gumdo. An inner blaze of fire, or I guess it's a high of exercise 

endorphins. With that high, comes confidence, and with confidence comes pushing myself a little 

further to see how long I can keep the high going. It builds like a wave and only lasts for a few 

minutes, but it's usually enough to plow me through the rest of the workout and sometimes the 

rest of class. Repeating that wave every time I train has made me stronger, and better than I ever 

thought I could, and I still can get stronger and still get better. Mudo has almost completely 

removed the option of giving up for me. Sure, it's still there (if I pass out or throw up) but I've 

made it my new goal to not need it. I have yet to throw up in class but, I have had a moment or 

two that I thought I was going to pass out. I've also had a time or two that I was injured and 

wasn't capable of doing everything my best. Using mudo, I'd stay on my feet and continue to 

train what I was capable of doing instead of sitting out for the day. By simply not giving up on 

my training for the day has made my body that much stronger and my haidong gumdo that much 

better.  



Using mudo, I've pushed through mental barriers I didn't even realize that I had. There were days 

in class that weren't so physically demanding, but were more mental. Like when learning a new 

form and not understanding a few moves. Or when I think I understand moves, such as the sword 

twirls and get corrected on them when I don't think it was needed. I know now that was the sin 

called pride attempting to beat me into the floor. Without mudo, I'd want to give up for the day at 

the first sign of frustration, sit down or leave class and try again later. I've had times that I've 

been so frustrated that I've cried (you all probably know them) and wanted nothing more than to 

throw my muggum across the gym. In extreme cases I've almost lost to my pride, considered 

dropping out of haidong gumdo entirely and nearly exploded at my instructor and my fellow 

students. I've relied on that warrior spirit to keep my head level, calm down, and keep pushing 

forward hoping that by doing so, my head will clear, and I'll figure it out.  

There have been many mornings that I didn't 'feel' like getting out of bed to train. When I was 

too tired, lazy, or it was cold or raining out. Using a bit of mudo and discipline I'd roll my butt 

out of bed anyway and go train. If I never trained on my own, there would have been no possible 

way for me to improve. Once I get outside, I sometimes have to overcome another mental barrier 

of my attention span. I have issues with my focus training on my own. Sometimes when I can't 

focus I only train for 30 minutes, I don't get a lot done and it's not likely I got any better. Forcing 

myself to focus and using mudo to keep going is sometimes the only way that I can get a full 

training session done on my own. Those are the days that are the most mentally challenging and 

can be even harder to overcome than physical limitations. Once I make it past training, I feel 

proud of myself and it gets easier to repeat the process the next day. I know that I can improve 

on that aspect of my life and doing so will improve my technique in haidong gumdo and doing so 

will make my mudo stronger and so we come full circle again. 

Another example I think of how haidong gumdo shaped my mudo and vise versa is when I 

gained a deeper understanding of the forms. For a long time I thought they were just pretty 

dance-like moves to teach students multiple stances and how to use them. For a long time, I just 

did the dance and repeated the moves I was shown. It wasn't until we starting making our own 

fights that I began to do the forms as what they were intended to be, a fight instead of a dance. 

Adding the extra intent into the moves became that much easier, it made the forms more fun to 

do and that much easier to push myself forward when I was tired of working on them. With 

pushing myself longer came that wave of mudo and confidence when I felt like I had done a 

good day of training on my own. I believe that as long as I keep going in this art, that stronger 

mudo and stronger haidong will continue to build and continue to make myself a better martial 

artist and better person in the long run.  

      

 


