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      "The Taekwon-Do Journey: The Journey of Courage"       

Imagine a young boy, scarred by loss and struggling with relentless bullying, finding his strength in an 

unexpected place: the martial art of Taekwon-Do. 

Sam’s life takes a dramatic turn when his grandfather introduces him to the art’s powerful principles—

courtesy, integrity, perseverance, self-control, and indomitable spirit. 

Joined by two unlikely friends, Joeri and Ellie, Sam embarks on an incredible journey of self-discovery, 

friendship, and resilience. 

From standing up to bullies to training with a Grandmaster, from honoring a legacy to visiting the 

birthplace of Taekwon-Do in Korea, this story weaves adventure, history, and the unshakable bonds of 

camaraderie. 

     A story of overcoming challenges. 

 

     A story of personal growth and unity. 

 

     A story of courage that will inspire readers of all ages. 

 

This is not just a tale of martial arts, it's a celebration of character, friendship, and the power of never 

giving up. Will they rise to their challenges and achieve their dreams? 

Find out in "The Taekwon-Do Journey: The Journey of Courage." 

Let this story inspire your own path of courage! 

 

Grandmaster Peter Sanders 
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THE JOURNEY OF COURAGE 

Chapter 1: The Boys on the Playground 

The cold wind swept through the trees, rustling the autumn leaves as if they were whispering secrets. 

On the school playground, ten-year-old Sam sat with his back pressed against the wall of the bike 

shed. His knees were drawn up to his chest, and his coat was zipped all the way to his chin. He tried 

to make himself as small as possible, hoping to disappear. 

But that never worked. 

“There he is, Sam the Snail!” shouted Joeri, the biggest boy in school. He strutted across the 

playground with a group of friends trailing behind him, laughing and pointing. Sam avoided looking at 

them, but he could feel their eyes drilling into his back. 

“What are you doing over there, Snail-boy?” Joeri kicked an empty soda can against the wall, the 

clang making Sam flinch. “Waiting to crawl back into your shell?” 

The boys burst out laughing, and Sam felt his cheeks burn. He wanted to say something back, but the 

words got stuck in his throat. What was the point? They wouldn’t stop anyway. When the bell rang, 

Sam hurried inside, his head down, hoping no one would notice him anymore. But the words of Joeri 

and his gang lingered in his mind. It felt like they weren’t just bullying him on the playground—they 

followed him everywhere, even into his thoughts. 

That afternoon, when Sam got home, his grandfather was sitting at the kitchen table with a steaming 

mug of tea in front of him. Grandpa had been living with them for a few months now, ever since 

Grandma passed away. Sam lost his parents in a terible trafficaccident 2 years ago. Grandpa was 

quiet, almost invisible in the house, but his eyes always seemed to notice everything. 

“Hello, Sam,” Grandpa said without looking up from his newspaper. “How was school today?” 

Sam shrugged and muttered, “Fine.” 

But Grandpa looked up. His sharp eyes seemed to pierce right through Sam. “Fine, huh?” He put his 

mug down and folded the newspaper. “Come here for a moment, boy.” Sam hesitated but shuffled 

over to the table and sat across from his grandfather. “What’s wrong, Grandpa?” 

Grandpa studied him for a moment, then spoke softly. “I imagine you’ve been having a hard time at 

school. Are some boys bothering you?” 

Sam’s stomach tightened. He wanted to deny it, to say it wasn’t a big deal, but the lump in his throat 

stopped him. He just nodded. 

“I thought as much,” Grandpa said. He leaned back in his chair, stroking his white beard. “You know, 

when I was your age, I wasn’t the biggest or the strongest either. But my father, your great-

grandfather, took me to a place where I learned to become stronger. Not just here, ” he tapped his 

arm, “but here too.” He pointed to his head. 

Sam looked at him curiously. “Where was that?”Grandpa 

smiled. “A dojang. It’s a place where I learned Taekwon-Do, a 

Korean martial art. And maybe it’s time I took you there too.” 

“Taekwon-Do?” Sam frowned. “But… I’m not strong. And I don’t 

know how to fight back.”  

Grandpa leaned forward, his eyes twinkling. “You don’t need to 

be a muscleman to be strong, Sam. And Taekwon-Do isn’t 

about fighting. It’s about discipline, respect, and learning to 

stand up for yourself. So, what do you think? Do you want to 

give it a try?” 
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Sam didn’t know what to say. The idea sounded exciting, but also a little scary. Yet deep down, there 

was a small spark inside him—a feeling that maybe this was his chance to change things. 

“Okay,” he said quietly. 

Grandpa clapped his hands together. “Good! Get your coat, boy. We’re going to check out the dojang 

right now. Today marks the start of a new chapter for you.” 

 

Chapter 2: The Dojang 

The car rumbled down a narrow street lined with small shops and old houses. Sam sat quietly in the 

passenger seat, clutching his backpack. His grandfather whistled softly as he steered the car, 

completely at ease, but Sam’s stomach felt like it was tied in knots. 

“Are we almost there?” Sam finally asked, his voice small. “Almost,” Grandpa said with a wink. “You’ll 

like it, I promise.” 

They turned a corner, and there it was: a simple building with large windows. Through the glass, Sam 

saw kids dressed in crisp white uniforms, their belts tied neatly around their waists. They stood in 

rows, moving in unison as a man in a black belt called out commands. 

“This is it,” Grandpa said, pulling into a parking space. “The dojang.” Sam stared at the building. His 

heart pounded. “What if I’m no good at it?” Grandpa placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder. 

“Nobody starts out good, Sam. That’s why we learn. Now come on.” 

Reluctantly, Sam followed his grandfather inside. The air smelled of sweat and something clean, like 

freshly polished floors. The walls were lined with pictures and certificates, and a large Korean flag 

hung proudly at the front of the room. 

“Mr. Park!” Grandpa called out, waving to the man with the black belt. 

The instructor turned and smiled warmly. He was tall and lean, with sharp eyes but a kind expression. 

“Ah, Mr. Lee! It’s been too long,” he said, bowing deeply. 

Grandpa bowed back, and Sam hurried to mimic the gesture. “This is my grandson, Sam,” Grandpa 

said. “He’s been having a bit of a tough time lately, and I thought you might be able to help.” 

Mr. Park crouched down to Sam’s level. “Hello, Sam. Welcome to the dojang. Have you ever practiced 

Taekwon-Do before?” 

Sam shook his head. “No, sir.” 

“That’s all right,” Mr. Park said, smiling. “Everyone starts somewhere. Here, we don’t just learn kicks 

and punches. We learn how to be strong in here.” He tapped his chest.  

Sam wasn’t sure what to say, so he just nodded. “Why don’t you join today’s class and see how you 

like it?” Mr. Park suggested. 

Before Sam could think of an excuse, Grandpa was already helping him put on a borrowed uniform. 

The sleeves were too long, and the pants bunched up at his ankles, but something about wearing it 

made him feel… different. 

“Ready?” Grandpa asked, patting his shoulder. 

“No,” Sam mumbled, but he stepped onto the mat anyway. 

The other kids paused their movements to glance at him. Sam felt their eyes like a spotlight, and he 

wished he could shrink away. 

“This is Sam,” Mr. Park announced. “It’s his first day, so let’s help him feel welcome.” “Welcome, Sam!” 

the kids said in unison, bowing to him. 
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Sam’s cheeks burned, but he bowed back. 

The class resumed, and Sam was placed in the back row. Mr. Park led them through warm-ups, 

stretching, jumping jacks, and basic movements called stances. Sam stumbled more than once, and 

his arms and legs never seemed to go where they were supposed to, but no one laughed at him. In 

fact, one of the older kids whispered, “You’re doing great,” as they passed him during an exercise. 

By the end of the hour, Sam was exhausted. His legs ached, and sweat dripped down his forehead, 

but for the first time in ages, he felt… good. 

As the class bowed to end the session, Mr. Park approached him. “How do you feel, Sam?”  

“Tired,” Sam admitted, “but… it was kind of fun.” Mr. Park smiled. “Good. You showed great effort 

today. That’s what matters most.” 

In the car ride home, Grandpa glanced at him. “So? What do you think?” Sam thought for a moment. 

“Can I come back tomorrow?”  Grandpa’s smile widened. “That’s the spirit, boy.” 

Sam leaned back in his seat, staring out the window as the car rolled through the dark streets. For the 

first time in a long time, he felt a tiny spark of hope flickering inside him. 

 

Chapter 3: The First Lesson 

The next evening, Sam stood outside the dojang with his grandfather. The streetlights flickered on as 

the sun dipped below the rooftops. Sam clutched his borrowed uniform tightly, his nerves buzzing. 

“You’ll do fine,” Grandpa said, giving him a reassuring nudge toward the door. Inside, the dojang was 

alive with energy. Kids were chatting as they adjusted their belts, and others were practicing kicks 

against padded targets. The rhythmic thud of strikes echoed through the room. 

“Ah, Sam! Back already!” Mr. Park greeted him warmly. “Good to see you. Are you ready for your first 

real lesson?” 

“I guess so,” Sam said, his voice barely above a whisper. 

“Good. Let’s start with something simple.” Mr. Park led him to a corner where a small group of 

beginners was gathered. 

The other kids were a mix of ages. Some looked as nervous as Sam felt, while others were smiling 

and chatting like they’d been there forever. One boy with messy blond hair waved at him. “Hey, I’m 

Liam,” he said. “It’s your first day, right?” Sam nodded, managing a small smile. “Don’t worry, it’s easier 

than it looks,” Liam added. 

Mr. Park clapped his hands. “All right, everyone, attention!” 

The room fell silent, and all the kids lined up, standing tall and straight. Sam hurried to find a spot at 

the end of the line. 

“We’ll start with the basics,” Mr. Park said. “Taekwon-Do begins with respect. Bowing is how we show 

respect to each other and to the art itself. Watch me.”  

Mr. Park brought his feet together, his toes pointing a little outside, placed his hands at his sides, and 

bowed deeply. The class followed, and Sam copied them, feeling a bit awkward but determined to get 

it right. 

“Good,” Mr. Park said. “Now, let’s learn the first stance: charyot sogi, or attention stance.” 

He demonstrated, standing straight with his heels touching and toes slightly apart. Sam tried to mimic 

the stance, but his feet didn’t quite cooperate. 
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“Not bad,” Mr. Park said, adjusting Sam’s posture. “Keep your back straight. There you go.” The class 

moved on to learning a simple punch, called a jirugi. Mr. Park showed them how to form a proper fist 

and punch straight forward, keeping their other hand close to their side. 

“Remember,” Mr. Park said, “power comes from focus, not from strength. Even the smallest person 

can have a strong punch with proper technique.” Sam practiced over and over, his arms starting to 

ache. At first, his punches were weak and unsteady, but as he focused on each movement, they 

began to feel more natural. 

“You’re doing great,” Liam said from beside him. “Just don’t forget to breathe.” Sam nodded, a small 

grin creeping onto his face. After practicing punches, the class moved on to learning their first kick: the 

front kick, or ap chagi. Mr. Park demonstrated, lifting his knee high and snapping his foot forward with 

precision. 

“Start slow,” he said. “Balance is the key.” 

Sam tried, but his kicks were wobbly, and he nearly toppled over more than once. He heard a few 

giggles from the back of the room and felt his cheeks flush. “Don’t worry about them,” Mr. Park said 

quietly, placing a hand on Sam’s shoulder. “Every black belt was a beginner once.” Sam nodded and 

tried again. This time, he managed to keep his balance. 

By the end of the lesson, Sam was exhausted. His arms and legs felt like jelly, and his uniform was 

damp with sweat. But as he bowed with the rest of the class to end the session, he felt a strange 

sense of pride. 

“Well done, everyone,” Mr. Park said. “Remember, Taekwon-Do is a journey. Each step you take, no 

matter how small, brings you closer to becoming your best self. See you next time.” 

As Sam changed back into his clothes, Liam came over and grinned. “You did pretty good for your first 

day. See you tomorrow?”  “Yeah,” Sam said, smiling back. “See you tomorrow.” 

In the car on the way home, Sam couldn’t stop replaying the class in his mind—the way his punches 

had started to feel stronger, the way Mr. Park’s words made him feel like he could actually do this. 

“You look different,” Grandpa said as they pulled into the driveway. Sam glanced at his reflection in the 

car window. He didn’t look different, but he felt it—a tiny flicker of confidence glowing somewhere 

inside him. 

“Maybe I am,” he said quietly. 

 

Chapter 4: Discipline and Respect 

The next week, Sam settled into a routine. After school, he would rush home, grab a quick snack, and 

head to the dojang with his grandfather. Each class was challenging, but Sam found himself looking 

forward to it. One evening, as Sam tied his borrowed white belt, he noticed a new poster on the wall 

near the entrance. It read: 

“Discipline and Respect: The Foundations of Taekwon-Do.” “Discipline and respect,” Sam whispered, 

reading the words aloud. 

“Exactly,” came Mr. Park’s voice behind him. Sam turned, startled. “That’s what Taekwon-Do is built 

on. Without discipline, you can’t improve. Without respect, you can’t grow as a person.” Sam nodded, 

though he wasn’t sure he completely understood. 

As class began, Mr. Park gathered the students into a circle. “Today, we’ll focus on something that’s 

just as important as punches and kicks: respect,” he announced. He turned to Liam. “Liam, what does 

respect mean to you?” 

Liam thought for a moment. “I think it means treating people the way you want to be treated.” 
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“Good,” Mr. Park said. “Respect is the foundation of every interaction we have, not just here, but in life. 

When we bow to each other, it’s not just a movement. It’s a promise to treat each other with care and 

fairness.” 

Sam listened closely, feeling a sense of calm wash over the room. 

Mr. Park continued. “And discipline? That’s what keeps us going, even when things get tough. It’s 

waking up early to train. It’s practicing a hundred kicks until you get it right. Discipline is what turns 

effort into results.”  The lesson that day was harder than usual. Mr. Park led the class through 

combinations of punches and kicks, each move flowing into the next. Sam struggled to keep up, his 

legs wobbling with exhaustion. 

“Focus, Sam!” Mr. Park called out. “Discipline means staying sharp, even when you’re tired.” 

Sam gritted his teeth and tried again, pouring everything he had into each movement. By the end of 

the class, he was drenched in sweat, but he’d completed the drills without giving up. At the end of the 

session, Mr. Park clapped his hands. “Before we finish, I want each of you to share one thing you 

learned today about discipline or respect.” 

When it was Sam’s turn, he hesitated. He felt every pair of eyes in the room on him.  

“I… I think I learned that discipline means not quitting, even when it’s hard,” he said finally. 

Mr. Park nodded approvingly. “Well said, Sam.” 

That night, as Sam walked to the car, he noticed a group of kids playing in a nearby yard. Joeri was 

among them, kicking a soccer ball with his usual loud confidence. For a moment, Sam froze, the 

familiar feeling of dread creeping over him. 

But then, he remembered Mr. Park’s words about respect. He straightened his back and kept walking, 

refusing to let Joeri ruin his mood.  

“Hey, Snail!” Joeri called out, spotting him.  

Sam stopped but didn’t shrink away. He turned to face Joeri, his expression calm. “My name’s Sam,” 

he said evenly, before walking on. Joeri stood there, momentarily stunned. 

In the car, Grandpa gave Sam a sideways glance. “What happened back there?” 

Sam shrugged. “I just didn’t let him get to me.”  Grandpa’s smile was small but proud. “You’re learning, 

boy.” 

That week at school, something began to shift. Sam started to carry himself differently, and while Joeri 

and his gang still teased him, it didn’t feel as overwhelming. Sam found that he could breathe easier 

when he remembered what Mr. Park had said: respect is something you carry with you. 

By the end of the week, Sam felt like the dojang had become a second home. The routines, the bows, 

and even the soreness in his muscles were all part of something bigger. 

“Grandpa,” Sam said one evening as they drove home, “I think I’m starting to get it.” “Get what?” 

Grandpa asked. 

“What Mr. Park said. Discipline and respect. It’s not just about Taekwon-Do, is it? It’s about 

everything.” 

Grandpa grinned. “You’re catching on faster than I did. Keep at it, and you’ll see how much further it 

can take you.” 

Sam stared out the window, the streetlights zipping by. For the first time in a long time, he felt like he 

was on the right path. 
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Chapter 5: A New Friend 

Sam arrived at the dojang early that evening, feeling more confident than usual. He adjusted his 

uniform, tying the belt carefully before stepping onto the mat. As he waited for class to start, he noticed 

someone new, a girl about his age sitting cross-legged in the corner, staring at the floor. Her uniform 

was clean but wrinkled, and her brown hair was tied back in a messy ponytail. She didn’t look up as 

the other students filed in. “Who’s that?” Sam whispered to Liam, who was stretching nearby. 

“Her name’s Ellie,” Liam said. “She just started yesterday. I think she’s pretty shy.”  Sam hesitated. He 

remembered how nervous he’d been on his first day and how Liam had made him feel welcome. 

Taking a deep breath, he walked over to Ellie. 

“Hi, I’m Sam,” he said, trying to sound friendly. Ellie glanced up, her eyes wary. “Hi.” “It’s your first 

week, right?” Sam asked. Ellie nodded. 

“It gets easier,” Sam said. “At first, I thought I’d never get the moves right, but Mr. Park is really 

patient.” 

Ellie gave a small smile. “Thanks.” 

Before Sam could say more, Mr. Park clapped his hands. “Everyone, line up!” Sam hurried to his spot, 

noticing Ellie sliding into the back row. The class began with warm-ups, and Mr. Park introduced a new 

technique: low block, or najunde makgi. He demonstrated, his movements crisp and precise. “This 

block is used to defend against attacks to the lower body,” he explained. 

“Watch carefully,” he said, repeating the move in slow motion. “Now, your turn.” 

Sam focused, trying to mimic the movement. His arm felt stiff, and his timing was off, but he kept at it. 

A few rows back, Ellie struggled even more. Her block was too low, and her stance wobbled with each 

attempt. 

“Focus on your balance,” Mr. Park said gently as he passed by her. 

Sam glanced over and saw the frustration on Ellie’s face. She looked like she wanted to disappear. 

After class, as everyone packed up, Sam noticed Ellie lingering near the door. Her uniform was 

rumpled, and she seemed unsure of whether to stay or leave. “Hey, Ellie,” Sam called, walking over. 

“You did really well today.” Ellie shook her head. “No, I didn’t. I couldn’t get the block right.” 

“It took me forever to get it too,” Sam said. “Want me to show you a trick I learned?” Ellie hesitated, 

then nodded. Sam dropped his bag and got into a low stance. “The trick is to think about your legs 

first. If your stance is solid, your block will feel stronger.” He demonstrated slowly, exaggerating the 

motion. Ellie copied him, her movements still awkward but a little more confident this time. 

“Better!” Sam said. Ellie smiled faintly. “Thanks.” 

As they walked out of the dojang together, Ellie spoke up. “Do you come here every day?” “Pretty 

much,” Sam said. “It’s kind of my favorite place now.”  

“Why?” 

Sam thought about it. “Because here, I don’t feel small. You know? At school, things can get… rough. 

But here, it’s different. Everyone’s learning together.” Ellie looked at him, her expression softening. 

“Yeah. I get that.” 

They reached the parking lot, where Ellie’s mom was waiting in a small, beat-up car. Ellie waved 

awkwardly as she climbed in. “See you tomorrow, Sam.” “See you,” Sam replied, feeling a strange 

sense of pride. 

The next day at school, Sam spotted Ellie sitting alone at lunch. He hesitated, clutching his tray, before 

walking over.  
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“Mind if I sit here?” he asked. Ellie looked up, surprised, then nodded. As they ate, Sam learned more 

about her. She’d just moved to town, and like him, she wasn’t exactly popular. “People don’t really 

notice me,” she said with a shrug. “Sometimes, that’s better,” Sam said, thinking of Joeri. 

Ellie grinned. “Maybe.” 

From that day on, Ellie and Sam became inseparable at the dojang. They practiced together, cheered 

each other on during drills, and shared tips on techniques. 

One evening, as they were packing up, Mr. Park approached them. “You two make a good team,” he 

said. “In Taekwon-Do, we call this a dojang friendship. It’s more than just practicing together, it’s about 

supporting each other, even outside of class.” Sam and Ellie exchanged a glance, both smiling. 

At school, their growing friendship didn’t go unnoticed. “Look at this,” Joeri sneered. “The Snail’s got a 

sidekick now.” Sam felt a familiar rush of fear but stood tall. He glanced at Ellie, who felt very tensed. 

“Let’s go,” Sam said, keeping his voice steady.  

Joeri stepped in front of them, blocking their way. “What’s the rush, Snail? Scared?” Sam took a deep 

breath. “No, I’m not scared. I just don’t have time for you.” Joeri’s grin faltered for a moment. 

“Whatever,” he muttered, stepping aside. As they walked away,  

Ellie whispered, “How did you do that?” 

Sam shrugged, his heart still pounding. “I just remembered what Mr. Park said: confidence is your best 

defense.” 

Ellie smiled. “I think it worked.” 

That night at the dojang, as Sam and Ellie practiced their blocks together, Sam realized something. 

For the first time in years, he didn’t feel alone. 

 

Chapter 6: The Turning Point 

The days at the dojang turned into weeks, and before Sam knew it, he was no longer the newest 

student. His movements were sharper, his stances more balanced, and even Mr. Park had started to 

praise his effort during class. But Sam knew there was still so much to learn.  

One evening, Mr. Park gathered the students before class. “Today, we’ll talk about something that’s 

easy to forget but essential to master: perseverance. It’s about pushing forward, no matter how hard 

things get. Without perseverance, you’ll never reach your full potential, not in Taekwon-Do, and not in 

life.” 

Sam felt those words sink in. He thought about the times he’d wanted to give up—on school, on 

himself. But things were changing now.  

As the lesson began, Mr. Park introduced a new move: the side kick, or yop chagi. “This kick is 

powerful, but only if you focus on balance and precision,” he explained, demonstrating the technique 

with a sharp snap of his foot. Sam gave it a try, but his kicks were awkward and unsteady. His foot 

barely reached above his waist, and each attempt felt weaker than the last. 

“Higher, Sam!” Mr. Park called. 

Sam gritted his teeth and tried again, his leg trembling as he pushed himself harder. But his foot 

slipped, and he fell backward with a loud thud. Laughter rippled through the room, and Sam’s face 

burned. He glanced at Ellie, who gave him an encouraging nod, but it didn’t help much. 

“Quiet,” Mr. Park said, silencing the giggles. He walked over to Sam and offered him a hand. “What did 

I just say about perseverance?”  
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Sam hesitated, still on the floor. “To keep going?” “Exactly,” Mr. Park said, pulling him to his feet. 

“Every failure is a step closer to success. Try again.” 

Sam took a deep breath and reset his stance. His legs felt like jelly, and his mind screamed at him to 

stop, but he blocked out the noise and focused. He lifted his knee, pivoted, and snapped his foot out in 

a clean side kick. It wasn’t perfect, but it was higher and stronger than before. 

“Better,” Mr. Park said with a small smile. “Much better.” 

After class, Sam stayed behind to practice. Ellie joined him, her side kicks sharper and more precise 

than his. 

“How do you make it look so easy?” Sam asked, panting as he reset his stance. “It’s not easy,” Ellie 

said, laughing. “I’ve just been practicing at home.”  

Sam sighed, frustrated. “I feel like I’ll never get it right.” 

Ellie paused, then said, “You know, I used to think that too. But my dad always says, ‘If you quit now, 

you’ll never know how far you could have gone.’” 

Sam looked at her, surprised. “That’s… good advice.” Ellie shrugged. “It helps. Come on, try again.” 

The next day at school, Sam’s perseverance was put to the test in a way he hadn’t expected. During 

lunch, Joeri and his friends cornered him and Ellie in the hallway. 

“Practicing your little karate moves, Snail?” Joeri sneered. “It’s Taekwon-Do,” Sam said firmly. 

Joeri rolled his eyes. “Whatever. I bet you think you’re tough now, huh?” Sam’s heart pounded, but he 

stood his ground. “I don’t have to be tough. I just have to keep trying.”  

Joeri frowned, clearly unsure how to respond. Ellie stepped forward. “Come on, Sam. Let’s go.” As 

they walked away, Sam felt a strange sense of victory. Joeri hadn’t backed down, but neither had he. 

That evening at the dojang, Mr. Park introduced sparring for the first time. “Sparring isn’t about 

fighting,” he explained. “It’s about learning to adapt, to think quickly, and to respect your partner.” 

The students paired up, and Sam found himself facing Liam.  

“Ready?” Liam asked, grinning. “Not really,” Sam admitted, but he got into his stance anyway. 

Mr. Park called out, “Begin!” 

Liam moved fast, throwing light punches and quick kicks that Sam struggled to block. Sam felt clumsy, 

his movements lagging as he tried to anticipate Liam’s next move. 

“Stay focused, Sam!” Mr. Park called. “Watch his body, not his feet.” 

Sam adjusted his focus, watching the way Liam shifted his weight before each strike. Slowly, he began 

to see patterns and react faster. He didn’t land any hits, but by the end of the round, he wasn’t getting 

hit as often either. 

“Good work, both of you,” Mr. Park said. “Sparring is about learning, not winning. And Sam, you 

showed perseverance tonight. Well done.”  

As Sam left the dojang that night, he felt a flicker of pride. He still had a long way to go, but he was 

learning to trust the process.  

In the car, Grandpa glanced at him. “You’re quiet tonight. Everything all right?” Sam nodded. “I think I 

finally get it. It’s not about being the best—it’s about not giving up.”  Grandpa smiled. “That’s the spirit, 

boy. Keep that up, and you’ll be unstoppable.” 

Sam stared out the window, the streetlights streaking by. He didn’t feel unstoppable—not yet—but he 

felt stronger. And for now, that was enough. 
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Chapter 7: Testing Day 

The weeks flew by, and the dojang was buzzing with excitement. Mr. Park had announced that in a 

few days, there would be a testing day for students who were ready to move up to the next rank. Sam 

had heard the older students talking about it in the locker room, and though he wasn’t sure if he was 

ready, something in him stirred at the thought of earning his next belt. 

Grandpa had been particularly quiet about the whole thing. Every evening, as Sam worked through his 

kicks and blocks, his grandfather watched from the doorway of the dojang. Sam couldn’t tell if 

Grandpa was proud or if he was waiting for something more from him. 

On the day of the test, Sam’s stomach twisted into knots. The dojang was filled with nervous energy, 

and the students who were testing lined up, their white belts now slightly worn from weeks of training. 

Ellie stood beside him, her face tight with concentration. “You ready?” she whispered. Sam shook his 

head. “No. I’m really not.” Ellie laughed quietly. “Same here.” 

Mr. Park stepped forward, his presence commanding silence. “Today is not about perfection,” he 

began, his voice calm but strong. “It’s about showing how far you’ve come, how much you’ve learned. 

Don’t worry about making mistakes. Worry about doing your best.” 

The words seemed to ease some of Sam’s tension. He nodded and took a deep breath. 

Mr. Park continued, “Today, you’ll demonstrate your forms, your kicks, your blocks, and your stances. 

But most importantly, you’ll show your perseverance. That’s what we’re looking for. Now, let’s begin.” 

The first test was the form, a series of precise movements that combined blocks, kicks, and strikes into 

a single, fluid sequence. Sam had practiced his form countless times, but the pressure of the testing 

hall made his mind race. When his name was called, Sam stepped forward, his legs feeling shaky 

beneath him. He bowed to Mr. Park and began. 

His movements were jerky at first, as though his body wasn’t used to the weight of the moment. His 

hands were too stiff, and his balance faltered a few times, but he kept going. He remembered Mr. 

Park’s advice: don’t focus on the mistakes, just keep moving forward.  

Halfway through the form, he felt the old nervousness trying to rise up. The tightness in his chest, the 

voice in his head telling him to stop. But then he thought of his grandfather’s quiet encouragement, of 

Ellie’s perseverance, and of how much he had worked for this. 

Sam pushed past the fear and finished his form with a deep bow. His breathing was heavy, but his 

heart felt lighter.  

The next part of the test was the side kick. Sam’s legs were sore, but he threw himself into the 

movement. This time, his kick was higher, and his stance was steadier. It wasn’t perfect, but it was 

progress. He could hear Mr. Park’s encouraging voice as he moved down the line of students, making 

small adjustments to their form.  

When it was Ellie’s turn, Sam cheered her on silently, watching her execute her side kick with 

precision and control. The final part of the test was sparring. Sam’s stomach dropped when he saw 

that his partner was Liam. 

“Ready, Sam?” Liam grinned, but there was no playfulness in his eyes. This was serious. 

Sam nodded, his pulse quickening. The two faced off in the center of the mat, each waiting for the 

other to make a move. 

Liam lunged first, throwing a quick punch that Sam barely managed to dodge. His heart raced as Liam 

came at him again, faster this time. Sam blocked, then countered with a weak punch that Liam easily 

avoided. But Sam wasn’t thinking about winning. He was thinking about persevering. About keeping 

his balance. About doing his best.  
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Slowly, he started to find his rhythm. His moves weren’t as fast as Liam’s, but they were more 

controlled. He blocked a punch, then stepped back, breathing hard.  

“Good,” Mr. Park called from the sidelines. “Keep moving, Sam. Stay focused.” 

Sam nodded and took a deep breath, ready for the next move. Liam came in with a quick jab, and this 

time, Sam anticipated it. He dodged to the side, then used a side kick to push Liam back. Liam 

stumbled, and Sam seized the opportunity, landing a light tap to his chest. It wasn’t a knockout, but it 

was enough.  

The sparring match ended, and both boys bowed to each other, their breathing heavy. Sam wiped the 

sweat from his forehead and stood tall, even though his legs were shaking. He had done his best. 

When the testing was over, Mr. Park gathered everyone in a circle. “You all did well today,” he said, his 

voice firm but kind. “You showed respect, perseverance, and effort. That’s what matters most.” 

Sam’s heart was still pounding in his chest as Mr. Park began to announce the results. One by one, 

the students were called up and awarded their new belts. Sam stood, his hands sweaty, his stomach a 

tight knot. He wasn’t sure if he had done enough to pass. 

Finally, Mr. Park called his name. 

“Sam,” he said, looking him in the eye, “you have shown incredible growth in both your techniques and 

your spirit. For that, I’m proud to award you your yellow belt.” 

Sam felt a rush of relief and pride. He had done it. He had earned it. 

As Mr. Park tied the yellow belt around his waist, Sam looked up and saw Grandpa standing at the 

edge of the mat, a proud smile on his face.  

That evening, as Sam walked out of the dojang with his new belt, he felt a sense of accomplishment 

that went beyond the color of the fabric around his waist. It wasn’t about the belt—it was about 

everything he had learned to get there. 

“I did it,” Sam said quietly to himself. 

Grandpa nodded. “You sure did, Sam. You sure did.” 

 

Chapter 8: A New Challenge 

Sam walked into school the morning after his testing with a new sense of confidence. His yellow belt, 

carefully tucked in his backpack, felt like a small treasure. He had worked hard for it, and now, it was 

his. 

But as he approached the school gates, the familiar knot of anxiety twisted in his stomach. He saw 

Joeri and his gang hanging out near the entrance, laughing and joking around. Sam had gotten better 

at ignoring them, but it still made him feel uneasy.  

As he walked past them, Joeri looked up and sneered. “Well, well, if it isn’t the karate kid.” Sam kept 

his head down, not stopping. He wasn’t going to let Joeri’s words get to him. Not today. But just as he 

passed by, Joeri’s voice rang out. “Hey, Snail, you think you’re tough now that you’ve got a yellow 

belt?” 

Sam froze, his breath catching in his throat. It was the first time Joeri had ever acknowledged his 

Taekwon-Do training. He kept walking, determined not to engage. 

“Hey, I’m talking to you!” Joeri called. 

Sam turned around slowly, his heart pounding. This was the moment. He could either let Joeri push 

him around, or he could stand his ground.  
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“I don’t want any trouble, Joeri,” Sam said, his voice surprisingly steady.  Joeri stepped forward, his 

eyes narrowing. “You think you can take me on with your little kicks? You’re just a loser with a yellow 

belt.” 

Sam felt the familiar rush of fear creeping in, but he pushed it away. He remembered everything he 

had learned in Taekwon-Do, about focus, about balance, about staying calm. 

He straightened his back. “I don’t have to fight you, Joeri. I don’t want to. But if you keep pushing me, 

you’ll have to deal with me.”  

Joeri stared at him, as if searching for weakness. For a moment, there was silence. Then, Joeri 

scoffed. “Whatever. You’re still a loser.”  

Sam didn’t say anything more. He turned and walked away, his chest pounding but his head held high. 

The rest of the day passed in a blur. Sam’s mind kept returning to the confrontation with Joeri. He 

hadn’t fought, but he had stood up for himself in a way he never had before. It felt… different.  

At lunch, Ellie sat down beside him. “You’re quiet today. What’s going on?” 

Sam smiled faintly. “Joeri. He tried to start something this morning, but I didn’t let him get to me.” Ellie 

raised an eyebrow. “That’s awesome, Sam. You didn’t fight him?” Sam shook his head. “No. I just told 

him I didn’t want trouble. He kind of backed off.” “Good for you,” Ellie said, her eyes shining with 

respect. 

The next day, as Sam walked into the dojang, he felt a new energy in the air. It was Wednesday, the 

night of the advanced training class, and everyone who had earned their yellow belts was now 

preparing for the next level. He’d been working hard, but he knew the road ahead would be just as 

challenging. 

Mr. Park gathered the students before class. “Tonight, we’re going to focus on speed and precision. 

You’ve all earned your yellow belts, but the real test begins now. Are you ready to take your training to 

the next level?” 

“Yes, Sir!” the students chorused, their voices full of enthusiasm. 

“Good,” Mr. Park said, smiling. “Because what comes next is going to push you even harder than 

before. You’ll need more than just physical strength. You’ll need mental strength. You’ll need 

perseverance.” Sam felt a thrill of excitement in his chest. He was ready. 

During class, Mr. Park worked with each student on their form, making adjustments to their 

movements. Sam’s form had come a long way, but there was always room for improvement. He 

practiced the same techniques over and over, pushing himself to focus more on precision and fluidity. 

Afterward, Mr. Park called for a new challenge: One-step sparring. In this exercise, one student would 

throw a controlled attack, and the other would defend, using the appropriate block or counterattack. It 

wasn’t about fighting, it was about reacting to a situation. 

Sam was paired with Liam again, who smiled at him. “Ready for round two?” Sam nodded. He knew 

Liam was faster and more experienced, but he was determined to keep up.  

The first attack came quickly—Liam lunged with a fast punch. Sam blocked it with a low block, then 

countered with a light tap to Liam’s chest. “Not bad, Sam,” Liam said. 

They switched positions, and Sam had to be the attacker. He stepped forward, throwing a controlled 

punch, just like Mr. Park had taught him. Liam blocked it smoothly, then stepped to the side and 

tapped Sam’s shoulder.  

“Good,” Mr. Park said. “This is the kind of reaction we’re looking for. Not force, not speed, but control.” 

After class, Sam felt a sense of accomplishment. He had pushed himself harder today than he ever 

had before. But more than that, he felt like he was starting to understand what Taekwon-Do was really 

about. It wasn’t just about the physical skills—it was about how he carried himself, how he stood up to 

challenges, and how he responded to the world around him. 
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That evening, as he walked out of the dojang, Grandpa was waiting for him in the car. 

“How was class?” Grandpa asked. 

“It was awesome,” Sam said, grinning. “I think I’m getting better.” “I can see that,” Grandpa said, his 

eyes twinkling. “You’ve got the spirit, Sam. And that’s the most important part.” Sam leaned back in his 

seat, thinking about the day. He had faced Joeri at school and stood his ground. He had pushed 

himself in class and improved. It wasn’t easy, but he was learning. 

The next day at school, Sam saw Joeri again. This time, Joeri didn’t say anything. He just looked at 

Sam and walked away. Sam felt a rush of relief. It wasn’t that Joeri had changed—it was that Sam had 

changed. He had learned that standing up for himself didn’t always require a fight. Sometimes, just 

being calm and confident was enough. 

 

Chapter 9: A New Perspective 

It had been a month since Sam earned his yellow belt, and with every class, he felt like he was 

learning more than just martial arts. It wasn’t about the kicks or the punches anymore—it was about 

how Taekwon-Do was slowly becoming part of who he was, how it was shaping his thoughts and 

actions both inside the dojang and outside of it.  

One evening after class, Sam and Grandpa were walking home when Grandpa turned to him. “You’ve 

been a lot more focused lately, Sam. Not just at Taekwon-Do, but in everything you do. What’s going 

on?” 

Sam thought for a moment. “I think… Taekwon-Do is teaching me more than just how to fight. It’s 

teaching me how to handle stuff. Like how to stay calm when things get hard. Or how to just keep 

going when I feel like giving up.” 

Grandpa smiled, clearly proud. “Sounds like you’re learning something important.” Sam nodded, a 

sense of quiet pride swelling in his chest. He hadn’t realized how much he had changed until now. 

The next day at school, Sam had a chance to put his new mindset into practice. The morning started 

off the same as any other: Joeri was there with his friends, making rude comments as Sam passed. 

But this time, something was different. Sam didn’t flinch or feel that familiar knot in his stomach. He 

didn’t need to stand up to Joeri with words or threats. Instead, he simply smiled to himself and walked 

on. 

He remembered what Mr. Park had said in class: You can’t control what others do, but you can control 

how you react. 

As Sam sat down at his desk, he realized he wasn’t bothered by Joeri’s presence anymore. In fact, the 

more he thought about it, the more he understood that Joeri’s words didn’t hold power over him unless 

he allowed them to. Ellie slid into the seat beside him, noticing his calm expression. “What’s up with 

you? You seem different today.” 

“I don’t know,” Sam said with a small grin. “I just feel… stronger. I’m not letting things get to me 

anymore.” Ellie raised an eyebrow. “You mean, like Joeri?” Sam nodded. “Exactly. I think I finally get it. 

I’m not going to let him or anyone else make me feel bad about myself.” Ellie smiled. “Good for you, 

Sam. You’re really changing, huh?” 

After school, Sam went straight to the dojang for his evening class. There was something comforting 

about the routine now, the sound of feet tapping on the mat, the rhythmic thud of punches landing on 

pads, the steady hum of focus in the air. 

When he arrived, Mr. Park was waiting by the door, as if expecting him. “Ah, Sam. You’re early today. 

I’ve been thinking about you and your progress.” Sam smiled. “I’ve been thinking about it too.” 

Mr. Park nodded. “I see it. You’re learning not just to defend your body, but to defend your spirit as 

well. That’s the heart of Taekwon-Do. It’s about balance, not just in our movements, but in our lives.” 
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Sam looked down at his yellow belt, feeling a new sense of pride. “It’s like… it’s not just about fighting 

anymore. It’s about being in control of myself.” 

“That’s exactly right,” Mr. Park said with a smile. “Taekwon-Do teaches us to act with intention, not just 

reflex. We don’t strike because we’re angry. We strike because we know it’s the right thing to do. And 

when we face challenges, we don’t panic. We take a breath and move forward with purpose.” 

That evening, during class, Mr. Park asked the students to partner up for a challenge: a series of quick 

attacks and counters, where both students had to anticipate each other’s movements. Sam was paired 

with Liam again, who was faster and more experienced, but Sam felt different today. 

Liam threw a punch, fast and sharp. Sam blocked it without thinking, moving into a defensive stance 

he hadn’t realized he knew so well. Liam quickly followed with a spinning kick, but Sam saw it coming 

and dodged, countering with a quick tap to Liam’s chest. 

Liam stopped for a second, clearly surprised. “Nice one, Sam. You’re getting good at this.” Sam 

smiled, feeling the weight of the moment settle in. It wasn’t just about the physical moves anymore—it 

was about trusting himself and staying calm in the face of pressure. 

The next day at school, things felt different. Joeri wasn’t there at the entrance to make fun of him. 

Instead, Sam saw him standing by his locker, his head down. He looked almost… vulnerable. 

Sam hesitated, the old instincts telling him to avoid Joeri. But then he remembered something: he 

wasn’t afraid anymore. He walked up to Joeri, who looked up in surprise. “What do you want, Snail?” 

Sam stood tall, but this time, his voice was calm. “Are you okay, Joeri?” Joeri blinked, taken aback. 

“What?” “I don’t know,” Sam continued, “I just thought maybe you looked like you were having a tough 

day. I’ve been there.” 

Joeri scowled, clearly uncomfortable. “I don’t need your pity.”  

Sam didn’t back down. “I’m not offering pity. I’m offering understanding. I know what it’s like to feel like 

no one’s on your side. But that doesn’t mean you have to treat other people like that.” 

For a moment, Joeri didn’t say anything. He just looked at Sam, then at the floor, and without another 

word, walked away. 

Sam watched him go, not feeling triumphant, but strangely at peace. He hadn’t gotten Joeri to 

apologize or change, but he had done something more important—he had faced the situation with 

respect and calm, not letting the past affect how he acted in the present. 

That evening, Grandpa gave Sam a thoughtful look over dinner. “I’ve noticed something different about 

you lately, Sam. You’re not as tense as you used to be. You seem… at peace.”  Sam smiled, realizing 

how true that was. “Taekwon-Do has helped me with more than just my kicks and blocks. It’s helped 

me find peace with myself.” 

Grandpa’s eyes sparkled. “That’s the most important lesson of all.” 

Sam nodded, feeling a sense of deep contentment settle inside him. He knew his journey wasn’t over. 

There were still many challenges ahead, but for the first time, he didn’t feel afraid. 

He felt ready. 
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Chapter 10: A Test of Character 

The following week brought an unexpected challenge. Sam was sitting in the cafeteria, chatting with 

Ellie, when he noticed Joeri and his friends huddled around a table near the back. Joeri was laughing 

loudly, and there was something about the way the group looked at a classmate, Jason, that made 

Sam feel uneasy. 

Jason was a quiet kid, the kind who always kept to himself, his head down, his backpack full of books. 

Sam had never really spoken to him, but he knew Jason wasn’t one of the popular kids. 

“Do you think they’re going to bother Jason again?” Sam asked Ellie quietly, his eyes still on Joeri. 

Ellie followed his gaze and nodded. “Probably. They’ve been picking on him for a while now. I don’t 

know why Joeri does it—he just likes making people feel small.”  Sam’s stomach tightened. He had 

faced Joeri’s teasing himself, and although it hadn’t been easy, he had learned to handle it. But 

watching Jason shrink into himself as Joeri and his friends pointed and laughed—it made Sam’s blood 

boil. 

Suddenly, one of Joeri’s friends, Kyle, stood up and pushed Jason’s tray of food off the table. The 

noise echoed through the cafeteria.  

“Oops! Sorry, Jason. Did I do that?” Kyle said, smirking. 

Sam’s hands balled into fists under the table. He could hear Mr. Park’s voice in his head: It’s not about 

reacting to anger, Sam. It’s about showing strength through patience. But Sam’s patience was wearing 

thin. He couldn’t just sit here and let this happen. He knew what he had to do, but it wasn’t going to be 

easy. 

“Sam, don’t,” Ellie whispered, her voice full of concern. “Don’t get involved. You don’t want to make it 

worse.” 

Sam hesitated. He remembered everything Mr. Park had taught him. He remembered how he had 

learned to stand tall and respond with control, not violence. But this felt different. This wasn’t just about 

him—it was about doing what was right. Without thinking too much, Sam stood up from the table. His 

heart was pounding in his chest. Sam walked over to Joeri and his friends, his hands still trembling, 

but his mind clear. Jason was sitting there, his face red with embarrassment, the food spilled all over 

the floor. Joeri and his group were laughing, but when they saw Sam approach, the laughter died 

down. 

“Sam, what’s up? You want a piece of this too?” Joeri said with a mocking grin. 

“No,” Sam said firmly, his voice steady. “I want you to stop.” 

Joeri raised an eyebrow. “Stop what? It’s just a joke, Sam.” 

“No, it’s not. You’re bullying him.” Sam’s voice grew stronger, and for a moment, he saw Joeri’s smirk 

falter. “You don’t have to make someone feel bad to get a laugh. It’s not funny.”  Joeri’s face darkened, 

his usual bravado slipping away. “Oh yeah? What are you gonna do about it, Snail?” 

Sam took a deep breath. He knew this was a test. He had learned to control his impulses, to think 

before acting. But this moment felt bigger. It wasn’t about fighting, it was about standing up for what 

was right. 

“I’m not going to fight you, Joeri,” Sam said calmly, his eyes meeting Joeri’s. “But I’m not going to let 

you treat people like this anymore.” 

For a moment, there was silence. Joeri looked around at his friends, who seemed uncertain, then back 

at Sam. The tension in the air thickened. Sam held his ground, not backing down.  
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Then Joeri did something Sam didn’t expect. He turned away, muttering something under his breath, 

and walked back to his seat. His friends followed, their eyes lingering on Sam, unsure what to make of 

the situation.  

Jason sat frozen, still staring at the mess on the floor. Sam turned to him, offering a hand. “Hey, let me 

help you clean that up.” Jason looked up, surprised, but nodded. “Thanks, Sam.”  Sam smiled, feeling 

a weight lift from his shoulders. He had done the right thing. 

Later that afternoon, Sam found himself in the principal’s office. Joeri had gone to complain about Sam 

“ruining his fun,” but Sam didn’t feel nervous. He knew what he had done was right. 

The principal, Mrs. Collins, sat behind her desk with a stern expression. “Sam, I understand you stood 

up to Joeri today. What happened exactly?”  Sam sat up straight, meeting her gaze. “Joeri and his 

friends were picking on Jason, and I couldn’t just let it happen. I asked him to stop.” 

Mrs. Collins raised an eyebrow. “And Joeri didn’t take kindly to that?” “No, but I didn’t fight him. I just 

told him it wasn’t funny.” 

She seemed to consider this for a moment. “Well, Sam, you did the right thing by standing up for 

someone who needed help. But next time, if something like that happens again, you need to come to 

me or a teacher right away.” Sam nodded. “I will, Mrs. Collins. I just wanted to help.” 

“Just make sure you’re careful,” she said, her voice softening. “It’s always good to help others, but you 

need to make sure you’re doing it in the right way.” 

Sam left the principal’s office feeling a mix of relief and pride. He hadn’t backed down, but he also 

hadn’t let the situation escalate into violence. He had acted with the strength and control that 

Taekwon-Do had taught him, and it had made all the difference. 

Later that evening, Grandpa asked how Sam’s day had gone. “It was a little intense,” Sam said with a 

small grin. “But I stood up to Joeri today.” Grandpa raised an eyebrow. “You did?” “Yeah,” Sam said. “I 

didn’t fight him. I just told him to stop picking on Jason. And you know what? It worked. He walked 

away.” 

Grandpa smiled, his eyes filled with pride. “That’s my boy. I’m proud of you, Sam. You didn’t let your 

emotions take control. You used your head, and that’s what real strength is.” 

Sam felt a deep sense of satisfaction, knowing that he had made a choice that aligned with everything 

he had learned so far. It wasn’t about fighting. It was about showing strength through courage and 

kindness. 

Chapter 11: A Growing Confidence 

The weeks passed quickly, and Sam continued to feel the positive changes in himself. His confidence 

was growing, not just at Taekwon-Do but in every aspect of his life. He stood taller in the halls at 

school, spoke up in class, and was no longer the boy who cowered when someone looked at him the 

wrong way. He was still the same Sam, but somehow, he was different.  

One Tuesday evening, after a long day at school, Grandpa surprised Sam with something special. As 

they sat down for dinner, Grandpa put down his fork and looked at Sam with a grin. 

“How would you like to test for your next belt this weekend?” Grandpa asked. Sam’s eyes widened. 

“Really? A test? I didn’t think I was ready for that yet.” 

Grandpa chuckled. “You might be surprised. You’ve come a long way in the past few months, Sam. I 

can see it. You’ve been practicing hard, and you’re more focused than I’ve ever seen you. This could 

be your chance to earn your green belt.” 

Sam’s heart raced at the thought. The idea of testing for a new belt was exciting, but also a little nerve-

wracking. He had only just earned his yellow belt, and now he was going to test for green? Was he 

really ready? 
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“I don’t know,” Sam said, his doubts creeping in. “I still feel like there’s so much I need to learn.” 

Grandpa nodded thoughtfully. “Taekwon-Do is a journey, not a race, Sam. It’s okay to have doubts. 

The important thing is that you keep going. You’ve learned more than you realize.” 

That night, Sam couldn’t stop thinking about the upcoming test. What if he messed up? What if he 

wasn’t good enough? He lay awake, his mind racing through the forms he had practiced, the 

techniques he had learned. He knew he had worked hard, but there was always that nagging voice in 

the back of his head telling him he wasn’t ready. 

The day of the test arrived, and Sam found himself standing in front of the dojang, feeling both excited 

and nervous. He could hear the sounds of students practicing inside, the thud of kicks landing on 

pads, the steady rhythm of feet shuffling across the mat. Grandpa had come with him, as always, 

offering quiet encouragement as Sam stepped through the door. 

Mr. Park was already there, waiting at the front of the room. He smiled when he saw Sam. “Ah, Sam. 

Ready for your test?” 

Sam nodded, swallowing his nerves. “I think so. But I’m a little nervous.”  

“That’s normal,” Mr. Park said with a reassuring grin. “Nervous energy can help you focus. Just do 

your best, Sam. That’s all anyone can ask for.” 

Sam took a deep breath and stepped onto the mat. He felt the familiar sense of calm wash over him 

as he stood in his starting position. The other students were there, ready to test for their belts as well, 

each of them focused and determined. Sam could feel the weight of the moment, but instead of letting 

it overwhelm him, he used it to fuel his determination. 

The test began with basic techniques, punches, blocks, and kicks. Sam moved through them with 

confidence, remembering all the lessons Mr. Park had taught him. His body flowed through the 

movements, and even though his heart was still racing, his mind stayed clear. He focused on each 

movement, making sure to perform it with precision and control. 

As the test continued, Sam’s nerves slowly faded. He had practiced these techniques a hundred 

times, and now it was time to show what he had learned. When it was time to perform his forms, Sam 

stood tall, reciting the movements with the fluidity and grace that he had worked so hard to perfect. 

The forms felt almost natural, like his body knew what to do without thinking. 

Mr. Park watched intently, nodding as Sam completed the final movements. “Well done, Sam. Now, 

let’s see your sparring.”  

Sam had been dreading the sparring part of the test. He wasn’t sure if he was ready to face someone 

else in a real match. But now, standing at the edge of the mat, he felt strangely calm. It wasn’t about 

winning or losing. It was about doing his best, controlling his reactions, and staying focused. 

He was paired with Liam, his sparring partner from class. Liam was faster, and a bit more experienced, 

but Sam didn’t let that intimidate him. When the match began, Sam focused on his breathing, 

remembering all the techniques he had practiced. He didn’t rush. He didn’t panic. He moved with 

purpose, blocking Liam’s attacks and responding with controlled strikes. 

Liam came at him with a quick roundhouse kick, but Sam was ready. He blocked it with his arm, 

stepping to the side and using the momentum to counter with a quick punch. The blow landed softly on 

Liam’s chest, and Liam took a step back, clearly impressed. 

“You’re getting better,” Liam said with a grin, and Sam couldn’t help but smile back. 

The sparring continued, each of them testing their limits, but Sam felt stronger than ever. He wasn’t 

fighting to win, he was fighting to improve, to be better than he was yesterday. He moved with 

confidence, staying calm and focused, and by the end of the match, he felt a sense of 

accomplishment. 
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The test finally came to an end, and Mr. Park called the students together to announce the results. 

Sam stood with the others, his heart still pounding, but his mind clear. He had done his best, and that 

was enough. 

“Sam,” Mr. Park said, looking at him with a proud smile. “I’m happy to say that you’ve passed your 

green belt test. Congratulations!”  

Sam’s heart soared. He had done it! He had earned his next belt.  It wasn’t just a victory in Taekwon-

Do, it was a victory in life. He had learned to trust himself, to face his doubts, and to push past his 

fears. 

Grandpa clapped him on the back. “I knew you could do it, Sam. You’ve come so far.” 

Sam beamed, feeling a sense of pride that he had never known before. He wasn’t just stronger in 

body—he was stronger in spirit, too. 

That evening, as Sam reflected on his journey, he realized how much Taekwon-Do had shaped him. It 

wasn’t just about earning belts or learning techniques. It was about the strength of character, the 

focus, and the discipline that came with each lesson. He wasn’t the same boy who had walked into the 

dojang months ago. He was stronger, more confident, and more in control of his life. 

Grandpa sat next to him, looking at him with a proud smile. “What do you think, Sam? Ready for the 

next challenge?” 

Sam looked down at his new green belt, a symbol of his progress. “I’m ready,” he said, a newfound 

determination in his voice. And with that, Sam knew his journey was far from over. There would always 

be new challenges, new tests, but with each one, he would grow stronger—inside and out. 

 

Chapter 12: The Path Ahead 

As the months passed, Sam found himself more and more confident in his Taekwon-Do practice, but 

also in his life. He was no longer the quiet, shy boy who hid from his problems. He had learned the 

value of hard work, patience, and self-respect, and it had changed everything. But as his skills grew, 

so did the challenges that awaited him. 

It was a cold Friday evening when Grandpa asked, “Sam, do you know what the next step in your 

Taekwon-Do journey is?”  

Sam was sitting at the kitchen table, going through his homework, but Grandpa’s words made him 

stop and look up. “What do you mean? I just got my green belt. Isn’t that enough for now?” 

Grandpa smiled, his eyes twinkling with excitement. “You’ve come a long way, Sam, but Taekwon-Do 

isn’t just about belts. It’s about growing as a person. The next step is learning how to teach.” 

“Teach?” Sam echoed, a little confused. “But I’m not ready to be a teacher.” 

Grandpa chuckled. “No one ever feels ready at first. But teaching isn’t just about knowing everything. 

It’s about sharing what you’ve learned and helping others grow. It will make you an even better 

student.” 

Sam felt a little nervous at the thought. He had just started feeling confident in his own skills, and now 

he was being asked to help others? But there was something exciting about the idea too. Helping 

others would push him to become even better, and maybe, just maybe, it was the next step in his 

journey. 

The next day, Sam went to the dojang for his regular class, but something was different. Mr. Park 

stood at the front, addressing the class. “Today, we have a special task. Sam, I want you to lead the 

warm-up for the class. Can you do that?” 

Sam’s heart skipped a beat. “Me? Lead the warm-up?” 
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“Yes,” Mr. Park said with a nod. “You’ve been practicing for a long time, Sam. Now it’s your turn to 

show others what you’ve learned.” 

Sam took a deep breath and walked to the front. He wasn’t sure if he was ready, but he knew that this 

was his chance to prove to himself that he could handle more responsibility. He stood in front of the 

class, took another breath, and began leading the warm-up. 

At first, his movements were a little stiff. His nerves were getting the best of him, and he could see the 

other students looking at him expectantly. But then, he remembered the breathing exercises Mr. Park 

had taught him. He focused on his movements, staying calm, and soon the rhythm came naturally. He 

guided the class through the stretches and warm-up exercises, and to his surprise, it wasn’t as hard as 

he thought. 

When the warm-up was over, Mr. Park gave him a nod of approval. “Well done, Sam. You did a great 

job.” 

Sam felt a wave of relief wash over him. He had done it. He had led the class, and not only had he 

survived, but he had done it well. Over the next few weeks, Sam found himself taking on more 

responsibilities in the class. He helped Mr. Park demonstrate techniques, assisted younger students 

with their forms, and even led a few drills. Each time, he grew more confident, more comfortable in his 

new role. 

One evening, after class, Mr. Park pulled Sam aside. “I’m impressed with how you’ve been handling 

yourself, Sam. You’ve come a long way, and I think you’re ready for the next challenge.” 

Sam’s heart raced. “What challenge?” 

“I want you to help me at the upcoming seminar,” Mr. Park said. “It’s a big event, and I need an 

assistant. You’ll be helping me teach and guide the students, and you’ll be working with other black 

belts from different dojangs. It’s a great opportunity for you to grow even more.” 

Sam couldn’t believe it. A seminar? With black belts? He had never imagined he would be trusted with 

something like that. But the more he thought about it, the more excited he became. This was his 

chance to prove how far he had come, not just to Mr. Park or Grandpa, but to himself. 

The day of the seminar arrived, and Sam felt a mixture of nerves and excitement. He was standing 

alongside Mr. Park, surrounded by students of all ages and levels. The atmosphere was charged with 

energy, and Sam could feel the weight of the responsibility on his shoulders. But as soon as he 

stepped onto the mat, something clicked. He wasn’t just a student anymore. He was a part of 

something bigger. 

Throughout the seminar, Sam helped with demonstrations, guided students through drills, and even 

got a chance to spar with a few of the black belts. At first, he felt nervous, but soon he realized he 

wasn’t just participating, he was leading. He had worked hard to get here, and now it was time to show 

what he was capable of. 

By the end of the seminar, Sam was exhausted but exhilarated. He had learned so much in just one 

day, not only about Taekwon-Do but about himself. He wasn’t the same boy who had walked into the 

dojang months ago. He was stronger, more focused, and more confident in every area of his life. 

As the seminar ended, Mr. Park came over to Sam with a proud smile. “You did a fantastic job today, 

Sam. You’ve grown so much. I’m proud to have you as my student.” 

Sam smiled, feeling a sense of pride he had never known before. “Thank you, Mr. Park. I couldn’t have 

done it without you.” 

“You’re ready for whatever comes next,” Mr. Park said. “Taekwon-Do is a lifelong journey. There will 

always be new challenges, but you’re learning to face them with strength, patience, and a strong 

heart. That’s what matters most.” Sam nodded, a sense of peace filling him. He didn’t know what the 

future would hold, but he knew one thing for sure: he was ready for whatever came next. He had 

learned to face his fears, overcome his doubts, and become the person he always wanted to be. 



22 
 

As Sam walked home with Grandpa that evening, he felt the weight of his belt around his waist. It 

wasn’t just a symbol of his progress in Taekwon-Do—it was a reminder of everything he had learned 

about strength, courage, and determination. And with each step, he realized that the path ahead was 

full of possibilities. The journey had only just begun. 

 

Chapter 13: Standing Tall 

Sam couldn’t believe how quickly time had flown. Since earning his green belt, he had been working 

harder than ever in class. The techniques were becoming more complex, and the expectations from 

Mr. Park were higher. But Sam welcomed the challenge. Each day at the dojang brought him closer to 

his next goal: the blue belt. 

“Focus, Sam,” Mr. Park said one evening during class as Sam practiced a new combination of blocks 

and strikes. “This belt test will push you. It’s not just about techniques anymore—it’s about mental 

strength. Can you stay calm under pressure? Can you control your emotions when things get tough?” 

Sam nodded, wiping the sweat from his brow. “I’ll do my best, sir.” 

As the belt test approached, Sam spent more and more time practicing, not just in class but at home 

too. Grandpa often watched him from the living room, offering encouragement as Sam perfected his 

forms in the garden. 

“You’re getting sharper,” Grandpa said one evening, nodding approvingly. “But remember, Sam, 

Taekwon-Do isn’t just about how well you can perform in the dojang. It’s about who you are when no 

one’s watching.” Sam wasn’t quite sure what Grandpa meant by that, but he nodded. “I’ll keep that in 

mind.” 

One chilly afternoon, as Sam was walking home from school, he heard something that made him stop 

in his tracks.  

“Hey, give it back!” 

The voice was faint but familiar. Sam turned toward a narrow alley between two houses and saw a 

group of older boys surrounding someone. As he got closer, his stomach sank. It was Joeri, his former 

bully. 

Joeri looked small and scared, his backpack clutched tightly in his arms as one of the older boys tried 

to snatch it away. Another boy was laughing, shoving Joeri against the wall. Sam’s first instinct was to 

walk away. Joeri had been mean to him for years. Why should he care? But then he thought about 

everything he had learned in Taekwon-Do: about standing up for what was right, about using his 

strength to protect, not to hurt. 

Before he even realized it, Sam had stepped into the alley. 

“Hey!” he called out, his voice steady and firm. “Leave him alone.” 

The older boys turned to look at him, surprised. Sam’s heart was pounding, but he didn’t let it show. 

He planted his feet firmly on the ground, just like Mr. Park had taught him. 

“What are you gonna do about it, kid?” one of the boys sneered, stepping toward Sam. He was taller 

and broader, but Sam didn’t back down. 

“Walk away,” Sam said, his voice calm but commanding. “Now.”  

The boy hesitated, clearly taken aback by Sam’s confidence. For a moment, it looked like he might 

laugh and brush him off. But Sam didn’t flinch. He stood his ground, his eyes locked on the group. 

One of the boys muttered something under his breath and pulled the others back. “Whatever. Let’s 

go.”  As they walked away, Sam felt the tension in his chest release. He turned to Joeri, who was still 

clutching his backpack, his face pale. 
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“Are you okay?” Sam asked. Joeri nodded slowly, his eyes wide. “Yeah… I think so.” 

For a moment, they stood in awkward silence. Then Joeri mumbled, “Thanks.” Sam nodded. “Don’t let 

them push you around, Joeri. You’re better than that.” Joeri looked at him, surprised. He opened his 

mouth to say something, but Sam was already walking away. 

That evening, as Sam told Grandpa what had happened, Grandpa smiled proudly. “Now you 

understand,” he said. 

“Understand what?” Sam asked. 

“What it means to use your strength for the right reasons,” Grandpa said. “Today, you didn’t just pass a 

test in the dojang. You passed one in life.” 

Sam thought about that as he lay in bed that night. He hadn’t fought anyone. He hadn’t thrown a 

single punch. But he had stood up for Joeri, and that felt like a bigger victory than anything he had 

done in Taekwon-Do. 

The day of the next belt test arrived, and Sam stood in the dojang, ready to give it his all. The 

techniques were challenging, the sparring intense, but Sam stayed calm and focused. He moved with 

precision, his mind clear and steady. When the test was over, Mr. Park called him forward. “Sam,” he 

said, handing him his new belt, “you’ve proven yourself today. Not just as a martial artist, but as a 

person. Well done.” 

As Sam tied the belt around his waist, he felt a sense of pride that went deeper than before. Taekwon-

Do wasn’t just changing him on the mat, it was shaping who he was in the world. 

That evening, as he walked home with Grandpa, Sam spotted Joeri in the distance. Joeri gave him a 

small nod, a silent acknowledgment of what Sam had done for him. Sam smiled to himself. The path 

ahead was still long, but he knew he was ready for whatever came next. 

 

Chapter 14: A New Understanding 

Joeri wasn’t used to feeling grateful. The alley incident had left him shaken, not just by the bullies, but 

by Sam’s unexpected bravery. For days, Joeri replayed the moment in his mind: Sam stepping in, 

standing firm, and refusing to back down. It was a strength Joeri hadn’t seen before, one he didn’t 

understand but deeply admired. 

At school, Joeri started showing up in places he normally avoided—near Sam’s desk in the classroom, 

at the edge of the lunch table where Sam sat, even lingering in the hallways between classes. He 

never said much, just a few awkward greetings or a quick “Hey,” but it was enough for Sam to notice. 

At first, Sam wasn’t sure how to react. Joeri’s sudden presence felt strange. After years of being 

tormented, it was hard to believe Joeri’s intentions could be genuine. But something in the boy’s 

cautious demeanor—the way he avoided eye contact, the way he hesitated before sitting near Sam—

made Sam pause. Maybe Joeri wasn’t the same bully he used to be. 

One day after lunch, Joeri walked alongside Sam on their way to class. The silence between them felt 

heavy until Joeri finally spoke. “Hey, uh… thanks. You know, for that day in the alley.” 

Sam glanced at him, surprised. “You don’t have to” 

“I do,” Joeri interrupted, his voice firm but shaky. “I didn’t deserve it, but you stood up for me anyway. 

So… thanks.” 

For the first time, Sam saw Joeri as something other than a bully. He saw someone who was 

struggling, someone who didn’t know how to express gratitude but was trying. 
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Their conversations started small, just bits of chatter about school or the weather. But over time, Joeri 

began opening up. He talked about his home life, about how hard it was to keep up the tough-guy act 

at school when everything at home was falling apart. 

Sam listened, his respect for Joeri growing with each story. He realized that strength wasn’t just about 

physical power or standing up to bullies—it was about understanding others, about seeing the person 

behind the actions. 

That night, as Sam trained at the dojang, he couldn’t stop thinking about Joeri’s words. Strength, he 

realized, wasn’t just something you showed on the outside. It was something you carried in your heart. 

 

Chapter 15: Shared Challenges 

Word spread quickly through the school: Joeri, the once-feared bully, was now walking side by side 

with Sam, the quiet boy he used to torment. The whispers started in the hallways, followed by smirks 

and snickers. 

“Hey, Joeri,” one of the older boys called out during lunch. “You need Sam to protect you now? Big 

tough guy can’t fight his own battles?” The words stung. Joeri clenched his fists under the table, his 

face red with humiliation. He avoided Sam for the rest of the day, keeping his distance even when 

Sam tried to catch his eye. 

That afternoon, Sam found Joeri sitting alone behind the gym. “You’re letting them win,” Sam said, 

sitting beside him. Joeri didn’t respond. 

“They want you to feel small,” Sam continued. “But you’re stronger than that.” Joeri finally looked at 

him. “What do you know about it? You’ve never been the one everyone laughs at.” Sam shook his 

head. “You’re wrong. I’ve been there. But I learned something from Taekwon-Do: strength isn’t about 

fighting back. It’s about standing tall, no matter what they throw at you.” 

Joeri didn’t reply, but his shoulders relaxed slightly. He didn’t say it out loud, but he knew Sam was 

right. 

Meanwhile, at the dojang, Sam faced his own challenges. During a sparring match, he was paired with 

a stronger, more aggressive opponent. The boy’s strikes were relentless, and Sam struggled to keep 

up, his frustration mounting. After the match, Master Park called Sam aside. “Do you know why you 

struggled today?” 

Sam hesitated. “Because he’s stronger?” 

“No,” Master Park said. “Because you let his strength dictate your reaction. You lost control of your 

balance, your rhythm. Taekwon-Do is not about overpowering your opponent, it’s about controlling 

yourself.” 

The lesson hit Sam hard. Balance and control weren’t just about sparring, they were about life. It was 

the same lesson he was trying to teach Joeri, and now it made even more sense. 

 

Chapter 16: An Invitation 

The next day, Joeri showed up at Sam’s locker, his usual hesitation replaced with curiosity. “So… this 

Taekwon-Do thing,” he said, leaning against the locker. “What’s it really like?” 

Sam smiled. “Why don’t you come see for yourself?” Joeri frowned. “I don’t know. It’s not really my 

thing.” “You won’t know until you try,” Sam replied. “Just come watch a class. No pressure. After a long 

pause, Joeri nodded. “Alright. I’ll think about it.” 

That evening, Joeri arrived at the dojang. He stood awkwardly by the entrance, watching as Sam and 

the other students lined up, their movements crisp and focused. The atmosphere was unlike anything 
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Joeri had expected. There was no chaos, no shouting—just respect, discipline, and a quiet intensity 

that made him feel strangely at ease. 

When the class ended, Master Park approached Joeri with a warm smile. “You must be Joeri,” he said. 

“Sam’s told me a bit about you.” Joeri shuffled his feet. “Yeah, uh… I just came to watch.” 

Master Park nodded. “That’s a good start. You’re welcome here anytime.” 

As Joeri left the dojang that night, something inside him shifted. For the first time, he saw Sam not just 

as the quiet kid from school, but as someone strong, confident, and capable. He wasn’t sure what it 

was, but something about the dojang called to him. Maybe, just maybe, he belonged there too. 

 

Chapter 17: Joeri’s First Step 

Joeri decides to try a Taekwon-Do class, though he’s nervous about being the newcomer. Sam 

supports him, introducing him to the other students and encouraging him through the basics. For Joeri, 

the structured environment of the dojang is a revelation, it gives him a sense of focus and purpose he 

hasn’t felt before. 

As Joeri begins his training, Sam reflects on how much he’s changed since his first class. He realizes 

that just as Grandpa and Mr. Park helped him find his strength, he now has the chance to do the same 

for someone else. 

The dojang was alive with energy as Joeri stepped onto the mat for his first Taekwon-Do class. He 

wore a borrowed uniform from the supply closet, its sleeves slightly too long, but he didn’t mind. Sam 

stood beside him, offering an encouraging nod. 

“Just follow my lead,” Sam whispered as they lined up for warm-ups. 

Joeri felt a mix of nerves and excitement as the class began. The stretches, the drills, the sharp kihaps 

echoing through the room—it was all so different from anything he’d experienced before. For the first 

time in a long while, Joeri felt a sense of belonging. 

When Mr. Park demonstrated a basic front kick, Joeri tried his best to mimic the movement. His first 

attempts were clumsy, but Mr. Park crouched beside him, gently correcting his stance. 

“Good effort, Joeri,” Mr. Park said with a kind smile. “Remember, it’s not about being perfect right 

away. It’s about improving a little each day.” 

By the end of the class, Joeri was grinning. “That was amazing,” he said to Sam as they bowed and 

left the mat. “I didn’t think I’d like it this much.” 

“So, are you coming back?” Sam asked, hopeful. Joeri hesitated. “I don’t know yet. Maybe.” 

The next day, Sam noticed Joeri was quieter than usual. At lunch, Joeri avoided the topic of Taekwon-

Do altogether. 

“You liked the class, didn’t you?” Sam asked, trying to understand. “Yeah, it was great,” Joeri admitted, 

but his tone was flat. “I just don’t think it’s for me.” Sam could tell there was more to the story, but Joeri 

shut down whenever he pressed further. 

Later that week, Sam mentioned Joeri’s reluctance to Grandpa while they were practicing in the 

garden. “Maybe he just needs time,” Sam said. 

Grandpa looked thoughtful. “Or maybe there’s something he’s not telling you. Sometimes people hide 

their struggles because they don’t know how to ask for help.” Sam considered this. Joeri had shared a 

few things about his home life, enough to hint that it wasn’t easy, but they’d never talked about it in 

detail. 

A few days later, after school, Sam and Joeri walked home together. Sam decided to take a chance. 
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“Joeri, if you don’t want to do Taekwon-Do, that’s okay,” Sam said gently. “But if there’s something 

stopping you, maybe I can help.” Joeri hesitated, then sighed. “It’s my dad,” he finally admitted. 

Sam waited, letting Joeri find the words. 

“He… he drinks a lot,” Joeri said quietly. “And he doesn’t care about stuff like this. Even if I wanted to 

join, he wouldn’t pay for it.”  

Sam felt a pang of sadness. “Have you told anyone?” Joeri shook his head. “What’s the point? It’s just 

how it is.” 

That evening, Sam told Grandpa what Joeri had said. Grandpa’s face was serious. “No child should 

have to miss out on something like this because of their home situation. I think it’s time we talk to Mr. 

Park.” 

The next day, Grandpa accompanied Sam to the dojang to meet with Mr. Park. They explained Joeri’s 

situation, and Mr. Park listened intently, his brow furrowed in thought. 

“Taekwon-Do is about more than just training,” Mr. Park said after a moment. “It’s about building a 

community, a family. If Joeri is willing to put in the effort, we’ll find a way to make it work.” 

A week later, Sam invited Joeri to the dojang again, this time under the pretense of just hanging out. 

When they arrived, Mr. Park greeted them warmly.  

“Joeri,” Mr. Park said, “I understand that joining the class might be difficult for you right now. But I also 

see your potential. If you’re willing to commit to your training, we’d like to offer you a scholarship. You 

won’t have to worry about the fees.” 

Joeri stared at him, stunned. “Really? But… why would you do that for me?” “Because I believe in 

you,” Mr. Park said simply. “And because everyone deserves a chance to grow.” 

Tears welled in Joeri’s eyes, and he quickly wiped them away. “Thank you,” he said, his voice barely 

above a whisper. That evening, as they walked home, Joeri turned to Sam. “Why did you do this for 

me?” 

Sam shrugged, smiling. “Because you’re my friend. And because Taekwon-Do helped me when I 

needed it. Now it’s your turn.” For the first time, Joeri felt something he hadn’t felt in years: hope. 

 

Chapter 18: Early Days and New Beginnings 

Joeri’s first official week as a Taekwon-Do student was both thrilling and exhausting. The movements 

didn’t come naturally at first, and his legs ached after every class. But each time he thought about 

giving up, he remembered Mr. Park’s words: “It’s not about being perfect right away, it’s about 

improving a little each day.” 

Sam was always by his side, showing him how to position his feet or helping him tie his belt correctly. 

“You’ll get the hang of it,” Sam reassured him after a particularly tough class. “I couldn’t even kick 

above my waist when I started.” Joeri laughed, though his muscles screamed in protest as they 

walked home. “You make it look so easy.” “It’s not,” Sam replied. “But that’s the point. If it was easy, it 

wouldn’t mean anything.” 

The first month passed quickly, and soon Joeri was preparing for his yellow belt test. Master Park 

explained that the test wasn’t just about demonstrating techniques, it was about showing effort, 

discipline, and respect. Joeri trained harder than ever, often practicing in the small living room of his 

apartment. His father didn’t pay much attention, but Joeri didn’t let that bother him. For once, he had 

something to focus on, something that made him feel proud. 

On the day of the test, Joeri’s nerves were in full force. He stood in line with the other white belts, his 

heart pounding as Master Park called each student forward to perform their techniques. 
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When it was Joeri’s turn, he stepped onto the mat and bowed deeply. He performed his basic 

punches, blocks, and kicks with as much precision as he could muster, his voice ringing out in a loud 

kihap with every strike. The other students clapped as he finished and bowed again. Master Park gave 

him a nod of approval. “Well done, Joeri. You’ve shown great progress.” 

Joeri beamed as he received his yellow belt. It was the first time he’d accomplished something that felt 

truly his own. 

After the test, Joeri pulled Master Park aside. “Sir, I wanted to say thank you. For giving me this 

chance. I know I can’t pay you back, but… I want to do something to help.” 

Master Park tilted his head, curious. “What do you have in mind?” 

“I can clean the dojang,” Joeri said quickly. “The mats, the mirrors, anything. I’ll come every Saturday. I 

want to earn my place here.” Master Park’s expression softened. “That’s very thoughtful, Joeri. If 

you’re willing to commit, I’d be happy to accept your help.” 

The following Saturday, Joeri showed up early, armed with a bucket, rags, and a broom. To his 

surprise, Sam was waiting for him outside the dojang. 

“What are you doing here?” Joeri asked. “I thought you might need some help,” Sam said, grinning. 

Together, they swept the floors, wiped down the mirrors, and scrubbed the mats. It was hard work, but 

they found ways to make it fun, racing to see who could finish their section first or joking about how 

sweaty the mats got during sparring sessions.  

As they worked, Joeri began to feel a sense of pride in the dojang. It wasn’t just a place where he 

trained, it was a place he belonged to, a place he was helping take care of. 

When Master Park came in to check on them, he smiled at the sight of the two boys working together. 

“You’ve done an excellent job,” he said. “Thank you both for your dedication. The dojang feels even 

brighter today.” 

Joeri and Sam exchanged a satisfied look. As they packed up their cleaning supplies, Joeri turned to 

Sam. “You didn’t have to help, you know.” “I wanted to,” Sam said simply. “This place means a lot to 

me. And besides, it’s more fun with two people.” Joeri nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. For 

the first time in a long while, he felt like he was part of something bigger than himself. 

That evening, as Joeri walked home, he thought about how far he had come. He still had a lot to learn, 

both in Taekwon-Do and in life, but for the first time, he felt like he had a future worth working toward. 

 

Chapter 19: Inspired by Greatness 

The announcement came during a Wednesday evening class. Master Park clapped his hands for 

attention and stood at the front of the room, his calm presence commanding silence. 

“In two weeks, we’ll be hosting a black belt test here at the dojang,” he said. “This is a special event, 

and I’d like all of you to be a part of it especially Sam and Joeri.” 

The two boys exchanged surprised glances. “Me?” Joeri asked, wide-eyed. 

“Yes,” Master Park said with a slight smile. “You and Sam have shown great commitment recently, and 

I believe it’s time for you to see what lies ahead on this journey. You’ll help by holding boards for the 

testees during their breaking techniques.” 

Joeri’s heart raced. He had seen videos of board-breaking before but had never imagined being part 

of such a moment. “I’d love to help, sir,” he said eagerly. 

“Me too,” Sam added, his excitement matching Joeri’s. 
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Master Park nodded. “Good. It’s important to witness the culmination of years of hard work and 

discipline. I hope it inspires you to work even harder toward your own goals.” 

Over the next two weeks, the dojang buzzed with activity as Master Park prepared for the test. Joeri 

and Sam spent extra time after class practicing how to hold boards properly, learning how to brace 

their stance and grip tightly to avoid injury. “You have to keep it steady,” Master Park instructed, 

demonstrating with a board in his hands. “Even a slight wobble can make it harder for the striker to 

break it cleanly.” 

Joeri gritted his teeth as Sam tested his grip with a light kick, the board vibrating in his hands. “This is 

harder than it looks,” he muttered. “You’re doing fine,” Sam said, laughing. “Just don’t drop it when 

someone actually kicks it.” Joeri shot him a mock glare but couldn’t help smiling. 

The day of the black belt test arrived, and the dojang was transformed. The mats were polished, chairs 

were arranged neatly for spectators, and a long table at the front held the judges’ paperwork and the 

coveted black belts. 

Joeri and Sam arrived early, their borrowed white gloves tucked into their belts. They could feel the 

weight of the occasion in the air—students dressed in crisp doboks warmed up silently, their faces 

focused and serious.  When the test began, Joeri was mesmerized. The candidates performed 

intricate patterns with sharp, precise movements, their voices ringing out with powerful kihaps. 

Sparring matches followed, with each contender showcasing not only their skill but their endurance 

and spirit. 

Finally, it was time for the board-breaking portion. Joeri and Sam stepped forward, their gloves on and 

boards in hand. 

The first testee, a tall woman with a confident stance, approached Joeri. She nodded to him, her 

expression calm but intense. Joeri braced the board as she stepped back, took a deep breath, and 

executed a spinning kick that shattered the board in two. The crack of the wood sent a jolt through 

Joeri, and he couldn’t help grinning. “That was amazing!” he whispered to Sam as they swapped 

positions. 

Sam held a board for the next testee, a teenage boy who performed a flawless jumping side kick. The 

crowd erupted in applause as the pieces of the board clattered to the floor. Each break seemed more 

impressive than the last. Joeri and Sam watched in awe as the testees performed double breaks, 

knife-hand strikes, and even headbutts. 

By the time the test ended, both boys were brimming with excitement. 

As the testees bowed and received their black belts, Joeri turned to Sam. “Do you think we’ll ever be 

that good?” 

Sam didn’t hesitate. “If we keep training, I know we will.” 

Joeri nodded, his mind racing with possibilities. For the first time, he could clearly imagine himself 

standing in front of Master Park, earning his own black belt. 

After the event, as they helped clean up the dojang, Joeri approached Master Park. “Thank you for 

letting us be part of this, sir,” he said. “It was… incredible.”  

Master Park smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Remember, those students didn’t get there overnight. It 

took years of hard work, patience, and perseverance. If you want to stand where they stood today, you 

must commit fully to the journey.” 

Joeri’s eyes shone with determination. “I will, sir.” 

That night, as Joeri walked home, he felt a fire inside him that hadn’t been there before. The path to a 

black belt seemed long and daunting, but for the first time, he wasn’t afraid of the challenge. He 

glanced at Sam, who was walking beside him, and grinned. “So… what’s the first thing you’re gonna 

do when you get your black belt?” 
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Sam chuckled. “Probably eat a big pizza. What about you?” 

Joeri thought for a moment. “I think I’ll show my dad. Maybe then he’ll see that I can do something 

great.”  Sam nodded, and they walked on in silence, each boy lost in dreams of the future. 

Ellie recovers, reconnects with Sam, and expresses her desire to be part of the Taekwon-Do journey. 

 

Chapter 20: A New Beginning for Ellie 

The first time Ellie saw Sam again after her illness, it was during recess on a crisp autumn day. She 

had been away from school for weeks, recovering from a bout of pneumonia that had left her pale and 

fragile. Now, as she stood at the edge of the playground, watching her classmates chatter and play, 

she felt a little like an outsider. 

Then she spotted Sam. 

He was standing near the benches with Joeri, who Ellie barely recognized at first. The two boys were 

deep in conversation, laughing about something. Sam looked… different. Not just physically, though 

there was something about the way he stood, straighter and more confident, but also in his energy. He 

seemed calmer, happier. 

Ellie hesitated for a moment before walking over. “Hey, Sam.” Sam turned, his face lighting up when 

he saw her. “Ellie! You’re back!” Joeri glanced at her and gave a small nod of acknowledgment. Ellie 

smiled politely, but her focus was on Sam. 

“Yeah,” she said, shifting awkwardly. “I’ve been out for a while. How… how have you been?” Sam 

grinned. “Pretty good, actually. A lot’s happened since you’ve been gone.” 

“Like what?” Ellie asked, genuinely curious. Before Sam could answer, Joeri chimed in. “He’s been 

kicking butt in Taekwon-Do, that’s what.” 

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “Taekwon-Do? You’re doing martial arts now?” 

“Yep,” Sam said proudly. “And so is Joeri.” 

This surprised Ellie. She knew Joeri more as a loner who often seemed to fade into the background. 

Now, standing beside Sam, he looked… different too. 

“That’s… cool,” Ellie said slowly. “I didn’t know you were into that kind of thing.” “I wasn’t,” Sam 

admitted. “But my grandpa took me to a class one day, and it just… clicked. It’s been amazing. You 

should come see it sometime.” 

Ellie’s curiosity was piqued. “Maybe I will.” 

The next day, Ellie asked her parents if she could visit Sam’s Taekwon-Do class. They were thrilled 

she wanted to try something active after weeks of rest and encouraged her to go. When Ellie arrived at 

the dojang with Sam and Joeri, she was struck by the energy of the place. The students, all dressed in 

white doboks, moved with purpose and focus as Master Park guided them through warm-ups. 

Ellie sat on the bench at the side, her hands folded in her lap, as Sam and Joeri joined the class. She 

watched as they practiced their stances, their kicks, and even a bit of sparring. 

What stood out most to Ellie wasn’t the movements themselves but the way Sam and Joeri worked 

together. There was an easy camaraderie between them, a bond that had clearly grown stronger 

through their training. 

After class, Master Park approached Ellie with a warm smile. “You must be Sam’s friend. It’s nice to 

meet you.” 

“Hi,” Ellie said shyly. “I’m Ellie. I just wanted to see what this was all about.” 
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Master Park nodded. “What did you think?” 

Ellie hesitated. “It’s… really cool. I can see why Sam likes it so much.” 

Master Park’s eyes twinkled. “You know, we always welcome new students. If you’d like to try it out, 

you’re welcome to join us for a class.” Ellie glanced at Sam and Joeri, who were chatting as they 

untied their belts. For a moment, she felt a pang of longing. She had spent so much time alone while 

she was sick, and now she saw how much closer Sam and Joeri had become. 

“Maybe I will,” she said softly. 

The following week, Ellie took her first Taekwon-Do class. Sam and Joeri were there to help her tie her 

borrowed belt, and Master Park guided her through the basics with patience and encouragement. 

At first, Ellie felt clumsy and self-conscious. But as the class went on, she found herself enjoying the 

rhythm of the movements and the challenge of learning something new. When the class ended, Sam 

grinned at her. “So? What did you think?” Ellie wiped the sweat from her brow and smiled back. “It was 

harder than it looks. But I liked it.” 

“See?” Joeri said. “Told you it was cool.” 

Ellie laughed, feeling a warmth she hadn’t felt in a long time. For the first time, she wasn’t just 

watching Sam and Joeri from the sidelines, she was part of their world. 

That evening, Ellie sat on her bed, thinking about the class. She hadn’t realized how much she’d 

missed Sam during her illness, or how much she wanted to be part of the friendship he’d found with 

Joeri. As she drifted off to sleep, one thought stood out in her mind: she couldn’t wait for the next 

class. 

 

Chapter 21: The Three Musketeers 

The first time they trained outside the dojang, it wasn’t planned. 

It was a sunny Saturday afternoon, and Sam and Joeri had finished cleaning the dojang earlier than 

usual. Ellie had come along to keep them company, and when they left, the three wandered to the 

nearby park, chatting about everything from school to Taekwon-Do techniques. 

Joeri stopped suddenly near an open patch of grass. “You know,” he said, squinting at the space, “this 

would be a great spot to practice.” Ellie tilted her head. “Practice? You mean, like… outside of class?” 

“Why not?” Joeri said. “Master Park’s always saying we need to practice more. We could try some 

kicks, maybe work on our patterns.” 

Sam grinned. “I’m in. What about you, Ellie?” Ellie hesitated. She was still new to Taekwon-Do and 

didn’t feel as confident as the boys, but the idea of training together sounded fun. “Okay, sure,” she 

said. They dropped their bags on the ground and spread out in a line. Sam took charge, leading them 

through stretches and warm-ups, just like Master Park would in class. 

“All right,” he said after a few minutes. “Let’s try front kicks. Joeri, you go first.” 

Joeri stepped forward and executed a front kick with as much power as he could muster. His foot 

landed with a satisfying snap in the air. 

“Not bad,” Sam said, grinning. “Ellie, your turn.” 

Ellie’s kick wasn’t as high or as sharp as Joeri’s, but she gave it her best shot. Sam clapped. “That 

was great! Just keep your balance a little more centered.” For the next hour, they practiced their kicks, 

punches, and even some light sparring. They laughed when Joeri stumbled backward after an 

overenthusiastic roundhouse kick and cheered when Ellie finally nailed a low block without hesitating. 

By the time they collapsed on the grass, panting and sweaty, they felt a sense of accomplishment that 

was hard to put into words. 



31 
 

“We should do this every week,” Joeri said, lying on his back and staring at the sky. 

Ellie nodded. “Yeah. It’s way more fun with all of us together.” Sam sat up and grinned.  

“The Three Musketeers,” he said. “All for one and one for all.” Joeri snorted. “Does that make Master 

Park D’Artagnan?” 

They all burst out laughing, the sound echoing through the park. From that day on, the trio made it a 

habit to meet at the park after school or on weekends to train together. Sam became the unofficial 

leader of their little group, often guiding them through drills or helping Ellie with techniques she 

struggled to master. 

Joeri brought his own flair to their training sessions, inventing silly games to keep things interesting. 

One day, he came up with a challenge where they had to perform their patterns while balancing on 

one leg. It ended with all three of them toppling over in fits of laughter. Ellie, despite being the least 

experienced, brought a quiet determination to the group. She worked harder than anyone, and her 

progress was evident with each passing week. 

Their friendship extended beyond training, too. 

On rainy days, they gathered at Sam’s house to watch martial arts movies, analyzing every move and 

imagining themselves in the hero’s shoes. They even tried to mimic some of the flashier kicks—though 

these attempts often ended with them crashing into furniture and Sam’s grandfather yelling, “Take it 

outside before you break something!” 

One day, Joeri surprised them by showing up with three matching wristbands he’d found at a market. 

“I thought we could use some team gear,” he said, handing one to Ellie and Sam. Ellie slid hers on, 

smiling. 

 “The Three Musketeers,” she said. “Exactly,” Joeri said, grinning. 

As the weeks turned into months, their bond only grew stronger. At school, they sat together at lunch, 

their laughter filling the cafeteria. When one of them struggled with a subject, the others pitched in to 

help. And when Sam overheard someone teasing Joeri about his father one day, he didn’t hesitate to 

step in. “Leave him alone,” he said firmly, his voice steady and calm. “Or you’ll have to deal with all 

three of us.” 

The bully muttered something under his breath and walked away. Joeri shot Sam a grateful look. One 

evening, after a particularly tough class at the dojang, Master Park called them over. 

“I’ve noticed something about you three,” he said, his eyes twinkling. 

“What’s that, sir?” Sam asked. 

“You’re not just students,” Master Park said. “You’re a team. You push each other to be better, and 

that’s a rare thing. If you keep supporting one another, there’s nothing you can’t achieve. The three 

exchanged smiles, a silent promise passing between them. As they walked home that night, Ellie 

looked at Sam and Joeri. “You know,” she said, “I was really lonely when I was sick. But now… I don’t 

feel that way anymore.” 

Joeri slung an arm around her shoulder. “That’s because you’ve got us now. The Three Musketeers, 

remember?” 

“All for one,” Sam said, holding out his fist. “And one for all,” Ellie and Joeri finished, bumping their fists 

against his. 

In that moment, they knew their friendship wasn’t just about Taekwon-Do, it was about standing 

together, no matter what. This chapter cements their bond as a trio and sets the stage for bigger 

challenges and adventures. Would you like to explore a shared goal they work toward next, like a 

tournament or demonstration, or delve deeper into their personal growth and challenges? Let me 

know! 
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Chapter 22: The Road to the Championships 

One evening, after class had ended and most students had left the dojang, Master Park called Sam, 

Joeri, and Ellie over to his desk. His expression was thoughtful but held a spark of excitement. “You’ve 

been making incredible progress,” he began, looking at each of them in turn. “Not just individually, but 

as a team.” 

The trio exchanged curious glances. 

“I’ve been thinking,” Master Park continued. “There’s a national team championship coming up in six 

months. It’s a competition where teams of three perform synchronized patterns, breaking 

demonstrations, and group sparring matches. I believe the three of you would make a great team.” 

Ellie’s eyes widened. “Us? Compete at a championship?” Joeri looked skeptical. “We’re just 

beginners, sir. Are we really good enough for something like that?” 

Master Park smiled. “You have potential. And with hard work, I believe you can achieve something 

extraordinary. The question is are you willing to commit to the challenge?” 

Sam didn’t hesitate. “I’m in.” Joeri glanced at Sam, then nodded. “Me too.”  Ellie hesitated for a 

moment, but the determination in her friends’ faces gave her courage. “Okay,” she said. “I’m in.” 

Master Park clapped his hands together. “Good. Training begins tomorrow.” 

The next six months were some of the toughest and most rewarding of their lives. 

Master Park designed a grueling schedule that pushed them to their limits. They met at the dojang five 

times a week, often staying late into the evening to perfect their techniques. The synchronized pattern 

was the hardest part at first. Every movement had to be precise, every kick and block perfectly timed. 

Master Park was relentless in his corrections. 

“Again,” he would say, watching them repeat the pattern for the tenth time in a row. “Your kihap must 

be stronger. Remember, this isn’t just about technique, it’s about spirit.” 

There were moments of frustration, especially when one of them lagged behind or made a mistake. 

But instead of letting it divide them, they learned to support one another.  

“You’ve got this, Ellie,” Sam would say when she struggled with a spinning kick. And when Joeri 

stumbled over a sequence, Ellie and Sam would patiently walk through it with him until he got it right. 

Outside of the dojang, their lives revolved around training. 

At the park, they practiced their breaking techniques, using makeshift boards that Sam’s grandfather 

helped them build. Joeri spent hours perfecting his jumping front kick, while Ellie worked tirelessly on 

her knife-hand strike. Sam, who had the strongest foundation, focused on sparring techniques. “We 

need to be ready for anything in the ring,” he told them. “It’s not just about hitting it’s about strategy.” 

As the months passed, their bond grew stronger than ever. They weren’t just teammates; they were a 

family.  

Finally, the big day arrived. 

The national championships were held in a massive sports arena, with teams from all over the country 

gathered to compete. The energy in the building was electric, with students warming up, coaches 

shouting instructions, and spectators filling the stands.  

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie stood together in their crisp white doboks, their team patch sewn proudly onto 

their sleeves.  

“You nervous?” Ellie asked, her voice barely above a whisper. Sam nodded. “A little.” 

Joeri grinned. “I’m terrified.” They all laughed, the tension easing slightly. 
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Master Park approached them, his expression calm but serious. “Remember,” he said, “this isn’t just 

about winning. It’s about showing the strength of your training, your teamwork, and your spirit. Give it 

your all, and you’ll make me proud.” 

The trio bowed deeply. “Yes, sir,” they said in unison. 

Their first event was the synchronized pattern. 

As they stepped onto the mat, the crowd quieted. The three of them stood shoulder to shoulder, their 

stances strong and steady. 

“Ready… begin!” the judge called. 

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie moved as one, their arms snapping into blocks and strikes with precision. Their 

kihaps echoed through the arena, drawing murmurs of approval from the audience. When they 

finished with a sharp bow, the crowd erupted into applause. 

Backstage, Master Park nodded approvingly. “Well done. That was nearly flawless.” 

Next came the breaking demonstration. 

Each of them had a specific target: Sam would break two boards with a roundhouse kick, Joeri would 

execute a jumping front kick through three boards, and Ellie would perform a knife-hand strike on a 

single board. As Sam stepped up first, the crowd held its breath. He focused, visualized the kick, and 

unleashed it with precision. The boards cracked in two, and the audience cheered. 

Joeri was next. He took a deep breath, ran forward, and launched into the air. His foot struck cleanly, 

sending the boards flying. Finally, Ellie stepped forward. Her hands trembled slightly as she raised 

them into position, but she remembered Master Park’s words: This isn’t just about technique, it’s about 

spirit. 

With a loud kihap, she brought her hand down, splitting the board cleanly in two. Their demonstration 

ended with a thunderous round of applause. 

The final event was the team sparring match. 

Sam was the anchor, with Joeri and Ellie taking the first rounds. Joeri fought with determination, his 

kicks swift and powerful. He didn’t win his round, but he held his own against a stronger opponent. 

Ellie stepped in next, using her agility to outmaneuver her opponent. Though she lost by a narrow 

margin, her effort earned respect from the crowd. 

When Sam entered the ring, he fought with precision and control, scoring decisive points and securing 

a win for their team. By the end of the day, they stood together on the podium, holding a bronze 

medal. 

“We did it,” Ellie said, her voice filled with pride. Sam nodded. “Not just me. Not just you. All of us.” 

Joeri grinned. “The Three Musketeers strike again.” 

Master Park watched from the sidelines, a proud smile on his face. For him, the medal wasn’t the true 

victory, their growth, teamwork, and unbreakable bond were the real rewards. And as they walked off 

the stage, their heads held high, the trio knew this was just the beginning of their journey. 
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Chapter 23: The Five Paths 

Courtesy: Ellie’s Awakening 

Ellie had always been polite, but Taekwon-Do taught her that courtesy went beyond manners, it was 

about respect for others, regardless of their circumstances. 

One day after class, Ellie noticed a younger student struggling to tie their belt. The boy, no older than 

six, looked frustrated and on the verge of tears. Ellie knelt beside him. “Here, let me help,” she said, 

her voice gentle. The boy sniffled and nodded. Ellie carefully tied his belt, just as Sam had shown her 

when she was new. “There you go,” she said with a smile. “All set now.” 

The boy beamed. “Thanks!” 

From that day on, Ellie became a mentor to the younger students, helping them with techniques, tying 

their belts, and offering encouragement. Her confidence grew as she realized how much she enjoyed 

supporting others. Master Park noticed her efforts and praised her after class. “Ellie, true courtesy isn’t 

just about being polite. It’s about lifting others up. You’ve done that beautifully.” 

Ellie’s face lit up with pride. Taekwon-Do wasn’t just making her stronger, it was teaching her how to 

make others feel strong, too. 

Integrity: Joeri’s Struggle 

Joeri’s life at home wasn’t easy. His father’s alcoholism often left Joeri feeling powerless and 

ashamed. But through Taekwon-Do, Joeri learned the importance of integrity, being honest with 

oneself and others, even when it was difficult. One evening, after a particularly intense sparring 

session, Joeri lingered behind in the dojang. Master Park approached him. 

“You’ve been quieter than usual, Joeri,” he said. “Is something on your mind?” 

At first, Joeri shook his head. But then he thought of the tenets they recited at the start of every class. 

Integrity: To be honest and live with honor. He hesitated, then took a deep breath. “It’s my dad,” he 

admitted. “He… drinks a lot. And sometimes it feels like no matter how much I try, I can’t fix anything.” 

Master Park placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Joeri, it takes great courage to face the truth. 

Integrity isn’t about fixing everything, it’s about staying true to your values, even in difficult situations. 

You’re already stronger than you realize.” 

The conversation gave Joeri a new perspective. He couldn’t control his father’s actions, but he could 

control his own. He started using Taekwon-Do as a way to build his inner strength, promising himself 

that he would grow into the kind of person he could be proud of. 

Perseverance: Sam’s Challenge 

Sam had always been determined, but the path to the championships had tested his limits. After their 

success, he found himself facing a new challenge: preparing for his first board-breaking test using a 

jumping side kick. 

The technique was one of the hardest he’d ever attempted. For weeks, he practiced after class, but no 

matter how hard he tried, his foot never hit the right spot with enough force. One evening, frustrated 

and exhausted, Sam slumped against the wall of the dojang. His grandfather, who had been quietly 

watching from the sidelines, walked over. 

“Sam,” he said, his voice calm, “do you know the story of the bamboo tree?” Sam shook his head. 

“The bamboo tree takes years to grow. For the first few years, you barely see any progress, it’s just a 

small sprout. But underneath the surface, its roots are growing strong. Then, one day, it shoots up, 

growing taller than any other plant.” 

Sam frowned. “What does that have to do with me?” 
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“Perseverance,” his grandfather said with a smile. “Every time you try and fail, you’re strengthening 

your roots. Keep going, and you’ll see the results.” Encouraged, Sam redoubled his efforts. On the day 

of the test, he focused all his energy on the kick. As he launched into the air, his foot struck the board 

with a resounding crack. The room erupted into cheers, but for Sam, the true victory was realizing he 

had the perseverance to overcome any obstacle. 

Self-Control: Ellie’s Discipline 

Ellie’s journey in Taekwon-Do taught her that self-control wasn’t just about controlling her 

movements—it was about controlling her emotions. One afternoon at school, a group of girls began 

whispering about her in the hallway. “Look at her,” one of them sneered. “She thinks she’s so tough 

because she does Taekwon-Do.” Ellie felt her cheeks flush with anger. Before Taekwon-Do, she might 

have snapped back or walked away feeling hurt. But now, she remembered Master Park’s lessons. 

She took a deep breath, calming herself. Instead of retaliating, she walked over to the girls. 

“You’re right,” Ellie said, surprising them. “Taekwon-Do has made me stronger. Not just physically, but 

in here.” She tapped her chest. “You should try it sometime.” The girls didn’t know how to respond. 

Ellie walked away, her head held high, feeling a surge of pride. She had faced the situation with self-

control and grace, proving to herself that she didn’t need to stoop to anyone else’s level. 

Indomitable Spirit: Joeri’s Triumph 

For Joeri, the concept of indomitable spirit became a lifeline. One evening, as he was walking home 

from class, a group of older boys cornered him. They started taunting him, pushing him around. Joeri’s 

heart raced, but he remembered Master Park’s teachings. “An indomitable spirit means standing tall, 

even when the odds are against you,” Master Park had said. 

Summoning his courage, Joeri stood his ground. “I don’t want any trouble,” he said firmly, meeting 

their eyes. “But I’m not going to back down.” The boys laughed at first, but something in Joeri’s steady 

gaze made them hesitate. After a tense moment, they backed off, muttering insults as they walked 

away. 

Joeri exhaled shakily, but inside, he felt triumphant. He hadn’t needed to fight, his indomitable spirit 

had been enough. 

As the months passed, the tenets of Taekwon-Do became woven into their lives, shaping not just their 

actions but their identities. Sam, Ellie, and Joeri weren’t just students of Taekwon-Do anymore—they 

were living examples of its principles. And as they stood together after class one evening, looking at 

the medals and certificates lining the walls of the dojang, they knew their journey was far from over. 

“Ready for the next challenge?” Sam asked, grinning. Ellie and Joeri nodded. “Always,” Joeri said. “All 

for one,” Ellie added with a smile. “And one for all,” Sam finished. Their voices echoed in unison, a 

promise to each other and to the path they had chosen.  

 

Chapter 24: The Hidden Legacy 

It was a rainy Saturday afternoon, and Sam was cleaning out the attic as part of his weekend chores. 

His grandfather had asked him to help sort through old boxes, most of which contained dusty books, 

faded photographs, and trinkets from years past. 

Sam was reaching into the back of a deep closet when his fingers brushed against something soft. He 

pulled it out, a bundle of white fabric, neatly folded but yellowed with age. Curious, he unfolded it to 

reveal an old dobok. The jacket was simple, with no patches or logos, but it was clearly well-used. The 

cuffs were frayed, and the fabric bore the faint scent of time and memory. Folded inside was a black 

belt, its embroidery faded but still legible. Sam squinted at the characters, realizing they weren’t in 

English. 

“Korean,” he muttered to himself, running his fingers over the golden stitching. 
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At one end of the belt, the sign  “IX Dan” was embroidered, and alongside it was a name, written in 

Korean script that Sam couldn’t decipher. 

“Grandpa?” Sam called, his voice echoing down the stairs. His grandfather’s voice answered from the 

kitchen. “Yes, Sam?” Sam hurried downstairs, holding the dobok and belt in his hands. When his 

grandfather saw what he was carrying, his face froze. 

“Where did you find that?” he asked, his tone unusually serious. 

“In the attic,” Sam said, placing the items on the table. “Is this… yours?” 

For a long moment, his grandfather didn’t answer. He stared at the belt, his expression a mix of 

nostalgia and sadness. Finally, he sighed and gestured for Sam to sit down.  

“Yes,” he said quietly. “It’s mine.” 

Sam’s eyes widened. “Wait… you’re a 9th Dan? Like… a grandmaster?” His grandfather chuckled 

softly. “I was, a long time ago. Before you were born.” Sam’s mind raced. “Why didn’t you ever tell me? 

You always said you knew Taekwon-Do, but I thought you were just a regular student.” 

His grandfather leaned back in his chair, his gaze distant. “There are parts of my life I’ve kept quiet 

about, Sam. Not because I’m ashamed, but because… well, sometimes the past feels like another 

lifetime.” 

He picked up the belt, running his fingers over the faded embroidery. “I started training when I was just 

a boy, not much older than you. My master was a strict but kind man who believed in the power of 

Taekwon-Do to change lives. I trained every day, through blood, sweat, and tears, and eventually, I 

earned my black belt. Then I kept going, teaching, competing, and dedicating my life to the art. By the 

time I reached 9th Dan, I had traveled the world, spreading the principles of Taekwon-Do to anyone 

who would listen.” 

Sam listened, completely captivated. “Why did you stop?” 

His grandfather’s smile faded. “Life has a way of pulling you in different directions. After your 

grandmother and later your parents passed away, I needed to focus on raising you. I didn’t have time 

for teaching anymore, and the dojang I ran eventually closed its doors. But I never stopped loving 

Taekwon-Do.” 

Sam looked at the belt again, his heart swelling with a mixture of pride and curiosity. “Why didn’t you 

ever teach me? You’re the reason I started training in the first place. I wanted to be strong like you.” 

His grandfather reached across the table, placing a hand on Sam’s shoulder. “I didn’t want to force it 

on you. I wanted you to find your own path. And you have, Master Park tells me how hard you work, 

how dedicated you are. That makes me proud.” 

Sam hesitated. “Do you… miss it? Teaching, I mean?” 

His grandfather’s eyes sparkled. “Every day. But seeing you train brings it all back. It’s like a piece of 

me is still out there on the mat.”  

That evening, Sam couldn’t stop thinking about the dobok and the belt. The idea of his grandfather, his 

grandfather! being a grandmaster felt surreal. But it also made sense. 

The next day, after class, Sam stayed behind to speak with Master Park. 

“Master Park, can I ask you something?” 

“Of course,” Master Park said, folding his arms. 

Sam hesitated, then said, “Did you know my grandfather is a 9th Dan?”  

Master Park smiled knowingly. “I did. He was one of the first grandmasters I ever met. He’s the reason 

I became an instructor.” Sam’s jaw dropped. “Why didn’t anyone ever tell me?” 
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“Your grandfather is a humble man,” Master Park said. “He doesn’t seek recognition or praise. But 

make no mistake, Sam, his contributions to Taekwon-Do are immeasurable. You’re part of a legacy 

greater than you realize.” 

That night, Sam sat with his grandfather again. “Grandpa,” he said hesitantly, “would you… would you 

train with me? Just once?” 

His grandfather looked surprised, but then his face softened. “I haven’t put on that dobok in years, 

Sam.” 

“Then it’s time,” Sam said, his voice filled with determination. 

For a moment, his grandfather didn’t answer. Then he smiled and stood up. “All right. Let’s see if I still 

remember a thing or two.” As they stepped into the backyard, the stars overhead twinkling like a 

thousand tiny lanterns, Sam felt a sense of awe. His grandfather stood before him, wearing the old 

dobok and belt, his posture as steady as a mountain. 

“Show me what you’ve got, Sam,” his grandfather said with a grin. 

That night, under the moonlight, Sam realized that Taekwon-Do wasn’t just a practice or a sport, it was 

a connection to his family, to his grandfather’s past, and to the principles that shaped both of their 

lives. 

And as he trained with his grandfather, he felt more inspired than ever to honor the legacy he had 

uncovered. 

Chapter 25: A Grandmaster’s Tale 

Snow fell softly outside, blanketing the world in white. Inside Sam’s house, the fireplace crackled 

warmly, filling the living room with a golden glow. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie sat cross-legged on the rug, 

mugs of hot chocolate in their hands, marshmallows bobbing on the surface. Sam’s grandfather sat in 

his favorite armchair, a blanket draped over his legs.  

The Christmas tree sparkled in the corner, its lights reflecting off ornaments Sam had hung with his 

grandfather just the night before. The air smelled of pine and cinnamon, a comforting reminder of the 

holiday season. 

“So,” Ellie said, her voice playful, “Sam says you’re a grandmaster. Is that true?” Sam’s grandfather 

chuckled. “He told you about that, did he?”  

Joeri leaned forward, his eyes wide. “He said you’re a 9th Dan! That’s like… legendary.” 

Sam’s grandfather raised an eyebrow, pretending to be unimpressed. “Legendary, huh? I suppose that 

depends on who’s telling the story.” Sam grinned. “Come on, Grandpa. Don’t be modest. Tell us 

everything. Did you compete? Where did you train? Who was your master?” 

The old man took a sip of his own hot chocolate, his eyes twinkling. “All right, all right. Since it’s 

Christmas, I’ll tell you the story. But no interruptions, or I’ll stop!” The trio nodded eagerly, leaning 

closer. 

The Beginning 

“I was born in a small village in Korea,” he began. “Back then, Taekwon-Do wasn’t as widespread as it 

is today. My village had one small dojang, run by an old master named Kang. Master Kang was strict, 

he demanded discipline and respect, but he had a heart of gold. He believed Taekwon-Do wasn’t just 

about fighting; it was about building character.” 

He paused, his gaze distant. “I was a scrawny kid, always getting picked on by the bigger boys. One 

day, Master Kang saw me being chased and invited me into his dojang. I’ll never forget his words: 

‘Strength isn’t about size, boy. It’s about spirit.’” 

Joeri nodded quietly, understanding the sentiment deeply. 
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“From that day on, I trained every evening. At first, I could barely keep up with the other students, but 

Master Kang saw potential in me. He pushed me harder than anyone else. And when I earned my first 

black belt, he was there, smiling as if I were his own son.” 

“As I grew older,” Sam’s grandfather continued, “Master Kang encouraged me to compete. My first 

tournament was terrifying. I remember standing on the mat, staring at my opponent, a boy much taller 

and stronger than me. My knees were shaking!” 

Ellie smiled. “Did you win?” 

Sam’s grandfather laughed. “No! He knocked me out with a roundhouse kick in the second round. But 

I learned something important that day: losing isn’t failure. It’s an opportunity to grow.” The trio 

nodded, hanging on his every word. 

“After that, I trained harder than ever. By the time I was in my twenties, I was competing nationally—

and winning. Eventually, I was invited to join the Korean National Team. That’s when things really took 

off. We traveled the world, performing demonstrations and competing in international championships.” 

Joeri’s eyes widened. “Where did you go?” 

“Japan, China, Russia, even Europe and the United States. Everywhere we went, people were 

fascinated by Taekwon-Do. It wasn’t just about the techniques, it was about the philosophy. The 

tenets. People wanted to learn not just how to kick and punch, but how to live with integrity and 

strength.” 

“Of course,” he added, “it wasn’t always easy. I had rivals, some friendly, some not so much. There 

was one man, Grandmaster Hiroshi from Japan, who I fought in three consecutive championships. We 

were evenly matched, he’d win one year, I’d win the next. But over time, we became close friends. In 

fact, he invited me to his dojang in Tokyo, where I spent a summer training with his students.” 

Ellie leaned forward. “What was he like?” 

“A perfectionist,” Sam’s grandfather said with a smile. “He could spot the tiniest flaw in a technique and 

make you repeat it a hundred times until it was perfect. But he was also incredibly kind. He taught me 

that even rivals can become allies if you approach them with respect.” 

“After years of traveling and competing, I decided it was time to give back. I opened my own dojang 

and began teaching. Watching my students grow was the most rewarding experience of my life. Some 

of them went on to become champions themselves, while others simply gained confidence and 

discipline. Either way, I was proud of all of them.” 

Sam interrupted, unable to help himself. “Why did you stop, Grandpa?” 

His grandfather sighed, his expression turning bittersweet. “Life changed. After your grandmother 

passed, I moved here to be closer to your family. I thought about opening another dojang, but… well, I 

suppose I convinced myself my time had passed.” 

Sam’s voice was soft. “But it hasn’t, Grandpa. You still know everything. You could teach again.” 

His grandfather looked at him thoughtfully. “Maybe you’re right, Sam. Maybe it’s time to dust off the old 

dobok.” As the fire crackled and the hot chocolate grew cold, Sam, Joeri, and Ellie sat in silence, 

absorbing the story. Finally, Ellie spoke. 

“I think we’re really lucky,” she said. “To have someone like you to look up to.” Joeri nodded. “Yeah. If 

you taught a class, I’d join in a heartbeat.” 

Sam grinned. “Me too. And you could help us prepare for the next national championships.” 

His grandfather laughed, the sound warm and full of life. “You three have a spark, a bond that reminds 

me of my old teammates. If you’re serious about training, I’ll do more than help. I’ll push you harder 

than you’ve ever been pushed before.” 
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The trio exchanged determined looks. 

“All for one,” Ellie said. “And one for all,” Joeri added. 

Sam’s grandfather raised his mug in a toast. “To friendship, to Taekwon-Do, and to the road ahead.” 

As they clinked their mugs together, Sam felt a surge of excitement. The story of his grandfather’s past 

wasn’t just a tale,it was a challenge. And together, he, Joeri, and Ellie would rise to meet it. 

 

Chapter 26: A Partnership in the Making 

The day after Christmas, Sam’s grandfather called him into the living room. He was sitting by the 

window, the sunlight reflecting off his glasses as he carefully folded his old dobok, which he’d cleaned 

and pressed the night before. “Sam,” he said, looking up with a thoughtful expression. “I’ve been 

thinking a lot about what you and your friends said last night.” Sam nodded, sitting on the arm of the 

couch. “About teaching again?” 

“Yes.” His grandfather held up the dobok. “It’s been years since I last tied this belt around my waist. 

But the fire never really left. Watching you train, seeing your dedication, it’s reminded me of why I fell 

in love with Taekwon-Do in the first place.” 

Sam smiled. “So… you’re really going to do it?” 

His grandfather nodded. “I’d like to, but I want to do it the right way. Master Park is your instructor, and 

I have great respect for him. I need to speak with him first, ask if there’s a way I can contribute to his 

dojang without overstepping. I think we could help each other.” 

“Help each other?” Sam tilted his head. 

“Master Park is a very skilled martial artist,” his grandfather said, “but training for the 9th Dan is no 

small task. It requires focus, dedication, and time. If I could assist him by teaching some of his classes 

or mentoring students, it might give him the space he needs to prepare. And for me, it would be a 

chance to share what I’ve learned over the years.” 

Sam grinned. “That’s an awesome idea, Grandpa. I bet Master Park will love it.” 

Two days later, Sam and his grandfather walked into the dojang together. Classes were over for the 

day, and Master Park was sweeping the mats, a simple ritual he insisted on doing himself as a way to 

stay grounded. 

“Master Park,” Sam’s grandfather said, bowing deeply. “May I have a moment of your time?” Master 

Park looked up, surprised but pleased. “Of course, sir. It’s always an honor to see you.” 

They sat down in Master Park’s small office, where certificates and photographs lined the walls. Sam 

sat quietly to the side, watching as his grandfather carefully laid out his proposal.  

“Master Park,” he began, “I’ve been away from teaching for a long time, but I’ve never stopped loving 

Taekwon-Do. Watching Sam and his friends has reignited that passion in me. I would like to offer my 

assistance here at your dojang, perhaps teaching some of the lower belt classes or mentoring 

advanced students. Anything that would be helpful to you.” 

Master Park listened intently, his expression unreadable. 

Sam’s grandfather continued, “I understand you are preparing for your 9th Dan. That is a monumental 

task, and I know how demanding it can be. If I could help ease your workload, even a little, it would be 

an honor.”  

For a moment, Master Park was silent, his fingers steepled as he considered the offer. Finally, he 

smiled. 
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“Grandmaster Lee,” he said, using the honorific title with respect, “it would be an incredible privilege to 

have you teach here. Your experience and wisdom would be invaluable to our students, and to me. 

Preparing for the 9th Dan requires not just physical training, but mental and spiritual focus. Your 

presence here would allow me to devote myself fully to that journey.” 

Sam’s grandfather bowed his head. “Thank you, Master Park. I’ll do my best to support your vision for 

this dojang.” Master Park leaned back in his chair, a thoughtful expression on his face. “I have an idea. 

How about we begin with a special seminar? You could introduce yourself to the students, share your 

story, and teach a few advanced techniques. It would be an inspiring way to start this partnership.” 

“I’d be honored,” Sam’s grandfather said with a nod. 

That evening, Master Park called the students together after class. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie stood at the 

front, their excitement barely contained. 

“I have a special announcement,” Master Park said, his voice carrying through the room. “Many of you 

do not know, but Sam’s grandfather, Grandmaster Lee, is a 9th Dan in Taekwon-Do, a true pioneer of 

our art. He has graciously agreed to join us as a mentor and instructor here at the dojang. This is a 

rare and incredible opportunity for all of us to learn from someone of his caliber.” 

The students erupted in applause, their faces lighting up with excitement. Sam glanced at his 

grandfather, who stood calmly at the side, his hands clasped behind his back. Though his expression 

was reserved, Sam could see the pride in his eyes. 

Master Park continued, “To celebrate this new chapter, we will be hosting a special seminar next 

month. Grandmaster Lee will share his story and teach some of the techniques that have made him a 

legend in Taekwon-Do. I encourage all of you to attend, it will be a day to remember.” 

Over the next few weeks, the dojang buzzed with excitement. Students worked harder than ever, 

eager to impress Grandmaster Lee. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie spent every spare moment at the dojang, 

helping to prepare for the seminar and soaking up every bit of wisdom they could.  

For Sam, seeing his grandfather step back onto the mat was nothing short of inspiring. Watching him 

move, his techniques precise, his presence commanding made Sam realize just how much he had yet 

to learn. 

Joeri, too, was deeply affected. “Your grandfather is amazing,” he told Sam one evening after class. “I 

want to be like that someday. Strong, disciplined, and respected.”  

Ellie grinned. “Looks like we’ve got a new goal, boys. Let’s work hard so we can make him proud.” 

And so, under the guidance of both Master Park and Grandmaster Lee, the trio trained harder than 

ever. As the seminar approached, they felt a renewed sense of purpose, their bond growing stronger 

with each passing day.  For Sam, Joeri, and Ellie, this wasn’t just about learning techniques or earning 

belts, it was about becoming the best versions of themselves, inspired by the legacy of those who 

came before them. 

Chapter 27: The Legacy of Taekwon-Do 

The day of the seminar arrived, and the dojang was packed. Students of all ages filled the mats, their 

doboks crisp and freshly pressed. Some parents sat along the edges, curious to see the legendary 

Grandmaster Lee in action. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie were seated near the front, their excitement barely 

contained. 

Master Park stood at the center of the room, his hands clasped behind his back. “Students,” he began, 

“today we are honored to host a very special guest. Grandmaster Lee has not only achieved the 

highest rank in Taekwon-Do but has also dedicated his life to preserving and sharing its traditions. 

Please give him your full attention and respect.” 

As Master Park stepped aside, Grandmaster Lee took his place. The room fell silent, the air charged 

with anticipation. 
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Grandmaster Lee bowed deeply to the students, his movements deliberate and precise. “Thank you 

for welcoming me,” he said, his voice calm but powerful. “It is an honor to stand here today and share 

my knowledge with you. Taekwon-Do is more than a martial art, it is a way of life, one that can shape 

not only your body but your mind and spirit as well.” 

He began the seminar with a demonstration, moving through a series of forms with a grace and power 

that left the students in awe. Every block, strike, and kick seemed effortless, yet carried immense 

precision. Next, he led the class through drills, offering guidance as students practiced their 

techniques. “Focus on your foundation,” he told them. “A strong stance is the key to every movement. 

Without it, even the most powerful technique will falter.” 

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie practiced with renewed determination, their eyes darting between their own 

movements and Grandmaster Lee’s corrections. 

After two hours of intense training, Grandmaster Lee called the students to gather in a semi-circle 

around him. His expression softened as he said, “Now, before we end, I would like to open the floor to 

any questions. If there is something you wish to know about Taekwon-Do, its techniques, its 

philosophy, or its history, please feel free to ask.” 

For a moment, the students hesitated, unsure if their questions would be worthy of such a master. 

Then, a hand shot up near the back of the room. It belonged to a young boy, no older than ten, who 

looked both nervous and excited. 

Grandmaster Lee gestured for him to speak. 

“Sir,” the boy began hesitantly, “when was Taekwon-Do founded? And… who created it?” 

A murmur of curiosity rippled through the group. Even Sam, Joeri, and Ellie leaned forward, eager to 

hear the answer from first hand. 

Grandmaster Lee smiled, clearly pleased with the question. “Ah, an excellent question. To understand 

Taekwon-Do, you must first understand where it comes from.” He paused, gathering his thoughts. 

“Taekwon-Do as we know it today was officially founded on April 11, 1955, in Korea. Its creator was a 

man named General Choi Hong Hi, a military officer, scholar, and martial artist. General Choi 

combined elements of traditional Korean martial arts, such as Taekkyeon, with modern techniques and 

philosophies to create something entirely new.” 

He looked around the room, ensuring every student was following. “General Choi wanted Taekwon-Do 

to be more than a way to fight. He envisioned it as a way to build character and instill values, courtesy, 

integrity, perseverance, self-control, and indomitable spirit. These tenets are the foundation of 

everything we do.” 

Joeri raised his hand tentatively. “But, sir, why did he create it?  Wasn’t there already martial arts back 

then?” 

Grandmaster Lee nodded. “Yes, there were many martial arts in Korea and beyond. But General Choi 

wanted to create something unique, something that reflected the spirit of the Korean people and could 

be shared with the world. He believed that martial arts should not just train the body but also uplift the 

soul. Taekwon-Do was his way of uniting people, teaching them discipline and respect while helping 

them defend themselves.” 

Ellie chimed in, “Did you ever meet him?” 

Grandmaster Lee’s expression turned nostalgic. “I did. It was many years ago, during a seminar much 

like this one. General Choi had an incredible presence, strong yet humble. He spoke often of the 

importance of do, the way of life. He reminded us that true strength comes from within, not from 

defeating others but from overcoming our own limitations.” 

Grandmaster Lee stood and gestured toward the words painted on the wall of the dojang: “Courtesy, 

Integrity, Perseverance, Self-Control, Indomitable Spirit.” 
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“Remember,” he said, his voice firm but kind, “Taekwon-Do is not just about kicking and punching. It is 

about living these tenets every day. Whether you are training in the dojang, studying at school, or 

helping someone in need, these principles should guide you. That is how you honor the legacy of 

General Choi and all those who have come before you.” 

The students sat in silence, the weight of his words sinking in. For Sam, Joeri, and Ellie, it was a 

moment of clarity. They weren’t just learning a martial art, they were becoming part of something much 

larger, a tradition that connected them to history and to each other. 

As the seminar ended and the students bowed to Grandmaster Lee, Sam felt a renewed sense of 

purpose. Watching his grandfather share his knowledge and passion reminded him of why he had 

started this journey. 

Later, as they helped clean up the dojang, Ellie turned to Sam. “Your grandfather is amazing. That 

story about General Choi… it makes me want to train even harder.” Joeri nodded. “Same. It’s not just 

about belts or tournaments anymore. It’s about living up to something bigger.” Sam smiled, knowing 

they were all thinking the same thing. Together, they would carry the lessons of the past into their 

future, striving to become not just stronger martial artists, but better people. 

 

Chapter 28: Secrets in the Attic 

It was a quiet evening after dinner, and the house was filled with the soft ticking of the grandfather 

clock. Sam was clearing the table when his grandfather placed a hand on his shoulder. 

“Sam,” he said with a knowing smile, “I think it’s time I showed you something.” Sam blinked in 

surprise. “What is it?” His grandfather didn’t answer right away. Instead, he gestured toward the attic 

stairs. “Come with me.” 

Sam followed him up the creaky wooden staircase, the dim light casting long shadows on the walls. 

The attic smelled faintly of dust and old wood, and Sam hadn’t been up there in years. His grandfather 

led him to a corner where several wooden boxes were neatly stacked. With a soft sigh, his grandfather 

knelt and opened the first box. Inside were neatly folded doboks, their fabric yellowed with age, and 

stacks of photographs.  

Sam leaned closer, spotting images of his grandfather as a younger man, sharp-eyed and strong, 

standing in rows of students or performing high kicks. 

But it was the second box that caught Sam’s attention. His grandfather carefully lifted out a set of 

large, weathered books, their covers bound in dark leather. The words on the front were bold and 

unmistakable: “Encyclopedia of Taekwon-Do, by General Choi Hong Hi.” 

Sam’s eyes widened. “Is this…?” 

His grandfather smiled. “The complete encyclopedia. It’s a series of fifteen volumes, written by 

General Choi himself. Everything about Taekwon-Do, its techniques, its philosophy, its history, is in 

these books. This is the heart of our art.” 

Sam sat cross-legged on the floor as his grandfather opened the first volume. The pages were filled 

with detailed diagrams, photographs of General Choi demonstrating techniques, and passages written 

in both Korean and English. 

“These books are more than just manuals,” his grandfather said, running a finger over the faded 

pages. “They’re a record of General Choi’s vision. He spent decades documenting every aspect of 

Taekwon-Do so that it could be preserved and passed down to future generations. This is his legacy.” 

Sam reached out to touch the pages, his fingers brushing against the crisp paper. “Did you study from 

these?” he asked. 
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His grandfather nodded. “When I was younger, these books were my guide. I read them cover to 

cover, practicing every technique and memorizing the tenets. They taught me not just how to fight, but 

how to live.” 

He flipped to a page showing a complex kicking sequence. The photographs depicted General Choi 

mid-air, his movements captured with precision. “This,” his grandfather said, tapping the image, “is a 

jump spinning hook kick. It took me years to perfect it, but it became one of my signature techniques.” 

Sam stared at the images, awe and curiosity swirling in his mind. “Why didn’t you ever show me these 

before?” 

His grandfather smiled, his eyes twinkling. “Because you weren’t ready. Taekwon-Do isn’t just 

something you learn with your body, it’s something you understand with your heart. And now, I see that 

you’re ready to appreciate what these books represent.” 

As they continued flipping through the books, Sam noticed something tucked between the volumes, a 

faded photograph. He picked it up and saw a young version of his grandfather standing beside a man 

in a military uniform. The man’s presence was commanding, his eyes sharp and intense. 

“Is that… General Choi?” Sam asked, astonished. 

His grandfather nodded. “Yes. I was fortunate enough to train under him for a time. He was a 

remarkable man, disciplined, passionate, and deeply committed to spreading Taekwon-Do across the 

world.” 

“What was he like?” Sam asked eagerly. 

“He was a perfectionist,” his grandfather said with a chuckle. “Every technique had to be flawless, 

every movement precise. But he also had a vision. He believed Taekwon-Do could unite people, 

regardless of where they came from or what language they spoke. He used to say, ‘Taekwon-Do is a 

way to bring humanity together.’” 

Sam sat in silence, the weight of those words settling over him. 

After a while, his grandfather closed the book and looked at Sam with a serious expression. “Sam,” he 

said, “these books are more than just history, they’re a responsibility. When you practice Taekwon-Do, 

you’re not just learning kicks and punches. You’re carrying on a legacy that was built with dedication, 

sacrifice, and vision. It’s your job to honor that legacy.” 

Sam nodded, his heart swelling with pride. “I will, Grandpa. I promise.” 

His grandfather smiled, placing a hand on Sam’s shoulder. “Good. Then it’s time you start studying 

these.” 

That night, Sam carried the first volumes of the encyclopedia to his room. He stayed up late, poring 

over the pages by the light of his desk lamp. The diagrams and descriptions fascinated him, and he 

found himself practicing the stances and blocks in front of his mirror. 

The next day, he couldn’t wait to tell Joeri and Ellie about what he had discovered. “You guys won’t 

believe it,” he said, his eyes shining with excitement. “My grandfather has the Encyclopedia of 

Taekwon-Do! And he even met General Choi!” 

Joeri’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious? That’s amazing!” Ellie grinned. “Looks like we’ve got some 

serious studying to do.” 

Together, the trio decided to make the encyclopedia part of their training, vowing to learn as much as 

they could about the art they had come to love. 

As Sam drifted off to sleep that night, the encyclopedia resting on his bedside table, he felt a renewed 

sense of purpose. Taekwon-Do was no longer just a sport or a pastime, it was a connection to the 

past, a guide for the present, and a path to the future. 
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For Sam, Joeri, and Ellie, this discovery marked the beginning of a deeper journey, one that would 

challenge them to grow not only as martial artists but as individuals. Together, they would honor the 

legacy of Taekwon-Do and forge their own place within its history. 

 

Chapter 29: Lessons from the Encyclopedia 

The encyclopedia became a daily part of Sam’s life. Every morning before school, and every evening 

after training, he poured over the pages, amazed by how much depth there was to Taekwon-Do. 

Techniques he had learned in class suddenly had names, histories, and precise explanations that 

gave them new meaning. 

The day after discovering the encyclopedia, Sam brought a book to training. Joeri and Ellie were 

waiting outside the dojang, their faces lighting up when they saw him. 

“Did you really bring it?” Joeri asked, practically bouncing with excitement. 

Sam nodded and pulled the heavy book from his backpack. Ellie gasped. “It’s huge! Look at all the 

diagrams!” They sat together on a bench, flipping through the pages as other students filed into the 

dojang. Ellie pointed to a series of movements. “Isn’t this part of our last pattern?” 

“Yeah,” Sam said, scanning the descriptions. “But look, it’s not just the moves. It explains why they’re 

done that way. It’s like… every little detail has a reason.”  

Joeri leaned closer, running a finger along the page. “Look at this kick. I’ve seen Master Park do it, but 

it’s not in our syllabus yet. It’s called a jumping reverse turning kick. Imagine landing that in a 

tournament!”  The three of them exchanged determined looks. “We have to try this stuff,” Ellie said. 

After class, they stayed late, practicing in a quiet corner of the dojang. Sam brought the book out 

again, propping it open with a weight from the gym rack. They studied the diagrams for the jumping 

reverse turning kick, carefully mimicking the stance and movements. 

“Step back, pivot on the front foot, then jump and spin,” Sam read aloud. 

Joeri attempted it first, launching into the air but landing in a heap. “Okay,” he said, brushing himself 

off, “maybe not as easy as it looks.”  Ellie gave it a try next, her spin more controlled but lacking the 

power. “I think we’re overthinking it,” she said. “Let’s slow it down.” Sam nodded and broke the kick 

into smaller parts, practicing each one before putting it all together. By the end of the evening, all three 

of them could at least attempt the move without falling. 

“Imagine how good we’ll be if we keep at this,” Sam said, grinning despite his aching legs. 

The next week, Master Park noticed their extra efforts after class. “You three seem very focused 

lately,” he said, crossing his arms. “What’s motivating this sudden burst of energy?” Sam hesitated for 

a moment, then pulled the encyclopedia from his bag. Master Park’s eyes widened slightly as he 

recognized the book. 

“My grandfather showed me these,” Sam explained. “We’ve been using them to learn more about 

Taekwon-Do. There’s so much in here that we never even knew existed.” 

Master Park took the book and flipped through it, nodding thoughtfully. “These are a treasure,” he said. 

“But they’re not easy to understand without proper guidance. You must be careful not to rush ahead. 

Some techniques require a strong foundation, and attempting them too early can lead to bad habits—

or injuries.” 

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie exchanged sheepish looks. “We’ll be careful,” Ellie promised. 

Master Park studied them for a moment, then smiled. “Tell you what. Bring the encyclopedia to class 

tomorrow, and we’ll incorporate some of it into our training. That way, I can make sure you’re learning 

safely.” 
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The next day, Master Park began class by introducing a segment focused on the encyclopedia. He 

selected techniques and drills from its pages, weaving them into the regular curriculum.  

“Today,” he announced, holding up the book, “we’ll focus on some of the kicking combinations outlined 

here. These techniques aren’t just about power, they’re about precision, timing, and balance. Let’s see 

how well you can apply the basics you’ve already learned.” 

The students were thrilled, especially Sam, Joeri, and Ellie. For the first time, they felt like they were 

unlocking secrets from the past, guided by Master Park’s expertise. 

As the weeks went by, the trio noticed significant improvements in their skills. Their stances were 

stronger, their kicks sharper, and their understanding of Taekwon-Do philosophy deeper. One evening 

after class, Master Park gathered the students for a discussion. He held up the encyclopedia, turning 

to a section near the front.  

“General Choi didn’t just write about techniques,” he said. “He wrote about the spirit of Taekwon-Do. 

He believed that martial arts were a way to improve ourselves, not just physically, but mentally and 

morally.” 

He read aloud: 

      “The ultimate goal of Taekwon-Do is to build a more peaceful world by cultivating individuals 

who embody its tenets.” 

“What does that mean to you?” he asked the class. 

Sam raised his hand. “I think it means… being strong, but also kind. Like, not just using Taekwon-Do 

for yourself, but to help others.” 

Master Park nodded. “Exactly. The techniques you learn are tools, but it’s the tenets, courtesy, 

integrity, perseverance, self-control, and indomitable spirit, that shape who you are. Always remember 

that.” 

The words resonated deeply with Sam. He thought back to how far he had come since his first day at 

the dojang, the shy boy who had felt powerless against bullies. Now, he was growing stronger not just 

in body, but in character. 

One night, while walking home after training, Joeri turned to Sam and Ellie. “Do you ever think about 

what we’re really working toward? Like, what’s the end goal?” Ellie tilted her head. “A black belt, I 

guess. Isn’t that what everyone wants?” 

Sam thought for a moment, then shook his head. “I don’t think it’s just about the belt. I think it’s about 

becoming the kind of person who deserves to wear it.”  

Joeri grinned. “Sounds like something your grandfather would say.” 

Ellie laughed. “Or Master Park.” 

“Maybe,” Sam said, smiling. “But they’re not wrong.” 

As they walked under the streetlights, the three of them felt a renewed sense of purpose. The 

encyclopedia had given them more than new techniques, it had given them a glimpse of the bigger 

picture. Together, they were not just training for tournaments or belts. They were training to honor the 

legacy of Taekwon-Do and to become the best versions of themselves.  

 

 

 

 



46 
 

Chapter 30: The Spirit of General Choi 

The more time Sam, Joeri, and Ellie spent with the encyclopedia, the more they felt its impact, not just 

in their techniques, but in their hearts. They began their mornings thinking about its lessons and ended 

their nights reflecting on its words. The history of Taekwon-Do and General Choi’s vision started to feel 

like more than just distant stories; it was as if the spirit of Taekwon-Do had come alive within them. 

One Saturday afternoon, the trio gathered at Sam’s house to study together. Sam spread the first few 

volumes on the dining table, their crisp, yellowed pages glowing in the afternoon light. “This part is 

amazing,” Joeri said, pointing to a passage about the early days of Taekwon-Do. “Can you imagine 

what it must’ve been like? General Choi teaching soldiers, creating something completely new.” 

Ellie nodded, reading aloud from another page: 

      “Taekwon-Do is more than a system of fighting. It is a way of thinking and living that builds 

strength and unity through discipline, respect, and perseverance.” 

“Do you think he knew what it would become?” Sam asked, leaning back in his chair. “I mean, millions 

of people learning this, all over the world. Do you think he realized he was starting something so big?” 

Ellie paused. “Maybe. But it sounds like he didn’t just want to make something big. He wanted to make 

something… good. Something that would help people grow.” 

Joeri closed his book and sat quietly for a moment. “I don’t know about you guys, but when I read this, 

it makes me feel like… like I’m part of something huge. Like General Choi isn’t just this guy in history. 

He’s… here. With us.” 

Sam nodded slowly. “Yeah. It’s like the more we learn, the more connected we are to him. To his 

vision. And to everyone who’s ever trained in Taekwon-Do.” Ellie smiled. “I think that’s what he wanted. 

For Taekwon-Do to be more than kicks and punches. For it to bring people together.” 

After that day, their training took on a deeper meaning. In class, they paid closer attention to Master 

Park’s instructions, hearing echoes of the encyclopedia in his words. When he corrected their stances 

or reminded them to bow with respect, it wasn’t just about following rules, it was about honoring the art 

itself. 

One evening, as they practiced outside in the cool twilight, Joeri suddenly stopped mid-kick.  

“What is it?” Ellie asked. 

Joeri wiped his forehead and looked up at the darkening sky. “Do you ever feel like… like we owe it to 

General Choi to do this right? Like, not just for ourselves, but for him?”  

Sam paused, lowering his guard stance. “Yeah. I do.” 

Ellie nodded. “Me too. It’s like, he worked so hard to create this, and now it’s our job to carry it forward. 

To keep his vision alive.” The three of them stood in silence for a moment, the wind rustling the leaves 

around them. “Then we keep going,” Sam said finally. “For him. And for everyone else who believes in 

Taekwon-Do.” 

The changes inside them weren’t just about how they trained, they were about how they lived. The 

tenets of Taekwon-Do, which they had once memorized as part of their tests, now guided their 

everyday actions. 

When Sam saw someone struggling with their schoolwork, he offered to help, remembering the tenet 

of courtesy. When Joeri felt like giving up on a difficult drill, he pushed through, fueled by 

perseverance. And when Ellie faced a disagreement with a classmate, she kept her cool, practicing 

self-control. 

The most surprising change came one day at school. Sam noticed Joeri standing in the hallway, 

surrounded by a group of students. For a moment, Sam’s heart sank, thinking Joeri was being bullied 

again. But as he got closer, he realized the other kids weren’t mocking Joeri, they were listening to 

him. 
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“And then you rotate your hips like this,” Joeri was saying, demonstrating a simple block. “It’s all about 

keeping your balance.” “Wow, you’re really good at this!” one of the boys said, impressed. Joeri caught 

Sam’s eye and grinned. Later, as they walked to class, Joeri shrugged. “I guess people can tell when 

you start believing in yourself.” 

One evening after class, Master Park called the three of them over. 

“I’ve been watching you,” he said, his arms crossed. “Something has changed. You’re not just training 

harder, you’re training differently.” Sam hesitated, then said, “I think it’s the encyclopedia. It’s made us 

think about Taekwon-Do in a whole new way.” 

Master Park nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his lips. “Ah, the encyclopedia. Yes, it has 

that effect. But it’s not just the books. It’s how you’re applying what you’ve learned. Taekwon-Do isn’t 

just in your hands and feet anymore, it’s in your hearts. That’s what makes the difference.” 

He paused, then added, “You’re starting to understand what General Choi meant when he said 

Taekwon-Do is a way of life. Keep going. You’re on the right path.” 

One night, as Sam lay in bed, he thought about everything that had happened since his first day at the 

dojang. He thought about his grandfather’s stories, Master Park’s lessons, and the words in the 

encyclopedia. 

He felt a quiet resolve growing inside him. Taekwon-Do wasn’t just something he did after school. It 

wasn’t just a way to stand up to bullies or earn a black belt. It was a connection—to his friends, to his 

family, and to a legacy that spanned decades and continents. 

As he drifted off to sleep, Sam imagined General Choi standing beside him, not as a distant figure 

from history, but as a guiding presence. And in that moment, Sam knew he was part of something far 

greater than himself. 

 

Chapter 31: A Grand Challenge 

The atmosphere in the dojang was electric that evening. Master Park had called for a special meeting, 

and every student gathered with a mix of curiosity and excitement. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie sat near the 

front, their usual spot, as Master Park stepped forward, his expression calm but brimming with 

anticipation. 

“I have something special to share,” Master Park began, his voice steady but carrying a hint of 

emotion. “In just over a year, I will be testing for my 9th Dan.” 

A collective gasp filled the room. Achieving 9th Dan, the pinnacle of Taekwon-Do mastery, was a rare 

and momentous occasion. For many of the students, it was the first time they’d heard of someone so 

close to reaching such a milestone. 

Master Park smiled faintly at their reactions. “This is not just my journey,” he continued. “It is a 

reflection of everyone who has trained with me, supported me, and shared in the spirit of Taekwon-Do. 

And I want to make that day even more meaningful.” His gaze fell on Sam, Joeri, and Ellie, and his 

smile grew. 

“I would like the three of you to test for your 1st Dan on the same weekend. If you agree, you will be 

my first black belt testees as a Grandmaster.” 

The room fell silent. Sam felt his heart race. He glanced at Joeri and Ellie, who looked equally 

stunned. The weight of Master Park’s words sank in, this wasn’t just an invitation to test for black belt. 

It was an honor, a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to be part of something historic. 

After class, the three musketeers lingered by the bench outside the dojang, trying to process what had 

just happened. “Did he really mean us?” Joeri asked, his voice barely above a whisper. Ellie nodded 

slowly. “It has to be us. We’re the most senior colored belts here.” 
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“But 1st Dan…” Sam said, staring at his hands. “That’s huge. Do you think we’re ready?” Joeri 

smirked. “We’ve got over a year to prepare. If we work harder than ever, we can do it.” Ellie looked 

between them, her expression firm. “We have to do it. For Master Park. He’s always believed in us. 

Now it’s our turn to show him we’re worthy.” 

Sam took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay. Let’s do this. All for one…” 

“And one for all,” Joeri and Ellie finished in unison. 

The trio’s preparation for their black belt test began the very next day. Every class was more intense 

than the last, with Master Park pushing them to refine every technique, every pattern, every sparring 

drill. But it wasn’t just the physical challenges that tested them, it was the mental and emotional 

demands. 

One afternoon, Master Park gathered them after class. He held up a simple black belt, its fabric 

slightly frayed with age. “This was my first black belt,” he said, his voice filled with reverence. “When I 

earned it, my instructor told me something I’ve never forgotten: ‘A black belt is not the end of your 

journey, it’s the beginning.’” 

He paused, letting the words sink in. “To earn your 1st Dan, you must show me not just your skill, but 

your character. Taekwon-Do isn’t just about what you do in the dojang, it’s about how you live outside 

of it. Keep that in mind as you prepare.” 

As the months passed, the three musketeers began to embody Master Park’s teachings in every 

aspect of their lives. They practiced tirelessly, often meeting before dawn to run through patterns or 

spar in the park. 

But they also worked on themselves in other ways. Sam volunteered to help younger students in 

class, teaching them basic kicks and blocks with patience and encouragement. Joeri started standing 

up for kids at school who were being teased, using his newfound confidence to protect others. And 

Ellie organized a fundraiser to help a local charity, inspired by the tenet of courtesy. 

“It’s like Taekwon-Do is changing us,” Joeri said one evening as they rested after training. “It’s making 

us better,” Ellie agreed. 

Sam thought back to the encyclopedia and General Choi’s vision. “I think this is what he meant. 

Taekwon-Do isn’t just about being strong, it’s about being good.” 

As the date of the tests drew closer, the trio felt a mix of excitement and nerves. Master Park gave 

them individual feedback after each class, fine-tuning their techniques and helping them prepare 

mentally for the grueling exam. 

One evening, after an especially tough session, Master Park called them over. 

“I know this journey hasn’t been easy,” he said. “But I want you to know that I’m proud of each of you. 

You’ve shown the true spirit of Taekwon-Do, not just in your training, but in how you treat others and 

carry yourselves. No matter what happens on the day of the test, you’ve already proven yourselves to 

me.” 

The three of them bowed deeply, their hearts swelling with gratitude. 

The day of the tests arrived at last. The dojang was filled with spectatorsm, family, friends, and 

students from neighboring schools who had come to witness both the black belt tests and Master 

Park’s 9th Dan demonstration. 

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie stood together in their crisp white doboks, their colored belts tied tightly for the 

last time. As they prepared to begin, Master Park addressed the crowd. 

“Today is a day of new beginnings,” he said. “These three students represent the future of Taekwon-

Do, just as I hope to honor its past by taking my own next step. Let us all remember that Taekwon-Do 

is not just about belts or ranks, it is about the journey, the growth, and the connections we share.” 
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The tests were grueling. The trio performed every pattern they had learned, executed countless kicks 

and blocks, sparred with multiple opponents, and demonstrated their breaking techniques. By the end, 

their bodies ached, but their spirits soared. 

Finally, Master Park stepped forward, holding three black belts in his hands. He tied each belt around 

their waists, one by one, his expression proud but solemn. 

“Sam, Joeri, Ellie,” he said, “you are no longer my students. You are my black belts. Wear this with 

humility and honor.” Tears filled their eyes as they bowed deeply, overwhelmed by the significance of 

the moment. 

The next day, the three musketeers watched as Master Park took his own test, demonstrating the 

depth of his skill and knowledge in front of a panel of senior instructors and grandmasters. It was a 

sight to behold, a testament to decades of dedication and discipline. 

When Master Park was awarded his 9th Dan, the dojang erupted in applause. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie 

cheered the loudest, their hearts swelling with pride for the man who had guided them on their journey. 

As the celebration began, Master Park pulled them aside. 

“Now that I’m a Grandmaster,” he said, “it’s my responsibility to guide the next generation. And I 

couldn’t think of a better way to start than with you three.” The trio exchanged determined smiles. They 

knew their journey was far from over, but with Master Park by their side, they were ready for whatever 

came next. 

Chapter 32: Honoring a Legacy 

The dojang was quieter than usual that evening. The energy from the historic black belt test and 

Grandmaster Park’s 9th Dan achievement still lingered in the air, but tonight, the focus was on 

something deeper, gratitude. 

Sam, Joeri, and Ellie took their places near the front of the room, their new black belts tied snugly 

around their waists. They exchanged glances, curious about the purpose of this special class. 

Grandmaster Park entered the room, his demeanor calm but purposeful, and behind him, Sam’s 

grandfather followed, looking a bit surprised but proud.  

Grandmaster Park called the class to attention, and all the students bowed in unison. He stood in the 

center, gesturing for Sam’s grandfather to join him.  

“Tonight,” Grandmaster Park began, his voice warm but commanding, “I want to take a moment to 

recognize someone who has played an important role in my journey to becoming a Grandmaster. He 

is not just a mentor to me but a living example of what Taekwon-Do truly represents.” 

Sam’s grandfather looked down for a moment, humbled by the recognition. 

Grandmaster Park turned to face the students. “As you all know, achieving 9th Dan is not just about 

demonstrating skill. It’s about developing yourself as a leader, an instructor, and a person of integrity. 

Over the past year and a half, I’ve had the honor of learning from someone who embodies these 

qualities, Sam’s grandfather.” 

Sam felt a surge of pride as he watched his grandfather bow slightly in acknowledgment. 

“When I first approached him,” Grandmaster Park continued, “I was looking for guidance on becoming 

a better instructor. What I didn’t realize was how much he would teach me about myself.” 

He paused, his gaze thoughtful. “There were moments during my preparation when I questioned 

whether I was ready to take this step. But Sam’s grandfather reminded me of the importance of 

humility, perseverance, and trust in the process. He taught me that being a Grandmaster is not about 

perfection, it’s about growth, and helping others grow.” 
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Turning to Sam’s grandfather, Grandmaster Park smiled warmly. “You didn’t just help me refine my 

techniques or prepare my lessons. You helped me reconnect with the heart of Taekwon-Do, the reason 

I started this journey in the first place. For that, I will always be grateful.” 

He gestured toward the students. “And I want all of you to know that the wisdom he shared with me is 

now being passed on to you, through every class, every lesson, and every interaction we share.” 

Grandmaster Park stepped forward and bowed deeply to Sam’s grandfather, an act that left the entire 

room silent with awe. “Tonight,” he said, “it is my honor to present you with this certificate of 

appreciation and this special belt, a token of my gratitude for your guidance and your unwavering 

commitment to the values of Taekwon-Do.” 

He held out a pristine new belt embroidered in gold with the words Honorary Instructor in Korean and 

English. 

Sam’s grandfather’s hands trembled slightly as he accepted the belt. He bowed deeply in return, his 

voice steady but filled with emotion. “Thank you, Grandmaster Park. This means more to me than I 

can say. But I want you to know, the lessons I shared with you, I learned through my own journey in 

Taekwon-Do. It is a privilege to see you carry those lessons forward and to know that the future of this 

art is in such capable hands.” 

After the presentation, Grandmaster Park turned to the class. “Let this be a reminder to all of you. 

Taekwon-Do is not just about physical strength or rank. It is about the connections we make, the 

lessons we share, and the ways we grow together. As you progress in your own journeys, always 

remember to honor those who guide and support you.” 

The students bowed, their respect palpable in the room. 

As the students began to leave for the evening, Sam, Joeri, and Ellie stayed behind. They watched as 

Grandmaster Park and Sam’s grandfather shared a quiet conversation, their bond clear in the way 

they smiled and spoke to each other. 

Joeri nudged Sam. “Your grandfather’s amazing. It’s like he’s part of the foundation of all this.” 

Sam nodded, feeling a mixture of pride and humility. “Yeah. He’s always been there, but now I realize 

how much he’s shaped everything, even Master Park.” 

Ellie smiled. “It’s like the tenets of Taekwon-Do, passed from one person to another. Courtesy, 

integrity, perseverance… your grandfather didn’t just teach them. He lived them.” 

As they walked out into the cool night air, Sam felt a new sense of responsibility, not just to his own 

training, but to the legacy his grandfather had helped build. And he knew, deep down, that this was 

only the beginning. 

Chapter 33: A Special Tribute 

Sam sat in his room, deep in thought, as he flipped through the pages of The Encyclopedia of 

Taekwon-Do. He had come across an article about the first Taekwon-Do monument on Jeju Island, 

built in honor of General Choi Hong Hi. The monument was a symbol of the global impact of Taekwon-

Do, but it also represented something more personal to Sam, his grandfather’s lifelong dedication to 

the martial art. 

Since his parents’ passing, Sam’s grandfather had been his rock, guiding him not just in Taekwon-Do 

but in life. He had given Sam a second chance, showing him the importance of perseverance, respect, 

and the martial art’s deeper philosophy. Without him, Sam often wondered where he’d be. 

An idea began to form in Sam’s mind. What if I could take my grandfather to Jeju Island and honor him 

there at the Fist Monument? 
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Chapter 34: The Plan 

Sam couldn’t wait to share his idea with Joeri and Ellie. He found them after class, sitting on the steps 

outside the dojang, sipping water and chatting. 

“I’ve been thinking about something,” Sam began, his voice filled with excitement. “I want to do 

something special for my grandfather. He’s done so much for me, for all of us, and I want to show him 

how much it means to me.” 

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “What are you thinking?” 

“I want to take him to Jeju Island,” Sam explained. “There’s a Taekwon-Do monument there, the first 

one ever built, and I think it would be the perfect way to honor him. He’s always talked about how 

Taekwon-Do changed his life, and I want him to see how far it’s come.” 

Joeri’s face lit up. “That sounds amazing! But how do we make it happen?” 

Sam smiled. “That’s where you two come in. I think we could raise the funds for the trip. We could host 

events, sponsor Taekwon-Do demonstrations, and even have a fundraiser dinner. We all know how 

much Master Park and my grandfather have done for this community, so I’m sure people would want 

to help.” 

Ellie nodded. “We could even invite Grandmaster Park to join us. It would be the perfect trip to 

celebrate everything we’ve worked for.” 

 

Chapter 35: Raising Funds 

The trio jumped into action, starting their fundraising efforts with enthusiasm. They began by 

organizing a community Taekwon-Do demonstration in the park. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie performed 

together, showing off their black belt skills, while Master Park spoke about the values of Taekwon-Do. 

Afterward, they set up a booth where people could donate to their Jeju Island fund. Flyers were 

passed out around town, and the local businesses began to pitch in, offering items for a silent auction. 

Even Joeri’s father, who had begun to sober up, helped out by donating homemade baked goods to 

sell. 

The fundraiser dinner was held at a local community hall. The event was filled with speeches, live 

music, and a delicious spread of food. Sam’s grandfather was deeply touched when the entire room 

stood in applause, honoring him for his contributions to Taekwon-Do. 

“We did it,” Sam said to Joeri and Ellie as they counted the final donations. “We raised enough money 

for the trip. It’s happening.” 

 

Chapter 36: A Journey Begins 

After months of planning, the day finally arrived. Sam, Joeri, Ellie, Master Park, and Sam’s grandfather 

boarded the plane to Jeju Island. Sam’s heart raced with excitement. This trip wasn’t just about seeing 

the monument, it was about honoring his grandfather’s legacy and everything Taekwon-Do had given 

them. 

Upon arriving in Jeju, they made their way to the Taekwon-Do monument, a towering sculpture that 

represented the global spread of the art. Sam’s grandfather stood in front of it, his eyes misting over 

with emotion. 

“This is incredible,” he whispered. “I never imagined it would grow to be this big. I didn’t do it alone, 

though. Taekwon-Do was always about community. It’s all of you who’ve made it what it is.” Master 

Park, standing beside him, placed a hand on his shoulder. “We did it together. You helped build the 

foundation, and now the next generation will carry it forward.” 
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As the group stood there, Sam felt the weight of the moment. He had honored his grandfather in the 

best way possible, by acknowledging the deep impact he had on everyone around him. The trip to Jeju 

wasn’t just a journey to a monument; it was a journey of gratitude and recognition, a celebration of the 

family, friends, and mentors who had made Sam who he was. 

The trip was a turning point in Sam’s life, reminding him of the importance of honoring those who 

shape our lives and teaching him that Taekwon-Do was about more than just fighting, it was about 

respect, legacy, and community. 

Chapter 37: The Farmer’s Story 

As the group stood in front of the monument, taking in its towering presence, a soft rustle in the air 

interrupted the quiet reverence of the moment. An old man, his weathered face lined with years of hard 

work, walked slowly toward them. His clothes were simple, and his hands were rough from years of 

labor, but there was a calmness in his steps, as though he carried the weight of history itself. 

He stopped in front of the group, gazing up at the monument with a deep respect. The silence 

between them felt like a bridge across time, unspoken yet powerful. Then, the old man turned toward 

Sam and his friends, his eyes twinkling with a gentle wisdom. 

“Are you interested in the history of this monument?” he asked in a voice that cracked like dry leaves 

but held a warmth that immediately drew them in. 

Master Park, always eager to learn more about Taekwon-Do’s past, nodded. “Yes, please,” he replied, 

stepping forward. “We’ve come here to honor General Choi and the roots of Taekwon-Do. I’m sure 

there is much more to this monument than we know.” 

The farmer smiled softly and began his tale, his voice slow but steady as he recounted the past. 

“Many years ago, Taekwon-Do was just starting to take root in Korea,” he began, his eyes distant as 

he spoke. “The military on Jeju Island played a large part in spreading it. General Choi Hong Hi, who 

was its founder, was a visionary. He believed in Taekwon-Do’s power not just as a martial art, but as a 

way to unite people, to build strength and character.” 

The farmer paused, his gaze shifting to the monument. “This monument was first built by the military 

as a tribute to General Choi, to honor him and his vision. But soon after, the tides of history changed.” 

He shook his head. “When General Choi was forced to leave Korea, his enemies, those who feared 

his influence, destroyed the monument. They wanted to erase the history of Taekwon-Do, to erase the 

man who had made such a difference.” 

Sam felt his heart tighten as he listened. The idea of something so important being torn down simply 

out of fear seemed almost incomprehensible. 

The farmer continued, his voice filled with a quiet pride. “But then, years later, I found the pieces. I was 

walking on my land when I came across fragments of stone, pieces of the broken monument. I didn’t 

know what it was at first, but I knew it was important. So, I started collecting them. Slowly, bit by bit, I 

gathered every piece I could find.” 

The group listened in awe as the old man’s words painted a picture of perseverance, of a man 

determined to rebuild what had been destroyed. “Over the years, I kept gathering pieces, repairing 

and restoring. It wasn’t easy. It took years of work, of patience, but eventually, I had enough to put it 

back together.” 

He smiled, his face softening as he looked at the monument. “And now, here it stands, stronger than 

before, representing the resilience of Taekwon-Do and the spirit of those who will never let it die. 

General Choi’s vision lives on, in each of you, and in every person who practices the art.” 
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Chapter 38: The Lesson of Resilience 

Sam felt a deep sense of respect for the old farmer. His dedication to preserving the monument—

against all odds reminded him of everything he and his friends had been through. They, too, had faced 

challenges, had been tested in ways they never expected, but had always found a way to keep going. 

“You’ve done something amazing,” Sam said, his voice filled with admiration. “You’ve brought history 

back to life.” The farmer’s eyes twinkled again. “It was never really gone, just waiting to be found. Just 

like Taekwon-Do, it will always find a way to grow, no matter how much it’s challenged.” 

Master Park nodded in agreement. “It is the way of Taekwon-Do. It is not just about strength in battle, 

but about the strength of spirit. And like the farmer rebuilding the monument, we too must rebuild, 

restore, and honor what is important.” 

The old farmer smiled gently and turned to leave, but not before adding one last piece of wisdom. “The 

history of Taekwon-Do is written in stone. But its true power lives in the hearts of those who practice 

it.” 

As the farmer walked away, Sam looked at his friends, his heart full. The lessons he had learned 

today, not just about history, but about resilience and the strength of spirit, would stay with him forever. 

He glanced at his grandfather, who stood silently by the monument, his eyes lost in thought. Sam 

knew that his grandfather, too, had faced challenges, but like the monument, he had never been 

broken. 

The journey to Jeju Island had been about honoring the past, but it was also about recognizing the 

strength to carry that legacy forward. And Sam, Joeri, Ellie, and even Master Park understood that 

their journey was just beginning, like the monument, they were all part of something much bigger than 

themselves. 

Chapter 39: A Shared History 

As the farmer walked away, his figure growing smaller on the path leading to the hills, Sam felt a 

sudden urge to speak with him again. Something about the old man’s quiet wisdom and the story of 

the monument lingered in his mind. 

Without thinking twice, Sam broke into a run, his feet thudding against the soft ground as he chased 

after the farmer. The others looked at him in confusion, but Sam didn’t stop. He had to know more, 

there was something he hadn’t asked, something important about the farmer’s life, something that 

connected him to the history of Taekwon-Do. 

He finally caught up to the farmer, who had paused at a small wooden bench near a grove of trees. 

Breathing heavily, Sam stopped in front of him. 

“Excuse me, sir,” Sam said, trying to catch his breath. “I have to ask you something. The farmer 

turned, his wrinkled face lighting up with a smile as he noticed the sincerity in Sam’s eyes. He nodded 

slowly. “Of course, young man. I’d be happy to share more.” 

They sat on the bench together, and the old man reached into his coat, pulling out a small, battered 

thermos. Sam could smell the strong scent of coffee as the farmer poured them both a cup. The heat 

of the drink felt comforting, grounding Sam as he took a sip and gathered his thoughts. 

“I’m Sam,” he said, looking at the farmer with genuine curiosity. “And I know you must’ve been part of 

Taekwon-Do history in some way. I can feel it in the way you talk about it, like you’ve lived it.” 

The farmer chuckled softly, his hands clasped around the thermos. “Ah, I see you’re not just interested 

in the monument but in the story behind it. Well, I’ll tell you the truth: I was just a young man when 

Taekwon-Do first started in Korea, in the army. General Choi introduced it to us, all of us. Every man 

born after the war trained in it, as we were the first generation to hear of it.” 

Sam’s eyes widened with realization. “You were a soldier?” 
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The farmer nodded, his face growing serious. “Yes. I was a soldier on Jeju Island. I didn’t know much 

about Taekwon-Do back then, but we trained hard every day. The general’s vision was clear: Taekwon-

Do was not just about fighting, it was about building character, honor, and strength. We followed him 

because he had a fire in his heart, a belief that Taekwon-Do could unite a fractured nation, and we 

wanted to be part of that.” 

Sam sat back, amazed. He had never considered that the farmer could have been one of the very first 

soldiers to practice Taekwon-Do, training alongside General Choi’s vision for the future. 

“Did you ever meet General Choi?” Sam asked, unable to hide his excitement. 

The farmer’s gaze grew distant, as if he was seeing the past unfold before him. “Yes, I met him several 

times. He was a commanding presence. Even when he didn’t say much, you could feel his power in 

the room. But he wasn’t just about strength in the body. His mind, his heart, those were just as strong. 

He believed Taekwon-Do was about developing yourself as a person, not just as a fighter.” 

Sam absorbed every word, feeling the weight of history and the legacy that had shaped so much of his 

life. His grandfather, Master Park, and now this farmer, people who had been part of Taekwon-Do’s 

very beginning. They were all tied together by this shared history, this shared art. 

“What made you stop practicing Taekwon-Do?” Sam asked cautiously, curious but respectful. 

The farmer paused for a moment, then looked out over the landscape, his expression softening. “I 

didn’t stop because I wanted to. The military came to an end for me, and I became a farmer, as I still 

am. But Taekwon-Do never left me. It’s in my bones, in my way of living. You don’t forget something 

like that.” 

Sam nodded, understanding. He could see it in the farmer’s eyes, the strength, the discipline, the quiet 

confidence that only comes from a lifetime of training. 

The farmer handed Sam the thermos, pouring them both another cup of coffee.  

“The monument? It was never about the stone or the broken pieces. It was always about what 

Taekwon-Do taught us, about resilience, about coming together, about never giving up. That’s what I 

wanted to preserve, what I wanted to show the next generations. This art lives through you now, 

through all who practice it.” 

Sam took the cup, feeling a deep sense of gratitude. He wasn’t just learning Taekwon-Do in the dojang 

anymore, he was learning about the heart of it, the spirit that ran through generations of people who 

had made it what it was today. And in that moment, Sam realized that his journey wasn’t just about 

earning a black belt, it was about carrying forward that same resilience, that same spirit of unity and 

strength. 

As they sat there in silence, sipping their coffee, Sam felt a renewed sense of purpose. He was no 

longer just practicing Taekwon-Do for himself or to honor his grandfather. He was part of something 

much bigger, a legacy that spanned generations, a family of practitioners bound by respect and 

shared history. 

When they finished their coffee, the farmer stood, brushing off his clothes. “Remember, young man,” 

he said, smiling, “the true strength of Taekwon-Do is not in the punches or kicks. It’s in the spirit we 

carry with us, in how we treat others, and how we rise after every fall. Keep that in your heart, and 

you’ll never lose your way.” 

Sam stood with him, offering a deep bow. “Thank you. I won’t forget.” 

The farmer smiled, nodding. Then, he turned and walked slowly down the path, his figure fading into 

the distance. Sam stood still for a moment, feeling a quiet connection to the man, to the history, and to 

the legacy that would continue through him and his friends. 

As he turned to head back to the others, he felt something inside him click. Taekwon-Do was no longer 

just a martial art, it was a way of life. And it was something he would carry with him forever. 
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Chapter 40: Growth in Silence 

When Sam returned to the others, his friends were sitting on the grass near the monument, chatting 

and laughing. Their voices carried across the cool air, filled with playful teasing. 

“Hey, Sam! How come you get the coffee while we’re stuck here with no cups?” Joeri joked, nudging 

Ellie as she laughed. Ellie, grinning, added, “Yeah, Sam, you didn’t share! What kind of friend are 

you?” But Sam just smiled softly, his heart still filled with the weight of the conversation he’d just had. 

He didn’t immediately respond to their teasing. Instead, he simply sat down beside them, his mind still 

swirling with the farmer’s words. 

The moment Sam sat down, the mood shifted slightly. Joeri and Ellie exchanged looks, sensing 

something different in Sam. His usual easygoing demeanor seemed tempered by a newfound depth, a 

quiet understanding that hadn’t been there before. 

“What happened?” Ellie asked gently, her curiosity piqued by Sam’s reflective expression. “Did you 

learn something from that farmer?” 

Sam nodded, his voice steady as he spoke. “Yeah… I learned a lot. That farmer, he’s lived through the 

history of Taekwon-Do. He was one of the first soldiers who trained when General Choi introduced it to 

the army. He told me about how Taekwon-Do wasn’t just about fighting, but about character, how it’s 

about building strength from the inside out.  

Joeri and Ellie listened intently, their eyes wide with surprise. The story seemed to resonate deeply 

with them, too. Ellie spoke first, her voice soft. “That’s amazing, Sam. I had no idea… I mean, I’ve 

always known Taekwon-Do was more than just punches and kicks, but hearing it like that, it makes it 

feel so… powerful.” 

Sam smiled, feeling the weight of the farmer’s wisdom settle in his chest. “It’s more than just about the 

fighting, isn’t it? It’s about the spirit, the heart of it. It’s about never giving up, no matter what happens. 

And it’s about carrying that forward, to the next generation.” 

There was a pause as the group took in the significance of Sam’s words. The quiet of the moment 

stretched on as they each reflected on the meaning of what Sam had learned. 

In the distance, Master Park and Sam’s grandfather had been quietly observing the scene. They 

shared a brief look, one that was full of understanding and mutual respect. Both men had seen this 

kind of growth before, how Taekwon-Do was more than just an art, but a journey that transformed not 

only the body but also the soul. 

Grandmaster Park, who had been silent until now, spoke up, his voice calm but filled with pride. “Sam,” 

he said, his tone carrying a weight of respect, “what you have just shared with your friends is the 

essence of Taekwon-Do. Not the kicks, not the punches, but the spirit, the determination to rebuild, to 

rise above the challenges. That is the true path of Taekwon-Do.” 

Master Park turned to Sam’s grandfather, his eyes warm with admiration. “You’ve raised a fine young 

man, my friend. Sam’s growth is evident, not only in his strength and skill but in his heart.” 

Sam’s grandfather nodded, a proud smile touching his lips. “He’s a good boy. He’s always been.” 

Sam felt a deep warmth spread through him at their words, their recognition of his growth. The journey 

he had started seemed so much bigger now, more meaningful than he had ever imagined. It wasn’t 

just about earning a black belt anymore; it was about living the principles of Taekwon-Do in every part 

of his life. 

He turned to Joeri and Ellie, who were still processing the depth of his conversation with the farmer. 

They smiled at him, their expressions full of respect and understanding. 

Ellie nudged Sam playfully. “I guess we should get our own cups of coffee next time, huh?” she 

teased, though there was no malice in her words, just a shared sense of camaraderie. 
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Sam laughed, feeling a sense of lightness return. “Definitely. I owe you both one.” 

Joeri grinned. “Yeah, but next time, make sure it’s not just some old farmer’s coffee.” 

They all laughed, the tension of the moment breaking. But Sam knew, deep down, that something had 

changed. This was no longer just a trip to Jeju Island, it was a turning point in his journey. He could 

feel the strength of the Taekwon-Do spirit within him, guiding him, shaping him into the person he was 

meant to be. 

As they stood up and began to walk back toward the car, Sam glanced back at the monument one last 

time. It stood tall and proud, a symbol of resilience, of history, and of the unbreakable spirit of 

Taekwon-Do. 

And in that moment, Sam understood, he was part of that legacy now, and he would carry it forward, 

just as the farmer had carried the pieces of the broken monument back together. 

 

Chapter 41: The Dutch Ship and the Spirit of Survival 

The group had spent the morning in quiet reflection at the Taekwon-Do monument, but now they were 

on the move again, walking through the streets of Jeju, heading towards another part of the island’s 

rich history. Sam’s grandfather had suggested they visit the site where the Dutch ship, the De 

Sperwer, had landed centuries ago, bringing with it the story of the Dutchman Hendrick Hamel and his 

crew. It was a piece of history that seemed far removed from their own, yet as Sam would soon 

discover, it had a connection to the spirit they had been learning about through Taekwon-Do. 

As they arrived at the small museum near the docks, Sam could see the faint outline of an old ship 

model in the distance. They entered, and the soft hum of the exhibits surrounded them. The room was 

filled with maritime artifacts, maps, and pieces of history, remnants of a time long past, but still alive in 

the heart of Jeju Island. 

“This is where it all started,” Master Park said, his voice low with reverence. “Hendrick Hamel, a Dutch 

sailor, was shipwrecked here in 1653 after his vessel was caught in a storm. He and his crew were 

stranded on Jeju Island for nearly 13 years. During that time, they learned the ways of the island and 

its people, and they too showed the spirit of survival that we recognize in Taekwon-Do.” 

Sam looked around the room, his eyes drawn to a small plaque detailing the crew’s story. The Dutch 

sailors had been imprisoned, but through their time on Jeju, they had built relationships with the locals 

and learned the ways of life on the island. Despite the hardship they faced, the sailors had 

persevered, and in time, they were able to escape.  

It was a story of survival, of resilience, of people who faced overwhelming odds and refused to give in. 

It was a story that echoed the very principles they had been learning in Taekwon-Do: strength in the 

face of adversity, the refusal to give up, and the spirit of unity that could overcome even the most 

difficult challenges. 

As Sam read more about Hamel and his crew, he felt a deep connection to their journey. There was 

something universal about their struggle, something timeless. Taekwon-Do, too, had survived against 

the odds. From the military repression in the 20th century to the struggles General Choi faced in 

spreading the art across the world, Taekwon-Do had endured, had grown, and had been carried 

forward by those who were willing to fight for it. 

Joeri, who had been reading a nearby plaque, spoke up. “It’s amazing, isn’t it? How much we have in 

common with them. They fought through everything, storms, captivity, isolation, and Taekwon-Do is 

like that too. It’s a way of fighting through life’s storms.” 

Ellie nodded, her eyes wide with understanding. “And just like Taekwon-Do, they didn’t just fight for 

survival, they fought to learn, to grow. They found a way to adapt to their circumstances, and 

eventually, they thrived.” 
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Sam smiled at his friends, feeling a sense of unity between them. They had started this journey with a 

shared interest in Taekwon-Do, but now, it seemed like they were all beginning to see the broader 

connections between life, struggle, and perseverance. 

Master Park looked at them with approval, his eyes reflecting the wisdom of years spent teaching and 

training. “You see? The spirit of Taekwon-Do is not just about physical strength or skill. It is the same 

spirit that has carried people through the toughest trials in history. The determination to survive, to rise, 

to adapt. That is what Taekwon-Do teaches us, and what this monument represents. And it is the 

same spirit you see in the story of Hamel and his crew.” 

Sam looked back at the ship model, his heart filled with a new sense of appreciation for the history 

they had been learning about. The De Sperwer was a symbol of endurance, of strength in the face of 

hardship, and it was more than just a relic of the past, it was a living testament to the resilience that 

was at the core of Taekwon-Do. 

His grandfather placed a hand on his shoulder, and Sam looked up to see a proud smile on the old 

man’s face. 

“You’ve come a long way, Sam,” his grandfather said, his voice full of warmth. “Not just in your training, 

but in your understanding of what it means to live by the principles of Taekwon-Do. The strength to 

endure, to persevere, to rise above. You are truly living the art.” 

Sam felt a surge of emotion. He had always admired his grandfather, but now he saw him in a new 

light, not just as a mentor in Taekwon-Do, but as someone who had lived through hardship, who had 

survived battles of his own, and who had always embodied the spirit of the art. 

 

Chapter 42 The journey home 

The three friends and their mentors sat quietly as the plane ascended into the sky, leaving the lush 

landscapes of Korea behind. Sam, Joeri, and Ellie gazed out of the small windows, their minds swirling 

with thoughts and emotions from the past few days. The conversations with the old farmer, the visit to 

Jeju Island, and the monument’s powerful history played like a reel in their minds. 

Sam leaned back, closing his eyes. He thought about his grandfather’s journey, both in life and 

Taekwon-Do, and how much he had learned from him. The encyclopedia, the Jeju monument, and all 

the stories shared over cups of coffee felt like pieces of a puzzle that were finally coming together. 

Next to him, Joeri stared at the seatback screen, though he wasn’t watching the movie playing. 

Instead, he reflected on his own growth. It wasn’t long ago that he’d been uncertain about even 

stepping into the dojang, and now he couldn’t imagine life without Taekwon-Do or his two best friends. 

Ellie sat with a notebook on her lap, scribbling down thoughts and moments she wanted to remember. 

The trip had inspired her in ways she hadn’t expected. For the first time, she felt a deep connection not 

only to the physical practice of Taekwon-Do but also to its philosophy and history. 

As the hours passed, the group shared quiet smiles and a few words, but mostly, they each stayed lost 

in thought. Even Grandmaster Park and Sam’s grandfather sat in companionable silence, exchanging 

an occasional nod as if acknowledging how far they had all come together. 

When the plane finally landed, the three musketeers felt both tired and invigorated. Walking through 

the terminal, they joked about their cramped legs and the strange airplane food, but their hearts were 

full of gratitude. 

Who knows what adventures lie ahead? More challenges, triumphs, and discoveries await for Sam, 

Joeri, Ellie, and those who walk alongside them in their Taekwon-Do journey.  

 

Their story is far from over! 


