
Nick Anderson: A U.S. Marine 
 

 
August 18, 2013, Camp Leatherneck, Helmand Province, Afghanistan 
When I was 13 in 2005, and someone told me that I would be a U.S. marine, I would say that 
they were crazy. But in March of 2013 I went to my local recruiters office in West Monroe, 
Louisiana. I was sent to Parris Island, South Carolina for 13 weeks of boot camp. Marine boot 
camp is the most physically and mentally difficult among all U.S. Forces. My drill instructor was 
one of the biggest guys I’ve ever seen. He was 6’9” and looked about 250 pounds. All that 
weight was muscle. Anyway I guess I’m pretty crazy for joining the Marines. Well, I have to go, I 
have guard duty tonight. 
August 20, 2013, Camp Leatherneck, Helmand Province, Afghanistan 
I guess, reading this book, you would want to know the daily schedule of a U.S Marine, right? 
Well it starts off at 5:00 a.m. We wake up and do some drills. Some days we do target shooting. 
Some days we do mission planning. And other days, we run through set up courses. We do that 
until about 6 in the morning. After that, we go to the mess hall and have breakfast. 
(I’ll talk about what we eat later on.) After breakfast we have about an hour of free time. I 
normally spend free time either writing in here, writing letters back home, messing around with 
my buddies, playing football or basketball with my friends, or target shooting. Around 7:00 a.m, 
me and my buddies go work out. We’ll have pushup contests, 5 mile races, see who can bench 
press the most weight, and stuff like that. At 9 a.m, we get together and raise the flag. At 9:30, 
we either go scout in the field, or play cards. The rest of the day is up to the Sgt. Around 10 at 
night, everyone goes to their tents. Some people have guard shifts. The first shift is from 10 
p.m. to midnight. The next shift is midnight to 3 a.m. The third shift is 3 a.m. to wake-up. 
Everyone is required at least one night of guard duty a week. I normally pick first shift. There are 
two people at each guard tower. Well, I have to go to a meeting now. 
August 22, 2013, Camp Leatherneck, Helmand Province, Afghanistan 
Yesterday was my first battle. We were supposed to go through the woods near our camp and 
out of nowhere an enemy soldier popped out of nowhere and shot. He hit the guy beside me 
right in the chest. He went down screaming. There were about 20 others. Luckily, there were 
about 30 of us. We took the first guy out by a grenade that my buddy threw. We held up a 
firefight for about an hour and they retreated. I hit two guys but they didn’t die. One of ‘em was 
hit in the knee and the other in the hand. My M-4 blew his hand off. After they retreated we went 
back to camp. About 5 of our guys were KIA (killed in action). Two were wounded. It was pretty 
crazy. When we got back to camp it was around 9:30 p.m. and I took a shower and went to bed. 
August 23, 2013, Camp Leatherneck, Helmand Province, Afghanistan  
By now, you’re probably wondering about what we eat for food right? Well the food is okay. We 
eat MRE’s (Meals Ready to Eat.) Some call them C-Rations or C-Rats. An MRE consists of a 
main dish, which can be heated using just water and a special packet they have inside - no fire 
or external heat necessary. It also has some other stuff like wheat bread, peanut butter, coffee, 
kool-aid and a desert, which is sometimes a packaged candy like skittles or M&Ms, but 
sometimes something like a lemon cake or fruit slices in a thick sauce. Another way to eat food 
is if you get some in a care package. People back home can send you a care package. They 
can put anything inside. Most of mine consist of letters from friends and family, cookies, canned 
foods, beef jerky, and pictures of family members. I don’t have a wife or kids so i don’t get 
anything from a wife. My friends get letters from girlfriends and wives, pictures of their  little 
children, family cards, and stuff like that. Sometimes one of my friends gets some really good 
sausage that i normally trade some cookies for. I’m gonna go now. I have guard duty. 
August 25, 2013, somewhere in Helmand Province, Afghanistan 



  Yesterday we were walking around and got caught up in a fire fight. We had to retreat because 
we were outnumbered by about 30 troops we had like 20 and they had like 50. Anyway we had 
to retreat to the woods and that’s where we are right now. We are running out of food and water 
and my friend just died of heat stroke. This is a messed up place. 
August 26, 2013, Camp Bastion, Helmand Province, Afghanistan 
Last night we were ambushed by about 30 enemy troops. I shot as much as I can but all of a 
sudden I felt a sharp pain in my shoulder. I screamed in agony. Then I looked down and my arm 
had been shot off I was losing so much blood. I passed out and I just woke up. I’m at Camp 
Bastion because it was the closest hospital that I could get air transport to. I look over in the bed 
beside me and there is a man with no legs. I look closer and realize he is my friend. My arm isn’t 
on my body, just a bunch of gauze.  
August 27, 2013, West Monroe, Louisiana 
Last night the nurses decided to send me home. So i flew home in a marine helicopter. I got 
home and saw my mom. She smiled. The second she looked where my arm used to be, she 
bursted out in tears. That made me cry. Anyway I’m laying in a hospital bed at my hometown in 
West Monroe. I’m never going to go back into the military. 
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