A True Warrior

I remember once while sitting in my English class during my summer program when my teacher, Ms. Billini, gave us a word of advice for when times get tough. She said, “Tough times don’t last, tough people do.” Immediately I thought of my cousin Fransis. Fransis is a young, 21 year old woman who loves to do anything daring and spontaneous. Fransis made a decision that would change her life completely. Decisions that will not only affect her, but will also affect her family. She decided to go to join the Marines and fight for our country. 
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On father’s day I received a phone call from my cousin Fransis. I thought she called to speak to my father considering her father-died years earlier. My cousin revealed that she was leaving to the war in Iraq and had to report to intense training on July 16th. She would leave to the war from there. My stomach dropped and I was speechless. How could she just leave our family? I had mixed emotions about her leaving, but I tried to think positive. I knew it wasn’t her choice. I also knew that she had overcome many obstacles in her life and this would just be another obstacle she would have to face.


Fransis had been through it all. Her father died when she was a teenager, she was also forced to leave her New York City home because of severe asthma. Even her older brother had let her down when he was incarcerated leaving her all alone.  She didn’t show many emotions or fears she has always been courageous. She was courageous enough to face life and now courageous enough to fight for our country.  The rest of her family is worried for her. Her mother is extremely proud of Fransis. She knows that she will be in danger and there is no way that she can prevent it.  It worries her that she might get hurt and she doesn’t even entertain the thought of something worst.  Some people in my family say that she knew what she was getting herself into when she joined the Marines after the war began.

 Perhaps she had an idea of what she was getting herself into, but the truth is we all were afraid for her, especially me.  I thought that I would never see her again. On my trip to Florida, I went to visit my grandmother. Francis walked in and we spoke about what was happening and how her life was going to change completely. She told me not to be worried. She was telling me all of the sacrifices she had to make. She was forced to gain weight to fit in the smallest weight class. When it was time to say goodbye. I just stood up tall and faced the music. I stood strong. Crying is not an option in the Marines, and I was a family member of a true warrior. A warrior who never let any thing or anyone bring her down.  
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I hope and pray for her safety every single day. I feel as though she can hear my prayers and that itself keeps me sane. All I can wish for is that she stays strong and does not let the horrors of the war swallow her. Her family will stay strong as well.  When she returns she will be rewarded like every Iraq war veteran should be.   I will give her something she has always wanted. I’ll take her to visit New York City and see the beautiful white snow for the first time. 

Written By: Omar
· Omar provided both pictures of Fransis in fatigues and Fransis with her family.
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