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I am a former Marine Grunt. An Infantryman Rifleman, O311, Marine Sergeant, with three tours in Iraq. A decorated War Veteran since the age of 19. I am a door kicker. I am a Warfighter. I'm the one who kicks in your door and comes into your house. I love SWAT teams and protecting people. I'm the one that you might find in your bushes or on a rooftop surveilling you from several hundred yards away. Gratefully, I was able to survive 3 tours on the frontlines of a real War.
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I was born in Atlanta, Georgia. At the age of 2 my mother and I moved to Orlando, Florida. I was an only child. I got involved with sports by playing baseball when I was 6. By the time I was 8, I was playing baseball, basketball, and football. My first stepfather was a fireman and a police officer who flew on a helicopter as a medic and a sheriff’s deputy. He is a hell of a man and a fine mentor. He taught me the correct ways to do things in life as a man. I will forever be grateful to have had him in my life. By age 10 my parents got divorced, and my second stepfather wasn’t as refined as the first. I experienced him in domestic abuse situations with my mother quite often. He was a bass guitarist in a gospel group that played in churches all over Florida. He was always well-dressed and smooth. Probably the coolest cat I’ve ever met in my life. I learned to love him as a dad, but that love turned to rage as I got older, and the domestic abuse of my mother continued. My mother is an intelligent woman. She was an accountant and a nonprofit business owner at one time. Though strict, my mother always made sure I had what I needed and that I could survive on my own, because she lost her mother at a very early age and had to live with family members growing up. She never wanted me to be in that position in my life. To need to depend on anyone for anything. I would never be the hard-nosed Marine that I became if it wasn’t for my mother’s love and discipline. 

In high school, I was on a scholarly path since I was a freshman. I was in the Advanced Placement (AP) program which allowed me to earn college credit while still in high school. I was always an athlete first in my mind, and I played on the school’s basketball and football teams. I was so good that as a sophomore I was moved up to Varsity after a few JV games. I played running back and cornerback. I was extremely fast with my bowlegs and long feet. But I was only 5’8’’ and that wasn’t a promising height for a basketball player or a DB in football. So, I had to consider my options carefully. I had no problems passing the SAT or ACT and scored well enough to be offered academic scholarships for full rides. I actually started to look at the military as a career option when I was 17. Up until that point, I figured football and academics both would get me to college with no problem. But I was impressed by the strength of military men. Something about what they were able to endure caught my attention. Being physically tough enough to fight, shoot, run far, and generally kick ass was exactly what I was looking for. As I mentioned earlier, as I got older, I started to dislike my stepfather for putting his hands on my mother, and this led me to believe that it was the military that could teach me and make me tough enough to fight him back. Specifically, it was the look in every Marine’s eye that I saw in books, which let me know that I wanted to know what they knew too. I wanted to be like them. Strong and able to protect people. This is also around the time I fell in love with SWAT teams and their tactical dominance on the streets. In fact, in Orlando, the fugitive detectives had a Latin saying – Venatores Virorum – which meant “Hunters of Men”. After serving my 1st tour in Iraq, I would later get this tattooed on my body in Latin. I had even pondered being a Fugitive Hunter with the U.S. Marshals. I was thoroughly impressed with the missions of the U.S. Marshals Service, so that’s the career I initially set my sights on. However, when I was a senior in high school, I went to visit the U.S. Marshals at the Orlando Federal Courthouse and I asked them if I wanted to become a Deputy Marshal if I should go to college or the Marines first. They were caught up on how low the pay for deputies happened to be at the time and told me to go to the Marines then college afterwards. I listened and followed their recommendation.  

Before I ever considered speaking to the Marines, however, I wanted to major in Forensic Science and become a Trace Evidence Examiner. Working in a crime lab with hairs, fibers, and soils. So, I decided early on that I either wanted to earn a degree in Forensics from the University of Central Florida in my hometown of Orlando, or attend Eastern Kentucky University, which also had a great program in Forensics. The adventurer side of me had to get out of Orlando and had to see the rest of the world. I mean, how can you not in our generation, right? We've been informed of so much, educated well, and had our eyes opened to so much thanks to the Internet. Why not want to treat the world like it's your playground?

Initially, I had every intention of attending Eastern Kentucky University to major in Forensic Science. I was accepted into several colleges during my senior year of high school including University of Central Florida, Florida International University, Morehouse College, Eastern Kentucky University and Jacksonville State University. Now, of those, three happened to be out of the state of Florida. And as any student knows, once you leave your state, you're going to incur higher out-of-state student expenses as far as admissions go. Not only was I accepted into UCF, but I was also accepted into their Lead Scholars program, which was basically their honors program for undergrads. Next, I took a tour of Eastern Kentucky all by myself when I was 18. I happened to be working after school as a Porter at Kmart at the time. I saved up, bought myself a Greyhound ticket and let my mother know what I was doing. I got myself a hotel room and made the ride up to Kentucky on my own. Since I was 18, I've always been all about getting out, doing my own thing, and traveling. Not in a rebellious way, just in a way that I knew I was going to take a different path than many. That path is called The WarDawg Trail. I knew there were things that I needed to see and needed to do in life, like becoming a U.S. Marine Rifleman.

Back then, I was thinking of becoming a reserve Marine Military Police Officer or MP, only because it would all fall back into helping me with the Forensic Science field. I took that trip up to EKU, got to meet the Forensic Science director there, and brought back some souvenirs from the program. I was excited that I knew where I was going and knew what I was going to do. I was ready to continue that plan. Although I still had the in-state option to go to UCF and their Lead Scholars program, I was also accepted at Florida International University with an academic scholarship. So, I was going to be able to go to FIU for free if I decided to stay in Florida.

EKU accepted me into their Forensics program; however, I received a letter stating that because I was an out-of-state student, I was not given priority for academic scholarships because those went to the in-state students first. So, once I got that letter telling me that my scholarship options were going to be limited to go out-of-state, that's when I locked in on the Marines and knew what I needed to do. And since at the time Forensics was going to be put on hold and postponed, I decided I didn't want to just be a Marine Reservist anymore. I wanted to be full-time, Active Duty all day every day, living the Marine lifestyle and traveling the world.

My next step was to decide to change from the MP Military Police field to the Infantry, because I wanted to join Marine Force Recon and be a badass! I can't explain to you how much the whole aspect of being a Grunt appealed to me. Being on the ground, patrolling, learning survival techniques, self-defense, weapons, traveling, and meeting great dudes from across the country.

I let the Marine recruiter know that I was ready to go full-time Active Duty and become a Grunt. After a lot of paperwork, we set off on a journey to the MEPS which is the Military Entrance Processing Station down in Tampa, FL. When I was taken there, I took my ASVAB and scored a 90. Because I scored so well, the recruiter immediately tried to get me to choose other fields besides the Infantry, because the Grunts only required a score of 31. So, he tried to sell me on a bunch of other options, telling me things I'd have security clearances for etc. But he couldn't push me off that Infantry option, the 03 field, because that was for me all day, every day. I've always had a passion for Fugitive Manhunting, SWAT teams and Special Ops. That's always been my thing. And once I hit age 18, I knew that was where I'd fit in best. That's where a person with my mold would be most effectively used to serve society as a productive citizen.

I graduated from high school with honors and a 4.1 weighted GPA in May of 2002, and within three weeks the Marine recruiter came by my house and told me he had an opening in Boot Camp right then and there. He said I could leave that day and not have to wait until August. After finding out the news about EKU, I was kind of stuck in limbo as far as not wanting to stay in-state and wanted to explore my other options in life. Once the recruiter notified me, I immediately told my parents. Then I went to my after-school job at Kmart, cashed my last paycheck, kept 20 bucks, gave the rest to my mom, and let the recruiter know I was ready. Shortly after, he came by my house, picked me up with two other buddies of mine from high school, and we all headed back down to the MEPS in Tampa so that we could begin the process of Marine life.
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I arrived at Boot Camp in Parris Island, South Carolina in June of 2002 for 13 weeks of proving myself. Parris Island was an actual island surrounded by swamps, so your chances of escaping were slim to none. We arrived in a van driven by a woman. Immediately upon arriving, we were given the infamous in-your-face boot camp arrival drill. The Marine Drill Instructor yelled, “Get out of the van now and get on my yellow footprints!” At that, we raced out of the van and stood on the yellow footprints on the ground. Then we entered a building that had the words: “Through these portals pass prospects for America’s finest fighting force” scrawled across the front of it. Once in the building, we were ordered to sit at desks in a classroom with our heads down. Mind you this was in the middle of the night, so the chance to put our heads down also gave many the opportunity to sleep if they hadn’t during the drive there. As we sat at the desk, groups of other guys from different locations began arriving in vans or chartered buses from all over the country. Then the haircut process began. I was already bald by choice when I was 18, but the guys who arrived with me from Orlando were not. They went in, got all their hair cut off, and walked out of the room with hastily cut hair and a zombie look in their eyes. Because of that look, I
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