A Military Family

My heart burst within my chest when he came home from college and announced, “I am joining the Marine Corps.”  I couldn’t believe my ears.  The tears swelled and rushed down my saddened face like water gushing out of a dam.  I did not want to believe it.  I served as military police in the Army and my husband served in the Army also as a logistics specialist and fought in the First Gulf War, but we wanted our children to attend college and become business owners so they could work for themselves and create jobs.  My mind scrambled for what to say, but my words were held behind my teeth like a prisoner in a cell.  What could I do?  I couldn’t be a hypocrite and say, “No, you can’t join.”  I did the only thing I could: dry my tears, hug my youngest son, and give my blessing.  Little did I know what was yet to unfold. 
Soon after his announcement, my youngest son took the ASVAB.  As a proud mother, I was pleased that he passed with such a high score he could choose his job.  So, what did our adventurous son choose?  Infantry!  I pleaded with him to choose something he could build a career on, and with the guidance of his recruiter, he chose electronic engineering.  However, just as I was breathing easily again, only a few days later, we returned home from the recruiter’s office and I found that my heart would break yet again.  Our eldest son announced he too was joining.  My knees buckled and from the pit of my stomach I cried.  How could this be?  My two boys joining the Marine Corps!  I could not possibly handle this.  After Juan, the elder brother, took the test, he chose the same field as his younger brother Gabriel.  Gabriel was our renegade and did not like structure or a schedule.  All that would change. 

On April 5, 2010 our sons were ready to leave our home to embark on their journey to make their mark in this world.  As I prepared breakfast, my vision blurred by my tears, the realization was setting in; my boys were leaving.  I watched with love as they ate the last meal I was to prepare for them for three months.  We said our goodbyes, and I tried my best not to cry.  I needed to be strong for them so they would know I would be okay.  As the recruiters pulled out of the driveway and I could no longer see my boys, I walked across the yard and threw up.  My body was physically ill.  I didn’t know if I could get through this.  
The next three months seemed like an eternity.  I was getting stronger each day emotionally as my boys were getting stronger emotionally, physically and mentally.  Every letter from them revealed the changes they were going through.  I could not wait to see those changes.  On July 2, 2010 I entered the gates of Parris Island with my husband and daughter.  I was finally going to see my boys who had turned to men.   There they were standing tall and lean in their dress blues.  They were handsome, strong, and filled with pride.  They had just endured the hardest training of any branch of service and succeeded.  There were five platoons of men and two platoons of woman that graduated that day.  
Then I heard the words I never dreamed to hear:  “Mom, if these girls can do it, I can.” My mind screamed and everything seemed to spin.  Was I hearing her right?  My 5 foot 4 inch 99 pound daughter just said she wanted to join the Marine Corps!  Not again!  I could not endure this again, could I?  Within nine months my life changed from a full nest to an empty one.  It was harder for me this time though.  This was my baby, my only girl, my best friend, and my shopping buddy.  How could I do it?  She didn’t have a sister to go through this journey with her.  But, she accomplished it with the strength and tenacity that I had at her age.  On Natalia’s 19th birthday, April 2, 2011, she graduated from Marine Corps boot camp.  All three of my babies were now Marines.

Never underestimate the strength of your children.  You never know where it will take them. Our family joke now is that it took two Army soldiers to make three Marines.  We are Semper Fidelis (Always Faithful), and we are a military family.  
~Elizabeth Estremera

