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When I first decided to do a story on a day in the life of a military 
recruiter, I called down to the army recruiterʼs office in Reno, NV. 

I explained that I worked for a small newspaper and that I wanted to tag 
along for a day to see what being an army recruiter is all about.

“Well youʼll have to talk to our office in Salt Lake City because weʼre not 
allowed to do that kind of stuff unless they say itʼs alright,” the voice on the 
other end of the line said to me. 

After calling Salt Lake City UT and getting the okay, I had to call back 
to the Reno office. After several days of calling, my story idea was finally 
cleared with a superior officer and I was approved to spend a day shadowing 
army recruiters in Reno. 

The inspiration for this story came from news that army recruiters had 
failed to meet their enlistment quotas for the fourth month in a row. I began 
to imagine how hard it must be to recruit people to join the army when 
over 1,740 U.S. soldiers have died since the U.S. occupation of Iraq. Not to 
mention that on my way down to the interview I heard on the radio that 60 
percent of Americans now oppose the war in Iraq.

I wanted to talk to the recruiters to see how the war was affecting the 
number of people enlisting in todayʼs army. I wanted to ask the recruiters 
if they agreed with the war or if they felt like our soldiers had unjustifiably 
been put them in harms way. I wanted to ask them what they thought about 
the Downing Street memos, papers that supposedly show President Bush 
had decided to go to war with Iraq, and determine to fix intelligence to gain 
public support of the war nine months prior to the U.S. lead invasion.

I wanted to ask them all of these questions and more, but once I arrived at 
the Reno army recruiterʼs office at 8am for the morning meeting, all of that 
changed. 

Out of an office of 8 recruiters, only one of them was there by choice. 
The other seven Sgt.ʼs were all there by assignment. Some of them were 
mechanics by trade, others were weapons specialists, but when they 
received their assignment to report to Reno NV for the next three years of 
their lives, they became army recruiters. 

At one point during the day Sgt. Hunt, who was in charge of the office 
and had served in the first golf war, explained to me, “Weʼll just be calling 

people to see if theyʼd like any information on the army and we have to hear 
their political views. I apologize and say, ʻIʼm sorry, weʼre just trying to do 
our jobs.ʼ” 

It was at that point that I decided not to ask some of the political questions 
I had originally planned on asking the group. It wouldʼve been like me 
inquiring into a Tele-marketerʼs political views just because their job 
required them to call and ask me if I was for or against the war in Iraq; they 
are just doing their job, theyʼre trying to pay their bills. The only difference 
is the Tele-marketer agreed to take that job- these men were assigned to 
it. Oh, and did I mention that a typical work week in the life of an army 
recruiter is six days a week with up to 64 hours in that work week?  

So with that said, at 8am I sat down for their morning meeting.

8am
Sgt. Hunt began the day by talking to his staff about their recruiting 

techniques. He expressed the importance of quickly following up with 
interested parties. Hunt told his staff that if they allowed someone to think 
about joining the army for a week or two that outside influences would 
eventually convince that person not to join. 

“You have to get them quickly,” Hunt said. 
 Later in the day Hunt told me that the hardest part about signing someone 

up for the army is getting his or her motherʼs approval. 
At around 8:30am, Hunt granted the group a five minute break. It was 

during this time that Hunt came over and introduced himself to me. He 
explained what they were doing, “Monday mornings are a time where we 
catch up on whatʼs going on and look at the whole week.”

Hunt went on to sum up their morning meeting, “Itʼs all sales,” he said.
In fact if you took away the camouflage uniforms and pictures of assault 

rifles hanging up in some of the cubicles; it would pretty much look like 
most offices buildings in America. 

After the five-minute break, the group returned to continue on with the 
meeting. Hunt read from an army manual, which discussed proper recruiting 
techniques. The manual continually called the recruiters salesmen.

“Iʼm not a salesman,” said Sgt. Zirbel who sat in the middle of the room. 
“Iʼm a soldier.”


