TSGT TENZA
JOHN ROCHE
	There have been crossroads in my life where choices led to a definite outcome of my future. Some call it fate…I think not. After failing out of college at the age of eighteen, I had a serious choice to make. It was the Vietnam era. The choice was to get drafted or dodge the draft. I chose the latter by signing up for the U.S. Air Force. 
	I remember taking the mile walk on a mild spring afternoon to the Junction--(Flatbush & Nostrand Avenues in Brooklyn--where I entered the U.S. Air Force recruiting office to “inquire” about becoming an airman. Not to get into details, but those recruiting sergeants are good… promiscuously good.  After thirty minutes with my own personal recruiter, Tech Sergeant Tenza, I couldn’t wait to get to basic training. which included the swimming pools, modern gymnasiums, all the women I could love, and all the draft beer I could drink at several on-base clubs. TSgt. Tenza guaranteed it. 
	Four months later, I completed basic training and Air Police tech school. The time spent at Lackland Military Training Facility near San Antonio, Texas was extremely painful and shocking to my system. No pools, no fancy gymnasiums, no beer guzzling orgies with the WAFS—Women in the Air Force. In fact, the only “luxuries” at Lackland were the infrequent breaks at the soda machines and smoke breaks. I didn’t smoke until I started basic training. Since it was one of the few freedoms that existed, I began to smoke. I wasn’t going to let the smokers get ahead of me.
During those 120 days of misery, a recurring thought went through my mind. I can’t wait to get back to Brooklyn and kick TSgt. Tenza’s ass. 
