The Grandfather Clause
John Roche
April 1974.  Fate struck me. I had just left the Pittsburgh International airport, when a sign near a driveway caught my eye:
911TH TACTICAL AIRLIFT GROUP
UNITED STATES AIR FORCE RESERVES
No way, I thought. I really hated active duty. Why would I even consider this?
I turned into the driveway. An hour later, I was one of eighteen members of the 911th Weapons System Security Flight (WSSF), entering a world that would eventually dictate my career.
Fast forward four years. Commissioned as a second lieutenant, I was assigned as the commander of the flight and my buddies—not an easy task. One of my former supervisors, MSgt John Pavlik, now worked for me. I often described John as the best damn Staff Seargeant in the Air Force. But he held the rank of Master Seargeant, a supervisory position that he was “grandfathered” into because of time served. Inspectors gigged the flight because of a weak link; that link was John
I eventually had a decision to make. I had John transferred to the Civil Engineers, where he would be harmless. John didn’t understand that I could have terminated him. Instead, I went out of my way to keep his career intact.
John did not choose the high road. He went on the attack. He went to the inspector general, making several accusations about my conduct as a commander. He then went to the group commander, stating that our monthly unit parties were nothing but slam-banging orgies with alcohol, drugs and hookers. The Group commander, Col William McQuade, who knew better, promptly dismissed him. The colonel attended our socials.
So, John went on his way to a new career and asshole status.  I went on to command the “cops” for seventeen years.

