THE C.Y.A. COLONEL
JOHN ROCHE	
My tenure as the 911th Security Forces commander witnessed tremendous growth. Starting with an eighteen-man flight in 1978 guarding aircraft, the squadron spent the 1980s, morphing into the eighty-five-member combat trained squadron with a world-wide mission. The squadron was like family to me…a little dysfunctional at times, but family, nonetheless.
	
	In late 1995, Col. Thomas Spencer was sworn in as base commander. Our new wing king came to Pittsburgh with baggage, most of it sexual in nature. He was frequently seen taking female personnel into his suite at the officer’s quarters for consultation. 
	A few months after Col. Spencer’s arrival, I was having a getting-to-know-you conversation with a new female troop, SSgt Mary Straight.
	“You know Mary, I want you to be comfortable here. The guys can get a little crude at times. If you’re offended in any way, I need to know about it.”
	“Major Roche, I was married to an Air Force cop. I know all about them. There’s not too much that offends me.”
	Our chat was overheard by one of the men who was giving me problems at the time. He perceived that I was sexually harassing Mary, prompting a visit to the social actions office. The office was eager for action. Inquisition on.
	The inspector general’s report was inconclusive, but the colonel fired me.
	I met with the colonel. “What did I do wrong?”
	 “You did nothing wrong. I needed to show my superiors that I was doing something positive about sexual harassment.”
	My attorney said, “You serve at the pleasure of your commander. He could justifiably fire you for not liking the color of your eyes.”
	I took little comfort when the colonel was relieved after multiple sexual harassment charges. After all, my command was gone.
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