
Easy Buffer 
 
All of us loved to do pranks.  One of our favorite ambushes on fellow classmates was fondly called 
“Easy Buffer”.  Because we had so many Saturday Morning Inspections (SAMIs), it seemed we were 
buffing our floors continuously.  All of us could handle a buffer with ease.  And if you’ve never used 
the kind of buffers we had, you won’t understand how much technique and coordination it takes to 
make it run smoothly across the waxed floor.  By the time we graduated, we were buffer experts.   
 
By this point as cadets, we were allowed to have stereos in our rooms.  We would buy the latest 
technology (which comprised records and 8-track players) and the biggest speakers we could get.  
You might say they were a necessity.  Remember, you needed them to place in the windows for 
Parents Weekend to play “I’ll Be Home for Christmas” for the new Doolies.   
 
“Easy Buffer” was a super prank but it required some good coordination.  The best time to pull it off 
was about 1:00 – 2:00 AM just after a couple of unsuspecting cadets had just gone into REM sleep.  
No one locked their doors at night.  I think we had to leave them open for “bed check,” so it was easy 
to have access to any room we wanted.  With our honor code prohibition against stealing, nothing 
ever disappeared from your room.  That was nice – something unheard of today. 
 
One of us would sneak into the room very quietly crawling on the floor, Army style.  We would select 
the loudest album available (normally Led Zeppelin) while turning the speakers up to the maximum 
volume.  In one hand we would have a fishing line – a small nylon string barely visible even during the 
day.  We would attach one end of the fishing line to the stereo on-off lever while running the rest of 
the line out the door.  One of the other teammates would have water balloons filled with Pepto-Bismol 
and ready for launching.   
 
Lastly we would slip a buffer in the middle of the room between the two single beds running the power 
cord out the door along with the fishing line.  On my count, we would pull the fishing line starting the 
stereo up with the speakers blaring loud and clear.  At exactly the same instant, we’d plug in the 
buffer which caused it to spin furiously in the middle of the room rotating the handle in 360-degree 
circles right at shin height.  Bear in mind that it was completely dark in the room and the light switches 
were over by the door and sink about 12 feet away from the beds.   
 
When that music started to blare, the guys were stunned and shocked awake.  I think this was the 
predecessor to the Iraqi “shock and awe” experienced years later.  They would get up, groping for the 
volume switch on the stereo.  Of course the first thing their shins met was Mr. Buffer whirling furiously.  
Just when they would be saying nickel words and trying to find the light switch, we would crack the 
door and pelt them with the Pepto-Bismol balloon bombs.  I could hardly keep from laughing, just 
knowing the chaos that was about to erupt.   
 
As soon as we completed the attack, we would run down to our rooms, crawl in the covers and get 
real quiet.  The guys attacked would go down the hall opening every door demanding who the culprits 
were.  When they got to Stick and my room, we would act like we were in a dead sleep, start to sit on 
the edge of our beds rubbing our eyes saying, “Hey keep it quiet.  Can’t a guy get any sleep around 
this place?  It’s the middle of the night!”  That worked the first couple of times, after that they would 
just make a beeline for our rooms -- but by that time we had learn to hide in another room!  I’m 
laughing out loud just remembering how great this prank was!  What a hoot! 
 

– Renegade Colonel, p 227 


