              Not a Sniff

In the 1960’s and 70’s, it was commonplace for small towns across the United States to stay connected with U.S. servicemen and women from their communities by providing them with complimentary subscriptions to the local newspaper.  For many, this was a much-valued link to home and for some, the papers were simply discarded as it might take the newspaper two weeks to reach its destination and by then any news was old news or the serviceperson was simply not connected to his/her hometown.
I was assigned to a small outpost in central Germany in mid-1972, and served there for the next two and a half years.  Our barracks consisted of three two-story buildings, each having several one and two-occupancy rooms.  I was assigned to a single occupancy room on the second floor in one of the buildings.  There were seven rooms on the second floor in this particular building.  
Approximately a month after arriving, I received my first hometown newspaper, the Canton Ledger, from Canton, Illinois.  My parents had told me that they contacted the newspaper office and were advised that I would be receiving a complimentary copy of the local paper for as long as I served overseas.
Several other soldiers also received newspapers from their hometowns.  We would compare papers, comics, sports sections, etc., and it provided talking points about home despite being a couple thousand miles away from it.
About a year later I began asking the others for their newspapers after they had finished reading them.  Everyone agreed and I began to accumulate newspapers until I had two stacks, each about three feet high, in the corner of my room.  Periodically someone would ask what I wanted them for and I’d make up some excuse that satisfied them.
Our jobs sometimes required us to travel to smaller detachments to perform maintenance, testing or modifications to weapon systems. Each trip usually lasted a week, leaving on Monday, returning on Friday.  Because we were such a small unit, everyone knew each other well and pranks became a way of life.
In the spring of 1974, one of the guys on my floor, Kevin Thompson, had received orders for such an assignment. Kevin was from Massachusetts, had a heavy New England accent and was an active participant in pranking.  
After work on the Monday that he left, I unlocked the door to Kevin’s room.  This was an easy task as the doors were all keyed with skeleton style locks and were easy prey.  Then I moved all of the newspapers from my room into the hallway.  I went into Kevin’s room and unplugged all of the electrical items from their outlets.  I began taking each newspaper and after opening each page, I loosely balled it up and threw it in Kevin’s room.  Others on the floor saw me and asked what I was doing.  I told them that I was going to ‘paper’ Kevin’s room, filling it with newspaper, from floor to ceiling and from the back of his room to the door.  They thought this was pretty funny and evil at the same time.  I then asked each of them to throw a piece or two themselves as this was going to take a while and any help I could get would be appreciated.  Without knowing it, each one of them had just implicated themself in the prank.  A couple of hours later, I was slowly closing the door to Kevin’s room, pushing loosely balled sheets of newspaper in the room as I closed and relocked the door.  Now we waited for Friday, to see Kevin’s face as he tried to get into his room after a long week on the road.  The only people aware of what had happened were those of us on the floor.  
Thursday afternoon came and without notice or reason, everyone on the base was escorted to our movie theater and told that Battalion was on base and was in the process of going from room to room, performing a drug raid, with the assistance of drug dogs.  We were not allowed to leave the theater during the search for drugs.  
While everyone groaned, my mind went to Kevin’s room and wondered what the reaction might be when they tried to open his door.  About an hour later the Executive Officer (XO) walked into the theater and asked for Specialist Thompson to come forward.  Since he was not there, the questions began flying.  Where is he? Who knew what had happened to his room?  Who is responsible for the condition of his room, etc?
I glanced in the direction of the guys who lived on the floor and each was quiet as a mouse, knowing that they couldn’t point the finger at me because they had contributed in the smallest of ways and were “party to the crime.”  Getting no response, the XO left.  
We were soon released; no drugs were found.  Later that evening in the club, our First Sergeant told us that he was part of the search party and when they opened Thompson’s door, it would only open six inches or so. He said that the dog sniffed the paper protruding from the room and the handler was in shock over what he saw.  The First Sergeant told us that he did his best to keep a straight face, but knew who lived in the room, as well as on the floor and did his best to “play dumb.”
A call was placed to the detachment where Thompson was working that week, but of course he had no idea what was going on, so was no help.  When he returned, we had a great laugh.  Instead of pranking Kevin, it was our officers, Battalion and the dogs that had been pranked.  That was the talk of our outpost for the next week.  No one seemed to know who did it, no one had a sniff.

