A Radio for the Dragon Lady

by Richard Sparks

My junior year home room teacher was still trying to present herself to the world as a stylish, glamorous and interesting woman. To the cynical 16-year-old observer, it wasn’t working. She was drying up, starting down the fast track to crotchety spinsterhood. One clue: she hadn’t updated her picture in the annual for at least 10 years. (Not that she was alone – similar vanities in teachers of both sexes brought covert ridicule.) The Dragon Lady ran a tight ship, but in general, coexistence was feasible if you obeyed her rules. After all, how hard could that be for the 10 minutes we were under her power? But events would show it was harder for some…

One day, I was at my desk when I became aware I was hearing faint rock-n-roll music. Glancing around without locating an obvious source, I did notice that the Dragon Lady was scanning the room like a bird of prey. Eventually, she began to stalk the aisles. Up and down a couple of times, she finally stopped beside happy-go-lucky Donald, right in the center of the room. He was sitting, looking perfectly innocent; aimlessly sorting through his books and papers just like everyone else. She stood silent for a minute, and then said, “Donald, are you playing a radio?” He, of course, shook his head, “No.”

She moved away, but then returned. “Donald, I know it’s you. I don’t know how, but you’re playing that radio. If you tell me where you’ve got it, I won’t turn you in.”  He played dumb for another half minute; then broke into a cheesy I-gotcha grin as he brought out a tiny radio from under his desk top where he’d been holding it on his knee. Pretty clever; it was laughter and good feelings all around as she confiscated his toy. Then the bell rang for first period.

Don and I went to English class a few steps down the hall. Only minutes later a messenger from the assistant principal’s office came in. Mr. Garner wanted to see Donald, “Now!” About 20 minutes afterward, there was a noise at the door. The returning culprit paused before entering and, looking over his shoulder toward our home room, said loudly, “Thanks a lot!” Sure enough, the double-crossing Dragon Lady had busted him and he wasted no time in calling her on it. A little while later the messenger was back with another summons for Don, now indicted for his righteously inflamed, if ill-timed, outburst in the hall.

