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THE TRI ALS AND TRI BULATI ONS OF MYRON
BLUVBERG, DRAGON

by M ke Resnick

Sylvia's always after ne.
#

"It's a skin condition," she says.

"It's a wart," | say.

"It's a skin condition and you're going to the doctor and
don't touch me until he gives you something for it."

So | go to the doctor, and he gives ne sonething for it, and
she nmakes me sleep in the guest room anyway.

#

"Myron, you're green," she says.

"You nean like | don't know the ropes, or you nean |like | got
pt omai ne poi soning fromyour tuna sal ad?" | ask.

"I mean like you're the sanme col or as the grass,

"Maybe it's the lotion the doctor gave ne," | say.

"I't doesn't cone off on your shirts," she says

"So maybe it all dried up," | say.

"Maybe, " she says, "but stay in your roomwhen | have the
girls over for mah jong."

she says.

#
"I told you not to snoke in bed," she says.
"I know," | says.
"Wel I, then?" she says.

"Well then, _what ?" | say.

"Wl | then why are you snoking in bed?" she says.

"I'"'mnot," | say.

"Then how did your pillow get scorched?" she says.

"Not fromthe passion of your |ove-naking, that's for sure,"
| say.

"Don't be disgusting," she says.

Then | belch, and out cones all this snoke and fire, and she
says if | ever lie to her again she's going to give ne a rolling
pi n upside ny head, and then she wal ks out of the house before
can tell her | haven't lit up a cigarette in four days.

#

"I't looks like a cancerous growth," she says.
"It's just a swelling,"” | say. "There nmust be a busted spring
in the chair."

"You shoul d see a doctor," she says.

"Last time you sent me to a doctor | turned green," | say.
"This time you'll see a specialist,” she says.

"A specialist in swellings?" | ask

"A specialist in tails," she says.

#
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"Wel | ?" she asks.

"Wl |l what ?"

"What did he say?"

"He says it looks like a tail," | say.

"Hah!" she says. "I _knew_it!"

"I wonder if our insurance covers tails," | say.
"I's he going to anputate it?" she asks.

"I don't think so," | say. "Wy?"

"Because even if our insurance covers getting rid of tails,
it doesn't cover growing them" she says. "What am | going to do
with you, Myron? We've got a bar mitzvah to attend this Saturday,
and you're green and all covered with scales and you keep bel chi ng
snoke and fire and now you're growing a tail. Wat woul d people
say?"

"They' d say, 'There goes a well-matched couple',” | answer.

"That is _not_ funny," she says. "What am| going to do with
you? | mean, it was bad enough when you just sat around the house
wat chi ng football and reading _Playboy ."

"You mght fix sonme dinner while you're thinking about it," I
say.

"What do you want?" she asks. "Saint CGeorge?"

I am about to lose my temper and tell her to stop teasing me
about ny condition, when it occurs to ne that Saint George woul d
go very well with pickles and relish between a couple of pieces of
rye bread.

#

It is when ny arns turn into an extra set of legs that she
really hits the roof.

"This is just too nmuch!" she says. "It's bad enough that |
can't let any of ny friends see you and that we had to redecorate
the house with asbestos wal |l paper” -- it's mauve, and she _hates_
mauve -- "but now you can't even button your own shirts or tie
your shoes."

"They don't fit anyway," | point out.

"See?" she says, and then repeats it: "See? Now we'll have to
get you a whol e new wardrobe! Wiy are you doing this to ne,
Myron?"

"To _you_?" | say.

"God hates ne," she says. "I could have narried Nate Sobe

t he banker, or Harold Yingl eman who's become a Wall Street big
shot, and instead | married you, and now God is punishing nme, as
if watching you spill gravy onto your shirt for 43 years wasn't
puni shment enough. "

"You act like _you're_the one who's turning into a dragon,"

I conpl ai n.

"Ch, shut up and stop feeling sorry for yourself," she says.
She holds out the roast. "It's a bit rare. Blow on it and nake
yoursel f useful." She pauses. "And if you breathe on ne, |I'Il give
you such a slap."

That's my Sylvia. One little cockroach can send her screaning
fromthe house. She sees a spider, she calls five different
extermnators. God forbid a nmouse should cone into the garage
| ooking for a snack

But show her a dragon, and suddenly she's Joan of Arc and
Wonder Woman and Golda Meier, all rolled into one steel-eyed
_yenta_wth blue hair and a doubl e chin.

#
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"\Where are you goi ng?" she says.

"Qut," | say.
"Qut where?" she says.
"Just _out_," | say. "I have been cooped up in this house for

al most two nonths, and | have to get sone fresh air."

"So you think you're just going to wal k down the street |ike
any normal person?" she says. "That maybe you'll trade jokes with
Bernie Goldberg and flirt with Ms. Noodl eman |ike you al ways do?"

"Wy not?" | say.

"Wll, I won't hear of it," she says. "I'mnot going to have
t he whol e nei ghborhood tal ki ng about how Sylvia Blunberg nmarried a
_dragon_, for God's sakes!"

I figure it is time to nake a stand, so | say, "l am going
out, and that's that!"

"Don't you speak to me in that tone of voice, Myron!" she
says, and | stop just before she reaches for the rolling pin. She

pauses for a monent, then | ooks up. "If you absolutely _nmust_ go
for a walk," she says, "I will put a | eash on you and tel
everyone you are ny new dog."

"I don't look very nuch like a dog," | say.

"You | ook even less |ike Myron Blunberg," she answers. "Just
don't talk to anyone while we're out. | couldn't bear the

hum i ation."

So we go out, and when M's. Noodl eman passes by Sylvia tells
me to hold ny breath and not exhale any fire, and then we conme to
Berni e Gol dberg, who is just com ng home from shopping at the
delicatessan, and Sylvia tells himI| am her new dog, and he asks
what breed | am and she says she's not sure, and he says he
thinks maybe | aminported fromlreland, and then Sylvia yanks on
the | eash and we wal k to the corner.

"He's still looking at you," she whispers.

"So?" | say.

"I don't think he believes you' re a dog."

"There's nothing we can do about that," | say.

"Yes there is," she says, leading me over to a fire hydrant.
"Lift your leg on this. That will convince him"

"I don't think dragons lift their legs, Sylvia," | say.

"Why do you persist in enbarrassing me?" she says. "Lift your
leg!”

"l can't," | say.

"VWhoever heard of a dragon that couldn't lift its |leg?" she
insists. "You don't have to do anything disgusting. It's just to
show t hat knowit-all Bernie Col dberg."

I try, and | fall over on ny side

"What good are you?" demands Sylvia, as Bernie stares at ne,
bl i nki ng his eyes furiously behind his thick bifocals.

"Help ne up," | says. "lI'mnot used to having all these
| egs. "

"Myron," she says as she drags me to ny feet, "the situation
is becom ng intol erable. Something's got to be done before you
make me the | aughi ng-stock of the entire nei ghborhood."

#
"This is the last straw" she says, ripping open the
envel ope.
"What is?" | ask

"The state has refused to extend your unenpl oyment benefits.
They don't care that you're a dragon, as long as you' re an abl e-
bodi ed one." She glares at nme. "And you're going through twenty
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pounds of neat a day. Do you know how nmuch that costs?"

| shrug. "Wat can | say? Dragons get hungry."

"Why are you al ways so selfish, Myron?" she says. "Wy can't
you graze in the back yard Iike a horse or sonething?"

"I don't think dragons like grass," | say.
"And that's it?" she demands. "You won't even try?"
"I try, U1 try," | say with a sigh, and go out to the

back yard. It doesn't |ook |ike Caesar salad, but | close ny eyes,
| ean down, and open ny nout h.

Sylvia hides nme in the basenent just before the fire
departnent comes to save what's left of the garage.

#

"You did that on purpose!" she says accusingly after the
firemen have |eft

"I didn"t," | say. "It's just that ny flame seens to be
getting bigger every day."

"Wil e our bank account is getting smaller," she says.
"Ei ther you get a job, or you'll have ask your brother Sidney for
a | oan."

It is an easy choice, because when Sidney dies they will need
a crowbar to pry his fingers off the first dollar he ever nade,
and every subsequent one as well, so | go out to | ook for work.

#

You woul d be surprised at howdifficult it is for an honest,
i ndustrious dragon to find work in our neighborhood. Stuart
Kom nsky puts me on as a sand-blaster, but when | nelt the stone
he fires me after only half a day on the job. Herbert Baumann says
maybe | could give kids rides on ny back when he reopens the
carnival, but it is closed until next spring. Phil Rosenhei m
who has never struck ne as a bigot before, says he won't hire
anyone with green skin. Miriel Weinstein tells me she'd be happy
to take ne on just in case sone out-of-town dragons come by to
| ook at sonme of her real estate listings, and she'll call nme the
monent that happens, but somehow | know that she won't.

Finally I latch on with MIt Fein's heating conmpany. Wnter's
com ng on and he's short-handed, and when a furnace goes out he
pays me seventeen dollars an hour to go to the scene and breathe
into the vents and keep the building warmuntil he can get there
and solve the problem The first week | make $562.35, which is
more than | have ever made in ny life, and the second week we are
so busy | get time-and-a-half on the weekend and take hone al nost
seven hundred dollars, and Sylvia is so happy that she buys a new
dress and dyes her hair bright red.

#

And just when | amthinking that things are too good to |ast,
it turns out that things _are_too good to |ast.

One day | start breathing into the ventillation shaft in an
of fice building, and nothing happens, except that MIt Fein |ays
me of f.

Two days later | wake up and | have hands again, and the next
nmor ni ng nost of ny scal es are gone.

"I knew it!" screans Sylvia. "You finally find sonething
you' re good at, and then you decide not to be a dragon any
| onger!™"

"I didn't exactly decide ," | say. "It just kind of
happened. "
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"Why are you doing this to ne, Myron?" she denmands.

"I"'mnot doing anything," | say. "I seemto be _un_doing."
"This is terrible," she says. "Look at you: you're hardly
green at all. Wy does God hate ne so?"
#

Four days later I amthe old Myron Bl unberg again, which as
you can imagine is quite arelief to ne. Two weeks after that,

Syl vi a packs up her clothes and the portable TV and the Cuisinart
and | eaves without so nuch as a good-bye note. The divorce papers
arrive six weeks |ater.

I still get cards from her every Yom Ki ppur and Chanukah. The
last tine | hear fromher she has married a gryphon. Sylvia, who
hat es snakes and can't stand to be stared at.

Boy, do | not envy _him.

- The End-
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