


Excerpt from “inflating a Dog” by Eric Kraft

INFLATING FROM 4E

attributes and dreaming. In the
moonlight, it was easy to join their
dream, to sign on as lad of all work —
cabin boy, waiter, busboy, it didn’t
matter — and it was easy to imagine
the lazy hours the lad would pass in the
company of Elegant Elia’s sexy sidekick,
who would probably, in her rofe as
hostess, wear a very revealing low-cut
satin gown. Even Captain Ma looked
good in the moonlight, puffing on a
corncob pipe, squinting with the gruff
but kindly look of a simple, honest old
salt. | could give all of these people
what they wanted with a single word,
even a wordless gesture, a thumbs-up,
anod of the head, even the right kind of
smile.

I'd been below long enough. | pushed
the hatch upward and rose from the
hold. My mother and Patti laughed and
applauded. ‘

“Véry dramatic, Peter,” said my
mother.

_moon, and we began to have our

No one said anything while | made my
way back onto the bulkhead. Then, with
a nervous grin, my mother asked,
“Well?”

I glanced at her. | glanced at Patti.
Why not®? How much could possibly be
wrong with the boat, after all? If she
had served Captain Mac so well for so
long, standing up to the demands of
clamming, she should find life easy with
us. | smiled and nodded, and they threw
their arms around me and hugged me
as if | had just given Arcinella to them as
a gift. In a blissful blur, } watched my
mother write a check to Captain Mac,
who wished us luck and left. For a while
we stood there smiling in triumph, but
then, with a start, my mother said, “|
haven’t made dinner.”

We got into the car and started for
home. Somewhere along the way,
clouds drifted in again and hid the

doubts.
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