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It’s a young world and Senator Robert Chauncy is old and getting older. Soon to be retired, the senator and his young bride are off to Florida for a little honeymoon. But his wife, Sheila, has a wandering eye and Fate has other surprises for them as well. On their way down the eastern seaboard, Sen. Chauncy finds himself trying to rescue a drowning man.

The stranger dies, but before passing away, he baffles the senator and the gathered spectators with a mad tale of living forever. At first, his words are taken for those of a man caught in delirium. But it is soon discovered that the seemingly middle-aged dead man was in reality an eccentric and elderly foreign scientist named Titus Olshenski. Sen. Chauncy and the others begin to wonder if Olshenski’s dying words carry some hidden meaning.

Did Olshenski have the key to the Fountain of Youth? Can the scientist’s riddle be unlocked? Can they find the Fountain of Youth? Fate only knows, and before long, the race is on to see who will live forever and who is doomed to die. 

Join Sen. Chauncy, who longs to be virile enough to satisfy his young wife; an aging hippy named Rocky and his own wife, Laura, with disabling multiple sclerosis; a puzzling and disturbing old man whose motives are unknown; a young lifeguard with the hots for the senator’s wife; an old woman and her cat, Lester; a vain former teen idol who craves a return to his glory days and the rest of the zany cast as they race to be the first to the Fountain of Youth in Glenn Meganck’s fast, fun and furious adventure, IT’S A YOUNG, YOUNG WORLD, a story that explores the power and allure of youth in today’s culture and the extreme effort some will exert to maintain or regain their own youthfulness in the face of growing old.

“It's A Young, Young World by Glenn Meganck is the story of an aging American senator and his compatriots who are mysteriously drawn by a scientist's dying words about the secret of eternal youth and the ability to live forever. Struggling to keep up in a youthful world, retiring Senator Chauncy and his 20-something bride purse an opportunity to recapture the power and excitement of youth in this fast-paced, wryly told, deftly written adventure laced with a very special insight into today's youth-centric culture. Highly recommended.”

—Midwest Book Review
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∞

Bob Chauncy tipped his shades and stole a peek at his bride. Life was good.

Damn good.

It had been smooth sailing from Washington D.C. down through the Virginia peninsula of Delmarva, so named as it was formed by the conjoining of the three states—Delaware, Maryland and Virginia. Oh, not smooth sailing like the kick he got cutting through the Atlantic in his Hinckley Talaria 44 Jet Boat, when the trade winds were down and the sea was a flat blue jewel that seemed to belong only to him, but smooth enough.

And the new, Guards Red 911 Cabriolet that he’d driven straight out of the showroom and pointed south to Florida, handled like a deft, muscular three hundred horsepower cat with a rich leather scent. The car clung to the road with a flawless sense of balance and poise.

Fleetingly, he wondered if he should have gone for the turbo. But the long waiting list—Chauncy was not a man who liked to wait for anything—and forty grand more out of pocket had kept him from the urge for more muscle. Besides, this baby had more than enough horsepower. Senator Chauncy pushed his foot even further down on the pedal and felt a rush in his veins, rivaling the surge of gas in the line, as the car sped forward, edging ninety miles per hour and feeling no strain.

“How are you doing, Senator?”

He smiled. “Ex-senator. At least, soon to be.” And there wasn’t much to do in the meantime with elections only a week or so away. He’d thrown his endorsement behind the party’s choice and considered his duty duly discharged. How glad he was to be retiring instead of out glad handing everyone in sight, pleading for their precious shit-ass votes. That was somebody else’s garbage run now.

“Well, you’ll always be my representative.”

“Careful, Sheila,” warned Chauncy, putting up only a token resistance, as his young bride’s hand worked its way cleverly between his legs. He felt the stirrings of passion and thanked God for modern medicine. It wasn’t for nothing that Senator Chauncy had lobbied for more federal funding towards research into aging and sexual dysfunction. And it wasn’t because he was a humanitarian. That was a lot of shit. After all, nobody got anywhere being a humanitarian.

Sheila turned. Hair, long and blonde, that normally fell to the curve of her breasts, now whipped in the breeze like fluffy cotton candy. She crossed her legs and her already high-riding black leather skirt rode up even further and the soon-to-be ex-senator stole a glimpse of pristine white panties. Victoria’s Secret, no doubt, an establishment where the good senator had given her carte blanche and a practically limitless Victoria’s Secret company credit card. 

All out of the goodness of his heart, he’d said. All out of the horniness of his crotch, she had replied.

An oncoming driver jammed on his horn and Chauncy, who’d drifted across the double line, veered back to his side of the road. They had taken the long way out of Washington, D.C.; through Annapolis, where they’d stopped to share a drink with Rear Admiral Wealty and his wife, and across the Intracoastal, finally popping out of Maryland at the Virginia border on the Delmarva Peninsula, or the Eastern Shore as it was more popularly known by the locals.

Sheila giggled. She was wearing a faux leopard skin bikini top. Her breasts, tan and as beckoning as twin virgin peaks to a mountain climber, jiggled. “Careful, Senator. We wouldn’t want to see anything get broken before we get home now, would we?”

Sheila Chauncy, the retiring senator’s bride of all of three weeks, was shameless. They had strode hand in hand into the Porsche dealership to take delivery on his new sports car with Sheila in her undersized skirt and skimpy bikini top. The senator had draped his arm over her shoulder, a show of possession and pride, as the randy salesmen looked on in envy.

Just like Bob Chauncy had wanted them to.

Traffic ahead was thickening and the senator grudgingly downshifted into fifth. “Don’t worry about me, honey,” Chauncy replied with a Southern drawl that hadn’t left him in spite of six terms in the U.S. Senate. He raised a hand to cover a yawn. “I can still run with the young dogs.”

“Ooh, doggie style.”

Chauncy grinned and rubbed his dry eyes.

Sheila lightly massaged his inner thigh. “Getting tired?” 

“Getting horny.”

“Pull over.”

Chauncy looked at the wide, unscreened embankment. Nothing but bent green grass. On the other side, the ocean. “Now, how would it look for the newly retiring senator from Florida to be caught fornicating in public?” Though the retirement wasn’t official yet, the only duties he intended on performing were of a more manly, personal nature with his new bride. As far as Robert Chauncy was concerned, he was the ex-senator from Florida. And to hell with what anybody else thought or wished, including his colleagues.

“I don’t know. Let’s find out.” Sheila squeezed.

Chauncy swallowed. Hard. He flashed back to a certain former colleague of his who had foolishly disgraced himself prancing around in a fountain outside his state capitol with a notorious stripper. “We’ll be at the beach house soon.” He winked. “Then I’ll let you have your way with me.” 

Sheila moaned seductively and pushed her sunglasses up the ridge of her small nose. A smile played itself across her face.

Still, Chauncy couldn’t help but notice the way her eyes strayed to the towering billboard ahead. One of those idiot black and white fashion designer advertisements featuring an obviously well-endowed, and overtly sexual young man in a pair of skimpy white briefs. Probably a fag.

All those years in the Senate, Chauncy wished they’d been able to do something about all the damn sex in advertising. Not that he’d minded it when it had solely been women on display. But, now that near-naked men were being pasted everywhere in sight, it had grown to the level of a real annoyance. Especially when he looked in the mirror and added up the wrinkles there. And you could only blame it on the mirrors for so long.

Sheila’s tongue rolled across her upper lip as Chauncy scowled, gave the engine more gas, and sped past the offending poster.

Time and again, Chauncy wondered what he was doing with such a young girl. Of course, many of his friends and, to be sure, his family had wondered and asked the same thing.

Chauncy had no good answers. It was just one of those things. If it was a cliché, so be it. He’d grown tired of his first wife. They knew each other too well or so it seemed. And the kids were all grown. His son, Daniel, was a practicing obstetrician in Los Angeles and his daughter, Sherry, was a school teacher with two kids of her own.

So what was left? Get old and die?

That’s what everybody else did. That’s what he was expected to do, too.

But Senator Robert Chauncy was a fighter. He always had been, on the floor of the senate and in his personal life as well.

The senator had met his future wife, Sheila Johnson, in a crowded D.C. bookstore coffee shop one morning, where he sat reading the Saturday Washington Post and sipping an espresso. She’d literally bounced unabashedly up to his table and asked if he would mind if she joined him. Folding down the top edge of his newspaper and casting an eye at the voluptuous young lady in a clinging bright yellow minidress, Chauncy quickly noted that she was (one) braless and (two) wore no wedding ring.

How could he resist?

At first, Sheila had been a fling. But it seemed the more people, who professed to care about the senator, urged him to stop the affair, the more it egged him on. He’d always had a defiant streak and the older Chauncy got, the more stubborn he let himself become. Too many busybodies had been busy telling him to do the right thing—end the fling and go home to his wife.

Go back to his wife? With his tail between his legs? Not a chance. Chauncy held his ground. Until finally his mistress had become his wife.

If only she’d stop flirting with every young stud she saw. No matter that she said it was harmless and “just her way,” it annoyed the hell out of him. 

And Sheila knew it. And that seemed to egg her on to even more outlandish behavior in spite of his grumbling and capricious bouts of jealousy.

Not that Chauncy was going to complain too loudly, too much. How many guys his age got to go to bed every night with a sexy young dish her equal? The answer was left unspoken, but it wasn’t many. The senator knew it and Sheila knew it, too.

Traffic thinned and Chauncy opened the car back up. Seventy, eighty, ninety, one hundred and the car was barely breathing. . .

Yet, even at that speed, a green BMW convertible shot to the left of them, a young woman behind the wheel. Her older companion smiled serenely behind sunglassed eyes and waved as they passed the Cabriolet. Chauncy nodded, keeping his true emotions to himself. Maniacs like that didn’t belong on the road.

The Porsche slowed as familiar surroundings announced they had arrived at the beach house. A small, unpaved road led through the dunes to a row of three separate homes sharing a private drive. Chauncy’s was the one in the middle. The only other development around was an aging, sixty unit motel just up the beach. 

“Home at last,” Chauncy declared.

He parked under the raised house. The beach house had been Chauncy’s for the better part of two decades. He and his wife used to spent long weekends here, away from the b.s. of D.C. without having to go all the way home to Florida. Sheila and he had also spent many clandestine weekends here, most of them nearly, and fondly, sleepless.

Chauncy’s ex-wife, Drusilla, had wanted it badly in the divorce settlement, but once he let her know that he’d had sex with Sheila there on many a delicious occasion, she settled for more cash.

As far as Chauncy was concerned, he’d gotten the better of the deal.

Chauncy and Sheila climbed the sandswept wooden steps to the first floor. The senator crossed the great room and pulled open the thick draperies, letting in a burst of butter-colored sunlight. “Magnificent, isn’t it?” he said, his eyes drawn to the rhythm of lilting whitecaps.

“Yes.”

He turned. Sheila had dropped her top. It lay twisted about her ankles like a dozing exotic pet, some cute little thing from Madagascar, perhaps. “Even more magnificent,” Chauncy uttered.

She reached him before he could reach her. His hands stretched across her bare back and down to her buttocks. Sheila thrust her tongue down the senator’s throat and he nearly choked. When she released her lips, Chauncy was struggling for air.

Sheila’s fingers played their way down his chest. She grabbed fabric, yanking the shirt up and out by its tails. 

Chauncy reached for her breasts. 

Sheila smiled and pushed him softly away. “Relax, Senator. . .” she dropped to her knees and grabbed his sudden erection, “. . .while I present oral arguments.”

Sheila said no more. But then, how could she with her mouth full? Chauncy closed his eyes and let himself be drawn into the ecstasy of the moment. Never mind that his white butt was pushed up against the sliding glass door for all the world to see.

He shuddered and joined Sheila on the carpet. Chauncy kissed her swollen lips and told himself that he was the luckiest man in the world.

∞

“Why don’t you just pass him?”

The heavy man dressed in baggy, rust-colored twill shorts, a tie dyed, purple and yellow T-shirt with Jerry Garcia’s smiling puss on the front, and knock-off Birkenstock sandals with navy blue stretch socks, shrugged. “What for?”

“What for is because you’ve been stuck behind him for forty minutes is what for.” A rust-bucket F-150 weaved and bobbed complacently in the lane ahead of them.

Rocky Jensen shrugged again. It was a halfhearted gesture. “Be there soon enough. See?” He pointed out the car window. “Motel’s just up ahead.” A blue sign on a slender pole stood out in the distance. 

Laura, an average looking woman with thin brown hair and a tired face, smoothed down her denim skirt. “It’s about time. I don’t know what possessed me to drive all the way from Woodstock, New York to Stuart, Florida.” She twisted in her seat. Her back was sore. Fifty years old and her back hurt like an old woman’s. It was infuriating.

“You said you wanted to visit your sister. That’s what possessed you.”

She scowled. Laura loved her husband, Rocky, dearly and had since their school days at New York City College, where they’d met in freshman political science, but he could get on what little nerves she had. “I meant flying. You know, in a jet plane.” 

Rocky took that as his cue and began to whistle the melody to Leaving On A Jet Plane. 

Laura’s sister, Jacqueline, lived with her two dogs and second husband in a tiny ranch house outside Stuart, a fast growing community on Florida’s East Coast. Jacqueline’s husband, Harold, was a boat mechanic working for one of the big outfits in the St. Lucie Inlet. The way Jacqueline talked him up, you’d have thought the guy was a lawyer or a chiropractor or something.

Rocky, on the other hand, two years Laura’s senior, was still searching for himself. If he didn’t discover who he was and what sort of career he was going to have soon, Laura figured he’d be doing his calculations from the inside of a casket and often told him so.

Not that Rocky seemed to mind the criticism one single bit. In fact, it usually started him laughing, and he pictured himself filling out some sort of dopey career assessment form–made out by one of those guidance counselor types who used to drive him nuts as far back as high school–from the inside of his coffin while hungry, little grave worms nibbled at his unliving flesh. 

This grossly unreasonable response of Rocky’s only made Laura all the madder because she couldn’t see what was so damn funny about that at all.

Yet even with their sometimes vast seeming differences, together they’d struggled through the years, Laura with her batik and silver jewelry craft providing most of the income, Rocky picking up temporary jobs, mostly from friends, whenever they came by and made him an offer that suited him—meaning the task wasn’t too demanding and didn’t last more than an afternoon or two. The offer of free beer at the end of the day never hurt in closing the deal either.

The car ahead finally pulled away as her husband slowed down and entered the motel’s driveway, its sign speckled with rust and salt. Rocky had always driven like an old fart. And nothing she could say or do could hustle him along. And Rocky always refused to let her drive as long as he was in the vehicle.

“Why don’t you wait here while I check in.” It was a statement, not a question. Laura was out the door, rubbing her back before Rocky could even begin to form a reply.

She hobbled up the gravel path to the entrance, instantly feeling cooler as she stepped under the stuccoed portico that extended over the entry. Chills ran up her arms and she yearned for younger days.

At least, she ruminated, it didn’t hurt to walk. Diagnosed with multiple sclerosis at age thirty-eight, there had been times in between then and now where walking had been out of the question. Even speech itself could sometimes be onerous and out of reach.

Having filled out the appropriate registration forms, Laura returned to the car where Rocky sat, eyes closed, head out the window, soaking up the late afternoon sun. “Wake up,” she said, gently tugging his ear. “I want to see the beach today.”

They trudged to their first floor room, Rocky silently enduring the bounce of the hard-shelled suitcases as they banged against his knees.

Laura changed quickly in the bathroom, donning a navy one-piece swimsuit that did nothing to prop up her figure or her self-esteem. Matching blue veins added character to her pale legs, crisscrossing her thighs and calves like minor highways on a road atlas. Sometimes, in her worst moods, Laura Jensen felt she could trace the entire route from Buffalo to Georgia on her left leg, big blue veins marking the highways, little purple capillaries demarcating the smaller scenic routes; all the way to Atlanta where her big brother lived. Right up to the maple-poled anodized aluminum mailbox stuck in the ground at the end of his driveway.

Rocky sat at the edge of the king-sized bed, carefully took off his shoes and socks and rolled up his trousers. “Ready.” He jumped off the bed.

Laura cast him a look of acceptance, if not approval, and opened the door. “Oh, excuse me!” She’d run up against an elderly woman who’d had the misfortune of passing their room at the same moment Laura stepped out onto the walkway.

The older woman drew back her right hand and ran it through a clump of thinning silvery hair. “That’s quite all right. My fault, really. I should have been paying more attention. Head in the clouds, I’m afraid. Ernest, my husband, complains all the time that I’m scatterbrained.” Her thin, wrinkled lips curled upwards in a half-smile.

“Yes, well,” Laura began, acutely aware of her husband nudging her from the rear, “we were just off to the beach.”

“Yes,” the woman looked towards the ocean. “Quite lovely.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll be wanting to get back to Ernest.”

“Oh my, no. He can wait. I just hope Lester will be alright.”

“Lester?” asked Rocky.

The old woman’s smile expanded like a red, rubber balloon. “He’s my cat. Do you like cats, Mister. . .Mister?”

Rocky stuck his head around his wife’s side. “Rocky Jensen at your service. This is my wife, Laura.”

“Candace Atkins, and it’s a pleasure to meet such a lovely young couple.”

Laura’s left eyebrow shot up. It had been a long time since anyone had called her young. “How do you do?” Hands shook all around. “We really should be going, Rocky. There isn’t too much daylight left.”

Laura’s husband nodded obediently.

“Yes, you’re right, Laura,” said Mrs. Atkins. “I’m heading down that way myself after I check on Lester.” She spoke in a high, crackly voice that sounded like a rice cake snapping in two deep inside her wrinkled throat. It looked like someone had replaced the woman’s neck with a cream colored concertina stuck between shoulders and head. “I specifically instructed the motel staff to keep out of my room—I don’t want Lester getting loose. So I’m just on my way to have a look see. Going to take a stroll along the beach afterwards, myself.” 

Candace Atkins leaned forward. “Confidentially,” she said in a hushed manner, “I left Ernest at the ocean.”

“Then I’m sure you’ll want to hurry back,” Laura said, wondering if she would ever be rid of this old woman. “You wouldn’t want to keep your husband waiting.”

Mrs. Atkins laid a hand on Laura’s arm. “Oh, that’s no never you mind. Ernest is going to have to get used to waiting a long time to see me again.”

“Huh?” grunted Rocky, whose bare feet were growing tired and itchy. He believed they had a tendency to swell up if he stood too awfully long, though his doctor had said otherwise. Still, Rocky stood by his belief and it had kept him from working as hard as he might have liked all these years.

“Yes, he’ll wait a long time.”

Rocky and Laura looked quite perplexed.

“He’s dead, you see.” Mrs. Atkins’ shoulders rose and fell.

“But you said you left your husband, Ernest, at the beach.” Laura had visions of a dead, bloated corpse turning pink and fat in the sun. Would it attract the seagulls?

“Oh, no.” Mrs. Atkins chuckled. “I said I left him in the ocean. Dumped his ashes there, you know. It’s what he wanted. So, you see, Ernest will have quite a while to wait before he sees me again. At least, I hope so,” she said coyly.

“Yes, I can see—” Rocky’s words were cut off.

The old woman did a double take. “Oh, my!” she cried. “I thought I heard a mewl. Got to run.” Candace Atkins swiveled about and marched up the concrete walk towards her room. “Coming, Lester, dear!”

“Dafter than a hatter,” murmured Laura under her breath and marching off towards the ocean. “Dumping her husband’s ashes in the ocean.”

“But people do that all the time, Laura.”

She swiveled. “At the beach? You can’t tell me there isn’t a law against that, that’s for sure. If not, there ought to be.”

Rocky reluctantly followed his wife down the stony path to the seashore, listening to her complain about unsavory sanitary conditions at the seaside in general. Laura verbally attacked bottle caps, cigarette butts, condoms, helpless driftwood, and even anyone out of earshot but with a better physique than her own.

The way Rocky saw it, ashes were pretty clean, human or not. Still, he’d go to the beach but taking a dip was now out of the question. Definitely out of the question. Just the thought of bits and pieces of Candace Atkins’ dead husband, Ernest, clinging to his damp skin and insinuating themselves between his toes and into his pants was enough to turn Rocky’s stomach to jelly.

Laura had wandered ahead, her feet testing the water temperature. “Coming in?”

“No, dear.” He dropped their towels at his feet. “You go ahead.” Rocky turned his attention to a pair of sandpipers that took to wing as a bald headed man, whose legs looked nearly as thin and frail as those of the birds he’d scared off, slowly passed between himself and Laura. The man was clutching his bulbous head and muttering to himself. 

Laura had pushed off into the water, now waist deep, apparently mindless of Candace Atkins’ deceased husband’s ashes floating about out there. In fact, those ashes might be trying right now to worm their way under his wife’s unsuspecting skin, so that dead old Ernest might be reborn.

Deciding it was better not to think about such things, Rocky was about to settle back and catch some shut eye when he heard the screams.

“Help! Help me! Help me, please!”

Rocky grabbed his ankles and leaned forward. A young woman in a skimpy leopard skin bikini was jumping in place and waving her arms. With his not so good eyes, Rocky couldn’t figure out what all the fuss was about, but he enjoyed the jumping up and down part, anyway, for all it was worth.

Rocky glanced guiltily at his wife who paid him and the girl no attention. Turning quickly back, he noted Miss Sexy was shouting again, her face contorted. Not that it spoiled Rocky’s view. The girl was good to look at. Let her make faces. He could still appreciate the overall beauty, even from a distance, and so he continued to ogle, while wisely maintaining a wary, sidelong vigilance towards Laura every now and again. Call it a survival instinct.

His eyes adjusted to the sun’s glare on the water and Rocky noticed a dark haired man was swimming out into the purple sea directly in front of the young woman. The fellow must have been a good fifty yards out. Yet another man seemed to be struggling out against the horizon, flailing with his arms as if he were about to fall off the edge of the Earth itself, his hands looking for something to hold on to. 

Rocky rose and decided on a closer look. He wasn’t the only one.

“What’s all the fuss?”

Rocky turned. It was Candace Atkins. In spite of Laura calling the woman a loon, Rocky thought that she was kind of okay. “I’m not sure. I think someone’s in trouble.” Rocky turned his eyes back to the young woman, noting for the third time that she was a knockout.

“What’s happened?” came a queer voice.

Rocky was forced to turn a second time. “Frankie Delane?” he said, his scowl turning to surprise. No wonder the voice had sounded oddly familiar.

“Ohmygod, it is you!” said Candace, pointing a trembling finger.

“Yeah, yeah,” said Frankie, shrugging off their idolatry. After all he’d grown up in the public eye, a teen idol as both a pop singer and a film star. And though the years had gone by, hardly anyone failed to recognize him as the same kid who’d rocketed to stardom singing squeaky clean rock and roll ditties and appearing in a string of cheesy beach movies. Frankie Delane turned his attention to the leopard-skinned girl. “Is someone in trouble, miss?”

“I think so. My husband and I were taking a stroll when we heard shouts.”

Rocky cringed. The old guy he’d seen her with was her husband?

“He’s out there now,” said Sheila.

“I’ll call 911,” said Frankie Delane, plucking his cell phone from his back pocket and speaking in quick, firm tones. By his air, he was a man used to being obeyed and quickly. “This is Frankie Delane. I’m at the—” He paused and glanced at the gathered crowd. “What the hell’s the name of the motel over there?”

Several people answered at once. 

“I’m on the beach outside the Seabreezes Motel.” He gave the operator the address and signed off.

The bald guy Rocky had seen clutching his head reappeared. He was muttering something about his dreams coming true and he didn’t sound happy about it.

“I knew it, I knew it was going to happen!” He grabbed his pink ears. “The dreams are always true!”

A lifeguard, who’d been docilely soaking up the fading sun, like a lizard catching the last light of the day, leapt silently down from his station and loped towards the damsel in distress. It had been Laura Jensen who’d gotten his attention though, as she warily watched her husband, who somehow had ended up with one briefly clad hussy on his arm and she had decided to do something about it.

The lifeguard placed his hands on the young woman’s shoulders and tried to calm her. His abs rippled like the waves and Rocky found himself self-consciously sucking in his gut, though it made no perceptible difference in a three dimensional way.

She pointed at the ocean. The lifeguard, golden brown muscles and bleached blonde hair, squinted, focused and ran into the water. He dove and reappeared twenty yards further out.

The lifeguard reached Chauncy and together the two men struggled against the outgoing tide with their prize, a man who appeared to be in his fifties, and who hung limp between their arms.

Rocky was close enough now to catch a few words among the shooshing of the waves and whooshing of the wind as they tumbled from the ocean. He noticed a stiff young man in a gray suit, wearing a navy blue tie, watching motionlessly from the side of the hotel.

“Get him on the ground face up!” hollered the lifeguard as they dragged the victim ashore. The man’s toes traced wavy lines in the sand as if they were trying to scrawl out a message in an ancient tongue. “Over here. Put him down easy!”

Chauncy laid the man down as gently as he could. He felt like collapsing himself. 

Sheila caught her husband and squeezed. “I’m so proud of you, baby. You’re a hero!” She rewarded him with a royal kiss.

The lifeguard dropped to his knees and attempted CPR on the listless figure. The others watched, their own breaths caught in their throats as much as the stranger’s was caught in his.

The man coughed. His body convulsed and saltwater gurgled up out of his throat. “Foy. The formula. Get Mac! Get Mac! Mac has the key, JD the solution. Fountain of youth—” He sputtered and his eyes cast wildly about at the strangers gathered round. “Foy. Live forever. . .a fortune.” His hands were at the lifeguard’s throat. “Too late for me. Don’t let it die. . .the secret. It’s yours now. Barbecue the signs. Harbinger.” 

“Harbinger?” echoed Frankie Delane.

“Barbecue?” said Mrs. Atkins, scratching her head.

The man nodded. His eyes seemed to come unglued, then refocused. “Listen, he said, “surf, sunset, folly, hope. . .” The man’s tongue lolled about in his open mouth. “Saint-saint Mary’s and—” He rasped. “Aug-cough-gust-cough-in Titus, sunset. . .” Here he raised an index finger towards the uncaring sky and the setting sun. “Point.”

Was it Rocky’s imagination or were there bits of Ernest
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