Chapter 3

Even though they were on a mini-vacation, Clay had set an alarm to awaken him at the usual 6:30 am. He was a creature of habit and had been an early riser most of his life. When the alarm sounded the following morning, he reached over, turned it off quickly in hopes that Jennie wouldn’t wake up if she wanted more rest. He stood up, stretched, yawned and headed for the bathroom. Since there was a nightlight on, he didn’t flip on the lights. In a few minutes though, as the haze of sleepiness left him, he realized that he couldn’t shave or brush his teeth in the near-dark of a strange bathroom. So he quietly closed the door to shield Jennie from the light, flipping it on. 
He glanced casually towards the mirror, and did an immediate double take. The image staring back at him startled him, and he immediately became wide awake. He even let out a loud “What the…?” It was his reflection indeed, but it had a full head of curly blonde hair. 
Jenny, awakened by his exclamation, rushed toward the bathroom, rubbing the cobwebs out of her eyes, looked in, screamed and slammed the door shut. Leaning her weight against the closed door, she frantically tried to size up the situation, finally managing to yell, “Who are you and what are you doing in our bathroom?” 
A voice from within yelled back, “Jennie, it’s me, Clay.” 
She paused, then turned and opened the door a few inches, looked through at Clay standing there naked, and came to the realization that it might indeed be Clay. She opened the door all the way and exclaimed, “Oh my god! Is that you Clay? Is that really you?” 
She walked to him, touched his face, his hair, his body. “Yup, it’s really me,” Clay said. 
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For the next few minutes, neither spoke, but just stood there totally shocked as they studied the male body standing there. The old man had disappeared. In his place stood a different man, his slightly taller, lean, muscled body topped by a handsome young chiseled face, crowned with a crop of glorious blonde hair. 
Clay spoke first. “Look, he doesn’t . . . I mean, I . . . don’t have any brown spots on my chest, and there’s no wrinkles . . . anywhere!” 
Jennie, her eyes now wide open, exclaimed, “Oh Clay, you look just like you did when we met the first time as teenagers. You were gorgeous then, and you’re gorgeous now! I remember having a crush on you back then. Wow! As I look at you now, I’m getting that same feeling. Whoopee! I think I’m just falling in love with you all over again. 
“Can you remember that day? I was 15, almost 16, and you were 19. You dropped by to say hello to some friends at my uncle’s Memorial Day barbeque. Remember? You politely shook my hand when we were introduced, and I was instantly crazy about you. I was crushed when you left the party to return to college without even saying goodbye to me.” 
“Jen, I didn’t know you had feelings toward me way back then. You were just a kid. A beautiful sweet-sixteen female kid. Why would you have been interested in me? Besides, I had a girlfriend waiting for me back at school when the new term began.” 
“Yes, I was a kid, but I had the feelings of a woman even then, and all I wanted to do was wrap my arms around you and kiss you. It was like love at first sight. But I had to wait eight years to get that kiss, not long after we met again at that New York convention. You may be 81 years old now, but oh boy, you’ve now got the same wonderful body of that 19-year-old hunk I met back then.”
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After several delicious moments of contemplation, she said, “Clay, how is all this possible?” 
“Beats me, Jen. Could it be that my falling into that ‘Fountain of Youth’ pool is responsible? I mean, an actual fountain of youth is just a legend, isn’t it?” 
“I’ve always thought it was. That’s what they taught us in grammar school,” answered Jennie. 
Clay continued expressing his thoughts, “I certainly do believe that a Spanish explorer named Ponce de Leon landed on the shores of Florida centuries ago. That’s real history. But was he really searching for a so-called fountain of youth? I don’t think so. For sure, I don’t believe that any such ‘fountain’ ever existed, never mind that today it’s supposedly located there in Old Town, St. Augustine in a money-making tourist attraction.” 
“Yeah, Clay. But look at you. What else could have caused that change?” 
Clay just shook his head slowly and said “It’s a logical conclusion, I guess. But growing young again overnight! That’s a fantasy. It doesn’t happen in real life.” 
As he glanced at his image in the mirror again, he added, “But it did.” 
He continued, “Jen, I don’t think we’re going to come up with real answers standing here talking about it. Let’s go get something to eat, and talk more about this over food. I’m looking forward to those do-it-yourself waffles. After all, I’m a growing boy now, he said with a grin.” 
“Skip the waffles, Clay. I need a drink.” But, acknowledging he really was hungry, she agreed they should head for the motel’s breakfast room. 

***** 
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As usual, they held hands as they walked along. Jennie continued to express her delight with her handsome ‘new’ 19-year-old husband, prompting Clay to plant a nice full kiss on her lips as they entered the breakfast room. A small boy seated at a nearby table facing the entry door leaned over toward his parents and said, in a muted voice, but still loud enough for everyone in the room to hear, “Did you see that, Mom, that boy just kissed his grandma’s lips and patted her on the fanny!” 
Jennie visibly clenched her teeth, frowning on hearing the boy’s remark. “Grandma!” she said aloud, “How rude!” 
In the boy’s eyes, she had been clearly defined as an old lady, and not young and pretty. Although she knew that she really was old, by her own admission in the bathroom two mornings earlier, she simply did not want to hear it expressed in public. The fact that Clay was trying to suppress a grin when he heard the comment didn’t help matters any. 
“Let’s get out of here,” Jennie said, as she even briefly found herself resenting his youthful appearance. 
In fact, after a few seconds of no response from Clay, she turned around smartly and stormed out of the room. Clay, by this time standing in front of the waffle maker pouring the batter, stopped mid-pour and hurried out of the room in chase. 
“Jen, wait!” he yelled, trying to catch up with her down the hall. 
“I won’t eat in that place!” she yelled back. “Did you hear all those snickers from everyone? I want to go find a restaurant somewhere else . . . and keep your hands off me!”
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“Honey, he was just a little kid. You raised enough of them to know they can say the darndest things when you least expect it. He didn’t mean to offend you. What he said was actually sort of funny.” Oops, he thought, I shouldn’t have added that last comment. 
“It was not funny! I don’t look like a ‘grandma,’” she said with emphasis as she started to cry. I want to look young and pretty like I used to. I want to be young like you.” 
“Oh, baby, you look wonderful to me, always have, and always will. I love you just like you are.” 
But the die was cast, and the thought of possibly being young like Clay was embedded in her mind. 
*****
The rest of that day, the Evanses toured many of the other attractions in Old Town, as had been their original plan. But neither of them fully appreciated what they were seeing and hearing during the tour, as both were deep in thought, mentally reviewing the amazing impact on their lives that had taken place just a few hours earlier in their motel bathroom. Jennie also felt strange, holding hands with Clay as they walked together, something they’d done for most of their marriage. 
She couldn’t help but notice the suddenly turned heads and second looks directed at them by passers-by, and from people glancing and even pointing toward them from the moving trolleys going by. She also felt threatened by the stares and smiles that pretty young women projected towards Clay. He didn’t seem to mind that attention at all, and that aroused feelings of resentment within Jennie. She began to feel a sense of urgency to get away from the tourist crowd, and suggested several times to Clay that they should leave. 
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They eventually retreated to their car, heading for the motel. Along the way, Clay observed a nautically embellished sign, “The Retired Pirate’s Bar.” “You know, I’m real thirsty, Jen. What do you think about stopping there for a quick brew?” 
“Good idea, hon; let’s do it.” 
Since all tables were occupied, they headed for the bar. Jen, as usual, ordered a margarita, and Clay asked for a beer. The bartender gal, costumed as a pirate wench, looked carefully at Clay and said, “Sorry sir, I have to card you. May I see your ID?” 
This took Clay by surprise, but he didn’t show it in his face or action, and calmly pulled out his wallet, took out his driver’s license, and handed it to her. She took it to the register where there was more light, and studied it. Walking back to Clay, she handed it to him and said, “Sorry sir, but that won’t do the trick. The picture’s that of an old guy, and it says you’re 81 years old. That ain’t you, and I can’t serve you here. Please leave.” 
Clay, taken aback as he realized the disconnect caused by his new youth, turned red, muttered, “Oops, sorry,” got up and joined Jennie, who had already by now left her stool. Together, hand in hand, they hurried out the door, heading for the motel. 
“Good grief, Clay, we can’t even buy a drink when we’re out together.” 
“Yeah, kind of awkward wasn’t it?” he said.
That evening they watched the 9:00 pm television series, Bering Sea Gold. Jen said, “I’m wrung out from this day, and am heading to bed.” 
Clay responded, “I’m going to watch the news first, then take a shower, so you go ahead. I’ll try not to awaken you.” 
As Jen lay in bed, unable to sleep, her thoughts were on what might happen later when Clay turned in. This is really another awkward situation, 
she thought. In a little while, a 19-year-old kid is going to climb into bed with me.       
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I have to think this thing through. He’s a real hunk, and he’s my husband, but holy cow, it might be weird. What will he want, and what will I want? 
About this time, Clay finished drying off after the shower, and slowly and quietly approached the bed. Jenny pretended to be asleep. Clay assumed she was, climbed in quietly, rolled over and fell asleep. At last, Jenny could sleep too, with her final thought of the day, We really have to do something about this situation!
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