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                                                          THE ELIXIR
 
 
    Edison Besser examined his face the way a detective examined a crime scene. 
 
    Every night at precisely eleven-thirty he locked the bedroom door of his spacious Boston 
 
brownstone home, dimmed  every light except the glaring flourescents around the magnifier 
 
mirror on top of his desk, and leaned in close. He checked pores. He checked lines. He 
 
carefully pulled his facial skin back with two perfectly manicured fingers, then released it, 
 
watching for delay. Delay mean’t another small step towards death.
 
    Tonight he found something.
 
    A crease—no, not even a crease. A suggestion. A faint indentation beside his left eye that he 
 
didn’t remember being there yesterday. Or had it?  He didn’t remember. He stared longer and 
 
harder, heart pounding, anger rising like bile as he fought off the urge to start destroying things.
 
 
 
    “Son of a fucking bitch,” he screamed to no-one in particular
 
    Besser was fifty five years old, wealthy, meticulously groomed, and furious at the universe 
 
for not stopping at forty five. He had the thick gray hair, or as he called it, ‘sterling silver,’ of a 
 
local television anchorman, and the body fat percentage of a man half his age, but it was not 
 
enough. It would NEVER be enough.
 
    Aging was betrayal. Aging was theft.
 
    And worst of all, aging threatened threatened his “hobby.”
 
    Besser loved women. He always loved women. He loved them the way some men loved 
 
expensive classic cars. He acquired them, admired them, drove them hard, then traded them in 
 
for a newer model. He left behind a trail of shattered hearts, broken engagements, half packed 
 
apartments, and tearful voice mail messages which he never returned. The idea that Father 
 
Time might someday strip him of his looks and oily charm, that he might eventually become 
 
invisible or —God forbid—- pitiable, filled him with genuine terror.
 
    So he researched. 
 
    He devoured medical journals, blogs, podcasts, whatever. He spent obscene amounts of 
money on vitamins, supplements, powders, drops, injections. He would do two hours of cardio   
 
and calisthenics every single morning, no exceptions, not allowed, in his state of the art 
 
workout room, which he converted one of his empty bedrooms into. His favorite hunting 
 
ground was The Health Hut, a high-end health food store on Newberry Street.
 
    The owner, a squatty looking man named Franz, looked like he had as much business 
 
running a health store as Rosie O’Donnell would running a Victoria Secret boutique. 
 
    Overweight, beady eyed, and with what looked like a permanent smirk affixed to his rodent-
 
like face, he would always watch Besser’s rituals with anthropological interest.
 
    “New miracle today, Eddie?” Franz sarcastically asked one afternoon in his annoying 
 
screechy voice as Besser slammed a basket full of plastic bottles, which probably cost more 
 
than most people’s monthly mortgage, onto the counter.
 
    “This one’s different,” Besser snapped. “Clinically proven.”
 
    Franz looked at the label on a couple of them. “Sure they were. On fruit flies in some lab in 
 
Slovakia.”
 
    “Cells are cells.”
 
    “Sure they are,” Franz said, ringing him up. “You know, if money worked as an anti-aging 
 
compound, you’d be immortal already.”
 
    Besser glared. “You’ll see.”
 
    He always said that.
 
    As he left the store, a man detached himself from the shadows of the doorway. He was thin, 
 
pale, and smiling without warmth.
 
    “Forgive me for unintentionally eavesdropping. However I couldn’t help overhearing,” the 
 
man said. “Sounds like you’re looking for something more…permanent.
 
    Besser bristled. “I’m not interested.”
 
    “An elixir,” the stranger said softly. “This isn’t some useless new vitamin which isn’t going to 
 
do anything for you, except deplete your wallet of money. This is the real thing.”
 
    Besser paused for just a second.
 
    “For a fee,” the stranger continued.
 
    “I was waiting for the ‘for a fee’ part of your story,” Besser said. “Now if you don’t mind I 
 
have more important things to do with my time than listen to your bullshit.”
 
    The stranger merely flashed his cold smile before continuing. “I’m not selling it, however I 
 
can tell you exactly where to find it. For a fee of course. It’s extremely rare. I must tell you that it 
 
doesn’t reverse aging, but it stops it. Completely.”
 
    “That’s impossible.”
 
    The stranger shook his head slowly. “How many things do we take for granted today, which 
 
we thought were impossible just a few short years ago?”
 
    Besser could only continue
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