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Let me tell you what happens when superiority takes over. I can remember the

whole thing very clearly, still, even though it was so long ago. Back when I was in my

late twenties, living in Oaksdale, I was a very sharp guy. I belonged-to a science geek

club, which immediately attracted me when I moved to Oaksdale seven years before. I

could think of creations like none other. Many people were amazed by ply brilliant ideas

and drive to make an invention. I loved science, ever since I was a kid and had always

been told I would get somewhere with my brains and creative ideas.

Every spring, Oaksdale would host its annual Science - Fest. It was a big affair

in our town, the Science - Fest. . It was much like a kid's science fair, where people would

come with creations or inventions of all kinds, being judged on every detail. It was

important to have a new idea, something that would interest the judges. All the greatest

scientists would come. I mean, people like Rima Timmons and Stewart Bartford, who

were well known in several states, came. It was also a bunch of locals really, but even so

it gathered quite the crowd One year I had the best invention, or so I thought.

It all began when Emma Lanvard and James Mastly, along with myself, decided

to group together and present the ultimate creation at the spring Science - Fest. I came

up with the idea to begin with, but I knew that I would need some assistance for the

proper testing. They were the best scientists, my closest friends in fact; Emma being top

notch at almost anything when it came to knowledge and James who was great working

on computers and researching. James would be reading all day long if he could,

knowing about every past scientist and their creations, of every new creation that was

made and the influences behind it all. James, I'd say, really was involved in all sorts of

science news. The slightest improvement in a product made him giddy and he would be

the first to know about it. Emma, lacking the interest of needle - point details when it

came to scientists' theories, still was as involved with research as he was. They were the

perfect team, besides their competitiveness, but together I felt our creation could work.

We wanted to make a spectacular appearance at the Science - Fest this spring,

one greater than any before. We had such confidence that it seemed nothing could beat

us. And by bringing our genius minds together we figured that it would be a cinch. I

mean, it was us we were talking about. We wanted the challenge; we had the confidence

and the right knowledge. Nothing, we felt, could stand in our way and that was that.

Now let me just take you back some years. This was the time when I was young,

full of courage and chance. We all were really, but it was much different then than it is

now.

"How are we going to present such a creation by this spring? We will never

accomplish such a project in such little time. Things like this need preparation. We need

a plan, some sort of plan - any type of plan!"

"Oh relax will you James? You are always worrying when there is absolutely

nothing to worry about! Do you really think that I would bring up such an extreme topic

without a plan or even some thought? Please. I have everything figured out. I just need

you to help me with testing and see what other ingredients can be added to make this

efficient. "

"You still have not filled me in on what is going on Phil. I understand you want

me here for research. You always have told me I am up - to - date on my history and

new facts on the latest science news. But this time you have not told me why you want

me to help you. Now that I think about it, why should I help you with whatever it is that

you are fabricating?"

"Why should you help me? Oh, Emma, darling, you sweet, sweet thing. You

should help me because this is going to be the beginning of a very important and

widespread invention. It is going to be the greatest thing our market has to offer and we

are going to be the ones who invented it. Do you know what that means? It means

money. We are going to be the richest and most powerful people around once we present

this to the town."

"Oh and I suppose our town is some magnificent place where all the latest fads

come from. This is just going to be one of your silly dreams. Another one of your

comical fantasies, but Phil, it is time to be practical."

"Practical? You just wait, Emma. You just wait and listen to this. We are going

to be the creators of a very powerful creation. Weare going to create a way to reduce the

effects of aging. What do you think of that? Amazing isn't it?"

"Amazing? How do you suppose we do this? Oh wait, I think this would be

fantastic. I can just see it now. What do you think James?"

"What do I think? I think this is absolutely ridiculous, tell him Emma and quit

being sarcastic. Phil, have you even begun to research this, have you? I am not going to

do all the dirty work here and you take all the credit. I know how you can be. I know

your dirty and sneaky ways."

"Of course you do, you bastard, if anything you're the one who has taught me. So

let's not get all hasty to turn against me and let's pull this off. What do you say? Are

you in? Emma, are you in?"

Of course they were all in, I mean really. My idea was fabulous and they all knew

it. I had done research, I knew we needed to make a combination that made calories

diminish in a person's diet along with stimulating neurons in the brain which encouraged

human aging and signs of old age.

Then, of course, there was the money issue. We all had that idea of be coming

famous for our creation and earning thousands, even millions of dollars for our reward

So besides the money, what really was there for us to get out of this? It was the

competition, the eagerness to beat the rest of the scientists that would be competing in the

spring. And if we could work this out, we all would each benefit a ton. We organized our

plan and agreed that we would split the cost of any profit made from our creation. We

decided to make it in a pill form; it was an age reduction pill. We were sure a pill would

be easy enough for consumers to take down hassle free. Surely it would be wanted by the

public, making it easily accessible on the market. Especially with all the magazine shit

and advertising of beauty and such.

Well, we did get everythingfigured out, through the arguments and all. Our pill

contained enzymes that reduced calories and it connected with the sensory neurons in the

brain. We used ideas taken from past researchers' Artificial Intelligence, since AI was

now one of the ways to control the brain and benefit a human for its fullest quality of life.

We made different combinations, seeing if reducing the speed of neurons' effects would

be better or if completely canceling certain operations that went on in the brain. We did

come to a conclusion eventually. The decision went to the reducing the action speed of

neurons. Then we added what would reverse the action; making the speed slow down

gave more time for each chemical reaction to occur, making the effect of our pill most

effective.

It's always great to see Emma and James quarrel. Those two have gone at it

since I can remember. Neither one of them can ever let the other one have the last word.

It really can get on your nerves, but I think I have found it particularly comical over the

years.

Anyway, back to what I was saying. We presented our age reduction pill at the

spring Science - Fest, which seemed to go smoothly. We showed charts and diagrams of

a human body and brain representing how it would affect certain parts. The Cognitive

aspects of the brain would not be harmed. We were sure to include all of the human

functions that would not be altered or harmed while taking our pill. The life visual we

presented was the rats that we had been experimenting on. What was physical to see

between the two rats was their difference in appearance. We also showed how their

reaction times, strength and heart pulses were different as well; the rat that looked

younger, whose heartbeat was lower and whose reaction time was fastest, was the one

whose aging was being reversed. The judges seemed to like it, everyone did actually.

That was our goal though, to have the public intrigued by our invention. Then, we would

bring it out for the public to use, and we would become millionaires.

It wasn't until after we left the Science - Fest that I told them. And you know

what, I blame them too. if it wasn't for their constant nagging, their constant worrying.

I blame them for what I am now facing as my misfortune.

You see, really, Emma and James did not want to present our pill at the fair.

They suggested that we wait and come out with it on our own. L of course, was revolted

at the idea since I was so eager to shut down everyone else at the fair, no competition.

So of course being stubborn, I took the pill. I wanted to prove to them that it indeed did

work and their worrying was just nonsense. Then I would be even more popular and

important to the public since I would be the first human to have the ability to stay

younger longer. It was after we presented the pill to the town that James found a slight

error in our combination. He brought it to my attention immediately, only no one knew

that I had swallowed the pill. How would they? How could I tell them? I wanted to wait

and prove the effects worked, that would definitely show them, or so I thought.

Naturally, after hearing this news, Ifreaked out. I had to let them know my

actions of taking the pill before anyone. We spent months working on a way to neutralize

the chemicals that were added into my body, but it was no use. Nothing became of it. I

began to realize, some few years later I began to really see the changes in my body's

appearance. Compared to my friends I looked decently younger than them. Healthier,

fit, I was looking pretty damn good if you ask me. Even others noticed and I received

multiple compliments from everyone. I could even pick up younger women, which to me

was always a plus.

I'm now glad that I did my "living it up" while I could. You see, the effects that

made me age slower were great. Then, oh, oh it was terrible. I began to ache constantly.

I mean serious, torturous pain throughout my entire body. No doctor could find a cure

for me, they would send me away saying it was stress that was breaking my body down.

Well, you know what? It was not stress at all. It was that damn pill that I wasted so

much time in creating. It turned me into this disgusting old man, to say the least. My

looks had completely changed over the years. I went from looking younger and healthier,

which I liked, to older and older and older. I looked sick every now and then and was

constantly asked if I was alright with my health. Eventually, I did not leave the house

anymore. Only Emma and James knew about my condition. I am not sure what anyone

else thought, to this day I have no idea what people thought about my strange

disappearance from the world. I would not, could not be seen by anyone.

Emma and James missed my most nauseating appearance. They grew old and

died, just like everyone else I knew in the world. They would have been terrified. My

body had shrunken; my fingers actually grew longer, thinner. My bones were now small

and weak, out of proportion with a normal human being. The top of my head was bald,

oh but somehow I had this long thin, scrujjj; feeling hair that was grown past my

shoulders. It would grow and grow. Nothing I did about it made a difference. No matter

how many times I cut it, it would just grow back and after a while it was tiresome to cut

the hair that just kept coming back, growing faster and faster each time. My face was

wrinkled, everything was wrinkled, old looking. It was not even real looking. I thought it

could not be reality since I looked like a monster from some horror movie.

It was the fact that I had to get out of bed each day to look at myself that was most

disturbing. And eventually I did not even do that. I have no mirrors in my home now. It

is barely a home. I now live in an abandoned place, no living creature would even think

about living here or being seen here nowaday. That is why I'm here. The world is so

different, yet I am still the same old wrinkly, disfigured man. Man is not even the word,

thing is better suited. All my friends are dead. I couldn't even attend a funeral because

of my horrid condition. It's been at least five hundred years since, at least, the last real

human lived on this planet. I am not even sure what is out there, but I can tell it is

nothing like it was when I was just a young scientist. Nothing like when I was just a

young soul looking for another competition and adventure. Now I am not dying, not

really living either. My body seems to be getting more sickening by the moment, but I am

not feeling death upon me. Who knows when it will come or even if it will come at all?
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