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Introduction
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USPN, the University of Sociopaths, Psychopaths and Narcissists is the place where personality disordered individuals go to hone their skills. Within its walls, they learn to perfect the art of manipulation in order to deceive and control others to the fullest extent. It is a place where, instead of being shamed by the horrific treatment of others, their behavior is celebrated and they themselves are honored and glorified. It is a place for them to congregate, a place where they feel welcome, at home and understood; a place where they can be themselves and do what comes naturally.

Stephen Walker, a diagnosed narcissist, is at the top of his game. He is on track to becoming valedictorian of his graduating class at USPN when suddenly things go horribly wrong. Believing himself clever and smart enough to manipulate his way out of the situation, he finds himself meeting with the dean of studies to try to resolve his issues. While waiting for his appointment, Stephen gazes upon the “Wall of Glory;” a row of paintings depicting all of the Fourth Degree Narcissists- the highest honor a narcissist can receive, and is drawn back in time, into the lives of each recipient. 

The portraits themselves are priceless artifacts painted by famous artists. The superficial beauty of the paintings eternalizes the subject as someone who should be admired and revered but underneath, these beautiful people are nothing more than glorified fraudsters, swindlers, crooks, con artist, hustlers, deceivers and scammers- the outstanding alumni of the University who have gone above and beyond the school’s requirements and have proven themselves in a class all their own. By traveling back through time, Stephen recants the horrendous things each candidate did to win this most prestigious award.

Seriously Evil People shows that looks can be deceiving. Behind every one of these fine paintings, there is a story. It shows how Cluster B personality types have gotten away with their shenanigans for hundreds of years and the victims are none the wiser. Fashions change, technology changes, and time marches on, but people stay the same. Narcissists, sociopaths and psychopaths are always a step ahead of even the most savvy victim . . .



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Behind every portrait is a story . . .
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Sly Bons (1854-1916)
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Having been summoned by the Dean of Studies, Stephen Walker approached a heavy, steel industrial door in the middle of a nondescript city block. The monochromatic metal blended well with the lackluster sidewalk and the grayish concrete wall it was set in which served to give the entrance a drab, colorless and unremarkable appearance. Although Stephen had passed through this door many times and knew exactly where it was now, he remembered how, the first few times he came to the university he had a tough time locating it.

The solid, substantial entrance separating USPN, the University of Sociopaths, Psychopaths and Narcissists, from the outside world helped the university remain anonymous. Although the door was sturdy enough to withstand an assault by a battering ram, its first line of defense in case of attack was camouflage, as it blended in with its surroundings and displayed no distinguishing features or marks whatsoever to call attention to itself. The door boasted neither a number, street name, placard, or other indicator of what might lay behind, and unless someone knew precisely where they were going or had business within, it would easily be over looked. In fact, passers-by never took notice because of its plainness. 

However, recently things changed. The university’s anonymity had been jeopardized when vandals spray-painted “fucking psychos” in cherry red across the façade- something the university was working diligently on getting removed. 

Touching the fob dangling from his keychain to the receptor near the handle and reading the large red graffiti letters directly in front of him, Stephen thought to himself someone really should clean that up as a buzzing sound emanated and a metal click announced the bolt was temporarily unlocked. Yanking hard on the handle, Stephen entered the building. 

Once inside, the ambiance changed considerably. What was undistinguished and ordinary on the outside suddenly turned into an ornate and opulent step back in time. Century old polished mahogany panels hung from walls and plush leather chairs dotted the foyer. While this may give an impression of an old, dark, outdated interior, modern remodels and upgrades had occurred throughout the years including the instillation of sky windows which added a sunny, illuminated, atmosphere. Gigantic potted plants added dots of bright green to the room as their huge leaves reached upwards in response to the overhead light flooding in. If that didn’t brighten the foyer enough, light also permeated through a wall of spotless, floor to ceiling glass windows lining the entire back wall. Gazing through said windows, a courtyard could be seen, complete with impeccably trimmed hedges and a well-maintained, weedless walkway leading to and fro, across the campus, its pathways intersecting here and there, paving the way to the classrooms arranged in a quad. 

Gazing through the windows, Stephen viewed a youthful student as he darted across the courtyard, jacket slung over his shoulder, textbook under his arm, briskly walking parallel to where Stephen was standing. He is probably heading to Anatomy of the Brain lab, Stephen thought, glancing at the time on his cell phone while recognizing the direction the student was walking, having travelled the same path numerous times himself. Unintentionally, a distinct feeling of Deja-vu flooded through him as he dreamed of an easier time, a time when all he had to do was attend classes. Shaking it off he returned to his thoughts of the student: better hurry, Lord Cavalier is a stickler for punctuality! 

Stephen’s eyes followed the co-ed until he entered the doorway leading to the lab, then disappeared out of sight- just as the number on his phone displayed 1:00 pm. He was a bit disappointed the unknown student made it on time, he would have liked to assume he was subjected to Lord Cavalier’s volatile temper, but he didn’t ponder the thought beyond that as it didn’t affect him personally.  

Realizing no text messages had come through on his cell phone, Stephen frowned then automatically double checked. Texts were important. They were a lifeline of sorts and provided a minuscule bit of the narcissistic supply he constantly needed to feel good about himself. 

Nothing.

Replacing the device in his pocket, then quickly pulling out again, Stephen checked again for a third time. Still nothing. 

He contemplated sending a text himself, just to get some kind of response but instead sighed and scanned the courtyard again. Viewing a female student, lazily stretched out across a wooden bench amidst the pristine snowy-white rose garden and topiary trees he debated whether to approach her and introduce himself to have an interaction with anybody. He was always looking for supply and being the outstanding narcissist he was, figured he might just be doing her a service by giving her some of his most excellent attention. 

The student’s arm was slung over her eyes, shielding them from the sun as she basked in the warmth of the spring day. She reminded Stephen of his own days at USPN, carefree days; a time when everything was simple; when supply was plentiful and easy to obtain. She would probably have questions for him once she recognized who he was, so Stephen was figuring out his opening line of dialog, maybe something about how beautiful the cloudless day was, he thought as he tested the brightness of the sun by looking directly at it. 

Immediately he squinted and looked away. 

Momentarily blinded, he heard a female voice emerge from his darkness. “Can I help you?” 

Confused, Stephen instantly thought it was the girl from the garden, that she had somehow rushed inside when she realized he was there. He blinked into focus and as he became reaccustomed to his surroundings he viewed a young woman seated behind a high counter. Another supply source, he thought, as he smiled and responded, “I’m here to see Dean Hubris.” 

Gazing upon a face complete with pinched cheeks and a bulbous nose offset by piercing blue eyes and asymmetrically sized lips, the receptionist asked intuitively, “Stephen Walker?” It was a rhetorical question because she knew by his looks he was. Although not much to look at, he was the student everyone was talking about. Having aced all his classes thus far, he was on track to becoming valedictorian of his graduating class. 

“That’s me!” Stephen responded gingerly and flirtatiously, as he received a quick influx of supply simply from her recognition of him. 

Taking this recognition as encouragement he approached the desk and rested his bare forearm lightly on the counter. The long sleeves of his denim shirt were rolled up just below his elbows, and although this appeared casual and not thought out, Stephen had taken great pains to make it look that way. He put considerable effort into looking like he didn’t put any effort at all into his appearance. This easy-going, devil-may-care look was important to him because one never knew where a new victim would be found and Stephen wanted to give off just the right vibe to new suppliers; that he wasn’t trying in the least. However, in reality, he tried very hard to never miss an opportunity to obtain supply. Knowing he had an automatic audience in the receptionist, he went into full narcissistic flirt mode. 

The first thing Stephen always did when flirting was to, ever so slightly, suck in his breath causing his chest to puff slightly making him appear larger and bulkier. Although he lacked true size, being barely 5’6” he compensated by having an enormous, larger than life, personality. He was quick, witty, funny and charming to a fault and because of this women (and sometimes men) practically threw themselves at him. They were attracted to his confidence and assertiveness, as well as his cockiness, arrogance, unpredictability, and moodiness. Although moodiness wouldn’t seem like a desirable trait, when called moody, Stephen would retort, “I’m not moody, I’m just very passionate,” thus turning a vice into a virtue and putting a positive spin on a negative trait. 

Smiling back at him, Conceita picked up the phone receiver intending to announce Stephen’s arrival to Dean Hubris. Although a USPN student herself, she secured a part-time receptionist job to offset the cost of her tuition. But she paled in comparison to the man standing in front of her. He was the student everyone was talking about at USPN and she was a bit intimidated by his presence, as she nervously fumbled with the buttons on the dial while he scrutinized her movements. 

“You know,” Stephen began playfully, timing his opening line perfectly- just as she pushed the intercom button, “there must be something wrong with my eyes . . .” he said as he began rubbing his eyes with his fists while peering over them watching for her reaction. 

Conceita placed her hand over the receiver, mildly concerned. She knew the room was intensely bright and wondered if she should offer him the use of her sunglasses as she stopped what she was doing and waited for an indication that he may need help.

“. . . Because I can’t take them off you,” he finished as he leaned over the desk, positioned his face closer to hers and stared intently, crookedly grinning ear to ear.  

* * *
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Narcissists are incorrigible flirts. They flirt for a quick influx of supply (emotional attention) and to test the waters to see how viable a potential supplier is. Supply is emotional food to a narcissist which feeds their shallow ego, temporarily alleviates their insecurity, and soothes their self-loathing. It allows them to interpret themselves as worthy and masks their inner despair. They need a constant stream to survive and become hungry when they do not receive it. Supply is a narcissist’s life blood. When people look at them, flirt back, chase them, or want them in any way, it makes them feel good about themselves.

* * *
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Flabbergasted yet flattered such an outstanding narcissist would be interested in her, Conceita couldn’t hide her smile as she composed herself and spoke into the receiver. She was trying to give Stephen the impression she wasn’t pleased by the attention, but really she took it as a great compliment. 

“Stephen Walker is here to see you,” she spoke evenly into the handset trying to appear nonchalant as she waited for a reply. “Will do,” she said, as she gently placed the receiver back onto its cradle. 

“He’s a little backed up and will be with you as soon as he can,” she said looking up and speaking directly to Stephen, explaining. “He asked that you to take a seat, it may be a few minutes,” as she motioned to a chair directly across from her desk.

She wants me, Stephen thought as he settled in one of two comfortable leather chairs. Watching Conceita’s every move as he did, he was learning what he could about her as she pecked away at the keys on her computer and answered calls. Acutely aware of the attention he was showing her, Conceita smiled inwardly, all the while taking great pains to appear as if she was ignoring him by acting naturally.

Cheesy pick-up lines were Stephen’s forte and he was trying desperately to think of another one. They always made people laugh and served to alleviate tense awkward situations. Depending on the response he received, they also indicated whether someone was interested in becoming a supplier, a provider of emotional fuel he so desperately needed and he had gotten good vibes so far from Conceita.

Stephen didn’t know why he was the way he was or why he had such an intense need for attention. He didn’t just want to be the focal point of everything, he had to be. Others around him didn’t seem that way. They seemed secure in themselves and content to let others take center stage and he envied that. But, unwilling to explore his inner feelings and discover the reason behind his particular personality trait, he chose to blame his mother, Mary Walker instead. Mary severely neglected Stephen during his formative years and as a coping mechanism Stephen developed his insatiable appetite for attention and praise. Like a stage actor who needed more and more applause, Stephen was always “on;” always performing. He not only desired attention, his very existence depended on him receiving a constant influx of accolades, approval, commendation, and admiration from everyone he came in contact with. If he didn’t get it, it would trigger rage attacks and possibly lead to depression, anxiety or both- something he avoided at all costs.

Having completely forgotten about the girl in the quad, Stephen was, at that very moment, envisioning Conceita as a future narcissistic fuel supplier and wondering if she would be willing to fulfill her role starting today and meet him after her shift. Did she like subtly or a direct approach? He wondered. Should I flirt a bit more or be blunt? He wasn’t questioning which approach would work, he was sure both would, he was deciding which approach would work best. He was also deciding if the leather chair he was presently settling into would be a comfortable enough place to have the intercourse they were going to have this evening. In addition to being emotionally narcissistic, he also had an insatiable appetite for sex which was convenient because it made him feel great when he could share his expertise in that area and when women succumbed to his sexual skill. His chest puffed involuntarily as he mused about how great he was in bed. 

Although his own bed would be much more comfortable for the sexual antics he was anticipating with Conceita, he couldn’t possibly bring her home. He was currently living with his girlfriend and couldn’t risk losing his primary supplier not to mention his financial support. Although having sex in his apartment wasn’t an impossibility, he had done it before, it did require a little more finagling, he had to make sure is current girlfriend was out for the evening before he brought someone home and he couldn’t think that far ahead right now. 

He could do it at the receptionist’s place he decided logistically. What was her name again? As he squinted at her name plate and read “Conceita,” making a mental note of it. Her bed might be the best option because, despite the fact the chair he was presently sitting in looked comfortable, it was boxy, stiff and unyielding. He was concerned it would inhibit any real kind of satisfying sexual encounter for himself; no he thought, her bed would be far more comfortable. Although, Stephen pondered to himself as he ran his palms up and down the arm rests, the coolness and smoothness of the leather intriguing him, with a little contortion, maybe the chair would work after all . . . and his imagination began to run wild. Plus there was something exciting about doing it right here, in the foyer, with the huge windows, exposed to the outside, where the potential to get caught was astronomically high . . . 

Envisioning Conceita bent over the backrest of the chair and himself on his knees on the cushion, he was starting to feel a tightness develop in his groin in response to this mildly kinky fantasy. 

Not wanting want to lose Conceita as a supplier before he even got started, he figured he would play it safe and take a subtle approach; not come on to her too forcefully. He would flirt a little more before suggesting a tryst. He knew from years and years of experience women always liked to play a little hard to get and he wanted to get that out of the way before he was called into the dean’s office. As he looked up toward the reception desk again, fully intending to go into full narcissistic flirt mode, the portrait of a stately gentleman hanging behind it caught his eye.

* * *
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Being the first ever recipient of “Fourth Degree Narcissist,” Sly Bons’ portrait hung first in a row of paintings lining the hallway leading to Dean Vainglorious Hubris’ office. All the paintings, 22 to be exact, were magnificent oils and many had been painted by famous artists throughout the years. Some were men, others women, but all depicted one particular person: the recipient of the status of Fourth Degree Narcissist; the highest honor a narcissist could receive. Since the award’s inception over 150 years ago, very few narcissists had been granted this honor and to put it in perspective from a narcissist’s point of view, Fourth Degree would be on par to winning an Olympic gold, Pulitzer prize or an Academy Award. Although the university taught sociopaths and psychopaths their trades as well, narcissists, far outnumbered the other two and were their mainstay. By default, a person is often called a “narcissist,” when truthfully they could be a sociopath or psychopath. That’s why Stephen thought the graffiti on the wall was directed at one particular person, someone who was a diagnosed psychopath, otherwise the victim behind the spray can probably would have scribbled “fucking narcissists” or “fucking narcs” as it were instead of “fucking psychos.”

Although fairly common, it is also a misnomer to think of personality disorders as being on a sliding scale, whereby narcissism is a lesser form of sociopathy or psychopathy, or that one advances to the next. Each disorder is a stand-alone condition with distinct criteria and narcissists don’t generally become sociopaths or psychopaths over time. That being said, for whatever reason the administration of USPN decided to make the school’s highest honor, Fourth Degree, something that glorifies narcissists and not the other two. Could a sociopath or psychopath win the award? Sure, but they would be declared a “Fourth Degree narcissist,” not a Fourth Degree sociopath or Fourth Degree psychopath. That is, of course, if they won at all. Obtaining Fourth Degree status is tricky.

Although Fourth Degree Narcissist status is looked upon by the school and its alumni as the equivalent of winning gold, a Pulitzer, or an Oscar by those seeking it, the criterium for the latter three awards is straight forward and concise: best the competition- win the award. To acquire Fourth Degree Narcissist status however, the parameters are much more vague. Someone has to do something so “extraordinarily narcissistic”  that it is recognized as such by another narcissist. Although that may sound easy and straight forward it’s difficult for two reasons. First, since all narcissists are incredibly egocentric and selfish, very few even take notice of the actions of fellow narcissists and second, even if they do, few would bother nominating another for an award for as a rule, narcissists never want to be one upped by anyone, even their own kind. 

But if, by sheer luck, a narcissist does somehow manage to get themselves noticed and nominated, an intense background check is conducted. The facts surrounding the narcissistic act must be verified then eight peers convene to vote on whether they believe the narcissistic act personified narcissism and warrants the honor. Votes must be unanimous with no one abstaining. Therefore, it would seem with all these requirements and narcissists by their nature never wanting to give glory to anyone but themselves, the hallway would be barren. But, in fact, 22 outstanding persons had committed such outrageously narcissistic acts they simply couldn’t go unnoticed and to commemorate this outstanding achievement, an oil painting depicting each of their likenesses hung in the hallway. The elegance, gilt and finery of the paintings were a testament to the honor and they would forever pay homage to the accomplishment of the individual depicted within. 

The hallway where the portraits hung was lovingly referred to as the “Wall of Glory” by faculty, staff and students. It was a fitting nickname as anyone attending the university viewed Fourth Degree status as a pinnacle accomplishment to which they all aspired. 

To add to the aura, the priceless portraits were corded off with burgundy velvet ropes supported by polished brass poles. These barriers served to remind viewers to keep a respectable distance and part of Conceita’s job was to call security if anyone got too close or tried to touch any of the paintings.

As Stephen sat in his chair waiting, his eyes briefly travelled down the hallway coming back to rest on the portrait of Sly Bons. Although he was a bit rusty on the school’s history, Stephen knew of Sly Bons for a couple of reasons. First he had studied all the Fourth Degree awardees toward the tail end of his History of Narcissism class almost two years ago, and second, just in case he forgot, a brass plate hung below the artwork which read “Sly Bons 1854-1916.”

The portrait itself depicted a slender man with a long oval face. It was of his head, neck and shoulders and showed he was clearly an equestrian as he donned a velvety black riding helmet and wore a white, intricately collared shirt partially covered by a blood red sporting jacket. Eyebrows raised, Sly was gazing upward to his left when the portrait was painted as if he were watching a flock of geese fly by in a V formation or an intriguing cloud cluster in the sky. He had thick, short hair, slicked back on the sides which barely peeked out below the brim of his riding helmet. His portrait would be of nothing more than a nondescript pale looking man with washed out hazel eyes, if it weren’t for the presence of the thickest mustache Stephen had ever seen protruding from his upper lip. 

Sly Bons 1854-1916

Sly Bons had a habit of scratching his upper lip with his left pinky whenever he got nervous. It was an unsightly habit and growing up his mother had constantly prattled, “Sly, stop scratching!” or “keep your hands away from your face, you’re going to spread germs!” But, Sly ignored her and over time this unsightly habit became second nature. Today he couldn’t help himself. Using the tiny fingernail of his left fifth digit he separated the bristly hairs of his bushy, reddish, impeccably manicured mustache until he felt skin below and began to scratch vigorously. Instantly some of his immense stress and nervousness fell away. 

The anxiety Sly was feeling stemmed from the fact he never took anything for granted. Although he knew winning was practically guaranteed today, he could lose an exorbitant amount of money if things didn’t go as planned. There were so many extraneous variables that couldn’t be accounted for when he formulated one of his “plans.” Despite his hard work and finagling, some overlooked minor detail could completely derail his entire scheme. 

While sitting discretely in the stands, scratching away at his upper lip he thought of all the possible things that could make his plan go haywire. The most likely would be if one of the jockeys in the race got cold feet and decided at the last minute, not to participate. He didn’t think that would happen and it was highly unlikely because he had paid them all very well, but, there were other variables he couldn’t account for; variables money couldn’t fix. These included an injured or scratched horse, a horse getting bumped or slowed at a turn, a slip and fall on a muddy track, or a jockey falling off. Even though the outcome of the race was rigged, all of these potential liabilities could not be controlled.

Sly devised and formulated his plot to “fix” horse races a few weeks prior. While sitting in the stands between races one day, he realized some important aspects of horse racing. First, in every race there seemed to be a horse favored to win. It was easy to determine the “favorite” strictly by looking at the betting odds because a winning bet on a favorite paid far less than any of the others, especially the long-shots. But long-shots were so named for a reason, their odds of winning were slim and therefore it made sense if they did win, a bet paid more.

Additionally, as a form of advertisement, there always seemed to be a trumped-up feud between two horses in a particular race on race day. Two favorites. The owners or trainers contributed to this squabble by arguing with one another publicly and thereby exacerbating it. Their bickering would draw attention to the two horses and would convince the public the only way to prove which was the better steed was through a race. The media took this and ran. They made sure the feud escalated and suddenly, everyone had an opinion. People, who normally would have no interest in horse racing, became experts and rooted for one or the other favorite horses. 

“I’m putting my money on Galant’s Eye. He’s by far the best horse on the field!”

“No, no! Smokey Mister will beat him, he won four of his last five races on a muddy track no less!”

The feud race, as it was called, usually took place around the sixth or seventh running of the day and really was nothing more than an advertising ploy to draw people to the track. Not only was there gambling money to be had by the establishment, there was the cost of the entry ticket as well as concession dollars. In today’s seventh race, two horses, “Landau” and “The Ascot” were the big competitors and loads of money was changing hands as people decided between the two. Both stables were owned locally, and both owners; proud and loud. Landau was the slight favorite with 3:2 odds whereas The Ascot’s odds were listed as 2:1. The long shot, a little know horse named “Scram” was running at 32:1 odds. 

Not wanting to seem obvious, trigger any questions, or call attention to himself in any way, Sly spread his bets across the betting windows- meaning instead of one large bet, he placed numerous small ones. Large bets were recorded and written down by the track manager whereas small ones went undocumented- they weren’t worth the effort. So today, Sly visited the betting cages repeatedly leading up to the race and every time made the same bet: Scram to win. 

Placing his last and final bet shortly before the trumpet sounded, he returned to his seat, scratched his upper lip nervously, and waited. Eleven horses were paraded onto the field below and were now being positioned behind the starting line. The din of the crowd rose and fell as everyone anxiously awaited the starting bell. 

When a loud buzzer finally sounded, a roar from the crowd erupted as the announcer enthusiastically declared, “and they’re off!”  Hooves flew as eleven powerful bodies broke  simultaneously from the line.

“And its Sunnyside, and Scram, breaking early and fast and moving to the inside rail with Tidal Wave in third moving over quickly from his outer position toward the inside as well. Landau and The Ascot, broke slowly and are in fourth and fifth respectively as the pack heads toward the first turn. Never Look Back is next, then Royal, then Boldness as the leaders move through the first turn followed by Jessie’s Ride, Duncan, and Flighty taking the turn now. . . Bringing up the rear is Winner Takes All. 

Entering the second turn its Sunnyside, Scram and Tidal Wave neck and neck, all three fighting for first position with The Ascot on the rail behind them. Landau is in fifth and running on the outside of The Ascot with Duncan on his heels then Never Look Back, Boldness, Royal and Jessie’s Ride, followed by Flighty and Winner Takes All. 

Coming out of the second turn we still have Sunnyside . . . it’s Sunnyside on the rail and hugging it tight, he’s not giving The Ascot any chance to squeeze through. Next to Sunnyside is Scram in the middle and on the outside; Tidal Wave. All three are tied for the lead and barreling down the back stretch, side by side. The Ascot is trapped on the rail with nowhere to go as he runs patiently in fourth place, right on the heels of Sunnyside. He’s clearly biding his time as he waits for a hole as Landau runs next to him on the outside in fifth. 

Following the pack is Jessie’s Ride, Duncan, Winner Takes All and Flighty. Boldness and Royal, now, bringing up the rear.

Rounding the third turn it’s still Sunnyside, Scram and Tidal Wave, shoulder to shoulder side by side, neck and neck. The Ascot still can’t find the opening he needs and Sunnyside isn’t giving him any room. Landau is biding his time in fifth waiting to swing wide and make a run for it after the fourth turn. In the meantime Duncan has moved past Jessie’s Ride and is followed by Winner Takes All, Flighty, Boldness and Royal.

Rounding the fourth turn Tidal Wave swings wide! He’s blocking Landau’s assent as the horses turn toward the home stretch. The Ascot is still trapped at the rail! Landau is blocked by Tidal Wave and Landau’s jockey just steered him inward, trying to out maneuver Tidal Wave. He’s trying to cut between Scram and Tidal Wave toward the inside but he’s blocked again! Scram swings wide as well, blocking his advance. Meanwhile The Ascot is right on the heels of Sunnyside. It’s Sunnyside, Scram and Tidal Wave still in the lead and forming a three-horse barricade! 

The horses have rounded the fourth turn and are entering the home stretch. It’s still Sunnyside on the rail, running neck and neck with Scram and Tidal Wave; a three-horse blockage! Landau can’t get around or go through and The Ascot is trapped near the rail with no place to run. Battling it out for first and barreling toward the finish line it’s Sunnyside on the inside, Scram in the middle and Tidal Wave. Sunnyside, Scram and Tidal Wave. . . Sunnyside, Scram and Tidal Wave. . . but here comes Landau- moving really wide around Tidal Wave and heading toward the outside- he’s making a desperate bid and coming fast down the home stretch in a last-ditch effort to overtake the three leaders. Tidal Wave is starting to tire and his jockey is pushing him hard as Scram leads by a head. It’s Scram and Sunnyside, Scram and Sunnyside with Tidal Wave barely holding onto third place. The Ascot found a hole and is making a move, moving up on the inside, but it’s too late . . . it’s Scram and Sunnyside crossing the finish first and second. . . .

A huge hush erupted as the crowd waited for the announcer to declare the rest of the order. 

There was a pause as the two men in the announcer’s box looked at each other, panicked.

“Um, third place was too close to call,” the announcer spoke normally into the microphone, then covered it with his hand. Both men shrugged at each other and the announcer spoke once again. “The order will have to be determined by the judges,” he explained to the crowd. Then feeling as if he owed the audience a bit more he explained further, “it was too close to see from the booth.” 

With that, all heads turned away from the booth and turned toward the infield instead. Every eye in the crowd was now focused on the finish line, as the audience and announcers waited for the three stewards stationed at the line to determine the third-place winner. 

* * *
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Prior to “photo-finishes,” the winners of horse races were determined by three judges or stewards standing at the line of finish and it was up to them to determine the order that the horses crossed. Because they were on the infield and each stood at a different angle, they all had a different view from each other, which was also different from what the audience saw.

* * *
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“Can we all agree it was The Ascot who took third?” One of the stunned stewards asked the others taking charge while thumbing the paper betting stub in his pocket for The Ascot to show. This was the first time the three ever had to determine the order of finish. Most often they just confirmand what had already been declared.

“No it wasn’t,” another replied scratching his head, “I think it was Landau.”

“I saw it as Tidal Wave,” the third stated, “he was in third place the whole way, it has to be Tidal Wave.” 

The three stewards looked at each other wondering what to do. They HAD to pick an order, it was their job. For betting reasons, there couldn’t be a tie. 

“It’s only third place,” the first one said diplomatically, “let’s just agree on The Ascot.” He was thinking of the few dollars he would win if he could get the others to agree. 

“We can’t just pick one randomly,” the third one said shaking his head. “Plus it was Tidal Wave anyway.”

“Sorry gentlemen. You need two votes to win and Landau gets my vote. He was coming up like a house on fire at the end. He was definitely in third place at the finish . . . and would have won if there was more time.”

“But there wasn’t more time,” the first one chimed in. “The finish is the finish and The Ascot was clearly in third. If Sunnyside hadn’t blocked his path the whole way, he would have won by a mile . . . you need to get your eyes checked.”

“How dare you!” The second one said aggressively, removing his hat and thumping it against his thigh as in a challenge. “Are you calling me a liar?” 

“Lying is as lying does,” the first one taunted, “I KNOW what I saw, he said as he puffed his chest, took a step forward, and brought his face right up to the challenger’s. 

Through gritted teeth the second one responded, “it was Landau. Everyone saw it. You’re an idiot.” 

“It was The Ascot. . . ” came the reply as the two stewards stood, chest to chest, face to face, “and if I’m an idiot then you’re a moron.”

The third steward looked across the field as the entire audience waited to find out whether The Ascot beat Landau, or Landau beat The Ascot, and nervously broke in. “Um, guys. We don’t have time for this,” he said diplomatically, as he viewed two men in suits picking their way across the field approaching them. “We have to show a united front. Quick- I have a coin in my pocket . . .”  

And that was how it was determined that Tidal Wave came in third, and Landau beat The Ascot by a nose for fourth place. 

As expected, arguments erupted instantly within the crowd when the order of finish was announced and the three stewards were glad they were on the infield, protected from the riotous crowd. With everyone so focused on the Landau beating The Ascot for fourth place, Sly discretely cashed his Scram to win tickets at various cashiers before exiting the track. Stopping by his office on the way home, he placed his newly acquired stack of cash in his safe, for safe keeping.

“Sly, are you home?”

“Yes dear,” came his automatic reply to his wife as he hung his overcoat and hat on the peg near the door. 

“Did you have fun at the track today?” Margaret inquired pleasantly.

“Landau beat The Ascot.” 

“I knew it! That big bay wasn’t going to get beaten by that scrawny little chestnut,” she said placing her hands on her hips and showing her expertise on the subject. 

Over the course of the season Sly perfected his scheme. He would look for and choose one race where there were three horses entered that were considered “fast starters.” This meant these horses broke from the starting line quickly regardless of their line number. Sprinters. Three was ideal because anything less, even if they were able to get out in front of the pack quickly, couldn’t form an effective blockage and the other horses could simply move around them when the leaders tired.  

However, if there were a trio of fast starters, they could create a barrier, whereby the other horses couldn’t get around them even if they did tire. The three leaders could set whatever pace they wanted, and, so long as they didn’t let any other horses get past them, one of them was guaranteed to win, another to place and the third to show. All Sly had to do to pull this off was coordinate it by bribing the jockeys riding the three fast starters. 

Jockeying was a dangerous and for the most part woefully underpaid job, therefore a large sum of money was usually enough to entice the riders to cooperate and over time Sly learned which jockeys could be bribed. If everything went as planned, everyone involved went away from the race happy. Being the diplomatic person he was, Sly even let the jockeys decide the order of finish, that way they still retained a bit of control over the situation and sometimes being led to the winner’s circle was just as important as money. 

Of course Sly couldn’t pull this scheme off very often, there were a lot of variables to consider and it took just the right combination of horses and riders to make it work. Therefore when he was able, Sly bet big. Not greedy, he knew greed could get a person in trouble, just big. His race fixing scheme had worked so well, Sly had hundreds of thousands of dollars stashed in his safe in addition to what he already spent. With his winnings he purchased a beautiful piece of land on which he and his wife now resided, complete with a stable and horses of his own. He even joined a hunting club and was learning to play polo in his spare time. 

“Sly are you home?”

“Yes dear,” he replied automatically, kicking stable dirt off his boots and hanging his red jacket on the hook by the door as he entered his residence after a riding lesson.

“William is here to see you,”  Margaret called in an artificially perky voice. “He’s waiting in the parlor,” she added as she approached Sly in the foyer. 

Before he could muster an answer Margaret firmly grabbed her husband’s forearm and looked into his eyes, confused. “He’s been here over an hour,” she whispered. 

Sly stared at her momentarily. He knew she was asking him to explain why William Treacher was visiting, but truthfully, he didn’t know. William had been Sly’s business partner for the past two decades and never once had he stopped by for a visit. 

Sly shrugged, indicating that he didn’t know the reason, and in response Margaret tipped her head in the direction of the hallway, pointing toward the parlor. 

Striding through the double doors, Sly observed his business partner, William Treacher sitting comfortably on the floral settee near the center of the room, a fire crackling in the background. Next to William, lying spread eagle on his back without one iota of self-respect, was Sly’s springer spaniel enjoying the warmth and a belly scratch. Paws in the air, the adoring dog, who normally would be at Sly’s heels begging for a treat, looked slowly and dreamily over at his master and his only indication of acknowledgement came in the form of a slight, back and forth tail wag as he made no effort to right himself. 

“Would you like some more tea, William? Margaret asked politely. She followed Sly into the room, hoping to find out the reason for his visit. 

“I’ve had plenty, thank you,” William responded as leaned over, picked up the saucer with the china cup balancing atop, and proffered it to Margaret.

Realizing this was her dismissal, Margaret took the saucer from his outstretched hand then retreated, closing the doors behind her, but not before calling “puppy treat” as she gently patted her thigh. The upside down dog scrambled to his feet, sprung off the couch and darted ahead of Margaret. Food did trump petting after all.  

Alone, Sly formally and inquisitively began, “to what do I owe the honor of this visit William?” 

Ensuring the parlor doors had closed after Margaret left the room, William spoke. “I want in, Sly,” he said bluntly and directly as he looked up and met Sly’s droopy eyed gaze. 

Trying to read his thoughts and wondering if he knew what Sly thought he knew, Sly pondered what to do. As with any narcissist, denial was always the first defense and worked most of the time, even when caught red handed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Sly answered buying himself a bit of time.

“Yes, you do.” William responded matter-of-factly, calling his bluff as he waved his hand around calling attention to the opulence surrounding him. He shot Sly a “don’t bother denying it,” look and then, just to prove he was privy to the information, added, “you know exactly what I’m talking about, Sly . . . you know . . . the races?”  He nudged.

Sighing inwardly and realizing denial wasn’t going to work, Sly reached up and scratched a sudden itch that developed right below his nose while contemplating what to do. A heavy, thick silence hung in the air until he replied simply, “okay.” 

The next race Sly was able to fix just happened to be the last scheduled race on a sunny, yet breezy Autumn day close to the end of the racing season. At William’s insistence, he accompanied Sly to the track and both men were sitting in the stands anxiously awaiting the starting buzzer. But, they were anxious for different reasons. 

“You’re sure the jockeys are going to cooperate?” William leaned over and whispered to Sly, repeating the same question he had asked moments ago.  

Sly wasn’t sure. As always, there was any number of things that could go wrong with his plan, however, those weren’t Sly’s biggest concern at the moment, William was. In the days preceding the race William had shown a complete lack of restraint about the race fixing. Although he hadn’t outright told anyone about the plan or confessed to its existence, he had given numerous people “betting tips” and “hints” as to which horse was going to win this particular race. Obviously Sly was concerned at his braggadocio and he looked around suspiciously before whispering his reply. “I’m sure,” he said, even though he wasn’t. 

Momentarily appeased, William began thumbing through his racing program while Sly chastised himself. He had gone over and over how his own carelessness led to William’s discovery of what he was doing and his insistence on being a part of it. If William had been able to find out, who else knew? Sly wondered as he began scratching nervously. 

William had an inkling Sly was up to something when Sly suddenly purchased a grand new house complete with fine horses and acreage. His first thought was Sly inherited some money- maybe from a distant relative but, when he did some digging and that turned out to be false, his imagination took over and he became convinced Sly was embezzling money from their accounting business. Who better than an accountant to hide money? After scrutinizing Sly’s work and finding nothing, he hired a forensic accountant to give the books a once over but still nothing out of the ordinary was unearthed. Unconvinced, he hired a private investigator to monitor Sly’s activities, but again, when nothing irregular turned up, William took matters into his own hands and took to physically following his business partner himself.

Obviously he couldn’t risk being recognized, so he purchased a disguise consisting of a long black trench coat, a stylish new top hat, and dark rimmed glasses. Always envious of Sly’s chevron, he also purchased a thick horsehair paintbrush at a local hardware store and cut the bristles off. With the aid of sticky molasses, he fashioned a thick busy mustache and attached it to his upper lip. Using pillow stuffing, he formulated makeshift shoulder pads which made him appear broader and stockier, and by keeping his head down and collar up, he was able to follow Sly undetected. On the day of The Ascot/Landau race, unbeknownst to Sly, William was watching him from a corner in the betting arena. 

Completely oblivious to the man engrossed in his racing program wearing a black coat covered in hair, Sly approached a betting window and placed a small bet on Scram to win. He then exited the arena to take his seat in the grandstand area. 

This all seemed perfectly normal to William as he watched Sly from the inside of his now horsehair covered coat and from below the brim of his hat. So normal in fact, a disappointed William was preparing to leave when he happened to view Sly re-enter the betting area through a different doorway wearing a different jacket. 

Quickly turning sideways, he hunched over so as not to be seen. With his eyeballs straining sideways in their sockets, he watched as Sly placed another bet, then retreated back to the stands like he had before. 

Still finding nothing particularly out of the ordinary in Sly’s actions, William sighed as he crumpled up his program and tossed it in the trash, defeated. Wondering where all the dog hairs on his coat were coming from, he brushed the black fabric free of bristles just as more fell from his lip. Touching his finger to his mouth he secured the remaining hairs in place. Maybe molasses wasn’t the best form of glue he reasoned, as he gently licked some of the syrup’s sweet stickiness then caught himself and picked a hair from the tip of his tongue. 

Readjusting his collar and fastening his topcoat’s belt, he took a step toward the exit preparing to leave, but in that instant he saw Sly reenter for the third time, sans jacket or coat, and repeated the same action as before. 

Pulling the brim of his hat downward once again, William pushed the nosepiece of his glasses upwards and this time followed Sly to the stands as he exited the betting area leaving behind a thin trail of hair as he did. Seating himself a few rows behind his business partner, he was able to watch Sly’s every move. As luck would have it, Sly was holding his stack of betting stubs in his fist while he nervously scratched his mustache waiting for the race to begin. 

“Mind if I borrow those binoculars?” William asked the couple sitting next to him as he spat an uncooperative, itchy stray hair off his bottom lip. 

Without a word they passed their field glasses to the man with the mange. 

William pretended to scan the field but instead, when he felt no one was looking, focused the lenses directly at Sly’s back. Moving the glasses slightly to the right he was able to zoom in on the betting stubs Sly was holding in his hand and with the help of the magnifying lenses, William able to make out the writing on his partner’s betting tickets: Scram to win. 

William chuckled to himself as he passed the binoculars back to their rightful owner and thought to himself what a waste of money, everyone knows Landau is the best horse on the field. Inwardly he mocked Sly for his stupidity at horse racing and didn’t even notice the look the couple gave him as they blew debris off the borrowed glasses. 

It wasn’t until Scram was declared the winner that William knew Sly had some kind of inside knowledge, later confirmed by Sly’s reaction, (or lack of reaction rather), when the final results of the race were declared. Everyone in the stands (including himself) was outraged by the upset, everyone that is, except Sly.

And they’re off, the announcer stated loudly into the microphone jogging William from his memories of that day. 

It’s Sailor breaking quick from the number one position as Davenport and Light My Way bolt from the sixth and seventh spots respectively and move over fast to join him at the rail. As they barrel toward the first turn, we have Sailor, Davenport and Light My Way followed by Rooster, Blowing in the Wind and Midnight Dancer. Forming a pack of three in the rear are Breaking Records, Casey John and Phoenix. The favorite, Striker, got crowded early and bumped hard by Davenport at the start, as Davenport and Light My Way cut over and is running in last place . . .

Rounding the first turn we have Sailor on the inside rail, running side by side with Davenport and Light My Way, then Blowing in the Wind, Rooster, and Midnight Dancer in that order. Striker is coming up from last place but is still behind Breaking Records and Casey John. Striker is currently running neck and neck with Phoenix in last place as the leaders round the second turn. 

After pausing to catch his breath, the announcer continued.

Down the back stretch it’s Sailor hugging the rail with a slight lead over Davenport and Light My Way. Running fourth is Blowing in the Wind, fifth is Rooster, then Midnight Dancer. Striker, the favorite, has moved up to the seventh spot having passed Breaking Records and Casey John at the turn and now alone in last place is Phoenix.

Entering the third turn we have Davenport in first by a head with Light My Way on the outside running second and Sailor on the inside has dropped back to third. Blowing in the Wind, is holding steady in fourth with Rooster and Midnight Dancer- tied for fifth. Striker is looking for an opening as they round the fourth turn running hard.

Entering the home stretch Davenport is still in the lead by a head with Light My Way on the outside and Sailor on the in. Striker swung wide and passed Rooster and Midnight Dancer at the turn and is tied for fourth with Blowing in the Wind. Then we have Breaking Records, then Casey John, followed by Phoenix, the gray, a length behind.

As they charge toward the finish, Striker has cut to the rail looking for an opening but Sailor isn’t giving up his rail spot and is hugging it tight. Davenport is starting to pull away from Light My Way, with Sailor obviously tiring but still holding Striker back in fourth place. 

Running fourth is Striker- looking for a hole, followed by Blowing in the Wind, then Rooster, then Midnight Dancer along with Breaking Records. Casey John is next then Phoenix . . . not rising from the ashes. . . the announcer added, inserting a bit of mythological humor into his accounting of the events, while the other race official in the booth looked over at him and rolled his eyes. 

Crossing the line it’s Davenport, Light My Way, then Sailor in the one, two and three spots with Striker, the favorite, finishing in a disappointing fourth. . . 

“It worked!” William yelled, practically jumping up and down. “It worked!” He stated again, smiling as he grabbed Sly’s sleeve joyfully, squeezing his arm tight. Getting no reaction from Sly yet needing to share his enthusiasm he turned to the people seated next to him and whispered loudly, “I just won a lot of money!” 

How could William be so stupid, Sly thought as he nodded briefly to the people who had leaned forward to look at him. When they looked away he grabbed William’s arm, as William had done to him, but not in elation, but rather to rein him in. 

“Oh, sorry,” William said to Sly, getting the hint and composing himself, realizing his enthusiasm had gotten away from him. 

“So, when do we cash in our ticket?” He asked innocently as he removed the betting stub from his pocket and gazed at it envisioning how far the large sum of money he just won would go for his family. 

Before answering, Sly looked over at the people seated next to William. They seemed to have turned back to their own business and were preparing to leave, so he relaxed a bit. That is, until the impact of what William had said hit him. 

“Ticket? You mean tickets? Sly corrected. He had given William explicit instruction on how to place multiple bets undetected.

“I didn’t have time,” William responded simply, “I had to place one large bet.”

“What are you talking about?” Sly questioned, leveling his attention on the man standing next to him, “you had plenty of time,” he accused, as he suddenly began scratching nervously. 

William slowly answered, “I know Sly, but, to be honest, I think you are a little paranoid. All those little bets aren’t really necessary. There are thousands of people here, and those thousands of people made thousands of bets today. Nobody is going to notice us.” 

Sly began scratching more aggressively. He had given William explicit instructions and he had just proven himself a serious liability. 

Cashing in all but one of his own tickets, Sly met William outside the racetrack gates as planned. At least William is savvy enough not to wave around the stack of bills he just received Sly thought sarcastically as he approached his partner grinning ear to ear and looking guilty as hell. 

Sly remained silent while William hummed as they walked the few blocks to their building. Entering, both men proceeded to their respective offices and placed their winnings in their own private safes. 

“That was a good day!” William said happily, stepping back outside to a waiting Sly. “If you don’t mind me asking Sly, how much did you win today?” He inquired as he began locking the front door. 

Sly ignored the question. It was only a matter of time before his blabbermouth partner leaked the race fixing scheme to the wrong person so he didn’t want to give him any concrete information. 

“Oh, wait!” Sly said instead, as he patted the breast pocket of his overcoat, “I forgot something. You go on ahead, William, I’ll see you on Monday,” as he slipped back into the office. 

Whistling at his good fortune William turned to the right at the end of the block. At the corner he generously placed a $100 bill in a beggar’s cup before heading home, explaining he had just hit it big at the track and even offered to provide betting advice in the future to the stunned panhandler. He couldn’t wait to tell his wife about his good fortune and was deciding what he should purchase first. Flowers? Maybe a baseball glove for his son, or a new doll for his daughter. Maybe he would purchase all three!

Reentering the dark building Sly waited a few minutes to ensure William was gone for good then slipped into William’s office. He eyed his safe and William’s black overcoat hanging near it. Placing his uncashed betting ticket into the overcoat pocket he retrieved the shaving kit he kept in his own desk and headed to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror one last time he gazed lovingly at his glorious facial hair. Sighing, he lathered his lip with white foam and shaved off his signature mustache. 

Arriving at the office as usual on Monday morning, Sly looked over the invoices stacked on his desk and began logging them into their respective account books. One by one he meticulously entered their amounts in the appropriate columns concentrating intently while scratching his bare upper lip. Suddenly, two barrel chested uniformed police officers barged through the front door of the office building without knocking. 

“William Treacher?” One of them asked Sly.

“I’m Sly Bons, William is my partner,” he responded, and then, as if on cue, William entered the building. Brushing raindrops off his suit and closing his umbrella he looked up hurriedly and smiled at the two officers standing in entry way. 

“William Treacher?” One of them asked.

“Yes.” 

“You’re under arrest for illegal gambling.” 

Wide-eyed and petrified, William glanced over at Sly as the officers spun him around and cuffed him from behind.

At the trial William was easily found guilty. As part of his defense, he claimed it was Sly’s doing but the cashier at the betting window testified against him. She had no record of any bets placed by Sly and had followed track rules precisely when she documented William’s large wager. As their first exhibit, the prosecution produced the betting ledger and the teller confirmed her penmanship.  

The couple seated next to William in the stands added supportive testimony to the prosecution by recanting how William bragged about how much money he won immediately after the race.  

Coincidently when opened, the police found William’s safe full of the exact amount of money paid out by the track- minus one, $100 bill which the beggar at the corner accounted for while also testifying William told him he “hit it big” that day. 

Upon further searching William’s office, the police found a hat, glasses, and overcoat covered with paint brush bristles. It was confirmed by a number of stable hands that a man with a bushy mustache had been hanging around the paddock talking to some of the jockeys prior to the race.  

The truly incriminating piece of evidence, however, was the presence of an uncashed trifecta betting stub in his topcoat pocket picking Davenport, Light My Way, and Sailor in that order to win, place and show.

Although Sly didn’t know who nominated him for the award of Fourth Degree Narcissist, (he thought it was Margaret, he always had a feeling she was smarter and knew more than she let on) he cooperated with the committee when they researched his shenanigans. The entire panel of eight decided that framing his partner for race fixing was narcissistic enough to award him the very first “Fourth Degree Narcissist” award. Although there was no plaque, certificate or monetary prize associated with winning, he was honored by having his portrait painted by a professional artist to be hung in the entrance to USPN; the university Sly attended years before. As Sly held perfectly still and looked straight ahead as instructed, the frustrated painter was looking to take a break. 
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