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Please return to the lobby area after reading so others may share 

“The Cabal Alliance” 
Washington D.C. the Nation’s Capital has been the site of titillating political intrigue for over two 
hundred years.  It’s now August of 2020 and Washington is once again a political hotbed as the 
Republican Party struggles to regain the trust and support of its constituents. Their new nominee seems 
to have the credentials necessary to achieve victory. The incumbent Democratic President has just 
completed a lackluster four year term and is looking to be reelected hoping to establish her Presidential 
Legacy.  The city is abuzz with think tanks and small splinter groups anxious to devise plans to help their 
particular party seize the momentum and thus victory in the nearing November election.  

Come join the fun as we learn how some of these support groups are born, certified and become a part 
of the party’s basic reelection plan. The plot may twist and turn, but rest assured you will be amply 
surprised as the story concludes. You didn’t see that coming did you?  

 

 

Washington D.C. Skyline with Capitol and Monuments 

 

After Reading Please Return to Lobby Area so Others Might Share 

Written by Emmett D. (Don) Mason, Kentucky Colonel 

Mason’s Missives, 11/15/16, Volume 16, “The Cabal Alliance” 

Disclaimer;  The Cabal Alliance  is a work of fiction, names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents 
are the product of the author’s imagination and are definitely used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or 
dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 
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Washington Monument highlighted by Cherry Blossoms 

 

The Election Fallout 

It’s the summer of 2020, August of 2020 to be exact and most of Middle America seems to have survived 
the last Presidential election that was won by Mrs. Hetty Claxon (aka HC) and lost by a temperamental 
businessman and gambling casino owner.  
The opposing candidates had other names for each other that year. Who can forget the mudslinging 
campaign that included name calling and phrases like the wife of that adulterer? Many insisted that she 
was a traitor to the country for her cyber atrocities and various State Department incidents.  

The challenger wasn’t the only one throwing mud and hoping some of it would stick.  The HC campaign 
had enough ammunition to keep the businessman back on his heels everyday by having to respond to 
the HC remarks from the day before.  Her opponent was a multi-billionaire with numerous business 
dealings; some of which included bankruptcies, business takeovers and various potential tax problems – 
those issues were enough to keep the insults flowing freely.   

As the almost two year campaign was winding down an old video was discovered, (by someone) and 
given to the media.  The video depicted the Republican nominee as a man with little feelings for women 
except as a sex object. Shortly after the video was leaked to the public another bombshell hit the streets 
with several women claiming unwanted sexual advances made to them by the nominee. This seemed to 
be the needle that burst his dream of ever being elected to the nation’s highest political office. 
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The last six weeks of the campaign were horrendous for the Republican nominee and his election staff.  
In this short period of time he had dropped from a tie with his opponent to at least 15 points behind in 
many polls. The public didn’t really like either choice presented on the voting ballot but the election was 
held as scheduled.  

The early election returns in the East favored the Democrats by an imposing percentage.  The 
Republican results held steady by the white southern voters but the dominance of Democrats in the 
Latino and Black neighborhoods, and the high percentage of woman voters put the HC campaign in firm 
control of the White House.  The actual election was as anti-climax as the Republican campaign itself. 
The news media announced their prediction at 10:23 p.m. naming Mrs. Claxon as the next president of 
the United States.  

Since that election four years ago the Republican party leaders had to pause, step back, look at what had 
happened to the their Party and determine what actions they could take (if any) to bring the party back 
to the American people.  

The Democrats had won the 2016 election but history bore out that a President alone cannot achieve a 
lot of favorable results within the framework of the congressional system of America. That statement 
alone was proven during the past four years of Hetty’s Presidency. Many of the ideals and key points of 
her campaign were blocked and stymied by the members of both houses of Congress. Consequently she 
was unable to bring any major changes to the American economy or its foreign policy.   

Her first term of Presidency was being described by many as a Lame Duck presidency. Claxon was 
determined to win a second term in office where she could enact the programs she felt were dear to the 
American people.  What she wanted more than anything was to create her own legacy, take her place 
among the more popular and achieving Presidents in the history of the nation. She would have her final 
term in office with the chance to create greatness and her legacy.  She was not going to let them deny 
her this new opportunity to create her own Legacy. 

 

The Infamous Republican Party 

 

Washington D.C.’s estimated population of 900,000 seemed to be overflowing this year.  The annual 
Cherry Blossom Festival around the tidal basin had been in its full array of pink and white cherry 
blossoms until the sight slowly dissipated in late April. The spring temperatures and rain brought with it 
a full medley of grasses, flowers and other vegetation that was pleasing to the eye. The summer came 
and then warmly slithered away like a serpent in the warm basin, allowing fall to approach as everyone 
eagerly awaited its arrival in late September. 

The city named after President George Washington was approved by Congress and created in 1790. 
Today it welcomes a vast tourism trade throughout the warm season as they come from near and far to 
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visit the Capitol City and relish in the vast array of history and memories that are on display for all to 
see. History that started long before George Washington’s first day in office was capped off by the 
Constitution, the Civil War, and many memorials and monuments dedicated to famous Americans like 
Lincoln, Jefferson, Roosevelt and Martin Luther King.  These places and monuments, resting on land 
donated by Maryland and Virginia, reminds everyone that each of us is a part of this wonderful capital 
city called Washington and this nation known as the United States of America. The American city was 
designed and laid out by Major L’Enfant a Frenchman hired and later fired by George Washington. 

In Washington D. C. many members of the Republican Party had been meeting in small groups for the 
last few years hoping to garner some type of consensus to use as a party rallying point.  Most of these 
meetings were impromptu gatherings and were not directed or sanctioned by the party.  In some 
instances splinter groups were formed when individuals with like ideals and concepts united together 
with their new colleagues.   

Senator Carl Paul, Chairman, and the Republican National election committee had also been working 
diligently behind the scenes to identify ways and means to bridge the void created by recent election 
disasters and the memory of the 1972 Watergate conspiracy. It’s been forty-eight years since 
Watergate, but its memory still hangs heavy in the minds of the public and party members. 

For those who might not recall, the Watergate scandal happened when someone in the party had the 
bright idea to break into the Democratic National Election Campaign office which was located in the 
Watergate Hotel in Washington D.C. on June 17th, 1972. The sixth floor Democratic office was 
penetrated by a team of five supposedly professional burglars (commonly called the “Plumbers”). The 
actual purpose of the burglary of this location and what they hoped to accomplish has never been full 
disclosed. 

When the burglars were apprehended by the local authorities they were in the process of installing 
numerous bugs, transmitters and listening devices of military origin.  Also found in their possession were 
several cameras of different sizes and almost 40 rolls of unexposed film; some file cabinets had been 
opened and documents were ready to be filmed by the intruders at the time of their capture.  When 
arrested the men had in their possession several thousand dollars in sequential Benjie’s, also known as 
one hundred dollar bills.  At least four of the arrested burglars were staying at the Watergate in rooms 
214 and 314; after their arrest several thousand dollars in sequentially numbered hundred dollar bills 
was found in their hotel rooms. 

This event led to the ultimate demise of President Nixon’s administration when several high members of 
his staff were implicated in the planning and had knowledge of the scheme and its ultimate cover-up.  

Investigators later learned of an elaborate telephone recording system that had been installed in the 
White House. Its purpose was to maintain records of conversations and deals, both secret and of 
national security concerns.   

When investigators were trying to learn the extent of President Nixon’s involvement in the Watergate 
mess, they sought answers to two questions.  What did the President know about the Watergate fiasco, 
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and when did he know it? Trying to answer these two questions they subpoenaed the telephone tapes 
in question and waited for Nixon to respond. Before the tapes were released to the investigators 
eighteen minutes of taped conversations were somehow deleted or erased from the tapes. Rose Mary 
Woods, Nixon’s faithful secretary accepted blame for the missing eighteen minute segment of the tape, 
claiming that she had accidently erased the tape during translation. Needless to say, the Congressional 
investigators were furious over the missing segments and what it may have contained.  It is ironic that 
Rose Mary’s apartment had been burglarized with money and jewelry among the missing items several 
weeks before the Watergate event. 

When the investigation revealed that Nixon was aware of the Watergate burglary and its pending cover-
up, he was pressured to take action. On 8 August 1974 Richard Nixon became the only sitting President 
to ever relinquish his Presidency when he resigned the office of the Presidency. Reliable sources have 
indicated that Nixon would have been impeached by Congress had he not personally resigned. Gerald 
Ford, Nixon’s Vice President, was sworn in as the 38th President of the United States. 

Several members of Nixon’s team were indicted and received jail sentences of six months to almost five 
years in prison. The alleged Watergate mastermind who was a member of Nixon’s inner circle remained 
uncooperative with authorities and was given the longest prison sentence of 44 months.  

Despite the lengthy trials, in-depth Congressional investigations and penetrating journalistic 
investigations, a specific reason for the break-in of the Democratic Party office has never been 
explained. A comment, attributed to H.R. Haldeman (White House Chief of Staff) seems to sum up the 
whole fiasco.  Haldeman stated, “To this day I still don’t know why that was done, and I don’t know 
anybody who does.  Why they would hit the National Headquarters is beyond me, because nobody in 
that place knows anything anyway.” 

Are the Watergate adventures, and other clandestine plans like it, finally over after 48 years? Only the 
gruff and gravelly “Voice” in the dark shadow knows. 

 

 Republican Magic? 

 

Following the Republican Party’s 2016 disastrous defeat, the party and its few leaders were in complete 
disarray.  The debacle created by the past nominee had taken the starch and grit out of the minds and 
actions of those left behind to pick up the pieces.  The internal strife within the party as the elections 
were taking place went so far as to have Republicans denouncing their support for their own candidate 
and actually supporting some Democratic Party candidates.  

The residual damage to their party was mainly caused by their own party nominee and candidate. Is it 
possible for one single person, their new nominee to bring about party unification and also convince the 
American people to support that party unity? 
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Who would be their Knight in Shining Armor and carry the Republican Red Banner into the 2020’s. Was 
there a common man among them capable of leading the fight? Surely, somewhere in their flock was 
another man with futuristic ideas like Abraham Lincoln the first Republican President. Perhaps even an 
actor like Ronald Reagan who could transform himself into Sir Arthur and lead the Knights of the Round 
Table in their fight for the rights of the little man, and its party.  Is there another man capable of telling 
the Russians to Tear Down That Wall and let your people live free and without bond? If such a man 
exists, who is he, where is he and how do we find him?   

 These are just some of the problems facing the Republican election committee chaired by Mr. Carl Paul 
the noted Senator from Virginia.  

The quest to locate their knight in shining armor lasted almost eighteen months. The long course of 
competing in the early primary elections had identified and vetted one man with impeccable 
credentials.  His record as a Senator and also Ex-Governor of the state of Texas placed him at the top of 
the most qualified contenders list.  The fact that Texas has a strong history of Republican bias is also a 
factor that couldn’t be ignored by the party.   

The party’s choice, Mr. Harry Blackstone, is a family man with a wife and two adult children and hails 
from Corsicana, Texas.  Harry and his wife Nancy are both graduates of Rice University in Houston, 
Texas. Rice is a relatively small university but consistently ranks in the top twenty universities in the 
nation for academics. Its financial coffers are always overflowing with the numerous generous gifts, 
grants and endowments provided by the alumnus. 

The Rice alumnus list includes many notables such as Peggy Whitson, Astronaut, and Mr. Howard 
Hughes, aviator engineer and film producer, and U.S. Attorney General Alberto Gonzales; and now a 
possible President of the United States of America can be added to their list of notables. 

It’s possible Blackstone may have some skeletons in his closet but the fact that he grew up in Corsicana 
greatly reduces that possibility.  Corsicana is known basically for being the home of the Collin Street 
Bakery and shipping over one million fruit cakes to various states and countries during the holiday 
season.  Surely the Democrats can’t fault him for spreading Christmas cheer around the world.   

The only possible skeleton in Harry’s background is that of his famous father, Henri Blackstone a famous 
magician and illusionist from the vaudeville days. Many media outlets were already trying to capitalize 
on this tidbit by reporting that Blackstone would have to create a magic spell among the voters if he 
was going to defeat Hetty, his incumbent opponent.  

As far as Senator Paul was concerned, the election committee had finally identified, vetted and put forth 
a worthy contender for the office of President of the United States, who would hopefully unite his party 
and repair the damage that was done in the past.  Paul could almost envision the Blackstones and their 
children living in the White House. He thought to himself, maybe miracles do happen. 

History is sometimes repeated because people didn’t learn from the mistakes and lessons of others. The 
lessons from Watergate should be very clear to all, especially in this period of the approaching election.  
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One thing that Watergate pointed out is that everyone has a little larceny or greed within themselves. 
As a result they often gamble on plans, ideas or decisions that they wouldn’t normally consider. This 
lesson should be disseminated to the many teams working in America to help reestablish the Republican 
Party.   

Key members of the Republican election campaign are aware of numerous small teams or caucuses 
working to devise plans and guidelines to help get their nominee elected. Within those groups are at 
least four tightly knit teams with more clout and influence than most of the others.  These four groups, 
each quietly building a reputation are known as the Soup Consensus (POTUS), the Cabal Alliance, the 
Chamber Coalition (a Legislative group), and the Para Bellum Menu (Prepare for War). 

The Cabal Alliance was appropriately named since the translated version is defined as, ‘a small group of 
secret plotters, as against a government or person in authority’. This group was considerably ahead of 
its competition.  Cabal boasted of almost twenty five unidentified members, many of whom are very 
influential within the party.  Its top priority was secrecy and security. The Cabal infrastructure includes 
the Finance Committee, the Logistics unit, a secret Planning unit and the Cyber Security unit.  In the 
eighteen months the Cabal Alliance had been in operation, their financial committee had managed to 
raise a slush fund of twenty-five million dollars to support their clandestine efforts.  

In keeping with secrecy the Cyber unit had established a unique security system designed to keep the 
identity of its members and leaders unknown.  Considering the highly sensitive subjects the individual 
committees were prone to discussing it was imperative that the committee members remain 
anonymous.  This gave them renewed confidence when discussing various plans and courses of action.   

The Cabal headquarters was a converted warehouse with numerous entrances, each leading to another 
portion of the building to prevent people coming and going from learning the identity of other 
members.  Each member had his own small secure soundproof cubicle with a communication system 
capable of distorting the voice patterns of each member. Consequently all conversations would be 
distorted and not recognizable, but still understandable. Members could tune into their own committee 
discussions and also select the group discussion when the Unknown Leader was providing an updated 
briefing. Arrival and departure times of members were varied to prevent accidental meetings. 
Committee members were not privy to the conversations of other committees unless it was presented 
by the Unknown Leader during his overall briefings. 

The Cyber Security unit occasionally briefed the entire membership letting them know that their voice 
patterns were hidden, that there were no closed circuit TV systems or hidden cameras in place, and the 
identity of each member was not available to anyone.  This disclosure helped ease the minds of various 
members as they contemplated various action plans or ideas. Security was further enhanced by the 
collection of mobile phone devices, GPS and similar tracking devices as the members arrived for their 
various meetings. All computers had been encrypted to prevent hacking and the ultimate dissemination 
of secret data. 
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It now became clear that they could devise plans similar to those of the 1972 Watergate event, if they so 
desired, without repercussions.  If such ideas or plans were made surely they could expect better results 
than the past Watergate fiasco.  

The Cabal’s leader has unique leadership skills developed over years of public service. It is not known if 
the leader is male or female.  The leader’s voice would indeed be recognizable if it were not for the 
distortion techniques. The leader’s distorted voice had been described as a combination of Husky, 
Throaty and Wheezy sound, as if the speaker was having difficulty breathing. The description of 
breathing difficulty might indicate that the “Voice” – as the leader was called, is at least partially 
handicapped or disabled.  And then again, it might be a ploy to help hide a total identity. 

It has been suggested that the Voice is a person of many faces and descriptions indicating that disguises, 
makeup and wigs are frequently used to conceal the Voice’s real appearance when moving about in the 
Washington political scene. 

The Voice desires that ideas and actions contemplated by the various units be kept strictly within the 
confines and members of that particular unit.  The Voice also believes financial actions should be 
confined to the financial team and not co-mingled with the Planning unit, or vice versa. He also 
theorized the less people with knowledge of specific plans, the better the operation would be.  This also 
limits personal blame or knowledge of events to the minimum. 

Some of the attributes of the Cabal Leader are strength, determination and resolve; all of which are 
necessary to achieve completion of their plans. These attributes were used in the initial stages of the 
Cabal Alliance formation.  The Leader was not elected or chosen by popular vote.  This unknown person 
quickly and quietly asserted control over the Cabal Alliance and has not been challenged by the 
membership.   As you can expect, most of the ideas and planned objectives are basically the brainchild 
of the tight, controlling leader.  

When the Cabal was in its infancy, the Leader briefed its few members and in an effort to provide 
further security and control asked that he be referred to as “the Voice”. Since then all references to and 
from the Leader have referred to him as “the Voice”. To insure the sound of the Voice remains constant, 
a portable distortion unit, designed by the Cyber Team is carried by the Voice. The Cabal cannot permit 
other people to move around, making contacts, plans and commitments for the Cabal Alliance, while 
claiming to be its leader. That would be a complete disaster.  This is especially true since the Voice is the 
only person that represents the Cabal in its planning and execution phases of an operation. 
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One of the Plans 

 

The Cabal Planning Unit has explored various ideas of using public empathy as a core factor in the 
upcoming election.  Based on several computer-run scenario’s the committee believes that public 
sentiment can result in a 6 to 8 point favorable surge for their candidate in the election polls, provided 
the cause for the sentiment is not too harsh.  

Just what is too harsh?  Injury to the candidate and or his security detail is classified as acceptable. 
Death of the candidate is definitely not acceptable.  A death in the security detail is acceptable if the 
agent is defending the candidate. Injury or death to the candidate’s administrative staff is also a 
favorable situation.  

How could such an event happen and succeed?  With limited timing to the actual election date, the ideal 
timing for an event would be around Halloween.  Considering that a Congressional Masquerade Ball is 
scheduled at the Washington Hyatt Regency Hotel that weekend seems perfect for the timing and place 
for the event to take place.  The Masquerade Ball with its costumes and balloons could help create 
confusion and diversion among the security details. All of these things are helpful to the overall plan. 

The plan would appear to be an assassination attempt directed toward Blackstone, the Republican 
candidate.  The plan would call for injury or death to the security detail with slight or no injury to the 
candidate.  It was determined that fast acting poison injected into the security agent would be the 
primary method of attack.  

The Planning unit had conducted several searches for personnel with the experience and know-how to 
accomplish a mission of this caliber. Most were identified as soldiers of fortune or mercenaries.  The 
most likely choice was a Nicaraguan, a man of many talents and out of the public eye for over twenty 
years. His experience in the Nicaraguan jungles had introduced him to several poisons of interest.  The 
methods of administering them ranged from darts, blowguns, needles and umbrella tips, to long 
distance methods like cross-bows and arrows.        

Initial contact with the Nicaraguan determined that the contractor was interested in the operation and 
was available for later contact to discuss control, strategy and specific details that couldn’t be discussed 
at arm’s length.  Time was of the essence; therefore the meeting was scheduled for the following 
evening. The Cabal leader/Voice spent the next day in preparation for his secret rendezvous with the 
Nicaraguan. 

 

Contact 

The Voice, dressed shabbily in one of his disguises was seated in one of Washington’s worst graffiti 
painted Metro cars traveling toward the Woodley Park and Zoo Metro Station.  The city was growing 
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and the best locations for a clandestine meeting were being quietly absorbed in new construction. The 
Voice and the Nicaraguan contact hoped to meet in the zoo parking garage to finalize their business. 
One of the key ingredients to close the deal was the two million dollars in cash, conveniently hidden in 
the small dirty attaché case lying across his lap. A larger, more handsome briefcase would surely stand 
out and possibly attract someone hoping to make a good score. 

The Voice would definitely be improperly dressed for the Woodley Park area and its commercial sectors 
along Connecticut Avenue in Northwest Washington D.C.  Money always shows itself; and the populaces 
in the Woodley Park neighborhood are doing their best to display their assets. He did believe that he 
would be much more at ease in the zoo area, considering his dress and demeanor.   

As the Metro car slowly enters the Park and Zoo Metro Station the Voice begins to feel more relaxed. 
When he exits the car he asks a nearby patron in a husky distorted voice, “Can you direct me to the 
Woodley Park commercial sector?” Of course this was just a ruse to divert attention from his actual 
destination which was the first floor of the zoo’s parking garage, very near the elevator entrance. His 
irregular path to the meeting spot took much longer than expected as he constantly changed his route 
to prevent possible detection.  It was now 9 p.m. and no one was visible in the garage as it had been 
closed since 6:30 p.m.  

There were no lights on in the garage facility which afforded him the opportunity to hide himself among 
the darken recesses of the garage and its concrete pilings. The silence in the garage was occasionally 
broken by the sound of a lion’s roar or elephant’s triumph, emanating from the nearby National Zoo. 
Several times the silence was broken by other bizarre animal sounds, like nothing the Voice had ever 
heard before. This happened several times as he huddled in the parking garage darkness. 

It was nearly twenty minutes later that he heard a light whistling sound breaking the silence. He 
returned the whistle and soon the two strangers were within fifteen feet of each other but each still 
remained concealed in the darkened facility. The Voice thought he could see someone dressed in 
combat fatigues but was uncertain of this. This partial vision convinced him to retreat slightly to prevent 
being seen himself, even though he was disguised. 

A question was posed, “Why do we have to keep meeting in cold dark parking garages?   Meeting here 
in the damp, dark shadows gives me the feeling that I was involved in the Nixon Watergate fiasco.  I 
hope our efforts today are better planned than those of the Watergate mess.” Neither side responded 
to the question.  

The Voice said in his husky tone, “This is Washington; we play games in our town.  Those of us, who are 
good at it, get things done.  It’s the amateurs who tend to get hurt.” 

The Nicaraguan quickly retorted, “You’re not the only one who can play the buy and sell game.  From my 
point of view, you are the only amateur in this game.” 



The Cabal Alliance 
 

11 
 

The Voice responded, “I’m no different than anyone else in Washington. We buy and sell people and 
influence, both legislative and personal.  There’s a price tag on everything and everyone in this town and 
I do mean everyone, and that includes you.”  

Sensing that he might queer the deal the Nicaraguan changed his tone and indicated that he was ready 
to discuss the details of the planned venture. 

The plan was discussed - the timing, the place, the method, and the identity of the victim. The plans for 
escape following the event were also discussed.  The parties then haggled over the payment.  The Voice 
wanted half paid in advance and the remainder paid after the event.  This was opposed by the 
Nicaraguan who wanted everything up front, to prevent additional contact after the event. The Voice 
finally agreed to the Nicaraguan’s terms. When both sides were satisfied with the event and its 
schedule, the silence was broken by the sound of the attaché case sliding across the concrete parking 
garage floor.  The Voice heard the footsteps of the Nicaraguan as he retrieved the cash and used it as 
the perfect timing to depart the premises.  

Riding the Metro car back to the office gave the Voice time to reflect.  He had indeed started a sequence 
of events from which there was no turning back.   

 

Implementation 

 

Halloween brings out the best and the worst of various people.  Little girls that are angels dress up as 
tiny devils, seeking to change their image, just for this one night. Men for some reason use this as an 
opportunity to dress in a ladies fashion.  The weak and meek tend to change their identity by dressing as 
the Hulk or the Frankenstein Monster or even Superman.  Anything that is out of the normal range 
seems to be the fashion for this particular night.  Halloween only comes once a year, and tonight is the 
night, so why not enjoy it?  

For the movers and shakers of D.C., the Hyatt Regency Hotel is the place to be tonight, as it is hosting 
the annual Congressional Halloween Masquerade Ball.   The Hotel staff had prepared for over a 
thousand party goers and other guests.  That number would possibly increase to 1600 when all the 
secret service agents and security details were included.  

The number of secret service agents providing protection could run into the hundreds depending on 
how many past Presidents, Vice-Presidents, Speakers of the House, and major office candidates would 
be in attendance. Add to that number a few foreign heads of state, visiting dignitaries, and the spouses 
and children.  

This party didn’t just happen, it was planned, dissected and planned again as weaknesses in the security 
protocol were identified.  The Secret Service is always overly cautious, the reason being, it’s their job, 
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and they are good at their job. The hotel and ballroom had been screened and searched to insure 
firearms and explosives had not been smuggled into the area.  Identities of those in attendance were 
thoroughly screened to prevent problems. The screening process was adequate, but not its best since 
everyone would be dressed in the costume of their choice.  

Many of the Ball invitees had chosen to take rooms at the Hyatt Regency to prevent driving home after 
the event, especially after consuming copious amounts of cocktails and other spirits.  It’s always easier 
to just take the elevator upstairs to your room, than to navigate the streets in an intoxicated state. 

One of these couples was Harry Blackstone, the Republican candidate from Corsicana, Texas and his wife 
Nancy. They were registered at the Regency in mini-penthouse suite # 1218.  The couple had decided to 
attend the gala event dressed as George Washington and his wife Martha.  This was not completely 
farfetched since Blackstone was pretty tall and had a full head of grey or silvery hair and with a strong 
jaw line.  In fact, Harry actually resembled George a little bit. The diplomatic duo was actually making a 
strong political statement that they would follow in Washington’s footsteps if elected. 

Several miles across town at 908 New Jersey Avenue another couple was putting the final touches on 
their costumes when their front door bell rang. The husband, Mr. Clyde Jobe, CEO of the Jobe 
Pharmaceutical Company, was dressed in partial costume as he answered the bell.  He was surprised to 
see Sherlock Holmes and Doctor Watson on his front door step, but realizing it was Halloween he went 
along with the gag. He was further surprised when Watson pulled a weapon and quickly subdued him 
and his wife.  

After the young couple was thoroughly and securely bound and gagged with rope and duct tape, the 
intruders asked for and received the couple’s special invitation to the Congressional Masquerade Ball. 
After collecting all their mobile phones and electronic devices Holmes dismantled the home telephone 
and computer system.  Holmes was thoroughly convinced the couple could not free themselves from 
their bonds and their locked closet, at least not in the next three hours.  He felt they could complete 
their assigned tasks and be gone within that time frame.    

The Nicaraguan and his partner, a not so cute woman friend were not dressed as any politician of 
historical nature, as they entered the Hyatt.  They were conveying a hint of Great Britain’s history with 
their costumes of Sherlock Holmes and his close confidant Doctor Watson. Holmes was wearing a 
charcoal tweed Deerstalker hat (with two earflaps) that matched his charcoal tweed suit. The 
Nicaraguan’s partner was Doctor Watson with lots of make-up, and dressed in his drab, dark colored suit 
topped with his Billy Cock hat. 

At the Hyatt hotel they entered the entrance line controlled by security officers. Upon presenting the 
Jobe’s stolen special invitation the British duo was quickly cleared by security and free to enter.  A 
beautiful young lady from the welcoming committee escorted them to table number 88, their assigned 
seating for the event. The table was pre-arranged with name tags for those assigned to the table. The 
duo could only hope that the remaining four people at table 88 were not friends of the Jobes and would 
not recognize the intruders. Holmes thought he would cross that bridge later, if he had to. 
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Holmes was somewhat relieved when he and his trusty umbrella and magnifying glass were cleared 
without any problems. Watson was also breathing easier since her identity and hat, containing darts and 
needles had escaped further scrutiny.  

Holmes as usual was in complete control, twirling his cane and quite relaxed as he and Watson strolled 
around the ballroom in search of the perfect place for Watson to create a planned diversion. After 
moving past the raised section where the orchestra was playing and its nearby dance floor, Holmes 
chose a location that seemed to be in the middle of several pedestrian walk ways and was not covered 
by CCTV cameras.   In addition, the place held hundreds of balloons that could be used to create gunshot 
type noises when they burst. The chosen location also provided a direct route to the nearest exit and 
was not visible from the second floor atrium area. As expected, their exit plan was of extreme 
importance.  

Once again Watson’s hat is a key accessory.  The possible confusion and turmoil created by the bursting 
balloons and the fleeing hordes of costumed people was sure to be a problem the security people would 
have to contend with. And of course, each member of a security detail must be concerned about the 
person they are charged with protecting. As such they can’t all come running to investigate the 
perceived threat that may be unfolding near the orchestra. 

Meanwhile upstairs in suite 1218 the Blackstone’s just finishing the last of their Gin Martinis and under 
the direction of their security detail were preparing to go downstairs to the ballroom.  Agents completed 
their required tasks and began their elevator trip to the first floor. When the elevator door opened in 
the lobby, the area was surprisingly clear. Other agents in the detail had already cleared the area in 
anticipation of the Blackstone’s arrival. All agents in the detail were in constant communication via their 
tiny earpieces. Agents in other security details were transmitting on other frequencies to prevent 
interfering with the conversations of their counter-parts.   Under tight escort George and Mary 
Washington were cleared and seated at table number 12.  The other foursome already seated at the 
table included George Harrison the Republican Vice-Presidential nominee and his wife Nelly; and Mr. 
and Mrs. John Gaites, the founder of the world’s largest software company and also the Republican 
parties’ biggest Political Action Committee (PAC) donor.  

Inside the ballroom the festive atmosphere was catching as the music and cocktails kept coming, tune 
after tune and drink after drink.  Many members of the numerous security details were anxious to 
partake in the spirit-type refreshments and even join in the evening’s fun and enjoyment, however each 
knew that wasn’t possible and remained conscious of their responsibilities.   

As it neared ten p.m. someone in a costume stopped to visit with the orchestra’s leader. They merely 
wanted the orchestra to play “The Tennessee Waltz”, a family favorite for the Presidential nominee 
Blackstone and his beautiful wife Nancy seated at table number 12.  The orchestra waited for them to 
arrive at the dance floor and then began to play their favorite tune. They briefly were the center of 
attention as they waltzed around the dance floor before being joined by other couples.   

One of the many twosomes joining them on the floor was Sherlock Holmes and a beautifully costumed 
angel from table number eighty-eight.  He didn’t know his dancing partner, but she graciously accepted 
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when asked for the dance. Holmes was a surprisingly good dancer and kept his dancing partner 
entertained.  Realizing the end of the Waltz was nearing Holmes, with his umbrella draped over his arm, 
expertly guided his partner to within a few feet of the dancing Blackstones. Almost as if on cue, there 
were several loud small explosions to the left of the orchestra area.  Then the word “Gun!” was shouted 
loudly in the ballroom.  

As this was happening Holmes left his dance partner and quickly stepped closer toward the costumed 
man dressed as George Washington.  Washington was looking straight into the eyes of Holmes as he felt 
the stick of the dart on the end of the umbrella carried and wielded by the assassin. Almost immediately 
the injected poison began to take its toll.  All eyes and attention was still directed towards the exploding 
balloons to the left of the orchestra as the Presidential Nominee slowly became unconscious and sank to 
the dance floor.  

Holmes once again, grabbed his dancing partner, and twirled his way off the dance floor. At table twelve 
the security details’ microphones were alive with calls for help from the dance floor area and the words, 
“Eagle is down, followed by Eagle is down.” Agent Brown, head of the Eagle security detail, scanned the 
area for suspicious or unusual movement in the area. The entire ballroom was in complete chaos as the 
many security details were trying to maintain control of their own little domains.   

From the corner of his eye Brown noted the movement of a costumed figure moving toward the 
ballroom exit. He spotted a second figure about fifty feet behind the first figure also attempting to reach 
the exit area. Their movements were suspicious in that they continued to look behind them as they 
were headed toward the exit. Everyone else was just fleeing the scene. 

As Brown rushed toward the two figures other agents had secured the safety of Nancy, Eagle’s wife. The 
exits were being blocked by crowds of costumed individuals trying to flee.  These were individual people 
without security details that were just trying to get away from whatever was occurring in the ballroom.   
Others with security were hunkered down at their tables, under the scrutiny of their details. 

Agent Brown had closed the distance between he and his possible suspects.  The chase had moved from 
the ballroom through the Hyatt lobby and was nearing the hotel exit. Brown with his revolver in hand 
challenged the suspect.  The suspect realizing he was in a bad situation turned toward Brown and using 
his umbrella as a weapon charged toward the agent.  Brown, as trained, fired several shots into the 
midsection of the charging Holmes, who was downed almost immediately.   

Brown crouched over the fallen individual, and noted that the face was obscured by a hat with a double 
bill similar to that of Sherlock Holmes fame.  As Brown recovered from the shooting, his eye again 
caught the movement of a second person charging at him.  This person was swinging something like a 
weapon, similar to a ball and chain.  Then he recognized that it was a hat that appeared to have needles 
sticking from it.  Sensing additional danger Agent Brown prepared to discharge the remaining rounds 
from his revolver into the approaching assailant. However, before Brown could do so, he heard the 
sound of pistol fire and saw the oncoming assailant crumple to the concrete floor. A nearby police 
officer had responded quickly to the perceived threat and possibly saved Agent Brown’s life. 
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Brown searched the two assailants but found no identification on either party. There was a strange 
looking key bearing the number 221 found in the pocket of the slain English detective Sherlock Holmes. 

He did notice that the duo was wearing costumes depicting Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson. Other 
than the similar costumes there was nothing tangible to tie the two people together. 

In mid-crisis the Washington D.C. police department assumed complete control of the area and the 
investigation that went with it. The area was soon secured and order somewhat restored.  Agent Brown 
gave the key to the investigating officer from the WPD before joining his detail at the hospital where 
“Eagle” had been taken. 

Agent Brown was informed that Eagle had expired as he was being transported to the nearby hospital.  
Mrs. Blackstone, still surrounded by security and costumed as Martha Washington was at the hospital 
when her husband arrived, DOA.  Her family dream of becoming America’s First Lady had been started 
over a year ago and ended abruptly tonight at the hands of an Assassin.  From now on she would be just 
plain Nancy Blackstone, widow, from Corsicana, Texas. 

Brown was dejected, today was as bad as it gets. Losing the person you are assigned to protect, in his 
capacity as chief of the security detail, that’s just about the end of your career in the Secret Service. 

 

Fall Out 

 

In far northwest Washington the Voice was listening to local television trying to obtain the latest 
information concerning the death of Harry Blackstone, the Republican Presidential Nominee.  The Voice 
couldn’t believe his eyes and ears.  Somehow their plan had been altered.  The plan never called for the 
actual nominee to be killed or injured. The plan specifically identified the assigned security officer as the 
target. How can you get a sympathetic response if you kill the nominee? The Voice was furious as he 
continued to listen to the news broadcast. 

The only good news as far as the Voice was concerned, was the news that the two unidentified 
assailants were killed in the process. At least everyone’s identity was still unknown.  He reached for his 
warm cognac glass and took a long sip as he settled into his lounge chair to ponder the evening’s 
tragedy.  

While warming the glass with his hands, he mused, God, how I love this Cognac. Over the years his taste 
buds had changed slightly but the latest winner of the 2015 World’s Best Cognac competition was his 
favorite.  The French had finally gotten something right. Sipping the Cognac, Gautier of X.O. category he 
could smell the Raspberry, Coffee and Tobacco on the nose, his palate was pleased with the Cranberry 
and Rum Raisin hints and the sweetness and long finish. It was perfect going down. He thought if you 
have to worry about the cost, just forget it, and have a Budweiser. 
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After filling his empty glass he contemplated how he could turn tonight’s fiasco into a home team 
victory. And then a new scheme filled his mind.  Picking up his telephone he made an encrypted call to 
announce a special Cabal Alliance meeting for tomorrow afternoon at four o’clock. 

 

The Exposure 

Cabal members started arriving as early as three p.m. in preparation for today’s emergency gathering. 
The meeting was called to order by the Voice at four o’clock.  Each of the members was in their small 
cubicle and listening to the raspy, distorted voice of their unknown leader. The meeting began as the 
Voice covered the several plans that the group’s planning unit had been working on.  He then 
mentioned that one specific plan had been chosen as their main effort to achieve their goal.  Due to the 
short period before the actual election this plan was approved and planned for execution last night. 

You may have heard the tragedy that occurred at the Masquerade Ball last night.  Well that was part of 
the plan that we had approved.  I say part of the plan, because the plan was changed by someone and 
altered to include the assassination of our Republican nominee, Mr. Blackstone.  What actually occurred 
was never a part of our original plan and would never have been condoned by the Cabal, or myself. 

We do not know if our agent was working for the other side as a double agent or just trying to make a 
bigger pay day. Maybe he had his own agenda to consider.  Either way we were left in the dark.  His 
death will make it impossible to get answers. However, this morning I did receive notification from 
parties unknown that our organization “the Cabal“ had been infiltrated and everyone in our 
membership, including myself, was going to be compelled or blackmailed (as they implied) to provide 
certain political support to the other party, as they desired, over the next four years. 

I find this situation appalling for everyone concerned.  We all have positions in the political arena as well 
as our private lives and our families.  None of us would be able to survive the fallout from this failed 
operation.  Our position is further complicated by the amount of secret data that these people have 
compiled against each of us.  We have all assumed that our identities, ideas, pictures and conversations 
were protected and secret from everyone. Well we were wrong.  It’s obvious our plan to improve our 
Parties position was a complete sham.  This scam was used to entrap each of us.  

The Voice went on to say, “I am not trying to intimidate anyone, but I am stating that they have copies 
of all this information in a special file under each of our names.  Based on the individual file that was 
shown to me, we have nothing to refute the evidence they have amassed.  Therefore, we are all in the 
same boat. Either we all must accept their terms or we all swing from the gallows.  There is no way they 
can accept partial compliance. Failure by any one of us to comply with their demands will obviously 
expose the criminal intent and acts of us all. Their demands also include the transfer of funds from our 
financial account to one that they will establish.  Our account contains almost twenty million in assets. In 
addition to being caught in their trap it looks like we are going to lose the money, as well”.  Speaking of 
money, according to news reports on television, the fee we paid the Nicaraguan was found in a locker at 
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the local bus station. That’s almost two million that we will never see again.  The Nicaraguan was 
somewhat of a comedian as the number on the key was 221, the same as his address on Baker Street in 
London. 

The Voice continued by saying, “I don’t see any way out of this predicament for any of us. Therefore I 
am asking for a vote of acceptance from each of you.  Hopefully this will end our involvement and 
protect our identities and reputations. Basically we are united in our crime and fall into the Kentucky 
state motto of UNITED WE STAND, DIVIDED WE FALL.  Gentlemen you can now vote on the keyboard in 
your cubicle and please don’t take more than five minutes to reach your decision.  

As the seconds slowly ticked away the Voice was very pleased with the way he had turned the failed 
scheme of sympathy into another masterpiece by his ingenuity.  The only thing that would make this 
moment more enjoyable for him would be a double shot of Cognac Gautier.   

He noticed that the last grains of sand were now draining from the five minute timing device in his 
cubicle.  A review of the master vote board reflected that one member of the Financial Committee had 
not yet voted.  After a short discussion with the Voice the member continued with a vote of acceptance.  

In winding down the meeting the Voice expressed his apologies for how the Cabal Alliance had failed 
miserably in overhauling the Republican Party and reestablishing its reputation.  He further indicated 
that he would do his best to mop up the area; and inform the necessary people of the Cabal’s full 
acceptance to their terms.     

The Cabal Headquarters was soon evacuated allowing the Voice to decontaminate the premises and 
further protect his own identity.  Two hours later he exited the premises and entered the taxi waiting to 
pick him up. 

The evening was cool and wet from the light drizzle when the Voice settled down in the back seat of the 
yellow cab and directed the driver to an address in northwest Washington.  

  

The Conclusion 

 

The yellow cab and its single passenger slowly moved through the Foggy Bottom historic neighborhood 
in the NW part of Washington D.C. The unique name of Foggy Bottom was cast during the 19th century 
industrial period; mainly due to its riverfront location and the presence of fog and smoke in that era.  

Staying well within the posted speed limits the taxi passes the well-known George Washington 
University complex and the World Bank building. The cab soon coasts to a coordinated stop in the 
shadows at the corner of Virginia Avenue and New Hampshire. Unobserved the passenger slips from the 
taxi and enters the side entrance of the Watergate East complex.      
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It’s almost midnight as the taxi cab’s lone passenger, the Voice, enters the elevator and selects the 13th 
floor to the Watergate East Penthouse. The stainless steel elevator walls reflect the passenger’s face 
with a sly grin as the elevator begins its trip to the Penthouse. The elevator jerks slightly when it stops at 
the top floor and its passenger exits into the hallway. 

Dressed like a trendy business person with slightly longer hair than one might expect, he casually 
approaches the Penthouse entrance door. He fumbles with a set of keys but then decides to ring the 
door chimes. Soon the door is opened by a woman, appearing to be about 70 years of age. She is 
clothed in pajamas and a short robe for extra warmth.  

Without uttering a word the scantily clad woman pulls the Voice into the apartment and gives the 
businessman a well-deserved and very passionate kiss. While still in her embrace, the Voice laughs out 
loud when he realizes that his fake mustache had come off and was now on his wife.  He didn’t know 
whether to tell Hetty that it made her look sexy or that she resembled Hitler when he was in his prime. 
Using his political experience he decides to smile and let the matter rest. 

The Voice (a Democrat) finally relaxes and loudly exclaims, “We did it, we did it! We really pulled it off.”  
The couple embraced again as the Voice was still expressing his joy at the successful termination of his 
almost yearlong charade. The Democratic Presidential candidate was all smiles as she poured the high 
dollar Champagne into her husband’s glass after refilling her own.   

As her husband, the Voice began to remove various pieces of his disguise, he asked her to bring her glass 
and follow him out onto the 13th floor penthouse patio.  He seemed to be in no hurry as he continued 
his conversation.  As they enjoyed the high priced Dom, the Voice took her by the arm and pointed her 
eyes in the right direction.  He glanced at his watch as he drained his glass. Being satisfied with the time, 
he looked at his wife and said, “Honey, what you are going to see is the culmination of our Alliance. It’s 
the end of our plan and the end of anything that ties us to the Cabal Alliance.”   

As she heard him utter the word Alliance, the Washington D.C. skyline was the scene of a violent 
explosion in the warehouse district. The sky was filled with the red, yellow and orange colors usually 
associated with terrible explosions. Then the dark black smoke billowed from the explosive site and 
seemed to reach thousands of feet into the crisp fall sky.  The mangled building debris flying through the 
air could be clearly seen from the Penthouse patio.  The area became alive with sirens and flashing red 
lights as the police, ambulances and fire units were dispatched to the scene. He thought, no need for the 
ambulances, he had checked the area thoroughly to prevent the loss of innocent lives. 

He glanced at his wife and said, “Honey, what you are observing is the total destruction of the Cabal 
Alliance office and warehouse complex and with it all that remains of our involvement with the Cabal 
Alliance”.  Hearing this caused a broad smile to creep across her face.  

Finally, almost as a culmination to the entire evening, the Voice handed his wife a highly encrypted 
computer disc that contained all the pertinent Cabal data, including the names and identities of all 
Republican Cabal members, and their total involvement in the planning and execution of the Cabal 
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Alliance. The disc basically contained all the secret information that he had told his members was not 
available. He said to his wife “This is your Legacy, plus twenty million in cash, use it wisely.” 

Mrs. Claxon realized that her husband had just given her the ways and means of creating her own 
Presidential Legacy.  With twenty-five of the highest ranking Republicans in her back pocket she should 
really enjoy the next four years. Her face was covered with a huge smile as she said “I’ve finally got 
those b-st--ds right where I want them.” Then her smile turn into a laughter that was almost frenzied, 
maybe even a little hysterical.  Could this be the real face and attitude of the political incumbent?  

The Voice had a genuine smile on his face as he uttered the words, “It is what it is”, and when he heard 
the sound of her Champagne Glass breaking against the patio wall, he followed suit. 

The End 
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