
An Afternoon With The FBI
It seemed like something out of a movie, our visit to the
local  FBI office yesterday.  Except that it wasn’t a movie,
and the office wasn’t exactly local…

Let me back up.  It’s December, and don’t you know, that seems
to signal a yearly torrent of bad luck thrown our way. 
Shortly after turning the page on our calendar this month, we
found out (among other things) that my husband’s website (and
our family’s livelihood) had been attacked.  And I don’t mean
a little harmless virus or an annoying spam attack – it’s a
DDoS  –  simply  put,  someone  targeted  this  website,  and
essentially used thousands of computers around the world to
overload this website and crash the server.  It’s enough of an
incident to capture both the interest of the local media and
the  FBI,  both  of  whom  politely  requested  interviews
yesterday.  So we drove out to the city, found the government
building  that  houses  the  FBI  offices,  walked  inside  and
checked with the doorman who wanted to know who we were there
to see.

“I have an appointment with Mr. X at the FBI (name changed for
privacy).” said my husband, and once it was confirmed that he
was on the list, the doorman stated that he “would get us
up.”  He led us to the elevator and punched in a special code
– can’t just push the floor number for the FBI these days it
seems.  We got off the elevator and waited around for a few
minutes, entertained by the FBI’s 10 Most Wanted posters.  One
in particular caught my husband’s eye.  “Doesn’t that look
like our neighbor?”  He asked me, and I had to agree.  I began
to read the description and was surprised to see that it did
seem to describe our neighbor – he’s into sports like golf and
dirt-biking, and it’s strange because my husband and I would
often notice the neighbor packing up his car for weekend trips
and coming back, unloading things like helmets, golf clubs,
and lots of other sporting equipment.  Such is life when you
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don’t have kids, we thought, and I guess you should know that
the  reason  we  pay  so  much  attention  to  this  neighbor’s
activities is because he happens to have a nasty cat that
terrorizes our neighborhood.  So while keeping tabs on that
darn cat, we’ve observed some of our most wanted neighbor’s
behavior.  The kicker of this whole coincidence is that the
Wanted-by-the-FBI guy was listed as possibly having bi-sexual
tendencies, and that fits in with what we’ve seen about our
neighbor as well.  Don’t get me wrong, I don’t think it’s him,
but it was an entertaining wait, to say the least.

So then an agent comes out of a door and asks if we’ve been
helped.  We said not yet and repeated the name of the agent we
were there to see.  We were led to a door, and there was a
sophisticated series of security measures that the man went
through  to  enter  (not  going  to  repeat  them  here  on  the
internet out of respect for the security of the FBI – not that
I even knew what he was doing anyway).  In this small waiting
area, there was a metal detector, which began to go crazy
every time this guy went near it – I forgot to mention that
he’s carrying 2 or 3 very large bags.  He disappears behind a
door, and the man we were supposed to meet with appears and
introduces his assistant – a lady carrying a notepad, a pen,
and oh yeah, I shouldn’t forget to mention the large gun she
was packing tucked into the back of her skirt.  What kind of
assistant is that?!?

Two of the most famous fictional FBI agents in
pop culture history: Agents Mulder and Scully from the X-
Files.  Ok, so our agents were not Mulder and Scully, but I
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couldn’t resist making the comparison.

So we go into a conference room of sorts, and the interview
begins.  The agent and his assistant are not unfriendly, and
they want to know the facts of the case.  They are both taking
notes, but probably most surprising to us is the absence of
laptop computers –  these FBI guys (from the cyber crimes
division) are taking notes with pens on Steno pads, and that’s
not even a joke.  But it is hilarious.

The entire day had a Men in Black-like feel…  If you’ve seen
the movie, then you remember the part where Will Smith is
recruited to be a man in black – he goes to this bland looking
government building that turns out to be very sci-fi on the
inside with all the security measures and things like that. 
Such  was  the  case  here  –  lots  of  doors,  signs  about
authorization, keypads, things like that, very sci-fi, and my
husband told the agent so at the end of the interview.  Mr. X
seemed to chuckle (we wondered on the way home, are FBI agents
trained to drain themselves of personality?), and he told us
that  we  could  just  take  the  elevator  back  downstairs,  no
special code needed – thanks for the advice.

All in all, a very interesting trip.  Made me want to do
things like see Salt (a movie about the FBI) or read Special
Agent: My Life on the Front Lines as a Woman in the FBI
again.  Did the FBI interview do any good for my husband’s
business?  We don’t know yet.  It depends if they catch the
people who are doing it.  The FBI disclaimed several times
that  it  doesn’t  seem  as  if  the  damages  the  business  has
incurred  will  be  recovered,  and  we  of  course  are  praying
otherwise.  Whatever happens, this is part of learning to
trust God’s plan for us, isn’t it?  Easier said than done. 
I’m really hoping that the stress on my husband dissipates
soon…

And oh yeah, a little souvenir from the FBI (the property we
gave  them  was  received  and  not  seized,  in  case  you  are
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wondering):

https://tangents.org/4/files/2010/12/FBI-doc-12-8-10.jpg

