
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):

No Country For Old Men… When
There’s  Yet  ANOTHER  Fog
Day!!!
We  stayed  up  late  watching  the  Oscar  winning  movie,  “No
Country for Old Men” last night, so when the phone rang at 6
am  this  morning,  my  husband  was  overjoyed  about  the  fog
delay.  I did not hear the phone at 6, nor did I hear the
follow-up call at 8 saying school was cancelled for the day. 
I was up by 8:30, since that is the time we have our alarm set
and my biological clock won’t let me sleep past then for fear
the alarm won’t work and we’ll be late for school.  My husband
was shutting off the alarm when I said, “We can’t sleep too
long cuz Disney has a doctor appointment at 9:30.  Look at all
those  delays  on  the  tv  for  Toledo.   Wonder  how  we  got
spared?”  Turns out, we did not, I just didn’t hear the phone
ringing and Hubby was wondering why I was taking it so well
that we couldn’t sleep in after all.  I don’t understand why
it is that every time we have a doctor appointment scheduled
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for  the  morning,  we  have  either  a  school  delay  or
cancellation, meaning we can’t sleep in even if we wanted to. 
And of course on these days, the kids always sleep in, whereas
on the weekends, they’re up at their usual 7am wake-up-for-
school time.  So now, they have yet ANOTHER day they have to
make up in the summer, which brings them to July by now? 
Dunno, I’ve lost track.

And today’s fog cancellation means we had to drag the entire
family into the doctor’s office for our 18 month-old’s checkup
– which did not go well.  Remember how I said the kids were
going to sleep in today?  That means our 3-year-old, who is a
stinker anyway, was not ready to get up, so she screamed from
the time she was dragged out of bed until we got called into
the doctor’s office.  So of course, the chain reaction was set
into motion.  Seeing big sis so upset made Disney upset, and
now she was screaming about everything the poor nurse and
doctor  were  doing  to  her.   All  painless  stuff  too  that
normally would not have been a problem – SCREAM, measure her
head (46.7 cm), SCREAM, measure her length (32.5 in. – tall
for her age), SCREAM, weigh her (22 lbs. 14 oz. – normal for
her age, but a little on the skinny side because she is long),
SCREAM, look into her ears, SCREAM, have her walk across the
room to Mom and Dad…  well, actually, walk to big sis Taylor
since she was upset with Mom and Dad for being accomplices to
all the other horrors in the doctor’s office.  When it was
finally over, she was better, and in the end, she didn’t want
to leave because she was really happy with a toy they had in
the waiting room she was playing with while I was making her
next torture date, err appointment.  The good news is that
Disney is exhaused from being so upset all morning, so I
should get my nap today while she takes one…  hopefully.

Also, staying up late last night to watch the Oscar winning
movie was regrettable.  I just didn’t get it.  I think I
understood the movie, but not why it won 4 academy awards and
got nominated for a bunch more.  I liked other Coen Brothers



movies too – Fargo is really good, but this one was not very
good in my opinion, and my husband agreed.  Just a story about
a man who stumbles upon a crime scene and finds a ton of
money, then he spends the rest of the movie trying to outrun
the psychopath who is chasing him down for the money.  I was
pleasantly surprised to see Tommy Lee Jones in this movie,
because I didn’t know he was going to  be in it and I always
enjoy his work – from Two-Face in the 3rd Batman movie, Batman
Forever to Men in Black, to Volcano and The Fugitive, he’s a
pretty good actor and always fun to watch – even in this
movie, which I would officially classify as a waste of time. 
Sure, it wasn’t nearly as bad as the other stinkers I’ve seen
lately, like the Night Listener or Doomsday, the standard bad
movies that I judge all bad movies by, but that’s only because
it wasn’t as boring as the former and not as gory as the
latter.  Academy award winning movies are always a hit-or-miss
as far as I’m concerned.  I used to write them off, but when I
started giving them a chance, I’ve actually enjoyed some, such
as the aforementioned Fargo and As Good as it Gets, to name a
few.  Now that I think of it, Coen brothers’ movies are kind
of hit and miss also.  Ladykillers was just ok, Fargo was very
good, Big Lebowski was average, I didn’t care much for O
Brother Where Art Thou, and I’ll have to see Raising Arizona
again since it’s been awhile, and I didn’t realize it was a
Coen brothers movie.

I think I will skip the other Oscar winners from 2007 – seemed
like a slow year.  I might be more open to nominees from other
years past though…  a friend borrowed us Walk the Line, the
Johnny Cash biopic.  I’m not a huge Reese Witherspoon fan, but
I do like Johnny Cash.  Been trying to get Hubby to watch it
with  me,  though  I’m  as  yet  unsuccessful  even  though  he
admitted we should have watched it last night instead of No
Country for Old Men.  Oh, well, now we have some Oscar-
winning-film watching experience under our belt for future
reference.  YES – the baby is down for a nap, think I’ll join
her…  and a side effect of the fog day, actually a GOOD one –
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no need to wake from my nap by 3:30 to pick up kids!  Now if
only the older 2 can settle down for an hour or more to give
me peace and quiet…


