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Washington DC

Now

The recorder was running on the table. The only indication was the tiny blinking light on the top of the candy bar-sized device. The room was comfortable, with a soothing color scheme and plush furniture. The tension of the two men in the room sharply contrasted with the sedate atmosphere. 

Agent Jensen walked into the room and set his briefcase on the floor next to his chair. Then he sat and removed a few manila envelopes from it. His eyes were itching like mad and had been for almost two days. He'd loaded them with drops before leaving the Hoover building to try and tame the constant itching. Now his nose was filling with snot. The last thing he wanted was a summer cold, damnit.

From the other side of the table, he could feel the ancient eyes burning silent holes in him.

It made Agent Jensen shiver internally.

Finally, he couldn't stand it. He broke first and looked across the table to the withered old man who'd caused such a ruckus. He locked eyes and was filled with the sensation of being adrift on a storm-besieged sea.

"My name is Anthony Jensen," he said to the silent man. When he failed to receive a response, he continued. "You are Mr. Harold Mitchell of Salem, Oregon. If you don't mind me saying, Mr. Mitchell, you have traveled a long way." After speaking, he reached for a tissue in the box on the table and blew his nose.

"That is not my name, and you damn well know it," the elderly man snapped. 

Jensen opened his fattest folder and turned it to the man. "You can see for yourself this file contains all known information about you, sir. It goes back to your birth in 1916." He pushed the folder all of the way across the table. The older man's eyes never left Jensen's.

"What is your department called these days?" the man asked Jensen.

"What do you mean? I am an FBI Agent. I graduated-" Jenson was cut off. The old man slammed his gnarled hand on the table.

"Back in 1941, you boys all worked for Department 27. What is it called now? Did you give yourselves some fancy name nobody will ever know? Did you do it because it makes your peckers hard?" the man said it all in a steady monotone voice. Jensen had the impression he was being played with.

"I don't know what you are talking about," Jensen said, but he knew the old man could tell he was lying. He knew damn well who he was talking to. The man was a legend. Jensen just hoped this was just the ravings of an old man and not a genuine situation.

He punctuated that thought with a series of sneezes.

"Whatever," the man said and waved his hand dismissively. "I called the old number because I knew fuckers like you would never let it be used by anyone else, no matter how many years have passed. I need to make a report, and since my handler has been dead longer than Kennedy, it was the only option I had." He took a deep breath. 

Jensen could hear the rattle in his ancient lungs.

"Could you give me that pitcher or water, son? Sometimes my throat and lungs act up, especially after a long plane trip." He took the container when Jensen passed it to him and filled a glass that he immediately drained. "That's better," he said and grinned, the first emotion he'd shown besides slamming his hand on the table, and Jensen thought that was for show.

"The DPA," Jensen said quietly. His throat was tickling, and this game with the old man was getting tiresome.

"What?" the old man said, grinning the entire time.

"I work for the Department of Paranormal Activities, the DPA. We haven't been Department 27 since the 1950s." Now it was out. Time to hear what the man had to say.

"Does it make you hard?" the old man asked mischievously.

"I take my job seriously, sir," Jensen said, anger creeping into his normally restrained and professional voice.
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