
    The Drones and Mister Jones 
 
                      Because something is happening 

                      But you don’t know what it is 

                      Do you, Mister Jones?  

                                                                  --- Bob Dylan   

 

 

  The number seemed to be increasing daily. This house rests on 4 acres but backs up to a forest 

of 850 acres of forest and wildlife and that is now, by default, used as an airspace corridor. There 

are rules and regulations for drones, poorly implemented and weakly enforced, if at all, put into 

effect a couple of years ago in 2018. The 200 to 250 foot flying altitude directive excluding pickup, 

drop off and landing has no viable body of enforcement. There still, after all this time, isn’t any 

agency or drone patrol to police these ever increasing low altitude flying machines. Drone 

advocates maintain that there is nothing really to police and with the sophisticated sensors 

equipped on them; collisions have been few and far between. As we have been shown to know, 

human minds are deviant, variable, scheming, perverse and very often without good intent. I was 

naive. 

  The first incident I had concerning a drone was when I was building a small rustic cabin in a 

back remote acre of land I live on. Built on pier footings with small beam supports, I had only 

raised the two sidewalls when one morning I received a visit from a County Building Inspector. He 

was a pleasant enough man much younger than myself but with a poise and covertness of 

someone harboring a secret. 

  “Good Morning Mr. Jones, I presume, is it not?” 

  “Yes, I am Mr. Jones. And you?” 

  “Chad Rucker, County Building Inspector. I’m here to inquire, and eventually verify, if you are, or 

in the process of, doing any home improvements, construction or re-construction of new buildings 

or outbuildings that might require a building permit.” 

  Now I knew that from where he stood at my front door there was no way that he could have ever 

seen what I was going on in the forested back acres of the property. However, through the years, 

I have never felt comfortable inside the lie. It’s a deceit that gnaws at every fiber of my essence, 

that makes me wake up in the middle of the night in a sweat and can even haunt me in the 

waking hours. I decided on a diversion. 

  “What makes you ask that?” 
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  “Well Mr. Jones we have these vidcam transmittals of someone working on a small structure on 

the backside of your property.” 

  Chad Rucker then pulled out a Vidtablet, pushed an arrow on the screen that displayed an aerial 

shot of a man, most definitely me, with my carpenter’s tool belt on, nailing a 2 by 4 with a 

hammer. In fact, I was wearing the same shirt that very day. The vid was of unusual clarity and 

from not very far away, maybe 20 feet above me. You could even see the brand of beer on the 

bottle sitting on the rough exterior window frame. I knew he had me. 

 “How did you come across this video?” 

 “One of our Reconnaissance Drones flying the main corridor spotted the new construction and 

made a fly by. Is that a structure you’re building here on your property?” 

  “Well yes.” I conceded. “But isn’t that an invasion of privacy?” 

  “Well you could follow that line of thought but it wouldn’t get you too far if you’re breaking the 

law. Sooner or later Mr. Jones we would have discovered the new structure, either by drone or 

satellite.“ 

  “Well that’s fine then. What now?” 

  “Bring or transmit a drawing to the Permit and Resource Management Department and pay the 

fees for permits and inspection. Oh --- and also pay the penalty fine for building without a permit.” 

  “Penalty fine?” 

  “Someone’s has to pay for these drones Mr. Jones.” 

  My next run in with a drone wasn’t quite as pleasant, if you call the first incident even close to 

that. We have a hot tub on the back deck that looks out into the 850 acres. The seclusion and 

privacy affords us the luxury of using the tub without the restrains of clothes. Stark naked I am 

and in no way an exhibitionist but do enjoy this unobserved freedom. After 15 or 20 minutes in the 

tub, I cool off sitting in a chair on the deck, watching the ravens wheel and dive, the woodpeckers 

dive bomb the squirrels raiding acorns and the meandering number of deer that frequent the 

area. One morning, with the sun’s rays beaming though the trees, I noticed 3 black tailed deer, 

grazing in the small meadow in front of me, stop their chewing and look back in unison up into the 

air. Deer have keen senses and are alert to even the most minor deviances in their immediate 

environment. Pulling on my glasses set on the table beside me, I stood up to see what they might 

be looking at. Up in a gap between two trees I could see it quite clearly, floating, hovering like a 

huge hummingbird looking straight at me --- a Drone. 

  Now I’m in fair shape for my age, exercising to maintain health and stave off years of moderate 

neglect, but I’m nothing much to look at, certainly not a striking specimen of the human body by 

any means, so the fact that this drone might be conducting some type of voyeur vid of me was 

not offensive to me in that sense but offensive to me as an invasion of my privacy or in this case 

an invasion of my privates. I yelled some explicit profanities, which did more to alarm the deer 

than to scare the drone away, and then in an ultimate human reflex move, I flipped the drone off. 
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  A couple of mornings later, while doing some breakfast dishes, I watched my wife hang her 

towel on a hook and pull back the cover on the hot tub. Mrs. Jones, very contrary to me, has 

maintained herself physically with almost no effort. She does watch what she eats but never lets 

calories interfere with the enjoyment of food. I marvel, after all these years of marriage, that I still 

love to see her bare body and this morning was no exception. As I was looking out the window, 

watching her climb into the tub, I caught something out of the corner of my eye and it didn’t take 

but a millisecond to know what it was. I wasn’t the only one looking at Mrs. Jones. Yes, it was the 

drone again, I imagine the same one but I couldn’t be certain and once again what enraged me 

was not that someone, somewhere was viewing a transmission of my naked wife but this was an 

invasion of our privacy. What’s next? A drone flies through an open door or window and sees 

what you’re eating for dinner or even more intimate encounters in the bedroom never intended to 

share globally. 

  I went to the Ballistics Store that very same morning and purchased a new state of the art Laser 

Shotgun that at 150 feet had a focus of just 15 inches. That should certainly have an impact in my 

immediate situation if perhaps the occasion arises. I had never fired a shotgun or for that matter 

even a high caliber rifle. My experience in the warfare race was pretty much until now limited to 

BB guns, Pellets Rifles and 22’s. So the 22 had been up to this point the fiercest weapon I had 

experience with. My friend, Dave Fox, told me never to take that gun anywhere where you really 

want protection. He said that if you ever fired that at a bear, it would just piss him off and you 

would be much better off without it. I needed to practice shooting but only could muster up two 

shots before I called it quits due to sound and recoil impact upon my shoulder. I must save my 

shoulder for the real thing. 

  The few days later as Mrs. Jones was taking her routine tub dip, I slipped down into the forest 

below her with my new trusty shotgun. I was hidden in the branches of a young Redwood and felt 

very foolish and malicious and a bit like Elmer Fudd but nevertheless dutiful inside my new 

subscribed vigilance. I was a voyeur waiting for the voyeur in the sky and it did not take long. Mrs. 

Jones never saw the hovering drone in the trees but I did and quickly took aim from below and 

behind. I probably should have warned Mrs. Jones that I was blasting the living fuck out of this 

drone and, well, I didn’t and she dove under the water while the drone like Icarus, flying too close 

to the sun, with melting wings, fell quickly to the ground not even 30 feet in front of me. I glanced 

up to the tub to make sure she was all right before rushing over to my fallen prey, smoking in its 

destruction and emitting noises very much like R2D2. It had a black and blue Celtic cross on its 

nose, quite regal in display and intimidation. I turned over the two-foot leviathan with my shotgun 

to display the belly ID plate of pertinent serial and model #’s, which I captured with my phone. I 

felt a small amount of remorse as the drone sputtered and smoked until all was still, its life 

sequestered. I had, I thought, ended its life, its tenure and purpose. When one affects change 

there must be consequences. 
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  Not ten minutes had passed and I was on my laptop chasing down just who this drone belonged 

to and what action I must inevitably take when looking out my window I spot two new drones 

approaching and quickly diving down into the grass to retrieve the shot down drone. For some 

reason it almost made me cry, this drone comradely I had no concept of but had destroyed one of 

its kind. My remorse was short lived. 

  The next day Mrs. Jones had her volunteer work to take her to task and my morning was quiet 

while I read on the deck and was on my second cup of most excellent coffee that can always kick 

start the mind, a propulsion into the query of mind and questioning of the ever-present. I 

wondered about the aftermath of my somewhat rash reaction to the intrusion of my privacy and of 

course, in my paranoia, of the consequences of that action. This was a new world where nothing 

was private any longer. Social media and the mere fact that there could be and were cameras 

everywhere is something I should be able to rationalize and accept. Long gone were the days of 

life without monitors. And even on the private property I resided upon it had been made clear to 

me that at any moment I was possibly being watched and held accountable. This, I supposed, 

was not really my paranoia but in fact reality and that I should just accept the fact. What choice 

did I really have? The mechanisms of the new world had unleashed its independence upon all of 

us without any decision making process from the status quo. I had to be OK with this or become a 

half crazed vigilante hell bent on altering the actuality that had eradicated what I used to know as 

the norm. My coffee cup was empty. 

  Off in the distant I could see the usual drone activity in its aerial corridor carrying on business as 

usual. But then there appeared a more solid mass of drones in formation that veered off from the 

main thoroughfare coming towards me. I was, then, and still remains in my mind, alarmed and 

frightened. With lightening speed the V winged configuration, four deep on each side with one 

drone heading up the squadron. They approached the deck I was sitting on and hovered. The 

lead drone had a blue and black Celtic cross on the front assembly and was clearly the 

resurrected drone that I had shot down previously. There have been a few times in my life when I 

have been shaken to fear so that a cold sweat instantly rises to the skin. When Steven Kelso, in 

fifth grade, called me a puny little punk for talking to his girlfriend right before he gave me a 

bloody nose. This was one of those times and I didn’t know how to react, so agitated and startled. 

 The squad of drones, after an effective hover, veered off and flew to the outside of my living 

room in front of the three 12 foot high arched windows that viewed the forest. I ran inside of the 

house not even thinking to grab the shotgun I had just recently purchased just for this kind of 

thing. It probably would have never mattered. Three of the drones from the rear of the formation 

took aim and crashed into the windows shattering the glass simultaneously and then falling to the 

ground on impact. The next three made clear and sure for entrance for the next three to rush in 

and spray the room with some kind of liquid combustible that smelled like lacquer thinner so 

much that I backed off to the dining room and pulled out my phone to call 911. That is when the 
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last remaining drone, the one with the blue and black Celtic cross flew in like a bird of prey and 

grabbed the phone from me and flew off dropping a small lit torch as it left inciting a blast 

explosion sending me to the floor and crawling for the hall or anyway out. How could this be? I 

got to the land line phone and made the emergency call but being so remote in the area and 

relying on volunteer firefighters it was ten minutes at least before they arrived and by that time 

half the house was consumed with me watching from the front lawn still in disbelief. 

  They saved the rest of the house but not the living room and the smoke and water damage took 

its toll on the rest. The police and insurance investigators were polite but wary of my explanation 

because really nothing of this nature had ever happened before. They seemed to view the whole 

incident as suspect and reports were made and after many months the house was restored but 

without any follow ups or accountability to the serial number assigned to the drone with the blue 

and black Celtic cross that I had shot down. 

  I kept the shotgun loaded and months later after the reconstruction while I was in the hot tub, 

sure enough; the black and blue drone rushes in on me and hovers straight front and center. I 

was helpless and the shotgun was ten steps away. I slipped down in the water with just my head 

out of the water and it came closer and closer. The menace I felt was so intense, coming from 

something so mechanical and cyber, I could not believe. I rose out of the water and tried to swat it 

with one hand and then the other to no benefit. It was teasing me as if to say Na nana naa nah 

and then flew off into the distance and back into the airspace corridor joining the rest of the 

drones with business as usual. 

 
                                                                                                                                           
 


