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The whirring sound of a motorized fan and the appearance 

of a yellow plastic toy, pops up in the window of a high school 

aged girl. 

“Awaaah!  She screams. Shocked beyond her wits. Half 

dressed, Wendy George scampers quickly to grab a cover from 

her bed and cloak her body.  She runs out of her bedroom, 

shouting for someone to call the police. 

The canary yellow helicopter corrects its pitch, yaw and 

speed in order to flee the scene.  Away it flies, above the houses 

and trees in a southerly direction. (Nichols is south of White.) 

“Headquarters to FH23, there is a peeping tom call at 1251 

White Avenue.” 

“FH23 to headquarters. Have you a description of the 

peeping tom?” 

“10-4.  It’s a yellow toy device hovering outside the victim’s 

bedroom window.” 

“Headquarters, have you got a description of the operator of 

the device?” 

“Negative, 23.” 

Officer Glenn Fogarty turns his police unit from Fairhope 

Avenue, south on S. Section Street, also known as County Road 

3.  He proceeds until he reaches White Avenue then turns west, 

towards Mobile Bay.  When he arrives at the intersection of 

Bayview Street S. and White Avenue, he sees the neatly 

manicured yard that wraps around the welcoming cottage, 

nestled under some might oaks and tall pine trees. 

“FH-23 is on-scene.” 



 Fairhope Anthology II  

2 

 

“10-4, 23.” 

Fogarty knocks at the door.  He hears the sound of running, 

down the stairway, then to the front door. 

“Who’s there?” 

Hearing the young lady’s voice, he responds, “This is 

Officer Fogarty of the Fairhope Police Department.” 

“How do I  know that?” 

“If you look out of your window, you’ll see my marked car 

and my uniform.” 

The Venetian blinds separate about three inches. Fogarty 

sees an eye looking out the window.  The blinds close and, a 

moment later, the door latch releases and the door unlocks.  

“I’m sorry officer. I had to check first.” 

“Please, don’t apologize. You did the right thing. 

“Can you tell me what happened?” 

 

Seven years later... 

 

Graduating from the Alabama Police Officers Standards and 

Training class at Faulkner State Community College, Samuel 

Peep receives his certificate on the same day that he is to begin 

his new job with the Fairhope Police Department. 

Larry Peep, “Sam, how does it feel to be a new graduate and 

a new employee?” 

“Dad, I couldn’t feel better.” 

“What’re you going to do now?” 

“Today?  I’m going to celebrate with you then head to work 

on the evening shift.” 

“That’s the way, son. You’re mom would be proud of you, 

Sam. I wish she were here to see you.” 

“Thank’s, Dad.  I surely hope so.  I wish she were here, too.  

I miss her.” 

 

Three years later... 
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After having trained and certified to fly the latest LEO 

drones, Officer Sam Peep is assigned permanently to the 

Fairhope Police Departments new Flight Division.  They don’t 

have any fixed wing aircraft or full-sized helicopters; but they 

do have the latest surveillance drones that have been provided 

by the Department of Homeland Security. 

Lieutenant Howard Drumm, “Sam, congratulations on your 

new assignment.” 

“Thank you, sir.  I  hope that I make you proud.” 

“Do as you’re trained and instructed, all will go well for 

you, officer,” the lieutenant says with a big smile. 

“I’ll do that, sir. And, thank you, again.” 

That evening, Officer Sam Peep begins his shift with his 

new duties, operator of the Hawkeye Drone, used primarily for 

surveillance of known drug dealers, armed crimes in progress, 

especially armed robberies and burglaries.  On occasion, the 

craft is a perfect tool for observing and countering terrorist 

activities. 

The  night begins slowly, like most evening shifts do.  There 

are the calls for patrol cars to handle the occasional family 

dispute, traffic accident; but, otherwise, there is not much 

happening, especially for the flight division. 

Sam to his duty sergeant, “Glenn, since there’s not much 

going on at the moment, would it be okay if I take the Hawkeye 

for a spin around the city to become more accustomed to 

working with the forward looking infra-red system?” 

“You mean to use the FLIR as your night eyes?  Sure.  Go 

ahead.  That’ll be good practice for you.” 

“Thanks!  I’ll take it slow and easy until I have more flight 

time.” 

“Good thinking, Sam.  Don’t buzz the neighbors, okay.  I 

don’t need any noise complaints.  They’ll ground us if we have 

too many complaints.” 
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“You can count on it.  If I have to fly closely to a building, 

I’ll use the stealth mode. Okay?” 

“That’s fine. Just don’t embarrass the department.  You 

know the policy for drone usage.” 

“I understand.” 

 

Preflight checklist... 

 At about 8:00 PM, March 4th, 2013, the weather is 

partly cloudy with a gentle breeze about five miles 

per hour, coming out of the southeast.  The humidity 

is at 75 percent.  There is a full moon on this night. 

 Officer Peep, removes and checks the batteries from 

the portable flight controller and from the battery 

compartment in the main structure of the craft. 

 The surface control mechanisms are checked for 

proper attachment to the vehicle’s body. 

 Next, Peep powers the controller and the aircraft’s 

receiver and servo packs. 

 The officer then manipulates the three control joy 

sticks for proper operation of the fan rotation speed, 

pitch controls and yaw controls.  These are used to 

change the direction and speed of the craft. 

The controls appear to be functioning correctly, Peep 

thinks.  He gently pushes the throttle,  speed control stick, 

forward to increase the revolutions per minute of the fan blades, 

while coordinating the direction of the air thrust from the fans at 

each corner of craft.  The Hawkeye, painted flat black with 

silver FHPD lettering and gold colored shield painted on the 

fuselage (main body), begins to lift from the ground. 

At about 8:15 P.M., Officer Peep turns on the FLIR, forward 

looking infra-red, sensor and watches the monitor screen, built 

into the console of the flight controller.  Using the FLIR as the 

‘eyes’ of the craft, he views the ground dropping away.  He 
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momentarily turns on a super bright LED floodlight that 

illuminates himself and the ground around him. He sees an 

image of himself on the monitor. After he turns off the light, he 

observes a ghost-like shadow of himself, created by his body 

heat registering on the FLIR. 

Perfect, he thinks to himself.  Now for some flight time 

around the city.  Where to first? Hmmm...  How ‘bout the pier? 

Peep increases the fan thrust and turns the Blackhawk 

towards the Mobile Bay, west of the police department.  He 

observes the outline of buildings and the glare from the street 

lights created by the heat emanating from those structures and 

devices.  He passes over one home’s heated, kidney-shaped 

swimming pool.  It appeared like a brightly lit kidney bean. 

“Wow!” he says out loud. 

Peep observes the outline of the bay edge.  The beach sand 

retained enough heat from the day’s sunlight to provide the 

details of the shoreline. 

Ah, here comes the pier.  There’s the sailboats and 

motorboats docked near the restaurant.  The lights on the pier 

look like flares on this FLIR.  

Okay, now for a trip ashore. 

East to Mobile Street. Turn right, in a southerly direction 

until the bird gets to White Ave.  Let’s do a little practice spying 

in stealth mode. 

The officer turns on the stealth mode switch.  That changes 

the pitch of the propellers, on the craft, so they do not  make 

much noise.  Now we’re in spy mode, Peep continues to muse to 

himself. 

Bird. Spy mode.  Ah, the Spy Bird!  That’s what I’ll call it. 

The Spy Bird. 

Come on baby, time to do your stuff. 

The Spy Bird turns east on White and heads to the 

intersection of Bayview.  When it arrives at the corner, it hovers 
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for a moment, Peep viewing the monitor and adjusting the 

heading of the craft. 

Okay, now, let’s see what she can do. 

The drone begins to jerk a bit; but, eventually, it draws next 

to the second story window, just above the main doorway.   

Gently, the surveillance craft eases itself to within a foot of 

the window.  The lights are out in the house.  Officer Peep can 

view any heat reflections on his monitor.  He begins to sweat. 

He’s nervous. 

There in the bed is the form of a person.  The outline of that 

being seems to be one of a woman, a young woman in her mid-

twenties with long hair.   

The drone flies closer and closer to the window.  He 

wonders, How close can it get, without disturbing her?  He 

frantically continues to manipulate the controls on the console. 

The Spy Bird is inches away from the window when it 

bangs against  the pane. 

The female, startled, quickly raises her head and notices the 

shadow of a strange looking craft on the wall opposite the 

window. She screams and looks out the window. 

Oh, crap!  Officer Peep struggles to back the surveillance 

drone away from the window and quickly lifts off into the sky 

for a return trip to the station. 

Meanwhile, the lady calls 911 and asks to speak to a 

supervisor, the supervisor of the flight division.  The operator 

transfers her call to Sergeant Glenn Fogarty, after determining 

the nature of the call. 

“Sergeant Fogarty here. May I help you?” 

“Yes. Sergeant Fogarty....  Is this Glenn Fogarty?” 

“Yes it is. Who’s speaking, please?” 

“This is Wendy George.  I live at 1521 White Avenue at the 

intersection of White and Bayview Street.  Do you remember 

me from that yellow toy aircraft that was peeping into my 

window about a ten years ago?” 



 Fairhope Anthology II  

7 

 

“Ah. Well, that was a long time ago; but I do remember 

investigating three incidents with a yellow toy craft hovering 

around several windows in the area of White and Nichols.  

Hmm.  You’re the young lady, about seventeen, with long 

blonde hair that reported the peeping tom, right?” 

Upset, Miss George nearly shouts, “I was seventeen then; 

but I’m ten years older now.  

“It’s déjà vu, all over again. This time, it was a Fairhope PD 

drone, black with the silver lettering and the gold badge, that 

was outside my window.  Do you know anything about that?  

Am I under investigation?  What’s going on in your 

department?”  

“Miss George, I’m don’t have any active investigations for 

my division tonight.  I do have a new pilot doing practice runs 

over the city. “ 

The lady provides Fogarty with the details of the incident.  

She demands that he investigate and properly reprimand the 

person responsible for this act. 

“Give me a few moments to check this out.  May I call you 

back in about an hour?” 

“Yes, you may, sergeant.  I insist.  I want to know who’s 

derelict in duty and why.” 

“I don’t blame you. I’d feel the same way.  I’ll call you 

shortly.  Thank you for your patience.” 

“FH 5 to FH 53.” 

Oh, crap!  I’m in trouble now. Got to think quickly. 

“FH 53 to FH 5.” 

“Meet me at the squad room. 10-4?” 

“10-4.” 

Sergeant Fogarty first goes to the flight division supervisor’s 

office to check the surveillance tapes.  Then he goes into the 

squad room, where Peep is waiting. 

“Officer Peep, how was your practice flight tonight?” 

“Going well, sir.” 



 Fairhope Anthology II  

8 

 

“I bet is was revealing, wasn’t it?  All that new equipment 

bristling with sights you’ve not seen before, huh?” 

“Yes, sir. It was cool differentiating from buildings, lights, 

beaches, shorelines, the pier and the bobbing boats.” 

“How’d the sights go in your window viewing?” 

“I could see body heat through most walls and windows.  

Can’t see much from far away, though.” 

“Oh, I know you can’t see much from far away; but what 

about three inches or less from the window?” 

“I don’t know what you mean, Glenn.” 

“Yes, you do, Sam.  Answer me carefully.  The way you 

respond will determine how I handle this. Got it?” 

Nervously, Peep mumbles, “yes, sir.” 

More confidently, Officer Peep says, “I was flying along 

White Avenue.  I thought I saw someone or the  heat image of 

someone enter the second floor window of the house on the 

corner of White and Bayview.  I brought the Spy Bird closer to 

the window to see where the suspect was.”  Peep, nervous that 

he can’t explain what happened, makes up a quick story.  “Then 

a strong wind slammed the drone into the window.  I got 

nervous.  I remember you saying that I should not embarrass the 

department, so I got out of there as quickly as possible, sir.” 

“Oh, is that so.  A suspect went into the window, right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

How did he or she get into the window, from where?” 

“There’s a big oak tree that has a branch that hangs right 

outside the window. The burglar jumped from the branch into 

the window.” 

“Jumped into the window? Broke the window to get in?” 

“No sir. Raised it, then got in.” 

“Oh. Raised the window then got in.  How did the drone 

bump into an open window, Peep?” 

“Ah, the burglar closed it right after entering.” 
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“Uh, huh.  Okay, Peep.  I just observed the recordings of 

your flight. 

  “It seems that you put the department drone right up to the 

window...  Correction.  You slammed the drone into the window 

of Wendy George’s bedroom tonight.” 

Peep is sweating like a pig on a barbeque pit grill.  You can 

almost taste the salt in his sweat from two feet away. 

“I... ah, ah...” 

Fogarty slams his fist down on the squad room table and 

shouts, “Peep, that’s the same window that you flew the yellow 

drone next to, a decade ago!  Wendy George’s bedroom 

window.” 

“But..., but, I didn’t do it now; and I didn’t do it then.” 

“Gotcha, Peep.  You know better now. I even warned you...” 

Before the sergeant could finish, Peep responded, “... don’t 

embarrass the department.  Yes, sir; but...” 

“I’m not going to argue with the facts, Peep.  You need to 

tell your sorry lines to the mayor, the chief and, mostly, to Miss 

George.  Give me your badge and your gun, Peep.  You’re 

suspended, pending the personnel review board results.  You 

can count on me to recommend that you be fired for 

insubordination and improper actions, unbecoming an officer.” 

“Fired?  You can’t do that. I just started.” 

“Short flight, wasn’t it?  You’re grounded. Permanently, I 

hope.” 

 

Three weeks later... 

 

The Fairhope Personnel Review Board, consisting of the 

Mayor, the President of the City Council, the Chief of Police, 

three citizens of Fairhope and the board chairperson.  The 

chairperson is a non-voting position, unless there is a tie.  In 

case of a tie, the chairperson votes to break the tie. 
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Due to the serious accusations and repercussions of this 

incident, the mayor himself, Tim Rising, is present, along with 

the council president, Jim Barnes, Chief Ronald Boone, Harry 

Greenblatz, Jane Kendal, Laura Dorne and chairperson, Sicily 

Brown.  The city is concerned with the pending litigation by 

Ms. Wendy George against the city for alleged improper use of 

city property for criminal activity and for civil rights violations.  

Therefore, the city’s attorney, Esquire Milton Langley, is 

representing the city in its case against the accused, Officer 

Peep. 

The city’s senior administrative assistant, Mrs. Sheila 

Blakeley and the city’s senior courtroom reporter, Mr. George 

Limpley, are present to record the minutes of the meeting and to 

provide assistance in any presentations. 

Samuel Peep and his attorney, Blake Blanton IV, along with 

Esquire Blanton’s private investigator, Adam Boudreaux, are 

present to defend Mr. Peep’s rights. 

Besides the victim of the alleged crime, Ms. Wendy George, 

is the city’s main witness, Sergeant Glenn Fogarty.  They will 

testify on behalf of Ms. George and the City of Fairhope against 

Officer Peep. 

It is 10 A.M. this sunny morning, Wednesday the 25th of 

March, 2013.  The board and participants of the proceedings are 

meeting in the board room of the contemporarily designed 

Fairhope Municipal Complex on N. Section Street.  The modern 

white building with the darkened, almost black colored, thermal 

resistant glass gives an impressive, business like appearance to 

this serious matter.  The mood is somber for all persons present. 

  The Chairperson Sicily Brown, begins, “This meeting of 

the Personnel Review Board of the City of Fairhope will come 

to order.  Let the records indicate all who are present.  Do I need 

to call out their names?” 
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Mrs. Blakeley, “No, Mrs. Chairperson. I have their names 

and will so indicate them as present...; well, I have all of them 

except for the two gentlemen with Officer Peep.” 

Mr. Blanton responds, “I am Esquire Blake Blanton IV, 

representing Officer Samuel Peep in this matter.  With me is my 

private investigator, Adam Boudreaux, a retired homicide 

investigator from the New Orleans Police Department.” 

“Thank you, Esquire Blanton.” 

“Mr. Blanton will suffice, Mrs. Blakeley, is it?” 

“Yes it is.” 

“I know the members of this board; but, for the courtesy of 

my defendant and my investigator, when I call your names, 

would you stand so that they might recognize your name and 

face together? I do appreciate your understanding in my 

request.” 

“Oh, of course, Mr. Blanton,” Chairperson Brown responds. 

As he calls out their names, the participants of the review 

board stand.  Blanton acknowledges each one.  When they 

complete the introductions, Blanton remarks, “Thank you for 

cooperation.” 

“Are there any more questions before we begin, Mr. 

Blanton?” asks Brown. 

“Not at this time, thank you.” 

 

The Review begins... 

 

Brown, “Mr. Langley, if you would begin your 

presentation?” 

“Indeed, Mrs. Brown.  I would like to call Ms. Wendy 

George to the stand.” 

When she arrives at the chair,, Mr. Langley continues, “Ms. 

George, this is not a courtroom proceeding. It is a hearing. We 

do not ask you to take an oath at this time; but we do expect that 
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you be truthful and forth-right in your responses. Do you 

understand?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“On the night of March 4th, 2013, at about 8:30 P.M., would 

you relate what occurred during that time?” 

Ms. George relates the details of her experience and ends 

with, “The sound of the drone hitting my window brought back 

the traumatic experience that I had about ten years ago.” 

Mr. Langley, “What experience was that, Ms. George?” 

She relates the incident with the yellow toy helicopter and 

how she reported the matter to then Officer Glenn Fogarty of 

the Fairhope Police Department.  “I was never so embarrassed 

in my life!” she retorted. 

“That’s quite understandable, Ms. George. Please allow me 

the moment to express the city’s regret that you have had to 

experience this incident, not once, but twice.  We feel that we 

can end both matters today... Hopefully, to your satisfaction.” 

“What do you mean by ‘both matters,’ Mr. Langley?” 

I believe that Officer Peep was involved with both incidents. 

I will present the evidence to the board. When I am through, I 

believe that the evidence will show Officer Peep to be the 

perpetrator of your original ‘peeping tom’ report and the 

instigator  of your recent displeasure.” 

With that remark, Mr. Langley dismisses Ms. George from 

the stand and begins his presentation of the evidence. 

“Sergeant Glenn Fogarty, would you approach the stand?” 

“Yes, sir.”  

“Sergeant, you are under oath, as a police officer, therefore I 

know that you will provide truthful responses to the review 

board.” 

“Yes, sir.  You can expect the truth from me, sir.” 

“Were you Officer Samuel Peep’s supervisor on the night of 

March 4th, 2013?” 

“Yes, sir. I was.” 
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“Did you not give permission to Officer Peep to perform a 

practice flight over the city on that night at or near 8:00 P.M.?” 

“Yes sir, I did. I also reminded him not to perform any 

maneuvers that might create excessive noise. We didn’t need 

any complaints from citizens.  Many of our residents are elderly 

and enjoy the peace and quiet of our community, sir.” 

“Did you ‘remind’ Officer Peep of anything else?” 

“Yes, I did. I warned him not to embarrass the city in any 

way.  There is an outstanding issue in this nation concerning the 

improper use of drones. The City of Fairhope need not be an 

example of poor use or improper use of our equipment.” 

“So you, in fact, did warn Peep to act in a proper manner 

with his drone. Did you not?” 

“Yes, sir. I most certainly did.” 

“Did Officer Peep follow your orders properly that night?” 

“No, sir.  He did not.” 

“What did he do, Sergeant Fogarty?” 

“He flew the drone within inches of Ms. George’s second 

story bedroom window.  He claims that he was practicing close 

order recon procedures in, what we call, stealth mode.  That’s 

the operation of the drone with a certain pitch of the propellers 

to reduce the noise of the blades interacting with the air. That 

makes the drone almost silent.” 

“Is the operation of a drone in this procedure proper when 

flown near an innocent civilian’s home or business?” 

“No, sir, it most certainly is not!” 

“Sergeant Fogarty, do you have any evidence that Officer 

Peep flew the city’s drone improperly?” 

“Yes, sir. I do.” 

“What is that evidence?” 

“The department records all drone information on a special 

recording device.  That information includes the operator’s 

badge number, flight path, as provided by the onboard global 
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position system or GPS; the direction, altitude and speed of the 

craft and the audio and video feeds from the drone.” 

“Where is that recording, sergeant?” 

“I provided it to your office, sir.” 

“Yes, you did.  I reviewed the information on the digital 

recorder so that I might prepare for this board review.” 

“Thank you Sergeant Fogarty. You may step down. 

“Mrs. Brown, I ask that Mrs. Blakeley please set up the 

recorder with the laptop computer and the projector so that we 

might view the data that was recorded from that flight. 

Chairperson Brown nods in agreement. 

“Would you, please, Mrs. Blakeley?” 

Mrs. Blakeley had previously completed the necessary 

connections prior to the meeting.  She switched the projector’s 

and the computer’s power to the ‘on’ position.  Then she typed 

the necessary commands to begin the projection of the recorded  

video onto the provided screen. The audio was patched into the 

room’s public address system. 

The appearance of the drone’s video recording showed the 

flight path taken by the craft.  In the upper right hand corner of 

the screen, it also displayed the badge number of the operator, 

date and time, the altitude, the speed and the direction of the 

craft. 

Clearly, the FLIR images of the heated objects, including 

people, displayed much like a negative of white or silver objects 

against a black or darkened background.  It was much like 

viewing a movie in its “negative” form. 

When the time approached 8:30 P.M., the review board and 

the other participants observed the two story home of Ms. 

Wendy George zooming larger onto the screen, as the drone 

drew closer to it.  You could see the eerie sight of the outline of 

a woman lying on the bed.  The frames of the window panes 

became larger as the drone flew closer to them. 
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Suddenly, the craft banged, audibly, against the window. 

The image of the person in the bed jumped, as if startled by the 

noise.  

The drone made some jerky motions then sped away from 

the scene... 

The recorder was paused to display the badge number, date, 

time, altitude, direction of the craft and the GPS location, along 

with the other indicators. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, as you can see, the drone, operated 

by badge number 1283, was located at the latitude and longitude 

that corresponds with Mrs. George’s residence. 

“Furthermore, you see the date and the time. 

“I researched the personnel files for that badge number. 

Badge number 1283 is the one assigned to Officer Samuel Peep. 

“Officer Peep did, in fact, operate the city’s equipment in a 

reckless manner, nearly breaking the window of Ms. George’s 

window. He also used the city’s equipment for an improper 

search of an innocent civilian’s home.  He had no probable 

cause for criminal activity.  Nor did he follow his orders to 

operate the drone in a manner as prescribed by police 

department standards. 

“In fact, upon reviewing Officer Peep’s files, I discovered 

that he lived on Nichols Avenue, which is one block south of 

Ms. George’s residence. 

I’d like to ask Sergeant Fogarty one  more questions, if the 

board does not mind?” 

Brown, “Please do, if you feel it necessary.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Brown.  Sergeant, do you know what 

direction that toy yellow helicopter, with the attached video 

camera, flew when it fled Ms. George’s bedroom window some 

ten years ago?” 

“Yes, sir. I investigated that incident. I remember it like 

yesterday.  Ms. George reported that it fled south and 

disappeared somewhere on Nichols Avenue.” 
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“Do you know where Officer Peep lived on Nichols 

Avenue, ten years ago?” 

“Yes. He lived in the vicinity of the area where the yellow 

helicopter was last seen.” 

“Thank you sergeant... Oh, one more question, if you don’t 

mind?” 

“No. Go right ahead, Mr. Langley.” 

“Did you ever solve the original peeping tom case?” 

“There was no physical evidence that directly accused any 

one person.” 

“Considering today’s evidence, do you feel that there is 

evidence to corroborate against a particular person for the 

original crime?” 

“Well, sir, considering Officer Peep’s propensity for flying 

remote controlled air craft, his place of residence at the time of 

the original crime and his improper actions that are recorded 

and presented today, I’d have to say that he is a strong candidate 

for perpetrator of the original incident, Mr. Langley.” 

“Thank you, Sergeant Fogarty.” 

Turning to the review board, “I concur with the good 

sergeant. I believe that Officer Samuel Peep not only provoked 

the improper use of the city’s equipment; he, also, committed 

civil rights violations against Ms. Wendy George on the night of 

March 4th, 2013 at about 8:30 P.M.  Also, I believe that his 

actions that night reflect negatively upon his actions ten years 

ago.  I believe Peep violated Ms. George in the original peeping 

tom investigation. 

“My recommendations are to fire Samuel Peep, incarcerate 

him for two counts of improper voyeur activity, one count of 

improper use of city equipment, and have him remunerate Ms. 

Wendy George for two counts of civil rights violations.” 

Chairperson Brown, “Is that your final recommendation, 

Mr. Langley?” 

“Yes it is Madam Chairperson.” 
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The officer’s defender responds... 

 

“Mr. Blanton, are you prepared to respond?” 

“Yes, I am Mrs. Brown.” 

“I would like to call Officer Samuel Peep to the stand.” 

Peep approaches the chair and turns. 

“Officer Peep, you also are a police officer sworn to tell the 

truth. We do expect that from you. Is that understood?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“On the night in question, this March, not ten years ago, 

were you the operator of the city drone?” 

“Yes, sir. I was.” 

“Did you in fact ask your supervisor, Sergeant Glenn 

Fogarty, if you could make a practice flight over the city that 

night?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Did you fly over numerous businesses and homes, using 

the forward looking infrared, or FLIR for short, as the ‘eyes’ of 

the craft?” 

“Yes. I used the FLIR to guide the craft’s operations.” 

“Did you maneuver the  drone in the area of Bayview and 

White?” 

“I did, sir.” 

“Did you direct the craft towards the second floor window 

of Ms. Wendy George that night?” 

“No I did not, Mr. Blanton!” 

“But, did we not just see the video and recording data that 

showed you operated the craft that night.  That night being the 

one wherein the surveillance craft banged into her bedroom 

window?” 

“You saw the craft fly towards Ms. George’s residence and 

hit the window; but I did not direct the craft in that manner, sir.” 

“You were the operator, correct?” 
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“Yes, sir. I operated the drone that night; but I did not 

command it to fly towards Ms. George’s window.” 

“I don’t understand, Officer Peep.  If you did not fly the 

craft towards Ms. George’s window, who did?” 

“I don’t know, sir. I do know that I did not do it.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The craft’s operation towards her house was not due to my 

control of the drone.  Someone took over the controls. I made 

every attempt to maneuver away from her residence; but it 

continued on that path.  Someone else had control of the drone 

at that time.” 

“How do you explain it, Officer Peep?  Who and how did 

they control it?” 

“I can’t speak for whom controlled it; but it is a matter of 

another piece of equipment, a remote control console, similar to 

the one that I was using that night, that overrode the commands 

that I issued. Someone else flew the drone towards Ms. 

George’s second floor bedroom window.   

“I was horrified at the actions that the craft had taken. I 

feared the consequences of those actions and how it appeared.” 

“What do you mean by how it appeared?” 

“All indicators pointed towards me, as the operator; but I 

knew that I lost control of the drone. I was not controlling it.” 

“Do you have proof that you did not operate it during that 

time?” 

“Yes, sir.  I used my personal smartphone camera to 

videograph my remote control operation, as soon as I noticed 

that I lost control.” 

“Do you have that video clip with you?” 

“Yes, sir, I do.  I downloaded a copy of it to a removable 

memory drive.  I still have it on my phone, to verify that the 

copy is the same as the original.” 

“Would you provide the removable drive to Mrs. Blakeley?” 
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“Surely.  Here you go, Mrs. Blakeley,” as he carries it to her 

desk. 

Mrs. Blakeley plugs the drive into the laptop. 

“If you would, Mrs. Blakeley?” 

She projects the video clip onto the screen, for the board. 

The clip displays a hand holding the remote control.  The 

display monitor on the controller shows the drone flying closer 

to the house while the hand is moving the controller’s joy stick 

away from it.  The craft continues towards the house, despite the 

joystick pointing in the opposite direction. 

“You can see that I am making attempts to move the craft 

away from Ms. George’s residence.  It’s obvious that I have no 

control over the craft. 

“Sergeant Fogarty, through no fault of his own, reports that 

the craft was blown into the window by a gust of wind; but I did 

not experience any wind strong enough to do that. I believe that 

the drone was intentionally  flown into  the window.” 

“Did you tell Sergeant Fogarty that a strong gust of wind 

blew it into the window?” 

“I did; but I knew that he wouldn’t believe me. I tried to 

cover it up. I know now that I should have told the truth.  At 

least I would have credibility on my side.” 

“So true, Officer Peep. 

“Back to the issue.  Who would have done that, Officer 

Peep, if you didn’t?” 

“As I said, I do not know the identity of the other operator. I 

only know that I did not make the drone fly towards the that 

house.” 

“I might have an answer for that identity, Officer Peep. 

Thank you for your testimony. You may step down.” 

“Madam Chairperson, may I call Adam Boudreaux to the 

stand?” 

“Yes you may, Mr. Blanton.” 

“Thank you Mrs. Brown. 
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“Mr. Boudreaux, if you would?” 

“On my way, Mr. Blanton. I am a retired law enforcement 

officer, and I  understand that I am still under oath to tell the 

truth, sir,” Boudreaux states as he approaches the witness chair. 

“Thank you, Mr. Boudreaux. 

“So, you’ve seen the city’s video and Officer Peep’s video.  

Which one, in your opinion, is correct?” 

“Well...,” Boudreaux smiles, “they are both correct.  The 

city’s recorder is accurate in its presentation, and so is Peep’s 

video clip.  The two videos actually corroborate each other in 

presenting the truth of the matter.” 

“How’s that?” 

“The city recorder shows all of the details: height, direction, 

date, time, operator, etc.  Officer Peep’s video shows that he 

made every effort to direct the craft away from Ms. George’s 

house.  They don’t conflict each other. On the contrary, they 

show that someone else did, in fact, take control of the drone.  

Officer Peep had no ability to fly the craft in a different 

direction until the incident was complete, and the other operator 

discontinued control. By then the city was placed in an 

embarrassing situation.” 

“Mr. Boudreaux, as a former homicide investigator for the 

New Orleans Police Department, did you have any experience 

with electronic equipment?” 

“Yes, I did.  It wasn’t anything as sophisticated as this “spy 

bird,” as Officer Peep named it to me; but I am accustomed to 

working with lie detectors, medical equipment used by first 

responders, radio and telecommunications equipment.  Even 

signal detection and directional equipment. Those sorts of 

things.” 

“Have you ever flown a remote control aircraft?” 

“Yes, I have. It is a hobby of mine.” 

“What types of craft do you fly, Mr. Boudreaux?” 
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“Fixed winged craft, mostly; but I  do have a couple of 

helicopters and a hovercraft that I operate. I am familiar with 

the concepts of these types of vehicles.  The city’s drone flies 

with these same type of concepts.” 

“Did you investigate the actions of the incident that resulted 

in Officer Peep being suspended from duty?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Did you involve yourself in the ‘peeping tom’ case that Ms. 

George reported some ten years ago?” 

“I acquired copies of the report from the Fairhope Police 

Department for both incidents.” 

“What were the results of your investigation, Mr. 

Boudreaux?” 

“As you can see, the video clip provided by Sam... Officer 

Peep distinctly  shows that he made every effort to regain 

control of the city’s craft.  He did not receive control until the 

drone had performed the maneuvers that placed the city, the 

police department and Officer Peep in a bad light.  The control 

of the craft returned to Peep at that time. 

“Also, when I did some back tracking on the original 

complaint of ten years ago, I studied the victim’s description of 

the toy helicopter. Upon researching the toy, I discovered that it 

was a Hobby Flight model of a Bell Ranger helicopter, model 

number 371.  It had a six-channel remote controller to 

manipulate the speed of the main rotor, the pitch of both rotor 

blades, the rear rotor for direction and the yaw of the craft for 

forward, reverse or sideways motion.” 

“What’s so significant about that toy?” 

“The sophistication of that ‘toy’ as you put it, is about as 

complex as the city’s current drone, sans the recording 

capability.  Also, the motor size on that craft was large enough 

for it to handle the weight of a small video camera capable or 

relaying the video signal to a ground-based monitor for the 

operator of the helicopter to view what is in front of it.” 



 Fairhope Anthology II  

22 

 

“So the person operating it could have flown a drone, 

similar to the one that Officer Peep flew on March fourth?” 

“That is a distinct possibility, Mr. Langley.” 

“Did you uncover anything else in that investigation?” 

“Yes, I did.  Officer Peep did in fact live on Nichols Avenue 

during the original peeping tom incident; but he did not own 

any, I repeat any, remote control aircraft at that time.” 

“How do you know that information?” 

“I spoke with his parents and his neighbors. None of them 

had any knowledge of his flying remote control planes, 

helicopters or road vehicles for that matter.” 

“Did you discover anything else?” 

“There was a neighbor, one block east of the Peep’s 

residence, that owned and operated remote control planes and 

helicopters.” 

“How did you find that person?” 

“I discovered some noise complaints in the police files for 

one Randy Joiner.  At the time, he was a high school student 

about 17 years of age. The neighbors around his home reported 

that he was a bit of a genius, directing his knowledge and skills 

towards building various  aircraft and designing his own devices 

to mount on the craft, including cameras.  They said that Joiner 

enjoyed bragging about his exploits, including his revelations 

about ‘snooping’ on people in areas as far away as a quarter 

mile. 

In the process of showing me Randy’s collection of aircraft 

and homemade devices, Joiner’s parents opened a box of 

photographs that he made from his surveillance cameras.” 

“What did the pictures depict, Mr. Boudreaux?” 

“They were aerial photos of homes, businesses, parks.  Also, 

at the bottom of the box, was a picture of a shot through a 

window -- showing a young girl holding a bed cover, imprinted 

with teddy bears, hiding over her body.” 

“Do you have that photo?” 
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Mr. Boudreaux hands the picture to Blanton. 

Blanton walks over to Ms. George and asks, “Do you 

recognize the person in this picture, Ms. George?” 

She looks at the photograph.  There was a long pause.  The 

color drains from her face.  She gasps then responds with a 

stammer, “Y... y...yes. That’s me in this photo!” 

To the review board, “I believe that this picture is the 

physical evidence necessary to prove that Officer Samuel Peep 

is not guilty of the original crime.  Would you not agree?” 

The board members look a bit embarrassed for their 

improper accusations and nod in agreement. 

“So, what was the young model controller’s name, again, 

Mr. Boudreaux?” 

“Randy Joiner.” 

“Was Mr. Joiner ever arrested for his exploits?” 

“No, sir. Most just complained of the noise that his models 

made. After a few visits by police, he modified his equipment to 

be quieter. That resolved the noise issues.” 

“Do you know where Mr. Joiner is today?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“Where might he be, Mr. Boudreaux?” 

“He’s buried in the Fairhope Memorial Cemetery.” 

“When was he buried there?” 

“Two days ago.” 

“What was the cause of his demise?” 

“His remote control jet, that he was flying near the Sonny 

Callahan Airport, lost control and nose-dived right into him.  

The force of the craft at nearly 220 miles per hour caused a 

massive contusion when it struck his head.  According to the 

medical examiner’s report, he died from blunt force trauma.” 

“That’s a shame. I don’t wish any type of violent death on 

someone, especially a person of high intelligence.” 

“I wouldn’t be too  mournful of him, Mr. Blanton.” 

“Why would you say that, Mr. Boudreaux?” 
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“When inquiring about his remote control planes  and other 

craft, his parents showed me his collection. One of the models 

was a Hobby Flight model 371.  It was a one-eighth scale model 

of a yellow Bell Ranger helicopter.” 

 


