Court Case 

by

Eyes Right

Fairfax, VA   -   I went to Traffic Court recently.  I was not there as a defendant.  Let me explain.

It all began earlier this spring when a gray car was being driven frequently in a wild and crazy manner through our neighborhood.   Several citizens had noticed the car, as it had very loud engine noise, as if there were no muffler.  We had even discussed this dangerous situation at a neighborhood homeowners meeting, but no one had been able to obtain a license plate number or identify the driver.  About a month later, I received an e-mail from a neighbor who had been able to spot the license plate.

In Virginia, there is a procedure for a citizen to report reckless driving via a Citizen’s Complaint Form on which you list the time and date of the reckless driving, along with the license number.  A form letter is sent informing the owner of the car of the sighting.  About one week after I submitted the Complaint Form, I was discussing the situation with a local teen. He laughed, and said, “You should have asked me.  That is Zafer.”

Zafer is one of my former students who was now a senior in the same school where I teach.  I pulled him out of his math class and told him that we knew that he was driving dangerously in our neighborhood, and to refrain from any further stupidity, or he would be busted.

Two weeks later, my wife and I heard a loud roar on the street outside our home.  When I ran to investigate, all I saw was a black car racing away at high speed.  This occurred three more times within the next 15 minutes.  I called 911 after the second time, and on the fourth event I was able to obtain the license number and to ID the driver, who was laughing at me.  It was Zafer.

The police stopped the car about 30 minutes later, but it was not speeding.  They gave the driver a ticket for no muffler, and asked me to come to identify the driver.  It was not Zafer, but another Pakistani youth.  Zafer had shifted seats with his buddy and was now sitting in the shotgun seat.  The policeman asked me to go to the courthouse to appear before a magistrate to swear out a summons for Zafer to appear in court.  It was 10 at night, but I did so.

A month later my wife and I were in traffic court.  The prosecuting attorney asked me to detail the case to him.  The judge was a smiler, but tough.  He was routinely throwing the book at most of the cases before him. He disposed of 93 cases in the first 90 minutes! Zafer had an attorney, who asked for a continuance (probably in the hope that we would not be able to return for another hearing).

Unfortunately for Zafer, we did return.  It was now a month later, and he had a different attorney, who approached me seeking a deal.  I agreed to a $500 fine, plus court costs, and the removal of Zafer’s driving privileges for 60 days.  Part of the fine and the loss of his driver’s license was suspended for a year, so Zafer must be very careful or face walking for two months.  After court, Zafer approached me and apologized.  I think that he was sincere.

Our neighbors were happy, because we all felt as if we had worked together to reclaim control of our community.  My cost had been one night and two mornings in court. Zafer’s costs had been considerably more:  attorney’s fee’s for two appearances, the fine, and court costs.

I thought you might like to know.
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