
Revenuers Round 2
by
Eyes Right 
Carthage, NC – You may recall from a recent article that I had a court appearance here on St. Patrick's Day.  I did not have the luck of the Irish.
It could have been worse.  Three months ago I received a speeding ticket on NC-24 in the heart of Moore County.   I was charged by a state trooper, a non-smiler named Smith, who alleged that I had been driving at 70 mph in a 55 mph zone.  I disputed his claim, but nonetheless he issued the summons.   Although he told me that the only way that I could change the assigned court date was to obtain an attorney, I did so easily by simply telephoning an amiable woman in the court office who understood that I would be out of country.  I was re-assigned to appear on March 17 and to check in anytime between 8:30 AM and noon.
No problem.  We (my wife and I) drove from our home in Northern Virginia, stayed overnight with our younger daughter in Cary, NC the preceding night and arrived at the courthouse at 10 AM.  Parking across the street was free.
The courthouse is a new, modern-looking building entered through typical airport security.  The first problem was an edict by the security personnel that no telephones or recording devices are allowed in the building.  My wife took our phones back to the car.  I waited for her until she cleared security, and we proceeded to the second floor to Courtroom 201.   When I gave my name to a uniformed officer, he assigned me a case number and directed me to enter the courtroom.  "But," he said, "Your wife cannot go with you."  I asked why and was told, "Nobody goes in there except defendants."  
So I went in without my witness.  I looked around the stylish courtroom and saw that there were over 100 of us defendant types.  I found a seat on a nicely contoured wooden bench to await my turn.  A judge with a full shock of white hair was sitting behind an elevated "bench" in the usual courtroom position.  There were two large television monitors on the wall behind him.  His attention was alternating between a laptop and his smartphone.  He appeared to be doing no judge-type duties.  All the action was taking place 30 feet away with three District Attorneys.  Each would take a stack of envelopes from cardboard boxes and then call out approximately 10 names.  Those defendants were told to line up in front of the D.A. who called each forward individually by name.  I could not hear most of the conversations, but decisions were quickly consummated.  From what I could determine the D.A. would make an offer, and the defendant usually agreed to a lesser charge, always with a fine and the impossible-to-avoid $188 court cost.  I heard two defendants state that they could not pay, at least not in cash or cashiers check, the only two accepted methods of payment.  Each was given 40 days to pay, but with another $20 tacked on.
As I continued to wait, the judge became involved with three men whose images appeared on both television monitors behind him.  He could see them on his laptop and was communicating via microphone.  Apparently each of these fellows were already incarcerated (judging by their striped uniforms) and were being assigned public defenders.  After this two minute event, the judge went back to his smart phone and laptop.   
Finally, after 90 minutes, my name was called, the last of another group of ten.  “My” D.A. was a young man who looked at my citation and said, "I can reduce it from 70 to 60 in a 55 zone.  That's the best I can do. It will cost you $213 instead of $218.  Not sure about the points and insurance situation in your state."
"But I'm not guilty," I replied.  "I just drove over 200 miles to have my case heard."
"I'm sorry, but this is a hearing date only.   We don't do trials today."
"I need to speak to the judge," I pleaded loudly enough to have the judge look up from his smartphone.
The D.A. looked at the judge who nodded that he would listen to me.   I stepped forward and told the judge that because I had driven so far to dispose of this case I really needed his help. "I'm sorry," he said, with little interest and no sympathy.  "You should have known that this date is only to determine whether or not you want to contest the charge.  If you would have called the D.A.'s office instead of a clerk, you would have known."
So all I had left was the D.A.   After he checked a printout of dates “my” trooper would be available, he assigned me an appearance date in late May.  So Round 2 with the Moore County justice system went to the home team.  However, I am not yet ready to concede my $218.  Most individuals have no chance to win, if only because the “system” in Moore County is designed to outlast you.  Even if a defendant lives locally, who can afford to take off work at least two days to contest a charge?   Even worse, nearly all of my fellow defendants this day in court appeared to be living hand-to-mouth.  A $200 + hit is a significant financial problem which many may not be able to absorb.  There is, of course, a well-marked ATM in the courthouse, but this is of little help if you have no funds to draw from.  I am fortunate that I am not in such dire financial straits, but I am left wondering just how many of my fellow defendants survive this legal onslaught.

Eyes Right may be a different challenge for this revenue-generating juggernaut.  I do not have a day job requiring attendance, have no problem driving over 200 miles each way, and enjoy free lodging in North Carolina.  So, once again, my friends, stay tuned.  And please be prepared to answer my one free call from da slammer if this does not go down well.
I thought you might like to know.
E-R

