
Revenuers Round 3
by
Eyes Right 
Carthage, NC – There seems to be about 2-3 months between legal rounds here in Moore County.   I received a speeding ticket in late December, appeared in court in late March (only to learn that I could not have a trial that date, but only plead), and was here again in late May to have my case heard.
As you may recall, my wife and I had been driving west on NC State Road 24 just after Christmas when we both spotted a police cruiser coming at high speed from the opposite direction.  The state trooper, a fellow named Smith, suddenly turned on his flashing lights and, as I watched him in my rear view mirror, did a high speed U-turn down the highway, then sped up to pull me over to issue a citation for going 70 in a 55 mph zone.  Believing that we had not been speeding, but were victims of a speed trap, I vowed to fight the ticket in court.   Four days later when we arrived home in Virginia, we had letters from six Moore County attorneys offering their services to fix the ticket for fees ranging up to $400.  The fine itself is only $30 (set by state law), but the court costs are an additional $188.  I now knew for certain that I was in one of those classic revenue-generation schemes so typical of many rural southern counties.
My court appearance in March was frustrating.  I had to sit over 3 hours watching other folks (most appeared to be poor) cut deals with one of the District Attorneys to lessen their charges or to have their case continued.  When my name was called I was offered to have the charge reduced to doing 60 in a 55, which would have lessened the fine $5, but retained the $188 court cost.  I declined, knowing that I would still receive points on my driving record from the DMV and that my car insurance premiums would rise.  I also assumed that I would immediately go before the judge for trial.  Wrong!  Not in Moore County.  I had to come back (200 miles each way) two months later.
This time I came prepared for whatever the Moore County legal crew would throw at me.  I dressed in a seersucker suit (to approximate the stereotypical summer clothing of a southern attorney in court) and had done considerable research.  My wife (a.k.a., my witness) was initially allowed to join me in the court room.  It was packed, and we again had to wait until only one other defendant was left.  By this time it was nearly 3 PM.  Trooper Smith was present and had been involved in several cases, but none involving speeding.   He appeared to be extremely bored.  When he was called by the D.A. to testify against me, he blandly noted that he had “seen this red car coming toward him, thought it was speeding, and had turned on his radar unit.  It read 70 mph.”  After a few other generic questions by the young D.A., it was my turn to question Trooper Smith. 
I spent over five minutes cross-examining the trooper concerning how far away he was from our car when he made this “remarkable” speeding determination and the status of the calibration of his radar unit.  He was not sure about the distance and was surprisingly weak on the calibration issue.  He did not know when it had been calibrated (sometime in the past year, not sure when), nor did he know the frequency of the radar unit or the fact that the self-calibration of the radar unit is known to be essentially worthless (I had found this on several sites on the internet).  The D.A. then asked him two follow-up questions, but I felt rather certain that I had done a good job of diminishing Smith’s credibility.
The prosecution had no other witnesses, so it was now my turn to testify on my behalf.  I stated that both my wife and I had seen a car heading toward us “come flying” over the crest of the hill we were on at such a high speed that it reminded me of one of those Steve McQueen movies where the car rises off the road.  We were then surprised to see the flashing light come on.  My wife had remarked, “I wonder who he is going after?  I don’t see any other cars.”  I replied, “Not us...we're going just under 60.”  I then explained to the court that as a retired Naval Officer and Physics teacher, I was concerned about the reliability of radar units when used in a moving police vehicle because it has to have an input from the police cruiser speedometer to be able to subtract out that motion from the Doppler Shift generated by the radar unit.   My wife had been removed from the room during my testimony, so when I called her as a witness, she corroborated what I had said almost word for word (except for the technical stuff about the radar operation).
The judge, a white haired, rather jovial fellow acknowledged the D.A.'s report that I had no prior convictions (I had previously told the court that I had not had a ticket in 40 years).  He then smiled at me as he explained that he is not allowed in North Carolina to find someone guilty on radar alone.  However, he then asked Trooper Smith how long he had been trained to estimate the speed of vehicles.  Smith said that the training had lasted a week.  With that information, the judge again smiled and said he had known Trooper Smith for 12 years and that he “was very good at estimating speed.”  Then came the shocker, “I have no way to find you not guilty, but I'll call it ‘PJC’ with the stipulation that you pay the $188 court cost.”  He then winked at me.  No shit!
Later in the day, I googled PJC and learned that this is a unique law in North Carolina.  PJC stands for “Prayer for Judgment Continued.”   From what I can determine, I am neither guilty or not guilty, and, so long as I ponied up my $188, I will receive no points on my driving record and cannot be assessed any increases in insurance premiums.  Hence the wink.  It remains unclear if there are other conditions attached, such as no speeding tickets in the next three years.  Lesson learned:  Avoid as much of rural NC as often as possible.  The Revenuers got their $188, I got three Eyes Right articles, and an understanding that, in some respects, not a lot has changed on the backroads of the South since I was growing up down here 7 decades ago.  Bottom line:  stick to the freeways.  It is less expensive than these 2-lane toll roads
I thought you might like to know.
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