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' TALKING YOURSELF

3 ViVAA Y] 3d M\ OUT OF A TICKET

By Devon O’Neil

SAW THE COP RIGHT WHEN he saw me, which meant I
was already screwed. He was parked perpendicular to the
interstate behind a concrete barrier, radar gun locked on

my bumper as | careened around a corner. Despite smash
ing the brake pedal, it took me three seconds to get under the
60-mph speed limit.

The cop, a state trooper in his late 40s, pulled me over with a
beckon of his finger. He walked up to my truck with a grin under
his rectangular mustache, while his buddy moved into pole posi
tion on the speed trap.

Noticing my mountain bike, he said, “Seen a lotta bikes around
lately. Is there some kind of biking event going on?" Ignorant small
talk, I thought. Maybe he'll be open to negotiation.

He grabbed my papers and walked back to his cruiser before
[ could say a word.

When he returned, I had rallied my wits. “You were going 82
in a 60,” he said. “That’s a $243 ticket and six points on your
license.” I gulped.

“Can I give you this?” I handed him a get-out-of-jail-free card
a friend had given me. He half-smirked.

“I've never seen one of these. Plus,” he added, showing me his
clipboard, “I've already written the ticket.”

[ considered offering to demonstrate how to rip up a ticket, but
[ fished for sympathy instead. Told him I'd just lost my job and
didn't have the money to pay the fine, which was about 10 percent
true. “That's too bad,” he said. I plugged my safe driving record.

“Ibelieve you,” he said, “but [ don’t get computer service out here
so [ can't verify that. Maybe the judge can help you out.”

He was now obviously amused. “I tell you what,” he said. “T'll
write you down for good behavior.” I asked what that'd do. “It
could help you in court.”

“Have a nice morning,” he said, and hurried to relieve his buddy,
who had just pulled over another pickup.

I was two hours into a 12-hour drive to visit a friend in central
Idaho. The next 10 hours unfolded under a cloud of uncertain
acceleration and agony at the financial hit to come. [ was mad at
myself for getting the ticket, yes, but as I analyzed the previous
interaction, I became increasingly disappointed in my effort to
talk my way out of the punishment. Eventually, | concluded it
had been downright pathetic.

Weaseling out of trouble with the law used to be simpler
None of the half-dozen mountain-town lawmen I interviewed
would dispute that. Yet there are varying opinions as to why
this is. Some believe the officers who hand out tickets nowa
days — a generally younger group of cops — enforce the rules in
a black-and-white manner and tend to engage their victims in
more guarded, artificial interactions. Others say drivers are too
rushed and angry to stand a chance.

“I think the culture’s changed,” said Capt. Ron Prater of the

af

Colorado State Patrol, a Chicago native who has spent mo:

his 18-year career prowling the Rocky Mountain highways. “Back
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