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Ginger and I were still trying to adjust to life with a new baby. Tina had been so excited that she was going to have a baby sister, but she had started college in Helena, and was off on her own new journey. Just when I thought it was time to relax, Ginger was pregnant. We had tried ever since Tina was two to conceive again. But after the first miscarriage, the doctor gave us little hope of adding to our family.

So, when Ginger turned up pregnant at 40 years old, we were both quite surprised. It wasn’t that we were disappointed because of the timing. It was more of having to readjust our plans for life. Ginger was a freelance court reporter, so she was certainly in control of the hours she worked.

But I had become busier than I wanted to be. I was the District Attorney and in charge of handing out cases. But I lacked confidence in my staff, so I assigned all the high-profile cases to myself. And now it was election time coming up, and I didn’t have the time or the energy to campaign.

Since Cecily was born, Ginger had needed my help much more than I remembered her needing me after Tina was born. There’s a big difference between having a baby in your twenties and having a baby in your forties. We finally decided we needed to hire a part-time nanny if we both wanted to continue with our careers.

Even with the nanny, I had little time to devote to campaigning and giving speeches. This year, unlike the previous two terms, I had an opponent running against me. Marcia Santana was an aggressive defense attorney, but she was younger and less experienced than I was. Unlike me, she was not from Bison. She had moved to Bison a couple of years ago and opened up her own law firm.

Marcia was a likeable attorney in her mid-thirties. She was extremely intelligent, and right now she was campaigning to the max. She came to my office to tell me she would be running against me.

“Mike, I know you’re well-liked in this county, but I believe it’s time for a change, and I also believe I have what it takes to be the next District Attorney," she said. 

“Well, I wish you luck, Marcia. You have a lot of ambition. But I believe the voters of this county know me well and are satisfied with the work I do for this office,” I replied to her.

We shook hands and wished each other luck. I didn’t really think too much about it until election time.

Marcia spoke at the local Lions Club, the Elks Lodge, and the Rotary. She even played golf with the mayor and police chief. And she contributed to their elections as well. She found her way in.

I was not a politician and I had no desire to be. I loved the law, but most of all I loved justice. That’s what made me a good prosecutor. I knew I was good at my job, and I naively assumed the rest of the county knew it as well. So when the election rolled around and I was defeated, Ginger and I were both in shock. My first phone call was to Marcia.

“Congratulations, Marcia! You ran a heck of a campaign,” I told her.

“Mike, thank you for calling! I must say I was surprised that you did not do much campaigning.”

“Well, you’ll find out, Marcia, that the job you’re about to undertake leaves you little time for anything else.”

I knew I had blown it. Never did I believe that Marcia would defeat me.

“I’m not like you, Mike. I don’t take on all the cases by myself. I’m a delegator,” she told me.

“That’s probably a good thing. Good luck to you! I’ll have my office cleaned out by New Years.”

“Thanks, Mike. And good luck to you. Do you know yet where you will go? I happen to have an office for lease if you’re interested.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. I haven’t made any decisions yet.”

That was true, because I had been too busy to even consider what I would do if I lost the election.  As I hung up the phone, I decided now was the time for Ginger and I to begin to discuss what was next for us. Cecily had just turned one, and Ginger was working more these days doing depositions. She had her own small office which she ran out of our home.

As I walked slowly back into the living room, Ginger was listening to the final election results. She looked up at me with concern.

“Are you okay, Mike?”

Ginger had always been such a supportive wife, putting my career always before hers, and my welfare was her major concern.

“I’m fine, Ging. I just can’t believe this happened. I guess I was pretty pompous to think that the great Mike McCarthy could not be unseated. I’m really sorry, Ginger.”

“It’s okay, Babe. We have a good savings account built up, so if you want to start your own firm, you can use that.”

“I don’t know. I have to have time for it all to sink in. I have to worry about closing out cases and handing them off to the others in the office. And I’ve also let my deputy attorneys down, because there’s no guarantee that Marcia will keep them on. I never even worried about them until now. What a selfish, egotistical jerk I am.”

“Stop that, Mike! You know that’s not true. You’re a very caring man, and you’ve just been too busy to even consider how strong of a campaign she was running against you. Maybe it’s for the best. Maybe you need a job that’s not so demanding of you.”

“My little Miss Sunshine. You can always find a silver lining, can’t you? That’s one of the reasons I love you, Ginger.”

And it was true. No matter what life threw at us, Ginger could always find the good in it. But it didn’t make me feel any better. I had always been self-confident in my job. I knew I was a good attorney because I worked hard at it.

Law school had come easy to me. I liked the law and I understood it. So I just assumed my career would be as easy. I never really took into account the politics of the job. I know now that was not a very smart move.

The next morning I received a call from Tim Hutchins.

“Good morning, Mr. McCarthy. My name is Tim Hutchins and I’m the district supervisor in Harris County. I’m sorry to hear that you were unseated by your opponent last night.”

“Thank you, Mr. Hutchins. What can I do for you?” I asked him.

“It so happens that our District Attorney in Harris County is retiring at the end of the year. We’re in the middle of an election cycle, so his seat will be left empty. We’d like to offer you the job of temporary District Attorney until the next election. You would, of course, have to be approved by the State Superior Court, but with your record I’m sure there won’t be a problem. Then if you like the job, by the time the next election rolls around you will have met the requirements as a resident here in Harris County to run for a full term District Attorney.”

I was taken by surprise and I had to quickly gather my thoughts. “I am flattered, Mr. Hutchins, but don’t you have deputy attorneys that you could move up to the position?”

“We do, but they’re all pretty new and none have the experience we need. Our county has grown a lot in the last decade, and we need a seasoned District Attorney. How about if I fax you over a proposal and give you a couple of days to discuss it with your family before you give me an answer?”

I felt relieved that I did not have to make a decision on the spot. The part of me that was thinking I would be without a job wanted to immediately jump on it and yell “YES” at him. But the other part of me that had lived most of my life in Bison and would have to uproot my family was not nearly as excited about saying yes.

“That would be great, Mr. Hutchins. I will certainly give your offer some serious consideration, and try to have an answer for you by the end of the week, if that’s all right with you.”

“That will be fine. My number will be on the proposal.”

As I hung up, my head was going in a hundred different directions. I would have to talk to Ginger. She was the one who always was able to sort out the decisions for our family. I called her up and asked her to meet me for lunch.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


Ginger was delighted when I told her about the offer of the job in Brisco. She looked at me with her light green eyes and wide smile.

“This sounds like it would be perfect,” she said.

“Honey, do you realize that it means we would have to pack up our family and move to a new town?” I asked her.

“Oh, Mike, who cares? Brisco has more to offer Cecily than Bison does anyway. And it’s only 85 miles from Helena, so we’ll still be close enough for Tina to come home whenever she wants. I don’t see how you can pass up this opportunity unless you really have your heart set on opening your own office.”

“No, not really. You know I like being a prosecutor. It would be hard for me to jump the fence to defend the same people I’m used to prosecuting. But what about your business?”

“Brisco is larger than Bison, so I’ll have more work there than I do here. What could be wrong with that? They have better schools and opportunities. I don’t really see a down side here,” she insisted.

“All right. I don’t want to appear too anxious, so I’ll wait until Friday and then call Hutchins back and give him the news. I guess we’d better call up a realtor and get the house on the market, and take a trip to Brisco soon to look for new housing. The job starts in seven weeks.”

“Great! The only thing I’m going to miss in Bison is our nanny. But it will take me a while to get my business up and going in a new town, so I’ll have time to find one,” she said with a smile.

Ginger left lunch with a skip in her step. I was thinking how perfect her name fit her as her brownish-red hair bounced as she walked away. She was happy; she had a new project: moving! And Ginger loved projects. Or maybe she just disliked Bison and had never told me. That would be my Ginger.

I called a meeting with my three deputy attorneys in the office when I got back after lunch. I expressed to them my concern that Marcia may not want to keep them on. My concern was unfounded, however, as Marcia had telephoned each one of them first thing this morning and had assured them that they would be able to stay on with her if they wanted to. And they all wanted to.

The afternoon was filled with returning phone calls to all of the friends and co-workers who had called to express their condolences for my loss. And of course there were the reporters who wanted statements. I was glad I had waited to talk to them all until after my lunch with Ginger because I was able to respond with a better attitude.

It was hard to keep my mind on work the rest of the day as I went through my case loads, trying to close out the ones which had taken pleas and re-assigning the big cases to my deputies.

With all the packing and moving, time flew by. By Christmas we were in our new home in Brisco and were getting settled in. Tina was home for the holidays.

“Dad, I’m really glad that you got this new opportunity, but now I have to make a special trip to see my friends in Bison,” she said.

“I thought most of your friends were away at college anyway,” I told her.

“It’s Christmas break, Dad. They’re home for the holidays just like I am. I want to go to Bison to spend New Year’s Eve with Ann Marie. Her parents are having their annual New Year’s Eve party and she said I could stay with her.”

“Okay, Tina, as long as your mother approves, and you promise me that you won’t be out driving on New Year’s Eve. You know how dangerous the drunk drivers can be.”

“I know, Dad. That’s why I’m staying with Ann Marie and coming home the next day.”

Tina always asked me first because she knew I had a hard time ever saying no to her. And she also knew that her mom tried not to say no if I had already said yes. She played us well.

Since Ginger and I did not know anyone in Brisco yet, we spent a quiet New Year’s Eve at home alone with Cecily. After the baby was put to bed, we lit a fire, opened a bottle of wine, and had our own little party.
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On January 2nd I showed up at my new office at 8:00 o’clock sharp. The secretaries were there, but no attorneys. I was introduced to my new secretary, Robin, and she helped me to get settled in.

“So, Robin, where are the other attorneys? Please don’t tell me they all left with your last boss,” I said.

“Oh, no, Mr. McCarthy, they just don’t come in until closer to 8:30. Sometimes 9:00.”

“Okay, first of all, it’s not Mr. McCarthy. It’s Mike. And, secondly, doesn’t court start at 9:00?”

“Yes, but they know that the secretaries will have all of their files ready to go when they get here,” she assured me.

I thought to myself that this was definitely something I would be changing in the near future. The success of a good prosecutor depends on how well prepared they are. And you can’t be well prepared if you show up five minutes before court. I made a mental note of it to myself. I first had to get a lay of the land and find out how things ran around here.

As I was looking over the court roster for the morning, I saw a 30-something year old male stick his head in my door. His short curly red hair gave him an even younger appearance.

“Excuse me, Mr. McCarthy, but I wanted to introduce myself. My name is Ron Myers. I’ve been a deputy attorney here for almost three years. I handle most of the class 1 and class 2 felonies.”

Class 1 and class 2 felonies are mostly violent crimes. They include murder, manslaughter and rape, among others.

“It’s nice to meet you Ron. And you can call me Mike.” I stood up and shook his hand.

Right behind him appeared a young woman with dark hair who looked even younger than Ron.

“Mike, this is Shari Johnson,” he told me. She handles the misdemeanors and juveniles. Greg Burton handles the class 3 and class 4 felonies. We also have Judy Stewart, Marty Purdell and Steve Connally who float their cases.”

Floating their cases meant that they could be assigned any case that needed to be worked. They stuck their heads in my office as each one passed by to introduce themselves. Only time and observation would let me know which ones were actually on top of their game. They all seemed fairly young, as Tim Hutchins had described to me. But since Ron had told me that he was given most of the class 1 and class 2 felonies, I figured he was my go-to guy. They wouldn’t have given him the most serious cases if he didn’t know what he was doing, at least a little.

I spent the first week getting acquainted with the cases as well as the attorneys. For now I would not carry a case load until I was more familiar with the attorneys and their abilities. It wasn’t always who had the most experience or who had been at the job the longest. It was more about who was willing to put in the amount of work that each case needed.

I watched my attorneys in court handling their cases. Ron did seem to know what he was doing. At least, Judge Colby seemed to like him. There were two other judges sitting in the courts in Brisco, but Judge Colby was the presiding judge, and the one we appeared before more than the other two.

Judge Benson was assigned the juvenile cases, as well as most of the civil cases such as divorce and law suits. Judge Henry handled the preliminary hearings and misdemeanors, traffic violations and lesser crimes. Judge Benson and Judge Henry would also handle the occasional case which was a conflict for Judge Colby due to personal knowledge of the defendant or some other conflict which would prevent him from hearing a case.

As I watched my attorneys, I began to get a feel for which attorneys had a better rapport with which judges. Some attorneys are better prepared than others. Good judges appreciate prepared attorneys and have little tolerance for unpreparedness, especially if that unpreparedness is due to laziness. The judges understand the District Attorney’s heavy case load, and most of them make allowances for that. But they can tell when an attorney is just not interested enough to put the time in to prepare properly.

In the prosecutor’s office there are never enough attorneys for one attorney to be able to spend a lot of time working on a case. An experienced attorney knows when that case comes that needs more attention than the other cases. It’s not your usual DUI which will 99 percent of the time end in a plea deal. It’s that unusual case that required more planning and had more disregard for the victim by the defendant that draws the attention of a seasoned prosecutor.

My second week in my new job I would be handed just that case.
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Detective Randy Jenson called me Tuesday afternoon just before 4:00 o’clock.

“Mr. McCarthy, I’m Detective Jenson with the Brisco P.D. I have a case of rape I’m sending over to your office for prosecution.”

“You can call me Mike. When did this rape take place?”

“This morning around 10:30,” he told me.

“And you already have a suspect in custody?” I asked.

“Yes. The victim was able to give us a pretty good description, so we made up fliers and passed them around town. We received several calls confirming that the suspect had been seen at different locations, and then we got a call from an unknown person stating that he had been spotted at the Super Mart at the east end of town. Sergeant Holmes and I rushed over there. He saw the suspect matching the description. We arrested him and brought him down to the office for questioning.”

“Did he admit to the rape?” I asked him.

“No. He says she wanted it.”

“All right, Detective. Send the case over to me and I’ll take a look at it.”

He seemed surprised by that response. 

“Are you going to do a prelim while he is in custody or should I cut him loose?” he asked.

“I’ll let you know after I review the case,” I told him.

“You know that I can only hold him for 24 hours without charging him?” he said with a little bit of attitude.

“I am aware of the law, Detective.”

I could tell that he was not used to someone questioning his decisions. But I was not in the habit of jumping to charge a suspect until I had all of the facts. Grand Jury was meeting tomorrow, and if I felt the case was strong enough, I could send the indictment directly to Grand Jury instead of a preliminary hearing. Less chance of a defense attorney pulling a fast one, as defense attorneys are not allowed in the Grand Jury room but they are allowed in the preliminary hearing.

About thirty minutes later, I received the charges from the police department, with a request for a judge to sign a hold for prelim. I read through the police report to get the facts. 

The report stated that a Crow Indian male by the name of Franky Dalton, 22 years of age, had walked into a motel room at the Oak Motel where a young Hispanic maid was cleaning the room. He locked the door and proceeded to rape the young woman. When he heard a knock on the door, he jumped out the window and ran away.

The report explained that the maid did not speak English, so a Spanish-speaking officer was sent to the motel to talk to her. She had identified the suspect as being tall, medium colored skin with short dark hair, wearing a black jacket with an interstate logo on it. Underneath the jacket he was wearing a gray hooded sweatshirt, and he had on Levis and tennis shoes.

The report also said that the maid had stated that on his stomach was a tattoo in the shape of a light bulb and on his knuckles were tattooed initials. She told the officer that he had hit her with the base of the telephone, and had ripped the phone cord out of the wall and tied her hands with it, and then raped her twice. She had tried to scream but he had stuffed an empty pillowcase in her mouth.

After reading the report, I decided to file an indictment and take it before the Grand Jury tomorrow. I didn’t want to take the chance of this defendant being released and disappearing. I called the detective back.

“Detective Jenson, this is Mike McCarthy. I’ve reviewed your police report and I’m sending it to Grand Jury tomorrow. I’ll need you to be there to testify.”

“Mr. McCarthy, I don’t know how you expect me to get your case ready for Grand Jury in only one day. This is a big case,” he said.

“Then I suggest you work hard on it tonight. I’ll need to have any supplements to your report filed by tomorrow morning with a copy on my desk,” I told him. “Have you interviewed the suspect yet?”

“Yes, but I plan on interviewing him again.”

“I’d like to be there with you when you do that,” I told him.

“That’s fine. And I’m not sure how you do things where you came from, but we try to be very thorough here at Brisco P.D. and we don’t rush into cases without having all of the facts,” he told me, again with an attitude.

This guy was really getting under my skin.

“I don’t expect to go into Grand Jury tomorrow without having all of the facts, either,” I told him. “That’s why I suggest you hustle to get the facts to me and quit wasting time arguing with me. I’ll be at the station in a couple of hours to interview the suspect.”

“Yes, sir!”

Detective Jenson hung up on me. So much for making friends with the police department my first month in town. But I knew from my experience that the best remembered facts from all witnesses are immediately after the incident happens. If I did a prelim, the suspect could be let out on bail, and the officers could put the case down on their priority list and put me off for a few weeks.  I was not going to start my new career in Brisco by losing my first case.

I called Ron into my office.

“Ron, how big of a case load do you have for Grand Jury tomorrow?” I asked him.

“We have a full day,” Ron replied.

“What kind of cases?”

“Mostly DUI, one burglary and one assault.”

“I want you to bump a couple of the DUI’s and make room for a rape case,” I instructed him.

“Okay. Is this the suspect that I heard they picked up today for raping the maid at the Oak Motel?” he asked.

“That would be it,” I told him.

Ron suddenly got very excited.

“Do you want me to present the case to the Grand Jury?” he asked me.

“No, Ron, I’ll present it myself. I need to introduce myself to the Grand Jury anyway.”

Ron looked deflated.

“But I’ll tell you what, Ron. You can sit in with me on the trial as the second chair.”

That perked him up some. He smiled at me as he walked out.
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When I arrived at the police department, Detective Jenson explained to me that he had run a background check on the suspect. He found out that Franky Dalton had been sentenced to prison for three years for his third offense of burglary. He had only been released yesterday.

“Thank you for that information, Detective. What has the suspect told you so far?” I asked.

“He does not deny that he had sex with the victim. But he said he was walking by the motel, and she was in the room cleaning it, and invited him in.”

“All right. Let’s go talk to this joker,” I said.

We decided that Detective Jenson would start the questioning of the suspect. The detective’s 6’2” frame was not that much taller than the suspect, but much more filled out, which made him more intimidating than me with my 5’10” and 175 pound frame. Randy Jenson obviously liked to work out at the gym, as he was in excellent shape. With his dark brown hair and golden brown eyes, he was a very nice looking 29 year old man.

We walked into the interview room where he had asked the jailer to bring the suspect. Franky Dalton was sitting with his head down, staring at the table. He looked to be in his early twenties, tall and thin, and of American Indian descent with medium dark skin and short black hair.

“Mr. Dalton,” Detective Jenson said, “this is Mr. McCarthy, the State’s prosecutor.”

Franky did not acknowledge me.

Detective Jenson continued talking to him. “I’d like to continue our conversation about what took place this morning at the motel.”

“I already told you what happened,” Franky said.

“Then let’s talk about what happened before you got to the motel. Okay, Franky?” the detective responded.

“Sure. Whatever.”

“Do you remember what time you got up this morning?”

“No. Probably about 7:00.”

“What did you do when you first got up?”

“I walked to the casino.”

“Was anybody at your house besides you when you got up this morning?”

“I was by myself. My mom and dad had already gone to work.”

“Does anyone other than your mom and dad live with you?”

“My little brother does, but he had gone to school.”

“Why did you go to the casino?”

“My mom works there. I wanted to ask her for some money.”

“And after you went to the casino, what did you do?”

“I hitched a ride to town.”

“So you don’t live in town, Franky?”

“No, I live on the reservation.”

“Why were you coming to town today?”

“To see my friends.”

“What friends are those?”

“I don’t know. Just friends.”

“And who did you hitch a ride with?”

“Just somebody who stopped and gave me a lift. I don’t know his name.” 

“Where did he drop you off?” Detective Jenson asked.

“At the Express Stop.”

“Why the Express Stop?”

“Because that’s where he was getting gas.”

“What did you do at the Express Stop?”

“I bought a drink because I was thirsty.”

“Is that the Gatorade bottle that you had on you when you were arrested?”

“Yes.”

“What did you do then?”

“I walked on down to the Circle K.”

“Why did you go to the Circle K?”

“I thought one of my friends was working there.”

“Was your friend there?”

“No.”

At this point I interjected. “What was your friend’s name, Mr. Dalton?” I asked him.

“I can’t remember.”

“You were going to see your friend but you can’t remember his name?” I asked.

“No.”

“Were you under the influence of drugs or alcohol today?” I asked him, trying to look at his eyes as he kept avoiding mine.

“No,” he responded.

“Is it because you have been gone for three years?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he replied.

“When did you get out of prison, Mr. Dalton?” I asked.

“Yesterday,” he said.

I nodded at Detective Jenson to continue his interrogation.

“Did you stop anywhere after going to the Circle K?” he asked Franky.

“No.”


“Mr. Dalton, I have a witness who reported that you were at the junior high school this morning,” the detective said.

Franky shifted his eyes to the floor. “I walked by the school.”


“Why did you go there?”

“I wanted to talk to one of my old teachers.”

“Did you talk to that teacher?”

“No, she wasn’t there.”

“Do you remember her name?”

“No.”

“Then how do you know she wasn’t there?”

“I looked for her.”

“Did you talk to anybody at the junior high school?” Detective Jenson asked him.

“No. I didn’t talk to nobody.”

“Then what did you do?”

“I went into a real estate office because I thought one of my friends worked in there.”

“What is that friend’s name?”

“Martin Duffy.”

“Is he a realtor?”

“No.”

“Then why would he be working there?”

“I don’t know. I just thought he was.”

“What’s the next place you went after the real estate office?” the detective asked him.

“I walked by the motel.”

“Which motel would that be?”

“The Oak Motel.”

“What did you do at the Oak Motel?”

“I was walking by, and this girl came out of the room and waved at me.”

“Did you know this girl?”

“No.”

“Did you go talk to this girl?”

“Yes. She signaled for me to come in the room, so I did.”

“How did she signal to you?”

“Like this.” Franky demonstrated by waving his hand towards himself.

“And then what happened?”

“We had sex.”

Again I interjected. “Did you ask her if she wanted to have sex?”

“No. But she kissed me and started taking my clothes off.”

Again I interjected. “Did she say anything to you?” I asked.

“She was talking Spanish,” Franky said with his head down.

“Do you understand Spanish?”

“No.”

“So you could not tell if she was asking you for sex or not?”

“I could tell.  She was taking my clothes off.”

Detective Jenson cut in. “So you didn’t force her to have sex with you?”

“No, man! I didn’t hit her, you know. But I don’t know if she felt uncomfortable.”

“Why would she feel uncomfortable?”

“I don’t know, man! But I wouldn’t just go off, you know, and make her have sex with me!” Franky was starting to get upset and act nervous.

“So you didn’t hurt her in any way?” Detective Jenson asked him.

“I don’t think that I did any bodily harm to her, like as a scratch or anything.”

“The victim said that you raped her twice, Franky. Did you have sex with Mrs. Campos twice?”

“I don’t know her name.”

“Did you have sex with the maid at the Oak Motel twice?” the detective patiently asked him.

“Yeah. She was wanting it, you know, so I said okay.”

“How do you know she was wanting it?”

“I could just tell.”

“You don’t think you harmed her?”

“I don’t think so.”

“She said you hit her in the head with the telephone and tied up her hands with the cord,” the detective said.

“Nah, man, I didn’t hit her.”

“Did you tie her up?”

“Yeah.”

“Why did you tie her up if she was willing?”

“Running through my mind right now, you know, I’m scared. You know what I mean?”

“Why are you scared if you didn’t force her to have sex with you?”

“She didn’t say nothing to me, you know. She was calm and cool about it right until I finished.”

“If you didn’t force her, why did you jump out of the window instead of going out the door?”

“Because somebody was knocking on the door, and I thought it might be her old man or something!”

“So you jumped out the window and took off?”

“Yeah, man. I wasn’t going to stay there and get beat by her husband or boyfriend or someone.”

“Where did you go after you jumped out the window of the motel room?”

“To the Super Mart.”

“Did you make any other stops on the way to the Super Mart?”

“I stopped at my friend’s house but he wasn’t home.”

“What is your friend’s name?”

“Nacho.”

“Nacho what?”

“Ramirez.”

“Is that the same Nacho Ramirez that was caught breaking into his neighbor’s house about six months ago and sent to prison for this third strike?”

Franky looked surprised at that news. “I don’t know,” he said.

“What street does he live on?”

“I don’t know the name of it.”

“Where is it?”

“It’s about a mile from here, behind the car wash.”

“Where else did you go on your way to the Super Mart?”

“I went to the El Matador Restaurant.”

“Did you eat there?”

“No.”

“Why did you go there?”

“I wanted to see if my friend still worked there.”

“What is that
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