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Background
Upon the assassination of President John F. Kennedy On November 22, 1963, Vice-President Lyndon B. Johnson became president of the United States.
The month before, President Kennedy issued an executive order calling for the withdrawal of all American troops from Vietnam by December 31, 1964. However, within days of Kennedy’s death, President Johnson changed that timeline with an executive order calling for the withdrawal of all American troops from Vietnam when victory was achieved.
During the 1964 presidential election, candidate Johnson accused his opponent of being a war-monger. And he promised the American people that he would not send American boys to fight in foreign lands. On the contrary, he would be a president who would maintain the peace.
But in December 1963, a year earlier, he had made another promise, this time to the members of his Joint Chiefs of Staff. He told them:
“Just get me elected, and then you can have your war.”’
So, despite his campaign promises, once he won the election, Johnson promoted a war in South-East Asia. He sent tens of thousands of American men to fight and die in a Vietnamese civil war. Many Americans remembered what President Kennedy had said in the fall of 1963 about doing that:
“…if the American people do not want me to use American troops to remove a  Communist regime ninety miles from our coast, how can I ask them to remove a Communist regime 9,000 miles away?”
As Johnson’s war in Vietnam escalated and the death toll mounted, civil unrest erupted in the United States. By the spring of 1968, the war in Vietnam was so unpopular that President Johnson announced he would not be a candidate for re-election.
This announcement prompted Senator Eugene McCarthy and, later, Senator Robert F. Kennedy to run for the Democratic Party’s nomination for president. Shortly thereafter, Vice President Hubert H. Humphrey declared his intention to seek that nomination, too.
Former Vice President Richard M. Nixon would become the Republican Party nominee for the presidency. He would join Kennedy and McCarthy and oppose the war in Vietnam. All three candidates echoed President Kennedy’s September 1963 remarks: “In the final analysis, it is their war. They have to win or lose it.”
As the campaign for the presidential nomination heated up, Vice-President Humphrey would remain publicly loyal to President Johnson’s Vietnam policies.
 
 

The Spring of 1968
The political season was underway in Michigan. This coming fall, the voters of this state would cast their ballots for President and for many state offices except the Governor. That post would be filled in the 1970 election cycle.
As expected, candidates would begin by holding gatherings called fundraisers. Henry Szymanski was a candidate for re-election to the Common Pleas Court of Wayne County. So, it was not surprising that he would hold such an event.
This event would include a meal and a few speeches. His first such event was being held in the Eastside Detroit American Serbian Hall on Vandyke Street.
Michael Burke and his employer, Circuit Judge Harold Ryan would be in attendance with their wives.
“Good evening, Irene,” Mike greeted Mrs. Ryan.
“And a good evening to you, as well, Michael,” she responded as her husband helped her into a chair at their table.
“Hey, you two,” broke in Marilyn Burke. “Don’t I rate a greeting around here?”
“Excuse me, Marilyn,” Harold Ryan responded. “My dear wife demands so much of my attention I clearly forgot my manners. Good evening to you. Would you grace me with the honor of sitting next to you?”
Mike Burke sat on the other side of his wife and observed, “Here comes the rest of the Eastside Detroit Irish Mafia.”
Sure enough, Jim Killeen, his wife Georgia, Paul Donahue with his wife Sylvia, and George Killeen with his wife Carolyn approached the table.
Jim was a supervisor for the United States Immigration Service office in Detroit. His wife Georgia was a stay-at-home mother of six, a smallish Irish family for that day. Paul was the administrative assistant to Congressman Lucian Nedzi. His wife Sylvia was a legal assistant at a Detroit law firm. Both men were very active in Democratic Party activities.
George Killeen, an east-side Detroit businessman, and his wife Carolyn were at the table as well. George, like his brother Jim, was also very active in Democratic politics.
Greetings were exchanged and seats taken before waiters appeared with the first course of salad and rolls.
At a nearby table sat two other couples, Joe Yager and his wife Cathy, along with Gonzalee Sullivan III and his wife, Alberta. These four people had been volunteer campaign workers for Harold Ryan, then a Congressman, in 1964. After that, they also volunteered for his successor, Lucian Nedzi, the current Congressman for the eastside Detroit area and Hamtramck.
Normally, all the couples would sit together. But the hall only had tables for ten.
Joe was a professor who taught sociology at Henry Ford College in the nearby city of Dearborn. His wife Cathy was a housewife looking after their two children. Gonzalee worked on the line for Ford Motor Company and went to college nights. He was about to earn his bachelor’s degree from Wayne State University. Alberta stayed at home to look after their children.
“Hey, you guys. You too good to sit with us?” Mike Burke kidded as he and his wife approached the Yagers and the Sullivans.
“I hadn’t thought of it that way, Mike,” Joe Yager said. “But, now that you mention it, with none of you Irish dominating the conversation, I’ve discovered that it’s really sort ‘a nice to be sitting over here.”
“You Belgians are a sharp-tongued bunch,” Mike shot back. ”How about you, Gonzalee? You agree with him?”
“Gotta say, Mike,” Gonzalee Sullivan observed, “what Joe says makes a lot of sense ta’ me. Course, I’m not Belgian, as you can plainly see.”
“You’d be welcomed in my tribe any day, Gonzalee,” Marilyn Burke interjected. “You too, Alberta.”
“You mean to sit with the Black Irish?” Alberta responded. “I never heard ‘a such a thing. And if my mother found out, she’d never let me in her house again.”
Just then, Jimmy George and his wife took their seats.
“Hi, Jimmy,” Mike announced. “Good evening, Mrs. George.”
“Hi, Mike,” Jimmy responded. “Hi, Mrs. Burke. Nice to see you.” Jimmy was a political coordinator for the UAW. His specific area of responsibility was the Eastside of Detroit.
“It’s mutual, Mr. George,” Marilyn responded. “Hi, Mrs. George.”
The kidding around ended as everyone saw the waiters streaming out of the kitchen and heading toward Joe and Gonzalee’s table.
“As inspiring as this conversation is, my friends, I’m a hungry dude,” Mike informed everyone. “And I’m not going to allow my prime rib to get cold.”
Gonzalee laughed. “Could be getting cold anyway, Mike,” he kidded. “If you haven’t noticed, your table isn’t being served. But you might have seen whose tribe the waiters belong to and whose table they are serving first. Eh?”
“I‘m with Gonzalee on this one.” Joe Yager chuckled. “Oh! Does this prime rib look good, just like downtown.”
“See ya, Mike,” Gonzalee added. “I got to eat while my food is warm.”
***
Not much later, Paul Donahue interrupted Mike’s dinner. “Mike, I need a favor from you.”
“What?”
“The team supporting Vice-President Humphrey is holding its first meeting downtown tonight. They need some help organizing. Would you please attend and give them a hand as a favor to me?”
Marilyn Burke interrupted her husband’s response. “Paul, you know very well both of us support Senator Kennedy in this race.”
“Face facts, Marilyn,” Paul informed her. “Both the UAW and the AFL-CIO support Humphrey. And if Mike is to have any future politically in Wayne County, he has to have their support.”
Judge Ryan weighed in. “Marilyn, you have to accept the fact that labor is the big gorilla in the room around here. Without them, you have no political future.”
“Do I have to like it, Judge?”
“No, of course not,” Jim Killeen said, entering the conversation. “Personally, I’m a Kennedy guy, too. Always have been. But not this time. Sam Fishman at UAW asked me not to get into this one. So, I’m not working for Kennedy.”
Sam was the driving force politically for the UAW in the Detroit area; and beyond, truth be known.
“Doesn’t that bother you?” Marilyn fumed.
Donahue answered this time. “Sure, it does. But that doesn’t alter the reality. Mike’s future political possibilities are best served by attending this meeting and working for Vice-President Humphrey. End of story.”
Marilyn turned to her husband. “Aren’t you going to say anything?” she asked rather testily.
“Who will drive Marilyn home for me?”
“Is that all you have to say?” Marilyn snapped.
“No,” Mike answered calmly. “Where is the meeting being held, Paul?”
Everyone but Marilyn laughed at his question.
Paul told him, “It’s at the Book Cadillac, room 320. Look up John Bruff. He’s heading up the effort for the Vice President in Wayne County. Also, introduce yourself to Paul Seldonright. He’s the AFL-CIO guy on this thing. A former steelworker, he's been part of Bill Marshal’s Michigan AFL-CIO president’s staff for the last few years. You’ll probably be working with him a lot. He’ll be a good guy to get close to.”
Marilyn Burke wasn’t done. “Sounds to me, Paul, that you believed you had Mike in the bag all along.”
Everyone at the table except Marilyn laughed at this, too.
“I just believed Mike would see this as an opportunity to help himself with the leaders of the two labor organizations who pretty well control the Democratic Party in Michigan.”
“And I don’t realize this,” Marilyn retorted.
Everyone at the table became quiet and waited for Paul to respond.
“Of course you do, Marilyn,” he responded. “That’s why I wanted you to hear this too. You’re a good political observer. And you also know that political connections in this county are important to both lawyers and those seeking office. We all, Mike included, have used such connections in the past and will do so again.
“You must also know that as much as Judge Ryan wanted to hire Mike as his court clerk he could not have done so without the blessing of Sam Fishman and the United Auto Worker Union.
“You also must realize that the Judge will retire in a very few years.”
“Hey, Paul,” Judge Ryan said, “don’t push me out the door just yet.”
“And I’m not so sure I’m ready to have him underfoot at home yet, either,” Irene Ryan said. When the laughter died down, Paul explained.
“Not trying to, Judge.  But just what happens to Mike when you do leave the bench? Another clerkship for another judge? Maybe a run for the bench itself? Or will he seek a place with a top law firm in this area? Whatever he seeks, the union leaders around here will have a hand in opening the door for him. I’m talking to the choir at this stable, Marilyn. You know these things.”
“Yes, Paul,” Marilyn responded with a sigh. “I know these things. But I don’t have to like it.”
The Judge added. “No, you don’t, Marilyn,” he counseled softly. “We all get weary of the drill occasionally. But we keep it to ourselves and accept reality. Can you?”
Mike turned to his wife. Before all their friends, he said, “Marilyn, if this is going to be an issue for us, you and me, I won’t go to this meeting, and I will live with the lost opportunity. So, you tell me, do I go or not?”
Marilyn put her hand on Mike’s. “No question in my mind, Michael. You go.”
Mike squeezed his wife’s hand, gave her a kiss on the cheek, rose, and left the hall.
He never did get to eat his prime rib dinner.
 

The Summer Campaign
As Paul Donahue had predicted, Mike was quickly in a leadership position within the Wayne County Humphrey Presidential campaign group. Initially, he was in charge of getting a good crowd to attend the first appearance of the Vice President in Michigan. That event was held at the Veteran’s Memorial Building in downtown Detroit. The crowd attending was so large an additional room was used to accommodate the overflow.
And so, it went into the summer. Mike and Paul Seldonright did work together a great deal. Mike even personally introduced the Vice President in July at a lunch held in a downtown Detroit restaurant. Even Marilyn became involved.
On the day of the Vice President’s appearance, she rode with Mrs. Humphrey throughout the Vice President’s schedule and personally escorted her to two coffee gatherings in private homes and an evening reception.
As the fall Democratic National Convention in Chicago approached, the state primaries for delegates were proving to be critical. Vice President Humphrey had entered the race for the nomination too late to enter most of the primaries. So, it was a contest between Senator Eugene McCarthy and the Senator from New York, Bobby Kennedy. Humphrey concentrated on the delegate selection process decided by party regulars at state conventions. He did quite well in those contests.
For example, he won at the Michigan Democratic Party convention. So, as the campaign entered the month of June, he led in pledged delegates. All eyes were then on winning the votes of the large California delegation in June.
Senator McCarthy upset Kennedy in the Oregon primary. That set up the California primary as key to Kennedy’s hopes. Lose this primary too, and his effort to win the Democratic Party nomination at the Chicago convention that September would be finished. Win it and he could very well have the momentum to capture his party’s nomination.
The day before the California primary, Paul Seldonright and Mike were nursing a beer after a long day.
“Well, Paul,” Mike asked, “what do you hear? How is it going for Kennedy in California?”
“The word is that McCarthy has run out of money and Kennedy is flooding the media with advertising. If TV and radio advertising mean anything, Kennedy will win the California primary tomorrow.”
“Shit!” Mike snapped. “That’ll cook our goose.”
“Probably.”
“If Kennedy wins in Chicago, what then?” Mike asked.
“We’ll line up behind the candidate like good soldiers in the Democratic Party,” Paul promised. “We can’t allow Tricky Dick Nixon to win in November, can we?”
“Right,” Mike agreed. “Damn shame, though. Humphrey would make a good president.”
***
June 4, 1968, was voting day for the California primary.
As the polls closed that evening, Senator Kennedy was meeting with his aides in Los Angeles. One of them, though, talked with Kennedy by phone from the East Coast, Kenney O’Donnell.
At one point, O’Donnell said, “It looks like you’ll be nominated.”
The assumption was that the momentum of Kennedy’s California win would carry through to the Democratic Party’s National Convention in September and win him the party’s nomination to run for president.
Kennedy responded, “I think I may.”
As it happened, Kennedy won big in California that day. The news was alive with predictions of his gaining the Democratic Party nomination at their September convention in Chicago.
“Now, it’s on to Chicago!” Kennedy shouted to the cheers of the 1,800 or so people packed into the Embassy Room of the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles.
￼[image: Picture 2]His delegate lead going into the party convention was less than Vice-President Humphrey’s. But Kennedy would have great momentum. Thus, if Humphrey did not win the nomination on the first ballot, convention rules allowed all delegates the freedom to vote for candidates of their choice on subsequent ballots.
It was believed that if Kennedy could survive that first ballot, enough Humphrey delegates would desert the Vice President on a subsequent ballot to give Kennedy the nomination. Kennedy would then face Nixon in November and probably win the presidency.
It was 12:13 a.m. on June 5, 1968. After addressing the crowd, Senator Kennedy was expected to meet with the press in another room at the Ambassador Hotel.
 

Kennedy Attacked
Leaving the podium, Senator Kennedy headed to the Colonial Room, where reporters and their cameras awaited his arrival. To go through the Embassy Room packed with people didn’t seem practical, so he was led off the stage into a room behind and into a hallway.
An Ambassador Hotel employee, assistant maître d' Karl Uecker, led RFK by his right arm into the room behind the stage and through a hall to the annex shown above and from there into the hotel pantry. The doorway at the far end led to the Colonial Room and the waiting reporters.
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The narrow space was packed with 70-plus people. In this crowded area, Kennedy was pushed along through the rooms as if on a treadmill. Just the same, he paused to greet hotel staff as he moved along the way. He was just turning away from shaking the hand of Juan Romero, who was on his left when the shooting began.
Within seconds, the senator and five bystanders had been shot. Senator Kennedy lay on the floor. Blood pooled at his head. Juan Romero knelt by his side.
“Is everyone all right?” he whispered. It was 12:48 a.m. on June 5, 1968.
His wife Ethel arrived by his side.
“Oh, Ethel, Ethel,” he said to his wife, pregnant with their eleventh child.
￼[image: Picture 3]
 
Senator Robert Kennedy was declared dead at 1:44 p.m. on June 5, 1968.
 

Aftermath
In the September Democratic Convention in Chicago, Vice President Hubert Humphrey won the Democratic Party nomination for president. Senator Edmund Muskie of Main was selected as the Party candidate for vice president.
Throughout the fall campaign, the polls had Humphrey losing to the Republican Party nominee, Richard Nixon. The problem seemed to be that the Democratic Party was fractured over the Vietnam War. And Humphrey was identified with President Johnson’s aggressive war policy.
His Michigan campaign team met with the Democratic Party nominee in Detroit during one of his October visits to this area. Vice President Hubert Humphrey explained that he could not come out against the war despite the fact that he personally opposed the continued prosecution of that war. As Vice President, he had to be publicly loyal to President Johnson and his Vietnam policy.
He also reminded everyone in the room that shortly after the 1964 election victory, he was shut out of President Johnson’s key foreign meetings.
Humphrey commented on this:
“That was his response to my recommendation that we not escalate the war in Vietnam but seek a negotiated settlement. And right now, the big money that I need to really wage an all-out campaign is being held back by the president over his fear that I will come out publicly against the war.”
At one point, he asked the group, “What position do you think I should take concerning the Vietnam War?”
Tom Turner, president of the Wayne County AFL-CIO, responded first. “Sir,” he began. “If you are to close the gap with Nixon in this state, you must come out against the war. The war has seriously divided our Party here. Right now, you are seen as a supporter of President Johnson’s war in Vietnam. We will not be able to heal that divide and get out our vote in November as things now stand.”
“Thank you, Tom,” Humphrey said. “How do the rest of you feel about this?”
There was general agreement among those in the room with Turner’s assessment.
Sam Fishman of the UAW had a suggestion.
“Mr. Vice President,” he began, “I’d like to ask the opinion of guys in this room who are working with our grassroots organizations, Paul and Mike.
“Mike,” he asked, “what are your thoughts on this? What is the feeling on the streets and in our Party meeting halls?”
“Mr. Vice President,” Mike began, “Tom hit the nail on the head. Every time I attend a Party meeting in the six-county area, it turns into an argument about the Vietnam War.
“Most of the folks who are the backbone of our Party are angry about the Vietnam War. Everyone feels Johnson lied to us when he ran in 1964. Even those who think we should support the president and his policies are angry and question the value of being in Vietnam.
“Most everyone in our party blames Johnson for its fruitless escalation and you too, by extension.”
“But John Kennedy began the escalation,” Humphrey protested.
“Sir,” Paul Seldonright responded, “we have all heard President Johnson say that. But sir, we don’t believe it. We all know that the late president issued an Executive Order in October 1963 ordering the withdrawal of our Vietnam forces by the end of 1964. We also know that Kennedy’s Executive Order was altered by President Johnson within days of the assassination to justify its escalation.
“Everyone also knows that the late president publicly said, and I’m paraphrasing, of course:
“How can I order American troops to go nine thousand miles away to defeat a Communist regime and tolerate one ninety miles off our coast in Cuba?”
Mike added, “You see, sir, most of our people believe this is Johnson’s war and we shouldn’t even be fighting there. So, we understand the anger of our fellow party members, which is behind their lack of enthusiasm for your candidacy. They equate support of you for president with support for Johnson and his war.”
Marilyn Burk added, “I have represented you at Party meetings all over southeastern Michigan too, sir. Basically, our people consider you Johnson lite because you appear to be a supporter of this administration’s Vietnam War. In my travels around the six-county Detroit area, I’ve not met many mothers of young men who support you right now.”
Turner reentered the conversation. “Sir, the boys and Marilyn are spot on.”
Sam Fishman concluded, “Sir, we all believe you can win this election if you publicly promise to get us out of Vietnam. We also believe our people will trust you to do what you promise. But you must say it publicly if we are to win this fight with Richard Nixon and the Republicans.”
The Vice President brought the meeting to a close.
“Thank you, everyone,” he said, standing and extending his hand to each person in the room.
Later that evening, Vice President Humphrey commented to Sam Fishman, “It appears that your people think my position on the Vietnam War is key to the election.”
“Yes, sir,” Sam responded. “In my opinion, you can take that to the bank. We believe everything depends upon that.”
 

1968 Election & Aftermath
The 1968 presidential campaign came to a razor-thin decision. Following his private meeting in Detroit, Vice President Humphrey came out against the Vietnam War. Sort of.
In a speech in Salt Lake City, Humphrey had the Vice-Presidential seal removed from the podium and he publicly addressed the Vietnam War issue. In this speech, he admonished the administration for a recently initiated very heavy bombing campaign, then stated his belief in a negotiated settlement to end the war.
Humphrey lost the election nationally by a very narrow margin. It is generally believed that had the campaign lasted a week longer, Vice President Humphrey would have won the presidency on election day in November of 1968.
But he didn’t. Richard Nixon won that election and immediately opened negotiations to end the Vietnam War. The war would not actually conclude until the end of the 1970s decade. In 1972, Richard Nixon would be re-elected in a landslide victory but chose to resign office two years later.
After the election, Michael Burke would return to clerk for Judge Harold Ryan. Marilyn Burke would resume her teaching career for the Harper Woods schools. Paul Seldonright would return to his AFL-CIO activities. Judge Ryan would remain on the bench until retirement in 1987. Paul Donahue continued to work for Congressman Nedzi out of the congressman’s Eastside Detroit office.
Sirhan Sirhan was convicted of killing Senator Robert Kennedy and was sentenced to be executed. While waiting for the sentence to be carried out, a change in California law abolished the death penalty. So, his sentence was remanded to life in prison. But there was lingering doubt that he was the only shooter in the Ambassador Hotel kitchen that night in 1968.
 

The Robert Kennedy Assassination 
Investigation Begins
It was the spring of 1995. Mike was having lunch with his old boss, Harold Ryan.
“How is retirement going, Judge?” Mike asked.
“It was great until Irene died last year,” he told Mike. “After I stepped down in ’87, we traveled, visited the kids, and just enjoyed one another. We did things we never had the time for. It was great. Her sudden death was a real shock.”
“We were all very sorry for both of you, Judge,” Mike reminded him.
“In another ten years or so, Marilyn and I will retire,” Mike informed him. “I hope we will enjoy it as much as you and Irene did.”
“Right now, though, Mike,” the judge interrupted, “I have a proposal for you.”
“What’s that?”
“Lindy Boggs called me the other day. She retired from Congress a couple of years ago, you know.”
“I read that,” Mike said. “Isn’t she our ambassador to the Vatican now?”
“Right,” the judge confirmed. “Now she wants us to do some more investigating.”
“What this time?”
“The Robert Kennedy assassination.”
“I thought the California people have a guy in jail for that.”
“Right. But there are a few people still making a fuss about there being another shooter in that room. There’s some new pretty good forensic evidence developed supporting the second shooter claim. Besides, the autopsy report has always cast doubt on the single shooter assumption and the guilt of the guy convicted of killing Robert Kennedy. And she wants us to look into it.”
“Just like that. We’re supposed to drop everything again?”
“You got it. She is suggesting that we do just that.”
“Who’s going to pay for it this time?”
“Lindy told me she’s accumulated quite a lot of private donations for this. Evidently, there are some well-heeled people out there who were impressed with our two John Kennedy assassination studies. They would like us to look into the killing of his brother Robert.
“You can charge your going rate. We’ll use your firm’s secretarial staff and pay their rate as well. Of course, all our travel and operating expenses will be paid, too. So, it actually comes down to two things, Mike.”
“What are they?”
“One, if you’re interested. And two, if you can get the time away from your legal practice.”
“I can give you an answer to one of those questions right now.”
“What’s that?”
“Yes, I’m interested,” Mike responded. “Even though I was a Humphrey guy back in 1968, I was very sad Bobby Kennedy was killed. I thought a lot of his agenda.”
“Are you so busy that other lawyers in your firm can’t fill in for you?”
“It’s not that, Judge,” Mike responded. “But there’s a third question you forgot about. I have to get Marilyn’s approval, too.”
“Oh ya, I forgot,” Ryan chuckled. “You’ll have to do that, for sure. How is your wife?”
“She’s fine, thank you. Why not join us for supper this Friday,” Mike suggested. “Then the three of us can talk it over.”
“Good idea,” Ryan responded. “Think Marilyn would fix her famous meatloaf with mashed potatoes and gravy?”
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Mike responded. “All I can do is put in your request. I don’t know whether or not you’re still one of her favorite guys.
“Just the same, let’s plan on Friday around six for drinks, dinner, and conversation.”
“Sounds good to me,” Ryan concluded. “Now, take a look at this. I laid out what I think will be our primary objectives and the steps we must take to achieve them. Do you have time to go over it with me right now?”
“I always have time for you, Judge,” Mike assured his old boss and friend.
 

The Burke Home
Judge Harold Ryan arrived at the Burke home in Harper Woods at 6 p.m. as planned.
Marilyn answered the front door.
“Judge,” she said, hugging their guest. “How are you?”
“Just fine, Marilyn,” he said. “And you?”
“We’re all just great.”
“And the girls?”
“They are all doing well, too. Susan just had her first child, a girl. She lives in Grosse Point Shores. Ann is in New Jersey. She has three children. Jackie is in Scottsdale, Arizona. She and her husband have one child. They are all working hard and doing well.”
“Great to hear.”
Mike came into the living room and shook the judge’s hand. “Can I get you a drink?”
“You still make a great Manhattan?”
“Is it Friday night?” kidded Marilyn. “Every Friday night Mike has a Manhattan sure as the sun comes up in the morning.”
“It’s good to be regular,” Mike boasted. “One or two cherries?”
“Two, and a splash of cherry juice.”
“Will do,” Mike promised, leaving the room.
“Regularity is important, buster,” Marilyn agreed. “You can get me a glass of Savion Blanc. I think there’s a bottle open in the fridge.”
Mike returned with a Manhattan for his guest and a glass of Marilyn’s favorite wine. Then he went back for his drink.
Mike returned and Marilyn said, “Cheers, everyone.” She toasted, raising her glass.
“To your health,” Judge Ryan added.
Marilyn put down her glass and asked, “All right, you two. What is this new
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