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“It has been confirmed by our reporter in Dallas that President Kennedy is dead.”
—Walter Cronkite, CBS News 
November 22, 1963
 
 

Silver Spring, Maryland – November 22, 1963
Marilyn Burke stormed through the back door. Her Silver Spring, Maryland, home had been part of a subdivision built in the late 1920s. It was a working-class neighborhood then and still was.
The homes on her street were described as brick-to-the-belt, two-story structures. There were two bedrooms on the first floor. The previous owners had put in a bedroom, bath, and sitting room on the second floor for one of their parents. 
Marilyn was a five-foot-four, one-hundred-fifteen-pound brunette. She was a very pretty woman and still slender after three children. She and her husband, Michael, used the second-floor sitting room for their bedroom, and their children slept in what had been the second-floor bedroom. 
“Michael!” Marilyn shouted. “Have you heard the news?”
She had been to the local pharmacy. The doctor had called in a prescription for her three-year-old daughter, Ann. Her husband had not felt well either that morning and had stayed home, too. 
She rushed to the front of their house. She expected to find him napping on the couch. He was.
“Michael, wake up.”
He rolled over, feet on the floor, suddenly wide awake. 
“Is something wrong with Ann?”
“No!” she gasped. “It’s President Kennedy. He’s been shot.”
“Oh, my God! Quick, turn on the TV!”
They rushed into the small room at the back of the house, where they had their television set. They turned it on and sat on the couch holding hands waiting for the set to warm up and the picture to appear.
The image of Walter Cronkite came on the screen.
“President Kennedy died today at one PM Eastern Standard Time.,” Cronkite announced. “His limousine was traveling from Dallas’s Love Airport to a lunch meeting at the Trade Mart building when he was shot. He was rushed to Parkland Hospital, where doctors pronounced him dead at approximately one p.m. A twenty-five-year-old white male has been arrested by Dallas police. We will keep you informed as more information becomes available.”
An image of President Kennedy appeared on their black and white television screen. The screen showed him emerging from Air Force One in Dallas, Texas, earlier in the day. Right behind him was his wife, Jacqueline. He gave the cheering crowd that great smile of his, waved, and led his wife down the airplane ramp.
Mike and his wife slumped back on the couch, and Marilyn gripped his arm. She began to cry.
“Oh, my God, Michael! How could this happen?”
Before he could respond, Mike had to gather himself. Tears were streaming down his cheeks, too.
Michael Burke was a Congressional staffer. He had worked for the House Committee on the Judiciary for the last five years. Like many men of Irish heritage, he had blue eyes and hair that was sort of rust-colored. A good six feet tall, he and his wife made a handsome couple.
“I don’t know, sweetheart,” he said. “But I do know, with Johnson in charge now, the military will have its way in Vietnam.”
“You don’t think he’d have had anything to do with this, do you?” 
“We’ll probably never know.”
Then they both became silent and focused on the television screen.
 

The Federal Bureau of Investigation – May 1967
Helen Gandy answered the intercom that connected her desk to that of the director, J. Edgar Hoover. She had been his personal secretary for over a decade.
“Yes, sir.”
“Mrs. Gandy, please have Bill Sullivan come to my office immediately.”
“Right away, sir.” 
Bill was a Notre Dame Law School grad. He’d been with the Bureau since graduation and had become an assistant director with over twenty years of service. 
After receiving the call from Helen Gandy, he immediately rose and went down the hall to her office. The walls were covered with plaques, framed honorary degrees, and other awards given to Mr. Hoover.
“You can go right in, Mr. Sullivan,” she said.
He was struck by its Spartan plainness whenever he entered Mr. Hoover’s office. He smiled at the shabby couch sitting against the dark paneling of the walls.
The director’s desk had been placed on an elevated platform so that visitors using the wooden chairs in front had to look up when talking with Hoover. The walls were barren as well; not one photograph. The only adornment was two American flags flanking his desk and an FBI seal on the wall behind it. 
Sullivan stood in front of his boss’s desk.
“Have a seat, Bill.”
“Yes, sir.”
“This memo you sent me today.”
“Is that the one about the House Committee on the Judiciary’s plan to look into the Warren Commission’s report on the Kennedy assassination?”
“That’s the one,” Hoover replied. “What do you make of it?”
“I think they’re serious. With the off-year election coming up, I believe they want to respond to Mark Lane’s book and the latest Harris – Washington Post poll about the Warren Commission’s report.
“That poll shows that the number of Americans who now believe there was a cover-up has reached 45%. In fact, I think the same poll reveals that over 60% of the public believes there was more than one shooter. So the Judiciary Committee members want to be seen as responding to these suspicions.”
“You think they’re on to something specific about the commission’s report?” Hoover asked his long-time deputy.
“Not at all, sir,” Sullivan replied. “My contacts on the committee told me that there is nothing behind the move except public relations. The committee members are primarily concerned with winning their next election.” 
“That sounds innocent enough. But we went through hell with the Warren Commission. The rumor mill back then was vicious. I don’t want this investigation to get out of hand. You understand me, Bill?”
“Yes, sir. May I make a suggestion?”
“Of course.”
“The committee has staffers friendly to the Bureau. In fact, one staff member worked for me several years ago. We hired Mike Burke right out of Boston College; he majored in accounting. He turned out to be a good investigator for us.”
“How long was he with us?”
“He graduated in 1957 from BC and stayed with us for a little over three years.”
“Why did he leave?”
“It appeared to be the money. But I think his wife was nervous about him working for the Bureau. She wanted to live near her parents in Maryland and feared we’d assign Mike to some office out of this area.”
“Can you control him?”
“I believe so, sir. I remember Mike was a good investigator, very thorough. But he wasn’t stupid. Neither was he exactly an angel, off duty.”
“Enough so that it would be a problem for him if revealed?” Hoover asked.
“He has three little girls now and a comfortable life. So I don’t think we’ll have a problem working with him.”
Then Hoover asked, “The last I heard, John Conyers of Michigan chairs the Judiciary Committee, and Gerry Ford of Michigan is the Minority Leader. Is that still the case?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Ford is a longtime friend of the Bureau; no problem there. Besides, he was a member of the Warren Commission. I’m sure he wouldn’t want a lot of dirt dug up.
“I don’t know this Conyers fella much, though. Best have Helen give me our private file on him. And, give me half an hour with Burke’s file. Then get Gerry Ford on the phone for me. I’ll see what can be arranged.”
“Yes, sir.”
 

Silver Spring, Maryland – June 1967
It was almost eight o’clock on a balmy June morning. Mike and Marilyn were being lazy this Saturday, having their coffee and reading the Washington Post in bed. Their three girls were awake but were playing school in the adjacent room with the door closed. 
“Listen to the girls, Mike,” Marilyn said. Her children were playing school. Their eldest daughter Susan was the teacher. Her two sisters, Ann and Jackie, were the students. Susan was giving instructions to her two pupils.
They could hear Ann protest. “Why are you always the teacher? I go to school now, too.”
Quick to pick up on a revolt in the making, Susan suggested. “You can be my assistant teacher today, all right?”
Both parents smiled. “Susan was quick to solve that problem, wasn’t she?” Mike told his wife. 
Marilyn smiled. “For now, maybe. But I’ll wager Ann will be the head teacher before long,” she predicted.
“You’re probably right,” Mike agreed. “Ann doesn’t back off easily. Reminds me of her mother.”
“A very admirable trait, don’t you think?” Marilyn smirked.
Mike had finished catching up on sports and reading the editorial page. He turned toward his wife and put his hand on her leg under her nightgown. 
“Neither does her father,” Mike whispered.
“Oh? Is he after something, too?”
Mike slid his hand up his wife’s bare leg until it could go no further. There she was warm to his touch. He began to move his fingers.
“Ohhh my. That feels good, Michael.” Marilyn let the paper she was reading slide to the floor as she turned toward her husband. 
They kissed as his fingers began to explore her more deeply. Marilyn pressed closer and opened her lips to his exploration, too. At the same time, she moved her hips in a slow rhythm, squeezing his fingers. 
Just as she began to feel her muscles tremble, the door to the children’s room slammed open. 
Their youngest daughter, Jackie, ran out of the makeshift classroom and into her parents’ bedroom, shouting.
“I don’t care if you are the teacher!” she exclaimed. “I don’t want to play school anymore; I don’t like having two teachers.” 
She looked at her parents lying close together in their bed. 
“Can we go outside yet?”
Marilyn had pulled the sheet up to her chin with a heavy sigh. Her cheeks were still flushed. 
Mike fell back on the bed with a heavy sigh.
Lord. It never fails, he thought.
Marilyn slid out of bed and hurried into the children’s adjoining bedroom. 
“Come on, children,” she commanded. “It’s time to get dressed. Besides, we all need some breakfast; you too, Dad.”
Jackie jumped on her parents’ bed and climbed on top of her father. She moved her face close to his.
“Come on, Dad,” she whispered. “It’s time to get up.”
Mike put his arms around his daughter and looked at her, eyeball to eyeball. “Why?” he said.
“Because.”
“Because why?” he teased. 
She began to giggle. “Because it’s Saturday, and the sun is shining. That’s why.”
Mike rolled her over and leaned close. “When did you get so smart, little lady?”
Just then, Marilyn threw some clothes at them.
“You can get your daughter dressed if you please. We’ve wasted enough of this beautiful day in bed. Rise an’ shine, you two.”
Mike looked down at his youngest,
The last time your mother and I wasted a morning in bed, you were conceived, my little girl. Not a bad use of that beautiful day, I’d say.
***
Later that morning, everyone was out in the backyard picking up the debris from a recent rainstorm. Small branches littered the lawn. Marilyn wanted to plant some annuals in the flower beds today, too.
“What time did you get home last night? I gave up around ten and went to bed.”
“I didn’t get home till almost eleven. I hope I didn’t wake you.”
“No, you didn’t. But what was that all about? I would have thought such big shots as Ford and your committee chairman, Conyers, would have more important people to meet with than one of their staffers.”
“I’m sure you’re right. But Chairman Conyers and Congressman Ford wanted to talk with me about an assignment. So they suggested dinner in town, at the Army-Navy Club. I could hardly turn them down.”
“I understand that. You went to a fancy restaurant, too. So what did they want?”
“They want me to head up a review for the Judiciary Committee of the Warren Commission Report on the Kennedy Assassination.”
“Holy shit, Michael!” Marilyn exclaimed. “That sounds pretty heavy. That report, if I remember correctly, came out sometime in 1964, didn’t it?”
“That’s right. September of that year, I think.”
“Didn’t it answer most questions about the assassination?”
“Apparently not, sweetheart.”
“So just out of the blue, these two big shots decided to muck around and stir up that horrible event?”
“That’s about the size of it. With midterm elections coming up, they want to be seen responding to an increasingly skeptical public. The entire Warren Commission study rests on the assertion that one shooter killed President Kennedy and wounded Governor Connally. But recent polling data shows a growing belief that there was more than one shooter.”
“And they want Michael Burke to check it out, right?” 
“You got it, sweetheart.”
“No, I don’t ‘got’ it, Michael. Why did they choose you?”
“It could be my charm. But it appears that my record as an investigator with the FBI and the fact that the bigwigs at both the Bureau and those on the committee trust me was important in their selection.” 
“Excuse me if I seem skeptical, dear. I certainly don’t doubt your skills or underestimate your character traits. And I’m thrilled they are being recognized. But you know I don’t trust those FBI people. That’s why I urged you to leave the Bureau years ago. How did people at the Bureau even become involved in the selection?” 
“My old boss at the Bureau, Bill Sullivan, got wind of the proposed investigation and talked about it with his boss, Mr. Hoover. Somehow, in that conversation, Bill recommended that Hoover suggest my name to Conyers and Ford. He did, and they agreed; simple as that.”
“Oh, come on, Michael. You know them better than that,” Marilyn insisted. She faced her husband, angry now, with hands on her hips. 
“Nothing is simple with that bunch at the Bureau. They’re never looking for the truth, but they’re always looking to protect their butts.” 
Mike’s wife seemed to be warming to the issue.
“Does your old boss Sullivan feel that the Bureau is safe with his former employee in charge of this investigation? “
Holy crap! What an interrogator she would make.
Mike was getting hot, too. “Marilyn, I don’t have any idea what Sullivan feels. What I do know is that I intend to conduct a thorough investigation and afterward provide the Judiciary Committee with an honest report. OK?
“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get back to the children and finish this conversation later. All right?” Mike asked.
“At least you’re right about one thing. Michael. We should get back to spending time today with the kids. It makes me angry all over again to think I’ve allowed us to waste even ten minutes talking about that rotten bunch at the Bureau.”
Whew! When Marilyn hates, she goes all the way.”
 

The Federal Bureau of Investigation
Hoover was beginning his week with the usual morning meeting with his deputies.
“Bill,” he addressed Bill Sullivan. “How did it go with the Judiciary Committee?”
“They met with Burke over dinner Friday, sir,” he reported. “He’s on board, and I’m to be his contact person in the Bureau. I’ll meet with him this Wednesday.”
“Excellent. Have you found someone to work with him?”
“No, sir,” Sullivan responded. “But I believe Congressman Conyers has someone in mind. It appears that at the last primary election in Michigan, a former colleague, Harold Ryan, was defeated by another incumbent, Lucian Nedzi, who is a current member of the Judiciary.”
Always impatient, Hoover interrupted. “I expect they’re just finding a job for one of their own. What do we know of Ryan?”
“He served a couple of terms. He was a team player. And I believe he was a friend of the Bureau when he was in the House. He shouldn’t be a problem, sir.” 
“Good. Keep me informed, Bill.”
 

Silver Spring, Maryland
After lunch, Ann and Jackie were getting into their pajamas.
“But I’m not tired, Dad,” Ann complained. 
“We’re all just going to rest for a while, girls; me too,” Mike coaxed. 
“Where is Susan?” Ann probed. “Doesn’t she have to rest?”
“Don’t worry, young lady. Your sister is going to take a rest, too. She’ll be in the living room with Mom.”
His two youngest daughters slid under the covers in the downstairs bedroom. He stretched out on the bed alongside them and began to read one of their favorite books, “Green Eggs and Ham.” 
By the time he finished, both girls had fallen asleep.
He rose carefully from the bed and walked into the living room. There he saw that Susan had fallen asleep, too. 
She was on the couch with her mother. Just like her sisters, she had fallen asleep listening to a story, too. 
“I guess all that fresh air this morning wore the kids right out,” Mike observed. 
“I guess. The wet spring has kept us all indoors this year. It was good for them to get out in the sun and run around some. Michael, before we get distracted, let’s go into the TV room,” Marilyn suggested. “I’d like to finish our discussion about this new assignment of yours.”
“Good idea.”
They were hardly settled when Marilyn said. 
“Are you going to take this assignment?”
“I hardly have a choice, sweetheart.” 
“You could resign.”
“And do what?”
“Work as an accountant. I would think that Baltimore has several firms that could use a well-educated accountant with experience and D.C. connections.”
“I haven’t used my accounting education since I left college ten years ago. My experience is not in municipal auditing or corporate tax work, either. Besides, I’d be starting at the bottom of the pecking order in any good-sized firm. Working on the Hill, I’ve built up good contacts, have seniority, and have a wide-open career path. I’m not too keen on leaving government work and starting at the bottom in the private market.”
“Would we take a hit on income if you did?” Marilyn asked.
“I don’t know, honestly. I haven’t checked the market since I worked at the Bureau. Remember, I left that position because you were not comfortable with the culture there. Now, when I’m selected for a plumb investigative assignment, you want me to quit again.”
Marilyn bristled at this. “I’m just trying to understand this new assignment, Michael. We’re supposed to be working as a team in this marriage. You make it sound like I’m standing in your way and want to control your life.”
“Seems like you are, Marilyn. Correct me if I misunderstood, but aren’t you the one suggesting I quit my job once again?”
Mike was angry now. He forgot himself and virtually shouted at his wife.
“Crap! I thought you would be happy for the recognition this assignment signifies and the boost to my career on the Hill it promises. Instead, you want me to run from the challenge and quit! I did that the last time you were uncomfortable with my job. But not this time, sweetheart! No sir. Not this time!”
“Lower your voice, Michael. You’ll wake the children.” Marilyn whispered. 
On his way out of the room, Michael snapped. “The children are fine. It’s us you really ought to worry about.”
I had better get out of here before one of us says something we really regret.
He picked up his briefcase on his way to the living room. Once he settled in a comfortable chair, he opened a copy of the Warren Commission Report on the Assassination of John F. Kennedy. He needed to review the 912-page document before he went to the office on Monday.
I might as well get on with it. There’s nothing else to do around here until the children wake up.
***
An hour later, he saw his daughter Susan sit up on the couch. 
“Is it time to get up yet, Dad?” she asked.
“Sure is, pumpkin,” he told her. “I’ll bet your sisters are ready to get up, too. Let’s go check.”
They looked into the front bedroom. Sure enough, Ann was sitting up, looking at the book he had read to them earlier that afternoon. Her sister, Jackie, was awake but still lying under the covers.
Susan pushed the door open.
“Come on, you guys,” she said. “Let’s go outside. Ya’ want to?”
“You bet. Is Dad going, too?” Ann asked.
Just then, her dad stuck his head into the room. “I sure am.	
“Up and at ‘em, girls, get your shoes on and visit the bathroom. We’ve got plenty of daylight left for play.”
Jackie asked, “Help me with my shoes, Dad? Please.”
“Sure, kiddo,” he said. “But first, I’ve got to find the darn things.”
Jackie giggled. “They’re under the bed, silly.” 
“Oh, ya’. Why didn’t I see them?”
“Susan, ask Mom if she wants to walk over to the park with us, will you?” There was a small park two blocks to the west of their home. The playground equipment provided was swings and teeter-totters. The Burke children loved the swings best. 
By the time Mike had gotten her sisters ready for their walk, Susan had rejoined them.
“Mom said she was going to stay home to get dinner ready and for us to be back in one hour.”
“OK. We’d better get going then, girls.”
The four of them left their house by the front door. From their porch, they saw Joe Zalewski, their next-door neighbor, sitting in his chair on his front porch. 
He always sat with his straight-backed chair turned around, resting his arms on the back of the chair as he watched the street. As usual, he was smoking a cigarette.
“Hi, Mr. Joe,” Susan shouted. “How are you today?”
“I’m fine, Sue,” he responded. “Hi, there, girls. Hi Mike. How are you all today?”
“We’re fine, Joe,” Mike responded. “How’s the street action today? OK?”
Joe was a retired auto worker who spent a good deal of his day watching the street. He had been in this same house since it was built back in 1929. 
“It's fine, Mike. The good weather always brings everyone out. I’ve watched three generations of young families move through this neighborhood. Yours, the Burns and the Young families are the third group to move in at this end of our street. It keeps the street alive, if ya’ ask me. 
“Being on this porch gives me more enjoyment than anything I could watch on the TV.”
“We all appreciate it, too, Joe,” Mike assured him. “You ought to charge us a babysitting fee.”
“Nope. Can’t charge for all the pleasure I get out of watching the kids play.”
“We’re off to the park, Joe. See you in a bit.”
“Have a good time, girls,” he said.
“Bye, Mr. Joe,” Susan said with a wave. 
Jackie was still rather shy, so she didn’t join in the banter. Ann was still mad at Joe for shouting at her a week or so ago when she had run toward the street after a ball.
Mr. Joe had been sitting in his usual spot on his front porch when Ann ran by. His shout of warning could have awakened the dead. It stopped her cold. And it sure got Marilyn’s attention. Alerted, she came running from the backyard. 
Ann received a smack on the bottom from her mother and a time-out on the front porch as her reward. So instead of a greeting, she had a dark look today for Mr. Joe.
He noticed the look and chuckled. He knew she was still angry with him.
***
Mike and the girls left the park in plenty of time to be home as instructed. The only problem was that the playground had puddles and a lot of mud where the swings were. The Burkes used the swings anyway. So, they were covered with mud, even Mike. 
On the way back to the house, Susan warned. “Our hands and faces are dirty, and we’ve all got mud on our shoes and our blue jeans. Mom is gonna be mad.”
“But did we have a good time, girls?”
“Yes, yes, yes, we did!” they shouted.
Outside the backdoor, Mike had everyone take off her muddy shoes. 
“You guys wait in the TV room for me to get some clean clothes for you.”
He went in first.
“We’re home, Mom!” he shouted.
Marilyn was in the kitchen setting the table for dinner. She came to the doorway and immediately saw her three muddy daughters standing beside their six-foot-tall and equally muddy father. 
She suppressed a laugh. Instead, she put her hands on her hips and frowned.
“Fine thing, Mike. I send them out clean, and you bring them back covered with half the dirt of the park. I can tell you don’t have to do laundry around here.
“All right, girls,” she continued. “Don’t you dare bring any of that dirty stuff into my house. Strip off your clothing, all of it. Mike, run the water in the downstairs tub. You can give the girls a bath while I finish dinner.” 
“Girls,” she concluded. “You might as well get into your pajamas after you wash up. Throw the muddy clothing down the basement, Mike. I’ll take care of it later. It’s your job to clean their shoes, though. Got it, everyone?” 
“We got it, Mom,” Mike said. “Right, girls?”
“Right, Dad,” the girls responded, almost in unison. 
Later that evening, the girls joined their father in the TV room. It was Saturday night, after all, and their special night to stay up late and watch All In The Family and the Mary Tyler Moore show.
Already in their pajamas, the girls and Mike waited for the other special treat; popcorn. 
There were only a few minutes to go until show time. When their mother brought them each a bowl of freshly prepared popcorn, they all dug right in. 
“Why don’t you join us, Mom?” Mike urged. “I’ve got a seat for you right here. And there’s plenty of popcorn.”
“Ya’, come on, Mom,” the girls joined in.
“No, thanks,” she said, as always. “I’ve got some things I want to do. You go ahead without me.” 
I can’t imagine why she never joins us. It could be such a special time. Oh, well. I can’t force her.
 

Washington D.C.
It was a bit after 8 a.m. and Burke was at his desk sipping his second coffee. Usually, he spent the first couple of hours of his day preparing for one of the Judiciary Committee’s hearings or discussions.
Today would be different for him, though. Today he would begin his new assignment. Finding office space and identifying clerical help were his top priorities.
Possibly, the person hired to assist him would be available, too. He hoped to see him today, if not by the end of the week.
His phone rang. “Mr. Burke,” the female on the line said, “I have a Mr. Ryan on line two for you, sir. “
“Thank you,” he said and punched the second illuminated button on his desk phone.
“Mike Burke. How can I help you?”
“Mike, this is Harold Ryan. I’ve been hired to work with you on the review of the Warren Commission’s Report.”
“Good morning, Harold. Thanks for calling. Are you in D.C.?”
“No, I’m still at Detroit City Airport. My Capital Airlines flight won’t get me into D.C. until later today. But I wanted to at least give you a heads up.”
“Thanks,” Mike responded. “Do you need me to find you a place to stay tonight?”
“No. Congressman Conyers’ people got me a room at the Army-Navy Club. How about I meet you in your office tomorrow morning? What is a good time for you?”
“I’m at my desk at eight, Harold. Can you meet me here then?”
“Fine. Anything I should do in the meantime?”
“Do you have a copy of the Report?”
“Yes. Conyers sent me a copy.”
“If you could review some of it before our meeting tomorrow, Harold, we can save some time. We meet with our FBI contact on Wednesday. The better prepared we are for that meeting, the better off we’ll be.”
“I understand,” Ryan agreed. “I’ll have gone over it by tomorrow morning. See you then.”
Just then, a person delivering interoffice memos dropped several onto Burke’s desk. One was from Congressman Conyers. Mike opened that one first.
Mike: attached, you will find a bio of Mr. Harold Ryan, who has been retained to work with you. 
In addition, contact my secretary at ext. #2103. She will assist you in obtaining office space, telephone, and clerical assistance for your project. 
You will also provide her with a proposed plan of work and a budget for my review. 
Mike called her immediately. She had already identified office space; two offices and a conference room. She had also found furniture and had ordered phones installed.
She also told him that the clerical pool used by the committee would have to take care of his needs for the time being. She added that she had arranged for his phone lines to be answered by a girl already assigned that duty by the chairman.
OK, Harold, we’re ready to hit the road.
 

Silver Spring, Maryland
Before he left the office, two copies of the FBI Report on the Assassination of John F. Kennedy were delivered from the Government Printing Office. Reading some of that material would be his homework for this evening; after the kids were put to bed.
In the past, when his day went well, he could come home around six p.m. Today, however, he left the office early and arrived home in plenty of time to eat supper with his kids.
“Hi, everyone!” he bellowed, coming into the kitchen by the back door. “Hi, sweetheart.” He greeted his wife and gave her a hug. 
“Daddy!” His daughters shouted. They ran into the room and hugged his legs.
“This is a nice surprise,” Marilyn said after she gave him a perfunctory kiss. “Are you going to make a habit of this?”
“I’d like to, But I don’t actually know, Marilyn. With all the interviews we’re going to conduct, I expect there will be more late nights than early ones. We may have to travel some, too.”
“Will I know any of that in advance?” she asked.
“I expect so. But I’ll only be able to put together a schedule as we make appointments. Even so, I should be able to give you one in advance, one week at a time. Last-minute changes will just have to be left to a phone call.”
“How do I contact you during the day?”
“I’m told that a switchboard operator in Congressman Conyers’ office will handle all my calls. But I’m having a direct line installed tomorrow. I’ll get you all the numbers, then.”
“That sounds fine, Michael. We can talk after the children are in bed. In the meantime, would you like to join the kids for supper and eat some of their simple fare?”
“What is it, pray tell?” Mike asked.
“Children, tell Dad what we’re having for supper.”
In virtual unison, the girls shouted, “Marconi and cheese!”
“Yummy: one of my favorites,” Mike responded with equal gusto. “Got any applesauce to go with? Be right there, girls,” he told them. “Let me wash my hands first.”
Later, when the kids were tucked in bed, Mike and Marilyn sat in the living room, each with a cup of coffee. Marilyn opened the conversation.
“So you’re off and running with the new assignment.”
“It appears so,” Mike responded. “All the office arrangements were made today. And I’m to meet my new partner tomorrow morning.”
“Is he a Washington guy?”
“He used to be, Marilyn. His name is Harold Ryan. He served two terms as a Congressman from the Detroit area. He was defeated by another incumbent a couple of years ago. Before that, he served a few years as a State Senator in the Michigan Legislature.”
“One thing hasn’t changed, I see.”
“What’s that?” Mike asked, on alert for another attack from his wife.
“You brought some work home.”
“It’s just some
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