


leÆon.'  And teach Irene a leÆon.  You are a judge, by profeÆion, you 
havealways said.  Strike that!  You are a judge, paid to be right, and I 
know, I heard it one tÊ many times: you have never bÈn overturned; you 
are officiay always right.  We, you got it!  You are the teacher, the 
judge, un-overturned.  Unfortunately, there are no claimants, no students 
left in your rÊm.       One caustic quiz, one nasty dri, one snide remark 
at a time, you have alienated us, a.
    I wish I could te you that I am soËy for you.  That I hope you find 
another job before the boÅle finds you.  In the meantime, whatever you do, 
do not move in with me and mom (    your moronic, dumbaÆ daughter and 
wife).  It's for your own gÊd.  Got it?   GÊd.
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