
About The Judge’s Robes

This one began with an email from my friend and niece, Megan back in the spring of 2011.

A message in my school email's inbox this morning, which was 
sent to the entire college of law community, announced that a 
judicial robe has  gone missing and asked that anyone with 
information about the robe to please report it.
 
(For various moot court events, judges from the community come 
to the law school to evaluate the students.  Apparently we provide 
them with robes.  The final round of the biggest moot court 
competition is coming up next week, so this robe loss comes at a 
most unfortunate time.)
 
The image of a judge's black robe hiding  in some dark corner of the  
law building was enough to make me laugh out loud this morning.    
Perhaps it has been taken hostage in a student's desperate attempt 
to get a desired grade, or has grasped an opportunity to escape and  
fled to the Blind Pig where it is currently hanging with a few pints 
of beer, or was stuffed behind a stack in the library by a 
disgruntled professor in a malicious attempt to thwart the proper 
functioning of the upcoming event, or has decided to haunt the 
sleepy and hungover students spending a long night studying.
 
It's times like these that I wish I had your gift for songwriting.  
I can see this as a song.  But, though I've tried in the past, lyrics 
just don't seem to be a way in which I can express the stuff in 
my head.
 
The fact that, five minutes after receiving the email, I learned 
of Justice Stevens's upcoming retirement also contributed to the 



significance of the lost judicial robe.  It seems to me like the two 
events must somehow be related.  We're losing a good one with 
Stevens.  His will be a big robe to fill.
 
Love,
Meg

That was all it took to get me going and in no time I had all 18 verses and chouri of this one.   In 
fact, here’s the email I sent back to here the next day..

Got The Judge's Robe written on the way down 
yesterday.  It's a dream sequence type thing in 
which the archetypical Judge joins me in a night 
of alcohol-fueled debauchery as he helps me 
look over my lifetime's collected body of writing, 
music and art, sorting everything into piles of 
worthy and worthy.  After four bottles of 
Bordeaux and a flask of Cognac the Judge is so 
addled he thinks everything I ever wrote is just 
grand and he has slipped out of his robes, 
stumbling home, de-frocked.  The moral 
dilemma--should I return his robe or keep it for 
myself? 

It was great fun to write, not knowing how it was going to turn out.  I started with the judge 
waking  still drunk from the night before and realizing his robe was gone and let my imagination 
take it the rest of the way. Little did I know the Judge would turn out to be my own internal 
arbiter of artistic validity.  Cool.  

After realizing how long the song was gong to be (I mean, 18 verses and chouri?  Really? That’s 
asking a lot from the listener, is it not?) I realized I had to insert MORE, not fewer, instrumental 
sections...really stretch it out. I am insanely happy with how this monster came out, and 
Timothy’s drumming on this one is worthy of an Oscar, don’t you think?

This one’s got bouzouki, mando, banjo, guitar, dobro, bass and kitchen sink, apparently.


