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'oamna.ble work - the la.w. Toil and trouble, 

juries. 

It~- late at night. I I m not in good humor. . . 

I've just put an old crone - a chal"Woman - out of the 

library. Guess I'm smo11ng too muob. l'm tired of 

this case. The library 1s quiet save for the distant 

b ,1ging of those inevitable a.nd doddering charwomen. 
</' 

Charwomen, · B•m. The brokers are•nt • were•nt - the 

only ones to clean up on the Street. Pretty good -

that. :Must tell that one to Claude Piggott. Good 

laud. 

Better get down that instruction on 

punitive damages. "The court further instructs the 
. . 

jll1"y th t should you ·bel1eve from a prepo~dera.nc~ of 
that 

the evidence/- - w •Th~t" what? Hell. Can't think. • 
Bette~ h ve another cigar. 1111 probably die with one 

of these things in my mouth, 

• wfully quiet up here now. The charwomen 

must h~Te assaulted some other office. Awfully quiet. 

Only the distant drone of traffic far below on the 
' .. 

I • --~---M::..,.;,-__...,.q_.-~ ... ~~_--.,-= . ._.-a~-"""-~=---

0 Ui1. e 'lllleaey snor ng o some damned 

soul. Sy, that's pretty good - for~ lawyer. aybe 

I should be writing books instead of briefs. Those 

fellows have a sn p. 
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ell, got to get out these instructions 

tonight. I'll finish with the la.st witness in Ille 

morning, Uust get the~ out. Big case. Big ol1ent. 

Hell, I must be a big lawyer. 

Books. Books. No originality in law. Damn these 

dirty law books. Duat. Trouble. Appeals. Reversi,ls. 

Dead t~ipe, more like 1t. Ah - here it 1e, 1 lnetruot -

ions to Juriea. 1 'Damages. Punitive damages. See 

volume two.• Damn. Where 1n hell is volume two? 

Sure - n.atur lly - not here. Dook'a out. Someone',4.../" 

left a slip. In figgott•s room - at the other end 

of the office, Natnrally, Damn the jury. Damn 

instructions. Damn Fi~gott. Yes, damn you Piggott, 

y u e senior 

What a trek to Figgot•a room. These corr1dorts 

are sure dark. ihere do they hide the switches? Ouch! 

Vhat a hell of a noise. Sounds like a bar room riot. 

Those charwomen and their spitoons. Kicked o-ver . whole 

flock of them - spitoons, not ch rwomen. Been looking 

for a apitoon . all night too. Charwomen. Charred women. 

Pesky lot. No youth, no feelings, no sense, 

o left the light on in the reception room? 

Oh. ff0oot eefning, 4 s ye a broom h~ndle supporting a 

tho-s-e sp ttoons-. ­

P i ggot t • s office is locked. My book of 

instructions is locked. at a hell of a note. 

suspicious Piggott. Devil on cross-examination. 

Crafty, 

Tight 

too. Had a. charwoman cq_n ed because she heaved out one 

of his nickel cigar butts, 
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Hell, I oan•t break down the door. Yes, 

Ffggott would leave his transom open - to tempt someone. 

He's probably a trap suspended there. 

Looks bad for those instructions. oniy 

my name 1s 1nt Claude. Law•s a hell of a job. Still 

danm da.1·k in this corridor. Miss those spitoons this 

time. W~lk on the other side. Ouch! hat a hell of 

a racket. Uore epitoona. Cuas-spidors! ,ho . in hell 

does all the spitting? Charwomen, charcoal. scarecrow~ 

I I m drunneil tired. Get those instructions done ~.nd so 

to bed. Big olient, big la\vyor, big hen.dache. 

' hat's all the noise in the library? at•s 

the crowd? Ah me, a bevy of charwomen. Mops, pails 

lot, Th..._..-_,,~~ i7'ii't' 

work. The Lord ea.Ile me from the claws of a oatl 

They look up at me - bovine, herd1sh. l 

ask, "Where are 1ny papers?" 

"Cleon," says a. fallen bre sted one. 

ffClean what?", I shout, knowing. This 

11br11ry echoes a.t night. 

my 

"Cleon. Tony clean. Tony take. Tony burn. 0 

Strike me down. My instructions burned. 

HoUl!s of ork gone plumb to hell. No time. Too many 

:-....-'•----= .Pi.t a.. T-00 mueh on,e.-

"What~ hell of a note,• I say. Don't swear 

before a. l ady. 

be human? 

here are the l dies? Can these drabs 
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These old crows a.re eyeing me anx_1oualy. 

All ga.thered there - mops and slops and anxious, drawn 

!a.ces. Cn.n they feel emotion? Can they a.ctu.3.lly be 

afraid? Hell, I must 
~~-~~~~-~~~~~· 

Cigar's all gone, too. Smoke too much anyway. 

Got to s y eomethL.g to these women. Why, 

there's~ little dried up one with white hair and 
((f"'t' 

brown eyes. Why damn 1t man, she reminds me ofAmother. 

D1d1nt know these charwomen looked and acted like other 

women. The little one•s frightened too. I ,uet'nt 

a.ct this way. 

ell, well, wetl. at in 

hell shall I say? Must say something. Dignity. 

ope you've had your fun, 0 I say. 

Petulant. 

Charwomen re human. Relief. One or two 

smile anxiously. They move a little. 

The little one with the colo?' steps forward 

with a little curtsy. "Thank yo~, Mister,• she saJ&• 
11 e girls like a little fun.• 

John D. Voelker, 
1033 Ontario St., 
Oak Fark, Illinois. 
2nd.draft. 3/6/32. 

• END -
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WE GIRLS 

Submitted by: 
John D. Voelker, 
1033 Ontario Street, 
Oak Park, Illinois. 

Damnable work - the law. Toil and trouble, 

boil a.nd bubble. Frauds and juries. Tricks a.nd 

perjurie,. 

It is late at night. I'm not in good humor. 

I've just put an old crone - a charwoman - out of the 

library. Guess I'm smoking too much. I'm tired of 

this case. The library is quiet save for the distant 

banging of those inevitable, doddering charwomen. 

Charwomen. H'm. The brokers are•nt - were•nt - the 

only ones to clean up on the Street. Pretty good -

that. ust tell that one to Claude Piggott. Godd 

old Claude. 

Better get down th t instruotion on punitive 

damages. "The court further instructs the jury that 

should you believe from a preponderance of the evid­

ence that - - • •That" what? Hell. Can't think. 

Better have another cigar. I'll prob bly die with one 

of these things in my outh. 

Awfully quiet up here now. The ch rwomen 

must have assaulted some other office. Awfully quiet. 

Only the distant drone of tr ffic far below on the 

Street. Sot.mds like the ,measy snoring of some damned 

soul. Say, th t•s pretty good - for a lawyer. aybe 

I should be writing books instead of briefs. Those 

fellows have snap. 



ell, got to get out these instructions 

tonight. I'll finish with that last witness 1n the 

morning. Must get them out. Big oase. Big client. 

Hell, I must be a big lawyer. 

here's that book of· instructions to juries? 

Books . · Books. No origin ltty in law. Damn these 

dirty law books. Dust,· Trouble. Appeals . Reversals . . 

Dead tripe, more like it. Ah - here 1t is. 'Instructions 

to Juries.• 'Damages. Punitive damages. See volume 

two.• Damn. Where in hell 1e volume two? Sure -

natur lly - not here. Book1 s out. Someone•s left a 

slip. 'Claude Pigott.• In Piggott•s room - at the 

other end of the office, Batur ly. Da.mn the jury. 

Damn instructions. Damn Piggott. Yes, damn you f1ggott, 

even if you re a senior partner. 

What trek to F1g ott•s room. These corridors 

are plenty dark. here do they hide the S1Jitchea? 

OUoh! What hell of a noise. Sounds like 

a bar roo~ riot. Those charwomen and their spitoons. 

Kicked over whole flock of them - spitoons, not char­

women. Been looking for spitoon all night too. 

Ch rwo en. Charred women. Pesky lot. Bo youth, no 

feelings, no sense. 

ho left the light on in the reception room? 

Oh. NOoot eefning, 11 says mop handle, supporting a 

charwoman. Damn those pitoons . Spit i an sty word. 

Pi gotta office ia locked. My boot of 

instruction is locked. t a hell or note. 

suspicious Piggott. Devil on cross-examination. 

Crafty, 

Tight 

too. Had a. charwoman canned because she heaved out one 

of his precious cigar butts. 
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Hell, I oan•t break down the door. Yes, 

Piggott would leave his transom open - to tempt 

some~ne. He's probably a trap suspended there. 

Looks bad for those instructions. Only half 

done. Well, Claude, back to the library. Gld ay 

name 1s•nt Claude. Law's hell of a job. Still 

damn dark 1n this corridor. Miss those epitoons this 

time, Walk on the other aide, Ouch! What a hell of 

a r oket. More spitoons. Cuss-p1dors! Who in hell 

does all the spitting? Charwomen, charcoal, scarecrows. 

I'm damned tired. Get those instructions done - and 

so to bed. Big client, big lawyer, big he dache. 

What's all the noise in the libr y? at•s 

the crowd? Ah me, a bevy of charwomen. Laughter -

without youth. Mope, pails and slops. What a drab lot. 

They're hanging over my work. Save me from the claws 

of a cat! 

They look up at me - bovine, herdish. I 

ask,• here are my papers?• 

•c1ean," says a f llen breasted one. 

"Clean what?"~ shout, knowing. Thie library 

echoes at night.• 

"Clean. Tony clean. Tony ta.ke. Tony burn." 

Strike me down. y instructions gone. House 

of work gone plumb to bell. o time. Too many spitoons. 

Too much Tony. 

"What a hell of a note,• I say - we rily. 

Don•t swear before a lady. ere are the ladies? Can 

these drabs be human? 
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These old orows are eyeing me anxiously. 

All gathered there - mops and slops and nx1oua, 

drawn faces. 

Oan they feel emotion? Can they aotu:.tlly 

feel afraid? Hell, I must look m d. Damn it, I 

feel mad. Instr otions gone. I get the 'punitive 

damages' alright. Light a cigar. Oigars gone too. 

Dea.r old Tony. Smoke too much anyway. 

Got to say something to these women. 

Soemthing th twill ring down the annals of ch r-dom. 

Why, there•s a little dried up one with white hair 

and brown eyee. y damn it ma.n - remind me of 

mother the day I graduated from law school. Te rs in 

her eyes. 

D1d1nt know these charwomen felt d acted 

like other women - like my mother. The little one•s 

frightened. ust 1nt act this way. 

•Well,• Is y. ell, well, well. at in 

hell sh 11 I say? Must say something. She expects 

me to. Dignity. 

•1 hope you've h d your fun,• I say. eak9 

Jetulant. 

Relief, One or to smile a.mciously. They 

move little. Charwomen re human. 

The little one with the color steps forward. 

A little curtsy. A soft voioe. 

n a.nk you, 

like little fun.• 
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WE GIRL$ 

Submitted by: 
John D. Voelker, 
1033 Ontario Street, 
Oak Park, Illinois. 
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Damnable work - the law. Toil and trouble, 

boil and bubble. Frauds and juries. _Tricks and 

perjuries. 

It is late at night. I'm not in good humor. 

I've just put an old crone - a charwoman - out of the 

library. Guess I'm smoking too much. I'm tired of 

this case. The library is quiet save for the distant 

banging of those inevitable, doddering charwomen. 

Charwomen. H'm. The brokers are•nt - were•nt - the 

only ones to clean up on the Street. Pretty good -

that. Must tell that one to Claude Piggott. Godd 

old Claude. 

Better get down that instruction on punitive 

damages. "The court further instructs the jury that 

should you believe from a preponderance of the evid­

ence that - - • •That• what? Hell. Can't think. 

Better have another cigar. I'll probably die with one 

of these things in my mouth. 

Awfully quiet up here now. The charwomen 

must have assaulted some other office. Awfully quiet. 

Only the distant drone of traffic far below on the 

Street. Sounds like the uneasy snoring of some damned 

soul. Say, that's pretty good - for a lawyer. Maybe 

I should be writing books instead of briefs. Those 

fellows have a snap. 



Well, got to get out these instructions 

tonight. 11 11 finish with that last witness in the 

morning. Must get them out. Big case. Big client. 

Hell, I must be a big lawyer. 

Where's that book of instructions to juries? 

Books. Books. No originality in law. Damn these 

dirty law books. Dust. Trouble. Appeals. Reversals. 

Dead tripe, more like it. Ah - here it is. 'Instructions 

to Juries.• 'Damages. Punitive damages. See volume 

two.• Damn. Where in hell is volume two? Sure -

naturally - not here. Book's out. Someone's left a 

slip. 1 Claude Piggott. -• In Piggott• s room - at the 

other end of the office. Naturally. Damn the jury. 

Damn instructions. Damn Piggott. Yes, damn you Piggott, 

even if you are a senior partner. 

What a trek to Piggott's room. These corridors 

are plenty dark. Where do they hide the switches? 

Ouch-! What a hell of a noise. Sounds like 

a bar room riot. Those charwomen and their spitoons. 

Kicked over a whole flock of them - spitoons, not char­

women. Been looking for a spitoon all night too. 

Charwomen. Charred women. Pesky lot. Ho youth, no 

feelings, no sense. 
; 

Who left the light on in the reception room? 

Oh. •Goot eefning,• says a mop handle, supporting a 

charwoman. Damn those spitoons. Spit is a nasty word. 

Piggotts office is locked. Ky book of 

instructions is locked. What a hell of a note. 

suspicious Piggott. Devil on cross-examination. 

Crafty, 

Tight 

too. Had a charwoman canned because she heaved out one 

of his precious cigar butts. 
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Hell, I can't break down the door. Yes, 

Piggott would leave his transom open - to tempt 

someone. He's probably a trap suspended there. 

Looks bad for those instructions. Only half 

done. Well, Claude, back to the library. Glad my 

name is 1nt Claude. Law's a hell of a job. Still 

damn dark in this corridor. Miss those spitoons this 

time. Walk on the other side. Ouch! What a hell of 

a racket. More spitoons. Cu.ss-pidors! Who in hell 

does all the spitting? Charwomen, charcoal, scarecrows. 

I-'m damned tired. Get those instructions done - and 

so to bed. Big client, b_ig lawyer, big headache. 

What's all the noise in the library? What's 

the crowd? Ah me, a bevy of charwomen. Laughter -

without youth. Mops, pails and slops. What a drab lot. 

They're hanging over my work. Save me from the claws 

of a cat! 

They look up at me - bovine, herdish. I 

ask, •Where are my papers?" 

"Clean," says a fallen breasted one. 

•Clean what?• I shout, knowing. This library 

echoes at night. 

•a:::i.ean. Tony clean. Tony take. Tony burn.• 

Strike me down. My instructions gone. House 

of work gone plumb to hell. No time. Too many spitoons. 

Too much Tony. 

•What a hell of a note,• I say - wearily. 

Don't swear before a lady. Where are the ladies? Can 

these drabs be human? 
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These old crows are eyeing me anxiously. 

All gathered there - mops and slops and anxious, 

drawn faces. 

Can they feel emotion? Can they actually 

feel afraid? Hell, I must look mad. Damn it, I 

feel mad. Instructions gone. I get the •punitive 

damages• alright. Light a cigar. Gigars gone too. 

Dear old Tony. Smoke too much anyway. 

Got to say something to these women. 

Soemthing that will ring down the annals of char-dom. 

Why, there's a little dried up one with white hair 

and brown eyes. Why damn it man - reminds me of 

mother the day I graduated from law school. Tears in 

her eyes. 

Did1nt know these charwomen felt and acted 

like other women - like my mother. The little one's 

frightened. Must•nt act this way. 

1Well, 1 I say. Well, well, well. What in 

hell shall I say? Must say something. She expects 

me to. Dignity. 

1 1 hope you've had your fun," I say. Weak, 

Jetulant. 

Relief. One or two smile anxiously. They 

move a little. Charwomen are human. 

The little one with the color steps forward. 

A little curtsy. A soft voioe. 

"Thank you, sir,• she is saying. 1 We girls 

like a little fun.• 

END 


