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You are frozen in a chair. Sweating profusely. You check your 
hair nervously. For the tenth time. Welcome to the beginning of 
a long journey. A receptionist gives you a sympathetic look. 
How many times has she given that very same look to other 
potential articled clerks in exactly 
your position? The wait seems to 
last forever. Then finally ...

This is the interview, and, if you're 
lucky, this will be the most 
gruelling experience you have as 
an articled clerk. But, be kindly 
warned all young aspiring future 
lawyers, I have yet to hear of such 
a success story.

November
I can't believe what happened! I 
had left my Mickey Mouse watch 
game in my bag. In the middle of 
the interview the alarm went off 
and my voice was drowned by the 
bleeps coming from the depths of 
my bag.
Even more embarrassing was the 
fact that I had difficulties finding 
the offending gadget and had to 
shuffle apologetically through the 
contents of my bag while my 
interviewer observed quietly, most 
amused at my performance.
Needless to say , I did not get the job.

" Today I
discovered the art of 

using the DX. In 
fact, I've even sent a 
few Freddo Frogs to 

some of my 
colleagues../'

March - Day One
Arriving at the office I had to quickly adjust to office 
technicalities. The dictaphone is one such example. On one 
occasion when I rewound the tape to correct something I had

dictated. When I played it back, 
my somewhat distorted and 
unrecognisable voice boomed 
loudly around the offices, 
interrupting an important client 
meeting next to my room.
The partners eyes bore into me 
throughout the glass walls and 
the clients swivelled their heads, 
highly amused bythe unexpected 
interruption.I managed a 
meek smile.

However, once I had myself 
familiarised with the volume 
knob, the Dictaphone was quite 
handy. But, be warned... talk too 
quickly and mistakes happen. 
Whilst dictating a motor vehicle 
accident letter of demand, I 
became a little over enthusiastic. 
It ended up reading ... "accident 
caused while our car was driving 
our client...!

December
On this occasion, I walked in feeling well prepared for the 
interview and announced I was here to see a "Mr Cock." I was 
politely informed that no Mr Cock worked there. I insisted that 
I was absolutely certain that I had an appointment with "Mr 
Cock".

As it turned out, the name was Mr Dick. Not an impressive 
entrance at all!

Once in, I thought the interview was progressing well until Mr 
Dick asked me what my parents did for a living. I plainly told 
him that I did not see how that was relevant, as it was me that 
was going for the job and not my parents. Feeling certain that I 
had put my foot in it and did not have a hope in the world, I 
was surprised when Mr Dick, who had been impressed with 
my assertiveness, offered me the job on the spot. There was, 
however, a condition precedent...was I prepared to stock the 
fridge? No, I answered, but I was prepared to drink from it!

Soon later...
Today, I discovered the art of using the DX. In fact, I've even 
sent a few Freddo Frogs to some of my colleagues in other law 
firms. This system worked well until one friend decided to 
return the generosity and send me a half eaten frog back in the 
DX! This would have been fine if my Principal hadn't opened 
the mail. I'm sure he questioned what a half eaten chocolate 
frog was doing amongst a pile of court documents. From now 
on, the DX is strictly for business!

May
Three months down the track and I still have not seen a client! 
One of my colleagues refers to this as the "invisible client 
syndrome".
In the first four months he began to doubt whether clients even 
existed. He had not seen one, nor had he spoken to one. He had 
apparently done deliveries and research for them.

Eventually, he discovered that clients must exist because one 
day when he approached his principal in the office and 
enquired what he was working on. He was told "confidential 
work for a confidential client". Magic words. When he asked 
who the client was, pointing out that firm policy permitted 
work to be discussed with colleagues, he was met with the 
harsh response... "you're not a colleague , you're a clerk, son". 
Harsh reality had struck.
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A few days Later ...
Today, I walked into reception to ask about a letter. Sitting in 
the middle of the desk was a crusty dark block which vaguely 
resembled a cake. I cast a glance around the reception room. 
Only one client, quietly perusing the paper, minding her own 
business. Coast was clear.

Thinking the receptionist had brought the cake in herself for 
some occasion I took the liberty to comment. "That cake looks 
soooooooo burnt!". The receptionist began to go purple in the 
face and kicked me in the shins. It was then that I noticed the 
client slowly gazed up from the paper and it dawned upon me 
that the client had in fact bought the cake in! To add to my 
embarrassment, she had baked it as well.

I reviewed my options:
1. A quick escape out the door, or,
2. Face the music.

Unfortunately, I chose number two.

No time to waste. With a swift move I 
swept the cake up and charged off to 
the kitchen to come back in a milli 
second (it was actually half a minute 
of hard labour ... I almost needed to 
saw the stuff to cut it!) ..with a 
generous slice of the "cake" on a 
plate. "Mmmm Hmmmmm.. this 
stuff is great!" I said to the client, 
nodding vigorously as I chewed ( 
this also helped to actually get the 
stuff down!). Flattery doesn't always 
get you everywhere .. the client 
looked at me sceptically.

A few Days later Again...
Luck must be with me because I am 
finally seeing a client. In person.
Flesh and bones. By myself. Five 
minutes. Four minutes. Two minutes.
Long breaths. Appointment time.
Agggghhhhh!

The principal gave me a little 
practical piece of advice - "don't even 
think about putting pen to paper 
until you have fully understood the 
client's instructions no matter what it 
takes. I took this advice. Literally.

Unaccompanied, armed with a pen 
and paper (actually, three pens in 
case one leaks and the other runs out, 
and, two thick pads to take pleeeeenty of instructions). 
Trepidation? I'm sure I felt it, but why? Was it when I realised 
that I had in fact never studied personal injury law? Or, was it 
when I introduced myself, the client barely spoke a word of 
English?

Mr Elipdoneous2 was the name which I pronounced as Mr 
Oedipus. The accident related to a cylinder. I was struggling to 
understand Mr Oedipous' English as well as how the injury 
occurred! I asked again. And again: "How faaaaaaar did you 
tilt it? How far?".

Finally, in a desperate attempt I picked up the nearest available 
object (which happened to be a half filled coffee mug) and 
proceeded to demonstrate. "This far?" No. Tilt. This far ?" No. 
Tilt. "That far?" Well, I guess I will never know because at that 
stage the coffee spilt everywhere. I made a firm commitment to 
stick to diagrams from then on.

August
Wow, I am so excited! I have finally been given a task with 
some real responsibility! Drafting an application to wind up a 
company .

Unfortunately, when I filled out the ASC 
form, I filled the ACN in the wrong 
place. So effectively, I was winding up 
the National Australia Bank rather then 
the debtor company.

I later received a call from the ASC 
querying as to why I was attempting to 
wind up the National Australia Bank? I 
was incredibly embarrassed and my 
Principal was not too impressed when 
he received a call from the solicitor 
acting for the other side to request their 
costs for an unnecessary attendance at 
the Federal Court.

September
Today a colleague of mine almost got 
herself arrested! Her Principal gave her 
the task of serving a subpoena on a 
Policeman.

The principal told her that the 
policeman was in the Magistrates Court 
and that she must serve him personally 
and give him conduct money. Simple. 
When she arrived at Court someone 
pointed her in the direction of the court 
room they had most recently seen the 
policeman in.

And so, the Articled Clerk entered the 
court room whilst a case was in progress 
and wouldn't you know it, there was the 
policeman! At the first opportunity, she 
handed the policeman the subpoena.

She found herself the cause of a huge uproar. "Get her out!" 
hollered a red faced Magistrate. "Contempt of court" exclaimed 
a barrister, springing to his feet in protest. Needless to say, my 
friend learnt very quickly that a subpoena cannot be served in 
a court room.

Continued on page 17

"Unfortunately, 
when I filled out 
the ASC form, I 

filled the ACN in 
the wrong place. 
So, effectively, I 
was winding up 

the National 
Australia 
bank..."
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CLE Calendar

Bankruptcy & Insolvency
12 August Bankruptcy Proceedings in the Federal Court

Michael Galvin, J M Smith & Emmerton

19 August Insolvency
Garry Bigmore, J M Smith & Emmerton

26 August Enforcements of Judgements
Rob White, White Cleland

Employment Law
2 September Unfair Dismissal

Gary Rothville, Phillips Fox

9 September Employment Agreements, Australian Workplace Agreements & 
Contracts for Service 
Tony Macken, A J Macken & Co

Continued from page 15

February
What? February, already? My year as the Clerk is almost over. Time to reflect on 
what I actually achieved, apart from managing to stain the carpet with coffee and 
offending a client's cooking skills...

But leaving aside the sarcasm for the moment, I realise that I have actually learnt a 
few things throughout my year of Articles. This ranged from how to make a good 
coffee and duplex photocopies, to negotiating the finer aspects of lease dispute, 
settle access fights over Fido the dog and defending a client who had been charged 
with the theft of a $12000 ostrich head.

Time to prepare for next year. I think I deserve to treat myself to a gold visa card, a 
new Armani suit and a gold plated frame for the prominent display of my 
practising certificate.

Articles has taught me the importance of knowing how little I know and being 
flexible to the challenge. The greatest hurdle is accepting the fact that I am a 
beginner in legal spheres, and the easiest way to overcome that is being able to 
retain a sense of humour.

Final Note
The author would like to thank Renato Marasco, for his assistance in writing this 
article.

1. This article is not intended to reflect Sharon's diary, but rather, is a 
creative amalgam of anecdotes from many Articled Clerks.
2. Not his real name.


