Vacuum Salesman 

The little old lady was busy dusting with her feather duster in her little old cottage deep in the countryside when there was a knock on the door.

 ‘Good morning, madam,’ said the suave young man when she opened the door, and he pushed his way into her house saying, ‘What a lovely house but I’m sure you’ll be interested in what I can offer you.’

 ‘But……’ started the old woman, before being interrupted by the young man who had by now pulled a large bag of soot, dust and other small items of rubbish from his pocket and was sprinkling them all over the carpet.

 ‘Don’t worry,’ said the young man, ‘what I have in my car outside will soon remove all this rubbish, dust and soot and I’ll even demonstrate by cleaning your other rooms too. So effective is my new machine that it will even suck out ground-in dust and dirt like this, and he used his heel to drive into the pile of the carpet some of the soot.

 ‘But…..’ tried the old lady again, but to no avail as the young man had rapidly gone out of the front door and soon reappeared with a vacuum cleaner.

 ‘Now, where can I plug this in?’ he asked.

 ‘Probably in the next village, about ten miles away,’ replied the old lady. ‘The electricity supply hasn’t reached here yet!’

