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Tim. Joe Miller* never made such a joke aa sending
it to Bob'8 will be I"

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a
steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went
downstairs to open the street door, ready for the •>

coming of the poulterer's man. as he stood there,

waiting his arrival, the knocker caught his eye.

"I shall love it as long as I live I" cried Scrooge,
patting it vith his hand. " I scarcely ever looked at
it before. What an honest expression it has in its"
face! It's a wonderfvJ knocker I — Here's the Tur-
key. Hallo I Whoop! How are you? Merry
Christmas I"

It was a Turkey! He never could have stood upon
his legs, that bird. He would have snapped 'em**
"hort off in a minute, like sticks of sealing-wax.
"Why, it's impossible to carry that to Camden

Town," said Scrooge. " You must have a cub."
The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle

with which he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle"
•• 'h which he paid for the cab, and the chuckle with
w/'ch he recompensed the boy, were only to be ex-
ceeded by the chuckle with which he sat down breath-

less in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.

Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand concin-"
ued to shake very much; and shaving requires atten-
tion, even when you cbn't dance wb'le you are at it.

But if he had cut the end of his nose off, he would
have put a piece ci sticking-plaster over it, and been
quite satisfied. »
He dressed himself "all in hia best," and at last

got out into the streets. The people were by this

time pouring forth, a.s he had seen them with the

* Joe Miller— A famous comic actor of London living at
the beginning of the eighteenth century. He was the
author of many witty sayings which were published after
his death in the Joe Miller Jest Book.


