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    On dusty roads and in parlors bright with ambition, virtue keeps its footing while vanity, lust, and hypocrisy jostle for space. Henry Fielding’s Joseph Andrews invites readers to travel through eighteenth‑century England in a comic adventure where decency is tested almost as often as it is affirmed. The novel’s sprightly incidents, genial laughter, and keen moral eyesight create a landscape in which character is measured not by fine words but by steady conduct. From crowded inns to country lanes, encounters accumulate into a study of how ordinary people navigate temptation and pretension, and how generosity, when it appears, restores balance and hope.

First published in 1742, Joseph Andrews is Fielding’s first full‑length novel, written in the wake of the sensational success of Samuel Richardson’s Pamela. Its premise is swiftly stated: Joseph, a handsome young footman and brother to Pamela, resists the advances of his employer, the fashionable Lady Booby. Dismissed for his refusal, he sets out to return to his home and sweetheart, only to find the road full of mishaps and tests of resolve. Along the way he falls in with Parson Abraham Adams, whose companionship turns a private predicament into a wide‑ranging journey through manners, morals, and English society.

Fielding, born in 1707 and trained as a dramatist, had made his name on the London stage before the Licensing Act of 1737 curtailed theatrical freedom and pushed him toward new forms. He turned to satire in prose, writing a brief burlesque of Richardson’s novel in 1741, and then ambitiously broadened the experiment with Joseph Andrews. The early 1740s were a moment when the English novel was taking recognizable shape, and Fielding seized the opportunity to fuse classical comic design with everyday materials. His background in drama—timing, dialogue, and scene construction—animates the narrative, giving the book its buoyant pace and theatrical freshness.

Joseph Andrews belongs to the comic travel tale, an episodic form that thrives on movement, chance meetings, and social variety. Inns, coaches, and crossroads supply both plot and panorama, allowing Fielding to sample different ranks and callings with equitable curiosity. The structure welcomes digression, yet the episodes are not loose; each encounter echoes a set of concerns about sincerity, charity, and pretense. The road format also lets virtue be tested in action rather than in declaration. By staging morals in motion, the novel refreshes ethical debate, turning principles into lived choices that readers can observe, weigh, and enjoy without heavy didacticism.

At the helm stands a confident, conversational narrator who both tells the story and reflects on the art of story‑telling. Chapter introductions, playful asides, and miniature essays frame the action, keeping readers aware that narratives are constructed and that comedy can carry serious freight. This guiding voice draws on classical criticism while remaining companionable, steering us through quarrels, brawls, and reconciliations with an eye for proportion and humanity. The technique was innovative in English prose: it welcomes the reader as a partner, not a passive spectator, and models a criticism in motion, judging folly yet applauding genuine kindness whenever it appears.

Against this narrative backdrop, two figures take lasting shape. Joseph is young, handsome, good‑natured, and stubborn in his principles, a servant determined not to trade integrity for favor. Parson Abraham Adams, the clerical friend who soon shares his road, is learned, brave, poor, and wonderfully impractical, a champion of benevolence whose simplicity exposes the world’s affectations. Their friendship gives the book its warmth and axis: one supplies steadiness, the other candor and comic surprise. Together they meet beggars, magistrates, innkeepers, gentlefolk, and idlers, the partnership turning each stop into an occasion for testing professions of virtue against deeds.

The novel targets affectation wherever it hides—among the fashionable, the devout, or the worldly wise—while celebrating plain goodness when it quietly appears. Themes of chastity and consent intertwine with questions of hospitality, charity, and justice, producing a humane vision that values action over reputation. Fielding is particularly alert to the uses and abuses of power: how wealth, status, or learning may serve others or serve themselves. He is equally attentive to the comedy of self‑deception, showing how people mistake appetite for principle. Yet the satire never hardens into bitterness; a steady belief in reform, kindness, and mutual aid softens the edge.

Stylistically, Joseph Andrews blends high and low with confident ease. Elevated turns of phrase jostle cheerfully with colloquial speech; solemn moralizing is undercut by the bustle of real life; burlesque swells toward moments of tenderness. Fielding borrows the scale of epic to honor ordinary behavior, arranging skirmishes, feasts, and recognitions with an eye to pattern without sacrificing spontaneity. He also uses inset stories and quick portraits to deepen the canvas. The result is a prose comedy that feels wide‑angled yet focused, hospitable to multiplicity yet shaped by firm values—an art of proportion where laughter and ethical clarity reinforce one another.

Although the book begins with a nod to Richardson—Joseph is Pamela’s brother, and his refusal of a great lady mirrors that earlier novel’s premise—its ambitions soon exceed parody. Fielding turns away from mere inversion to construct a positive model of conduct founded on cheerfulness, courage, and practical compassion. The parody serves as a springboard for a larger design: a social pilgrimage animated by friendship. By making Joseph a servant and pairing him with a country clergyman, Fielding centers perspectives often dismissed in polite conversation, allowing the narrative to test ideals across class boundaries and to discover virtue in unadvertised places.

In literary history, Joseph Andrews helped consolidate the English comic novel. Its nimble narrator, episodic architecture, and generous social range became touchstones for later practitioners. Eighteenth‑century fiction quickly explored similar energies, and nineteenth‑century novelists working in panoramic realism found precedent in Fielding’s orchestration of plot and crowd. Critics have long noted the kinship between Fielding’s humane satire and the capacious storytelling of later masters, who inherited his confidence that laughter and moral inquiry can coexist. By showing how narrative design, character, and ethical commentary may be woven together, the book established a durable model that writers continued to adapt.

Joseph Andrews endures not as a museum piece but as lively entertainment with backbone. The scenes move briskly; the jokes land; the characters, however exaggerated, retain recognizable motives and blind spots. Readers interested in the early novel meet a foundational experiment that reads with surprising freshness, while those who come for story find a journey brimming with reversals and recoveries. The book’s craft—its management of tone, its shapely episodes, its hospitable narrator—rewards attention without demanding specialist knowledge. Most of all, its belief that ordinary kindness matters anchors the comedy, giving weight to pleasure and coherence to its many turns.

For contemporary readers, the novel’s concerns feel immediate: abuses of power in intimate settings, pressures of status, the difference between public righteousness and private charity, and the resilience found in friendship. Fielding’s travelers pass through a world of inequality, misinformation, and performance, yet they repeatedly discover that patience, courage, and practical help can steady a shaken day. In an era still wrestling with consent, class, and spectacle, Joseph Andrews offers a convivial argument for integrity without solemnity. Its laughter clears space for sympathy; its satire cautions against pretense; its open road invites us to test principles in company and in action.
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    Henry Fielding’s Joseph Andrews, published in 1742, begins as a playful response to contemporary conduct fiction before developing into an independent comic narrative. The story introduces Joseph Andrews, a handsome, principled footman in the household of Lady Booby, a fashionable widow. His steadfast commitment to chastity provokes the unwelcome attentions of his employer and of Mrs. Slipslop, the housekeeper, whose vanity and class pretensions are gently satirized. Joseph’s refusal to comply with their expectations results in his dismissal, launching a journey that shifts the novel from drawing-room comedy to a road tale, where character is tested through chance meetings, mishaps, and social encounters.

Setting out to return to his rural home, Joseph is assaulted by highwaymen and left injured on the roadside, a characteristic fusion of peril and farce. He is carried to an inn, where the mixed motives of innkeepers, guests, and passersby expose the gap between charity as a social ideal and charity in practice. There he is joined by Parson Abraham Adams, a benevolent, learned, and impractically guileless clergyman traveling on literary business. Their friendship becomes the novel’s central partnership. Adams’s absentminded courage and Joseph’s unadorned decency create a comic counterpoint as they continue together along England’s byways.

As the journey proceeds, Fielding orchestrates a series of episodic trials that test virtue against hypocrisy. Joseph’s beauty and modesty repeatedly invite advances he does not solicit, while Adams’s readiness to help others often leaves him penniless and vulnerable to rebuff. At several inns, the travelers meet hosts and guests whose polished manners scarcely conceal self-interest. Throughout, comic misunderstandings generate scuffles, lectures, and brief reconciliations. The action remains brisk but morally pointed: small decisions—whether to give food, share a bed, or tell the truth—reveal the chasm between professed values and lived behavior across ranks, professions, and temperaments.

Joseph is soon reunited with Fanny Goodwill, a modest country girl whose affectionate constancy complements his own. Their reunion brings fresh hazards, as predatory squires and opportunists attempt to claim power over bodies, reputations, and livelihoods. Parson Adams, brave and impulsive, defends them with words, staff, and faith, though his zeal outpaces his pocket. The trio’s travels lead through farms, cottages, parsonages, and manor houses, each stop offering a social cross-section. Fielding balances rustic humor with moral inquiry, allowing the couple’s sincerity—and Adams’s open-heartedness—to serve as touchstones against which neighboring communities and transient fellow travelers are measured.

Fielding threads the main plot with inset tales that widen the novel’s moral and stylistic range. At an inn, a genteel guest recounts the history of Leonora, a cautionary narrative of choice, vanity, and consequence. Later, Mr. Wilson offers an autobiographical reflection on urban temptation, disillusionment, and the possibility of reform through domestic peace. These interpolated stories pause the forward motion without derailing it, mirroring and refracting the themes of constancy, prudence, and good nature. They also display the author’s interest in how storytelling itself shapes judgment, inviting readers to weigh character by action rather than by outward polish.

The travelers frequently encounter officials and clergy whose authority is undercut by incompetence or self-regard. A justice of the peace proves ready to accept appearances and social rank as substitutes for evidence, while certain divines show more appetite for fees and flattery than for pastoral care. Against these figures, Adams stands as a principled, if quixotic, benchmark: learned in theology, inexperienced in worldly dealing, prompt to forgive, and slower to suspect. Legal tangles, warrants, and public scoldings thus serve as comic vehicles for a serious theme: how power and office are distorted when manners replace conscience and reputation eclipses truth.

Eventually the action returns toward Lady Booby’s sphere, where drawing-room strategy attempts to control village outcomes. Alarmed by the possibility of an alliance she deems unsuitable, she mobilizes servants, advisers, and local influence to separate the young couple and to reassert social boundaries. Gossip, threats of legal process, and moralizing sermons become tools of pressure. The tone remains comic rather than bitter, yet the stakes are real: the future of affection, livelihood, and a community’s sense of justice depends on whether rank or merit will prevail, and whether individuals can act honorably without permission from those above them.

Throughout, Fielding’s narrator shapes the reader’s expectations with candid asides about storytelling, character, and taste. The book consciously avoids solemn moralizing while insisting that true decency is active rather than decorative. Its style fuses brisk incident with reflective commentary, blending mock-heroic touches and plain social observation. Joseph’s unassuming virtue and Adams’s errant benevolence form a double portrait of goodness under pressure, tested not by grand temptation alone but by daily claims on patience, money, and courage. The structure, divided into distinct books, uses travel to string together scenes that collectively define a moral landscape.

Without disclosing late revelations or outcomes, the novel’s enduring significance lies in how it reimagines the possibilities of prose fiction. Joseph Andrews marries comedy with ethical scrutiny, arguing that sincerity, compassion, and practical kindness are better guides than fashionable delicacy or rigid pride. Its episodes expose the pretenses of class and the fragility of reputation, yet it remains generous toward human frailty. By inviting readers to laugh at folly while admiring quiet acts of help, the work points toward a humane standard of judgment that influenced later novelists and continues to resonate beyond its eighteenth-century setting.
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    Joseph Andrews is set in early Georgian England, chiefly the 1730s and early 1740s, during the reign of George II. The narrative ranges between London and rural counties, a geography stitched together by parish boundaries, manor houses, coaching inns, and turnpike roads. Dominant institutions include the Church of England, whose parish clergy, tithes, and charitable duties structure village life; the landed gentry, who exercise social and legal authority; and the local justice system, administered by justices of the peace. Household service is a key economic and social institution, situating characters within hierarchies of masters and servants that regulate work, mobility, deference, and expectations of behavior.

Published in 1742, Joseph Andrews enters a lively literary marketplace shaped by the enormous success of Samuel Richardson’s Pamela (1740). Henry Fielding had already issued a sharp parody, An Apology for the Life of Mrs. Shamela Andrews (1741), before developing Joseph Andrews as an initially related, then independent comic narrative. Fielding’s preface calls the work a comic epic-poem in prose, signaling debts to classical poetics and Cervantic satire. The book participates in the rise of the English novel during the 1720s–1740s, when expanding print runs, growing readerships, and new prose genres encouraged experimentation with character, voice, and everyday social detail.

Fielding’s turn from the stage to prose owes much to politics. From 1721 to early 1742, Sir Robert Walpole led a long Whig administration, frequently accused by opponents of corruption and manipulation of patronage. Fielding’s plays often satirized ministerial power, and the Theatrical Licensing Act of 1737, introduced under Walpole, created prior censorship for drama and curtailed political satire in the theater. This law effectively ended Fielding’s main livelihood as a playwright, pushing him toward prose fiction. Joseph Andrews retains a political edge: its portraits of petty officials, venal justices, and time-serving clergy echo contemporary critiques of self-interest and misused authority.

The novel’s social fabric reflects the stratified world of landed estates and their domestic staffs. In eighteenth-century Britain, domestic service was among the largest occupations, and footmen, housemaids, and stewards formed complex household communities. Livery signaled rank within a master’s retinue; deference and visibility were integral to the role. Fielding’s protagonist, a footman, moves within this structure, exposing tensions between obligation and exploitation. Elite households often managed extensive patronage networks, placing servants and dependents within webs of favor. Joseph Andrews scrutinizes how such systems encouraged arrogance and entitlement among the powerful while constraining the dignity and mobility of those who served them.

Joseph Andrews also belongs to the moral debate sparked by Pamela, which celebrated chastity, perseverance, and social elevation through marriage. The Pamela craze produced enthusiastic readers and hostile critics, who questioned whether its prudential moralizing confused virtue with calculation. Fielding’s parody Shamela mocked the supposed sincerity of Pamela’s narrator; Joseph Andrews continues the conversation by presenting constancy and charity as active virtues. The novel uses comic trials and reversals to test motives—whether moral behavior springs from fashion, fear, or genuine benevolence—and thereby engages a broader public discourse about virtue, sincerity, and the rewards of good conduct.

Religious life in the period was dominated by the Church of England, funded by tithes and structured by parishes. Many clergy lived on modest incomes, sometimes holding multiple livings or hiring curates. Critics complained about pluralism, absenteeism, and decorum replacing pastoral zeal. In the 1730s and 1740s, early Methodism, associated with John Wesley and George Whitefield, revived evangelical preaching and emphasized heartfelt religion and charity. While Fielding’s central clergyman remains firmly Anglican, the book probes the gap between formal religion and lived charity, contrasting hypocritical clerics with a model of simple, practical Christianity that resonated with ongoing debates about religious authenticity.

Everyday justice in rural England rested with justices of the peace, parish constables, and juries at quarter sessions. Procedures could be hasty, biased, and shaped by local status. Vagrancy laws targeted itinerants; the stocks and whipping were familiar punishments. Highway robbery was a persistent concern on country roads, and celebrated criminals, such as Jonathan Wild (executed 1725) and Dick Turpin (executed 1739), fed public fascination with crime. Before professional policing, thief-takers and informal surveillance filled gaps. Joseph Andrews depicts arbitrary hearings and self-important magistrates, mirroring well-documented unevenness in law enforcement and the vulnerability of travelers and the poor to capricious authority.

Travel frames the novel’s structure, and its hazards match conditions of the time. From the 1720s, turnpike trusts improved major roads by charging tolls, aiding stagecoach travel and goods traffic, though surfaces remained rough and weather-dependent. Stagecoaches, post riders, and private carriages connected London with market towns and spa resorts; coaching inns provided stabling, meals, and news. Night travel risked robbery, and delays were common. Fielding uses this infrastructure—the inn parlor, the public dining room, the stable yard—as stages for social exchange, where strangers of different ranks meet, reputations are made and unmade, and narratives of hospitality and suspicion unfold.

London’s rapid growth shaped provincial life through markets, fashion, and employment, while the countryside sustained agriculture, seasonal labor, and parish solidarities. The metropolis, with its theaters, print shops, coffeehouses, and debtors’ prisons, stood as a magnet for ambition and a site of moral anxiety. Provincial towns were linked to London by carriers and coaches, yet preserved local customs and hierarchies. Joseph Andrews moves between these spheres, contrasting rural neighborliness and scarcity with urban bustle and display. The book captures the period’s widening circulation of people and ideas while noting how urban sophistication could mask self-interest as surely as rustic simplicity could conceal generosity.

The Old Poor Law, rooted in statutes from 1601 and shaped by the Settlement Act of 1662, organized parish relief for the needy. Overseers collected poor rates, managed workhouses in some locales, and policed settlement to prevent migration of paupers. Debates intensified over distinguishing the deserving from the idle poor, with charity sermons, parish examinations, and local taxes all in play. In the 1730s and 1740s, philanthropic initiatives—such as the Foundling Hospital (charter 1739)—promoted organized benevolence. Fielding’s narrative returns repeatedly to almsgiving, hospitality, and relief, testing whether charitable acts are sincere or theatrical and whether institutions serve mercy or reputation.

Print culture underpins the novel’s creation and reception. By the 1730s, London boasted numerous booksellers, newspapers, and periodical essays, building on earlier ventures like the Tatler and the Spectator. Subscription publishing, reprint markets, and circulating libraries—emerging from the 1720s onward—expanded access for middling readers, including women. Moral weeklies framed polite reading as self-improvement, encouraging attention to character and manners. Joseph Andrews, with its preface defending the comic epic in prose, assumes readers conversant with satire, classical references, and current controversies. Its digressions and inset tales exploit conventions familiar to an audience trained by essays and pamphlets to weigh examples and arguments.

Fielding’s artistic model draws on classical decorum and the Spanish picaresque, especially Cervantes’s Don Quixote. He adapts episodic travel, the pairing of a naïf with a morally upright companion, and the exposure of pretenders through adventure. The preface invokes ancient critics to justify prose’s capacity for epic breadth while committing to verisimilitude about ordinary life. English satirists like Jonathan Swift and Alexander Pope supplied a culture of ridicule aimed at hypocrisy and cant. Joseph Andrews uses these resources to anatomize contemporary manners, merging scholarly allusion with colloquial scenes so that high theory and low life continually illuminate one another.

Gender relations and sexual economy form a crucial backdrop. Marriage was both a moral institution and a contract shaping property and status. Servants, often young and single, were exposed to predatory advances without robust legal protection, though courts heard breach-of-promise cases and servants could seek redress in limited ways. Conduct literature promoted modesty and domestic virtue, while gossip, letters, and reputation governed courtship. Joseph Andrews reverses some expectations by dramatizing male chastity and testing female authority, thereby questioning double standards. The book reflects a society in which virtue talk was pervasive, yet power imbalances in households made such ideals hard to realize consistently.

Economic change and consumption patterns color the setting. The early eighteenth century saw a consumer revolution: shops multiplied; textiles, printed cottons, and fashionable clothing signaled rank; tea, coffee, and sugar were everyday luxuries. Livery and dress coded status instantly in public spaces like inns and churches. Alcohol consumption, especially gin, sparked moral alarm. The Gin Act of 1736 sought to curb retail sales through high duties and licensing, but widespread evasion followed; further legislation in 1751 tightened control. Fielding, later an active critic of gin, writes in a milieu attentive to excess and respectability, using scenes of eating, drinking, and display to probe self-command and social pretension.

Education and literacy affect characters’ speech and outlook. Literacy rates were rising, especially in towns, aided by grammar schools, dissenting academies, and charity schools promoted by societies such as the SPCK, founded in 1698. Anglican clergy were expected to know Latin and sometimes Greek; sermons and catechism gave basic religious instruction to parishioners. Fielding plays with this educational spectrum: the learned parson who quotes the classics meets innkeepers, ostlers, and travelers whose knowledge is practical or proverb-laden. Such encounters reflect a society where printed materials circulated widely, yet formal schooling remained uneven, and cultural authority often hinged on the performance of learning as much as its substance.

Joseph Andrews was well received and helped consolidate Fielding’s shift from dramatist to novelist. It was followed by The History of the Life of the Late Mr Jonathan Wild the Great (1743) and The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling (1749). Fielding’s engagement with crime and social policy intensified when he became a London magistrate in 1748. In 1749 he organized regularized thief-taking at Bow Street, later known as the Bow Street Runners, continued by his half-brother John Fielding. These later activities do not govern Joseph Andrews, but they confirm the continuity of Fielding’s interest in practical justice, public order, and the humane administration of the law.

The book’s comic method also intersects with contemporary visual and moral satire. Artists like William Hogarth produced sequences exposing vice and pretension, and moral weeklies rehearsed the pleasures and dangers of ridicule. While operating in prose, Fielding constructs gallery-like scenes in inns, parlors, and courtrooms that invite readers to appraise posture and motive. The reader is trained to suspect cant, recognize genuine benevolence, and weigh manners against conduct. This pedagogic satire suits an age that valued politeness yet feared that surface civility could conceal self-love. Joseph Andrews thereby mirrors and disciplines the culture it entertains, aligning laughter with moral judgment rather than cynicism alone.
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    Henry Fielding (1707–1754) was an English novelist, dramatist, journalist, and magistrate, a central figure of the Augustan age. Celebrated for shaping the comic novel and for pioneering ideas in criminal justice, he stands at the intersection of literature and public service. Fielding’s fiction married classical poetics with the everyday life of eighteenth-century Britain, creating expansive narratives driven by wit, moral inquiry, and social observation. His major novels, notably Joseph Andrews and Tom Jones, helped to define techniques of omniscient narration and plotted realism. Beyond letters, his magistracy at Bow Street made him a prominent voice on policing and legal reform in mid-century London.

Fielding was educated at Eton College and later studied at the University of Leiden, where he read classics and law before returning to England. He subsequently trained at the Middle Temple and practiced as a barrister in the 1740s. His intellectual formation drew on classical authors, neoclassical criticism, and the satiric temper of the Augustan period. Cervantes provided a crucial model for comic prose narrative, while English stage culture exposed him to farce, burlesque, and political satire. These influences informed his stated ambition to write a "comic epic in prose," uniting formal control with the energies of contemporary manners and public debate.

Fielding first won notoriety as a playwright, producing lively satires and burlesques such as The Author’s Farce, Tom Thumb, Pasquin, and The Historical Register. His stage pieces targeted theatrical fashions and political corruption, contributing to controversies that culminated in the Licensing Act of 1737, which tightened state control over drama. The new regime hindered his theatrical career and helped steer him toward law, journalism, and fiction. By the end of the 1730s he had become an influential essayist and editor, using periodicals to comment on culture and politics in the idiom of Augustan satire while refining the narrative voice he would carry into prose fiction.

His turn to fiction began with a group of satirical works engaging contemporary bestsellers and public taste. An Apology for the Life of Mrs. Shamela Andrews, a pointed parody of Richardson’s Pamela, appeared in 1741, followed by Joseph Andrews (1742) and The Life of Jonathan Wild the Great (1743). In prefaces and narrative asides he theorized the novel as a comic epic in prose, balancing plot with digression, irony with moral purpose. Fielding’s narrator emerged as an urbane commentator who addresses readers directly, setting standards of probability, decorum, and good nature while exposing imposture, cant, and the accidents that shape social experience.

The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling (1749) consolidated his achievements and broadened his readership. Designed with a carefully patterned structure and an expansive social range, it showcased his command of plotting, dialogue, and authorial commentary. Contemporary responses frequently praised its ingenuity and humanity, even as some critics objected to its frankness about appetite and folly. Amelia (1751) adopted a more sober domestic register, exploring justice, debt, and endurance in a modern urban setting. Together these novels confirmed Fielding as a master of realistic comedy, admired for panoramic storytelling, vigorous characterization, and a narrative voice that educates as it entertains.

In the late 1740s Fielding was appointed a justice of the peace for Westminster and Middlesex, a role that redirected his energies toward public administration. From Bow Street he pursued judicial reforms, helped organize paid constables later known as the Bow Street Runners, and wrote An Enquiry into the Causes of the Late Increase of Robbers (1751), advocating policing and social measures to curb crime. His journalism continued in The True Patriot, The Champion, and The Covent-Garden Journal, venues for legal commentary, satire, and literary debate. The dual identity of novelist-magistrate sharpened his concern with fairness, evidence, and the causes of disorder.

Declining health compelled him to seek a warmer climate, resulting in a final voyage to Portugal. His Journal of a Voyage to Lisbon, published posthumously, records the trip with candor and humor, revealing the resilience and curiosity that animate his fiction. Fielding died in 1754, but his legacy endures. He remains a foundational figure in the history of the English novel, influencing later writers of social panorama and satiric narrative, and his Bow Street initiatives foreshadowed modern approaches to professional policing. Readers and scholars continue to value his blend of moral reflection, narrative experiment, and comic insight into everyday life.
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As it is possible the mere English reader may have a different idea of romance from the author of these little 1 volumes, and may consequently expect a kind of entertainment not to be found, nor which was even intended, in the following pages, it may not be improper to premise a few words concerning this kind of writing, which I do not remember to have seen hitherto attempted in our language.

The EPIC, as well as the DRAMA, is divided into tragedy and comedy. HOMER, who was the father of this species of poetry, gave us a pattern of both these, though that of the latter kind is entirely lost; which Aristotle tells us, bore the same relation to comedy which his Iliad bears to tragedy. And perhaps, that we have no more instances of it among the writers of antiquity, is owing to the loss of this great pattern, which, had it survived, would have found its imitators equally with the other poems of this great original.

And farther, as this poetry may be tragic or comic, I will not scruple to say it may be likewise either in verse or prose: for though it wants one particular, which the critic enumerates in the constituent parts of an epic poem, namely metre; yet, when any kind of writing contains all its other parts, such as fable, action, characters, sentiments, and diction, and is deficient in metre only, it seems, I think, reasonable to refer it to the epic; at least, as no critic hath thought proper to range it under any other head, or to assign it a particular name to itself.

Thus the Telemachus of the archbishop of Cambray[1] appears to me of the epic kind, as well as the Odyssey of Homer; indeed, it is much fairer and more reasonable to give it a name common with that species from which it differs only in a single instance, than to confound it with those which it resembles in no other. Such are those voluminous works, commonly called Romances, namely, Clelia, Cleopatra, Astraea, Cassandra, the Grand Cyrus, and innumerable others, which contain, as I apprehend, very little instruction or entertainment.

Now, a comic romance is a comic epic poem in prose; differing from comedy, as the serious epic from tragedy: its action being more extended and comprehensive; containing a much larger circle of incidents, and introducing a greater variety of characters. It differs from the serious romance in its fable and action, in this; that as in the one these are grave and solemn, so in the other they are light and ridiculous: it differs in its characters by introducing persons of inferior rank, and consequently, of inferior manners, whereas the grave romance sets the highest before us: lastly, in its sentiments and diction; by preserving the ludicrous instead of the sublime. In the diction, I think, burlesque itself may be sometimes admitted; of which many instances will occur in this work, as in the description of the battles, and some other places, not necessary to be pointed out to the classical reader, for whose entertainment those parodies or burlesque imitations are chiefly calculated.

But though we have sometimes admitted this in our diction, we have carefully excluded it from our sentiments and characters; for there it is never properly introduced, unless in writings of the burlesque kind, which this is not intended to be. Indeed, no two species of writing can differ more widely than the comic and the burlesque; for as the latter is ever the exhibition of what is monstrous and unnatural, and where our delight, if we examine it, arises from the surprizing absurdity, as in appropriating the manners of the highest to the lowest, or e converso; so in the former we should ever confine ourselves strictly to nature, from the just imitation of which will flow all the pleasure we can this way convey to a sensible reader. And perhaps there is one reason why a comic writer should of all others be the least excused for deviating from nature, since it may not be always so easy for a serious poet to meet with the great and the admirable; but life everywhere furnishes an accurate observer with the ridiculous.

I have hinted this little concerning burlesque, because I have often heard that name given to performances which have been truly of the comic kind, from the author's having sometimes admitted it in his diction only; which, as it is the dress of poetry, doth, like the dress of men, establish characters (the one of the whole poem, and the other of the whole man), in vulgar opinion, beyond any of their greater excellences: but surely, a certain drollery in stile, where characters and sentiments are perfectly natural, no more constitutes the burlesque, than an empty pomp and dignity of words, where everything else is mean and low, can entitle any performance to the appellation of the true sublime.

And I apprehend my Lord Shaftesbury's opinion of mere burlesque agrees with mine, when he asserts, There is no such thing to be found in the writings of the ancients. But perhaps I have less abhorrence than he professes for it; and that, not because I have had some little success on the stage this way, but rather as it contributes more to exquisite mirth and laughter than any other; and these are probably more wholesome physic for the mind, and conduce better to purge away spleen, melancholy, and ill affections, than is generally imagined. Nay, I will appeal to common observation, whether the same companies are not found more full of good-humour and benevolence, after they have been sweetened for two or three hours with entertainments of this kind, than when soured by a tragedy or a grave lecture.

But to illustrate all this by another science, in which, perhaps, we shall see the distinction more clearly and plainly, let us examine the works of a comic history painter, with those performances which the Italians call Caricatura, where we shall find the true excellence of the former to consist in the exactest copying of nature; insomuch that a judicious eye instantly rejects anything outre, any liberty which the painter hath taken with the features of that alma mater; whereas in the Caricatura we allow all licence—its aim is to exhibit monsters, not men; and all distortions and exaggerations whatever are within its proper province.

Now, what Caricatura is in painting, Burlesque is in writing; and in the same manner the comic writer and painter correlate to each other. And here I shall observe, that, as in the former the painter seems to have the advantage; so it is in the latter infinitely on the side of the writer; for the Monstrous is much easier to paint than describe, and the Ridiculous to describe than paint.

And though perhaps this latter species doth not in either science so strongly affect and agitate the muscles as the other; yet it will be owned, I believe, that a more rational and useful pleasure arises to us from it. He who should call the ingenious Hogarth a burlesque painter, would, in my opinion, do him very little honour; for sure it is much easier, much less the subject of admiration, to paint a man with a nose, or any other feature, of a preposterous size, or to expose him in some absurd or monstrous attitude, than to express the affections of men on canvas. It hath been thought a vast commendation of a painter to say his figures seem to breathe; but surely it is a much greater and nobler applause, that they appear to think.

But to return. The Ridiculous only, as I have before said, falls within my province in the present work. Nor will some explanation of this word be thought impertinent by the reader, if he considers how wonderfully it hath been mistaken, even by writers who have professed it: for to what but such a mistake can we attribute the many attempts to ridicule the blackest villanies, and, what is yet worse, the most dreadful calamities? What could exceed the absurdity of an author, who should write the comedy of Nero, with the merry incident of ripping up his mother's belly? or what would give a greater shock to humanity than an attempt to expose the miseries of poverty and distress to ridicule? And yet the reader will not want much learning to suggest such instances to himself.

Besides, it may seem remarkable, that Aristotle, who is so fond and free of definitions, hath not thought proper to define the Ridiculous. Indeed, where he tells us it is proper to comedy, he hath remarked that villany is not its object: but he hath not, as I remember, positively asserted what is. Nor doth the Abbe Bellegarde, who hath written a treatise on this subject, though he shows us many species of it, once trace it to its fountain.

The only source of the true Ridiculous (as it appears to me) is affectation[1q]. But though it arises from one spring only, when we consider the infinite streams into which this one branches, we shall presently cease to admire at the copious field it affords to an observer. Now, affectation proceeds from one of these two causes, vanity or hypocrisy: for as vanity puts us on affecting false characters, in order to purchase applause; so hypocrisy sets us on an endeavour to avoid censure, by concealing our vices under an appearance of their opposite virtues. And though these two causes are often confounded (for there is some difficulty in distinguishing them), yet, as they proceed from very different motives, so they are as clearly distinct in their operations: for indeed, the affectation which arises from vanity is nearer to truth than the other, as it hath not that violent repugnancy of nature to struggle with, which that of the hypocrite hath. It may be likewise noted, that affectation doth not imply an absolute negation of those qualities which are affected; and, therefore, though, when it proceeds from hypocrisy, it be nearly allied to deceit; yet when it comes from vanity only, it partakes of the nature of ostentation: for instance, the affectation of liberality in a vain man differs visibly from the same affectation in the avaricious; for though the vain man is not what he would appear, or hath not the virtue he affects, to the degree he would be thought to have it; yet it sits less awkwardly on him than on the avaricious man, who is the very reverse of what he would seem to be.

From the discovery of this affectation arises the Ridiculous, which always strikes the reader with surprize and pleasure; and that in a higher and stronger degree when the affectation arises from hypocrisy, than when from vanity; for to discover any one to be the exact reverse of what he affects, is more surprizing, and consequently more ridiculous, than to find him a little deficient in the quality he desires the reputation of. I might observe that our Ben Jonson, who of all men understood the Ridiculous the best, hath chiefly used the hypocritical affectation.

Now, from affectation only, the misfortunes and calamities of life, or the imperfections of nature, may become the objects of ridicule. Surely he hath a very ill-framed mind who can look on ugliness, infirmity, or poverty, as ridiculous in themselves: nor do I believe any man living, who meets a dirty fellow riding through the streets in a cart, is struck with an idea of the Ridiculous from it; but if he should see the same figure descend from his coach and six, or bolt from his chair with his hat under his arm, he would then begin to laugh, and with justice. In the same manner, were we to enter a poor house and behold a wretched family shivering with cold and languishing with hunger, it would not incline us to laughter (at least we must have very diabolical natures if it would); but should we discover there a grate, instead of coals, adorned with flowers, empty plate or china dishes on the sideboard, or any other affectation of riches and finery, either on their persons or in their furniture, we might then indeed be excused for ridiculing so fantastical an appearance. Much less are natural imperfections the object of derision; but when ugliness aims at the applause of beauty, or lameness endeavours to display agility, it is then that these unfortunate circumstances, which at first moved our compassion, tend only to raise our mirth.

The poet carries this very far:—


    None are for being what they are in fault,

    But for not being what they would be thought.



Where if the metre would suffer the word Ridiculous to close the first line, the thought would be rather more proper. Great vices are the proper objects of our detestation, smaller faults, of our pity; but affectation appears to me the only true source of the Ridiculous.

But perhaps it may be objected to me, that I have against my own rules introduced vices, and of a very black kind, into this work. To which I shall answer: first, that it is very difficult to pursue a series of human actions, and keep clear from them. Secondly, that the vices to be found here are rather the accidental consequences of some human frailty or foible, than causes habitually existing in the mind. Thirdly, that they are never set forth as the objects of ridicule, but detestation. Fourthly, that they are never the principal figure at that time on the scene: and, lastly, they never produce the intended evil.

Having thus distinguished Joseph Andrews from the productions of romance writers on the one hand and burlesque writers on the other, and given some few very short hints (for I intended no more) of this species of writing, which I have affirmed to be hitherto unattempted in our language; I shall leave to my good-natured reader to apply my piece to my observations, and will detain him no longer than with a word concerning the characters in this work.

And here I solemnly protest I have no intention to vilify or asperse any one; for though everything is copied from the book of nature, and scarce a character or action produced which I have not taken from my I own observations and experience; yet I have used the utmost care to obscure the persons by such different circumstances, degrees, and colours, that it will be impossible to guess at them with any degree of certainty; and if it ever happens otherwise, it is only where the failure characterized is so minute, that it is a foible only which the party himself may laugh at as well as any other.

As to the character of Adams, as it is the most glaring in the whole, so I conceive it is not to be found in any book now extant. It is designed a character of perfect simplicity; and as the goodness of his heart will recommend him to the good-natured, so I hope it will excuse me to the gentlemen of his cloth; for whom, while they are worthy of their sacred order, no man can possibly have a greater respect. They will therefore excuse me, notwithstanding the low adventures in which he is engaged, that I have made him a clergyman; since no other office could have given him so many opportunities of displaying his worthy inclinations.




1. Joseph Andrews was originally published in 2 vols. duodecimo.
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Of writing lives in general, and particularly of Pamela; with a word by the bye of Colley Cibber and others.

It is a trite but true observation, that examples work more forcibly on the mind than precepts: and if this be just in what is odious and blameable, it is more strongly so in what is amiable and praiseworthy. Here emulation most effectually operates upon us, and inspires our imitation in an irresistible manner. A good man therefore is a standing lesson to all his acquaintance, and of far greater use in that narrow circle than a good book.

But as it often happens that the best men are but little known, and consequently cannot extend the usefulness of their examples a great way; the writer may be called in aid to spread their history farther, and to present the amiable pictures to those who have not the happiness of knowing the originals; and so, by communicating such valuable patterns to the world, he may perhaps do a more extensive service to mankind than the person whose life originally afforded the pattern.

In this light I have always regarded those biographers who have recorded the actions of great and worthy persons of both sexes. Not to mention those antient writers which of late days are little read, being written in obsolete, and as they are generally thought, unintelligible languages, such as Plutarch, Nepos, and others which I heard of in my youth; our own language affords many of excellent use and instruction, finely calculated to sow the seeds of virtue in youth, and very easy to be comprehended by persons of moderate capacity. Such as the history of John the Great, who, by his brave and heroic actions against men of large and athletic bodies, obtained the glorious appellation of the Giant-killer; that of an Earl of Warwick, whose Christian name was Guy; the lives of Argalus and Parthenia; and above all, the history of those seven worthy personages, the Champions of Christendom. In all these delight is mixed with instruction, and the reader is almost as much improved as entertained.

But I pass by these and many others to mention two books lately published, which represent an admirable pattern of the amiable in either sex. The former of these, which deals in male virtue, was written by the great person himself, who lived the life he hath recorded, and is by many thought to have lived such a life only in order to write it. The other is communicated to us by an historian who borrows his lights, as the common method is, from authentic papers and records. The reader, I believe, already conjectures, I mean the lives of Mr. Colley Cibber and of Mrs. Pamela Andrews. How artfully doth the former, by insinuating that he escaped being promoted to the highest stations in Church and State, teach us a contempt of worldly grandeur! how strongly doth he inculcate an absolute submission to our superiors! Lastly, how completely doth he arm us against so uneasy, so wretched a passion as the fear of shame! how clearly doth he expose the emptiness and vanity of that phantom, reputation!

What the female readers are taught by the memoirs of Mrs. Andrews is so well set forth in the excellent essays or letters prefixed to the second and subsequent editions of that work, that it would be here a needless repetition. The authentic history with which I now present the public is an instance of the great good that book is likely to do, and of the prevalence of example which I have just observed: since it will appear that it was by keeping the excellent pattern of his sister's virtues before his eyes, that Mr. Joseph Andrews was chiefly enabled to preserve his purity in the midst of such great temptations. I shall only add that this character of male chastity, though doubtless as desirable and becoming in one part of the human species as in the other, is almost the only virtue which the great apologist hath not given himself for the sake of giving the example to his readers.
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Of Mr. Joseph Andrews, his birth, parentage, education, and great endowments; with a word or two concerning ancestors.

Mr. Joseph Andrews, the hero of our ensuing history, was esteemed to be the only son of Gaffar and Gammer Andrews, and brother to the illustrious Pamela, whose virtue is at present so famous. As to his ancestors, we have searched with great diligence, but little success; being unable to trace them farther than his great-grandfather, who, as an elderly person in the parish remembers to have heard his father say, was an excellent cudgel-player. Whether he had any ancestors before this, we must leave to the opinion of our curious reader, finding nothing of sufficient certainty to rely on. However, we cannot omit inserting an epitaph which an ingenious friend of ours hath communicated:—



      Stay, traveller, for underneath this pew

      Lies fast asleep that merry man Andrew:

      When the last day's great sun shall gild the skies,

      Then he shall from his tomb get up and rise.

      Be merry while thou canst: for surely thou

      Shalt shortly be as sad as he is now.





The words are almost out of the stone with antiquity. But it is needless to observe that Andrew here is writ without an s, and is, besides, a Christian name. My friend, moreover, conjectures this to have been the founder of that sect of laughing philosophers since called Merry-andrews.

To waive, therefore, a circumstance which, though mentioned in conformity to the exact rules of biography, is not greatly material, I proceed to things of more consequence. Indeed, it is sufficiently certain that he had as many ancestors as the best man living, and, perhaps, if we look five or six hundred years backwards, might be related to some persons of very great figure at present, whose ancestors within half the last century are buried in as great obscurity. But suppose, for argument's sake, we should admit that he had no ancestors at all, but had sprung up, according to the modern phrase, out of a dunghill, as the Athenians pretended they themselves did from the earth, would not this autokopros 2 have been justly entitled to all the praise arising from his own virtues? Would it not be hard that a man who hath no ancestors should therefore be rendered incapable of acquiring honour; when we see so many who have no virtues enjoying the honour of their forefathers? At ten years old (by which time his education was advanced to writing and reading) he was bound an apprentice, according to the statute, to Sir Thomas Booby, an uncle of Mr. Booby's by the father's side. Sir Thomas having then an estate in his own hands, the young Andrews was at first employed in what in the country they call keeping birds. His office was to perform the part the ancients assigned to the god Priapus, which deity the moderns call by the name of Jack o' Lent; but his voice being so extremely musical, that it rather allured the birds than terrified them, he was soon transplanted from the fields into the dog-kennel, where he was placed under the huntsman, and made what the sportsmen term whipper-in. For this place likewise the sweetness of his voice disqualified him; the dogs preferring the melody of his chiding to all the alluring notes of the huntsman, who soon became so incensed at it, that he desired Sir Thomas to provide otherwise for him, and constantly laid every fault the dogs were at to the account of the poor boy, who was now transplanted to the stable. Here he soon gave proofs of strength and agility beyond his years, and constantly rode the most spirited and vicious horses to water, with an intrepidity which surprized every one. While he was in this station, he rode several races for Sir Thomas, and this with such expertness and success, that the neighbouring gentlemen frequently solicited the knight to permit little Joey (for so he was called) to ride their matches. The best gamesters, before they laid their money, always inquired which horse little Joey was to ride; and the bets were rather proportioned by the rider than by the horse himself; especially after he had scornfully refused a considerable bribe to play booty on such an occasion. This extremely raised his character, and so pleased the Lady Booby, that she desired to have him (being now seventeen years of age) for her own footboy.

Joey was now preferred from the stable to attend on his lady, to go on her errands, stand behind her chair, wait at her tea-table, and carry her prayer-book to church; at which place his voice gave him an opportunity of distinguishing himself by singing psalms: he behaved likewise in every other respect so well at Divine service, that it recommended him to the notice of Mr. Abraham Adams, the curate, who took an opportunity one day, as he was drinking a cup of ale in Sir Thomas's kitchen, to ask the young man several questions concerning religion; with his answers to which he was wonderfully pleased.




 2. In English, sprung from a dunghill.
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Of Mr. Abraham Adams the curate, Mrs. Slipslop the chambermaid, and others.

Mr. Abraham Adams was an excellent scholar. He was a perfect master of the Greek and Latin languages; to which he added a great share of knowledge in the Oriental tongues; and could read and translate French, Italian, and Spanish. He had applied many years to the most severe study, and had treasured up a fund of learning rarely to be met with in a university. He was, besides, a man of good sense, good parts, and good nature; but was at the same time as entirely ignorant of the ways of this world as an infant just entered into it could possibly be. As he had never any intention to deceive, so he never suspected such a design in others. He was generous, friendly, and brave to an excess; but simplicity was his characteristick: he did, no more than Mr. Colley Cibber[2], apprehend any such passions as malice and envy to exist in mankind; which was indeed less remarkable in a country parson than in a gentleman who hath passed his life behind the scenes—a place which hath been seldom thought the school of innocence, and where a very little observation would have convinced the great apologist that those passions have a real existence in the human mind.

His virtue, and his other qualifications, as they rendered him equal to his office, so they made him an agreeable and valuable companion, and had so much endeared and well recommended him to a bishop, that at the age of fifty he was provided with a handsome income of twenty-three pounds a year; which, however, he could not make any great figure with, because he lived in a dear country, and was a little encumbered with a wife and six children.

It was this gentleman, who having, as I have said, observed the singular devotion of young Andrews, had found means to question him concerning several particulars; as, how many books there were in the New Testament? which were they? how many chapters they contained? and such like: to all which, Mr. Adams privately said, he answered much better than Sir Thomas, or two other neighbouring justices of the peace could probably have done.

Mr. Adams was wonderfully solicitous to know at what time, and by what opportunity, the youth became acquainted with these matters: Joey told him that he had very early learnt to read and write by the goodness of his father, who, though he had not interest enough to get him into a charity school, because a cousin of his father's landlord did not vote on the right side for a churchwarden in a borough town, yet had been himself at the expense of sixpence a week for his learning. He told him likewise, that ever since he was in Sir Thomas's family he had employed all his hours of leisure in reading good books; that he had read the Bible, the Whole Duty of Man, and Thomas a Kempis; and that as often as he could, without being perceived, he had studied a great good book which lay open in the hall window, where he had read, "as how the devil carried away half a church in sermon-time, without hurting one of the congregation; and as how a field of corn ran away down a hill with all the trees upon it, and covered another man's meadow." This sufficiently assured Mr. Adams that the good book meant could be no other than Baker's Chronicle.

The curate, surprized to find such instances of industry and application in a young man who had never met with the least encouragement, asked him, If he did not extremely regret the want of a liberal education, and the not having been born of parents who might have indulged his talents and desire of knowledge? To which he answered, "He hoped he had profited somewhat better from the books he had read than to lament his condition in this world. That, for his part, he was perfectly content with the state to which he was called; that he should endeavour to improve his talent, which was all required of him; but not repine at his own lot, nor envy those of his betters." "Well said, my lad," replied the curate; "and I wish some who have read many more good books, nay, and some who have written good books themselves, had profited so much by them."

Adams had no nearer access to Sir Thomas or my lady than through the waiting-gentlewoman; for Sir Thomas was too apt to estimate men merely by their dress or fortune; and my lady was a woman of gaiety, who had been blest with a town education, and never spoke of any of her country neighbours by any other appellation than that of the brutes. They both regarded the curate as a kind of domestic only, belonging to the parson of the parish, who was at this time at variance with the knight; for the parson had for many years lived in a constant state of civil war, or, which is perhaps as bad, of civil law, with Sir Thomas himself and the tenants of his manor. The foundation of this quarrel was a modus, by setting which aside an advantage of several shillings per annum would have accrued to the rector; but he had not yet been able to accomplish his purpose, and had reaped hitherto nothing better from the suits than the pleasure (which he used indeed frequently to say was no small one) of reflecting that he had utterly undone many of the poor tenants, though he had at the same time greatly impoverished himself.

Mrs. Slipslop, the waiting-gentlewoman, being herself the daughter of a curate, preserved some respect for Adams: she professed great regard for his learning, and would frequently dispute with him on points of theology; but always insisted on a deference to be paid to her understanding, as she had been frequently at London, and knew more of the world than a country parson could pretend to.

She had in these disputes a particular advantage over Adams: for she was a mighty affecter of hard words, which she used in such a manner that the parson, who durst not offend her by calling her words in question, was frequently at some loss to guess her meaning, and would have been much less puzzled by an Arabian manuscript.

Adams therefore took an opportunity one day, after a pretty long discourse with her on the essence (or, as she pleased to term it, the incence) of matter, to mention the case of young Andrews; desiring her to recommend him to her lady as a youth very susceptible of learning, and one whose instruction in Latin he would himself undertake; by which means he might be qualified for a higher station than that of a footman; and added, she knew it was in his master's power easily to provide for him in a better manner. He therefore desired that the boy might be left behind under his care.

"La! Mr. Adams," said Mrs. Slipslop, "do you think my lady will suffer any preambles about any such matter? She is going to London very concisely, and I am confidous would not leave Joey behind her on any account; for he is one of the genteelest young fellows you may see in a summer's day; and I am confidous she would as soon think of parting with a pair of her grey mares, for she values herself as much on one as the other." Adams would have interrupted, but she proceeded: "And why is Latin more necessitous for a footman than a gentleman? It is very proper that you clergymen must learn it, because you can't preach without it: but I have heard gentlemen say in London, that it is fit for nobody else. I am confidous my lady would be angry with me for mentioning it; and I shall draw myself into no such delemy." At which words her lady's bell rung, and Mr. Adams was forced to retire; nor could he gain a second opportunity with her before their London journey, which happened a few days afterwards. However, Andrews behaved very thankfully and gratefully to him for his intended kindness, which he told him he never would forget, and at the same time received from the good man many admonitions concerning the regulation of his future conduct, and his perseverance in innocence and industry.
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What happened after their journey to London.

No sooner was young Andrews arrived at London than he began to scrape an acquaintance with his party-coloured brethren, who endeavoured to make him despise his former course of life. His hair was cut after the newest fashion, and became his chief care; he went abroad with it all the morning in papers, and drest it out in the afternoon. They could not, however, teach him to game, swear, drink, nor any other genteel vice the town abounded with. He applied most of his leisure hours to music, in which he greatly improved himself; and became so perfect a connoisseur in that art, that he led the opinion of all the other footmen at an opera, and they never condemned or applauded a single song contrary to his approbation or dislike. He was a little too forward in riots at the play-houses and assemblies; and when he attended his lady at church (which was but seldom) he behaved with less seeming devotion than formerly: however, if he was outwardly a pretty fellow, his morals remained entirely uncorrupted, though he was at the same time smarter and genteeler than any of the beaus in town, either in or out of livery.

His lady, who had often said of him that Joey was the handsomest and genteelest footman in the kingdom, but that it was pity he wanted spirit, began now to find that fault no longer; on the contrary, she was frequently heard to cry out, "Ay, there is some life in this fellow." She plainly saw the effects which the town air hath on the soberest constitutions. She would now walk out with him into Hyde Park in a morning, and when tired, which happened almost every minute, would lean on his arm, and converse with him in great familiarity. Whenever she stept out of her coach, she would take him by the hand, and sometimes, for fear of stumbling, press it very hard; she admitted him to deliver messages at her bedside in a morning, leered at him at table, and indulged him in all those innocent freedoms which women of figure may permit without the least sully of their virtue.

But though their virtue remains unsullied, yet now and then some small arrows will glance on the shadow of it, their reputation; and so it fell out to Lady Booby, who happened to be walking arm-in-arm with Joey one morning in Hyde Park, when Lady Tittle and Lady Tattle came accidentally by in their coach. "Bless me," says Lady Tittle, "can I believe my eyes? Is that Lady Booby?"—"Surely," says Tattle. "But what makes you surprized?"—"Why, is not that her footman?" replied Tittle. At which Tattle laughed, and cried, "An old business, I assure you: is it possible you should not have heard it? The whole town hath known it this half-year." The consequence of this interview was a whisper through a hundred visits, which were
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