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BOOK I

CHAPTER I

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 praise-
worthy. Here Emulation most effectually operates upon us, and
inspires our Imitation in an irresistible manner. A good Man there-
fore 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 T have always regarded those Biographers who have
recorded the Actions of greatand 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, uninteliligible
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 are the History of John the Great, who, by his brave and heroic
Actions against Men of large and athletic Bodies, obtained the glori-
ous Appellation of the Giant-killer; that of an Earl of Warwick,
whose Christian Name was Guy; the Lives of Argalus and Parthenia,
and aboveall, the History of those seven worthy Personages, the Cham-
pions of Christendom.* In all these, Delight is mixed with Instruc-
tion, and the Reader is almost as much improved as entertained.



16 FJoseph Andrews

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
Fantom, Reputation!*

What the Female Readers are taught by the Memoirs of Mrs.
Andrews, is so well set forth in the excellent Essays or Letters pre-
fixed 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, tho’ 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.



CHAPTER 1I

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 Grand-
father, 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 relie 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 can’st: for surely thou

Shall 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 wave therefore a Circumstance, which, tho’ mentioned in con-
formity to the exact Rules of Biography, is not greatly material; I pro-
ceed 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 Ances-
tors 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 "4utokopros have been justly entitled to all the

' In English, sprung from a Dunghil.
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Praise arising from his own Virtues? Would it not be hard, that a
Man who hath no Ancestors should therefore be render’d 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 Antients
assigned to the God Priapus,* which Deity the Moderns call by the
Name of Jack-0’-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 Sportsmen term a
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 fre-
quently 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 enquired which Horse little Joey was to ride,
and the Betts were rather proportioned by the Rider than by the
Horse himself; especially after he had scornfully refused a consider-
able Bribe to play booty* on such an Occasion. This extremely raised
his Character, and so pleased the I.ady Booby, that she desired to
have him (being now seventeen Years of Age)* for her own Foot-boy.

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
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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 Kitchin, to ask the young Man several
Questions concerning Religion; with his Answers to which he was
wonderfully pleased.

CHAPTER III

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 Character-
istic: he did, no more than Mr. Colley Cibber, 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
past his Life behind the Scenes, a Place which hath been seldom
thought the School of Innocence; and where a very little Observa-
tion 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 hand-
some 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 incumbered 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
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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
answer’d much better than Sir Thoemas, or two other neighbouring
Justices of the Peace could probably have done.

Mr. Adams was wonderfully sollicitous 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 Church-
warden in a Borough Town, yet had been himself at the Expence 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 4 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,’ reply’d 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
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Woman of Gaiety, who had been bless’d 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 fre-
quently to say was no small one) of reflecting that he had utterly
undone many of the poor Tenants, tho’ he had at the same time
greatly impoverish’d himself.

Mrs. Shpslop the Waiting-Gentlewoman, being herself the
Daughter of a Curate, preserved some Respect for Adams; she pro-
fessed 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 Arasian 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
Incense) 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. Slpslop, ‘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
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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 Clargymen must learn it,
because you can’t preach without it: but I have heard Gentlemen say
in London, that it is fit for no body 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 Londor Journey, which happened a few Days
afterwards. However, Andrews behaved very thankfully and grate-
fully 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.

CHAPTER 1V

What happened afier their Journey to London.

No sooner was young Andrews arrived at London, than he began to
scrape an Acquaintance with his party-colour’d Brethren, who
endeavour’d 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, tho’ he was at the
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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 con-
trary, she was frequently heard to cry out, Aye, there is some Life in
this Fellow. She plainly saw the Effects which 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 Bed-side 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 tho’ 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 Boobdy, 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? reply’d
Tittle. At which Tattle laughed and cryed, 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 separately performed
by the two Ladies' the same Afternoon, and might have had a mis-
chievous Effect, had it not been stopt by two fresh Reputations
which were published the Day afterwards, and engrossed the whole
Talk of the Town.

But whatever Opinion or Suspicion the scandalous Inclination of
Defamers might entertain of Lady Booby’s innocent Freedoms, it is
certain they made no Impression on young Andrews, who never
offered to encroach beyond the Liberties which his Lady allowed
him. A Behaviour which she imputed to the violent Respect he

! It may seem an Absurdity that Tastle should visit, as she actually did, to spread a
known Scandal: but the Reader may reconcile this, by supposing with me, that, notwith-
standing what she says, this was her first Acquaintance with it.
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preserved for her, and which served only to heighten a something
she began to conceive, and which the next Chapter will open a little
farther.

CHAPTER V

The Death of Sir Thomas Booby, with the affectionate and
mournful Behaviour of his Widow, and the great Purity of
Joseph Andrews.

At this Time, an Accident happened which put a stop to these
agreeable Walks, which probably would have soon puffed up the
Cheeks of Fame,* and caused her to blow her brazen Trumpet
through the Town, and this was no other than the Death of Sir
Thomas Booby, who departing this Life, left his disconsolate Lady
confined to her House as closely as if she herself had been attacked
by some violent Disease. During the first six Days the poor Lady
admitted none but Mrs. S/ipslop and three Female Friends who made
a Party at Cards: but on the seventh she ordered Joey, whom for a
good Reason we shall hereafter call JosEPH,* to bring up her Tea-
kettle. The Lady being in Bed, called Foseph to her, bad him sit
down, and having accidentally laid her hand on his, she asked him, ¢f’
he had never been in Love? Joseph answered, with some Confusion, ‘it
was time enough for one so young as himself to think on such
things.” ‘As young as you are,’ reply’d the Lady, ‘I am convinced you
are no Stranger to that Passion; Come Joey,’ says she, ‘tell me truly,
who is the happy Girl whose Eyes have made a Conquest of you?’
Joseph returned, ‘that all Women he had ever seen were equally
indifferent to him.” ‘O then,’ said the Lady, ‘you are a general Lover.
Indeed you handsome Fellows, like handsome Women, are very long
and difficult in fixing: but yet you shall never persuade me that your
Heart is so insusceptible of Affection; I rather impute what you say
to your Secrecy, a very commendable Quality, and what I am far
from being angry with you for. Nothing can be more unworthy in a
young Man than to betray any Intimacies with the Ladies.” Ladies/
Madam, said Joseph, I am sure I never had the Impudence to think of
any that deserve that Name. ‘Don’t pretend to too much Modesty,’
said she, ‘for that sometimes may be impertinent: but pray, answer
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me this Question, Suppose a Lady should happen to like you, sup-
pose she should prefer you to all your Sex, and admit you to the same
Familiarities as you might have hoped for, if you had been born her
equal, are you certain that no Vanity could tempt you to discover
her? Answer me honestly, Joseph, Have you so much more Sense and
so much more Virtue than you handsome young Fellows generally
have, who make no scruple of sacrificing our dear Reputation to your
Pride, without considering the great Obligation we lay on you, by
our Condescension and Confidence? Can you keep a Secret, my
Joey? ‘Madam,’ says he, ‘I hope your Ladyship can’t tax me with
ever betraying the Secrets of the Family, and I hope, if you was to
turn me away, I might have that Character of you.” ‘I don’t intend to
turn you away, Joey, said she, and sighed, ‘T am afraid it is not in my
power.’ She then raised herself a little in her Bed, and discovered* one
of the whitest Necks that ever was seen; at which Joseph blushed.
‘Lal’ says she, in an affected Surprize, ‘what am I doing? I have
trusted myself with a Man alone, naked in Bed; suppose you should
have any wicked Intentions upon my Honour, how should I defend
myself?’ Foseph protested that he never had the least evil Design
against her. ‘No,’ says she, ‘perhaps you may not call your Designs
wicked, and perhaps they are not so.’—He swore they were not.
“‘You misunderstand me,’ says she, ‘I mean if they were against my
Honour, they may not be wicked, but the World calls them so. But
then, say you, the World will never know any thing of the Matter, yet
would not that be trusting to your Secrecy? Must not my Reputation
be then in your power? Would you not then be my Master?” Foseph
begged her Ladyship to be comforted, for that he would never
imagine the least wicked thing against her, and that he had rather die
a thousand Deaths than give her any reason to suspect him. ‘Yes,’
said she, ‘I must have Reason to suspect you. Are you not a Man? and
without Vanity I may pretend to some Charms. But perhaps you may
fear I should prosecute you; indeed I hope you do, and yet Heaven
knows I should never have the Confidence to appear before a Court
of Justice, and you know, Joey, I am of a forgiving Temper. Tell me
Joey, don’t you think I should forgive you?’ ‘Indeed Madam,’ says
FJoseph, ‘I will never do any thing to disoblige your Ladyship.’
‘How,’ says she, ‘do you think it would not disoblige me then? Do
you think I would willingly suffer you?’ ‘I don’t understand you,
Madam,’ says Joseph. ‘Don’t you?’ said she, ‘then you are either a
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Fool or pretend to be so, I find I was mistaken in you, so get you
down Stairs, and never let me see your Face again: your pretended
Innocence cannot impose on me.” ‘Madam,’ said Fosep#, ‘I would not
have your Ladyship think any Evil of me. I have always endeavoured
to be a dutiful Servant both to you and my Master.” ‘O thou Villain,’
answered my Lady, ‘Why did’st thou mention the Name of that dear
Man, unless to torment me, to bring his precious Memory to my
Mind, (and then she burst into a Fit of Tears.) Get thee from my
Sight, I shall never endure thee more.” At which Words she turned
away from him, and Joseph retreated from the Room in a most dis-
consolate Condition, and writ that Letter which the Reader will find
in the next Chapter.

CHAPTER VI
How Joseph Andrews writ a Letter to his Sister Pamela.

T o Mrs. Pamela Andrews, living with Squire Booby.

‘Dear Sister,

‘Since I received your Letter of your good Lady’s Death, we have
had a Misfortune of the same kind in our Family. My worthy Master,
Sir Thomas, died about four Days ago, and what is worse, my poor
Lady is certainly gone distracted. None of the Servants expected her
to take it so to heart, because they quarrelled almost every day of
their Lives: but no more of that, because you know, Pamela, 1 never
loved to tell the Secrets of my Master’s Family; but to be sure you
must have known they never loved one another, and I have heard her
Ladyship wish his Honour dead above a thousand times: but no body
knows what it is to lose a Friend till they have lost him.

‘Don’t tell any body what I write, because I should not care to have
Folks say I discover what passes in our Family: but if it had not been
so great a Lady, I should have thought she had had a mind to me.
Dear Pamela, don’t tell any body: but she ordered me to sit down by
her Bed-side, when she was in naked Bed; and she held my Hand,
and talked exactly as a Lady does to her Sweetheart in a Stage-Play,
which I have seen in Covent-Garden, while she wanted him to be no
better than he should be.

‘If Madam be mad, I shall not care for staying long in the Family;
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so I heartily wish you could get me a Place either at the Squire’s, or
some other neighbouring Gentleman’s, unless it be true that you are
going to be married to Parson Williams, as Folks talk, and then I
should be very willing to be his Clerk: for which you know I am
qualified, being able to read, and to set a Psalm.

‘I fancy, I shall be discharged very soon; and the Moment I am,
unless I hear from you, I shall return to my old Master’s Country
Seat, if it be only to see Parson Adams, who is the best Man in the
World. London is a bad Place, and there is so little good Fellowship,
that next-door Neighbours don’t know one another. Pray give my
Service to all Friends that enquire for me; so I rest

Your Loving Brother,
Joseph Andrews.’

As soon as Joseph had sealed and directed this Letter, he walked
down Stairs, where he met Mrs. Slipslop, with whom we shall take
this Opportunity to bring the Reader a little better acquainted.
She was a Maiden Gentlewoman of about Forty-five Years of Age,
who having made a small Slip in her Youth had continued a good
Maid ever since. She was not at this time remarkably handsome;
being very short, and rather too corpulent in Body, and somewhat
red, with the Addition of Pimples in the Face. Her Nose was
likewise rather too large, and her Eyes too little; nor did she
resemble a Cow so much in her Breath, as in two brown Globes
which she carried before her; one of her Legs was also a little
shorter than the other, which occasioned her to limp as she
walked. This fair Creature had long cast the Eyes of Affection on
Joseph, in which she had not met with quite so good Success as
she probably wished, tho’ besides the Allurements of her native
Charms, she had given him Tea, Sweetmeats, Wine, and many
other Delicacies, of which by keeping the Keys, she had the abso-
lute Command. Joseph however, had not returned the least Grati-
tude to all these Favours, not even so much as a Kiss; tho’ I
would not insinuate she was so easily to be satisfied: for surely
then he would have been highly blameable. The truth is, she was
arrived at an Age when she thought she might indulge herself in
any Liberties with a Man, without the danger of bringing a third
Person into the World to betray them. She imagined, that by so
long a Self-denial, she had not only made amends for the small
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Slip of her Youth above hinted at: but had likewise laid up a
Quantity of Merit to excuse any future Failings. In a word, she
resolved to give a loose to her amorous Inclinations, and pay off
the Debt of Pleasure which she found she owed herself, as fast as
possible.

With these Charms of Person, and in this Disposition of Mind,
she encountered poor Joseph at the Bottom of the Stairs, and asked
him if he would drink a Glass of something good this Morning.
Joseph, whose Spirits were not a little cast down, very readily and
thankfully accepted the Offer; and together they went into a Closet,
where having delivered him a full Glass of Ratifia,* and desired him
to sit down, Mrs. Slipslop thus began:

‘Sure nothing can be a more simple Contract in a Woman, than
to place her Affections on a Boy. If I had ever thought it would
_ have been my Fate, I should have wished to die a thousand Deaths
rather than live to see that Day. If we like a Man, the lightest Hint
sophisticates. Whereas a Boy proposes upon us to break through all the
Regulations of Modesty, before we can make any Oppression upon
him.” Foseph, who did not understand a Word she said, answered,
‘Yes Madam;—’ ‘Yes Madam!” reply’d Mrs. Slipslop with some
Warmth, ‘Do you intend to resultr my Passion? Is it not enough,
ungrateful as you are, to make no Return to all the Favours I have
done you: but you must treat me with /roning? Barbarous Monster!
how have I deserved that my Passion should be resulted and treated
with Troming?” ‘Madam,’ answered Joseph, ‘I don’t understand your
hard Words: but I am certain, you have no Occasion to call me
ungrateful: for so far from intending you any Wrong, I have always
loved you as well as if you had been my own Mother.” ‘How, Sirrah!’
says Mrs. Slipslop in a Rage: ‘Your own Mother! Do you assinuate
that I am old enough to be your Mother? I don’t know what a
Stripling may think: but I believe a Man would refer me to any
Green-Sickness* silly Girl whatsomdever: but I ought to despise you
rather than be angry with you, for referring the Conversation of Girls
to that of 2 Woman of Sense.” ‘Madam,’ says Joseph, ‘I am sure I have
always valued the Honour you did me by your Conversation; for
I know you are a Woman of Learning.’ ‘Yes but, Joseph,’ said she a
little softened by the Compliment to her Learning, ‘If you had
a Value for me, you certainly would have found some Method of
shewing it me; for I am convicted you must see the Value I have for
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you. Yes, Joseph, my Eyes whether I would or no, must have declared
a Passion I cannot conquer.— Oh! Joseph!—’

As when a hungry Tygress, who long had traversed the Woods in
fruitless search, sees within the Reach of her Claws a Lamb, she
prepares to leap on her Prey; or as a voracious Pike, of immense Size,
surveys through the liquid Element a Roach or Gudgeon which
cannot escape her Jaws, opens them wide to swallow the little Fish:
so did Mrs. Siipsiop prepare to lay her violent amorous Hands on the
poor Foseph, when luckily her Mistress’s Bell rung, and delivered the
intended Martyr from her Clutches. She was obliged to leave him
abruptly, and defer the Execution of her Purpose to some other
Time. We shall therefore return to the Lady Booby, and give our
Reader some Account of her Behaviour, after she was left by Joseph
in a2 Temper of Mind not greatly different from that of the inflamed
Stipslop.

CHAPTER VII

Sayings of wise Men. A Dialogue between the Lady and her
Maid, and a Panegyric or rather Satire on the Passion of Love,
in the sublime Style.

IT is the Observation of some antient Sage, whose Name I have
forgot, that Passions operate differently on the human Mind, as
Diseases on the Body, in proportion to the Strength or Weakness,
Soundness or Rottenness of the one and the other.

We hope therefore, a judicious Reader will give himself some
Pains to observe, what we have so greatly laboured to describe, the
different Operations of this Passion of Love in the gentle and culti-
vated Mind of the Lady Booby, from those which it effected in the
less polished and coarser Disposition of Mrs. Slipsiop.

Another Philosopher, whose Name also at present escapes my
Memory, hath somewhere said, that Resolutions taken in the
Absence of the beloved Object are very apt to vanish in its Presence;
on both which wise Sayings the following Chapter may serve as a
Comment.

No sooner had Foseph left the Room in the Manner we have before
related, than the Lady, enraged at her Disappointment, began to
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reflect with Severity on her Conduct. Her Love was now changed to
Disdain, which Pride assisted to torment her. She despised herself
for the Meanness of her Passion, and Joseph for its ill Success. How-
ever, she had now got the better of it in her own Opinion, and
determined immediately to dismiss the Object. After much tossing
and turning in her Bed, and many Soliloquies, which, if we had no
better Matter for our Reader, we would give him; she at last rung the
Bell as above-mentioned, and was presently attended by Mrs.
Slipslop, who was not much better pleased with Joseph, than the
Lady herself.

Stipslop, said Lady Booby, when did you see Joseph? The poor
‘Woman was so surprized at the unexpected Sound of his Name, at so
critical a time, that she had the greatest Difficulty to conceal the
Confusion she was under from her Mistress, whom she answered
nevertheless, with pretty good Confidence, though not entirely void
of Fear of Suspicion, that she had not seen him that Morning. ‘I am
afraid,’ said Lady Booby, ‘he is a wild young Fellow.” “That he is,
said Slpslop, ‘and a wicked one too. To my knowledge he games,
drinks, swears and fights eternally: besides he is horribly indicted to
Wenching.” ‘Ay!’ said the Lady, ‘I never heard that of him.’ ‘O
Madam,’ answered the other, ‘he is so lewd a Rascal that if your
Ladyship keeps him much longer, you will not have one Virgin in
your House except myself. And yet I can’t conceive what the
Wenches see in him, to be so foolishly fond as they are; in my Eyes
he is as ugly a Scarecrow as I ever upheld.’ ‘Nay,” said the Lady, ‘the
Boy is well enough.’—‘La Ma’am,’ cries Slipslop, ‘I think him the
ragmaticallest Fellow in the Family. ‘Sure, Slpslop,’ says she, ‘you
are mistaken: but which of the Women do you most suspect?’
‘Madam,’ says Slpslop, ‘there is Berty the Chamber-Maid, I am
almost convicted, is with Child by him.” ‘Ay?’ says the Lady, ‘then
pray pay her her Wages instantly. I will keep no such Sluts in my
Family. And as for Joseph, you may discard him too.” “Would your
Ladyship have him paid off immediately?’ cries Slpslop, ‘for perhaps,
when Berty is gone, he may mend; and really the Boy is a good
Servant, and a strong healthy Juscious Boy enough.” “This Morning,’
answered the Lady with some Vehemence. ‘I wish Madam,’ cries
Shipslop, ‘vour Ladyship would be so good as to try him a little
longer.” ‘I will not have my Commands disputed,’ said the Lady,
‘sure you are not fond of him yourself.’ ‘I Madam?’ cries Slipsiop,
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reddening, if not blushing, ‘I should be sorry to think your Ladyship
had any reason to respect me of Fondness for a Fellow; and if it be
your Pleasure, [ shall fulfill it with as much reluctance as possible.’
‘As little, I suppose you mean,’ said the Lady; ‘and so about it
instantly.” Mrs. Slipslop went out, and the Lady had scarce taken two
turns before she fell to knocking and ringing with great Violence.
Slipsiop, who did not travel post-haste, soon returned, and was coun-
termanded as to _Josepk, but ordered to send Bezzy about her Business
without delay. She went out a second time with much greater alacrity
than before; when the Lady began immediately to accuse herself of
Want of Resolution, and to apprehend the Return of her Affection
with its pernicious Consequences: she therefore applied herself
again to the Bell, and resummoned Mrs. Slipslop into her Presence;
who again returned, and was told by her Mistress, that she had
consider’d better of the Matter, and was absolutely resolved to turn
away Joseph; which she ordered her to do immediately. S/ipslop, who
knew the Violence of her Lady’s Temper, and would not venture her
Place for any Adonis or Hercules in the Universe, left her a third time;
which she had no sooner done, than the little God Cupid, fearing he
had not yet done the Lady’s Business, took a fresh Arrow with the
sharpest Point out of his Quiver, and shot it directly into her Heart:
in other and plainer Language, the Lady’s Passion got the better of
her Reason. She called back S/ipslop once more, and told her, she had
resolved to see the Boy, and examine him herself; therefore bid her
send him up. This wavering in her Mistress’s Temper probably put
something into the Waiting-Gentlewoman’s Head, not necessary to
mention to the sagacious Reader.

Lady Booby was going to call her back again, but could not prevail
with herself. The next Consideration therefore was, how she should
behave to Joseph when he came in. She resolved to preserve all the
Dignity of the Woman of Fashion to her Servant, and to indulge
herself in this last View of Joseph (for that she was most certainly
resolved it should be) at his own Expence, by first insulting, and then
discarding him.

O Love, what monstrous Tricks dost thou play with thy Votaries
of both Sexes! How dost thou deceive them, and make them deceive
themselves! Their Follies are thy Delight! Their Sighs make thee
laugh, and their Pangs are thy Merriment!

Not the Great Rich* who turns Men into Monkeys,
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Wheelbarrows, and whatever else best humours his Fancy, hath so
strangely metamorphosed the human Shape; nor the Great Cibber,
who confounds all Number, Gender, and breaks through every Rule
of Grammar at his Will, hath so distorted the English Language, as
thou dost metamorphose and distort the human Senses.

Thou puttest out our Eyes, stoppest up our Ears, and takest away
the power of our Nostrils; so that we can neither see the largest
Object, hear the loudest Noise, nor smell the most poignant Perfume.
Again, when thou pleasest, thou can’st make a Mole-hill appear as a
Mountain; a_few’s-Harp sound like a Trumpet; and a Dazy smell like
a Violet. Thou can’st make Cowardice brave, Avarice generous, Pride
humble, and Cruelty tender-hearted. In short, thou turnest the
Heart of Man inside-out, as a Juggler doth a Petticoat, and bringest
whatsoever pleaseth thee out from it. If there be any one who doubts
all this, let him read the next Chapter.

CHAPTER VIII

In whick, after some very fine Writing, the History goes on, and
relates the Interview between the Lady and Joseph; where the
lavter hath set an Example, which we despair of seeing followed by
his Sex, in this vicious Age.

Now the Rake Hesperus had called for his Breeches, and having well
rubbed his drowsy Eyes, prepared to dress himself for all Night; by
whose Example his Brother Rakes on Earth likewise leave those
Beds, in which they had slept away the Day. Now Thetis* the good
Housewife began to put on the Pot in order to regale the good Man
Phaebus, after his daily Labours were over. In vulgar Language, it was
in the Evening when Josepk attended his Lady’s Orders.

But as it becomes us to preserve the Character of this Lady, who
is the Heroine of our Tale; and as we have naturally a wonderful
Tenderness for that beautiful Part of the human Species, called the
Fair Sex; before we discover too much of her Frailty to our Reader, it
will be proper to give him a lively Idea of that vast Temptation,
which overcame all the Efforts of a modest and virtuous Mind; and
then we humbly hope his Good-nature will rather pity than
condemn the Imperfection of human Virtue.
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Nay, the Ladies themselves will, we hope, be induced, by con-
sidering the uncommon Variety of Charms, which united in this
young Man’s Person, to bridle their rampant Passion for Chastity,
and be at least, as mild as their violent Modesty and Virtue will
permit them, in censuring the Conduct of a Woman, who, perhaps,
was in her own Disposition as chaste as those pure and sanctified
Virgins, who, after a Life innocently spent in the Gaieties of the
Town, begin about Fifty to attend twice per diem, at the polite
Churches and Chapels, to return Thanks for the Grace which pre-
served them formerly amongst Beaus from Temptations, perhaps
less powerful than what now attacked the Lady Booby.

Mr. Joseph Andrews was now in the one and twentieth Year of his
Age. He was of the highest Degree of middle Stature. His Limbs
were put together with great Elegance and no less Strength. His
Legs and Thighs were formed in the exactest Proportion. His
Shoulders were broad and brawny, but yet his Arms hung so easily,
that he had all the Symptoms of Strength without the least clumsi-
ness. His Hair was of a nut-brown Colour, and was displayed in
wanton Ringlets down his Back. His Forehead was high, his Eyes
dark, and as full of Sweetness as of Fire. His Nose a little inclined to
the Roman. His Teeth white and even. His Lips full, red, and soft.
His Beard was only rough on his Chin and upper Lip; but his
Cheeks, in which his Blood glowed, were overspread with a thick
Down. His Countenance had a Tenderness joined with a Sensibility
inexpressible. Add to this the most perfect Neatness in his Dress,
and an Air, which to those who have not seen many Noblemen,
would give an Idea of Nobility.

Such was the Person who now appeared before the Lady. She
viewed him some time in Silence, and twice or thrice before she
spake, changed her Mind as to the manner in which she should
begin. At length, she said to him, ‘Joseph, I am sorry to hear such
Complaints against you; I am told you behave so rudely to the
Maids, that they cannot do their Business in quiet; I mean those who
are not wicked enough to hearken to your Solicitations. As to others,
they may not, perhaps, call you rude: for there are wicked Sluts who
make one ashamed of one’s own Sex; and are as ready to admit any
nauseous Familiarity as Fellows to offer it; nay, there are such in my
Family: but they shall not stay in it; that impudent Trollop, who is
with Child by you, is discharged by this time.’
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As a Person who is struck through the Heart with a Thunderbolt,
looks extremely surprised, nay, and perhaps is so too.—Thus the
poor Joseph received the false Accusation of his Mistress; he blushed
and looked confounded, which she misinterpreted to be Symptoms
of his Guilt, and thus went on.

‘Come hither, Joseph: another Mistress might discard you for
these Offences; But I have a Compassion for your Youth, and if I
could be certain you would be no more guilty—Consider, Child,
(laying her Hand carelessly upon his) you are a handsome young
Fellow, and might do better; you might make your Fortune—.’
‘Madam,’ said Joseph, ‘I do assure your Ladyship, I don’t know
whether any Maid in the House is Man or Woman—." ‘Oh fie!
Joseph, answer’d the Lady, ‘don’t commit another Crime in denying
the Truth. I could pardon the first; but I hate a Lyar.” ‘Madam,’ cries
Joseph, ‘I hope your Ladyship will not be offended at my asserting
my Innocence: for by all that is Sacred, I have never offered more
than Kissing.” ‘Kissing!” said the Lady, with great Discomposure of
Countenance, and more Redness in her Cheeks, than Anger in her
Eyes, ‘do you call that no Crime? Kissing, Joseph, is as a Prologue to
a Play. Can I believe a young Fellow of your Age and Complexion
will be content with Kissing? No, Joseph, there is no Woman who
grants that but will grant more, and I am deceived greatly in you, if
you would not put her closely to it. What would you think, Foseph, if
I admitted you to kiss me?’ Joseph reply’d, ‘he would sooner die than
have any such Thought.” ‘And yet, Foseph,” returned she, ‘Ladies
have admitted their Footmen to such Familiarities; and Footmen, I
confess to you, much less deserving them; Fellows without half your
Charms: for such might almost excuse the Crime. Tell me, therefore,
Joseph, if I should admit you to such Freedom, what would you think
of me ?—tell me freely.” ‘Madam,’ said Joseph, ‘I should think your
Ladyship condescended a great deal below yourself.” ‘Pugh!’ said
she, ‘that I am to answer to myself: but would not you insist on more?
Would you be contented with a Kiss? Would not your Inclinations be
all on fire rather by such a Favour?’ ‘Madam,’ said Joseph, ‘if they
were, I hope I should be able to controll them, without suffering
them to get the better of my Virtue.’—You have heard, Reader, Poets
talk of the Statue of Surprize;* you have heard likewise, or else you
have heard very little, how Surprize made one of the Sons of Crasus
speak tho’ he was dumb.* You have seen the Faces, in the Eighteen-



