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Would not a man be by himself a month, and go to bed before seven a clock, 
rather than mix with fox-hunters, who having all day long tried in vain to break 
their necks, join at night in a second attempt upon their lives by drinking, and 
to express their mirth, are louder in senseless sounds within doors, than their 
barking and less troublesome companions are only without? I have no great 
value for a man who would not rather tire himself with walking; or if he was 
shut up scatter pins about the room in order to pick them up again, than keep 
company for six hours with half a score common sailors the day their ship was 
paid off. 

I will grant, nevertheless, that the greatest part of mankind, rather than be alone 
any considerable time, would submit to the things I named: but I cannot see, 
why this love of company, this strong desire after society, should be construed 
so much in our favour, and alleged as a mark of some intrinsic worth in man, 
not to be found in other animals. For to prove from it the goodness of our 
nature, and a generous love in man, extended beyond himself on the rest of his 
species, by virtue of which he was a sociable creature, this eagerness after 
company and aversion of being alone, ought to have been most conspicuous, 
and most violent in the best of their kind; the men of the greatest genius, parts 
and accomplishments, and those who are the least subject to vice; the contrary 
of which is true. The weakest minds, who can the least govern their passions, 
guilty consciences that abhor reflexion, and the worthless, who are incapable of 
producing any thing of their own that is useful, are the greatest enemies to 
solitude, and will take up with any company rather than be without; whereas, 
the men of sense and of knowledge, that can think and contemplate on things, 
and such as are but little disturbed by their passions, can bear to be by 
themselves the longest without reluctancy; and, to avoid noise, folly, and 
impertinence, will run away from twenty companies; and, rather than meet with 
any thing disagreeable to their good taste, will prefer their closet or a garden, 
nay, a common or a desert to the society of some men. 

 

[…]But the plainest demonstration that in all clubs and societies of conversable 
people, every body has the greatest consideration for himself, is, that the 
disinterested, who rather over-pays than wrangles; the good humoured, that is 
never [218]waspish nor soon offended; the easy and indolent, that hates 
disputes and never talks for triumph, is every where the darling of the 
company: whereas, the man of sense and knowledge, that will not be imposed 
upon or talked out of his reason; the man of genius and spirit, that can say 
sharp and witty things, though he never lashes but what deserves it; the man of 
honour, who neither gives nor takes an affront, may be esteemed, but is seldom 
so well beloved as a weaker man less accomplished. 
 
[…] What I have endeavoured hitherto, has been to prove, that the pulchrum et 
honestum, excellency and real worth of things are most commonly precarious 
and alterable as modes and customs vary; that consequently the inferences 
drawn from their certainty are insignificant, and that the generous notions 
concerning the natural goodness of man are hurtful, as they tend to mislead, 
and are merely chimerical: the truth of this latter I have illustrated by the most 
obvious examples in history. I have spoke of our love of company and aversion 
to solitude, examined thoroughly the various motives of them, and made it 
appear that they all centre in self-love. I intend now to investigate into the 
nature of society, and diving into the very rise of it, make it evident, that not 
the good and amiable, but the bad and hateful qualities of man, his 
imperfections and the want of excellencies, which other creatures are endued 
with, are the first causes that made man sociable beyond other animals, the 
moment after he lost Paradise; and that if he had remained in his primitive 
innocence, and continued to enjoy the blessings that attended it, there is no 
shadow of probability that he ever would have become that sociable creature 
he is now. 
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