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So serious are the doubts into which I have been
thrown as a result of yesterday’s meditation that
I can neither put them out of my mind nor see
any way of resolving them. It feels as if I have
fallen unexpectedly into a deep whirlpool which
tumbles me around so that I can neither stand on
the bottom nor swim up to the top. Nevertheless
I will make an effort and once more attempt the
same path which I started on yesterday. Any-
thing which admits of the slightest doubt I will
set aside just as if I had found it to be wholly
false; and I will proceed in this way until I rec-
ognize something certain, or, if nothing else,
until I at least recognize for certain that there is
no certainty. Archimedes used to demand just
one firm and immovable point in order to shift
the entire earth; so I too can hope for great
things if I manage to find just one thing, howev-
er slight, that is certain and unshakeable.

I will suppose then, that everything I see is
spurious. I will believe that my memory tells me
lies, and that none of the things that it reports
ever happened. I have no senses. Body, shape,
extension, movement and place are chimeras.
So what remains true? Perhaps just the one fact
that nothing is certain.

Yet apart from everything I have just listed,
how do I know that there is not something else
which does not allow even the slightest occa-
sion for doubt? Is there not a God, or whatever I
may call him, who puts into me' the thoughts
I am now having? But why do I think this, since
I myself may perhaps be the author of these
thoughts? In that case am not I, at least, some-
thing? But I have just said that I have no senses

and no body. This is the sticking point: what fol-
lows from this? Am I not so bound up with a
body and with senses that I cannot exist without
them? But I have convinced myself that there is
absolutely nothing in the world, no sky, no
earth, no minds, no bodies. Does it now follow
that I too do not exist? No: if I convinced myself
of something? then I certainly existed. But there
is a deceiver of supreme power and cunning
who is deliberately and constantly deceiving
me. In that case I too undoubtedly exist, if he is
deceiving me; and let him deceive me as much
as he can, he will never bring it about that I am
nothing so long as I think that I am something.
So after considering everything very thorough-
ly, I must finally conclude that this proposition,
I am, I exist, is necessarily true whenever it is
put forward by me or conceived in my mind.
But I do not yet have a sufficient understand-
ing of what this ‘I’ is, that now necessarily exists.

To begin with, I will go back over all the
things which I previously took to be perceived
by the senses, and reckoned to be true; and I will
go over my reasons for thinking this. Next, I
will set out my reasons for subsequently calling
these things into doubt. And finally I will con-
sider what I should now believe about them.

First of all then, I perceived by my senses that
I'had a head, hands, feet and other limbs making
up the body which I regarded as part of myself,
or perhaps even as my whole self. I also per-
ceived by my senses that this body was situated
among many other bodies which could affect it
in various favourable or unfavourable ways; and
I gauged the favourable effects by a sensation of

pleasure, and the unfavourable ones by a sensa-
tion of pain. In addition to pain and pleasure, I
also had sensations within me of hunger, thirst,
and other such appetites, and also of physical
propensities towards cheerfulness, sadness,
anger and similar emotions. And outside me,
besides the extension, shapes and movements of
bodies, I also had sensations of their hardness
and heat, and of the other tactile qualities. In ad-
dition, I had sensations of light, colours, smells,
tastes and sounds, the variety of which enabled
me to distinguish the sky, the earth, the seas, and
all other bodies, one from another. Considering
the ideas of all these qualities which presented
themselves to my thought, although the ideas
were, strictly speaking, the only immediate ob-
jects of my sensory awareness, it was not unrea-
sonable for me to think that the items which I
was perceiving through the senses were things
quite distinct from my thought, namely bodies
which produced the ideas. For my experience
was that these ideas came to me quite without
my consent, so that I could not have sensory
awareness of any object, even if I wanted to, un-
less it was present to my sense organs; and I
could not avoid having sensory awareness of
it when it was present. And since the ideas
perceived by the senses were much more lively
and vivid and even, in their own way, more dis-
tinct than any of those which I deliberately
formed through meditating or which I found im-
pressed on my memory, it seemed impossible
that they should have come from within me; so
the only alternative was that they came from
other things. Since the sole source of my knowl-
edge of these things was the ideas themselves,
the supposition that the things resembled the
ideas was bound to occur to me. In addition, I
remembered that the use of my senses had come
first, while the use of my reason came only later;
and I saw that the ideas which I formed myself
were less vivid than those which I perceived
with the senses and were, for the most part,
made up of elements of sensory ideas. In this



way I easily convinced myself that I had nothing
at all in the intellect which I had not previously
had in sensation. As for the body which by some
special right I called ‘mine’, my belief that this
body, more than any other, belonged to me had
some justification. For I could never be separat-
ed from it, as I could from other bodies; and I
felt all my appetites and emotions in, and on ac-
count of, this body; and finally, I was aware of
pain and pleasurable ticklings in parts of this
body, but not in other bodies external to it. But
why should that curious sensation of pain give
rise to a particular distress of mind; or why
should a certain kind of delight follow on a tick-
ling sensation? Again, why should that curious
tugging in the stomach which I call hunger tell
me that I should eat, or a dryness of the throat
tell me to drink, and so on? I was not able to give
any explanation of all this, except that nature
taught me so. For there is absolutely no connec-
tion (at least that I can understand) between the
tugging sensation and the decision to take food,
or between the sensation of something causing
pain and the mental apprehension of distress
that arises from that sensation. These and other
judgements that I made concerning sensory ob-
jects, I was apparently taught to make by nature;
for I had already made up my mind that this was
how things were, before working out any argu-
ments to prove it.

Later on, however, I had many experiences
which gradually undermined all the faith I had
had in the senses. Sometimes towers which had
looked round from a distance appeared square
from close up; and enormous statues standing on
their pediments did not seem large when ob-
served from the ground. In these and countless
other such cases, I found that the judgements of
the external senses were mistaken. And this ap-
plied not just to the external senses but to the in-
ternal senses as well. For what can be more in-
ternal than pain? And yet I had heard that those
who had had a leg or an arm amputated some-
times still seemed to feel pain intermittently in
the missing part of the body. So even in my own
case it was apparently not quite certain that a par-
ticular limb was hurting, even if I felt pain in it.
To these reasons for doubting, I recently added

two very general ones.'? The first was that every
sensory experience I have ever thought I was
having while awake I can also think of myself as
sometimes having while asleep; and since I do
not believe that what I seem to perceive in sleep
comes from things located outside me, I did not
see why I should be any more inclined to believe
this of what I think I perceive while awake. The
second reason for doubt was that since I did not
know the author of my being (or at least was pre-
tending not to), I saw nothing to rule out the pos-
sibility that my natural constitution made me
prone to error even in matters which seemed to
me most true. As for the reasons for my previous
confident belief in the truth of the things per-
ceived by the senses, I had no trouble in refuting
them. For since I apparently had natural impuls-
es towards many things which reason told me to
avoid, I reckoned that a great deal of confidence
should not be placed in what I was taught by na-
ture. And despite the fact that the percepﬁons of
the senses were not dependent on my will, I did
not think that I should on that account infer that
they proceeded from things distinct from my-
self, since I might perhaps have a faculty not yet
known to me which produced them.!3

But now, when I am beginning to achieve a
better knowledge of myself and the author of
my being, although I do not think I should heed-
lessly accept everything I seem to have acquired
from the senses, neither do I think that every-
thing should be called into doubt.

First, I know that everything which I clearly
and distinctly understand is capable of being
created by God so as to correspond exactly with
my understanding of it. Hence the fact that I can
clearly and distinctly understand one thing apart
from another is enough to make me certain that
the two things are distinct, since they are capa-
ble of being separated, at least by God. The
question of what kind of power is required to
bring about such a separation does not affect the
Jjudgement that the two things are distinct. Thus,
simply by knowing that I exist and seeing at the
same time that absolutely nothing else belongs
to my nature or essence except that I am a think-
ing thing, I can infer correctly that my essence
consists solely in the fact that I am a thinking
thing. It is true that I may have (or, to anticipate,
that I certainly have) a body that is very closely
joined to me. But nevertheless, on the one hand
I have a clear and distinct idea of myself, in so
far as I am simply a thinking, non-extended
thing; and on the other hand I have a distinct
idea of body,!* in so far as this is simply an ex-
tended, non-thinking thing. And accordingly, it
is certain that I'> am really distinct from my
body, and can exist without it.



