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Meditation I. The Problem:
Can anything be known?
Meditations II-VI. The Solution: I can know
II. that I exist.
. that God exists.
IV. why we make mistakes and how to avoid
them.
V. that material things might exist; and again,
that God exists.
VL. that material things do exist and are dis-
tinct from souls.

/\/’\cditation . On What
Can Be Called into Doubt

For several years now, I've been aware that I accepted
many falsehoods as true in my youth, that what I b“‘g
on the foundation of those falsehoods was dubious, an

in my life 1 would need to tear

Jpg()ulll\gl\’ that once : !
er m the foundations

down ¢verything and begin anew fro
it ] “\mlm‘g to fstablish gany stable and lasting'knowl—
edge. But the task seemed enormous, and I waltetjl un-
Ul 1 was so old that no better time for undertaking it
“ould be likely to follow. I have thus de.layed' 50 lc:;:g
that it would be wrong for me to waste in m.deusn?r;f ef
e left for action. Today, then, having rid mj/se ‘ c:
"ormies and having arranged for some peace ;n] g:;iti
ithdraw alone, free at last earnestly and whole

edly 5
110 overthrow all my beliefs.

"o do this, 1 don’t need to sho o
" alse; | may never be able to do that. l‘i‘}x;;;o:d L
' just ae carefully from what isnt obviously

sty fi I can
J!thlbiwbks as fron\ what‘s obYlO!)ﬁ*y: ialse’

w each of them to

Meditations on First th’losophdy 9 321

justity the rejection of all my beliefs if in each I can find
some ground for doubt. And, to do this, I need not run
through my beliefs one by one, which would be an end.
less task. Since a building collapses when its foundation
is cut out from under it, I will go straight to the prin-
ciples on which all my former beliefs rested.

Of course, whatever I have so far accepted as su-
premely true I have learned either from the senses or
through the senses. But I have occasionally caught the
senses deceiving me, and it’s prudent never completely
to trust those who have cheated us even once.

But, while my senses may deceive me about what
is small or far away, there may still be other things
that I take in by the senses but that I cannot possibly
doubt—like that I am here, sitting before the fire,
wearing a dressing gown, touching this paper. And
on what grounds might I deny that my hands and the
other parts of my body exist?—unless perhaps I liken
myselt to madmen whose brains are so rattled by the
persistent vapors of melancholy that they are sure that
they’re kings when in fact they are paupers, or that they
wear purple robes when in fact they’re naked, or that
their heads are clay, or that they are gourds, or made
of glass. But these people are insane, and I would seem
just as crazy if I were to apply what I say about them to
myself.

This would be perfectly obvious—if | weren’t a
man accustomed to sleeping at night whose experiences
while asleep are at least as far-fetched as those that mad-
men have while awake. How often, at night, I've been
convinced that I was here, sitting before the fire, wear-
ing my dressing gown, when in fact [ was undressed and
between the covers of my bed! But now I am looking at
this piece of paper with my eyes wide open; the head
that I am shaking has not been lulled to sleep; I put my
hand out consciously and deliberately and feel. None of
this would be as distinct if I were asleep. Asifl can’t re-
member having been tricked by similar thoughts while
asleep! When I think very carefully about this, I see so
plainly‘that there are no reliable signs by which I can
distinguish sleeping from waking that I am stupefied—
and my stupor itself suggests that I am asleep!

Suppose, then that I am dreaming. Suppose, in par-
ticular, that my eyes are not open, that my head is not
moving, and that I have not put out my hand. Suppose
that I do not have hands, or even a body. I must still ad-
mit that the things I see in sleep are like painted images
which must have been patterned after real things and,
hence, that things like eyes, heads, hands, and bodies
are real rather than imaginary. For, even when painters

try to give bizarre shapes to sirens and satyrs, they are



