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unable to give them completely new natures; they only
jumble together the parts of various animals. And, even
if they were to come up with something so novel that
no one had ever seen anything like it before, something
entirely fictitious and unreal, at least there must be real
colors from which they composed it. Similarly, while
things like eyes, heads, and hands may be imaginary, it
must be granted that some simpler and more universal
things are real—the “real colors” from which the true
and false images in our thoughts are formed.

- Things of this sort seem to include general bodily
nature and its extension, the shape of extended things,
their quantity (that is, their size and number), the place
in which they exist, the time through which they en-
dure, and so on.

Perhaps we can correctly infer that, while physics,
astronomy, medicine, and other disciplines that require
the study of composites are dubious, disciplines like
arithmetic and geometry, which deal only with com-
pletely simple and universal things without regard to
whether they exist in the world, are somehow certain
and indubitable. For, whether we are awake or asleep,
two plus three is always five, and the square never has
more than four sides. It seems impossible even to sus-
pect such obvious truths of falsity.

Nevertheless, the traditional view is fixed in my
mind that there is a God who can do anything and by
whom [ have been made to be as I am. How do [ know
that He hasn’t brought it about that, while there is in
fact no earth, no sky, no extended thing, no shape, no
magnitude, and no place, all of these things seem to me
to exist, just as they do now? I think that other people
sometimes err in what they believe themselves to know
perfectly well. Mightn’t I be deceived when I add two
and three, or count the sides of a square, or do even
simpler things, if we can even suppose that there is
anything simpler? Maybe it will be denied that God de-
ceives me, since He is said to be supremely good. But,
if God's being good is incompatible with His having cre-
ated me so that I am deceived always, it seems just as
out of line with His being good that He permits me to
be deceived sometimes—as he undeniably does.

Maybe some would rather deny that there is an om-
nipotent God than believe that ey erything else js uncer-
tain. Rather than arguing with them, | will grant every.

thing 1 have said about God to be fiction, But how
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But it’s not enough to have noticed Fh)s: I must g,
take care to bear it in mind. For my habitual views Con.
stantly return to my mind and tfke controli of whyt |
believe as if our long—standing, intimate relatlonship has

iven them the right to do so, even against my will )
never break the habit of trusting and giving in to the,
views while I see them for what they are—things som.
what dubious (as I have just shown) but nonetheles
probable, things that I have much more reason to be
lieve than to deny. That’s why I think it will be good de.
liberately to turn my will around, to allow myself to he
deceived, and to suppose that all my previous beliefs arc
false and illusory. Eventually, when 1 have counterba
anced the weight of my prejudices, my bad habits wi
no longer distort my grasp of things. I know that there
is no danger of error here and that I won'’t overindulge
in skepticism, since I'm now concerned, not with ac
tion, but only with gaining knowledge.

I will suppose, then, not that there is a supremel:
good God who is the source of all truth, but that thereis
an evil demon, supremely powertful and cunning, w ho
works as hard as he can to deceive me. 1 will say tha
sky, air, earth, color, shape, sound, and other extern:
things are just dreamed illusions that the demon uses ©
censnare my judgment. I will regard myself as not havin{
hands, eyes, flesh, blood, and senses—but as having 1
false belief that I have all these things. I will obstinatc/
concentrate an this meditation and will thus ensure »
ge;:al resolution that, if 1 do not really have the abi
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