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fac_u\tics for the simplest truths of mathematics, ge-
ometry, or logic. All our beliefs, it seems, are dis-
solved in the acid of skeptical doubt.

B

Q7. Before going on to Meditation 11, ask yourself
the question, Is there anything at all that I am
so certain of that I could not possibly doubt it?
(Meditate on this question awhile.)

Meclitation IL. On the Nature of the
Human MincI, W}\ick Is Better Known
Than the BocIy

Yesterday's meditation has hurled me into doubts so
great that I can neither ignore them nor think my way
out of them. I am in turmoil, as if I have accidentally
fallen into a whirlpool and can neither touch bottom nor
swim to the safety of the surface. I will struggle, how-
ever, and try to follow the path that I started on yester-
day. I will reject whatever is open to the slightest doubt
just as though I have found it to be entirely false, and 1
will continue until I find something certain—or at least
until I know for certain that nothing is certain. Archi-
medes required only one fixed and immovable point to
move the whole earth from its place, and I too can hope
for great things if I can find even one small thing that is
certain and unshakeable.

[ will suppose, then, that everything I see is unreal.
I will believe that my memory is unreliable and that
none of what it presents to me ever happened. I have no
senses. Body, shape, extension, motion, and place are
fantasies. What then is true? Perhaps just that nothing is
certain.

But how do I know that there isn’t something dif-
ferent from the things just listed that I do not have the
slightest reason to doubt? Isn’t there a God, or some-
thing like one, who puts my thoughts into me? But
why should 1 say so when I may be the author of those
thoughts? Well, isn't it at least the case that I am some-
thing? But I now am denying that I have senses and a
body. But I stop here. For what follows from these de-
nials? Am I so bound to my body and to my senses that
I cannot exist without them? I have convi‘nced myself
that there is nothing in the world-— no sky, no earth, no
minds, no bodies. Doesn’t it follow that T don’t exist?
No, surely I must exist if it’s me who is convinced of

something, But there is a deceiver, supremely power-

ful and cunning whose aim is to see that T am always
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deceived. But surely I exist, it 1 b deceived. Let i,
deceive me all he can, he will never make it ¢he Case
that 1 am nothing while 1 think that I am somethiy,
Thus having fully weighed every co“nﬂd'eraﬁom T mug
finally conclude that the statement “I am, | €Xist” g
be true whenever I state it or mentally consider j;_

But I do not yet fully understand what this “p" j that
must exist. I must guard against inadvertently taki
myself to be something other than I am, thereby gOiné
e ong even in the knowledge that I put ff)rward as sy,
premely certain and evident. Hence, I will think one
again about what I believed mysel‘f to be before begin.
ning these meditations. From this conception, | ywj
subtract everything challenged by the reasons for doyly
that 1 produced earlier, until nothing remains except
what is certain and indubitable.

What, then, did I formerly take myself to be? 4
man, of course. But what is a man? Should I say a ratio.
nal animal? No, because then I would need to ask what
an animal is and what it is to be rational. Thus, starting
from a single question, I would sink into many that are
more difficult, and I do not have the time to waste on
such subtleties. Instead, I will look here at the thoughts
that occurred to me spontaneously and naturally when
I reflected on what I was. This first thought to occur to
me was that [ have a face, hands, arms, and all the other
equipment (also found in corpses) which I call a body.
The next thought to occur to me was that I take nour-
ishment, move myself around, sense, and think — that |
do things which I trace back to my soul. Either I didn't
stop to think about what this soul was, or | imagined
it to be a rarified air, or fire, or ether permeating the
denser parts of my body. But, about physical objects,

I didn’t have any doubts whatever: | thought that | dis-
tinctly knew their nature. If | had tried to describe ™
conception of this nature, | might have said this: “When
I call something a physical object, I mean that it is cap?
ble of being bounded by a shape and limited to a placc:
Fhat it can fill a space 5o as to exclude other objects from
% that it can be perceived By touch, sight, hearint:
taste, and smell; that it can be moved in various W3
not by itself, but by mmeﬁnng else in contact with 1t

b udg?d' that the powers of self movement, of sensing:
and of thmkmg dxdnet Img tgghemture of Ph_\ mnf

Ob]e?ts.’ and, in fact, I marveled that there werc ™




