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gition. But \&.'h.a‘ about thﬂe things that | }2:\-: ::g,?d
¥ coul? Nutrition and Sftlf'movement? Since 1 have no
yall these are merely 111\{510:\3. Sensing? But ! cannot
e without a body, and in sleep I've seemed to sense
any ‘hings that I later realized | had not really scnse;l
rhir{kiné’:’ It comes down to this: Thought and thou ’h;
Jjone cannot be taken away from me. 1am, I exist T%at
much 18 certain. But for how long? As long as 1 th;nk»w
for it may be that, if 1 completely stopped thinking, 1
would completely cease to exist. I am not now admit-
ting anything unless it must be true, and I am there-
{ore not admitting that I am anything at all other than
2 thinking thing——that is, a mind, soul, understanding,
or reason (terms whose meaning 1 did not previously
know). I know that I am a real, existing thing, but what
kind of thing? As I have said, a thing that thinks.

What else? T will draw up mental images. I'm not
the collection of organs called a human body. Nor am
[ some rarified gas permeating these organs, or air, or
fire, or vapor, or breath—for I have supposed that none
of these things exist. Still, T am something. But couldn’t
it be that these things, which I do not yet know about
and which I am therefore supposing to be nonexistent,
really aren’t distinct from the “I” that I know to exist? 1
don’t know, and I'm not going to arguc about it now.
I can only form judgments on what I do know. I know
that T exist, and 1 ask what the “T" is that I know to ex-
ist. It’s obvious that this conception of myself doesn’t
depend on anything that 1 do not yet know to exist and,
therefore, that it does not depend on anything of which
the words “draw up”

I'can draw up a mental image. And
reative if I were

point to my mistake. 1 would truly be ¢

to have a mental image of what 1 am, since to have a

mental image is just to contemplate the shape or image

of a physical object. I now know with certainty that I
exist and at the same time that all imagesﬂ—and, more
of physi-

generally, all things associated with the nature ys
s. When 1 keep this in
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Ureams present it to ‘me more clearly and truly. Thl.l'i},
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That’s quite a lot, if 1 really do all of these (hings,
But don’t 17 Isn’t it me who now doubts nearly every-
thing, understands one thing, affirms this thing, refases
to affirm other things, wants to know much more, re-
fuses to be deceived, has mental images (sometimes in-
voluntarily), and is aware of many things “through his
senses”? Even if 1 am always dreaming, and even if my
creator does what he can to deceive me, isn't it just =
true that 1 do all these things as that I exist? Are any
of these things distinct from my thought? Can any be
said to be separate from me? That it’s me who doubts,
understands, and wills is so obvious that I don’t see
how it could be more evident. And it’s also me who has
mental images. While it may be, as Tam supposing, that
absolutely nothing of which I have a mental image re-
ally exists, the ability to have mental images really does
exist and is a part of my thought. Finally, it’s me who
senses—or who seems to gain awarencss of physical ob-
jects through the senses. For example, [ am now seeing
light, hearing a noise, and feeling heat. These things are
unreal, since I am dreaming. But it is still certain that
I seem to see, to hear, and to feel. This seeming can-
not be unreal, and it is what is properly called sensing,
Strictly speaking, sensing is just thinking.

From this, I begin to learn a little about what I am.
But I still can’t stop thinking that 1 apprehend physical
objects, which I picture in mental images and examine
with my senses, much more distinctly than I know this
unfamiliar “I,” of which I cannot form a mental image.
I think this, even though it would be astounding if 1
comprehended things which I've found to be doubt-
ful, unknown, and alien to me more distinctly than the
one which I know to be real: my self. But I see what’s
happening. My mind enjoys wandering, and it won't
confine itself to the truth. 1 will therefore loosen the
reigns on my mind for now so that later, when the time
is right, 1 will be able to control it more easily.

Let's consider the things commonly taken to be the
most distinctly comprehencled: physical objects that we
see and touch. Let’s not consider physical objects in gen-
eral, since general conceptions are very often confused.
Rather, let’s consider one, particular object. Take, for
example, this picce of wax. It has just been taken from
the honeycomb; it hasn’t et completely lost the taste
of hom:v; it still smells of the flowers from which it was
gatherc;i; its color, shape, and size are obvious; it is
hard, cold, and easy to touch; it makes a sound when
rapped. In short, everything secms to be present in the
wax that is required for me to know it as distinctly as

ssible. But, as 1 speak, I move the wax toward the
fire; it loses what was left of its taste; it gives up its




