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smell; it changes color; it loses its shape; it gets bigger;
it melts; it heats ap; it becomes difficult to touch; it no
longcr makes a sound when struck. Is it still the same
piece of wax? We must say that it is: not one denies it or
thinks otherwise. Then what was there in the wax that
I comprehended so distinctly? Certainly nothing that I
reached with my senses—for, while everything having
to do with taste, smell, sight, touch, and hearing has
changed, the same piece of wax remains.
Perhaps what I distinctly knew was neither the
sweetness of honey, nor the fragrance of flowers, nor
a sound, but a physical object that once appeared to me
one way and now appears differently. But what exactly
is it of which I now have a mental image? Let’s pay care-
ful attention, remove everything that doesn’t belong to
the wax, and see what’s left. Nothing is left except an
extended, flexible, and changeable thing. But what is
it for this thing to be flexible and changeable? Is it just
that the wax can go from round to square and then to
triangular, as I have mentally pictured? Of course not.
Since I understand that the wax’s shape can change in
innumerable ways, and since [ can’t run through all the
changes in my imagination, my comprehension of the
wax’s flexibility and changeability cannot have been
produced by my ability to have mental images. And
what about the thing that is extended? Are we also ig-
norant of its extension? Since the extension of the wax
increases when the wax melts, increases again when the
wax boils, and increases still more when the wax gets
hotter, I will be mistaken about what the wax is unless
I believe that it can undergo more changes in extension
than I can ever encompass with mental images. I must
therefore admit that I do not have an image of what
the wax is—that I grasp what it is with only my mind.
(While I am saying this about a particular piece of wax,
itis even more clearly true about wax in general.) What
then is this piece of wax that [ grasp only with my mind?
It is something that I see, feel, and mentally picture——
exactly what I believed it to be at the outset. But it must
be noted that, dcspite the appearances, my grasp of the
wax is not visual, tactile, or pictorial. Rather, my grasp
of the wax is the result of a purely mental inspection,
which can be imperfect and confused, as it was once,
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What should I say about this mind—or, in other
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