A Thinking Thing

For a long time I had observed, as noted above, that in practical life it is sometimes
necessary to act upon opinions which one knows to be quite uncertain just as if they were
indubitable. But since I now wished to devote myself solely to the search for truth, I
thought it necessary to do the very opposite and reject as if absolutely false everything in
which I could imagine the least doubt, in order to see if I was left believing anything that
was entirely indubitable. Thus, because our senses sometimes deceive us, I decided to
suppose that nothing was such as they led us to imagine. And since there are men who
make mistakes in reasoning, committing logical fallacies concerning the simplest questions
in geometry, and because I judged that I was as prone to error as anyone else, I rejected as
unsound all the arguments I had previously taken as demonstrative proofs. Lastly,
considering that the very thoughts we have while awake may also occur while we sleep
without any of them being at that time true, I resolved to pretend that all the things that
had ever entered my mind were no more true than the illusions of my dreams. But
immediately I noticed that while I was endeavouring in this way to think that everything
was false, it was necessary that I, who was thinking this, was something. And observing
that this truth ‘I am thinking, therefore I exist’ was so firm and sure that all the most
extravagant suppositions of the sceptics were incapable of shaking it, I decided that I

could accept it without scruple as the first principle of the philosophy I was seeking.

Next I examined attentively what I was. I saw that while I could pretend that I had no
body and that there was no world and no place for me to be in, I could not for all that
pretend that I did not exist. I saw on the contrary that from the mere fact that I thought of
doubting the truth of other things, it followed quite evidently and certainly that I existed;
whereas if I had merely ceased thinking, even if everything else I had ever imagined had
been true, I should have had no reason to believe that I existed. From this I knew I was a
substance whose whole essence or nature is solely to think, and which does not require any
place, or depend on any material thing, in order to exist. Accordingly this ‘I’ — that is, the
soul by which I am what I am - is entirely distinct from the body, and indeed is easier to

know than the body, and would not fail to be whatever it is, even if the body did not exist.
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