Rene’s Dream 
(a Classical Representation)

“You are no I!  You do not exist!  There is no you!”


Little Rene was dreaming.  He knew not that he was dreaming.  Neither did he know that he knew not.  And as his dream unfolded, he was accosted by a supreme command.


“Go!  Travel the world as you will, you shall not prove the existence of any manifest thing.  You shall not prove to me, your God, that you are anything as substantial as even the shadow of the fog over the bogs of Hades.  Ha!  Prove to yourself that you exist and you will have a place in heaven.  Better, you shall sit and sup with Pythagoras, Heraclites, Zeno, Socrates and Thales.  Better you, you shall find peace in your Being, and a reliable road to physics.  But fail, and you shall not be even dust. Now Go!”


And the boy did go.  Fearing not just for his ever-lasting soul, but worse, that science would hold no home for him and existence brook him no peace, Rene set out about the world.  His sojourn would take him to far places where plebeian beliefs and high wisdom in Christendom and savage lands all showed him the relativism of practical knowledge.  

His first lesson:  the world he found himself was awash with folk knowledge, magic, and diverse medicine and theology.  His second lesson was that he knew not what he could truly rely upon.  Which assumptions, which beliefs were accurate?  What chimerical?  Who was he?  Could he rely on the stars that guided him across the land, even? – were they even there?  His senses told him that they were – yet his sensed deceived him often.  How could his world be so different from the world of other travelers that he had met?  “So like dreaming…so like dreaming…”

Rene slept.  Deep did he go, into the world of Dream and Shadow, and deeper still…  He faced a chasm at the end of the known world.  He had seen the sign before the last turn – “Terra incognita – Beyond here live Dragons.  Abandon all hope of existence!”  Yet he stepped forward past the signs.  Over the thin shale bridge, he trembled as he inched forward through The Fear and beyond where other minds had traveled.  After all, he had his algebra – he would find joining.
“I have mathematics.  I shall not want for firm ground.  I shall always be able to find my hypotenuse.”  “A triangle is a triangle” became his mantra.  “The sum of the angles of a triangle is always equal to 180 degrees.”  From the abyss echoed a daunting thunder; and the Thunder was heard by Rene to be a Voice.  “You do exist, Rene!  How can you doubt your senses?  Where shall you find better evidence of your existence than in the vision of your hand in front of your thin pale face?  Trust in me. I would not steer you wrong.  Step forward. This path across the chasm is real.  Come – Crawl to me!”

And Rene was sorely tempted to turn toward the tremulous voice.  “Yes.  Surely I can trust this.  It seems so real.  But no!  Wait!  Have I not before been wrongly trustful of min own senses?  And have I not too often seen the damage wrought in my sciences by false belief, assumptions and fallacious postulate?  What can I count on?  I would rather have one thing that is true than a world of falsity, however comfortable.”

“And who is this tempting me with scrutable verity?”  For Rene had a nagging fear, a fear which he was loathe to reject as reasonable, that this voice hammering his ears with tempting solidity was the voice of No Good God.  “Perhaps I am deceived in everything which I believe that I know.  Perhaps there is no Truth – no existence at all?  Surely it cannot be?!”

“But wait!  Would not the river of blood flowing roiled through this canyon below appear the same treacherously sanguine rouge, even in a dream?  Red is red!  And, demon that thou art, though full of guile, You shall not deceive me!  If you exist, exist behind me!”

The earth trembled and Rene met the sharp shale dust hard with his hands and knees.  “But what is this pain?” laughed Rene.  “As my hands bleed – as I feel afraid – as I am deceived? Who is it who is deceived?  And what matter is it that I bleed?  What account any thing corporeal?  I gain nothing from my senses that is indubitable.  I vouchsafe, perhaps, that I do gain a little; and with faith in a Good God, perhaps enough; for verily I Am!  I am?  I am!  And how many fingers do I have in this dream, then?  Five here.  Nothing lost!  Five here, too.  I have ten as I had before!  And Ten is Ten.  And five plus five is ten.  And that is true and reliable.  Yes!  I see light!”

And Rene laughed and cried, and he dreamed a dream of a dream within a dream in which he addressed the Papal Contingent and proved, yes proved, once-for-all-time, that indeed God exists.  And By God, he himself exists because he thinks.  “Yes” he sighed, “I exist.  And since my judgment, though outstripped by the freedom of my will, comes ultimately to the good and the truth that God must Will, as I know God, so I may trust yet in my own judgment.  Yes, I err. Yet I have reduced my beliefs to their ultimate foundations. My system is sound.  Mathematics is.  Geometry is.  God Is.  God is a perfect being.  I am…substance!”

And the boy man trusted, and was transported.  He awakened many years after he had begun his sojourn.  No longer sickly, and buoyed by the freedom of his certainty, his first sight was from the vantage of Older Eyes.  He supported himself at the table on which his wash basin was kindly set.  He looked into the mirror before him, and he never gave a thought to the I that looked back at him, not only from the looking glass in front of him, but also the one set behind him on his dressing room door – and before him – and behind him – and before him – and behind him – in infinite regress.
And God, if then In Observation, might have laughed at the spectacle.  Not Descartes’ God, neither that of the Church; for they were all trapped within the mimetic substance of the self-same Mirror.
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