
Je Repars À Zéro 
 

 
 

Did you know that everything happening in the film is actually the limbo of the 
main character, Cobb? That it all takes place literally inside his coma? 

But that's not really the point.  



Perhaps the most beautiful and devastating question in Inception is the one it 
quietly asks about what actually matters in a life. 

 

The film opens at its own climax. Like any dream whose beginning you can't 
remember, we enter mid-story, already deep in limbo - a place you can't escape 
precisely because you don't suspect that anything around you is unreal. 

Throughout the film, Cobb is haunted by the feeling that reality is slipping, and 
more than that, by a suffocating guilt over his wife's death. It was he who planted 
the idea in Mal's mind that the world they inhabited together wasn't real. He was 
his own worst inception. 

There's an ironic parallel worth noting here: even if you do live inside the Matrix, 
you'll almost certainly never find out. And if you do find out, there's likely nothing 
you can do about it. Cobb was lucky enough to have his own Ariadne in the 
labyrinth. 

But the real thread running through the film isn't simulation theory. It's a regret. 

And this brings us to what I think is the actual core of it: the idea of reset. Of a 
youth that has almost nothing to do with the number in your passport. 

This is a film about the architecture of life itself, about understanding how the 
world actually works, and about death. About the specific way that regret, guilt, 
and collapsed hopes are what make us old. Not time. 



The Edith Piaf song — Non, je ne regrette rien — woven so precisely into the 
film's structure does exactly this work. Je repars à zéro. I start again from zero. 
And as the track plays, each character mentally and physically sheds years, 
releasing what they've been carrying. 

Each of us is, to some degree, a prisoner of our memories, our mistakes, the 
opportunities we let pass. We excavate the past obsessively: replaying decisions, 
reliving moments that are gone for good. 

But true liberation, as Nolan shows us, doesn't come from trying to change the past 
or outrun it. It comes from acceptance. 

The film breaks the fourth wall and attempts its own inception on the audience: let 
go of your regrets. Turn your head away from what was and toward what's coming. 
A quiet note to all the conservatives in the room but that's a separate essay for 
another time. 

Inception becomes a metaphor for waking up in a world where every choice shapes 
the future, and where, in the end, we decide for ourselves which world we want to 
inhabit. The world of expectation and illusion, or the world of actual feeling and 
actual action. 

Because life is not infinite. 

We can spend as long as we like dreaming of other worlds - paradise, Valhalla, 
Shambhala - but in doing so, we simply burn through the now that has been 
allocated to us, outsourcing all present responsibility to a magnificent later that 
may never arrive. 

Nolan, as always, is a magician. And the trick is the movie itself. 



 


