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especially among disaffiliated young people, but by no
a necessary phase of our cultural evolution, and—poten- THE MAKING OF A CO{.J’“NTER CULTURE
see where the wasteland ends and where a culture of
world we build about us. Literally so. What, after all, is the
the very physical environment suddenly looms up before
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means only among them—seems to me neither trivial nor
tially—a life-enhancing influence of incalculable value. |
human wholeness and fulfillment begins. We can now
ecological crisis that now captures so much belated at-
us as the outward mirror of our inner condition, for many

sociology, religion
Theodore Roszak,
Author of The Mak:ng of a Counter Culture e O Ore
- “The religious renewal we see happening about us —
irresponsible, neither uncivil nor indecent. On the con- R()SZﬂk
| tp . . Author of
trary, | accept it as a profoundly serious sign of the times,
believe it means we have arrived, after long journeying,
at an historical vantage point from which we can at last
recognize that the fate of the soul is the fate of the social
order; that if the spirit within us withers so too will all the
tention but the inevitable extroversion of a blighted
psyche? Like inside, like outside. In the eleventh hour,
the first discernible symptom of advanced disease within.”
From the Introduction
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“What Theodore Roszak offers us in Where the Waste-
land Ends is nothing less than a State of the Union Mes-
sage on the condition of the human soul.”

—Anatole Broyard, The New York Times
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170 SINGLE VISION AND NEWTON’S SLEEP

the most remote, and therefore the reality single vision
knows most reliably.

The point cannot be too strongly stated. It makes no
automatic psychological difference that we exchange one
theoretical model for another, or refine our methods of
scientific measurement; the quality of our experience is the
heart of the matter. And where evaluation and psychic
participation are concerned, the scientific worldview re-
mains as undimensioned today as in the age of Bacon and
Newton. Single vision reigns supreme. Ours is still the
universe Alexandre Koyré speaks of in his description of
the Newtonian synthesis:

. . . the world of science, the real world, is no more seen
. . . as a finite and hierarchically ordered, therefore
qualitatively and ontologically differentiated whole, but
as an open, indefinite, and even infinite universe, united
not by its immanent structure but only by the identity of
its fundamental contents and laws. . . .

This, in turn, implies the disappearance—or violent ex-
pulsion—from scientific thought of all considerations
based on value, perfection, harmony, meaning, and aim,
because these concepts, from now on merely subjective,
cannot have a place in the new ontology. . . .

Modern science broke down the barriers that sepa-
rated the heavens and the earth, and . . . united and
unified the universe. . . . But . . . it did this by sub-
stituting for our world of quality and sense perception,
the world in which we live and love and die, another
world—the world of quantity, of reified geometry, a
world in which, though there is a place for everything,
there is no place for man.

GOD EXPERTLY EMBALMED

Such is the sense of nature our culture has come to take
for granted and to which even the religious life of our so-
ciety has adapted. It is a universe that has proved hospita-
ble to only that fossilized form of Christianity which the
Enlightenment called “natural religion” and which Blake
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shrewdly recognized as a euphemism for the total sur-
render of visionary experience. Newton, like so many of
the early scientists, was an outspokenly pious man; profes-
sions of faith punctuate his great treatises. But in his
science Newton could retain only the chilliest, most blood-
lessly cerebral notion of the divine. In the famous “Gen-
cral Scholium” which he attached to his Principia to de-
fend its religious intentions, God is allowed into nature
only as a deduction from the order of things . . . or else
“how to keep the systems of the fixed stars by their gravity
from collapsing?” He is the remote potentate who “governs
all things, not as the soul of the world, but as Lord over
all; and on account of his dominion he is wont to be called
Lord God pantocrator or Universal Ruler.” “We know
him,” concludes Newton, “only by his most wise and ex-
cellent contrivance of things . . . we reverence and adore
him as his servants.” Here is a God no longer experienced,
but inferred by a none too solid logic from the design of
nature. Of all the poetry in which the divine has ever been
clothed, Newton could retain only the austere image of
celestial monarchy, the most detached relationship possi-
ble between the sacred and the natural. But of course the
Judeo-Christian tradition was well freighted with this
diminished conception of God and gave Newton much sup-
port. Mainstream Christian orthodoxy, with its minimal in-
vestment in visionary experience, was more than willing
to see its God become a functional postulate in a desacral-
ized universe.

True, Deism has never been a robust faith; it exhausted
its philosophical viability within a few generations of its
initial appearance. Before the eighteenth century was out,
Hume had driven his skeptical rapier through its heart.
But natural religion was so anemic to begin with that it
scarcely suffered for the wound. It survives today as an
easy and shapeless orthodoxy among routine churchgoers.
They may never have heard the word “Deism,” but they
continue to pay respects to that aloof “Somebody (or is it
Something?) Up There,” the managerial deity who stands
well off behind the scientist’s universe, careful never to
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