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Dedicated to my daughter, Hanna, 
 who embraces a path of unity and radical love 

 

And to Ernestine Glossbrenner, who died in 2012. Ernie served 
for 16 years in the Texas State House of Representatives. I was  
her pastor in the final two years of her life. When I asked her to  
name a highlight of her legislative career, she immediately said, 
òHelping to write legislation that banished the short-handled hoe 

(El Cortito, El Brazo del Diablo) which was causing so much 
misery for braceros.ó 

 
All photos by Krin Van Tatenhove except for cover photo of 
girl with rose by Robin Roberts, and photo of earth on cover, 

used by permission from SoftKey 
 
 

Join the Facebook dialogue at  
www.facebook.com/invitationtotheoverview  

 

http://www.facebook.com/invitationtotheoverview
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An Evolving  Manifesto 

 
As a spiritual being on a human journey, I will enjoy 
the mystery surrounding me. Most often called God, 

this Presence has many names in many languages, an 
Ever-Creating Force longing for unity and love.  I 

affirm that there are myriad pathways to this Reality. 
I will seek to live by the truths revealed to me without 

trying to impose them on others. I trust that Truth 
sheds its own light. If I impart hope, grace, or wisdom 

to the lives of others, it will happen because I am 
sincerely seeking the Transcendent in my own 

nonviolent way, deeply desiring oneness with our 
Creator and our Creatorõs children. 
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I will give you the keys of the kingdom of heaven; whatever you 

bind on earth will be bound in heaven, and whatever you loose on 

earth will be loosed in heaven. ð Jesus of Nazareth 
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Prelude One 
 

We are all atheists about most of the gods that humanity has ever 

believed in. Some of us just go one god further.  

ð Richard Dawkins 
 

A willing suspension of disbeliefé 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, the 19th century poet and 

philosopher, coined this phrase in 1817. It means to 

temporarily set aside our critical faculties and believe the 

unbelievable, to sacrifice realism for the sake of enjoyment.  

We do it all the time, especially as we read fiction or 

watch movies. Examples are endless but consider James 

Cameronõs Avatar. Our logic could dismiss the psychedelic 

forests, the blue Navi plugging dreadlocks into Mother 

Pandora, the technology of mining operations on a foreign 

planet. We could trip over the notion that we are watching 

all this on a flat screen. Instead, we suspend reason and let 

Cameron immerse us in an epic fantasy. We pass the portal 

into another dimension. 

I count it a privilege to have atheists and agnostics in 

my circle of friends. Some of them are increasingly militant, 

siding with Richard Dawkins, author of The God Delusion. 

Like crusaders (ironic?), they say religion shouldnõt simply 

be tolerated, but actively opposed by rational argument 

wherever it raises its Hydra head.  

If your path has taken you in that direction, chances 

are you didnõt make it past An Evolving Manifesto on page 4. 

Not another book on spirituality! Not another addition to the 

speculative fiction about gods! Not another brick in the wall! 
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I ask you, humbly, to suspend your disbelief long 

enough to finish this short volume. 

Why?  

The first reason is a basic human appeal. We donõt 

have to agree to grow from one anotherõs perspectives. This 

world is full of monologue rather than dialogue. Taking the 

time to hear another person, to truly encounter their 

perspective, is an act of peace. Any belief systemñeven one 

that eschews òbeliefóñseek same-mindedness as a magnet 

attracts filings. One measure of intelligence is to purposely 

expose ourselves to different viewpoints without fear or 

defensiveness. 

The second reason is this: you may have found an 

unlikely ally in your criticism. If you view religion as 

manmade myths, the genesis of endless division, the 

replacing of rituals for relationships, or cultural 

indoctrination that can become an opiate of the masses, Iõm 

with you! 

The sections of this book arenõt linear. Donõt expect 

that. Think of them as variations on a theme, a vision from 

different vantage points, the spokes of a mandala. Most 

importantly, they are an invitation to dialogue.  

Can you spare an hour to listen? Will you join the 

discussion? 
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Prelude Two 
 

Our idea of God tells us more about ourselves than about God. ð 
Thomas Merton 

 

As a longtime cleric, I know what it means to òpreach 

to the choir.ó On countless Sunday mornings I have stepped 

into the pulpit, ready to highlight a message I knew was 

essentially repetitious. Sure, I performed due diligence to 

keep things fresh. I did my research, found the meaning of 

the text, then presented it with heartfelt illustrations and 

poetic phrases. But the underlying truthsñthe clarion calls 

for peace, love, grace, and justiceñremained the same. 

Then there were mornings when the old message was 

brand new for a searching soul. Perhaps he was a refugee 

from organized religion, bruised and beaten by sectarian 

legalism and Pharisaic judgments. Perhaps she was feeling 

empty, drained by grief, worry, or conflict with others. 

Perhaps he was hopeless, struggling with addiction on the 

brink of death. Perhaps she was lonely, longing for a place to 

belong, a sanctuary of human solace. Whatever the 

antecedent, these precious souls would drink to their fill that 

morning. I would realize again the necessity and beauty of 

telling stories of faith within community. 

Some of you who read this slim volume will say that it 

states the obvious, highlighting spiritual realities you have 

embraced for years. You will say Iõm a late bloomer, adding 

my bud to a bouquet bequeathed by countless others. Bear 

with me, choir members. To morph the old phrase: it is 

better to have lived and bloomed, than never to have 



9 

 

blossomed at all. Plus, you may find that some of these 

thoughts stir you like a favorite book, movie, or song. 

 And maybe, just maybe, a few of you will find here an 

invitation to freedom, a chance to tear off the straitjacket of 

religiosity and embark on a different pathway. If that 

happens for even one person, my effort isnõt wasted. 

Let me start with some background. 

My spiritual journey has been circuitous. I was raised 

in a Lutheran family with solid Protestant underpinnings. It 

was the era in America nicknamed òCultural Protestantism.ó 

Brand-name denominations filled their pews and erected new 

buildings. My parents assumed that my baptism and 

confirmation would steer me straight for a lifetime. They 

were content that they had passed the torch of faith to the 

next generation. 

But the late ô60s and early ô70s happened. My local 

stomping grounds, Hollywood, happened. Backstage parties 

with my brotherõs rock band happened. Hendrix, Led 

Zeppelin, Bowie and Yes happened. Julie, Marsha, Diane, and 

Mary Ann happened. LSD, cocaine, and my first, fateful sip 

of alcohol happened. Movies like A Clockwork Orange and 

2001: A Space Odyssey happened. 

More importantly, there was my own voracious 

reading and restless spirit. Nietzsche, Camus, and Sartre 

happened. Conrad, Faulkner, and Hesse happened. Neruda, 

Hughes, Bly, Ferlinghetti and Roethke happened. Suzuki and 

Watts happened. I opened the spiritual texts of Buddhism, 

Hinduism, and Islam. I memorized Zen poems and passages 

from the Tao Te Ching.    
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All of it led to me to emphatically reject the 

conventional faith of my youth. For ten years I alternately 

embraced Agnosticism, then Existentialism, then Zen 

Buddhism, my restlessness driving me inward and onward.  

One night over a pitcher of beer, a friend invited me 

to his churchña Presbyterian congregation on the northeast 

side of Albuquerque. Iõll never forget what he said, an 

unintentional kęan. òMaybe youõre looking for something 

you already know, Krin.ó 

From the moment I entered that church, I 

experienced a homecoming. This was a community of faith 

that embraced searchers and encouraged free thinking. They 

respected the sanctity of individual conscience. My personal 

beliefs were my territory not theirs; they simply celebrated 

the chance to commune with me. 

Giving people the space to connect to Spirit without 

the pressure of conformity is a priceless gift. This is the real 

meaning of sanctuary. It was in that church that I sensed a 

call to enter ministry, the most unlikely turn of events that I 

(and most of my friends and family) could have imagined. 

I say this with chagrin; in my early years as a pastor, 

my faith pendulum swung to one end of the spectrum. I 

became a defender of the faith, as if God needed a Secret 

Service agent, press secretary, or propaganda officer. In 

those years I became a part of the very problem I am 

addressing in this booklet. I have made amends to most of 

the people I knew during that time. They were gracious 

enough to forgive me. 
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Thank God that my early broad-mindedness, my 

willingness to embrace a wide spectrum of experience, was 

still within me. To use the musician Gandalfõs phrase, this 

incipient knowledge was òa seed dreaming inside.ó As it 

sprouted, it germinated my teachings, my writings, and my 

sermonsñnot fully realized, just glimpses of green from 

hard-packed ground, hints of what was to come.  

 Even sporadic clues sparked the ire of an orthodox 

friend. He was an elder in a church I servedña fine family 

man, pillar of the community, patriotic, hard-working, 

strident for the cause of Christ. I still love him and his kin. 

 òKrin,ó he said, òit sounds to me like youõre flirting 

with the heresy of Universalism. Donõt you know that 

Christianity is inherently exclusive? There is only one way 

to salvation, and to even suggest otherwise is a betrayal of 

your calling. Itõs like a shepherd leading his flock down the 

wrong pathway. Iõm worried about you.ó 

 Inherently exclusive. The words were a harsh 

thunderclap in my ears. Hours later, as the ringing subsided, 

all I could say was òNo! Not exclusive! Radically inclusive! A 

movement started by a Nazarene carpenter that embraced 

outcasts and Gentiles, which willingly laid hands on the 

ungodly and untouchable. A love with power to dissolve 

pride and break down walls of hostility. A message that, 

when it reached its crescendo, distilled the essence of grace!ó 

 My ears were still stinging as a heavenly host of 

images flooded my mind. A beautiful Hindu girl I met in 

India whose òold-souló eyes still haunt me. A crowd of 

Muslim men kneeling towards Mecca in a New Mexican 
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mosque. Jewish friends with whom I shared a Passover meal 

inside San Quentin prison. An atheist who worked beside me 

on numerous Habitat for Humanity projects, our labor 

synced by altruism. A shaman of Incan descent who opened 

his Cuzco home and shared a cup of tea with me. The people 

Iõve buried who claimed no faith at all, but who appeared in 

death as precious children of God.  

 When my ears returned to normal, when blessed 

silence told me òbe still and know that I am God,ó I could 

really, truly listen. 

I know cynics will say my sentiments are as naively 

optimistic as John Lennonõs Imagine or Rodney Kingõs òCan 

we all get along?ó Even as I write these words, our world is 

mired in multiple wars, fueled by ancient hatreds. Violence 

seems necessary to stem the tides of genocide. Children are 

starving while CEOs consider their latest luxury acquisition. 

Our competitive consumption threatens the delicate 

biosphere. My own country, whose motto is E Pluribus 

Unumñout of many, Oneñis more rancorously divided than 

it has been since the Civil War. Who am I to write the 

following platitudes? 

I am also aware that these pages may strain ties with 

my own tradition; they may brand me òunorthodox,ó out of 

lock-step with 2,000 years of marching orders. 

Yet I also believe this: as important as it is to work for 

peace on a communal level, there is infinite wisdom in the oft 

quoted phrase of Gandhi, òBe the change that you wish to 

see in the world.ó The enlightenment of one mind, the 

freedom of one spirit, has healing ripple effects. As a 
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Christian song popular in the ô60s said, òLet there be peace 

on earth, and let it begin with me.ó 

So I feel compelled to share, to add my voice to the 

dialogue. I seek only to echo, from my own soul, the entreaty 

of Bob Marley: 
 

One love, one hearté 

I'm pleading to mankindé 
 

 Come with me to The Overview. 

 

 
 

Let the heavens rejoice; let the earth be glad! ð Psalm 96:11 
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The Overview 
 

n my childhood family, the òspace raceó was personal. I 

grew up in the ô60s in southern California, my father in 

charge of financial controls for the Apollo module. He 

consorted with famous astronauts and legends like Werner 

Von Braun. When it came time for òtake your son to work 

day,ó I got a chance to scramble through a mock-up of that 

small cone-shaped capsule designed to withstand both fiery 

reentries and violent splashdowns in the oceans of earth. 

 I remember the excitement in our home when a 

Saturn V was ready to launch a new mission from Cape 

Canaveral. Dad would rouse us from bed like we were about 

to embark on a dream vacation. He would lead us into the 

family living room where an early generation color TV sat 

on its throne. There we could see the rocket, aimed for the 

cosmos, steam billowing from beneath, its tip crowned with 

the Apollo. Dad would stalk around that screen with more 

intensity than a Brazilian soccer fan, the clock announcing T 

minus 4 hours, then 3, then 1, then the final dramatic 

countdown and that glorious, thunderous liftoff into the sky. 

 In retrospect, I know that our efforts to reach that 

lifeless chunk of rock were as motivated by competition as 

scientific wonder. This was an expression of U.S. pride, an 

extension of the longstanding Cold War. No Russian was 

going to bag the moon before us! Iõm also sadly aware of the 

military agendas that attended our forays into space, 

resulting in Strangelovian plans years later to deploy a ònear 

spaceó defense system. Our land and sub based nukes were 

apparently not enough, even though they represented 

I  
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enough doomsday power to demolish every major city on 

earth. We thought we needed missiles in orbit, polluting 

space with hardware and cancerous hatred. Thank God that 

plan never came to fruition. 

 Still, when Neil Armstrong took his immortal first 

step onto the lunar surface, it was a moment of wonder, a 

celebration of the imagination and possibilities of 

humankind. It taught us about our potential. 

But there is an even more enduring lesson from our 

ventures into the beyond. It is called the The Overview Effect, 

a term first coined by Frank White, who explored them in 

his book, The Overview Effect ñ Space Exploration and Human 

Evolution in 1987. It is that moment when we turn and see 

our planet suspended in the vastness of space. For everyone 

who experiences it, this vantage point is life-changing. It 

transforms their perspectives on Earth and humankindõs 

place upon it. 

Here are some quotes from astronauts about their 

Overview. 
 

When we look down at the earth from space, we see this amazing, 

indescribably beautiful planet. It looks like a living, breathing 

organism. But it also, at the same time, looks extremely fragile. - 

Ron Garan, USA 
 

Before I flew I was already aware of how small and vulnerable our 

planet is; but only when I saw it from space, in all its ineffable 

beauty and fragility, did I realize that humankind's most urgent 

task is to cherish and preserve it for future generations. - Sigmund 

Jähn, German Democratic Republic 
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For those who have seen the Earth from space, and for the 

hundreds and perhaps thousands more who will, the experience 

most certainly changes your perspective. The things that we share 

in our world are far more valuable than those which divide us. - 

Donald Williams, USA 
 

My first view - a panorama of brilliant deep blue ocean, shot with 

shades of green and gray and white - was of atolls and clouds. 

Close to the window I could see that this Pacific scene in motion 

was rimmed by the great curved limb of the Earth. It had a thin 

halo of blue held close, and beyond, black space. I held my breath, 

but something was missing - I felt strangely unfulfilled. Here was 

a tremendous visual spectacle, but viewed in silence. There was no 

grand musical accompaniment; no triumphant, inspired sonata or 

symphony. Each one of us must write the music of this sphere for 

ourselves. - Charles Walker, USA 
 

Looking outward to the blackness of space, sprinkled with the glory 

of a universe of lights, I saw majesty - but no welcome. Below was 

a welcoming planet. There, contained in the thin, moving, 

incredibly fragile shell of the biosphere is everything that is dear to 

you, all the human drama and comedy. That's where life is; that's 

where all the good stuff is. - Loren Acton, USA 
 

The Earth was small, light blue, and so touchingly alone, our home 

that must be defended like a holy relic. The Earth was absolutely 

round. I believe I never knew what the word round meant until I 

saw Earth from space. - Aleksei Leonov, USSR 
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The sun truly comes up like thunder and sets just as fast. Each 

sunrise and sunset lasts only a few seconds. But in that time you see 

at least eight different bands of color come and go, from a brilliant 

red to the brightest and deepest blue. And you see sixteen sunrises 

and sixteen sunsets every day you're in space. No sunrise or sunset 

is ever the same. - Joseph Allen, USA 
 

The Earth reminded us of a Christmas tree ornament hanging in 

the blackness of space. As we got farther and farther away it 

diminished in size. Finally it shrank to the size of a marble, the 

most beautiful marble you can imagine. That beautiful, warm, 

living object looked so fragile, so delicate, that if you touched it 

with a finger it would crumble and fall apart. Seeing this has to 

change a man, has to make a man appreciate the creation of God 

and the love of God. - James Irwin, USA 
 

Suddenly, from behind the rim of the moon, in long, slow-motion 

moments of immense majesty, there emerges a sparkling blue and 

white jewel, a light, delicate sky-blue sphere laced with slowly 

swirling veils of white, rising gradually like a small pearl in a 

thick sea of black mystery. It takes more than a moment to fully 

realize this is Earth...home. My view of our planet was a glimpse 

of divinity. - Edgar Mitchell, USA 
 

A Chinese tale tells of some men sent to harm a young girl who, 

upon seeing her beauty, become her protectors rather than her 

violators. That's how I felt seeing the Earth for the first time. I 

could not help but love and cherish her. - Taylor Wang, 

China/USA 
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What if, like these astronauts, we internalized this 

overview, tucking it like a pearl of great price into our hearts 

and minds? What if it caused us to have a fundamental, life-

changing paradigm shift? What if national boundaries 

remained for governmental purposes, but we saw them from 

the global vantage point of our human family? What if the 

current conflicts that divide us were eclipsed by our critical 

need to create planetary tolerance, to galvanize our 

collective will and protect this pale blue vessel sailing in 

space? 

This leads me to the primary questions of this book. 

Is your "religion," your faith tradition, your life philosophy 

contributing to these universal causes? Is it compelling you 

to find unity, commonality, and peaceful dialogue with 

others, no matter how alien their faith or lifestyle seems to 

you? Or is it promoting exclusivity and privilege, erecting 

walls, fueling ancient hostilities? Is it setting you apart? 

As you answer these questions for yourself, consider 

the glimpses of Universalism in section threeñvisions 

shared from the hearts, minds, and souls of human beings 

who looked beyond the veil of conventionality. The 

Overview wasñand still isñcentral to their existence. We 

need more of their breed. 

But first, letõs move from an overview to an inner 

view. And please take the time to fill in each blank! 
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Remember, we are all affecting the world every moment, whether 
we mean to or not. Our actions and states of mind matter, because 
we're so deeply interconnected with one another. Working on our 

own consciousness is the most important thing that we are doing at 
any moment, and being love is the supreme creative act. 

 ð Baba Ram Dass 
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The Inner View  
 

With my hair almost on end, and the eyes of my soul wide open, I 
am present in this unspeakable Paradise, and I behold this wide 

open secret which is there for everyone,  free, and no one pays 
attention..." ð Thomas Merton 

 

hatever your name for God, this Presence shows 

itself to us through amazing artistry. Even if you 

have no belief in a Creator, consider the following. 
 

 Have you seené 

¶ A southwest sunset against a turquoise sky? 

¶ A snowcapped peak reflecting the last light of day? 

¶ The blue to red skin patch on a Roadrunnerõs head? 

¶ The staggering variety of piscine shapes and colors 

that swarm a coral reef? 

¶ The similar spirals of tree knots, Nautilus shells, 

galaxies and hurricanes? 

¶ Northern lights pulsing over a frozen landscape? 

¶ A stalactite cathedral in a deep limestone cavern? 

¶ The delicate, ephemeral colors of butterflies cavorting 

over an alpine field? 

¶ The bright, rigid stamen of a Calla Lily? 

¶ A _______________(add your own)? 
 

Have you smelledé 

¶ The perfume of creosote after a desert rain? 

¶ Ocean brine as your head bursts from a wave? 

¶ Orange blossoms on a warm summer evening? 

W 
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¶ Freshly mown grass? 

¶ A rose as you press your nose into its petals? 

¶ Garlic fried in olive oil? 

¶ A split log of cedar? 

¶ A plumeria lei strung around your neck? 

¶ The yeasty fragrance of bread baking in a warm 

winter kitchen? 

¶ _______________(add your own)? 
 

Have you touchedé 

¶ The smooth, rubbery skin of a dolphin? 

¶ The silky hair of your baby while he or she sleeps? 

¶ The sandpaper edge of pumice? 

¶ The fine bristles on a caterpillarõs back? 

¶ The softer fur on a dogõs belly? 

¶ The tentacles of a sea anemone just before they recoil? 

¶ Your loverõs hand as you walk along a beach? 

¶  Sand sifting through your fingers? 

¶ The leathery hide of an elephant? 

¶ _______________(add your own)? 
 

Have you tastedé 

¶ A sprig of fennel crushed between your teeth? 

¶ Fresh coconut milk? 

¶ Jackfruit, like Juicy Fruit gum? 

¶ Buttered salmon hot from the oven? 

¶ A glass of fine merlot? 
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¶ Warm, buttery croissants? 

¶ Mountain spring water cupped in your hands? 

¶ Enchiladas smothered in Hatch green chili sauce? 

¶ Earl Grey tea with a dollop of honey? 

¶ _______________(add your own)? 
 

Have you heardé 

¶ The rhythmic breathing of your lover nestled next to 

you in sleep? 

¶ The sharp, stabbing notes of a bagpipe? 

¶ The crescendo of Beethovenõs ninth in an open-air 

amphitheater? 

¶ The shriek of an eagle as it soars overhead? 

¶ A mockingbird exultantly moving through its 

repertoire at dawn outside your window? 

¶ Murmurs of wind in the pine trees? 

¶ Booming echoes of thunder over a desert plateau? 

¶ The pattering of rain on your roof? 

¶ The ancient songs of a humpback whale? 

¶ _______________(add your own)? 
 

It is one thing to have a stellar overview that moves 

us to unity. But letõs be honest; precious few of us will have 

the privilege of soaring beyond the stratosphere. We donõt 

need to. We can let the splendor of this paradise we live in 

unite us with wonder and appreciation. 

You may not have experienced all the sensory 

delights mentioned above, but Thomas Mertonõs comment is 
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so true: they are here for all of us to savor if we pay 

attention! Our Creator has truly gifted us with a Paradise 

and the five senses to relish it. 

Will we let our common joy and awe over creation bring 

us together as a human family? This ecosystem was here 

long before we emerged into self-consciousness. Will our 

sentience evolve to the point where we see ourselves as one, 

not only with nature, but with each other? 
 

 
 

Ever the sunset shall herald the dawn. ð Murray Kyle 


