
Repairing with Gold


In Japan there is an old art form that consists of a lengthy process of repairing broken pieces 
of pottery with gold, called Kintsugi. The literal meaning of the word is “golden rejoining”, and 
the process can take up to 25-30 days depending on the size of the piece.  Dr. Alexa Altman, a 
psychologist who has studied the art of kintsugi, uses the process as a metaphor for life. She 
says we all have hammers in our lives which, can shatter and destroy, but hammers can also 
be used as a construction tool making them an instrument for change.


So what are the hammers in my life? How have I allowed the pieces of my life to be 
instruments of change. Have I even acknowledged that change needs to happen or have I 
buried the fragments, ignored them, as a way to deal with the pain. I know that my tendency is 
to rush over the pain, ignore the feelings — distract myself with busyness, watching a sitcom 
to make me laugh, anything that keeps from thinking and feeling. And it works, for a time.


So it was with God’s timing that I broke a bowl — NOT on purpose as Steve did a few weeks 
ago — but in the middle of our time of isolation, giving me time to do some reflection on the 
segments of my life that have brought me the most pain. The largest broken piece was a little 
less than half of the bowl, the part of my life that stayed in tact. I call that the mercy of God, my 
foundation. The foundation that held me and the the other broken pieces. The next largest 
chunk of broken pottery represents a history of tragedy. At fifteen, my father lost his father in a 
carpentry accident, then a few years later, his sister passed as the result of complications in 
childbirth. My oldest sister, before I was born, passed at the age of five. Even though I did not 
know any of these people, there was this feeling of loss. How would my life have been 
different? There was this longing to have known my grandfather, my aunt and my sister. My 
only knowing came through story telling, which helped provide some healing for my parents, 
my siblings and me. Then when I was 13, our world as a family was shattered again when my 
18 year old brother Wilbur, passed as the result of a car accident. Wounds from the past 
tragedies were reopened. More stories were told and retold as we tried to cope with this new 
loss. More fragments to be glued together, more places for something new to fill in the cracks. 
Dr. Altman talks about sitting with  our pieces and our pain and somehow finding a way to 
redefine what wholeness looks like. It takes time. It happens in stages — over long periods of 
time. 


Recently while I was going through old photos, I came across an old album of family photos 
and memorabilia that my mother had put together after my brother passed. It was falling apart 
so I decided to revamp it by making a book on line, and giving a copy to each of my siblings. I 
invited my siblings to share memories of Wilbur to include in the new album — to help keep his 
memory alive for us and our families. Interestingly, I received more than just memories, each 
one talked about feelings, regrets, and “if only’s” surrounding Wilbur’s death. Some of these 
stories were ones I had not heard before. Proof that healing takes time, that in God’s timing we 
are ready to highlight the cracks even more with gold — to talk and to process our hurts and 
regrets about what happened over 50 years ago.  While this broken piece of my life was visible 
and not able to be hidden, there are other fragments of my life that are not seen. They are 
perhaps actually the bigger pieces because they are easier to ignore and leave unattended. 
Words spoken that generated shame and unworthiness; events that provoked disappointment 
and broken relationships. As soon as I believe I have dealt with an issue, another memory or 
situation brings me to a point of needing to go deeper, like the photo album which pushed me 
further into the layers underneath my grief. 


Writing this for you, Church, has pushed me further than I could have imagined in my journey. 
As I struggled to write this, so many tears were shed. Leigh also has a tragedy in his history. 
His grandparents died in a tragic accident, and we cried together as we shared a longing to 
know the people in our past whose lives were cut short. Through it all, I am so grateful for the 



golden rejoining of God’s love in my life, and for this time of the year when I remember that as 
Jesus suffers on the cross he is suffering with me, and holding together the broken container of 
my life with gold. 


