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One form of Japanese pottery art is called kintsugi. K-i-n-t-s-u-g-i “Kin” means “gold” and “tsugi” 

means “to reconnect”. So, Kintsugi is the name for a pottery object created by piecing together separate 

pottery shards. A story is told of how this ancient Japanese art form came to be. It is said a noble ruler’s 

servant dropped a precious piece of an expensive tea set. The ruler rose up to physically punish the 

servant. But before the ruler’s hand could strike the offending servant, another servant nearby sang a 

song pleading forgiveness. The song filled the ruler with compassion and he didn’t punish. Later, that 

same singing servant gathered up the shattered pieces. Using gold glue, he reassembled the tea set piece 

and presented to the ruler. Wonderfully, this gift pleased the ruler. It became more valuable in his eyes. 

Brokenness became beauty. 

 

So, a new art form came into being. Kintsugi - an intentional artistic work of assembling shattered 

individual pieces, but not so as to obscure their broken and separated edges. The point is not to hide the 

shattered parts, but too highlight the separations. Now, the new creation proclaims its wholeness along 

with its brokenness. In the words of a contemporary Japanese-American artist, Makoto Fujimura, 

“Kintsugi does not just ‘fix’ or repair a broken vessel; rather the technique makes the broken pottery 

even more beautiful than the original as the Kintsugi master will taken the broken work and create a 

restored piece that makes the broken parts even more visually sophisticated. No two works, done with 

such mastery, will look the same or break in the same way.” (Art + Faith, Makoto Fujimura, page 44-

45) 

 

But, Fujimura is not just a Japanese-American artist. Fujimura is a Christian. With his eyes of faith, he 

sees kintsugi as another way to understand Jesus’ journey from his life to his death on the cross thus 

making the New, resurrection, possible. Again, in his words: “At the heart of our journey toward the 

New is the resurrection vision of God. Every art recognizes that the work must be broken to be made 

new again….. In that journey of brokenness, we experience something that transcends the brokenness. In 

the signature of the New given birth through darkness, we recognize a mark of greatness given to an 

enduring art worthy of our attention… Kintsugi is a form of theology that mends the broken fissures of 

our cultures and helps all of us to listen to the Voice of the Spirit. (Page 45-45).  

 

To see a kintsugi object with eyes of faith is to hold the brokenness of our lives, a brokenness which we 

often wish to avoid and deny. It’s not a part of our story or our Christian story we welcome. After all 

these centuries, we are no different from the first disciple, Peter. Like Peter and the others around Jesus 

in a village in Caesarea Philippi, conversations about pending suffering and death are not welcomed. 

The rejection of someone we love is not anything we want to consider. Not the idea that the one who has 

opened our hearts and filled us with hope would be killed. Who can blame Peter from trying to silence 

Jesus? But Jesus goes on to speak of this hard truth: “If any want to become my followers, let them deny 

themselves and take up their cross and follow me. For those who want to save their live will lose it, and 

those who love their life for my sake, and for the sake of the gospel, will save it.”  

 

Using the idea of kintsugi, Jesus says there is a breaking necessary in this human experience God has 

given to us.  There is a going down into dark places on the way to find true life. There is a suffering on 



 

 

the way to the feast. Darkness will have its time as part of the time of light. Crosses are found on all life 

roads. The good news of Jesus Christ is not about purity and perfection but about God’s grace to mend 

brokenness, to bless and make whole and holy.   

 

That’s why we gather on our first Sunday back in the building and lament. That’s why we all received 

cards to write words of pain and loss, why we boldly dare to weave those experiences and feelings into 

liturgies and litanies. There is purpose in coming together and continuing to lament. Lament is another 

way to proclaim we are the Body of Christ. To lament is to take Jesus seriously and follow him into the 

deep, eternal truth proclaim in the crosses we wear and adorn worship spaces.  

 

We’re gathering with personal and profound awareness of exactly what Jesus first said in a village in 

Caesarea Philippi. Jesus as the Christ knows of the powerful connection between some kind of dying 

and becoming more alive. Jesus knows the experience of needing to be empty in order to create space 

for the holy to enter human flesh. Somehow the abundance and gift of life needs and follows a breaking 

open, a giving over, a losing before gaining. If you have ever wondered, as I have, what Jesus’ words 

about dying and losing to gain true life really mean, I invite you to behold the kintsugi of your life and 

our world’s life over these last months and the continuing brokenness we lament today.  

 

Lament is part of life. To lament is to lose your life as you think it should be, always will be, the life you 

deserve to have. To lament for others’ lament is to lose your life for the sake of the gospel - to work for 

justice and peace, to stand for equal rights, to create common ground. As followers of Jesus, lament and 

brokenness are what we celebrate every Sunday as we gather. At the altar, whole bread or a large wafer 

is held up. In the silence, it is broken. Wine is poured, wine made possible by crusting grapes. “Christ 

our Passover is sacrificed for us.”  “If any want to become my followers, let them deny themselves and 

take up their cross and follow me. For those who want to save their live will lose it, and those who love 

their life for my sake, and for the sake of the gospel, will save it.”  

 

 Each time we gather, we witness Jesus brokenness and death making us new. As experiences break us 

open, we are not only Christ’s hands and feet, but we become Christ’s heart able to see the suffering of 

others our culture would hide from us. Through the Eucharist, we enter into the reality of resurrection, a 

reality where the brokenness is held together with golden glue. We become a community more aware of 

God’s presence through and in our brokenness. We grow into a community where compassion and 

justice hold the most value - “listening to the voice of the Spirit speaking” through pain and loss. Our 

laments are not wasted, useful only until we can quickly move on to being busy and fixing. Lament is a 

powerful tending to the heart, to our depth, to the place of our own cross where we are transformed by 

Jesus Christ. Such inner work is never wasted. Such inner work is always holy, Holy Spirit work. Worth 

more than gold. Amen 


