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I love it when a goblet breaks. It’s my opportunity to invite a new beauty 
into my life. 

I pass up gorgeous glasses regularly. My home is full, I think. I don’t want 
to become one of those people with every cupboard bursting to capacity 
and boxes and boxes more in the garage. This would be easy for me. 
Lovely things with color dancing along their sides beckon to me and say 
“Take me home.”  

Instead I use the things I own liberally. I never wait to dump the 
watermelon chunks into the Depression glass bowl. I do it with abandon 
and feast on the beauty as well as the food. 

Broken Goblet, Whole Life 
making something from the pieces 
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I haven’t always been this way. I learned this 
lesson when my daughter was four years old and 
realized my life was filled with sippy cups and 
plastic plates. All the good stuff was tucked away, 
including the best part of myself. 

No one gasps as loudly as a young person when 
yellow corn is served in a cobalt blue bowl. I 
wanted to cultivate the 
desire to see beauty 
when it still came 
naturally to my 
children. So the 
Depression glass came 
down from the high 
cupboards. I didn’t put 
off pleasure, and, 
interestingly, I found 
my naturally resentful, 
score-keeping nature 
began to slowly melt away.  

Webster defines resentment, “a feeling of 
indignant displeasure” and offers one of the 
synonyms as “dungeon.” When I kept such careful 
track of my things, holding in reserve what I was 
horrified would break or get ruined, I 
unknowingly placed myself in a dungeon. 

It not only felt like prison to live in my body, it 
felt like it to live with me. My husband was 
scarcely home and we fought often. I can draw a 
line of connection between using my lovely 
dishes and having more friends as well as more 
marital harmony.	

Breaking a goblet 
allowed me to say 

yes to a lovely 
replacement. 
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Inevitably, however, things break. I have been sad about some of my 
crunches. When a favorite mug bit the dust I almost had to bite back a tear, 
so much of myself had I poured into the cups of peppermint tea I’d drunk 
while I’d warmed my hands at its belly. 

But a new mug waltzed into my life and sprinkled my day with daisies. I 
found someone new in my skin as I put a dollop of cream at the bottom and 
filled it high with coffee. I inhaled as the dark and bitter aroma wafted up to 
meet me. I miss my old mug and the morning tea that went with it, but I 
love this new bold wonder that begins my day. Who knew a mug would help 
me decide what to drink? 

It is like this with goblets as 
well. I drink fizzy water in my 
favorite wine glass of late. I like 
the way the bubbles mingle 
with the hand painted sage 
pattern on the side. This airy 
and light feeling would never 
have come to me had I not 
broken a glass and allowed 
myself the abandon to say yes 
to a replacement. 

I love my beautiful things, 
candles that burn, flowers that 
bloom and ornaments that hang in the window and capture the sunlight. 
Now I can also welcome the moment they break because I know that is my 
life asking for something new to happen, a colorful second chapter to 
begin. 

This is good for my children as well. Kids break things: goblets, lawn 
mowers and relationships. Me too. Teaching my children to celebrate when 
something breaks cultivates a begin again attitude. Every time something 
breaks it is a doorway for something new to enter. 
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When we have company I invite them to choose one of the beautiful goblets 
and it never fails that someone will hesitate. “Oh I couldn’t. I’ll break it.” 
We’re so afraid of breaking beauty that we stand apart and don’t relish it. 
Which is more tragic? 

My son recently broke a goblet I’d only owned a few weeks. “Mom, I’m so 
sorry I broke your brand new one,” he said. 

“Good thing I didn’t wait to enjoy it, huh? I’d 
been drinking out of it every day,” I bragged. 
It was purple and lovely and because its life 
was so brief I learned a tremendous lesson. 
Don’t put beautiful indulgences off. They can’t 
wait. 

I was thrilled to thank my son for breaking it 
when I came home from Santa Fe with this 
treasure. I’d never have purchased it before 
learning that lesson. It was the using and the 
breaking that taught me the only way to let 
more beauty in was to risk losing it. 

I adore my lovely things, but I’m no longer 
attached to them. They flow through me but 
the touch they leave behind becomes part of 
me. They can break into a zillion pieces and 
still leave me more whole. I welcome the 
moment they break because I know that is my 
life asking for something new to happen, a 
colorful new chapter to begin.  
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What do you save?

What is tucked away for special 
occasions? About what do you think, “I 
don’t want to wear this out,” or “I 
don’t want to use this up.”  

What would it cost you if you had to 
replace it? Would you enjoy the 
process of choosing something new?  

Use something precious today and 
notice how you feel. 

Use your broken pieces. 

Most things that break or wear out 
can easily go into the trash and it’s no 
big deal. But occasionally we’re 
attached and it’s difficult to let go. 
What can you make out of the 
accidents in your life that would bring 
a smile to your face?  

Create a collection spot now in 
preparation for that project so the 
next time something breaks you know 
you’re one step closer to something 
lovely. Notice how you feel.

Decorating with Broken Pieces 

One of my favorite goblets was a giant golden 
globe that reminded me of communion during 
my childhood. I have a bumpy relationship with 
church including being told I couldn’t take 
communion in several churches. 

One morning after a particularly emotional time 
trying to pray, I stomped into my kitchen 
grabbed that goblet, wrapped it in a towel and 
thrust my foot down upon it as hard as I could. 
It shattered.  

A few weeks later I threw a party and invited a 
bunch of friends. I had lots of glass chards and 
pans of wet cement. We made stepping-stones 
by pressing all that broken glass into the 
cement. Now my garden is decorated with the 
mistakes of errant elbows and anger gone wild.  

U s e  E v e r y t h i n g ,  H o a r d  N o t h i n g
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Meet Your Instructor 
Rebecca Mullen 
I have big teeth and they show - all the way to 
my molars - when I laugh, which I do a lot. I 
like to wear sneakers and I  believe a good 
mug is a great way to start the day, no 
matter what’s inside. Warming my hands is 
the important part. I’m the first one to tear 

up when Mr. Darcy says, “I’m afraid you have 
been long desiring my absence.” Lastly, almost any bad mood 

can be wiped away by changing the tablecloth on my dining room  
table.  

I am a Master Certified Life Coach.  I 
believe it is the smallest details of our 
lives that help us understand our 
souls. When we pay attention and 
notice those details without judgment, 
our greatest potential has room to 
expand with ease. Join my mailing list. 

  

Accelerate your journey by slowing down your 
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