THRESHOLD 10

The Day the Dam Broke

No one knows which day it will be.
This is the first truth.

We can plan.

We can foresee.

We can build systems, strategies,
protections, and reserves.

We can convince ourselves that experience is
a form of immunity.

But a day always comes when something
breaks.

Sometimes it is a person.
Sometimes an illusion.
Sometimes a project.
Sometimes the body.
Sometimes a relationship.

Sometimes a certainty we considered
unshakable.

What makes that day so particular is the fact
that, almost always, we recognize it only
afterward.

When it happens it seems like an event.

Later we understand it was a frontier.



| too have had my day.
More than one, probably.

Because life is generous in handing out
fractures.

It does not ask your age.

It does not ask your role.

It does not ask your bank account.
It does not ask your résumé.

It just knocks.

| remember a precise sensation.
Not the pain.

Not the fear.

The surprise.

The surprise of discovering how quickly the
landscape of a life can change.

One day everything seems stable.
The next day stability becomes a memory.

And you find yourself observing the rubble of
something you considered permanent.

It is in that moment that you discover one of
the great illusions of existence.

We think we suffer for what we lose.

Very often we suffer for what we believed
was eternal.



Loss destroys an event.
Disillusion destroys a conviction.
And convictions have deep roots.

When something truly breaks, the first
impulse is to repair.

It is human.

We immediately look for a solution.
An explanation.

A remedy.

Someone to blame.

Anything rather than accept that some things
cannot be rebuilt in their original form.

| fought that battle too.

Like everyone.

The battle against the evidence.
Because the evidence is brutal.
It does not negotiate.

It does not console.

It exists.

And that is all.

There are moments in which life does not
grant you the time to prepare.

It pushes you into the transformation.



Whether you want it or not.

That is where you discover who you are.
Not when everything works.

When something stops working.

Not when you receive.

When you lose.

Not when you build.

When you watch a part of the construction
collapse.

Many people imagine resilience as a heroic
quality.

| have always seen it differently.
Resilience is not strength.

It is adaptation.

Strength says:

“I will resist."

Resilience says:

“I will transform myself."

And the difference is enormous.
Because some storms cannot be won.
They can only be crossed.

Over the course of my life | met people who
had lost much more than | had.



People who had seen entire worlds collapse.
Families.

Health.

Securities.

Loved ones.

Watching them I learned a fundamental
lesson.

Pain does not necessarily destroy a person.

Often it destroys the image that person had
of themselves.

And it is a very different destruction.

When pain arrives, it forces us to present
ourselves without masks.

Without titles.

Without roles.

Without protections.

Only us.

And what remains.

At first this exposure frightens.
Then it becomes a form of truth.
Because we finally stop performing.

| remember a phase of my life in which
everything | considered important seemed to
waver at the same time.



It was not a single crisis.
It was a convergence.

As if fate had decided to present all the
questions at the same moment.

It was a difficult season.

But today | would not erase it.
For a simple reason.

It showed me what was real.

When a house burns, you do not lose only
what is destroyed.

You also discover what resists the fire.
Crises have this function.

They separate the essential from the
superfluous.

With an almost cruel precision.

People who seemed central become
irrelevant.

People seemingly marginal become
indispensable.

Ambitions that seemed enormous suddenly
lose meaning.

Small things take on an immense value.
An embrace.

A phone call.



A presence.
A sincere word.

Life reorganizes priorities without asking our
consent.

And perhaps it is right that way.

Because much of what we truly learn is born
from those fractures.

Not from continuity.
From interruption.

Looking back, | realize that the day
everything broke was not also the day
everything ended.

It was the day something different began.
But this truth | did not understand right away.
| understood it later.

Much later.

When the rubble had already begun to
become foundations.

When the wounds had already begun to
become scars.

When the fear had made room for
understanding.

There is a question that time poses to every
human being.

Sooner or later.



It does not concern success.

It does not concern money.

It does not concern prestige.

The question is much simpler.

"What do you do when something breaks?"
Some stop.

Some hide.

Some blame the world.

Some learn.

| tried to learn.

Not always well.

Not always quickly.

But enough to understand one thing.
The breaking is not the end of the story.
It is the end of the previous illusion.

And between the two there is an enormous
difference.

Because every time something breaks,
something is also revealed.

Character.
Relationships.
The truth.

The essential.



And when the dust finally settles, when the
noise stops filling the air, when the pain loses
its most aggressive voice, a silent question
remains.

Not:

"Why did it happen?"

But:

"Who did | become afterward?"

It is from that question that the next chapter
is born.

Because the day everything broke did not
destroy only something.

It forced me to discover what would remain
standing.



