The Golden Waist

By Kenyada Meadows

Introduction — “Broken Frames”

A colleague of mine once watched his life burn to the ground—figuratively, but
painfully enough that the smoke seemed to hang over everyone who loved him.

He was a husband, a father; and a businessman of precision and pride. Then,
without warning, a few signatures on legal paper dissolved the family he dearly
loved and the home he had painstakingly built. In a single season, he lost his lover
and best friend, the daily joy of his three children, the rhythm of evening laughter,
the bark of his golden retriever, and even the mortgage he once called his fortress
atop his beloved “man cave.”

When I visited him after the movers had come, he stood in the middle of an empty
living room, one hand dangling lifeless at his side, the other clutching the remnants
of two broken picture frames left behind. His whisper was quiet but devastating:
“Everything’s gone.”

He wasn’t talking about furniture. He was mourning identity.

That moment became a mirror for me—a living metaphor for what so many call a
“midlife crisis.” From the outside, it looks like devastation, the ravishing of not just a
house but a home, dreams torn apart as if by a powerful hurricane. There is a
merciless ripping and scattering of all that once felt precious and secure. It feels like
an assault not only against our lives but against our very souls. Mourning this loss
feels like excruciating goodbye to the best days and most beloved things we have
known, and the beginning of a descent into a withering decline.

And we must acknowledge this honestly: Midlife can feel like a crisis. It feels like
constriction.

It feels like a squeezing-out of everything valuable. It feels like the beginning of
decline, the closing credits on the best parts of our story. It feels like the walls
tightening around what once brought joy, vitality, purpose, love, and identity.

Those feelings are real. But their interpretation is not.

The midlife experience feels like a narrowing—but it isn’t a choke point. What we
call the “squeeze” is often the psychological perception of loss when in reality,
midlife is a crossing. The meeting point between who we have been and who we are



capable of becoming. A threshold, not a trap. A passage, not a punishment. A pivot,
not a burial.

Yes, undeniably, a precious chapter of life is ending. Yet what if this loss is not the
end but a passage? What if the storm that tears apart our familiar walls is also
clearing space for something new to rise?

This book is a timely invitation to all who believe they are caught in a midlife crisis.
It offers research, reflection, and hard-won perspective to help you understand
where you are, who you are, and what it will take to move forward through this
valley to the peak just ahead. It challenges the assumption that midlife must always
mean confusion or decline. Instead, the transitions that landmark our midlife years
can chart a path of renewal through the very chaos that seems to undo
us—equipping you with better tools, clearer vision, and a deeper sense of purpose.

As unfathomable as it may feel in your current storm, you may one day look back
with gratitude on this season, recognizing how it separated the wheat from the chaff,
the true from the temporary, the essential from the excess.

[ have been where you are. In some ways, I still am. Life requires uncomfortable
realizations and transitions to advance. None of us can escape them. But when we
stop resisting and start learning from them, when we stop fighting them in our
hearts and accept the changes, these transitions become our teachers. They strip
away illusion, refine our strength, and invite us to live forward—stronger, happier,
and truer in every way.

Why | Wrote This Book

[ know the painful transitions of midlife intimately—not only through the valleys of
my own forties but through decades spent mentoring men and women navigating
these seismic inner shifts. I've served in high-pressure corporate environments, faith
communities, nonprofit leadership, and family systems where I've watched
hundreds wrestle with identity, legacy, loss, and reinvention. My work has placed me
at the intersection of psychology, spirituality, leadership, and lived experience. These
pages reflect not only my story but the countless stories entrusted to me over the
years.

The Four Movements of This Book

This book follows four movements that mirror the midlife passage itself:



1. What's wrong?
The broken framework and false narratives that shape our expectations of
midlife.

2. How did I get here?
The cultural, psychological, and historical scripts you inherited.

3. How can you thrive—not just survive?
The rebuilding of inner architecture through the pursuit of meaning, the
discover of purpose, and renewed identity.

4. How do we repair the cultural breach?
The shift from self-healing to communal healing—mentoring, parenting,
leadership, legacy.

Each movement builds on the one before it, guiding you through the golden
opportunity that our midlife transitions present to us.

To begin reclaiming midlife, we must first dismantle the myth that shaped our fears
for more than half a century. We start where myth was birthed: with Elliott Jaques, a
narrow paper, a narrow sample, and a narrative that turned our golden opportunity
into a wasteland. Let us turn now to Jaques’ article that introduced the broken
framework that warped a normal transition into the myth of the midlife crisis.



Chapter 1 - The Myth of Midlife Crisis

“In the midst of every crisis lies great opportunity.” — Albert Einstein

“Never waste a good crisis. It provides the opportunity to do things that were
inconceivable before.” — Winston Churchill

Before 1965, adults in their middle years certainly faced disruptive and sometimes
disheartening changes in body, mind, and spirit. Marriages thinned like heads of
hair; grown children moved out along with virility; parents declined and passed
away like so many dreams; and once-agile bodies stiffened. Yet, despite all this, there
was no single phrase on which to hang this ironic pairing of numbness and pain.

That changed in 1965, when Canadian-born psychoanalyst Elliott Jaques published
his now-famous paper, “Death and the Midlife Crisis,” in the International Journal of
Psychoanalysis. Drawing from observations of 310 accomplished men, Jaques noted
that many entered a period of turbulence in midlife—marked by relational
disruptions, the death of a parent or partner, or the loss of career momentum. Each
faced a profound reckoning with mortality. Some went on to create their greatest
masterpieces; others fell silent or despaired. All experienced restlessness and
introspection. Jaques called this phenomenon a “midlife crisis.”

What he recorded in these creative geniuses was real. It's what he called it that
misled us. Once you name a natural human transition a crisis, people begin to expect
catastrophe. They brace for collapse, watching the calendar as if a cliff were
approaching. Journalists smelled a headline. Pop psychology latched on. Marketers
monetized it. Daytime television paraded it—a pepper-gray man in a red
convertible, fleeing a 20-year marriage in search of lost youth.

Slowly, what was a natural developmental phase became, in the public imagination,
an inevitable derangement. You hit forty or fifty, and you blow up your life. That
became the story. That became the myth.

This book exists to say: no, that is not the only story.

Midlife is not a cliff. It is a crossing—an uncomfortable, necessary passage. A
narrowing that may feel like collapse but is, in reality, a meeting point between who
you have been and who you are capable of becoming. A chance to realign purpose,



rediscover meaning, and, as Einstein and Churchill suggested, find the opportunity
hidden inside the storm.

Origin of the Crisis

Jaques’ 1965 paper examined a very specific population: high-achieving, white, male,
largely Western public intellectuals and artists. These were individuals who had
already tasted accomplishment and proven their genius. What they encountered in
midlife was not the fear of having no value, but the question, “What will [ do next?”
To compare this rarefied cohort to the general public was, at best, an unwise
assumption and, at worst, a dangerous misdiagnosis. Jaques drew sweeping
conclusions about success without accounting for variations in gender, culture,
historical era, or even personal temperament.

Whether his “geniuses” went on to flourish or falter after midlife, they were simply
experiencing normal developmental arcs—a shift, a turning point, a transition. To
label such natural recalibrations a “crisis” was an overreaction.

Moreover, Jaques measured external output rather than internal fulfillment. New
publications, musical compositions, sculptures, performances, and commissions
may reflect productivity, but they do not necessarily indicate satisfaction. Their
absence, likewise, does not signify decline.

The media and pop psychology soon amplified Jaques’ narrow description into a
sweeping prophecy. As a result, countless people began to experience the “midlife
crisis” they had been conditioned to expect. Calling a midlife transition a crisis was
far more seductive—sexier, simpler, and more headline-worthy—than delving into
the multi-factorial nature of human growth, which would have required deeper
reflection.

In the end, Jaques misframed his observations and misapplied his conclusions. His
study illuminated creativity’s surface but ignored the soul beneath it. He focused on
the external markers of productivity rather than the internal currents of purpose
that sustain vitality. In doing so, he mistook creative recalibration—the human need
to renegotiate one’s relationship with mortality and meaning—for decline. And once
we misframe an experience, every choice downstream of that frame becomes
distorted.

The Infinity Symbol as a Guiding Metaphor

An infinity symbol is a continuous line appearing as two loops crossing in the
middle. The English mathematician John Wallis introduced the symbol in 1665. It’s
also called a lemniscate.



Life, like infinity, respects the same geometry, but perspective determines reality. If
you view the infinity symbol on its side, that intersection in the middle appears to be
a squeeze, a constriction, a tight isthmus. In reality, the infinity symbol’s “Golden
Waist” is not a squeeze but a shift. Mathematically, the infinity symbol is three
dimensional and does not narrow at all. The internal path does not constrict; it
simply ascends, turns, descends, turns, and it does this repeatedly.

What feels like a squeeze is a matter of perspective, and in reality, it’s not a
constriction or a collapse at all.

Historically, the “golden waist” is a term used to describe a ratio of physical
feminine beauty. It is a hip-to-waist ratio of 0.7 which has long been regarded as
ideal. But the Golden Waist this book refers instead to the crossing of the infinity
path—the visible midpoint between loops. It is “golden” because these oft uninvited
transitions of life are rich with value and teeming with opportunity.

Life is not linear; it is looped. The first loop is acquisition: you collect skills, trophies,
partners, diplomas, children, houses, ministries, titles. The second loop is
integration: you decide what was worth gathering in the first place.

You do not reach the second loop by collapsing—you reach it by crossing.

Imagine riding a roller coaster shaped like the infinity symbol. If you were to map it
out, it's a series of ups and downs. Swings and shifts. Our first sense of
consciousness, sucking our thumb in our mother’s womb. The painful squeeze of
birth. The expansion of childhood. The pressure of adolescence. The exhilaration of
young love. The grind of monthly bills and new responsibilities of parenthood. The
heartbreak of divorce. The loss of a parent. Then another rise.

Mid-life is the center. It feels narrow, pressured, uncertain—but it is where
transformation gathers its force, not where identity collapses.

In the darkest days, it feels like the golden waste—like everything you built is being
repossessed. But you are not being emptied. You are being focused.

You are not late. You are right on time. And your best days are yet to come.
Not Denying a Midlife Transition Can Feel Like a Crisis

[ am not denying the pain often associated with the transitions of midlife. In fact, it is
essential to acknowledge this clearly and honestly:

Midlife can feel exactly like a crisis—like a squeeze, a constriction, a loss, a failure, a
goodbye to the best days of your life, and the beginning of steady decline.



It can feel like the walls are closing in. Like your youth and your joy is being
repossessed. Like your grandest achievements are behind you. Like the mirror is a
verdict sentencing you to a series of mental and physical deteriorations.

The feeling is real, but the interpretation is false.

Midlife feels like a cinching not because life is collapsing, but because identity is
redistributing. The squeeze is not a chokehold; it is a crossing—the visible meeting
point of two loops in the infinity path, not a structural narrowing. What feels like
loss may actually be consolidation.

There are mornings when [ woke up in the midst of my own difficult transitions in
my mid-forties and my first thought was not praise or coffee but a line of math: How
many years do I have left to fix my mistakes? How many years do I have left to become
who I dreamed I'd be? How much time do I have left to heal from the loss and the
damage and reclaim purpose? To leave a legacy?

In midlife, our bodies begin sending new signals—sleep disruption, visceral weight
gain, blood pressure that used to be low normal now flirting with “prehypertension.”
Our parents’ diseases, engraved in our DNA, begin their life-shortening
manifestations. The metabolism does not cooperate, the skin does not snap back,
and the libido drops, inviting late-night ad clicking. And just when our psyche feels
less flexible to uncomfortable changes, we face some of the most devastating
changes of life: the death of a parent, the divorce of a marriage, the loss of custody of
our children, the change of careers, the onset of a disabling illness. You may face the
surprise caregiving role of providing for an aging parent, be cradling a fragile
marriage, or recovering from a broken one, when another phone call heralds yet
more bad news. The job has stopped being an adventure and has become a
mortgage-payment. Exhaustion has you looking forward to retirement but reality
has you postponing the date. Add to that the slow disillusionment with American
consumer spirituality: you served, you attended your children’s games, you paid
your bills and taxes, you tithed, you did all the “be a good person” things, yet still the
elusive ache deepens.

What you are feeling is not proof your life is failing or you need psychiatric
medication. It is the discomfort of transition, acutely felt—not an actual narrowing
of who you are or what your future can be. It is the beginning of redistribution, not
collapse.



The Higher Suicide Risk in Men in Their Midlife

Men, particularly in the 45-65 age range, show an elevated risk of suicide in
multiple Western datasets. A lazy conclusion would blame the “midlife crisis.”
However, divorce also results in an increased risk of depression, anxiety, and suicide
in multiple studies, and the average age for divorce in the U.S. is in the mid-forties.
Blaming a “midlife crisis” for the higher suicide risk may actually contribute to the
problem.

Men have been taught by the culture to root their worth in performance—in
provision, in sexual vigor, in visible success. In externals. Midlife and divorce begins
to test these measures in men, and finds them wanting. A man who cannot realize
these transitions in midlife are normal and manageable may mistake these as proof
he has no future. The false paradigm set first by Jaques, then by pop psychology and
the media, has severe negative consequences that prompt many to give up.

The Shared Valley

Women walk a parallel valley to men, but often invisibly. They are told to “age
gracefully,” which is code for investing in cosmetics and plastic surgery to be
relevant longer. Although 80% of divorces are initiated by women—90% if they are
college educated—it is a decision not without severe unintended negative
consequences. The grass is often not as green on the other side of the fence as
expected. Second marriages have a higher divorce rate than the first. Women often
bear the burden of child-rearing alone or nearly alone, and single motherhood has
many more inherent difficulties than parenting with a live-in partner. Women feel
the elusive ache of midlife transitions just like men, but it gets called “mood,”
“menopause,” “hormones,” or “you’ve changed.” And the misdiagnosis is part of the
problem.

Men and women share the same midlife valley. It is not a male problem. It is not a
female problem. It is a human response to a life that is asking more questions than
the first half prepared us to answer.

The Right Questions

The infinity curve introduces a new perspective on life’s transitions that are often
mislabeled “crisis.” There were times of loss and transition in my mid-forties when I
caught my reflection in the rearview mirror and I finally began to ask the right
questions. Not “Do I still look good?” or “Who do people think I am?” or “Am I
making enough money?” or “Do women still find me sexy?” or “How do I get back
what I lost?” but:



“Who am I now?”

That is the true midlife question. Instead of focusing on what you were, focus on
what you are becoming. This perspective guides us through the fog of deceptive
scripts, false remedies, and ever-shifting externals, and leads us to peace and
purpose.

We cannot let Jaques have the last word. He named the ache but he misread the
assignment. The assignment of midlife is not to get back to the top of the first loop. It
is not to get better at the old, obsolete categories of value. It is not to recover what
we've lost, however we desperately wish we could. It is to move, with courage, into
the second loop of the curve. The era of midlife is not a meltdown—it’s a passage.

The Eye of the Needle

The Golden Waist of midlife is akin to the “eye of the needle” concept in Jesus’
teaching found in the Gospels. Tradition suggests that his comment “it is easier for a
camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of
God” references a small gate in Jerusalem. So small that it required the camel rider to
dismount, unstrap his luggage from the back of his camel, and to lead the camel
through the small entrance on its knees. The rich man can enter, but he must shed
his exceptionalism and his pride for the entering. The only way we can make it
through our uncomfortable stricture is in this humble posture: on our knees.

From one perspective, it’s an unloading. A loss. A narrowing. The luggage must be
laid aside and the passer-by must duck to enter. However, from the prospect of what
is being gained, it is an increase, not a decrease. The walled city provides protection,
commerce, income, companionship, sustenance, and family—much welcomed by
many a weary traveler. Though it may feel like a loss through the passage into the
city, it is not a loss but a gain, all things considered.

If the squeeze of midlife is not necessarily a crisis, but a transition, why does it often
feel, more so than most life transitions, like a catastrophe or a crisis? In Chapter 2,
we will examine the “crisis” in slow motion. We will take the concept back from pop
psychology, and show that what you are in is not a breakdown, but a shift. A pivot. In
reality, you're on the edge of a breakthrough.



Chapter 2 — Crisis Versus Krisis

“You gain strength, courage and confidence by every experience in which you
really stop to look fear in the face. You are able to say to yourself, ‘I have lived
through this horror. I can take the next thing that comes along.’ You must do
the thing you think you cannot do.” — Eleanor Roosevelt

Crisis Defined

When I first heard the phrase midlife crisis, it sounded clinical—like a stroke or a
fracture, something to survive. I later learned that the Greek root krisis never meant
catastrophe at all.

Crisis defined, per Oxford Languages dictionary:

cri-sis
/ krisas/
noun

1. atime of intense difficulty, trouble, or danger.

2. atime when a difficult or important decision must be made.

3. the turning point of a disease when an important change takes place,
indicating either recovery or death.

The word crisis comes from the Greek krisis, which literally comprises the second
and third definition above. Crisis with a “k” means: a decision, or a turning point in
the course of illness. Ancient physicians used it to name the moment a fever would
either break or worsen enough to cause the patient to expire. Every crisis, then, is a
fork in the road: deterioration or recovery, descent or renewal.

Somewhere between ancient Athens and the 21st century, we converted a pivot into
a panic. In our vernacular, the word has been stripped of the possibility of
improvement inherent in the original meaning. It has come to mean something
exclusively negative. In fact, most of the time we simply think of a crisis in terms of
disaster, a collapse—even failure. We treat a crisis as proof that something has
necessarily gone wrong when it’s merely an indication that a pivot is needed.
Something could go wrong, but things could also go absolutely right—and even
better than they ever have!



The idea of crisis and the word itself are almost inextricably associated with one key
point in life—midlife. However, midlife is not some imminent or hard-to-avoid
disaster. It is an opportunity. A rare chance. A golden gift to push the debris off the
foundation of self, to expose the unexamined fractures of our lives—not for the
revelry of its disrepair, but to heal the brokenness and restore strength and purpose.

A midlife crisis with a “k” is an opportunity to examine one’s life, goals, and impact.
To identify and make critical pivots. To create a happier, more fulfilling life. A midlife
krisis is not an aberration to avoid at all costs. It is an appointment with yourself.

Elliott Jaques borrowed that word in 1965 and declared that men in their forties
faced a collapse of creativity. The world believed him. I did too. When the narrowing
came for me, | treated it like a disease to medicate and pathology to correct rather
than a threshold to interpret. But crisis with a “k” isn’t destruction; it’s a pivot.

When the uncomfortable transitions in midlife may feel like is not as important as
what they are. The Golden Waist is a crossing, not a collapse. The midlife krisis is the
moment of choosing which direction the crossing will take.

The Day My Language Failed

When the restlessness began for me, [ reached for labels.

Burnout.
Depression.
Anxiety.
Grief.

Midlife crisis.

Each sounded safer than silence. In a world that worships expertise—where
diagnosis precedes prognosis, which precedes treatment—naming the pain felt like
progress. Yet every new label pushed me farther from what the ache was trying to
say.

We live in a diagnosis culture. We keep mistaking transformation for illness. We treat
the ordinary turbulence of growth as pathology because it disturbs our self-image of
control. It gives us an excuse for the unplanned and unwanted turbulence. We crave
a professional’s prognosis more than we crave presence and purpose.

» o

[ filled pages of my journal with medical metaphors—“fatigue,” “inflammation,”
seasonal affective disorder.” It took months to

» «

“collapse,” “vitamin D3 deficiency,
realize that my vocabulary was one of my primary symptoms.

» «



[ wasn’t sick; [ was reorganizing. The constriction I called crisis was actually
labor—something in me trying to be born that didn’t fit through the old vocabulary.

Labor feels like tightening, but its purpose is expansion. The Golden Waist works the
same way: the sensation is contraction; the reality is transition.

The Metrics Stopped Working

For two decades, numbers told me who I was—quarterly earnings, DOW
percentages, Nasdaq impressions, hours slept, calories burned, BM], days till
vacation. As a Wall Street executive, numbers were my life.

Then one morning, after the sudden death of my father, standing in the kitchen
between the hum of the refrigerator and the chatter of my young child, all those
numbers lost meaning. The spreadsheet in my head went blank.

That was the beginning of my crisis with a “k”: the instant the life that looked
complete on paper went silent inside. No explosion, no public breakdown—just an
internal gavel striking wood.

The verdict: Who the hell do you think you are? You are performing a version of
yourself that no longer satisfies.

[ didn’t quit my job or move to Bali. [ didn’t hire a fitness instructor or schedule
massages or botox injections. I simply began to notice how many of my decisions
were made to maintain momentum rather than meaning.

[t was time to pivot.
Discomfort as Data

A friend of mine, who is a pain-management physician, said after a grueling shift,
“You can’t numb the pain without also numbing the signal.”

She was right.

The palpitation in my chest, the heaviness behind my eyes, the ache in my neck and
shoulders, the 5 a.m. wake-ups with the difficulty going back to sleep—all data. I had
been sedating information. Like a physician prescribing a sleeping pill to make the
patient’s abdominal pain go away and calling it a remedy because the complaining
decreased.

It is human nature to glorify comfort and demonize discomfort. We build entire
industries around lubricating friction, tempering contention, and taking the edge off



of discomfort. But growth requires resistance. Just as muscles need micro-tears to
strengthen, the psyche needs strain to mature.

Midlife pain isn’t proof of pathology; it’s proof of adaptation. Every cell in the body
knows this law; why is the ego so stubborn to learn it?

Pain in midlife is not the crush of collapse; it is the pressure wave of transition.
The Medicalization of Meaning

In the West, people increasingly reach for prescriptions of any kind to assuage the
pain: pills, plans, pizza, partners. We confuse relief with healing. We don’t want
discernment; we want anesthesia.

Tell a Western doctor you're having a midlife crisis and you'll leave with either a pill
or—if he’s rare—a podcast and a pamphlet. We have medicalized meaning itself.
What once belonged to priests and poets now belongs to pharmaceutical companies.

But there’s no pill for the question Who am I now?

There’s only pause. And pause is the medicine nobody prescribes because it doesn’t
monetize.

In the uncomfortable quiet of the Golden Waist—the crossing, not the crushing—I
began to hear something new: the pulse beneath the panic.

It wasn't saying end this. It was saying listen.
Contemporary Research: Lachman, Wethington, and MIDUS

Long before my own crisis with a “k,” three researchers were quietly dismantling
Jaques’s troublesome narrative. Psychologist Margie E. Lachman at Brandeis
University, sociologist Elaine Wethington at Cornell, and the MIDUS (Midlife in the
U.S.) longitudinal study led by the National Institute on Aging have shown that
midlife distress is common but rarely catastrophic.

The MIDUS study, spanning thousands of subjects aged 25 to 74, proved that
well-being often rebounds stronger after midlife’s dip, showing resilience as the
rule, not the exception.

Lachman is a leading researcher in the psychology of mid-life, and her seminal work
in 2004 “Development in Midlife” reviewed the literature to posit that mid-life is a
complex interplay of gains and losses, not simply a time of inevitable crisis. She
emphasizes that the popular image of a “mid-life crisis” is over-blown and



misleading. For most, the middle years are not defined by crisis, but rather by
adaptation and opportunities. While the popular image of a crisis involves drastic
life changes, like the Titanic’s sinking. The actual experience for most is more of a
transition marked by reflecting on life's direction, potentially leading to some
feelings of dissatisfaction or a desire for new goals. Not a Titanic, but more like a
season of rain and storms disturbing an otherwise enjoyable fishing trip. She
highlights the importance of controlling beliefs, such as exercise and social support,
that help mitigate decline and enhance happiness in the mid-life years. Optimism
not only unveils remedies from unexpected resources—it is the primary remedy.
Wethington'’s interviews uncovered that what is labeled a “crisis” usually stems from
specific stressors—illness, job loss, unexpected caregiving responsibilities—not
from age itself. The middle-age was a coincidence, not a cause.

Wethington is a sociologist who played a pivotal role in analyzing data from the
MIDUS study, specifically the Psychological Experiences follow-up interviews. She
highlighted a major discrepancy between popular beliefs, such as the belief that
mid-life crisis is almost inevitable around age 40, and what her data revealed: that
crisis often occurred outside the 40-50 age window, and were often in responses to
major life events. She also found that women were just as likely as men to report a
mid-life crisis.

Wethington's interviews revealed that crises often stemmed from:

illness

job loss
caregiving stress
divorce

grief

—not age itself.

In other words, the midlife crisis Jaques described was not universally an era of
decline or catastrophe; it was contextual adjustment. The Golden Waist is not the
tightening of loss and failure. We aren’t being punished for past wrongs. The rains of
midlife fall on the just and the unjust. The very turbulence we fear may be the means
to build new scaffolding for meaning. You may simply be at a convergence, where
one chapter of life meets another, where one loop of the infinity curve transitions to
the next, and a new story begins.



When I first read this research, it felt like meeting fellow travelers on the road of life
who'd passed through these dark valleys before. They turned data into reassurance:
you are not broken—you are becoming.

Diagnosis Culture

Still, the culture didn’t get the memo. We pathologize exhaustion, medicate
loneliness, and call the natural contraction of midlife “a slump.”

Ads begin to target us with promises:

Look younger.

Feel younger.

Stay erect longer.
Reverse aging.

Regain your fire.
Repair your marriage.
Reinvent your body.

Before we can ever pivot well, we must stop outsourcing worth—to the media, the
mirror, the market, or medicine. Your value does not come from externals.

Midlife transitions do not have to be periods of decline. The remedy is not found in
bettering yourself or your appearance. There’s no diagnosis and pill that will fix
what ails you. Our attempts to find a diagnosis and pursue a remedy is part of what
ails us.

The Culture of Control

We are a people trained to manage everything—our calories, calendars, careers, and
children. Control masquerades as care.

When midlife refuses to be managed, we may call it a crisis because we have no
other word for surrender.

But surrender in midlife is not failure. It is acceptance. It is solemn participation.

The humility of admitting that the old metrics can’t measure becoming.
From Breakdown to Breakthrough

Looking back, every so-called collapse was recalibration.



When the business slowed, I learned patience. When loved ones passed, I learned
acceptance. When the marriage strained, [ learned to listen. When a friend wounded
me, I learned forgiveness. When the mirror refused to flatter, I learned mercy.

Each loss redistributed weight from image to essence.

Transformation isn’t a heroic leap; it's micro-decisions repeated faithfully—refusing
cynicism, choosing curiosity, letting pain teach before trying to silence it.

Midlife crisis? No.
Midlife curriculum.

Crisis with a “k.”
The Pivot Into the Next Chapter

If crisis with a “k” is the turning point, the next question is: What lies beyond the
turn?

Research from Blanchflower and Oswald shows that the “dip” is often followed by
the rise—the rebound of satisfaction, meaning, love, and wisdom.

Before we rise, we must respect the dip. Because, as it is with the infinity curve, the
descent is critical to the next ascent.

And that is the Golden Waist: The crossing between loops. Not the end—but the
beginning of another curve of life.
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