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*Foreword*

By Larry Gore Jr
A walking miracle…
This is what initially came to mind when I had the pleasure and opportunity to assist Markanthony in telling his story to the masses. I’ve known this brother for years, but it wasn’t until he sent me the rough draft of the book that I got an in-depth look at not only the pain he endured but also the deliverance from a life-threatening ordeal. Through his journey dealing with a burdensome ailment, he has never charged God nor sought sympathy, but instead demonstrated resilience, vigor, and fortitude.  There aren’t too many African American males who are willing to unveil their vulnerable side, especially in a book for anyone to take notice. What Markanthony is doing is taking the trials and triumphs he has experienced and using them as a tool for others who have gone through similar battles to cope and overcome not only heart conditions and diseases, but any challenges that may pose a threat to their livelihood.
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Introduction
(My Heart, My Journey, and Yours)
IF YOU’RE READING THIS BOOK, it means you’re either preparing for surgery, recovering from it, or supporting someone who is. No matter where you are in this process, I want you to know one thing: YOU’RE NOT ALONE!!!
I’ve been where you are. I’ve faced that moment when the doctor looks you in the eye and tells you that your life is about to change. In my case, it was open-heart surgery, a reality that hit me like a freight train… I simply wasn’t ready for it. How could I be? I was a father, a hard worker, and someone who was always moving. Slowing down was never in my plan, but life had other ideas.
The journey that followed was one of the hardest things I’ve ever experienced. Surgical tests— physically, emotionally, and mentally. There were moments of fear, frustration, and a great depth of sadness, but there were also moments of unexpected strength and clarity. I discovered that healing wasn’t just about your body; it’s about your spirit, your mind, and the people who walk alongside you.

Indeed, this book is my story, but most importantly, it could be a guide for your story as well. My goal is to share what helped me survive and heal, and what I wish someone had told me before I went through it. You will read about my struggles and triumphs, but you’ll also find sound advice, a little humor, and a lot of hope.
Whether you’re feeling strong or scared, or a bit of both. 
You are already bolder than you think!!! 
Surgery may change your body, but it can also change your perspective on life, your priorities, and your sense of purpose. And with that change, there is something powerful that awaits you.

I’m here to remind you that you can get through this. You will rise from this stronger than you ever thought possible. So, take a deep breath, and let’s walk this path together. 
We’ve got this!











Chapter 1
“My Wake-Up Call”
I never thought a car accident would change the course of my life. The crash felt like a blur, a flash of chaos, the jarring force of impact, and then silence. I remember sitting there afterward, shaken but relieved to be alive. I thought the worst was over. My body was sore, my mind a little rattled, but nothing felt life-threatening. I could handle a little recovery time.
But life has a way of humbling you when you least expect it.
It started with small moments of breathlessness and a heaviness in my chest that I couldn’t quite explain. At first, I brushed it off and thought it was just stress and part of recovering from the accident. But then the symptoms became harder to ignore; the tightness in my chest got sharper. My heart felt like it was racing for no reason, along with the exhaustion, and it wasn’t the kind you shake off with a nap, but was the kind that grips you and refuses to let go.
And then came the first heart attack.
I’ll never forget that moment, the feeling of my chest being squeezed in a vice, the panic rising as I struggled to catch my breath. Time slowed down, and for the first time, I felt truly vulnerable, like my body had betrayed me.
At the hospital, everything happened so fast. Doctors and nurses moved around me in a flurry of activity. The beeping of the machines was relentless, as each sound drove home the seriousness of what was happening. The doctor’s words blurred together: heart attack… multiple blockages… high risk. My head was spinning, but one thought stood out above everything else: Am I going to die?
I wish I could say I stayed calm, but I didn’t. Fear took over. I thought about my kids—I thought about how much they still needed me. I thought about all the moments I hadn’t yet lived, all the things I had taken for granted. Then suddenly, every little thing felt precious: laughing with my family, standing in my kitchen, even the simple act of waking up in the morning.
The tests confirmed the worst: multiple heart attacks and significant damage. The doctors said surgery was my best shot. I nodded numbly, trying to absorb the weight of what they were telling me. Inside, though, I was completely terrified.
That night, lying in the hospital bed, I broke down. The tears came hard and fast, and I wasn’t just scared, I felt robbed. Robbed of my strength, my control, and the illusion of invincibility I had carried for so long. I was a father, a hard worker, a survivor of life’s ups and downs. I wasn’t supposed to be here, hooked up to machines and facing surgery that could either save my life or take it.
But in the quiet moments between the tears, something shifted.
I realized that fear was only part of the story. Beneath it, there was something else: DETERMINATION!!! I wasn’t ready to leave this life. I wasn’t ready to leave my kids, my family, or my future behind. I’d been knocked down before, and every time, I’d found a way to get back up, and this was no different.
So, I chose to fight. I chose to believe that even though my heart was broken, literally, I could still heal. I know it won’t be easy, and there will be times when I want to give up, but deep down, I know I can’t.
This was my wake-up call!!!
It wasn’t gentle, and it wasn’t something I asked for, but it forced me to confront everything I had been avoiding—my health, my priorities, and my life. Looking back, it was one of the hardest moments of my life, but it was also the beginning of something powerful: my chance to rebuild, to grow, and to come back stronger.
And that’s exactly what I set out to do.





Chapter 2
“The Surgery Experience”
The morning of my surgery was one of the hardest moments of my life. I woke up before dawn, staring at the hospital ceiling, with my mind racing with every worst-case scenario. The room was quiet except for the steady hum of machines, but inside, I was anything but calm. Fear wrapped around me like a vice, tightening with every minute that ticked by.
I tried to be strong!!!
I told myself I had to be, but the truth was, I was scared, more scared than I had ever been in my life. This was the kind of fear that makes your chest feel hollow and your throat tighten until the tears finally come, whether you want them to or not. That morning, I cried…. Not just a tear or two, but full, gut-wrenching sobs.
I wasn’t just afraid of the surgery, I was afraid of what it represented. I thought about everything I had fought through in my life and how fragile it all felt at that moment. What if something went wrong? What if I didn’t wake up? The weight of those thoughts was crushing. I felt exposed and vulnerable in a way I hadn’t since I was a kid.
And honestly, what made it even harder was the fact that my support system was small. I didn’t have a crowd of people waiting outside the operating room. There weren’t dozens of phone calls or texts offering encouragement. I had a few people who cared deeply, and I was grateful for them, but the emptiness of that reality stung in ways I wasn’t prepared for.
The nurses did their best to comfort me. One of them held my hand as the anesthesiologist prepped me for surgery. “You’ve got this,” she whispered. It helped, more than she probably realized, but it couldn’t quiet the storm raging inside me.
Before they wheeled me into the operating room, I closed my eyes and said a prayer—not a fancy one, but an honest plea: Please let me make it through this, Lord. My kids still need me. Lord, I still need me.
The operating room was colder than I expected. Bright lights above me, masked faces moving with precision. I remember hearing the surgeon’s calm voice in the background, giving instructions. Then came the anesthesia, and everything went dark.
When I woke up, it felt like I had been pulled from the depths of some deep, endless ocean. My chest was heavy, pain radiating through me, but I was alive. Groggy, disoriented—but alive. The machines beeped steadily around me, a constant reminder that my heart was still beating, even if it had been tested in ways I never imagined.
The relief was overwhelming. I made it through!!! But the recovery alone would be the toughest battle, one I wasn’t fully prepared for.
In those early moments of post-surgery, I realized just how important even a small support system is. The few people who were there for me became my lifeline. Every message, every visit, every word of encouragement mattered. It was in those moments that I learned the true meaning of strength—not the kind that comes from facing life alone, but the kind that comes from accepting help when you need it most.
And I needed it more than ever.










Chapter 3
“The Road to Recovery”
I figured surgery would be the hardest part. But as I lay in my hospital bed, staring at the ceiling, I realized the real challenge was beginning. The road to recovery wasn’t a straight path—it was long, winding, and filled with potholes I didn’t see coming.
At first, everything felt overwhelming; as my body was weak, my chest was sore, and even the simplest movements felt like climbing a mountain. Just getting out of bed took every ounce of strength I had. Breathing hurt deeply, but with laughter, on rare occasions, I found something funny, hurt even more. My body felt like it didn’t belong to me anymore, like I was relearning how to live inside it.
But the physical pain wasn’t the hardest part. What hit me the hardest was going home… alone.
I live alone. There was no one waiting at home to help me get comfortable, no one to remind me to take my medication or check in on me throughout the day. The silence in my house, once something I enjoyed, now felt heavy. It pressed down on me, amplifying every ache, every anxious thought.
The first few nights at home were the worst. I was afraid to sleep too deeply, worried I wouldn’t wake up. I kept my phone close, just in case I needed to call for help. Every sound in the house seemed louder, more significant. The loneliness felt like a weight in my chest, one that no surgery could remove.
There were moments when I wondered if I had the strength to get through it. The pain, fear, and isolation seemed too much, and it felt like life was testing me again, and I wasn’t sure I had anything left to give.
But here’s the thing about recovery: it’s slow, and it’s hard, but it’s also full of small victories. The first time I walked across the living room without feeling short-winded, I nearly cried from relief. The first time I slept through the night without waking up in pain, it felt like a miracle.
I learned to celebrate the little things; things I used to take for granted. I learned how to be gentle with myself, how to listen to my body, and give it the time it needed to heal.
Being alone forced me to face parts of myself I had been avoiding for years. I couldn’t distract myself from other people or busy schedules. I had to sit with my thoughts, fears, and doubts. It was uncomfortable at first; painful even, but over time, it became something else. It became an opportunity to rebuild not just my body, but my mind and my spirit, too.
I began to lean into the silence, to find strength in it. I found ways to connect with others, even from a distance, text from a friend, a call from one of my kids. I created a new rhythm for my days: short walks, writing down my thoughts, reminding myself that healing isn’t a straight line.
Every step forward felt like reclaiming a little more of myself.
There are still hard days to come…
Days when I wish someone were there to ask how I’m feeling— to sit beside me in the quiet moments. But there are also days when I’m proud of how far I’ve come—how I faced one of the hardest battles of my life and came out on the other side.
Though the road to recovery is far from over, I’m still walking it, one step at a time. And with every step, I’m learning that strength doesn’t come from never falling; it comes from finding the courage to get back up, even when you’re standing alone.
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Chapter 4
“Depression and Mental Health”
The road to recovery wasn’t just physical; it was also mental, and to be honest, that part was the hardest of all.
Weeks after my surgery, I was caught in a cycle I couldn’t break. The physical pain was still there, but the emotional weight of everything: my health, my fear, my isolation, felt like a constant shadow hanging over me. Every morning, it felt like I was waking up to a battle I didn’t know how to fight.
Depression crept in slowly, like a fog rolling in during the early hours of the morning. At first, I just pushed it aside, I had things to do, things to focus on. But as the days wore on, it became harder to ignore. The isolation I felt living alone magnified everything. The emptiness in my house echoed loudly.
I didn’t want to admit it, but there were days when I just didn’t want to get out of bed. The idea of facing another day felt exhausting, physically and emotionally. It was as if I were watching life from the outside, unable to reach out and take hold of it.
On rare occasions when I did leave my house, I found myself faking it. Smiling when I didn’t feel like smiling, nodding when people asked how I was, knowing I was lying through my teeth. No one could see the struggle beneath the surface. How could they? I didn’t even have the words to describe it.
I felt trapped, caught in a cycle of fear, sadness, and exhaustion. It was a battle I wasn’t equipped to fight, and the hardest part was realizing I didn’t have the resources to fight it the way I needed to.
Living alone meant there was no one checking in on me, no one who could see through the mask I wore. I didn’t have access to therapy, and my support system, though small, was stretched thin with their own lives and struggles. I had a few friends who cared, but none of them could fully understand what I was going through. And every day, the weight of my mind felt like it was getting heavier.
There were times I felt like giving up. There were nights when I cried myself to sleep, praying for the strength to simply make it through another day. I wasn’t sure how much more I could endure, and I didn’t know how to ask for help when I wasn’t even sure what kind of help I needed.
But somehow, I kept going.
I realized that reaching out for help wasn’t a sign of weakness, it was a sign of strength. For so long, I had convinced myself that I had to do everything alone. I thought asking for help meant admitting defeat. But as the depression took hold, I came to understand that the real defeat would be staying silent, suffering in isolation.
So, I took the first step.
I called a friend, not someone I usually leaned on for deep emotional support, but someone who cared and was willing to listen. At first, I felt embarrassed. How could I explain what I was going through when I didn’t fully understand it myself? But once I started talking, something changed. Just saying the words out loud made the weight on my chest feel a little lighter.
That conversation was my first breakthrough. I realized I didn’t have to carry this alone. I could lean on people, even if they didn’t have all the answers. Just having someone there to listen to, to say I see you, it made a world of difference.
The next step was harder: seeking professional help. Therapy wasn’t something I had ever really considered before. I’d always prided myself on being able to handle my problems on my own, but I knew I couldn’t keep going down this road without any guidance. So, I made the call.
The first few sessions were awkward. I wasn’t used to talking about my feelings, to confronting the darkness inside me. But my therapist made me feel heard, and slowly, I began to unload the emotional weight I had been carrying for years. I didn’t have all the answers, but I didn’t need to. What mattered was that I was finally taking the steps to heal.
I also found support in online communities—forums, support groups, and social media pages where people like me shared their stories. It was comforting to hear that I wasn’t alone in my struggles. The anonymity of these spaces allowed me to be open in ways I couldn’t be with those physically around me. I could ask questions, share my fears, and listen to others who had walked similar paths.
I started setting small goals to reach out more often. Texting a friend just to check in, calling my family even when I didn’t feel like talking. I learned that connection doesn’t have to be grand. It doesn’t have to be face-to-face or a long conversation. Sometimes, it’s just simple… Hey, I’m here, that makes the difference.
Getting help was not easy, and it still isn’t, but I learned that it’s one of the most important things I could do for myself. I’ve learned that even the smallest steps toward reaching out can bring the biggest changes.
And I’m still learning that it’s okay to not have it all together. It’s okay to ask for help. It’s okay not to always be strong. Because strength isn’t about facing everything alone; it’s about recognizing when you need support and having the courage to ask for it.











Chapter 5
“Building a New Normal”
Life tends to throw you a curveball, whether it’s a diagnosis, a surgery, or some other setback, it’s easy to feel like you’ve lost control. For me, that curveball came in the form of heart surgery, and the aftermath was nothing short of life-altering. But what I hadn’t prepared for was the process of building a new normal.
The idea of a “new normal” wasn’t something I understood at first. I didn’t know how to live without the physical strength I once had. I didn’t know how to manage my health while balancing the responsibilities of being a parent, working part-time, and handling the constant doctor appointments that seemed to multiply after my surgery. Every day felt like a series of adjustments, one after another, and sometimes it felt overwhelming.
One of the biggest changes was being placed on disability. It wasn’t something I expected, but after my surgery, it became necessary. At first, I struggled with the feeling of inadequacy. I had always prided myself on being able to support my family, be independent. Now, I felt as if I was relying on others in ways I wasn’t used to. There were days when I didn’t feel like myself, as if I was in a holding pattern, waiting for things to go back to “normal.” But I had to face the truth: my old normal wasn’t coming back.
What I had to do was build a new normal. And that started with accepting that things were different…and that was okay.
Adapting to my daily routine…
One of the first adjustments I had to make was to my daily routine. Before the surgery, my days were packed with work, running errands, taking care of the kids, and keeping the household running. I had little time to think about myself, let alone focus on my healing. But now, with my body recovering and my energy levels being low, I had no choice but to rethink how my time was spent. In the early days, I was too tired to do much; getting out of bed, alone, was a major accomplishment, and I had to adjust my expectations. I could no longer do everything I once did in a day. There were times when I felt like I wasn’t contributing enough, like I was falling behind, but I learned to make peace with my limitations.
I focused on one task at a time. If I could get out of bed, get dressed, and sit at the table for breakfast, that would be a success. I permitted myself to rest without guilt. Gradually, I had to rebuild my strength. Some days, I’d take short walks, even if they were just around the block. On other days, I’d do simple activities with my kids, from watching a movie, playing board games, or just talking about their day.
What I learned was that healing isn’t a race. It’s a process. There’s no timeline, no right or wrong way to do it. And the routine I built wasn’t about rushing through my day or forcing productivity. It was about making small, manageable adjustments and finding joy in the moments that felt right.
Parenting with limitations…
One of the hardest parts of building a new normal was navigating my role as a parent. I couldn’t give my kids the same kind of attention I once gave them, and I felt guilty. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to be there for them; it was that, physically, I couldn’t. Some days, I didn’t have the energy to chase after them or engage in the activities they loved. It was difficult to balance being the parent I wanted to be and the parent I was capable of being.
There were days when I would look at them, so full of energy, and feel like I was failing them. I missed being the one to push them on the swings or take them to their practices. I missed the days when I could run errands without feeling short-winded, when I could plan outings without worrying about how much energy I had left.
But over time, I realized that being present with my kids didn’t mean doing everything for them or being physically active all the time. I could still give them my attention, my time, and my love, even if I wasn’t always physically capable of keeping up with them.
I started having more intentional conversations with them. I asked them about their day, listened to their stories, and found ways to be involved that didn’t require a lot of energy. Whether it was reading a book together, watching them play a video game, or just talking about their hopes and dreams, I realized that quality time mattered more than quantity.
And the more I leaned into the moments I could give them, the more I understood that parenting doesn’t have to be perfect to be meaningful. I had to let go of the image I had of the “ideal” parent and accept that I was doing the best I could with what I had.
Financial adjustments…
Being on disability also meant adjusting my financial mindset. Before the surgery, I worked full-time and contributed to the family’s income. Now, with my reduced income, every decision felt heavier. I had to stretch every dollar, prioritize needs over wants, and rethink what “enough” meant.
It was humbling. There were months when I didn’t know how I was going to make ends meet. Medical bills piled up. There were days I had to choose between buying groceries and paying for a doctor’s appointment. I had to rely on community resources, food pantries, and the help of friends and family just to stay afloat.
But through it all, I learned to manage my finances with a new sense of awareness. I started budgeting more carefully, cutting out unnecessary expenses, and finding creative ways to save money. I learned that it’s okay to ask for help, and that sometimes, leaning on others for support is the smartest decision you can make.
What helped me the most was finding small ways to regain some financial independence. Whether it was selling things I didn’t need or finding odd jobs I could do from home, I slowly regained a sense of control over my financial situation. The work I did may not have been as physically demanding as before, but it gave me a sense of purpose and reminded me that I still had value beyond my paycheck.
A shift in perspective…
Building a new normal wasn’t about “getting back” to something. It was about moving forward—about finding peace with what I could do and accepting what I couldn’t. And most of all, it was about realizing that even with all the changes, I was still the same person inside.
I had to create a routine that worked for me, and that was difficult. Some days, I had to let go of the plans I’d made. Other days, I had to push myself harder than I wanted to, just to make sure I didn’t lose the progress I’d made. But I also learned to be gentle with myself, to recognize that recovery is messy and imperfect. It’s not a straight line.
What helped me the most was focusing on the little things that I could still control. Whether it was taking a walk around the block, reading a book with my kids, or cooking a simple meal, I found joy in the things that weren’t defined by my limitations.
Building a new normal wasn’t about trying to force everything back to the way it was, it was about learning to adapt. It was about learning that you can still have a full life, even if it doesn’t look the way you imagined. And most of all, it was about realizing that even with all the changes, I was still the same person inside.
 
Chapter 6
“Words of Hope”
As I reflect on my journey—on the struggles, the setbacks, and the breakthroughs, it becomes apparent to me that the battles I’ve experienced are not ones of despair, but of hope, and hope is what got me through my darkest moments. It’s what carried me through the fear of surgery, the pain of recovery, and the loneliness of navigating life after a major health crisis. And it is what continues to lead and guide me forward.
The truth is, no matter what life throws at us, there is always hope. It may feel distant or out of reach at times, especially when the weight of our circumstances feels too heavy to bear. But hope is like a flicker of light in the darkness, something we can hold on to when everything else seems uncertain.
There were days I thought I would never see the other side of my recovery, days when I wondered if I would ever feel whole again. But with each small step, with each moment of self-compassion, I began to see that healing is a journey, not a destination. And no matter how long it takes, that journey is still worth taking.
One of the greatest lessons I’ve learned is that it’s okay not to have it all figured out. We live in a world that often tells us we must be strong, to keep going without stopping to catch our breath. But real strength isn’t about pushing through without pause, it’s about recognizing when we need rest, when we need help, and when we need to forgive ourselves for the days we can’t do it all.
I’ve also learned that the people around us can be our greatest source of strength. It took me a long time to reach out for help, to admit that I couldn’t do it alone. But I’ve found that there is no shame in asking for support, in leaning on those who care about us. Sometimes, the most healing thing we can do is open ourselves to the love and compassion that others are willing to offer.



As I continue to rebuild my life, one step and one day at a time, I will continue to carry with me the understanding that hope isn’t something that comes from external circumstances— It comes from within. It’s a decision to choose optimism over despair, faith over fear, and love over loneliness. 
You may be facing your challenges right now, whatever they may be. You may feel overwhelmed by the weight of your situation, unsure of how to move forward. But I want you to know this: You are stronger than you think. You have the resilience within you to overcome, heal, and rebuild.
The road ahead may be difficult at times, but there is always hope on the horizon. Even when it feels like the darkest clouds are overhead, remember that the sun is still shining beyond them. There is a new day waiting for you, a new chapter ready to be written.
And no matter how long it takes, your story is still unfolding. So, take heart, keep moving forward, always remember to take one step at a time, and know you are never alone on this journey.

The best is yet to come.
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