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ABOUT THE AUTHOR





Terrance McDuffie, 56, is a retired U.S. Army veteran   began his service in 1993 in the 46th Engineer Battalion (1993 - 1999) and then reclassing to Veterinary Services (1999 - 2016), dedicating over 23 years of his life to discipline, duty, and service. Today, he still maintains an active lifestyle.  He is an author, creative entrepreneur, Notary Public, photographer, fitness & wellness advocate — and 


a survivor of one of the most lethal cardiac events known 


to medicine: a sudden, out-of-hospital Widowmaker 



heart attack.






Terrance had zero symptoms. No chest pain. No short


ness of breath. No warning.




During a routine workout, he collapsed without a pulse, 


without breath, and without time. For over 60 minutes, 


Terrance was clinically DEAD — his heart refusing to beat 


despite repeated attempts to revive him. Terrance had 



multiple fractured ribs while receiving good aggressive 



CPR, and over 13 AED defibrillations.  What doctors 


describe as nothing short of a miracle to bring him back.  

They were essential to saving his life!  He survived 


despite multiple comorbidities — Hypertension, 



Anxiety, Depression, and Asthma — and yet returned with no cognitive or physical deficits, defying every statistic written about his condition. His medical team calls his recovery extraordinary. Terrance calls it 



purpose.





The day that nearly took his life instead transformed it.





Terrance now lives with a renewed mission:



to use his voice, his vulnerability, his testimony, and 

his creativity to inspire others before their warning 

signs go unnoticed — or never come at all.





Through his business, Timeless Moments Visuals, he 


captures moments of joy, connection, celebration, and 

the sacredness of life — a sacredness he now understands 

in ways most never will.





He resides in South Jersey with his wife, Carla, and is 


devoted to honoring his second chance by helping others 

recognize the value of their own breath, their own heart


beat, and their own story…



before it’s too late.


AUTHOR’S NOTE ON MEDICAL TERMS




Throughout this memoir, you’ll see a few medical terms 

that were part of my experience and recovery. I’ve kept 

them simple and explained them in everyday language 

as they appear in the story, because I want you to feel 

the moments as I lived them — not get lost in technical 

definitions.





Terms like STEMI, Widowmaker, LifeVest, AED, CPR, 



EF (ejection fraction), and others are included because 


they shaped the reality of my survival. While these are 

medical words, they became personal ones — words that 

marked the difference between life, death, and the 

second chance I was given.





This book is not a medical guide.



It is my lived experience.




Any medical details come directly from my own 

hospital records, conversations with my care team, and what my family and friends witnessed during the moments I could not.





My hope is simple:







that these terms help you understand the gravity of what happened — and inspire you to pay closer attention to your own health, your body, and the people you love.






If a word feels heavy or unfamiliar, that’s okay.
So did this journey.






And like this journey, I walk you through it one heartbeat at a time.

— Terrance


PREFACE





There are two versions of your life:




the one you lived before your wake-up call…



and the one that begins after.





Before October 8th, I lived like most people do —



busy, responsible, determined, pushing through stress 


and ignoring whispers from my body.






I was focused on everyone else, everything else, every 

responsibility except the one that mattered most: 


myself.





And then, without warning, my heart stopped.





No pain.




No signal.



No chance to prepare.





One moment I was dancing, laughing, breathing…



the next, I was gone.





I didn’t write this book to retell a medical event.




I wrote it because my story isn’t just about dying —




it’s about living differently afterward.



It’s about the people who saved me,




the family who prayed for me,



the moments I never thought I’d see again,



and the purpose I didn’t understand until God handed 

me back my life.




I wrote this book for the person who thinks they have 


time.






I wrote it for the man or woman pushing through 


exhaustion and calling it strength.






I wrote it for families who need to recognize the signs 


before it’s too late.






I wrote it for survivors fighting their way through fear, 


confusion, and second chances.






I wrote it for the silent warriors who carry stress, trauma, 

responsibility, and pain without saying a word.





And I wrote it for myself —



because telling this story is part of my healing.




This memoir is raw, honest, unfiltered, and deeply 


human.



It is the story of a heartbeat restored, a purpose revealed, 

and a man rebuilt.




If you are holding this book, I believe you’re meant to 


read it.







May it open your eyes before life has to.




May it give you courage.




May it remind you that breath is a blessing.



And may it help you rethink what it means to truly live.




— Terrance McDuffie



PROLOGUE — WHEN THE WORLD CUT TO BLACK


The Moment My Life Slipped Away




People say a human heartbeat can sound like thunder — a 


warning drum inside the chest.






But in that moment, mine didn’t sound like anything at 

all.





There was no uneven rhythm.




No tightening in my chest.




No dizziness creeping in.



No whisper that something was terribly wrong.




One second, I was upright — breathing, laughing, 

moving through another Zumba routine like I had a thousand 


times before.







I felt good.



Better than good.





I felt alive.





It had only been the second day of getting back into 

my workouts after a four-month break — reclaiming my 


focus, my discipline, my mental clarity.






Just the day before, October 4th, I’d made a promise to 


myself:






Get back to you. Take care of your body. Get stronger 

again.




Everything about that morning was supposed to be 


normal.
Ordinary.
Forgettable in the best way.






I wasn’t stressed.
I wasn’t exhausted.
I wasn’t sick.
I wasn’t overexerting myself.






I took a sip of water…
walked back to my spot…
put my bottle down…


And before I could turn around—

my world cut to black.





No warning.
No pain.
No fear.
No thought forming on my lips saying, 


“Something’s wrong.”





Just instant darkness —
like someone flipped a switch
and unplugged my life from reality.






There was no dramatic collapse I remember.
No sensation of falling.
No sound.
No flashes.






One moment I was present in my body…
and the next, I was gone.






Handed over to silence so complete
it felt like I’d been paused mid-sentence —
my story cut off before the period.






The people in that room would later tell me how violently I hit the floor.







How my head struck the ground.
How they ran toward me.
How they checked for a pulse that wasn’t there.
How CPR and chaos filled the room.





But I didn’t feel any of it.

In that suspended, weightless moment, there was only one thing:




Nothing.





Not pain.
Not fear.
Not confusion.
Just a quiet void —
a breath held between the man I had been…





…and the man I was about to become.





Because when I finally opened my eyes again,
everything —




my life,
my purpose,
my perspective,
my heart —
would be different.





This wasn’t the beginning of the end.





It was the moment that divided my life into Before and After.
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CHAPTER 1 — THE MOMENT MY LIFE CHANGED





In the weeks leading up to the moment my life split into before and after, nothing about my routine felt dangerous. If anything, I believed I was finally doing what everyone tells you to do: take better care of yourself.





My lifestyle wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t reckless either. I stayed busy, always chasing something — a new goal, a new business idea, a new vision of who I wanted to become. My ambitions stacked on top of each other like books on a crowded shelf, each waiting for its turn. I wanted to be stronger. Healthier. More grounded. More present. I wanted to live with intention, and for the first time in a long time, I felt like I was getting closer.
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