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As a teen, Mike Papale had one dream: to play college basketball. He was laser-focused-training
like an Olympic hopeful to make his dream reality. Out of nowhere, his world changed. August
24, 2006, while coaching a summer camp basketball game, he slumped over, unresponsive,
turning blue within minutes. He was 17, and had gone into cardiac arrest. With no AED on site,
he was given a one in a million chance to survive. He was soon diagnosed with Hypertrophic
Cardiomyopathy, or HCM, which, left undiagnosed and untreated, can lead to sudden cardiac
arrest. At the time, he was crushed-processing the life-altering news he would never be able to
play competitive basketball again. He quickly realized he was fortunate to be alive, and
redefined his life's purpose. A Big Heart brings the reader on Mike's story of reinvention, hope,
and survival. It is guaranteed to inspire readers to battle adversity and attack their dreams!

About the AuthorBaby Professor showcases a collection of subjects that are educational for kids
to help them learn how to do something themselves, exactly how something is done or how it
came about. Children love to learn through attractive visuals and Baby Prof. is ideal to get your
child the head start he or she needs for the future. Our Motto - "Learning is Fun, so let's Make it
Fun to Learn".
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turning trauma into triumphMIKE PAPALEA Big Heart is a work of nonfiction.Copyright © 2021
by Mike PapaleAll Rights ReservedThis book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or
used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher.Cover
design by Natalie LerouxTo Mom, Dad and John:I have said from the beginning, it is always
harder on the family than it is on the patient. Thank you for all of your love and
support.Foreword“To save one life is to save the world”The TalmudI had the honor of first
meeting Mike Papale in the winter of 2006—our lives colliding in a small sterile examination
room in the outpatient cardiology clinic at Tufts Medical Center in Boston. Only a few months
earlier, Mike had miraculously survived a near-death event. Like so many survivors of sudden
cardiac death, Mike did not know that for the first 17 years of his life, he had actually been living
with a heart disease called hypertrophic cardiomyopathy (HCM), which put him at risk—at any
moment—of experiencing a life threatening irregular heart rhythm. That all changed on August
24, 2006, when, in the time it took to complete one dribble of a basketball, Mike’s heart stopped
beating and he came nearer to death than anyone would ever wish to. With the quick and heroic
actions of those around him, Mike’s heart rhythm was converted to normal and life restored.The
fact that Mike survived this out-of-the-blue, life-threatening cardiac event is itself a miracle. The
events of that day are so incredible that one could easily conclude a higher power was looking
out for him. And yet, equally amazing is what happened next. What follows here is that story…
one that is filled with courage, persistence, strength and the unstoppable passion to prevent
sudden cardiac death. As Mike’s cardiologist now for over 15 years, I am continually awestruck
by his unselfish desire to make the world a better place through his personal actions devoted to
this incredibly important cause. Mike’s journey from near-death back to life stands as a
testament to others faced with the risk of sudden death, and of course to those like Mike who
have survived cardiac arrest and face the weight of continued mortality living with a heart
disease like HCM. I have no doubt his work will serve as an inspiration to so many of these
patients and their families, filling them with the hope and courage necessary to overcome this
uninvited adversity, and to have the opportunity to engage life with health and happiness. Mike,



thank you.Martin Maron, MDDirector, HCM Institute, Tufts Medical CenterOneThe Day I
DiedThursday, August 24, 2006Sitting in the front row of the bleachers, at age seventeen,
without warning, I slumped to the ground. Blackness. Silence. Nothing. I died.Conor Meehan,
seventeen, lowered his gaze from the basketball camp game playing out before him to his best
friend suddenly lying at his feet.“Haha—-very funny, Mike,” he muttered, nudging him with his
shoe. “Stop messing around.”Mike didn’t move. The gym, full of young kids, turned into mayhem.
The game stopped.Realization washed over Conor, and he raced for help. He burst outside the
gymnasium doors to find Mike’s father, Mike Papale, Sr., in the Wallingford Parks and Recreation
Center’s lobby. Panic rising, Conor quickly relayed the scene. Mike’s dad went white, and he
sprinted toward his seventeen-year-old son’s lifeless body.“Mike!” he shouted.But Mike Papale
did not respond. He wasn’t breathing. His skin was a ghastly blue. A crowd gathered around the
Papales as the chaos continued in the gym. People were running and screaming for help. No
one knew what to do-—least of all Mike’s dad, who watched helplessly as his son lay motionless
on the polished floor. Someone called 9-1-1. Another lifted Mike’s feet into the air, thinking this
might help. Somebody else brought a fan over to try to cool him down. No one realized at the
time that Mike was clinically dead—he had suffered sudden cardiac arrest. Cool air and elevated
feet would do nothing for him. His only hope to revive was CPR and the shock of an Automated
External Defibrillator (AED). But no one knew CPR, and there was no AED onsite. Unbeknownst
to those rushing to Mike’s aid, with each passing minute his odds of survival dropped
precipitously. Statistically, sudden cardiac arrest has a roughly ninety percent survival rate if a
shock is administered within one minute. Survival odds plummet another ten percent with each
passing minute without defibrillation. Mike was already five minutes post-cardiac arrest.At work
in the building next door, Bob Huebner’s pager went off. By chance, the Z-Medica employee and
volunteer EMT had set his pager to “scan” that day, to receive emergency alerts. He glanced at
the call: unknown medical, Wallingford Parks and Recreation. Probably a sprained ankle or
bloody nose, he thought. Knowing it takes a while for the ambulance to come across town, he
decided to see if he could assist. Strolling through the parking lot, an updated call came:
unconscious teenager on the basketball court. He started to run. Teens don’t lose
consciousness unless it’s serious.The panic in the gymnasium continued to grow. One of the
organizers ordered the gym evacuated. Campers and spectators poured out the doors. The
commotion reached John Papale, Mike’s thirteen-year-old brother, refereeing a game in the
adjacent gym. Bewildered, he made his way through the crowd, led by a sound that would haunt
him for years: the chilling screams of his father, pleading, “MIKE!!!”—desperate for a reaction
from his son.At the Papale residence, the phone rang. Joan Papale, Mike’s mom, picked it up
and met a barely recognizable version of her husband’s voice. Frantic, quivering, he said, “Come
to the rec center right away. It’s Mike, and it’s bad.”Joan quickly changed, crated the family
basset hound, and sped down the driveway.Hope slipping through his fingers, Mike’s dad heard
a knock on the back door of the gym and ordered another camp employee to open it. The door
flew open, smashing Bob Huebner in the head, but it didn’t stop him. Bob entered and was



surprised by the scene that greeted him. He was quickly brought up to speed, noticing Mike’s
irregular, almost gasping, breathing. Bob didn’t mention it at the time, but what Mike’s dad
described was agonal breathing--known in the medical world as the last gasps before death.
Mike had now been unconscious for almost ten minutes.Bob immediately took control. He
directed a bystander to inform 9-1-1 that there had been a cardiac arrest and to wait outside for
the ambulance. He reached for his belt, where, for the past five years, he had worn a CPR
holster given to him by a fellow Boy Scout leader, complete with examination gloves and a CPR
mask to prevent the transfer of bacteria. Bob began CPR on Mike, hoping it wasn’t too late.Less
than a month before, he had completed the American Heart Association Train the Trainer 2005
standards, which educated participants on the new CPR protocol: thirty compressions and two
breaths. He knew his job was to keep this up until the medics showed up.The ambulance arrived
eight minutes later and four paramedics hurried to Mike’s side to take over. Two began
administering oxygen and started an IV delivering careful doses of epinephrine (intended to
reverse cardiac arrest by bringing back pulse and blood pressure) and, eventually, amiodarone
(to help shock Mike’s heart back into rhythm). The other two deftly set up the AED. Bob
continued performing CPR. Within seconds, they hit the power button, placed two pads on
Mike’s chest—on his right just under his collar bone, and beneath his left armpit—and made
sure everyone was clear. It was important nobody was touching Mike. Mike Sr. stood by and
watched, hopeless and scared. This could not be his seventeen-year old son on the ground
seconds from death.The paramedics delivered the shock. Mike’s body jolted, coming off the
ground a few inches. A flat line appeared on the screen.Seconds later, the flat line crumpled: a
heartbeat. Mike’s heartbeat. Though he didn’t show it, Bob Huebner was overcome with
emotion. Mike’s heartbeat on that screen instantly became the third most beautiful moment of
his life, after the birth of his two sons.A huge relief, no doubt, but as the EMTs heaved him into
the ambulance, Mike was not remotely out of the woods. Between the cardiac arrest and a 150-
plus-joule electrical jolt, his heart had endured extreme trauma—not to mention almost twenty
minutes of oxygen deprivation. Statistically speaking, his body was likely to revert back to
cardiac arrest. Surviving the ride to the hospital would be a significant hurdle.If I don’t hear an
ambulance, everything is fine, Joan thought as she neared the rec center. Seconds later, a siren
wail pierced her soul as an ambulance rocketed past her. Joan saw her husband sitting in the
front seat and instantly recognized this as a bad sign. She turned around to chase the
ambulance, running red lights, praying to arrive at the hospital and see her son sitting, breathing,
talking.Back at the basketball camp, while John and Conor stood in the lobby struggling to
process the morning’s events, a police officer walked past and stopped to address the two
women working at the front desk.“I’m here to report a seventeen-year-old male pronounced DOA
(dead on arrival) at Midstate Medical Center after collapsing here this morning.”Numb,
speechless, John and Conor felt these words wash over them. They would never speak to Mike
again. Mike Papale had died.TwoIntensive CareJoan Papale pulled up to MidState Medical
Center in Meriden and reeled internally as she watched Mike being removed from the



ambulance, unrecognizable, entwined in ventilator tubes and monitor wires. Joan was in the
Twilight Zone.Inside the hospital, the Papales soon learned that MidState Medical Center would
not be Mike’s final destination. Upon arrival Mike suffered a second cardiac arrest and was
immediately revived by the hospital staff. MMC did not have the proper staff and equipment to
keep Mike alive, and he would have to be rushed to Connecticut Children’s Medical Center in
Hartford, about thirty minutes north.The initial plan was to transfer Mike via helicopter, but the
ER team quickly changed orders to transport him by ambulance. Though the Papales took this
as a good sign, the truth was that the helicopter was too small to fit the necessary equipment
and personnel to keep Mike alive—which would be tenuous even in an ambulance. Mike was in
extremely critical condition.Speeding along the highway toward Hartford, Mike’s dad followed
behind the ambulance with his mother-in-law, Fayne Kowalski, and Conor’s mother, Cindy
Meehan, who had met up with the Papales at MidState.Meanwhile, a dazed Joan sat in the front
seat of the ambulance overhearing snatches of conversation from the back. “We may have to
paralyze him,” floated the voice of one EMT. Moments later, another paramedic peeked her head
into the ambulance cab, smiled sympathetically at Joan, and said, “It will be okay.” Joan wasn’t
sure what to believe.When Mike, still unresponsive, arrived at Connecticut Children’s Medical
Center, he was raced to the Pediatric Intensive Care Unit (PICU). The unresponsiveness,
doctors told the Papales, was partly due to medication and partly to the severe trauma he had
just experienced. The Papales stood in a fog as doctors and nurses continued to work on their
son.John and Conor eventually arrived at the hospital to find Mike not dead, as the officer had
proclaimed at the rec center, but certainly in very serious condition. As they gazed at the
unconscious Mike, breathing through a ventilator, they did not know what to say.That night, Dr.
Felice Heller pulled Mike’s parents aside and introduced herself. Though the results weren’t
definitive, and further testing was necessary, she said it was clear Mike had some form of heart
disease.After a stunned silence, Mike’s dad erupted. “He can’t have an issue with his heart! He’s
young, he’s in great shape, and he’s physically gifted.”Heart conditions, Dr. Heller gently
explained, can lie latent in the body and affect anyone—even athletes in the prime of
life.ThreeComaMike’s parents didn’t sleep that night. John went home with Conor to stay with
the Meehans at their house in Meriden. Everyone remained in extreme distress and shock.Word
was spreading like wildfire about what had happened. Nobody could believe it. Home in his living
room, watching TV that night, Brandon Gade, a forward on Mike’s school and Amateur Athletic
Union (AAU) basketball teams, received a call alerting him to the events of the morning and
Mike’s critical condition. Upset, anxious, and confused, Brandon called several mutual friends to
get more details, but nobody knew anything definitive.The next day—Friday morning—Brandon,
his brother Matt, and a bunch of Mike’s other basketball teammates piled into a minivan to visit
their friend.The Papales were overwhelmed to see the throng of Mike’s friends arrive in the
hospital waiting room. One by one, the teammates hugged Mike’s parents. Last in line was
Brandon. As they embraced, Mike’s dad, having served as Brandon’s basketball coach for the
previous six years, was overcome with emotion.“Brandon, it’s not good,” he said, tears spilling



down his cheeks. “I don’t know if he’s going to make it.”As only two people were allowed into
Mike’s room at a time, the teammates and friends took turns. No amount of prior conversation
about Mike’s condition could have prepared them for the moment they first laid eyes on their
young friend, lying motionless and unconscious in a hospital bed amid a tangle of medical
machinery emitting a steady cacophony of beeps. Two by two they entered the room, only to
emerge moments later struggling to process the scene, unsure what to say or do.No one knew if
Mike would wake from his coma. If he would have brain damage. What, specifically, had caused
him to suffer this cardiac arrest?All anyone could do was wait.FourAwakeApproximately thirty-six
hours after his first cardiac arrest, Mike’s eyes fluttered open. His face showed a fat lip and a
black eye, both injuries caused by the fall he took when he first suffered his sudden cardiac
arrest. It was a little after midnight, Saturday, August 26, 2006, and both his parents remained at
his side. Though exhaustion gripped Joan, she had not allowed herself to sleep. Seeing Mike’s
eyes open, she bolted upright and leaned over her son.“Mom,” he said, as he focused on her
face. “Dad,” he uttered, his eyes finding his father. “Where’s John? Is he okay?”Indescribable
relief flooded Mike’s parents as they realized he was alive. Alert. And, clearly, not braindead.
Their prayers had been answered.“Where am I?” he asked. “Why am I here?”Joan calmly, gently
explained the events of the last day and a half to her son. The end of her story was met with a
moment of silence from Mike. And then . . .“Where am I?” he asked. “Why am I here?”Mike’s
parents exchanged a glance of concern, and the medical team soon arrived to re-evaluate their
son.He was suffering from short-term memory loss and disorientation brought on by the trauma.
Any questions he asked, any conversation they had, Mike forgot seconds later.This behavior
lasted for a couple of days. Visitors continued to arrive. Mike would recognize them and talk to
them, but after they left, he had no memory of seeing them. People sent cards and gifts to the
hospital room. John and Conor brought a big card from all the kids that attended the basketball
camp. Mike asked Joan if he could read the card. Then he read it to himself. He read each and
every name. Then he handed it back to Joan. Five seconds later he asked to read the card
again, as if he had never read it before. Joan, terrified Mike would never regain his memory, just
went along with it, pretending he had never read the card, and handing it back.On Sunday
morning, the Papales had an early meeting with Dr. Heller and some other doctors. There was
serious concern Mike was going to have permanent brain damage. There was still hope his
short-term memory would come back, but the doctors thought it should have returned by now.
He continued to act confused and agitated. But, when the doctors asked him questions like,
“What’s your name?” “Where are you?” “What year is it?” Mike could answer all of these
questions, which continued to give the doctors and his family hope.Brandon and Matt came
back to visit again, this time with their parents. Mike jokingly said, “Do you have your minivan?
Can you sneak me out of here?” Although he still wasn’t himself, it was calming to see Mike
trying to be funny. Still, everyone was waiting for the moment when he would snap out of it and
start acting like himself.FiveTestingI’m lying in my hospital bed, dazed and confused. My parents
are in the room with me. I tell my parents how sore and stiff my body feels. They tell me this is



normal since I have been in my hospital bed for days. I have never felt like this before. My body is
constantly moving. I never sit still.When I stretch my legs long, my feet hang off the end of the
bed. I look around and see the cards and gift baskets that people have sent me. I have one IV in
my arm and one IV on the top of my hand. They don’t hurt, but they are uncomfortable. There are
electrodes attached to wires on my chest. I look up and see a monitor. The monitor shows my
heart rhythm. It shows my heart rate and my oxygen levels.I have no memory of any of the
preceding five days. Though, miraculously, I did not die, between my collapse and today, my
memory absolutely did. I don’t remember visits from friends & family, the conversations I had
with them and with the medical staff—nothing.I have a remote control next to me. It controls the
small TV in the corner of my room. It also has a button to call in the nurse.The nurse comes in
and informs me I’m scheduled to have a cardiac MRI and a surgery to perform a cardiac
catheterization later today. I don’t even know what this means, but I pretend like I do, and she
leaves.My parents are controlling their emotions. They don’t want to scare me. They are happy to
see me conscious and remembering things, but they’re afraid of what is coming. They recount
what happened, narrating the story of my cardiac arrest. They explain the memory loss. I sit and
pretend to listen. It’s a great deal of information to comprehend. I don’t even try to understand it.
In fact, I block out the information they tell me. I ignore it. My only focus is the anxiety I feel and
how badly my body aches. I keep thinking I’ll be heading home soon, and life will go back to
normal.The nurse appears in the door to tell me it’s time for my MRI. She wheels me down to the
MRI room on my hospital bed. Cardiac Magnetic Resonance Imaging uses a powerful magnetic
field, radio waves, and a computer to produce detailed pictures of the structures within the heart.
I have to stand up to move from my bed to the MRI machine. I haven’t stood in days. I move too
fast. I get dizzy. My face turns white. I start sweating and feel weak. I feel like I’m going to
collapse. My parents panic and yell to the nurse. Everyone is scared. I just suffered sudden
cardiac arrest days earlier. Is it going to happen again? The nurses get me back into my bed and
I gradually feel better. I drink some water. The dizziness goes away. Eventually, I get the strength
to move, slowly, from my bed to the MRI machine.I have never had an MRI before. It feels like I’m
lying in a coffin, flat on my back, the ceiling just inches from my nose. They give me a damp cloth
to put over my face. It doesn’t help. I start to sweat. My heart starts to race. I wear head phones
to listen to music, hoping this will serve as a distraction, but it doesn’t. My entire body is tense. It
feels tight. I wish I could be unconscious again so I don’t have to feel this pain. The radiologist
keeps telling me to hold my breath for an unrealistic amount of time. I think this is ridiculous, but I
try my best. I can’t do it. They tell me to lie still, but I continue to slightly move my body. They
retake image after image because of my movement and my inability to hold my breath. This is
never going to end. I feel claustrophobic. More and more sweat is dripping off my body. I feel like
I’m in the middle of an endless workout on the hottest day of the year, not an MRI machine. My
legs start sticking to the rubber mat I’m lying on. Finally, after three hours, the radiologist takes
her last picture and pulls me out of the machine. I take a deep breath of fresh air and feel a huge
sense of relief.The MRI takes much longer than expected, so I’m immediately brought to the



operating room for the cardiac catheterization. The doctors explain they are going to use a long,
thin, flexible tube called a catheter. They will place the catheter into a blood vessel in my groin
and thread it to my heart to remove a small piece of my heart to biopsy. Then, they will examine
this specimen under both a regular and an electron microscope. They will put another catheter in
a blood vessel in my neck to take two biopsies from the right ventricle of my heart.I feel like I’m
sitting in Spanish class. I don’t understand a word they’re saying. I nod as if I understand. I don’t
have a choice.I wake up after an hour from the surgery, and my stomach is in agonizing pain. I’m
having a poor reaction to the anesthesia. I haven’t eaten anything all day. I wasn’t allowed to eat
before the surgery, which helps reduce the risk of vomiting while on the operating table. When I
finally do eat, I throw everything up. The hospital food is bad, but not that bad. It’s a torturing
feeling. Nothing is going in my favor. Nothing feels right.The final test that day is an
echocardiogram, which uses sound waves to create pictures of the heart’s chambers, valves,
walls, and the blood vessels attached to the heart. This is similar to the test a pregnant woman
would get to check on the progress and development of her fetus. Thankfully, this is done right in
my hospital room. I don’t have to go anywhere. I don’t need anesthesia. I’m not getting crammed
into a small space. I lie there for thirty minutes as the sonographer jabs the probe, known as a
transducer, into my rib cage. I pretend like it doesn’t hurt, but every time she pushes the probe
into one of my ribs, I wince.The doctors use the remainder of the day to evaluate the tests and
determine a diagnosis. My family and friends stay with me to help the time pass. Later that
evening, Dr. Heller reappears in my door. She’s ready to deliver the results of the tests.

A Big Heart mike smukal A Big Heart mike fisher a big heart mike papale a big heart elex a
picture of a big heart a big heart gif a big red heart a person with a big heart a big love heart a
big kid at heart a big heart emoji a big heart image a big heart movie a big honkin hole in my
heart having a big heart does sleep apnea cause enlarged heart a big heart meaning a big heart
picture a big heart synonym a big heart drawing you have a big heart one with a big heart a man
with a big heart picture of a big heart one with a big heart nyt crossword

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEelV/A-Big-Heart-Mike-Papale


Joan Papale, “Saving Lives!. Mike is extremely honest and raw throughout his book. As his mom,
I am not only extremely proud and moved by his book, but also brought to tears as I learn
firsthand of the struggles he kept silent. As I have read it a couple of times, I continued to feel
the rollercoaster ride he must have been on internally. Juggling losing basketball, finding a new
mission, couching D1, having his second incident and struggling to leave Division 1 coaching to
starting his non-profit foundation, In A Heartbeat. As this entire internal struggle was going on …
his love and commitment for his brother, Johnny shone through. They have always been
extremely close. Johnny’s strength at 14 years old and at 21 years old kept me going and
moving forward. He has a steadfast determination that Mike would be fine. Mike ignites his
readers to dig deep and overcome their personal struggles throughout his book. There are
repeated mini strategies and teachable moments. You get a riveting example of what coming
close to dying twice means, and how Mike turned his traumas into triumphs! Today, Mike has a
huge board completely committed to his leadership and drive. We all support him 200%.The
most wonderful gift, for Mike and his board, are that lives have been saved. As Mike always
says, “Together we save lives.””

Gail M. Holthaus, “From One Big Heart to Another. I started reading Mike’s book to learn about
HCM and sudden cardiac arrest from a survivor’s point of view. I was diagnosed with HCM after
my youngest child went into sudden cardiac arrest at the age of 18 and did not survive.Reading
about Mike’s experience put a lot of things into perspective, I could appreciate how he explains
what is happening to him in the words of a 17 year old.I usually do not enjoy reading non fiction
but Mike tells his story in a way that keeps your attention, I even enjoyed his basketball stories
which says a lot since I prefer baseball and soccer ;)Mike Papale is a gifted writer, with an
inspirational story of courage and self determination. By the way… tell your mom I like a slice of
lemon in my water too!”

Reader, “Inspiration story of surviving and thriving with heart disease. This memoir is the story of
Mike Papale, who is the true definition of a hero. The book tells the story of Mike's cardiac arrest
at age 17 and how he and his family have learned and grown through the experience. This book
is helpful to other cardiac arrest survivors, their families and friends. The book is also helpful to
anyone who experiences a setback. To see the way Mike and his family have turned their
tragedy into a triumph and are working to save lives is inspirational!”

nova lynn, “MUST READ FOR ANYONE WITH A HEART. Written from the heart by a young man
on track to change the world.This is a must read for all...Mike Papale has taken his lemons and
turned them into vats of lemonade for the world.No woe is me for this spectacular, heroic man
and those who surround him...Read it....imagine if you can living it ...and then realize what he
and we are capable of with positive motivation from those around you and from within.”



Ebook Library Reader, “Inspirational!. I cried, laughed, cried again then smiled. What an
inspiration Mike Papale is”

Matthew Connors, “From another big heart… Great book for anybody searching for strength in
the face adversity!. I just finished the book and let me tell you, it definitely gave me a new
perspective on my life living with this disease.While Mike and I are very similar in things we lost (I
lost my dream job as a firefighter that I had worked my entire adult life for), we are also very
different.I have no arrhythmias and no need for ICD, however I have a slight obstruction that
makes me symptomatic.The book put my health-related anxiety into perspective and showed
me to be grateful for the aspects of the disease that I do not have to deal with.My daughter
carries the gene as well, so I also understand the anxiety that comes with genetic
testing.Reading about Mike being able to not only obtain his dream job, but leaving it for
something bigger than all of us was inspiring.I care so much about this disease and have
dreams and goals similar to Mike’sWhat Mike is doing with his non-profit In a Heartbeat, Inc. is
amazing and inspiring.I look forward to watching him and the organization grow!”

Nicole Clement, “Phenomenal.. Mike is extremely open and honest about the tragedy of HCM.
However, he took the tragedy and turned it into something so wonderful. In this book, he makes
you giggle, cry, and be reminded that you are greater than your disability. You really see inside
the mind of those that struggle. As someone with heart disease, I felt like he took the words right
out of my mouth in some of his passages.Incredible read written by an incredible individual.”

Pamela Hunter, “INSPIRATIONAL. Reading Mike’s memoir was so inspirational. I realize that the
daily trials and tribulations that we may run into are absolutely minor details in the scheme of life.
Mike’s positive outlook serves him well through sudden cardiac arrest and his outlook on life.
Mike’s book caught me from the very first sentence to the last. Highly recommend the read!”

The book by Mike Papale has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 21 people have provided feedback.
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