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Marvin McKenzie

Dedication

TO MY MOM, MY BROTHER Wes, and my sisters, Carrie and Charlie—may this book stir up cherished memories and fill your hearts with thanksgiving to God for Dad and the life he helped shape for us. 

To Olivia, Dad's great-granddaughter and best friend—thank you for your loving care and unwavering devotion to both Mom and Dad. 

Foreword

THIS BOOK, THOUGH A work of fiction, is woven with the threads of real memories and heartfelt moments spent with my dad. From the time he took me and my siblings in during my third-grade year, he made us his own, embracing the challenge of raising a family that wasn't always easy to handle. Life under his roof was anything but simple, yet through every season—whether marked by his rough edges or quiet acts of care—I never once questioned his love for us. 

The stories within these pages capture glimpses of the adventures, the lessons, and the unbreakable bonds that were formed through years of living together. My hope is that these tales not only honor the man who helped shape our lives but also evoke a sense of gratitude for the gift of family, no matter how it is built.
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The Day the World Stopped
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The sun streamed through the living room window, casting a warm glow across the worn, familiar furniture that had borne witness to countless family moments. It felt like any other day, the kind of day when life was vibrant and full of possibilities. But as I stood there, staring at the empty chair where my father had spent countless hours, I felt an uncanny stillness settle over the room—a heavy silence that drowned out the chirping of birds outside and the distant sounds of traffic. It was a silence that felt profound and suffocating, and in that moment, the world as I knew it stopped.

Just hours before, the air had been thick with anticipation. My father’s breaths had come in shallow gasps, his face pale against the stark white of the hospital sheets. The doctor had spoken in hushed tones, words I hardly comprehended, swirling in a haze of confusion and dread. But nothing could prepare me for the moment when he took his last breath, when his body finally surrendered to the fatigue of illness. It was a moment that felt surreal, as if time itself had paused, allowing me to witness the fragility of life in its rawest form.

Now, back in our living room, the reality of his absence crashed over me like a tidal wave. I felt disoriented, as if I were floating outside of my own body, watching everything unfold from a distance. I glanced around the room, and every corner seemed to echo with memories of him—his laughter resonating from the kitchen as he cooked, his booming voice filling the space when he recounted tales from his younger days, his quiet presence that had always made this house feel like home.

In the days that followed, the reality began to sink in. I wandered through our home like a ghost, touching the frames of family photos where he stood, smiling and strong. I remembered the last birthday he celebrated, the way he grinned at the candles on the cake, his eyes twinkling with mischief. I remembered how, even as he grew weaker, he’d insisted on attending my wedding, finding the strength to smile and embrace my wife as if nothing had changed. But everything had changed. Everything was now irrevocably altered.

The living room felt cold without him. I found myself staring at his favorite chair, the one that had molded to his shape over the years, and for a moment, I expected him to return, to hear the creak of the wood as he settled in, to see him reach for the remote control to catch up on his shows. But the chair remained empty, a stark reminder that he was truly gone.
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