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			Dedication

			
		
    This book is dedicated to my Mom and Dad,
who showed me what true Black love looks like
and instilled in me respect, honor, grind, and love.
 
To the city of Gary,
for helping my parents mold me into the man I am today.
 
To my wife,
for being absolutely everything I need and always holding me down!💚🧡
 
To my mother-in-law,
for being another strong Black mother for me,
and to my father-in-law,
for stepping in as the Dad I needed when my father passed.
 
To my siblings,
because growing up with you was where the real fun began.
 
A special thank you to my sister Gina, who jokingly called me her JJ!
 
And to my sister Renee, who always called me "Man"—no one could ever say it like you. I miss you two so much! 🕊️💚
 
And to our kids,
we love you all so very much.  ❤️❤️❤️
 
A very special thank you to our daughter Karri! The love that you spread when you were here still radiates within us all. We love and miss you baby! 🦅🧡💙💚

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The same streets that forged the storm also gave me the wings to fly above it. You can take the son out of the hometown, but you can never erase the resilience he learned there."— Kevin Rayner
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my Mom and Dad, who showed me what true Black love looks like and instilled in me respect, honor, grind, and love. To the city of Gary, for helping my parents mold me into the man I am today. To my wife, for being absolutely everything I need and always holding me down! To my mother-in-law, for being another strong Black mother for me, and to my father-in-law, for stepping in as the Dad I needed when my father passed. To my siblings, because growing up with you was where the real fun began. A special thank you to my sister Gina, who jokingly called me her JJ! And to my sister Renee, who always called me "Man"—no one could ever say it like you. I miss you two so much! And to our kids, we love you all so very much. A very special thank you to our daughter Karri!

The love that you spread when you were here still radiates within us all. We love and miss you baby!
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I give thanks to Jehovah for carrying me through every hard road, every close call, every loss, and every blessing. I thank my family for shaping the man I became, my wife for standing beside me with love and strength, and the city of Gary for giving me a story worth telling. This book is for everyone who came from smoke, struggle, and broken places, yet still found a way to rise.
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Preface

This memoir is my testimony. It is the story of a boy from Gary, Indiana, shaped by family, steel mills, discipline, faith, pain, fatherhood, survival, and love. It is not written to glorify the streets, but to show what God can bring a person through when purpose is waiting on the other side of brokenness.
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THE FOUNDATIONS OF 1972 I drew my first breath in 1972, entering a world that was
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loud, proud, and unapologetically Black. Gary, Indiana, in the early 1970s was a city built on muscle, grit, and the roaring fires of the United States Steel Corporation. The sky over our heads held a permanent, heavy haze—a thick combination of sulfur, iron dust, and gray smoke pouring from the massive mill stacks lining the shore of Lake Michigan. To the outside world, it might have looked like pollution, but to the people of Gary, that smell meant prosperity. It meant the fires were burning, the shifts were running, and the paychecks would clear. Below that industrial canopy, the streets were vibrant, bursting with life, cultural expression, and an unshakeable sense of community solidarity. I came into this world as the fifth child in a bustling household that would eventually count six siblings in total.

Our home was a constant whirlwind of activity. Being toward the tail end of a large family meant there was never a quiet moment, never an empty room, and never a shortage of lessons to be learned from those who walked the path ahead of me. Hand-me-down clothes, shared bedrooms, and fierce competition for the last piece of cornbread at the dinner table were simply the facts of life. Our house was a

sanctuary of noise, sharp-witted laughter, and the constant, chaotic movement of children growing up under the watchful eyes of strict, deeply traditional, but profoundly loving parents. Our lives were anchored entirely by the daily, unyielding rhythms of heavy labor. My father was a steel mill man through and through. He belonged to a generation of Black men who had migrated to the industrial North or dug their roots deep into Midwest manufacturing for the promise of a good, honest wage that could sustain a family. Every single morning, long before the sun peeked through the gray Indiana clouds, my father would pull on his heavy, oil-stained denim work clothes, lace up his steel-toed boots, and head into the towering furnaces that defined the region’s economy.

The mill was a brutal, unforgiving environment of extreme heat, clanging metal, and constant physical danger. My father carried the weight of our family’s survival on his shoulders into that furnace every shift. When he returned home, his hands were calloused and blackened with industrial grime, his shoulders slouched from exhaustion, and his face was etched with the quiet dignity of a provider who asked for nothing but gave everything. While my father spent his long days inside the industrial heart of the city, my mother crossed the geographic and deeply entrenched social boundaries of the region to help keep our household afloat. She worked cleaning the homes of wealthy white families in Glen Park, a suburban

neighborhood situated on the southern edge of Gary. Glen Park was a completely different universe, one of quiet, manicured lawns, sprawling single-family houses, and a demographic that looked nothing like the vibrant Black community we belonged to. My mother swallowed her pride every single day, scrubbing floors
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“From the steel
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this is my story.”

BY K

EVIN RAYN.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





