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NEPHEW

Things will never be the same without you being around.

Just the other day I was shedding some tears before I came into town.

No more pain, no more tears.  Man, I thank God for those 57 years.

Sometimes life can deal us a terrible blow, but when God says “It’s time to go,” He means it’s time to go. 
 
Whenever I walked the streets of Kinston, and trouble came upon me or I was surrounded by a few, 
someone in the crowd would say, "Don't touch him! Don't you know that's Jay and Hamm's nephew?"
 
Growing up in Carvers Court I would attend socials and just walk through.

I knew I was too young to attend, but I would turn around and say, "I'm Jay and Hamm's nephew."
I enjoyed the perks of being your nephew because I did everything I wanted to do.
It’s no secret I got my street credibility because of you. 

Do you remember in 1970 when I was six years old;

Tessie gave you orders and you did what you were told?

She told you to walk with me for my first day of school.

As soon as we passed by the Trailways bus station; I acted like a pure fool.

I ran from you with my lunch box in my hands.

You chased me down and said, "You are going to school young man."
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                 Whenever I would sneak on                                                         the block and hang with my friends.

     Some of the old folks would say,                                                              “Hamm, look at Goldwater, he’s on the block again."  For some of you young folks                                                                 this famous place was called Harlem’s Inn...
 When I was hanging   in the streets                                                                     the other day; people came up to me and said I'm sorry to hear that your                                                                                brother passed away."    I never corrected them... if they only knew, I wasn't                                                                          your brother I was just the nephew. 
It was just six weeks ago when                                                                                Lisa and I came home. We told you
we loved you, the only thing you                                                                          could say was, "Right on, right on."   
Before I left to go back to Atlanta,                                                                    I fed you a meal, the nurse asked, "Does Earl know you?" And you answered,                                                                     "Yes, I know him, he’s my nephew." 
I know your life wasn’t perfect                                                                     and that was ok.  You turned you life over
to the Lord when others started to pray.                                                  Look out church, and turn your life around, 
because The Mighty I AM just opened the pearly gates for Mr. Bigs, better known as “Big Hamm.”
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