Remembering My Uncle Gene

Today is the passing anniversary of My Uncle Gene.
I am going to tell you a little about what my world with him means.

He was a man like no other.
He was my mom's older brother.

I don't remember when we first met.
But it had to be glorious that you can bet.

I became his little Kimbo and it meant a lot.
In fact, you could say with me he did flaunt.

Every chance he could, he would pick me up.
Take me home with him, man, I felt so runup.

We would do everything together just him and me.
And from my mother I was free.

I think he knew about the abuse.
So, he allowed me to be his little caboose.

See, I would follow my Uncle Gene everywhere.
My love for him could not be compared.

He taught and loved me so very much.
And my heart like no other has since then been touched.

We had a special bond, up and into my teens.
And that day on the farm I said things I didn't mean.

It broke his heart as he turned and walked away.
God only knows how regret that every day.

Our relationship seemed to become null and void. 
And as hard as it was, him I did avoid.

He did nothing wrong, and I know he never understood.
But my mother was about to hurt him and in his face I stood.

And like I said, I said things that I would regret.
But it stabbed us both in the heart like a bayonet.

Uncle Gene to me you were the best thing in my life.
I hope I can repair our love in my afterlife.

Because I need you to know that I am so very sorry.
I miss you so much that it hurts!
I Love you, my Uncle Gene!

