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He was a Southern Gentleman 
He was funny as he could be 
He was our own Alabama man 
 
He had always checked on us 
Making sure we were alright 
He was our own Alabama man 
 
He had his own way of talking 
He kept saying it was English 
He was our own Alabama man 
 
I came to understand his comments 
Like "It's jam up & jelly �ght" 
He was our own Alabama man 
 
Although I was raised up in the north 
I reminded him "it's Southern Michigan" 
He was our own Alabama man 
 
So rest now in peace my good friend 
Someday we'll all meet once again 
You will always be our Alabama man 
 
And as you always used to say to us 
"It's Jam up and jelly �ght" my friend 
You will never be forgoten by us Monk 
 
You were certainly a real Southern Gentleman 
A very good friend & a brother warrior too 
You represented the South with great honor. 
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This poem is dedicated to a very special friend of mine, a 
real Southern Gentleman named Ronald "Monk" Pope, he 
was taken from us just 9 years ago when he died suddenly 
from a massive heart attack while he was on vacation to 
see his own family members out west in July of 2008. 


