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Lisa Monique Lewis (Big Lisa) was born on April 3, 1967, in New
York City and was called to heaven on January 11, 2017. She was
born and raised in New York City. She attended public school in
New York City. She went to Pace University and graduated with
honors with a Bachelors Degree.

Lisa dedicated her life to children. Lisa showered her nieces and
nephews with so much love and support. She even showered
many students she had the chance to teach over two decades as a
teacher at various N.Y.C. public schools.

Lisa leaves behind to mourn: her fiancé, Amos Little; maternal
mother, Jessie; father, Richard; foster father, Joseph; foster mother,
Lucille; sisters, Sherise, Ericka, Brittney, Andrea, Alisa, Kissie,
Kyra, Nekia, Kwana, Sophia, Shirley and Kay; brothers, Steven,
Jason, Patrick, Phillip, Dennis, Derrel, Alphonso and Marcus; step
children, Lakeeta, Len, Amos III; and a host of nieces, nephews and
numerous friends.

Preceding her in death: her daughter, Layla Little and foster
mother, Laverne.

Lisa, we know you are dancing in heaven to your song Tempted to
Touch. We also know your bright smile is lighting up the heavens.

We will miss and love you forever.

Sleep in Peace.
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Plead my cause, O Lord, with them that strive with me: fight against them that fight against me. Take
hold of shield and buckler, and stand up for mine help. Draw out also the spear, and stop the way
against them that persecute me: say unto my soul, I am thy salvation. Let them be confounded and put
to shame that seek after my soul: let them be turned back and brought to confusion that devise my hurt.
Let them be as chaff before the wind: and let the angel of the Lord chase them. Let their way be dark
and slippery: and let the angel of the Lord persecute them. For without cause have they hid for me their
net in a pit, which without cause they have digged for my soul. Let destruction come upon him at
unawares; and let his net that he hath hid catch himself: into that very destruction let him fall. And my
soul shall be joyful in the Lord: it shall rejoice in his salvation. All my bones shall say, Lord, who is
like unto thee, which deliverest the poor from him that is too strong for him, yea, the poor and the
needy from him that spoileth him? False witnesses did rise up; they laid to my charge things that I
knew not. They rewarded me evil for good to the spoiling of my soul. But as for me, when they were
sick, my clothing was sackcloth: I humbled my soul with fasting; and my prayer returned into mine
own bosom. I behaved myself as though he had been my friend or brother: I bowed down heavily, as
one that mourneth for his mother. But in mine adversity they rejoiced, and gathered themselves
together: yea, the abjects gathered themselves together against me, and I knew it not; they did tear me,
and ceased not: With hypocritical mockers in feasts, they gnashed upon me with their teeth. Lord, how
long wilt thou look on? rescue my soul from their destructions, my darling from the lions. I will give
thee thanks in the great congregation: I will praise thee among much people. Let not them that are mine
enemies wrongfully rejoice over me: neither let them wink with the eye that hate me without a cause.
For they speak not peace: but they devise deceitful matters against them that are quiet in the land. Yea,
they opened their mouth wide against me, and said, Aha, aha, our eye hath seen it. This thou hast seen,
O Lord: keep not silence: O Lord, be not far from me. Stir up thyself, and awake to my judgment, even
unto my cause, my God and my Lord. Judge me, O Lord my God, according to thy righteousness; and
let them not rejoice over me. Let them not say in their hearts, Ah, so would we have it: let them not
say, We have swallowed him up. Let them be ashamed and brought to confusion together that rejoice at
mine hurt: let them be clothed with shame and dishonour that magnify themselves against me. Let them
shout for joy, and be glad, that favour my righteous cause: yea, let them say continually, Let the Lord
be magnified, which hath pleasure in the prosperity of his servant. And my tongue shall speak of thy
righteousness and of thy praise all the day long.

(7%%0%%”%”; :
g
J .
¥
The family wishes to express their deepest appreciation and o
their sincere gratitude to everyone for all their acts of kindness g
extended to them during this time of bereavement. God bless <
you for all of your prayers, thoughtfulness and concerns. )
The Family i
2352 8th Avenue * Manhattan, NY ¢ (212) 666-8300 g

1406 Pitkin Avenue * Brooklyn, NY ¢ (718) 774-1023

= 1018 Prospect Avenue * Bronx, NY ¢ (718) 542-3833

it Clifford V. James, President & CEO

www.unityfuneralchapels.com
email: unityfc@aol.com
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