My Paul Story 

By, Shannon Curry

Hi Parker!  Let me start by saying that you are one cute little baby.  You look a lot like your Uncle Paul too, and when Paul was in the hospital everybody wanted to hug and squeeze you (probably a little too tight) because you were like a shining light in the middle of all our sadness.  You reminded us all of your uncle.  

Your Uncle Paul was everyone’s hero.  Even when we were little kids, he was such a charmer.  He loved girls, and he didn’t mind telling a girl if he had a big crush on her, even if she didn’t have a big crush on him back.  He didn’t care what other people thought about him, and he was immune to embarrassment.  This is what made him so special when we became teenagers. 

Junior high was so awkward.  Everyone at that age is so insecure, and my yearbook from seventh grade is filled with these embarrassing, silly comments from my friends and myself as we tried  to figure out who we were in this world.  As a matter of fact, I hadn’t opened my yearbook in over ten years until the day I heard that Paul was in the hospital.  That day, I dug it out of storage and turned to the page that Paul signed back in seventh grade.  Even now, years later, I remembered exactly what he had written and which page to turn to.  There, in the middle of all the signatures, is an awkward but very special drawing of what looks like some kind of an oval pod.  When Paul drew it I laughed at him because I didn’t know what it was.  “It’s a rosebud,” he said with complete confidence.  Then he drew an arrow from the “rosebud,” and pointed it to a blooming rose (that looked more like a daisy).  “Bud into Rose,” he wrote above it.  “That’s what you are.”  This is special to me for two reasons.  One, because it is the only thing in my yearbook that I will be able to show my kids; and two, because I think what Paul wrote that day was insightful beyond our years.  

We were both little “buds” back then, although Paul knew himself much better than I did.  He had the courage to be kind and honest when very few of us did.  He was a wonderful listener.  Those years were extremely hard for me because my family was in disarray and I felt completely uncertain about life and who I was.  I had a lot of pain growing up, and Paul somehow understood even then that the best help a person can give is just to listen.  Let me tell you, listening is hard to do.  I struggle with it a lot, as do most adults.  But Paul always got it.  He loved his friends.  He hated for us to be sad.  It was like he already knew what was important in life, and he was just waiting out the time until we all grew up and could understand it ourselves.  I would come to him with some crazy story about my family and I would be trying to pass it off like a big joke, but he knew how painful it was.  He would give me a big hug, and that was it.  No advice.  No threats against my parents (like most of my friends back then).  Just a friend who I knew would always be there.  That’s why I’ve always loved Paul.  Even after five years at boarding school in Maine, college in Washington, D.C., and basically spending more time away from California than I was ever here, Paul was always my friend.  He stays with people.

The last time I saw Paul before the accident was at a stoplight, coming home from work.  He was in his car, in the lane to my right, and we looked over and saw each other at the exact same time.  I was so excited to see him after so many years and we waved at each other and made little “call me” gestures with our hands.  But then the light turned green and we each went our separate ways, and I didn’t see him again until last week in the hospital.  I have regretted that day so much since then.  I wish now that I had gotten out of my car and made him open his door so that I could hug him one last time. I wish that I had physically barricaded his car to keep him from driving away. I wish that I had spent every day with him after that.  But I didn’t, and when I found out that Paul was in the hospital I was overwhelmed with grief and regret.  

My story about Paul starts here because the best story I want to tell about Paul happened in a dream.  The dream was so Paul that it couldn’t have come from me.  It felt just like one of his hugs in seventh grade, trying to make me feel better about something that he knew would be okay.  The dream was very short.  It was just long enough for me to realize that I was in my car at the stoplight again.  When I looked up, Paul was there in his car next to me, and he was looking right at me, smiling, waiting for me to see him.  He was shaking his head a little, and I understood that he was making fun of me for regretting that I didn’t get out of my car the last time I saw him.  I also knew that he was giving me a second chance.  He was humoring me.  “HI,” he said from his window, and that was all it took—I undid my seatbelt and flung my door open, ready to run to my old friend… and the last thing I remember is just running to him, running and knowing that he could see me.  It was just like Paul.  He never took anything too seriously (hence the laughing at me), but he always wanted to help out a friend.  That dream helped me more than I can ever say.  

Paul always loved the ladies.  It should make him happy to know that now he will always be the “man” in a lot of ladies’ lives.  For the rest of my life, I don’t think a day will go by when I won’t think of him.  Parker, I miss your uncle so much.  I miss him so much that it brings tears to my eyes just to say it, but I will always feel his friendship.  Even though he drew the “bud into rose” for me, he was the real rose.  And even though I knew him when he was small, he was never really a “bud.”  Everybody always knew Paul was special.  From the day he was born, he was in full bloom.

