Pauly P.

Trying to encompass all feelings for Paul is difficult because of his incredibly dynamic personality.  At any point in time, Paul was on his “A-game.”  Never one to shy away from a challenge and always one to be around during the unforgettable moments, Paul taught me much about love, friendship, and life.

I remember the first time we met over ski vacation in Vail, Colorado.  I’m not certain as to how we were introduced, but from the first moment, we were buds.  Within no time, I was introduced to the ladies man, standing approximately five feet tall and what I guess was twelve years of age; Paul taught me the meaning of smooth.  As we sat and ate our lunch at the mid-mountain lodge, Paul noticed that sitting a few tables away were some other, much older girls on vacation.  We met eye to eye and he asked if I dared him to go to their table for some conversation.  I met the dare and without hesitation, Paul launched his remaining slice of pizza across the cafeteria in the direction glory.  Without notice, the slice landed directly under the table of the women and I had no idea as to what would happen next.  Sure enough, Paul had everything under control as he casually waltzed over to the table and said, “excuse me ladies, I seem to have lost my pizza!”  Paul then crawled under the table, shot me a thumbs-up and a look of completion, and then proceeded to return to our table where he was met with high fives from all.  It blew my adolescent mind and opened a whole new door to what the following years would have in store.

After hearing rumor that Paul was nicely asked to attend Corona after a weird set of circumstances involving a French textbook and a drill at Harbor Day, I was pleased to have an addition to the group at school.  After all, I was not yet sixteen, yet Paul, who was two years my junior had this awesome Duley, that was ideal for lunch missions to Del.  As time went on, so to did the cars, the parties, and the snowboarding.  The lower level of my parent’s house became known as the “Boy’s Club” where half of Newport would sleep, drink, and eat.  Paul was one of the regulars.  Occasionally, I would come home to find Paul watching T.V. by himself or cooking dinner with my mom or talking Formula 1 with my dad.  My sister and Paul had a phenomenal relationship as well.  She oftentimes called Paul her other brother and he would look out for her like a sister.  It was cool because when I was living in Colorado, I knew that he would keep an eye on her. (and her friends)

All in all, time spent with Paul was good time.  We never moped and made the best of any situation.  For Halloween of ’99 or ’00, Paul and I had a plan.  We would take Isla Vista by storm as giant pink bunnies.  Brady, Hags, Luke, Paul, and myself made the pack.  For days, Paul and I drove all over Southern California looking for one-piece pink pajamas.  We found them in the women’s department of Nordstrom’s and quickly gathered the five needed pairs.  We than found bonnets with floppy ears and thought we were ready until we met Paul’s tailor who put the defining fluffy tails on the costumes.  Other partygoers loved us or hated us, but it was the tail that kept us identified as bunnies and not goats, lambs, or sheep.  I ended up that night sleeping in the passenger seat of Paul’s Benz, which was not a large car.  When I awoke in the blistering heat, windows up and no shade, Paul was behind the wheel snoring and we were both still in pink pajamas.  The rest of the gang was ten feet away in air-conditioned heaven and we couldn’t figure out why we chose the driveway.  Photographs of this holiday exist but I have no idea who has them.  I need copies!

I think these stories could go on for days and there would still be more.  To summarize what I have taken from all of our times together is that having fun is important, friendship is key, and that following your heart will enable your dreams and aspirations to become reality.  Paul had big dreams and just when you thought they were too over the top, he would put you check and prove that he was unstoppable.

