My Paul Story

                         by Dick Mungo

 

                                                             The Italian Job

 

I met Paul through stories told by my daughter Cara and her boy friend Jerome. They often spoke of this very nice, likeable and fun loving, warm guy who ran around with them learning about life and all it had to offer.

Paul was known as a first class kinda’ guy. He respected the best, he desired the best and he often obtained the best, even if he couldn’t afford it. 

I met Paul a couple of times in basic “ hi how are you”  encounters, but never really got a chance to get to know him well. Tragedy brought with it the opportunity to be able to get to know Paul on a much deeper level. I soon discovered that he was a multi-faceted young man. He had a great laugh that could rival anyone in the room. He was funny and always had an incredible smile. As is often the case, outward signs can truly reflect a deeper meaning and purpose. Paul was ever present at a time when my daughter Cara needed a friend, needed a shoulder to cry on and needed a laugh to share. Paul helped her through her hardest of moments and for that I will always be grateful. His laughter and smile led her to acceptance and hope for a brighter future. The inner Paul was incredibly special. God bless Paul for being there when Cara truly needed a friend.

At a Neiman Marcus event (If you are reading this Parker, by now your mommy and daddy are very successful and mom shops at NM all the time) Paul dragged me over to the men’s suit department and picked out a suit he felt I really needed. The suit was very nice. He then brought over a gentleman from Italy who was representing the suit company. Using my best Italian, which is non existent, I am sure I inadvertently commented upon the marital status of the Italian salesman’s mother at the time of his birth.  Nevertheless, Paul had me try on the jacket. He gave me his best sales pitch. All looked good until I asked how much the suit was----$20,000 was the answer. I looked at Paul as he flashed me a sheepish, innocent, little boy face, as phony as my interest in the suit. I graciously excused myself, uttering even more colorful Italian idioms with much more sincerity to both Paul and his little suit friend.

I got suckered in on a true sell job on the suit and it was pure Paul and pure fun. In reflecting upon that humorous incident, and some others, I realized what an honor it was to be accepted by Paul and his friends. Paul felt at ease around an older crowd and he made us feel comfortable as well. He will be greatly missed. He was a very good athlete, a kind kid with a big heart and a reason to believe in the future. He showed many of us that his generation is a very special one. Positive, caring and courageous define Paul and his group. I envy them all, I admire them all and I thank God everyday that I have had the privilege to know them all.

 

Ciao Paulucci Bello 

