Dear Parker,


Your dad and I have so many stories to tell you about your Uncle Paul – by the time you read this you probably will have heard them 1000 times!!! We hope you understand what a special person he was, and best of all, an amazing uncle to you.


One of my favorite stories about your uncle exemplifies how he was a caring person. During my first year teaching, your Uncle Paul asked if he could come to my classroom. I love having “special guests” come see the students (especially when he/she volunteers to come), so I was excited Uncle Paul wanted to come. He was such a kid-at-heart, I knew it would be a great time for him and the students too!!! He got there during their recess and  we started talking about how even though these kids are in first grade (6 years old) you could tell what kind of adults they will be when they grow up (organized, lazy, studious, trouble makers, life-of-the-parties, etc…).  I told him how I can totally picture how all our  friends probably were when they were in first grade. I can see your dad (Keith) as someone who was totally distracted the whole time, but when called on to answer a question – would always know the answer even if he gave it a shot-in-the–dark guess. Plus, he was probably always taking his desk apart in the classroom and then putting it back together, did best in math and science, and questioned the teacher on why she did things certain ways. As for your Uncle Paul, I said he was probably a lot like my student Joey – so I told him to watch Joey today and see what he thinks. So all the kids came back in from recess and he knew right away which one was Joey… the kid who was late because “I didn’t hear the bell” (even though it’s so loud you can hear it for miles) – but Joey was so cute and had this coy little smile that I could never get mad at him (well, hardly ever). He was a smart student and always told the other student useless facts about things we were studying (which is pretty good for a first grader to already have trivial info about things). But Joey was also quite talkative, the center of attention, and always moving around. He would CONSTANTLY talk to the person next him (even if they weren’t listening), making everyone laugh, not having any desire to do his work at all and it took a lot of bribing to get him to get things done. But not on this day! Right away, Paul said “I think I am going to sit with Joey today” and walked over grabbed a chair next to Joey and high-fived him, as if Joey was the coolest kid in the class. The second Paul took an interest in ONLY him, you could just see a whole change in Joey’s attitude. He was so proud at that moment to be just who he was and be liked for it. I had never seen that before in him! For the rest of the day, Paul and Joey handed in the rest of their work “together”,  which just that fact that Joey was doing his work was amazing. During PE, they raced each other. Joey won because Paul took a big huge dramatic fall right at the end and Joey was able to pass by him. Paul still claimed he REALLY did fall, it was not an accident – but I am not sure I believe him!! 
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(It’s hard to see – but this is Paul racing the whole class)

The next day, Joey gave me a picture he made to give to Paul of them racing and always asked when he was coming back. Paul always gave me little messages to give Joey. He also came back to visit a couple more times that year which always sent Joey to cloud nine. See- Joey came from a very dysfunctional home, his father had just left and he, his sister and mother lived with his grandparents in a 2 bedroom place. His older sister was an “angel” and he was always following in her footsteps. I constantly saw his mom and/or grandma yelling at him. Joey already had a very outgoing personality, but then his lifestyle fueled him to want even more attention. Your Uncle Paul not knowing any of this prior, somehow instinctively knew that this kid just needed a special friend and he took on that role. Every year after that, when your Uncle Paul would come to visit my class – he would always ask “OK, which one is my “Joey” this year?” and then befriend that student. 



I was sad starting this school year, as I am sure I will be at the beginning of every school year because sure enough I have a “Joey” that I know could have had a little boost of self esteem from the care and friendship your Uncle Paul would have given him. Your dad and I both hope that as you grow up, you develop this wonderful trait that your Uncle Paul had. He always went to the extreme for a friend – new or old!

