My Paul Story by Lindsey


When thinking about your Uncle Paul I came to the realization that there is some great memorable story from every time I saw him.  Paul never allowed any family gathering to become boring.  He was a great cousin and, being younger, I always looked up to him and wanted to impress him.  When my family and your dad’s family got together I was always the only girl and when I was little I always felt the need to prove myself.  I remember chasing him around in a park across the street from his old house calling him Pollyanna just to annoy him.  Also, we all would go up to Mammoth for the Fourth of July when we were kids.  Along the way up there were stands that sold fireworks.  I was little and was just happy playing with the sparklers, but I remember your Uncle Paul and my brother, Ryan, would have so much fun playing with the fireworks in the street outside of your grandma and grandpa’s condo.  They would light the strobe light firework (I don’t remember what it was called) and dance around pretending to be robots.  We had a lot of fun times growing up. 


I have one memory of your Uncle Paul that for some reason always stuck out in my mind.  When I was around 7 or 8 and Paul was 11 or 12 my family would meet up with your grandpa and Paul and go to breakfast on most weekends.  Your grandpa really liked IHOP, so we usually went there, but a couple times we went to Bob’s Big Boy and that is were this memory takes place.  Being little, I would get bored easily and Paul invented something to keep me busy.  He asked me if I’d ever had a sugar shot and of course I hadn’t.  A sugar shot is when you take a coffee creamer and empty a whole packet of sugar into it and then down it.  I thought this was the coolest thing ever and we lined ‘em up and did one after another.  When my parents realized what we were doing, they weren’t very happy because 10 packets of sugar and a 7 or 8 year old is a bad combination.  This memory has stuck with me and when I’m with a friend and we are bored, sometimes I introduce them to sugar shots.  I’ve always been proud of this invention, but also have always given Paul the credit.  So Parker, one day when we are bored I’ll have to teach you how to do a sugar shot in memory of your Uncle Paul.


I have another more recent memory of your Uncle Paul.  This is a memory shared by all who were present.  It happened just last Thanksgiving while you were in your mom’s tummy and your mom was ready for you to come out (you were born like 2 weeks later).  Paul had the idea to deep fry the turkey.  There was a huge deep fryer that Paul manned with his chef apron on.  It was really fun and there were some guests there that had never been to one of our family holidays and they were very impressed.  When the masterpiece was brought inside to be served Paul accidentally dropped it when he was putting it on the plate.  If only you could have seen the look on his face.  It didn’t matter because we applied the 3 second rule and ate it anyway.  I don’t eat meat, but I had a bite and it turned out to be delicious.  Paul was so fun to watch when he was cooking. (There are plenty of pictures from this event, so I’m sure you already know what I’m talking about).


Parker, I consider myself lucky to have been able to have your Uncle Paul in my life for my first 20 years.  Paul’s birthday is just 2 days before mine on Oct. 7 while mine is Oct. 9.  Most years we celebrated both of our birthdays with our families together.  I would like to continue that tradition even though it will be very different now.  Your Uncle was a wonderful person who touched all that he knew.  Whether you realize it or not, he will always be a part of your life and if you ever want to know more about him there are countless people, including myself, that would love to sit down and share a good Paul story with you.

