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It was March of 1998 and my roommate from Colorado University and I were in Newport Beach for our spring vacation.  At the time I was sponsored by a Snowboard company out of San Diego that Paul was doing sales and photography for.  Sam and I had come home to pick up a shipment of snowboards to bring back to Boulder.  We climbed into Paul
s monster truck, a Chevy pickup with a massive lift kit and giant tires mid morning and headed south to the factory in San Diego.  We got to the shop and as we were loading the monster truck with our shipment Paul got the idea that we should go to Mexico for the night and see what kind of trouble we could get into being that hundreds of college kids would be down there going crazy.  


We got in the truck and started driving towards the boarder.  About two minutes into the drive we realized that all we had to wear were the t-shits, shorts and flip-flops that we had worn down there, not expecting to do anything that night.  Again, Paul to the rescue, he talks us into going to the mall on the way there and buy new pants, shirts and shoes to wear.  It sounded like a good idea at the time so we went with it.  Just then a girl in a Honda pulls up next to us on the freeway and Paul blows her a kiss, the girl proceeds to write her phone number on a sheet of paper and holds it us so we could get it.  We pulled into the mall a few minutes later and dialed the girl’s number.  It turns out that the girl not only worked at the mall we were in, but she worked at Victoria
s Secret.  We were all thinking JACKPOT, so we went to a few stores and made our way to find out what her secret was.  We walked in and she was standing behind the counter, as she came around to greet us and BAM the beast locked eyes with all of us.  Her secret was about 250 pounds of fury under her beautiful face.  It looked as if she had eaten all the other men she had tricked into coming into the store before us and we were on that night
s menu.  We said hello and good bye in one sentence, and ran for the boarder.


We passed into Roserita as the sun was going down.  As soon as we hit the main portion of the town near the hotels, Paul blows though a stop sign at about forty miles per hour.  He had not seen the sign, or the Federal Officer that was in the oncoming lane of the road.  Paul nailed the gas petal and snapped a right turn at the first street, a left into the alleyway and sped into the gated hotel parking lot that was hidden from the street.  We pulled into the back portion of the lot hoping that if the Federal Officer drove by the front gate he would not see the massive truck on the other side of the hotel.


Paul paid for the room and we went up and changed for the night.  We ate some dinner at a small taco bar and hit a few of the smaller American bars before getting in line at Papa
s and Beer.  The line was a mile long, loaded with young partiers.  Paul disappeared for a few minutes and then came back to find us.  He made a deal with the bouncer, $40.00 and a pocket knife that Paul had been carrying, bought us a one way ticket through the back door.  Only Paul, in Mexico, would have the crazed mentality to find the back door and offer the guy a knife to get in.  Paul had the ability to do this everywhere he went.  Everyone was Paul
s friend, even if he had never met him or her before.  Paul also always made sure that everyone was having a good time, at all times.  

       The club was jam packed with beautiful girls, some dancing on the bar with their tops off, some just getting hammered, but everyone was having a blast.  We talked with a few of them and danced a little.  With the buzz in high gear, Paul Sam and I ordered a few more shots and looked out over bar.  The next thing I remember is seeing Paul slide onto the dance floor and get sandwiched between two very large women.  He did the electric slide, the boogaloo, and the lambada all at once as the two girls bounced their boobs off his face.  Paul kept looking up at us giving the thumbs up, there was no stopping him, he was in the zone.  


As the night wore on we stumbled out into the street to get a late night meal, Paul starts trying to speak Spanish to an old lady in a Sombrero and her four children.  They were begging for money in Spanish and Paul was doing his best 
I have no idea how to speak Spanish so I
ll add an EL and LA before the English word so they won
t be able to tell I don
t speak Spanish
 accent He talks her into following us with her kids to the taco stand and in trade for her Sombrero, he would buy her and her children dinner and give them some money.  The rest of the night was a blur, but when we woke up Paul was still wearing the Sombrero

 sleeping on the floor next to the bed.


Paul was a great friend. I have a thousand stories like this one that I had the pleasure of sharing with Paul as we grew up together.  There was never a day where he did not have something fun to do.  He loved just spending time with his friends and making sure they were happy.  He had a passion for life that every one admired, from photography to snowboarding, to just hanging out on the beach.  Wherever there was a group of his friends doing something fun, he made sure that he was there and involved with making sure that everyone had a great time.  There was not a selfish bone in his body and he would have given the shirt off his back if any of his friends needed it. I love him and miss him very much.

