My Paul Story

By Michael Bell

Parker, I must begin this little story session by saying that one little story just wouldn’t do your Uncle Paul any justice. Any person who knew Paul well could write a story about almost everyday day of Paul’s life. He lived every day to its fullest, and never spared any minor details. Everywhere we went Paul seemed to know someone, or had the hookup to make all things go smoother. Whether they did or not, he was always down to have the best of times and went out of his way to make all surrounding him feel the same. Paul and I had our own little individual relationship. Debating over fishing techniques or boats, we loved to disagree. We spent many long hours, whether it was on “The Dirty Ed”(your grandpa’s boat) or My Family’s boat fishing and racing around like a bat out of hell all over the ocean. Paul shared a passion for fishing like not many of our other friends shared, which was the footwork for the bond he shared with my dad as well. I have to hand it to him, he stuck it out week after week of marlin fishing without a catch only to return the next Saturday at 5:00 a.m. willing to enjoy all that we shared. This past weekend August 14, 2004 I firmly believe Paul was with us out fishing. Everything that happened just went way to smooth. Cutting to the chase, the fishing was amazing, I caught my first Marlin and knew Paul was posted up in heaven with Jerome laughing at the long struggle I endured and enjoyed that day as much as I did. 

During the course of our later teen years Paul and I lived together with other friends on 20th street. We had some awfully long nights that will stay with me forever. We always found something to do to keep ourselves occupied. Whether it was last call at The Little Knight or goofing around with Paul’s slew of camera equipment, it was never a dull moment. On another note your Uncle Paul always had the coolest cars. Starting with the dully then to the truck which resembled Bigfoot, then on to the Corvette, then The Mercedes and the Land Rover. These cars all represented a stage and time in Paul’s life. To wrap these few short stories up I will say that I was lucky to have a friend like Paul. I am sure some day I will reunite with Paul and begin to hear the stories of what nonsense he has brewed up in heaven. I am sure he will somehow have become Gods right hand man and have everything lined up for all of our friends in our next life.

            Michael Bell

August 17, 2004

PS: Parker once you turn 18 I will tell you some of our better experiences, that your mom wouldn’t allow me to put in your book.

PSS: Long lives the Memory of Paul Awad, a great friend till the end. I miss you buddy, gone but never forgotten.
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