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“Ode To Little Foot”

By: Nicole Tilley aka Tillamook

Dearest Parker,


Where to begin about your Uncle Paul. He is just so difficult to sum up in one story because he was such a true enigma. When you look at that definition it is one of a complex or puzzling nature. I guess I will always remember him as one, for he truly puzzled me beyond any other. Before I go into any story, you are going to look at this book years later filled with stories from everyone that loved Paul,  put together by your mother and father, who so truly cherished your godfather/uncle, and I am grateful to them for allowing me this chance to share my life with him. 


I remember meeting Paul almost three years ago at the Cabo Cantina on Sunset Blvd. directly up the street from where he was living in Hollywood. I got a phone call from two old high school friends on a Wednesday night to come meet them for drinks down the hill from my parents house where I was living at the time. These two friends were Mo Fallon and Matt Piercey. Of course I had prior commitments like an acting class I was suppose to be at by 7:30 but I was not going to pass up at least one drink with these old friends who were so infrequently in my town. I arrive and am immediately handed a shot of tequila and a beer so I could of course catch up. Having not seen Matt in years he introduces me to the entourage around them, in particular being your Uncle Paul. Paul and I looked at each other and knew we had met somehow years earlier being an OC kid myself. And even though it was obvious that at some time we had met and I am sitting with great friends from high school, my attention that night was on Paul. 

“Don’t go to acting class Tilley, how often are we in LA, you have to stay and hang out.” I ended up not going to class and hanging out till the bar closed at 12:00, and I spent the majority of the night talking to Paul. Since we lived so close to each other and had the same common interests in film and tv  we ended up exchanging numbers within the first 20 minutes. An instant bond was created and Paul became my partner in crime. There wasn’t a day that went by that we didn’t see each other or speak on the phone, sometimes several times a day. Your uncle loved to share a random story or he would need an opinion or answer to settle an argument. There are so many stories Parker about your uncle. Man we went through it all together in such a short  period of time. He instantly connected with everyone. Paul was know for the saying “ I know a guy, it’s cool!” and somehow it always was. 


The only other story that is fit to tell at this point is the time when Paul called me from the Standard Hotel pool (that he frequently snuck into). It was a Tuesday afternoon, mind you after a weekend of excessive partying. I was at my office working away when the phone rings.  It’s basically a bunch of small talk, until he asks me to speak to the person sitting next to him. After as few words with the man, he admits to me that he is Jack White of the band “The White Stripes”. Paul gets back on the phone and asks me if he should join them on tour and how great an opportunity this would be and should he do it? 

The response is as simple as “are you kidding me right now Paul? You cannot leave!” Well story short he didn’t go, but for him it was an afternoon he would never forget.


I would love to tell you how Paul and I thought up our nicknames for each other, but the truth is I cannot for the life of me remember. All I know is that we always called each other that. He was my Littlefoot and I was his Tillamook. It has taken me so long to write this story because thinking about Paul, so many funny random stories come to mind, all indeed involve laughter and fun. There is one in particular that comes to mind and this is one time I will always remember about him.


It was a Friday night and Paul was on his way back from Newport where he was getting the start of his coy fish tattoo on his back. He had called me from the road since we had plans to go out to dinner that night. He warned me that he always got sick from the ink and would not be able to party. Just as a side note we could always through a few back, so seeing Paul in a  mellow state was going to be fun. I pack a little care package for him and head down the hill, since he lived just walking distance away. I arrive with some advil, chicken soup, and cranberry juice for Paul, with a little note saying “Get well soon, my Littlefoot!”. He kept that note on his computer. 

We muster up some energy after laying on his bed and chatting for 2 hours. Paul says “I don’t have a lot of money so lets go someplace local and cheap”. The next thing I know we are walking into Tower Records because Paul wanted to buy some CD’s. “No Money HUH?” Well enough to buy the Thriller album and some other trinkets. Too funny. So we went to a little Italian place in Sunset plaza and just gab for hours. Everything from relationships, movies, our love for being famous one day, everything. I was going to star in a  Paul Awad picture. He somehow believed no one in Hollywood would take the name Awad seriously so he was going to change his name to Paul Cutter. “It’s got pimp written all over it!” 


Paul and I laughed a lot, partied a lot, and went through some tough times as well. We helped each other through some messes but it always left us with something to look back on. Always another story to tell. Parker my life would not have been the same without your uncle/godfather. He always made me feel better whether he was making me laugh or when we were laughing together. He even laughed a lot at me. He was a wonderful friend to me as well as to so many others. He truly had a gift for gab and a flare to make friends wherever he went. I miss him so much and he will forever be apart of my life. It will never be the same without him but I am consistently amazed as everyday he still is so apart of my life and will always be. 

A poem for Paul:

I must tell you that 

my friends are my life.

People have left such an impression it scares me to think of what it would be like if I truly never knew them.

Friends give their love with all their heart and all that is free.

Paul was a best friend 

this I wish you could see.

I can’t explain how but he touched a part of my soul.

Through all my faults he found something in all that mess, 

this I regret I must confess.

I beg of you to always see 

that which makes you smile,

for Paul and I are now separated 

by many a mile.

My memories will all stay 

when I sit with other friends and reminisce about back in the day.

Do not waste any time 

for our lives are too short 

and there is little time.

Hold close to you all those you love and never forget to tell them this so they will always know.

We shared so much 

this I do confess 

and I hope that any short coming 

you can deflect,

for we are all human made of 

flesh and blood. 

The deepest compliment is 

the one of love.

When I say this you can write it in stone or cement

our friendship was the truest true,

Paul my life for you!

I will love you forever. Come what may never again will I waste a day.

For Parker.

Love Nicole Tilley

aka and for always

Tillamook
