My Paul Story by Philip Brandes

Well Parker, your uncle Paul was an interesting character to say the least. He and I had some crazy times together. Most people don’t know this, but if it wasn’t for Paul, I probably would have never known all the wonderful people I now call “friends.” You see, Paul is the one that introduced me to everyone. Did you know that he and I were actually going to start a technology company once? We even wrote a business plan for it. I don’t quite remember why the idea never got off the ground, but I do remember us coming up with a cool name for it: Digimead. I later started another company by myself and called it Digimead, LLC. To this date it remains my most successful company. 

Paul always had new ideas for businesses and would call me up from time to time to see what I thought about them. Paul actually never spent much time explaining how he was going to implement his ideas; however, he would always go into great detail explaining what the front office, his sports car, and most importantly, what our secretary was going to look like.
Uncle Paul was everyone’s “traveling best friend.” He would hang out with you day and night for a week, and then you wouldn’t hear from him for a month. Then “poof,” he materialized out of no where like he never left in the first place. Paul was generally quiet and reserved. Despite this, no one could make me laugh as hard as he did. You wouldn’t really consider him a comedian, but his dark and intelligent sense of humor was amazing. We had this running joke: Paul would call me from his car and pretend that his cell phone dialed me on accident. I would answer the phone and hear him singing along to the “gayest” songs ever. N’Sync, Brittany Spears, Christina Aguilera, etc. For 5 minutes you would hear him singing in this falsetto voice. Then he would stumble and pick up his phone and say, “Whoa, was my cell phone on? It dialed you on accident I swear!” 
As I mentioned above, Paul was everyone’s best friend and vice versa. I remember when I first learned of the terrible accident. I was asked to contact everyone that knew Paul and inform them of what happened. As I started scrolling through my cell phone, looking at name after name, I realized that notifying everyone that knew Paul would take months. I must have over 100 names in my cell phone and pretty much every one of them knew Paul. There were so many friends visiting him at the hospital, they had to turn people away! They had never seen so many people show up to visit one person.

I find it very fortunate that Paul “surfaced” the week before the tragedy. I guess it was my turn to “hang out” and that’s exactly what we did. Two days before the accident (Saturday), Paul called me up to go ride bikes along the boardwalk. I met him down on Lido and we went from there. He had just gotten a new bike and in his usual fashion was telling me what a great deal he got on it and what a fantastic bike it was (aluminum frame, black forks, free lock!). We met some of our friends at Cabo Cantina, drank a few beers, and smoked a few cigarettes. He and I then biked over to Newport Brewing Company, where he proceeded to devour a burrito the size of Orange County. Everyone at the restaurant was amazed when the waitress brought it and they couldn’t believe it when he finished the whole thing. Paul did always like to play to the crowd. ;-) He and I went over to Mutt’s, but soon parted ways after a few beers. I did see him again briefly at a bar called Rudy’s the following night, but I didn’t get the chance to talk to him (we were both pretty drunk). Although that was the last time I saw him alive, there is some solace in that it really isn’t my last memory of him.
You see, a little blurb was coming out on him in Riviera magazine, so he asked me to take some pictures of him to be used for the article. Paul was usually the one behind the camera so I felt honored to be chosen (although perhaps it was because I was the only one around that had a digital camera). He came over to my house earlier in the week and I took a few pictures of him. The first few I took just didn’t look and feel right…they just didn’t capture “him.” As we began to think of other poses, he picked up a guitar which was leaning on the wall and started to strum it. We sort of looked at each other, laughed, and I took the following snapshot of him. This is the Paul I knew:
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I also took a quick 20 second video of him, I’ll have to show it to you one day. I miss your uncle Paul very much and in homage to our longest running joke, I wrote this on his casket:
“I love you very much Paul. It ain’t no lie, baby bye, bye, bye!”





           -Phil

