My Paul Story by Scott Buccola

Once a year, I organize an event called "Men & Meat" - It's a night among men and carnivorous gluttony. It was Pauls first experience at this prestigious event held at a fine steakhouse in LA. After 16 of us men stuffed ourselves with cow and wine, we headed over to Hotel Fig for a few more cocktails. We decided to hang out at the pool and have a few beers. I noticed a fire escape ladder going up the side of the hotel - it had to be over 20 stories. I bet Paul $100 that he couldn't make it up to the top in 1 minute - keep in mind, he stuffed himself like a fat cow about 45 minutes ago. Paul was never one to shy away from a bet like that. So I figured to see him vomit once he got to the top would be money well spent. So off he went in front of all of us. In order for him to even get to the fire escape, he had to go through the bar, into the kitchen and to the side of the hotel. After getting caught a couple times, he finally made it to the base of the fire escape ladder. We all saw him from the pool. Once he started going up - the clock started. He went up that damn ladder faster than Jerry Rice runs up the stadium steps. He kept going up and up and up getting faster and faster. We all just couldn't believe it! He finally made it to the top with plenty of time to spare - you would've thought he made it to the top of Everest. He was so happy about getting the $100 - but here's the kicker, when he got back down to the bottom and asked for his money, we gave it to Keith because Paul never paid for his meal - which ironically cost $100. Now the story gets good. Everyone finally decided to call it a night and head home. Before we left, a few of us had to use the hotel's restroom...but we had to take an elevator up to get there. After Keith and I took care of business in the restroom, we were waiting for the elevator to take us back down - little did we know Paul was on his way up - just as the elevator opened, there was Paul vomiting all over the elevator walls. It was as if his vomiting was synchronized perfectly with the opening of the elevator door. It's funny how things come full circle - Paul makes his brother pay $100 to cover his dinner, Paul takes on a bet for $100, Paul wins the bet, pays his brother back...then throws up his entire dinner. That just goes to show you that an ordinary night out with Paul can turn extraordinary in a heartbeat.   
 

