(Kate) My Dad answered to many names throughout his life: senator, lieutenant governor, governor, and ambassador just to name a few, but his most important names were: Paul, Dad, and Grampie. He led by example in everything that he did, and being a husband, friend, father, and grandfather were no exception. Although his life was cut short by a horrible disease, he never stopped being the best husband, the best friend, the best dad, and the best Grampie.

For most of you that knew my father well, you knew he was a man of great dignity and charm. He was honestly the nicest, most genuine person I have ever met. Over the past week, I have heard story after story about how he touched people’s lives. Whether it is was helping someone get a job, or welcoming someone new to town, he gave it his all. He gave 100% to everything he did. If I asked my Dad to do something, I knew it would get done. He was driven and determined, but he always had perspective. He never let his success get to him; he remained unaffected through everything. He was brave. He did not let his diagnosis break him. He could have given up and shunned the public eye; instead he embraced it with courage and dignity. By creating the Champion Fund, his focus remained helping people. His intentions were simple: find a cure for ALS. Although that hasn’t happened during his lifetime, I’m convinced his work has helped. He brought more exposure to a disease that hasn’t always been a fundraising focus.

(Anne) I am not sure anything that I say can fully do justice to the amazing man my father was.

Yesterday many of you heard about my Dad’s many accomplishments throughout a career that took him from the Hudson Charter Commission to being elected Governor of Massachusetts and appointed the US Ambassador to Canada.

Today my sister and I will talk about the other part of his life; his family life.

We stand before you today as two of the luckiest girls in the world: to have had Paul Cellucci as our father. He was always, always there for us and was the ultimate role model.

We met Presidents, and even the Pope, while tagging along with my Dad but no matter who we met or where he took us – from Dunkin Donuts to the White House - he always treated everybody who crossed his path with the same kindness and respect. At the end of the day, he really just loved people and found something good in everybody. 

(Kate) Paul, as his friends called him, was a dedicated husband to my mom for over forty years. For as long as I can remember, my parents have had the best marriage, filled with love and respect. My Dad worshipped my Mom and she felt the same way about him. When we were younger, he would drive to the Friendly’s that used to be on Route 20 in Marlborough at least twice a week for ice creams for my Mom, sister and I. My Mom would always get a hot fudge sundae with chocolate ice cream. Friendly’s would always give her a hot fudge sundae with vanilla ice cream. My Dad wouldn’t notice this until he got back to our house in Hudson. Instead of giving my Mom her sundae with vanilla ice cream, he would get back in the car, drive back to Friendly’s and make sure this time the sundae had chocolate ice cream. He wanted her to be happy and he was determined to make that happen. He was her shoulder to cry on when both her parents passed away. She went through a lot with both of her parents as they got older, and he was there for her through all of it. Even through his battle with ALS, he was always worried about my Mom and how she was feeling and how his illness was affecting her. Their love is truly amazing.

(Anne) Their marriage and dedication to each other is something for the storybooks. They met in high school, went to the prom together, and married while my Mom was still in college.  He has told us the worst year of his life was the year my Mom took her junior year abroad in England.  He missed her so much he could barely eat, so he ended up losing a lot of weight. Meanwhile she was living in Bath, England, eating fish and chips and drinking some pints so that was the closest in weight they ever were. They got married soon after her return and were happy together ever since. They were always cracking each other up and really were such a team. They were the best of friends but also had their own interests and hobbies.

The minute my Dad was diagnosed with ALS, my Mom literally stopped everything else in her life and never left his side. ALS is an unimaginable challenge and they faced it together with humor and grace. I can remember staying with them and overhearing them as my Mom helped my Dad get ready in the morning. I felt absolutely terrible that my Dad needed help getting ready, but then I heard them joking and laughing and just handling it so well.  Every step of the way my Mom was my Dad’s advocate and support. Her dedication to him was incredible and knew no bounds. When he was out of earshot she would always say to me, “Your father is amazing – he is so strong, brave, dignified and gracious in the face of this terrible disease.” And when she was out of earshot, he would tell me, “I cannot believe the strength of your mother.  She is giving me a Herculean effort everyday and I appreciate and love her so much.”

(Kate) Paul was an incredible friend. He had many friends, but his oldest one was Bob Yesue. He and Bob have been friends since they were kids. Through the years, as many people’s friendships fade and new ones blossom, Dad’s and Bob’s remained unchanged. They were two peas in a pod, best friends until the end. A perfect example came one Christmas. Each year, Dad and Bob were only in charge of one gift: each others. All their other gifts were taken care of by their respective Jans. On Christmas Day, my family went over to the Yesue’s house to exchange gifts as we do every year. Dad and Bob were so excited to give one another his gift. As presents were opened, they quickly realized that they had brought each other the same gift. They had bought each other the exact same shirt, same style, same color, same everything. Our families had such a great laugh that day, and to this day bring it up every Christmas.

(Anne) In addition to Bob, my Dad had many other wonderful friends who he loved to spend time with and would do anything for. And through these last few difficult years so many of you were there for him – the phone calls, emails, visits, and support of the Champion Fund meant so much to him. Philip Frattaroli even ran the Boston Marathon for my Dad!

When I was reading through the articles written after my Dad’s passing one of my favorite anecdotes was how my Dad often went to the movies and that through the years my Dad really never found a movie he didn’t like. It’s true and that was so him. He found something good in everybody and everything.

For example, if we were out to eat and for some reason the service was terrible, my Dad would leave an even bigger tip. Either the waitress would remind my Dad of me and my horrible run as a server at the Marlboro Country Club one summer or he would wonder if something went wrong in the waitress’s life that day and feel bad for her. He was remarkable that way – everybody deserved a break sometime and everybody deserved compassion.

As kids my Dad never, ever got mad at us. And this was not because Kate and I were so well behaved and angelic for those of you who know us.  He just rarely got mad at anyone. I can count on one hand the times I have ever seen him mad. I think it just wasn’t worth it to him. It was not how he wanted to spend his life.  When you are diagnosed with ALS, they tell you to get your priorities in order and start living life with this refocused direction on what really matters. Well, my Dad had ALS for 9 months before he told us and we had absolutely no idea. Nothing had changed in the way my Dad was living his life, because nothing had to – he already had his priorities in order.

(Kate) As a kid I remember worshipping my Dad. We always wanted to go to work with him, and he always took us. Whether it was to his law office or to the State House, he always let us come with him. He always made time for us. He went to our gymnastics shows, our dance recitals, our sporting events – well, mostly Anne’s sporting events. Any event that we would want or need our Dad at, he was there, and when he was there, he was present, paying attention and cheering us on. Throughout the years, he has provided Anne and I with the most amazing experiences. We’ve travelled the country and the world all because of him and my Mom. He’s given us the greatest opportunities and for that I am forever grateful. It is our time together at home and those memories that I will cherish the most. I remember when I told him that I wanted to go back to school to become a teacher. At first, he questioned my decision. I had graduated Boston College with an accounting degree, just as he did. He just could not understand why I wanted to change career paths. After one conversation, he was on board. His only request was that I go back to Boston College for my teaching degree, which I did. He was definitely a creature of habit in that sense. After completing my degree at BC, I applied for a teaching job in Hudson at the middle school. When I got the job, my Dad was probably happier than I was. He and my Mom had spent their entire lives in Hudson. He would always tell me that each politician needs a home base. Hudson was his home base. We gather here today at Saint Michael Church in Hudson to honor him, and he would not want it any other way. He loved Hudson and its people. Even through all his amazing journeys, he always made it back here.

(Anne) Growing up, my Dad was so hilarious and fun. We just had the best time with him.  He was always up to play with us, take us somewhere, and always gave us his full attention.  I realize now as a parent how this is actually quite difficult to do.

Some of my favorite childhood memories involve playing sports with him in the yard, him letting me drive the sit down mower at the highest speed and later his car in parking lots, and just the fun times we had around the dinner table. My sister and I used to love Klondike bars and when we got to split one for our dessert, my Dad would pretend he was a karate sensei and attempt to karate chop the Klondike bar in half. As we got older, we loved to go into work with him and attend his political events. (Well at least I loved going to his political events – not sure about Kate, or my Mom for that matter!)

His life obviously got busier and larger as he moved up the ranks in politics, but he always made time for Kate and me. I think he went to almost every sports game I played in from middle school through college. The day after he was elected Governor, there he was in New Hampshire watching me play JV lacrosse for Harvard at an away game. This was real dedication because it is not like a JV lacrosse game is anything like going to my husband Craig’s NHL hockey games, for example. I really appreciated him being there though, because when he showed up we went from one or two fans to six or seven fans because he would arrive with his troopers and advance team.

His years as lieutenant governor and governor were so fun. He was really living out his dream and always included us in it. We went on trade trips and travelled all over the world. He had such great people working for and with him and it was a real special period in my Dad’s life.

One of our favorite trips my Dad included us on was his trip to Hollywood. He was there to try and convince producers to film their movies and TV shows in Massachusetts. One show that was set in Boston at the time was “Ally McBeal,” starring Calista Flockhart, and the trade delegation went by the set for a visit. The director asked my Dad if he wanted to sit in the background during a courtroom scene as a kind of inside joke to people watching in Massachusetts. Of course he agreed. The scene involved Ally giving a closing argument and during one take the director asked my Dad to offer one of the main characters a stick of gum. When filming was done and we were headed back to our hotel, my Dad asked in the car, “Do you think they are going to cut the gum scene?” We laughed and laughed, because of course the scene was about Ally’s closing argument, not the bit in the background with my Dad offering gum.

On that same trip we went to a luncheon, where there were two choices of what to eat – salmon or beef. Everyone at the table got beef except my Dad. His salmon arrived first. All of a sudden I saw him lean over and whisper in the ear of the Senator sitting next to him. Moments later the Senator said, “Governor, please start, you don’t want your food to get cold.” And so my Dad did. For those of you who knew my Dad, well you know he loved to eat and he loved to eat as soon as a plate of food was put in front of him. Later, he laughingly admitted that yes, he had asked the Senator to tell him to start.

One title that I think my Dad esteemed above all others wasn’t Governor or Ambassador but Grampie.  He absolutely loved and adored Rhys, Gabriel, Frankie, and in the short time he had with her, baby Lucia. He was the most unbelievable grandfather and he loved every minute he spent with the kids. And they loved him that much right back.

With three kids now and the older two being four and six, I can look back and say 18 months old is not my favorite age.  This was the age of my son Rhys right before my Dad’s diagnosis.  My Dad was just brilliant with him.  He would take him by himself for an entire day diaper bag in hand and they would just have a ball.  They would hit baseballs, go to the park, go apple picking or go out for lunch.

As the ALS took hold these things got harder but he still managed to do everything he was physically able to, to connect and play with his grandkids.

One time when he was visiting us in Pittsburgh, we came home and found him perched on the outside of the staircase hanging on for dear life with a funny hat on his head. We said, “What in the world are you doing, are you ok?” He said, “Of course! I’m just playing pirate with Rhys.”

Once he needed to be in his wheelchair he became “Mission Control” and he sent the kids on superhero missions. They nicknamed him “Zoom” when they wanted him to join them as a superhero. His handicapped van was the Batmobile. (My Mom’s superhero name is “Super Book Woman,” in case you were wondering.) They also loved to play hide and seek with him. There were really only a few places my Dad could “hide” in his wheelchair, but he would play anyway for hours.

(Kate)My son has only known my Dad during his ALS years, and talking to him you would never know his Grampie had a terminal illness. Besides his talking about Grampie’s wheeler chair, there was nothing different about his Grampie. He and Grampie spent every Tuesday and Thursday together this year playing games. Every time I would come to pick him up, he’d always ask me if he could play for five more minutes with Grampie. Playing usually consisted of Gabriel and Grampie talking and talking about superheroes and missions, or as my sister said, hide and seek. It did not matter what they were playing as long as they were doing it together. My Dad was forever in Gabriel’s corner. Gabriel could do no wrong in his eyes, and he made sure to tell me that often. He was a calming influence to all temper tantrums. My Mom and I would forever try to stop a toddler tantrum, but it was always my Dad that was able to divert his attention and diffuse the situation. Just recently, I told my Dad that he will live on in each of his grandchildren. Each one of them, Rhys, Gabriel, Frankie, and even Lucia have a piece of him and his personality. Rhys loves people and never shies away from the spotlight. Gabriel possesses his undying empathy, Frankie his strong focus and determination. Even at one month, it’s very obvious that Lucia has inherited his calm soul.

It’s hard for me to imagine a life without him. He’s the person that could do anything, fix any problem; he was our go to guy for everything. Even as I was writing this speech, I was thinking about how usually I would run through it with him. I’m sure he’s listening and Dad, I really hope Anne and I made you proud and did you justice. I am sad he’s not here as we all are, but I find strength knowing he’s given me the tools to live; to live with dignity, kindness of heart and live by the motto he always told my sister and I: “Be nice.”

