
My name is Joshua Hatch... and I accept your nomination to be president...

Wait... wrong speech.

Ok, here it is:

My name is Joshua Hatch and Iʼm one of Paulʼs bests. More important, Iʼm the father of 
the flower girl. So, first, thank you Paul and Erin for making real my fear of seeing my 
daughter walk down the aisle a reality a good 20 years before Iʼm ready. Honey, thereʼs 
no rush to do this again, ok? Neither my heart nor my wallet can afford it.

But... THIS is something Iʼm more than ready for. I know, like many of you, it seemed 
like this day would never happen. Mrs. Harrelson... am I right? Weʼve all been 
wondering... waiting... watching...

I am talking, of course, about my toast.

You see, seven-and-a-half years ago, back in April, 2001, Paul generously served as 
the best man at my wedding. And at that event he delivered a toast for the ages. Many 
of you were there and might remember.

By comparing my life to music — blues music, to be precise — Paul told our assembled 
guests about all the things I thought had been just between us. I wonʼt go into details -- 
Paul already did -- but suffice it to say our photographer captured the moment well with 
a picture of Paul speaking... me with a look of “I am going to kill you!”... and my wife 
pointing at me and screaming in laughter in her dainty Australian way.

Relax, Paul... this wonʼt hurt a bit.

I first met Paul when my oldest brother rescued me from my parents, a job at Burger 
King and the great state of Ohio and told me to spend the summer with him and his 
house of cockroaches in Washington, D.C. It was 1990 and I was just 17. My sister, 
Deb., and her partner, Janne -- Paulʼs sister -- also live in the Washington area. I 
remember Janne saying, “You have to meet my brother, Paul. He just got back from 
Russia and heʼs funny and charming and wonderful...”

Reluctantly, I called him -- or he called me, I canʼt remember -- and we made plans to 
get together. It turned out that he had just moved to a small house a few blocks away 
from my brotherʼs place on Capitol Hill. On the appointed muggy day, Paul came to pick 
me up. I remember it well. He drove his blue 1969 Dodge Charger... his hair was slicked 
back, he had on jeans, and a white t-shirt with Lucky Strikes rolled up in the sleeves. 
Two pretty, tall, young girls were in the car with him.

“Who is this jerk?” I thought. “Janneʼs brother is John Travolta?” But, I was game to give 
it a shot... there were two pretty girls in the car, after all. We went to Hard Rock Cafe 
and then to the parking lot at National airport to “watch the planes land.”



Anyway, if I recall correctly -- and I probably donʼt -- I didnʼt see Paul again until the 
following summer, when I lived in Deb and Janneʼs basement. It was that summer that 
our lifelong friendship was cast, thanks to beer, vodka, tequila, and a nurse named 
Jane. It was then that I met and became friends with Maria and Kevin as well.

Paul and I bonded over Steve Martin, being -- by far! -- the youngest in our families, our 
sisters, Macs, movies and more. We stayed up late -- way too late -- playing computer 
games, getting donuts, listening to WHFS before it went Caliente, and talking.

Now, I know plenty of people thought Paul would never get married. Thereʼs a list of 
them in his address book. Theyʼre the ones with the lines through their names. Point is, 
I always knew he would. I mean, Paulʼs not afraid of commitment. Just look at his 30-
year rental agreement... the three cars of his that heʼs never sold... his commitment to a 
lifetime of wealth and fame as a freelance sign language interpreter... or the boxes of 
his stuff in my basement.

In fact... and many of you might not know this... but Paulʼs actually been married before. 
My wife, Cynthia, declared him her second husband many years ago. And, heʼs held 
that position with distinction. Whether traveling with us to Australia (where he, and not I, 
sat through my mother-in-lawʼs wedding video), or helping us when weʼve been ill, or 
helping himself when weʼve had leftovers, we could always count on Paul to be there.

But back to never getting married. See, if you know Paul -- and I mean, really know Paul 
-- and by that, I mean, youʼve ever gone shopping with Paul -- than you knew it wasnʼt 
an issue of Paul not wanting to getting married. It was just a matter of Paul finding the 
perfect woman.

If youʼve never been shopping with Paul, let me explain how it normally goes -- at least, 
in the days before Amazon.com. (I know kids... hard to believe there was a time before 
the Internet!) Paul will tell you heʼll meet you at 10. At 10:15, Paul will tell you heʼs 
running late. Heʼll be over in 45 minutes, he says... he just needs to finish brushing his 
teeth. At 11, Paul shows up. His Diet Coke is resting comfortably in his carʼs cup holder.

We go to a store. Paul looks at the item in question. Letʼs say, a TV. Heʼs memorized 
Consumer Reports. He knows which TV he wants. He looks at all the other TVs. He 
goes to the TV he wants. He looks at it. He asks for one to be brought out. He looks it 
over. He notices a mark on the box. He sends it back. Another TV comes out. Itʼs 
perfect. He tells the clerk thanks, heʼll be back another time. Paul gets a burrito. And 
another Diet Coke. Paul takes his Lactaid.

Now, and this is important... thatʼs for a TV. Can you imagine what Paul choosing a 
spouse??



Yes, itʼs maddening shopping with Paul, but itʼs also helpful. The man is so picky, so 
precise, so determined to get exactly what he wants, that the rest of us just do what he 
does.

Paulʼs TV? I bought the same TV. Paul got a Miata. I got a Miata. Paul bought a Volvo? I 
bought a Volvo. My sister bought a Volvo. (By the way... totally unrelated... Anyone want 
to buy my Volvo?) Paulʼs 5-disc CD player? I have the same 5-disc CD player. Paulʼs 
VCR? Yep... I got the same VCR. I mean, just look at our suits! The list goes on and on. 
And Iʼm not the only one. Walk into any Harrelson house and youʼll feel right at home. 
Itʼs all the same stuff!

It works the other way around, too. I find and marry a wonderful young woman. Tall, 
dark hair, beautiful, independent. And so what did Paul do? He copies me! He finds his 
own own tall, beautiful, independent woman! And just like everything else in Paulʼs life, 
sheʼs perfect! Smart, gorgeous, funny and she plays rugby too!

And I remember when he did. If we get in our way-back machines, you might remember 
it too. It was the summer of 2005 and women were literally throwing themselves at Paul. 
He was loving it. We called it Paulʼs Kovorka... “the lure of the Animal,” for you 
unfamiliar with Seinfeld.

Then, one day, he said (and Iʼm paraphrasing), “Josh, I have to tell you about last night. 
I was interpreting at Union Station when this beautiful woman came up to me. It was 
Erin Casler from MSSD! Yada yada yada... we got to talking, and later, in the elevator, 
she attacked me! She was all over me!”

I have NEVER seen such a big smile on Paulʼs face. Yes, thatʼs the smile. Iʼm so 
pleased to know that the smile will be there for the rest of his life.

Marriage isnʼt easy... some days are better and some are worse. But, and this is just 
one of the many things Iʼve learned from Paul... through communication, patience, love, 
trust, understanding and some all-important personal time, you can make the great days 
outnumber the not-so-great ones and forge a life together that is far greater than the 
sum of two individuals.

So, now that the question, “When are you going to get married?” has finally been put to 
rest, letʼs all give this beautiful couple a toast. And then we can start asking, as my 
daughter put it on the way up here, “When are Paul and Erin going to have babies??”

Paul, Erin: I think I speak for everyone here when I say, “we love you... weʼre proud of 
you... letʼs drink.”


