

    
        
          The Carnage of The Silver Fox

        

        
        
          Paul Easton

        

        
          Published by Paul Easton, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE CARNAGE OF THE SILVER FOX

    

    
      First edition. June 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Paul Easton.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8991050548

    

    
    
      Written by Paul Easton.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

THE CARNAGE OF THE SILVER FOX | Introduction | The Silver Fox

PART I - CHAOS / YOUTH / EGO | 1. Humility Comes Fast

2. Keep in Touch...

3. Regulators

4. The Whole Basket

5. The Carnage of Vegas

6. The Breakfast War

7. The Carnage of Rome

8. Burger, Fries, and Bad Decisions

PART II - CONFIDENCE / RELATIONSHIPS / IDENTITY | 9. Walk in Like You Own The Place

10. Sometimes You Already Know

11. The Mirror Lies

12. Pride Comes Undone

13. The Carnage of T’Challa

14. Once You Give, Let Go

PART III - FLOW / LESSONS / SPORTS / LIFE | 15. Walk Don’t Run

16. The Harder You Try

17. I Was Open

18. The Best Player I Ever Coached

19. THE COACH WHO NEEDED COACHING

20.Your Ego Will Cost You

21. The Short Cut

PART IV - HEART | 22. The Note in Blue Link

23. Just Be Dad

24. Just Like Yesterday

25. Courage Smells Like Dog Shit

FINAL CHAPTER | 26. The Beautiful Chain of Mistakes

OUTRO | 27. Wash Your Hands More Often

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the friends, family, mistakes, and memories that made this book possible.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE CARNAGE OF THE SILVER FOX


Introduction

The Silver Fox
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I’m forty-five years old.

Slightly overweight.
Slightly grumpy.
Occasionally depressed.
Owner of glass ankles, a bad back, and a silver beard that showed up years before I was emotionally prepared for it.
Apparently that makes me a “silver fox.”

Although personally I think people throw that title around a little too generously these days.

I don’t have rock-hard abs.
I don’t wake up at 4 a.m. to sit in ice baths while listening to podcasts about becoming a billionaire.
I don’t have a hundred-dollar haircut.
And I’m definitely not here to tell you the five secrets to changing your life.
Honestly, most days I’m just trying to remember where I left my car keys.

But somewhere between heartbreak, fatherhood, bad decisions, basketball, drive-thru arguments, friendships, regrets, lust, ego, and surviving life one sarcastic comment at a time...

I learned a few things.

Not enough to become a guru.
But enough to tell some stories.
And that’s really what this book is.

Not a self-help book.

Not a motivational masterpiece.

Just stories.

The kind of stories you tell sitting across from somebody over a drink while pretending you’ve got life more figured out than you actually do.

Some are funny.
Some are embarrassing.
Some I probably shouldn’t admit publicly.
But they’re honest.

And honestly...
That's probably worth more these days than perfection.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART I - CHAOS / YOUTH / EGO

1. Humility Comes Fast
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One morning, like always, I was running late for work. But my thirst was stronger than my desire to sit in traffic, so I stopped at the local convenience store.

I went inside and grabbed exactly what every healthy adult needs first thing in the morning: a doughnut and a Coca-Cola. I’m not a coffee drinker.

I got in line, and behind me I heard this young, pre-puberty voice say, “Hey, Cameron’s dad.”

I turned around to see one of my son’s friends.

“Hey, man,” I said. “Good to see you, what are you doing? Why aren’t you in school?”

He said, “I’ve got a doctor’s appointment.”

I said, “Oh, okay. I hope that goes well.” Hoping he wouldn't go into more detail.

He had a Gatorade and some kind of granola or protein bar in his hands. I asked, “That's all you got?”

He nodded, so I said, “Let me get that for you.”

He looked surprised. I paid for his stuff at the register, and he thanked me before running out the door.

I got back into my car and immediately realized how late I was. I wolfed down my doughnut, took a sip of my Coke, and started driving.

Before I even got out of the parking lot, somebody honked at me. Normally I would’ve laid on the horn back, but I thought, not today. I’ve got to get to work.

So I got onto the interstate and started moving pretty fast. I slid over into the middle lane and settled in.

Then suddenly this car behind me starts speeding up, flashing their lights, honking nonstop at me. I was confused and getting pissed off.

Now, I’m not some slow driver clogging up traffic. I’ve got enough speeding tickets to prove that. Ask my insurance company... bastards. But for some reason, I just didn’t feel like rushing to get over immediately. They had room to pass me on the left if they wanted.

So I stayed where I was.

They kept flashing their lights. Honking. Getting closer.

At this point I’m thinking, What is this idiot’s problem? Maybe something’s wrong with my car. Maybe I cut them off and didn't know it.

Finally they pulled up beside me on the left.

Before I even looked over, I made my move... I rolled my window down, stuck my arm and hand straight out, and gave them one of the firmest middle fingers without hesitation.

Didn’t even glance at them. Let my finger make the statement.

Then I turned to look over for their reaction.

It was the kid from the convenience store and his mother.

They were trying to thank me for buying him breakfast.

I just slowly shrank down in my seat while they drove away. I rode in silence the entire way to work, I didn't even touch my coke.
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2. Keep in Touch...
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When I was in high school, I had a massive crush on a girl.

And when I say crush...
I mean the kind where your entire personality disappears when they walk into the room.
I was painfully shy back then.

If she looked at me, I looked away.
If she smiled at me, I internally combusted (I said combusted you sicko... read it again)
If she said hello, I’d replay it in my head for three weeks like it was wedding vows.
She was popular.
Beautiful.
Confident.
I was just... there.

Well, we ended up sitting together in biology class.

It was one of those square lab tables with four seats.

Me.
My buddy.
Her.
Her friend.
And one day during class, I suddenly felt something touch my leg.

I looked down.

Nothing there.

Then I felt it again.

I looked down and realized...

...it was her foot.

She had slipped her shoe off and was rubbing my shin with her toes.

Now understand something:

At this stage in my life, no girl had ever touched me before.

At least not intentionally.
And certainly not below the neck.
Apart from my mother, which immediately sounds horrifying once said out loud.

Anyway,

I looked up at her and she smiled at me before casually looking back down at her books like she hadn’t just caused a full system malfunction in my teenage brain.

And the worse part?

I think my embarrassment encouraged her.

Because after that, biology class became less “science” and more:
The Sexual Awakening of Paul.
Every day became footsie under the table.

And suddenly I loved biology.

Never missed a class.
Didn’t matter if I was sick, dying, concussed, bleeding internally...
I was making it to biology.

Now this was before texting.
Before social media.
Before everybody became a private investigator online.
Back then if you liked somebody, you wrote notes.

Actual handwritten notes.

You’d spend hours writing them, crossing words out, rewriting sentences, checking spelling, folding the paper perfectly like it contained classified government secrets.

Then you’d pass it through six people hoping it eventually reached the right person.

It was basically emotional carrier pigeon warfare.

We’d dance together at school events sometimes.
She’d hug me.
Flirt with me.
And somehow...
I still never asked her out.
I was too shy.
Too scared.
Which is impressive considering we’d practically had a four-month relationship exclusively through our lower legs.

Now in Scotland, some students leave school earlier depending on apprenticeships or college.

She ended up leaving before me.

And on her last day everybody was emotional, hugging goodbye, signing shirts, all that stuff.

I had written her a letter.

A proper one.

This was it.
My moment.
Finally,

She ran over and hugged me tightly.

And I remember thinking:
This is happening.
She said,
“Oh Paul, I’m so happy to see you.”
And I swear time slowed down.

I thought:
I’m getting the number.
I’m getting the date.
This is my movie ending.
Then she smiled and said:

“Keep in touch...”

And I froze.

Then she finished the sentence.

“...with yourself.”

Now if you don’t understand that joke immediately, congratulations on your innocence.

Because the second it landed...

my soul left my body.

She laughed and scurried off.

And I just stood there emotionally assassinated.

Of course my friends found out.

And naturally they made sure to repeat it slowly every single day afterward.

“Hey Paul...
keep in touch...
with yourself.”
The pause was always important.

Now fast forward about four years.

I’m older.
Out at a nightclub with friends.
Feeling confident for once.
And suddenly somebody taps me on the shoulder.

I turn around...

...and there she is.

Older.
More beautiful somehow.
Still absolutely stunning.
And she lights up when she sees me.

“Oh my God! Paul?!”

I couldn’t believe it.

She hugged me and immediately started talking.

“I always wondered what happened to you.”
“I’ve thought about you so many times.”
“I’m so sorry nothing ever happened between us in school.”
Meanwhile my friends across the bar are watching like proud football dads.

Like:
Our boy finally made it.
And honestly?

It felt like one of those late 90s romantic comedies where fate brings two people back together years later.

We drank together all night.
Laughed.
Talked about school.
And eventually near the end of the night she took my hand and said:

“Do you wanna come back to my
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