
EXCERPT 2 from GAVIN by Russell 
 
Gavin’s favorite band, Slipknot, pulsated in his earbuds. The steely guitar riffs, the raw guttural 

singing, and the rhythmic drum pounding created a resurgence of raw energy and increased the length 
and quickness of his pace. This particular album was Gray’s second-to-last recording with the band 
before his death. Appreciating the posthumous honor, Gavin enjoyed the inspirational bassist’s riffs 
even more as he ran along Lake Shore Drive.  

The tingling in his left leg meant that he’d pushed himself harder. A glistening layer of sweat coated 
his naked torso, and he felt the sun’s radiant heat on his skin. Even though the music was deafening, 
he could still hear his raspy breath.  

Today was the first real day of summer.  
Being an avid runner, he was not as neurotic as some of the others. He did not wear the expensive 

shorts, the breathable shirts, the specialized hats, or any of the merchandising. More so, he no longer 
wore a watch. For a long time, he did wear one, and it helped with his pacing here and there. Three 
years ago, he had forgotten it for his first half-marathon. The freedom of not looking down at the 
time made him enjoy the race more. After viewing his results, he discovered that his pace was actually 
better. Now the watch was on the kitchen counter, still keeping time. 

From that point on, he just ran to enjoy the exercise. In fact, he liked it simple. His beat-up White 
Sox hat, a cheap MP3 player with his tunes, a water bottle clutched in his left hand, a decent pair of 
running shoes with great support, and a pair of shorts were his choice for a warm day. Yes, he did run 
when it was cold, but the distance was significantly shorter. To him, running in the summer was much 
simpler. 

He caught glimpses of women turning their heads as he passed them. Perhaps his half-naked body 
made them take a good second look. Courteously, he received the runner's nod from men, probably 
eyeing him up as well. Honestly, he did not care. Before he would have felt slightly self-conscious of 
their stares, but today, especially today, on this hot summer day in the afternoon, he absorbed their 
looks. The faded, slightly torn baseball cap was tight on his head, and his eyes darted side to side, 
looking at the views.  

Ahead, the glorious tall buildings of Chicago poked jaggedly toward the sky like shimmering steel 
and glass stalagmites rising toward the brilliant azure sky above. To the left, he saw the beach filling 
up with people, kids, and dogs playing in the rough, choppy lake water. The heat was intense. He 
could have just run over and jumped into the water, but instead, he ran toward the pedestrian bridge 
over Lake Shore Drive. Halfway through the overpass, looking below the steel fence, he saw that the 
Friday afternoon traffic already swelled up all eight lanes, and the faint sound of blasting horns could 
be heard over the music. No matter, he was heading for his apartment building on Wells, which was 
less than a mile away. 

He was reaching the twelve-mile point.  
Running helped Gavin purge his thoughts of the day, find solutions to problems, and even work 

on cases. The more stressed he had been at work, or in life, the longer he would run.  
The concrete was his therapy session. 


