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Racing, running, diving, dying…
“Almost made it, Carl,” Tenpin grinned. “You were so close.”

“Bite me, TP,” Carl spat through shredded, bloody lips. “You moved the ocean. That’s cheating.”

Tenpin shrugged. “Yeah, I guess it is, but them’s the breaks, pal.” He looked about at the huge, barnacle-covered basalt rocks that Carl’s broken body lay upon. “Not a bad place to die, though.”

“Gods don’t die, asshole,” Carl said. “I’ll be back and you know it.”

Tenpin shrugged again. “Maybe, maybe not. Not for us to say.” He brought his foot down and crushed Carl’s face. “We’ll have to see.”

