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What were they like? I once saw Jack blast the face off a cliff to give himself a good place to fish. He stood out there - set it up like he knew where the rocks were gonna fall - with a fourteen foot rod and didn’t catch shit all day. He caught sunburn across the top of that dome of his is all. Jack loved the sea. He liked how it fought back. You can’t blow up the ocean, but he got a special kind of joy trying. Once he spent ten weeks on a boat off Karachi dropping gelignite, hoping to wrestle himself up some squidly horror from the deep, I’m sure. He did catch a lot of fish that time. It’s hard not to when you’ve dropped enough gelly down there to quarry Mt. Everest. That’s what Jack was like. 
	It made sense he hit it off with Lucy. She was something else. I’ve never met a gentler soul. I’ve also never met a more terrifying fighter. The first time I met Luce, she was a merc operating as part of some coup. I think it was last time East Timor went up. It was a hotel in Dili. I was upstairs at the time. I was working covert then, but I was supposed to be flying out the next day. You can’t drink the water there so you stay drunk. Bartending was a natural career change, I suppose.
	Barely noticed when the bombs went off downtown. Lucy was helping cover the insurgent forces’ advance up the street towards the - you’re not recording any of this, are you? Anyway the local military got the jump on them. Came downstairs, the lady who works the till’s cowering with her daughter in the corner and I’ve got a towel around my waist and my gun in my hand. 
	There’s more gunfire. Luce throws herself in through the front window, rolls up on her back, comes up shooting and puts five easy points into the shopfront opposite, crouches by the window for a sec and leaps right back out again. She’s about five-three, five-five. Short, like Jack. Puts her gun up under a bloke’s hat and blows the top of his head right off as he comes out from behind a car. She turns around, grabs an officer, pulls him back into the restaurant, knifes him. She sees me, right, standing there in my towel. Doesn’t say a word about it. Nothing cocky, nothing smart, she just loads her AR and gets back into it. We ended up catching the same flight home.
	Jack never was much for signing up. She never tried to push him into the whole teamwork thing. He just didn’t do it. Someone would always end up waking one morning with a long fuse coming out from under their pillow, and Jack was nowhere to be seen. She was the one who had all the sense, right from the beginning, but she was the one got em both killed. Lucy, you see, never played well with money. There was a lot of it going around in those days, but to get more, you’d have to do more, and it got dangerous. Jack never cared about money. He only needed enough for a pouch of gelignite, a pack of cigarettes, and a bag of McDonalds. 
	It was Lucy who got them into the job to bring down that aeroplane. She wanted kids. Of course Jack went along after her, he loved that woman and he’d never taken down a plane before. I think so, anyway. They think it was the Russians ordered it. Me, I say that aeroplane was a message. A very private message. It smelled to me like someone was flexing, and who likes to flex more than you-know-who? Anyway. Another drink? I’ll have one.
	I don’t know how they did it, or for how much, but if you think I’m telling you where they’ve gone, you’re shit out of luck. They’re dead. Blown to little bits. Tell you where they’ve gone? They’re spread across ten miles of southern Kurdistan. That explosion, though. It was like something out of the movies, wasn’t it? That expanding fiery halo. That’s got Jack written all over it. That’s out of his special collection. That’s a brew you don’t make in your back shed. He probably did, though, the mad bastard. If you’re looking, have you tried their house? The doorbell’s usually a bet. Hah! I’m surprised you found me. I mean, I’m surprised you found me. You must have some contacts, kid. Who are you? You want another drink?
	You can’t blow up planes these days and get away with it. That’s not the sort of job you get away from. Those ones follow you. They’re not over until one night someone creeps into your room with a silenced .22 and puts a bullet in the back of your head. That’s when those problems are tied up. There was an American attaché on that plane, did you know that? It’s a ghost game, friend. That’s who you’re chasing. Phantoms. Keep looking and you might end up one yourself. Do you know if someone’s looking for you? Nobody sees the bullet that kills them. Even if they made it off that plane – which they didn’t. 
	Jack and Luce were loud people. The loudest you won’t ever know. They’d have screaming matches would last for days. When he was in a stink, Jack would just go and destroy half a hectare of land. Luce had a real foul mouth on her. She laid in. A true fighter. She’d tear apart you, man. Look, if Jack and Luce were alive today, you’d hear them. They wouldn’t be on some beach in Kokomo, sipping at coconuts, reading novels in the shade. They’d be skipping through fields of landmines or rooting out terrorist cells. They let love burn em out and now they’re gone. Gone, okay? You want another beer or are we done?
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