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Chapter 1

 

I awoke one morning to the knowledge that I was twenty-three years old, and, if I was going to make anything of my life, it was time to make some serious decisions. Things had been clear-cut and uncomplicated until my second year of university. I had entered university raw from the backblocks. The city had been large and frightening, and the university life strange, with its sophisticated denizens mouthing what was almost a foreign language, so I had done little else the first year but study. During the second year, I had begun to drift into various societies, more for company, however, than for any real interest. Those who became interested in me, found a willing member. I left university under something of a cloud after a series of demonstrations, and protest marches, mainly political in character, and violent in practice.

Naturally enough, my parents were not at all pleased, and it was some time before they accepted it. For a little time, I had tried the hippie life, and wandered the country a bit, drifting into and out of communes. At other times, I worked at various jobs, some interesting; others dull. I saved my money, but couldn't settle down, and so I had arrived at my father's beach cottage to take a vacation, and to consider what could be salvaged from my life. 

I had been putting off any serious thinking, and was standing near the water, gazing out to sea, trying to find some starting point, when a series of screams slashed the air. A little girl came hurtling along the hard sand, her head turned back, and her gasping breath cutting each scream short, only to give birth to a louder one. She ran as though a ghoul pursued her, veering closer to the water until her feet touched one of the tiny waves, and she plunged headlong into the sand. She seemed to be scrabbling in mid-air, however, and, hardly had she touched the sand, when she was coming again in a half-run, half-crawl. I had instantly thought of the deadly, box jellyfish that plague the northern waters, and was desperately casting in my mind for a source of vinegar, when I realised that she was in clothes, and her shoes and socks had not been wet before the fall. I was running towards her, when a woman seemed to materialise out of nowhere, and the child sped into her arms, and collapsed into an incoherent babble of sobs, and speech. It became obvious that she was not hurt, but very badly frightened. Yet there was nothing on the beach where she had started to scream except the prone figure of Howard.

Leaving the group that had rapidly formed around the child, I hurried down the beach towards him. His stillness had assumed a sinister aspect. No one could sleep through such a noise. Not even Howard. Uninterested as he appeared in the rest of humanity, he could not ignore such screams without something being wrong.

Something was. He was dead.

He had been dealt a terrible blow across the side of his head, completely bursting the skull, and smashing the right side of his face. Flies were gathered around the shattered head, and the right eye hung from its socket. I stood shocked and sick until I found myself joined by the group of people. There were gasps and sick noises, and women and children were hastily shooed back.

Out of the mass of low voiced babble around the body, I heard the term "hippies". It came more and more frequently. There was a lot of milling about. Then, a little man I had not seen before began to urge the crowd to stand away from the body, so as not to destroy any marks. I looked at the ploughed up sand, backed off through the people, and suggested to Jack Dillon, one of the retired residents of the place, that he should ring the police.

The little man must have heard me, for, suddenly, he was beside me. "That's right. You get the police. I'll stay here and see that nothing's touched."

"Who's he?" I asked as Dillon and I walked away.

"Dunno." Jack's answer was little more than a grunt. After a while he continued. "Seen him round the park last couple of days; has a van in the corner where old Cloughie used to be." He plodded along for a few yards in silence, then gestured back with his head. "What d'you make of that? Been here twenty bloody years, and nothing like that ever happened before. Funny coot, Howard. But who'd want to bash him like that?"

"Beats me," I told him, "but whoever it was, sure had it in for him."

"Yair. What kind of bloke would sneak up, and hit a man like that? You think the hippies did it?"

"Well, one might have. I can't see it being a group."

"Why? They might have had it in for him over something. He wasn't a very friendly coot."

"Surely a group would have hidden the body. It could have been carried up to the creek, and dumped in the mangroves. Nobody would ever find it."

"Yair. But what if they were doped, and didn't know what they were doing? They have it down there, you know. And not only marijuana. Some of them's been caught with heroin. Only last year. They'd do anything with that bloody stuff in them. I don't know. In my day we didn't have time to go mucking around living on the beaches; had to work for a bloody living, we did, and thought ourselves lucky to get a job. No silly bloody government paid us to loaf about."

"We don't know it was them," I pointed out.

"Who the hell else could have done it? Me? You? Old Bluey up the park there?" He waved his hands about, and grew more excited.

"Does it have to be someone from here?"

He stopped abruptly. "Well, no," he admitted, but I could see that he was more than half convinced that the police would have to go no farther than the settlement a couple of miles down the beach to find their murderer.

We walked in silence after that until he suddenly asked, "You see any strangers around this morning?"

"No," I told him, but added that I thought Howard could have been killed the previous evening. The wound had obviously been made some time ago.

"You see anyone around yesterday?"

"Can't say I did." I answered.

"Me neither."

"That doesn't prove anything. He was lying there on the beach when I went for a walk last night, and that was just on dark."

"He was alive then?"

"Of course he was."

"You have a good look, did you? If it was a bit dark he could already have been dead."

"No. He was moving about, all right."

"Only car I saw the whole bloody day was Bluey's. It was as quiet as a brothel on a Sunday."

I was saved from having to answer the implications of that by our arrival at his front door. I couldn't help feeling sorry for the bunch of kids who lived down along the beach. The police, I'd heard, had raided them pretty often since they had been caught with heroin, and they were going to cop it now, whether they had anything to do with the killing or not.

I didn't go inside with Jack, but sat on his front steps instead. I tried to remember if I'd seen Howard on the beach as I was launching the boat to go fishing, but I don't think I even looked down that way. It had been just on dawn, not very light, and I had been intent on getting the boat into the water. I had used the lights of the rover to take the boat down, and so would not have seen much outside the actual beams.

Jack came back out, and it seemed natural to go with him back down to the beach. As we reached the sand, a motorbike came up along the water's edge from the direction of the camp, paused near the group of people near the body, then came on. It slivered about in the loose sand, scrabbled up onto the gravel at the end of the esplanade, reached the bitumen, rapidly gathered speed, and was gone. The sound of its engine rose and fell through a rhythmic series of gear changes, then, it too, dwindled away. Jack and I had stopped to watch. He turned to me, "That could be the murderer."

"Well, he didn't look particularly doped," I replied, but I wondered if someone was getting out.

The little man, Ernie King, was more positive in his thinking. He had written the number of the bike in the sand, and most of the people standing around seemed to think the matter was now solved. It was easy to see that opinion had crystallised against the young people there also. I must admit I watched a little cynically as the rising tide crept closer to the numbers, and a newcomer tread on them as he tried to get a better view.

I looked at the people standing around. They had broken up into little groups, and were talking together in low voices. Only a few belonged to the beach, most were southern tourists who generally spent a few days, or a week or so, in the park, or came out for the day from the motels and better caravan parks of the nearby sugar towns. Some were already beginning to drift away. Those who had women and children would soon leave the beach. 

Suddenly, that sort of sixth sense that warns crowds of the imminent arrival of the police, made itself felt, and the drift away suddenly quickened. By the time the police car stopped at the road's end, there were very few at the actual scene of the crime, but a number of small knots of people standing well back, as though ready to disappear into the trees should the police show signs of wanting to question them.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

The police, one a sergeant, big, middle-aged, starting to run to fat; the other, a constable, young, new to the force, trying to match the sergeant's air of bored efficiency, perspired their way through the loose sand to the scene. The sergeant stared at the body and grunted; the constable looked a little sick. Ernie began to say something, but was abruptly cut short.

"Who rang us?" the sergeant demanded.

"Him!" Ernie pointed to Jack, who left me and went to the police. He looked to be a little sorry for his civic mindedness.

The sergeant turned to the constable, gestured at the body and ordered, "Get something to cover it."

The constable began to plod back towards the car. The sergeant made a quick examination of the body and the surrounding ground. He muttered something I couldn't catch as he surveyed the churned up sand. I didn't blame him for the disgusted expression on his face. We hadn't acted like responsible citizens, and any marks in the sand that might have been important to an investigation were clearly destroyed. The constable returned with a couple of sack bags, probably from the boot of the car, and spread them across the body. The legs projected. The tiny waves crept closer, the gulls wheeled in the air, and a black dog raced, barking, along the beach in a vain attempt to catch them. Some children came along the beach, stared at the police and the covered body for a few moments, then began to chase each other along the sand.

Jack's voice raised in indignation caught my attention.

"How the bloody hell should I know? I don't go around poking me nose into other people's bloody business. I got enough to do minding me own."

They didn't talk for very long, and the sergeant made a few entries in his notebook. Jack left, and came thumping towards me. I grinned at him as he passed, but he merely made a slight gesture back at the police, spat on the sand, and continued on. I gathered that his opinion of the law had not improved during the interview.

The sergeant then turned to Ernie, but once more he seemed to have created hostility. Ernie was obviously offended. He had brought order to the chaos around the body. He had tried to conserve any clues in the vicinity of the body, and he had probably obtained a lead to the killer in the number of the motorbike. Instead of a well-earned commendation, he had been ignored. He bitterly pointed out the numbers on which the sergeant had stepped more than once, and mentioned the strong possibility that if he had been listened to, and a roadblock had been set up immediately, the killer would probably be already captured. The sergeant didn't stay talking to him very long.

I was pointed out as Ernie moved off, and the sergeant ploughed through the few yards of sand to where I was sitting in the shade of a large oak that hung out over the sand. He didn't look too happy; in fact he looked positively hostile. He had, what could have been, and probably once was, pleasant features, but they were marred by the expression, which seemed to be a mixture of wariness and cynicism, found so often on the faces of people carrying out the less appreciated services to humanity. I got the impression that he had experienced too much of the sad side of human nature to like people he came in contact with.

"You the first on the scene after the kid found him?" His opening was as abrupt as his expression had led me to expect. I nodded. "Name?" his notebook was open and biro poised.

"Jim Groggan."

"Address?"

I nodded back to the beach cottage. "A house just up the road."

"Weekender?"

"Yes."

"Where's your permanent address?"

I told him I had no other address, that I had left my last job, and was having a holiday before getting another. He didn't look particularly impressed, and I think I went down as "Of no fixed address."

He asked what work I had done, and I listed the last few jobs. He made no comment but wrote some more. He finished writing then looked up. "Tell us about it." I did so, as briefly and concisely as I could, starting with my early morning fishing trip, my return to the beach after breakfast, and the little girl's screams. He heard me out in silence.

"It looks as if he was killed some time ago--probably yesterday. Were you about the beach yesterday?" 

"Yes. I went for a walk down here just before dark. Howard was lying there then, but he was alive."

"You sure of that?"

"Of course. I spoke to him."

"Did he answer?"

"Yes."

"You know 'im?"

"Not much. When I first came here I wanted someone to go fishing with me. I asked him, and he turned me down."

"Didn't he fish?"

"He does--did--a bit. He's got a runabout up by the van. He used to go out by himself in the afternoons. That's why I thought he'd be happy to come with me."

"Did he give you any reason?"

"Nope. Just said, 'No thanks!' Set me back a bit. I went and bought a Landover to get the boat down across the sand, but it'd still be nice to have someone to fish with."

"What did he say last night?"

"Well, to tell the truth, he didn't actually answer, but he turned over, and gave a sort of wave. He was definitely alive."

"It would have been a bit cold for lying about on the beach like that last night, wouldn't it?"

"Yes, I had a coat. The breeze off the sea was quite cool."

"A bit unusual wasn't it?"

"Yes, but he wasn't the sort of person you would go up to and ask why the hell he was lying there freezing? He was a funny sort of bloke."

"You say you went for a walk. Was there anyone about when you came along here?"

"Not that I noticed." I saw the sudden look of speculation come into his eyes, and hastily added, "I had no reason to clout him over the head, if that's what you're thinking."

He merely lifted his eyebrows in reply, and continued his questions. "How far down the beach did you go?"

"Not far." I pointed to a great log that had washed up on the beach some months back. "About to that log."

"No one could have killed him while you were down there?"

It was more of a statement than a question so I remained silent.

"Did you pass anyone going up that way as you came back?"

"Not really. It was getting on. Most people would have been having tea. I did meet Jack Dillon, but he was going to do a bit of fishing off the beach in the light from the park. We were talking for a bit. He showed me a fishing knife his young grandson had made and sent up to him. He had just got it in the mail at lunchtime, and he was busting with pride. Actually it wasn't a bad job. He had -"

"This morning when you went fishing, didn't you notice that Howard was still there?" The sergeant had spotted another strange aspect of the events.

"No. It was still a bit dark, and the headlights wouldn't have reached down there. Anyway I just didn't notice him."

"What about coming back? It wasn't dark then."

"I saw him when I came in."

"You mean you saw he was still there? He'd been there all night with just those little togs on, and you didn't go to find out what was wrong?" The sergeant's voice had taken on a mean edge.

"It didn't strike me that he had been there all night. I just thought he was back there."

"You mean you thought he had gone back to that same place to sun-bathe at about eight in the morning?" His voice held open disbelief, and was rising in anger.

"Well," I hastened to explain, "he was often there when I came in."

"But for God's sake man, didn't you notice that he was in the same place as you saw him last night?"

"That's where he's always been."

"What the hell do you mean, always been there? Didn't he sunbathe anywhere else on the beach but there?"

"I've never seen him sun-bathing anywhere else."

"Well! I'll be damned! What sort of nut was he?"

I shrugged. "Everyone thought it a bit queer, but there's no law against it."

"When you say he was always there, just how close to there do you mean?"

"I've never taken that much notice, but it would be pretty close, within a few feet, I'd say."

The sergeant stood looking at the body for a few minutes, then shut his book, and pushed it into his pocket.  "Don't go away." He ploughed back through the sand to take another look at the place. I stood up, and followed him. He apparently wasn't finished with me, and I was curious to see if he could discover why Howard used that particular place.

The constable greeted us with a lift of a heavy length of driftwood that he was holding carefully by finger and thumb. The sergeant took it just as carefully, and examined it. It didn't take much examination to determine that it was the murder weapon. One end formed a hard, rough knot, and little bits of hair and stuff, that was probably skin, hung from it. "Where did you find it?"

The constable indicated a patch of dense bush about ten feet from the body, on top of the dune, and slightly closer to the populated end of the beach. "About ten or twelve feet in there. I marked the place. It looks like he swung and threw it from the top of the sand there." He pointed out a couple of indentations in the loose sand that could have been made by someone twisting as they swung the stick into the shrubs. It could also have been made by one of the spectators trying to get a better view.

"If it wasn't for all these marks we might have been able to tell which way he walked," the constable observed. "As it is, it looks like he headed that way." He nodded to the south.

"I wouldn't count on it," grunted the sergeant, "but I can't see any place where it came from around here, so it looks as though it was brought for the purpose. Scout around, and see if you can see a groove in the sand where he might have got it. That would give us a better indication of the direction he came."

The constable went off, and I followed the sergeant up onto the dune. It wasn't really a dune in the accepted sense of the word. At times the sand sloped up in a gentle grade, reached high tide level, then ran flat inland, or sloped very gently, dropping only about a foot before it levelled out. In winter, the sand tends to get washed away, so that a bank of six inches to a foot is cut along the level of the grass. It was this bank that gave the appearance of a dune.

The grass on top of the bank was of a coarse, patchy nature intertwined with a low growing, vine-like plant, with little, sharp-spined fruit. The grass reached only about six or so feet from the top of the sand, then gave way to a dense growth of trees, shrubs, and vines, which bordered a swampy creek, which ran parallel to the beach for some distance before ending in a little lagoon that broke into the sea in wet weather. North and south of the spot where we were standing, the thick foliage reached to, and actually overhung, the sand, so we were standing in a little bay-like formation in the bush. Looking back, we could see only a few yards of beach. Someone standing there would be invisible except to people on those few yards. 

The sergeant pushed into the undergrowth in a few places but didn't go far. "What's behind this?" he asked.

"Only bush as far as I know," I told him. "There would be cane farms way over before you came to the road."

"Well," observed the sergeant as we stepped back down onto the sand, "the only thing this place seems good for, is to make it easy for the murderer, and I can't see why he should do that."

The constable came back when he saw us descend and shook his head to the sergeant's inquiry. "No sign of anything that you could be reasonably certain of. There are a couple of marks but they could be anything. The sand's too dry, and, if it came from lower down, the tide would have wiped any marks out. Anything up there?"

"Damn all." 

I grinned a little as the constable climbed up to have another look for himself, and the sergeant scowled. He could have saved himself his superior's displeasure, for he looked at the impressions in the sand, but, there too, the sand was dry and fine, and, what with the grass and vines, the impressions told him about as much as it told us. He came down to be met with a sardonic glare from the sergeant, but neither made any comment.

The sergeant picked up the piece of driftwood, and looked it over again. It was rough and probably wouldn't show prints. He hefted it a couple of times then returned it to the safekeeping of the constable. Suddenly he turned on me. "This mob of bloody hippies. You know how many there are down there now?" He gestured vaguely down the beach.

I shook my head. "Haven't had much to do with them. They seem to keep pretty much to themselves."

"Bloody no-hopers!"  He turned to the constable. "Better go down and check on them. Get names, and warn them not to shoot through. Make sure you get the details of the one that went out on the bike, and if they expect him back. Some of the locals are certain he's the killer. Left it 'til this morning to make his getaway." The sergeant's voice was heavy with sarcasm.

"He might have if he was doped last night," countered the constable, and got a grunt for reply.

I don't think he noticed, however, as he was gazing down the beach, and not looking particularly happy. "Where are they?" The beach receded into the distance, and there was no clue to the whereabouts of the camp. Not even a wisp of smoke marked its presence. It was as though the young people were still, and waiting.

"A couple of miles down there. You can't miss it."

The sergeant eyed his underling with a faint sneer. "What's wrong? You're not afraid of a bunch of hippies are you?"

I felt sorry for the constable. Unlike his sergeant, he hadn't seen much of human nature, good side or bad side, and he probably was scared of going off into what was obviously a hostile camp of unknown strength, and a couple of miles from help. Actually, he would have been a fool not to be, and I wondered at the sergeant sending him, but perhaps he knew the camp better than he made out.

"I'll run you down in the rover." I made the offer without thinking, but, on second thoughts, I couldn't see anything wrong with the idea. I had nothing better to do, and I was interested to see how he got on.

The constable brightened, and even the sergeant looked happier, but I might have imagined it. However, it was possible he may have been having second thoughts. If the constable did get hurt, the sergeant's superior officer would have had a few nasty questions to ask.

I started off to get the rover, but the sergeant called me back. "This bloke, King, you know him?" I shook my head. "Well. What about Dillon?"

"Yes! He lives just up there beside me."

He turned to the constable. "Go with him, and ask Dillon to come, and watch this thing while I go see the kid and have a look at Howard's van. The hearse should be along soon, and here, put this in the car." He picked up the piece of driftwood, and handed it over. As we left I saw him bend over the body and extract a key from the little pocket in the togs.

The constable introduced himself as David Bond. I grinned. "Hardly a comfortable name for a cop."

"No. The blokes call me double-damn-all." He chuckled.

"Well, I hope you've got a bit of the Bond style down there--some of these fellows have been known to play rough." 

"Yair. Well, I can travel pretty fast for the first hundred yards or so, and you can keep the motor running. I don't intend to act tough where there could be murderers about, especially ones that hit you over the head with bloody great lumps of wood." I was beginning to like Bond; he struck me as a decent kind of bloke.

We found Jack sitting on his front steps drinking from a can of beer. He reached back, and, from a convenient store, extracted two more cans. Beads of moisture rapidly formed, attesting to the coolness within, and I took the one proffered to me eagerly. After a moment's hesitation, Bond did the same.

"Well, what's your worry?" asked Jack after I had introduced them, and they had shaken hands between tiltings of their cans. Jack's hostility was either forgotten, or did not range to lowly constables.

"The sergeant wants someone to keep an eye on the body until the undertaker gets here," I told him, "and thought you might oblige. I'm going to drive Dave here down to interview the hippies."

"Yair, well I was just going to go down to the creek to check me crab pots. If you'll throw a few things into the rover for me, and give us a lift into the water, I'll go down, and sit with the poor bastard for a while, not that anyone would be likely to want to pinch the poor sod."

I got the rover, and drove it across the spare blocks that separated the two houses, and backed it up to the laundry at the back of Jack's house. Bond lifted in Jack's outboard motor and tank while Jack threw in some odds and ends of gear. We drove across to the beach, fitted the motor, and dragged the boat into the water. I pushed him off. His motor caught on the first pull, and he roared around in a gentle arc, and was down with the sergeant by the time I got the rover started.

As we approached, the sergeant raised his hand, and I slowed to a stop. He came to the door and growled, "Be careful. If there's a ruckus, get out of there, and come back here, especially you. We can get our heads bashed in, but we're not allowed to get citizens hurt." He sounded as if he would like it to be the other way round.

"Sure," I said. Actually, I fully intended to watch from a distance. I liked Bond, but he was the one getting paid for the job. Besides, I had my parents to think of. If I got in bad with the hippies they could take it out on the beach cottage when no one was there. The sergeant had nothing else to say, so I let in the clutch and swung the car back onto the hard wet sand near the water's edge.

"I wonder who killed him," said Bond. 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 3

Live by the sea

 

I drove until we were opposite the settlement, swung the rover in a wide loop up onto the grass and faced back the way we had come. I made sure that all wheels were on a mat of grass so that they wouldn't sink into the sand if I was forced to take off quickly. I could clearly see the camp from my seat, so I wouldn't have to get out of the vehicle. The area leisurely came alive, as young people moved out of tents and odd bits of shelter that made up the settlement. Bond climbed out, gave me a half-grin and muttered, "Why'd you stop that bloody engine?" Then he stepped off in his best 'here-comes-the-law' stride.

I watched closely for a while, but he was met with good-natured jeers rather than hostility, so I relaxed. I had spent a little time in such communities, and had found the young people very frank. If they were hostile, they showed it at once.

My time with the hippies had not prepared me for the camp, however. I had been with them in the south of the country, and the climate forced them to provide themselves with fairly substantial shelter. Apparently, it was not so here. There was a great variety of dwellings, ranging from tents in fairly good condition, to bits of things made from branches and grass, such as children make to play in. An old house formed the focal point of the settlement with its tanks, no doubt providing the drinking water that made the camp possible. The inhabitants seemed to be much the same as in other camps I had known. They were mostly young, the men bearded, and with long, mostly unkempt, hair, and the minimum of dress; the women either in long, faded gowns or tattered shorts and tops. There were some nice figures in the shorts and tops; the long gowns all seemed sadly in need of soap and iron.

"What's going on now?" The voice, coming from the side of the car a few inches from my ear, startled me. I jerked upright and around, and looked into a pair of beautiful, brown eyes, but ones fairly sparkling with hostility. She had come along the side of the rover, and had evidently been bathing. Her hair was wet, and had been combed back to hang in waves over her shoulders, making all the back of the gown wet. It was long, unpressed, of some white material, and though certainly not the whiter than white of the soap powder commercials, it did look clean. The wet part clung to her as she moved, and I thought she looked decidedly pretty. I didn't answer at once, but opened the door, and stepped down from the cab. She had stepped away from the car, and was now watching Bond. I couldn't read her expression, but she was evidently tense. She turned back to me. "Well what's he doing here?" Her voice was as angry as her eyes.

I gestured back up the beach. "There's been a man killed up there."

"Was it someone from here?" The angry flush on her cheeks had paled a little.

"No, a bloke called Howard. He lived at the park."

She looked back at Bond. "Then what's it got to do with…how was he killed?"

"He was murdered; hit over the head with a great lump of drift-wood."

Now she paled indeed. "Howard? The man who was always lying on the beach up there?"

I nodded. She stepped back, and leaned against the car. "Do they think it was someone from here who did it?" Her voice was low, and fearful enough to make me look at her sharply.

"Not really, but they have to check on everyone you know."

She gave a short, ugly laugh. "I'll bet they do." She looked me up and down. "What about you? Are you supposed to be plainclothes?"

"No, I just gave the man a lift."

"What do you get for giving lifts to cops?"

For some reason I was glad she didn't say 'Pigs'.

"Sometimes I get to meet some nice people," I told her. 

She pushed away from the car, and started walking towards the camp. "This isn't your lucky day."

I fell into step beside her. There was something about her that attracted me, and I did not want our meeting to end on such an unsatisfactory note. She apparently did not share the feeling.

"I can find my own way." All the hostility had returned to her voice.

"Sorry. I've been detailed to escort all I find outside, inside, and to shoot all those attempting to leave."

She didn't laugh. It was a pretty poor attempt at humour anyway. She walked directly to the group that was clustered around Bond, and joined some other women. I was left nonplussed. I felt I would look stupid wandering back to the car, but if I stayed it would look as if I had come to watch proceedings. There was one of the bush shelters with some gear in it, on the fringe of the settlement, so I sat down in the shade in the open side of the construction that faced the camp.

Bond was not having a good time either. His youth was against him, and he had trouble getting serious answers.  He was patient, and refused to get stirred, however, and they eventually tired of baiting him, and gave him the information he asked for. 

I had been sitting about an hour or more before he got around to the lass I was interested in, and though I strained to hear her answers, I had no success. She answered in a low voice, and had evidently been listening to the questions that Bond had been asking, for she gave all the information at once. She left him while he was still writing it down, and came directly towards me.
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