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​Chapter  1
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Lebanon, Oregon, 1867

"You will stop this childish silence immediately," Aunt Ada demanded, her neck flapping like a turkey wattle over the collar of her purple mauveine bodice. "Lord only knows why my sister has tolerated it, but I will not. We're all aware that you can chatter the feathers off a magpie."

May scowled and clamped her lips tighter; the smell of her aunt's rosewater made her want to gag.

As if reading her mind, Aunt Ada's dark button eyes narrowed, then she turned them on May's brother. "It's high time that good-for-nothing man your mother married took care of his duties as a husband and father." She bit out each word like it left a nasty taste in her mouth.

Levi leaned away from her, his feet planted. The muscles in his cheekbones tightened from clenching his jaw. May had seen that look before when she got on his wrong side, his blue eyes sharp as icicles hanging from the privy in winter.

"Tomorrow I intend to send the Connor brothers to drag Orin home," Aunt Ada stated. "In the meantime," she grabbed May's arm, "come along. Your mother needs her rest."

May swatted Aunt Ada's bell sleeve out of the way with her free hand and glanced over at Mama lying helpless on the bed Doctor Hanlon's wife had made up in the back room of his office. Wood boards bound her left leg straight, "so the bone will heal proper," the doctor told them. Her left arm was tied tight across her body and her head wrapped like some kind of strange cap. It seemed every inch of her was covered in white bandages and bruises. "She could have a cracked rib or two," Doctor Hanlon said, "but right now it's too early to be sure."

May's heart rose in her throat.

It was the doctor who came to the farm to let them know of their mother's accident. "Something must have spooked the horse," he said. "Her wagon went into the ditch and overturned, crushing her. Fortunately she was near the edge of town and Abel at the livery saw it happen."

Then Doctor Hanlon loaded May and Levi into his carriage and took them to his office in Lebanon, two miles away. They passed their wagon lying upside down in the Masons' pasture, the broken spokes of one wheel sticking out like fangs.

"Where's Blue?" Levi asked. He had helped their mother hitch the six-year-old roan to the wagon that morning.

"Abel's holding him for you at the livery," Doctor Hanlon replied.

When May first saw her mother, she backed off and shook her head. That isn't Mama. But Doctor Hanlon pushed her closer. "Say something to her," he encouraged. "Let her know you're here."

May remained silent. Words would not help her mama, of that she was certain. She intended to save her words for when Papa came home.

Levi had made no such vow of silence and went to their mother's side. "We're here, Ma. May and me. The doctor says you're gonna be all right, you just need time to rest."

Doctor Hanlon told them he had given their mother a heavy dose of laudanum for the pain and to not be concerned over her stillness. "The less she moves around right now," he assured them, "the better."

And then Aunt Ada showed up; Doctor Hanlon had sent for her. She rushed to her sister's side, her skirt and bodice the color of an over-ripe plum out of place in the small, subdued room. She took a moment to dab at her eyes with a lace handkerchief before she turned on May and Levi. "You children will be in my charge until your father comes home," she informed them. "Lord knows I have more than enough on my hands, but as the eldest sister, the responsibility falls on my shoulders."

May had never liked her aunt's blustery ways, acting as if she was better than the rest of them, always too busy with her boarding house to care about others, even her own sister. But now she had no choice and it made her even more unlikable.

Aunt Ada gave May's arm a hard tug, yanking her attention away from Mama. "Doctor Hanlon has offered to give you children a ride home to pack a few things," she said. "We mustn't keep him waiting."

May fought back her tears, frustrated that she was not strong enough to break free of her aunt's grip. First Papa left, and now she was being taken from Mama by a woman she hated. She was so full of mad that if she started talking, she might never stop the angry words bottled up inside her. She jutted her chin and shuffled alongside her aunt.

"For the love of all that's merciful, pick up your feet," Aunt Ada ordered. "Levi, come!"

Levi's sandy blond hair hung over one eye as he glared at the woman gripping May's arm. May knew what he was thinking. I am not your dog!

"I want a minute alone with Ma," he said.

Aunt Ada huffed, but did not argue with him. He was thirteen years old, four years older than May, and stood as tall as their aunt. May thought the woman might be a little afraid of him.

"Make it quick," Aunt Ada said. "The doctor is waiting."

~~~
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LEVI STOOD AT HIS MOTHER'S bedside and searched through all the bruises and bandages for the person who had been the center of his world. He couldn't remember a time when she had not been there for him and May, caring for them, seeing to their needs, making them feel safe and loved.

He'd been put in charge of looking after her in Pa's absence and he failed. "I'm sorry, Ma."

"Levi."

His mother's low, raspy voice startled him. He took her free hand; its frailness was unsettling. "Can you hear me, Ma?" he asked, leaning in close.

She gave a slight nod, then winced.

"Don't try to move," he told her. "Doc Hanlon says it's best you lay still."

She set her blue eyes on him. Levi thought his mother had the prettiest eyes in the county, but right now they looked unfocused. Drugged. "Go to Quartzville," she whispered.

Where Pa said he was headed to prospect for gold. "We'll be living high on the hog in no time," he had promised them.

That was four months ago. He should have been home by now. It should have been him driving the wagon to town for supplies. Ma was in this fix because of him. The last thing Levi wanted to do was run off looking for him after he abandoned them. "The Connors – "

"This is family business. You go." His mother gave his hand a weak squeeze. "And take May."

He frowned. "But she's just a girl. I don't know how to look after her. Aunt Ada – "

"Not Ada. Your sister's fragile."

A tear rolled from the corner of her eye and into the hair above her ear. Levi swallowed the lump in his throat as he gently wiped at the tear's trail with his thumb, the pressure of responsibility weighing heavy on him. Fragile was not a word he would have picked to describe his stubborn little sister, but his mother was right. May hated Aunt Ada as much as he did. They wouldn't survive an afternoon together, much less the time it would take him to reach Quartzville, some forty miles southeast, locate their father, and return.

"Don't worry, Ma. We'll find him," he promised.

The hint of a smile crossed Ma's face and she closed her eyes. Her hand relaxed in his and Levi rested it on the blanket. "Sleep well," he whispered.

~~~
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DOCTOR HANLON DELIVERED Aunt Ada to the big, white, two-story building where she lived and ran her boarding house, letting rooms and feeding travelers on their way to places May had never heard of. He jumped down from the front seat and offered his hand. The carriage rocked as Aunt Ada pried herself from between May and Levi. She took the doctor's hand and the carriage bounced free of her weight.

"Thank you," Aunt Ada said curtly. She turned and  addressed May and Levi. "See that you're not late for supper."

"I'll have them back before dark," Doctor Hanlon assured her. May thought she heard him mutter something more under his breath as he climbed onto the front seat, something not fit for her ears.

She liked riding in the doctor's carriage. It had a soft cushion to sit on and big springs that made the ride more comfortable than their wagon. They stopped at the livery on their way out of town and tied Blue's lead rope to the back of the carriage.

What were they going to do about the wagon? May couldn't bring herself to look at it as they passed by the second time.

Poor Mama. How long would she have to stay in that strange bed? How long before she could come home?

Even one day was too long if it meant May had to live with Aunt Ada. She would run away before letting that happen. She'd come back home and hide in the barn.

May glanced over at her brother. He had a hard look on his face, like he was trying to work something out in his thoughts, same as her. It was just her and him now, until Mama came home. May wasn't sure how she felt about that. She and Levi mostly got along, except when he treated her like a dumb girl. She knew her silence didn't help any.

The carriage pulled up in front of their house. Emptiness swept through May. It felt wrong, knowing Mama wasn't inside to greet them.

Doctor Hanlon jumped down and hitched his team to the rail. May got out one side and Levi the other. He went to the back of the carriage and untied Blue.

"Do you youngsters need help packing your things?" the doctor asked.

"No, thank you," Levi replied. "We can manage. When we're ready, we'll ride the horses over to the boarding house. No need for you to wait around on our account."

"I would like to get back to your mother, in case the laudanum is wearing off," the doctor admitted. "You can put your horses in the livery when you get to your aunt's place. It'll be easier to keep an eye on them there. What about the chickens and your cow?"

"I was going to ask the Masons to look after them on our way out," Levi said.

"I'd be happy to swing by and do that for you, if you like," Doctor Hanlon offered.

"Thank you, sir. I'd appreciate it."

"Certainly, son. Happy to help." He untied his team and climbed up onto the front seat of his carriage. "If you need anything, you can find me at my office."

May stood next to her brother and watched the doctor's carriage head back toward town. The farther away it got, the heavier her mood became. Her brother's plan was to stay with that hateful woman? Well, she had plans of her own.

Levi pulled in a long, deep breath that made her look up at him.

"Change into traveling clothes and pack enough food for a two-day ride," he told her. "We're going to Quartzville."
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​Chapter  2
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Quartzville, Oregon, 1867

Stella held the pan of soil and gravel below the surface of Quartzville Creek's crystal-green water and shook it back and forth to wash out the silt, stopping now and then to toss aside large chunks of rock. Her thick, wiry braid of silver-streaked hair slid over a shoulder and swayed with her practiced movements. The midmorning sun filtered through the pines and warmed her back beneath her long-sleeved cotton bodice; a wide-brimmed felt hat shaded her neck. She'd been panning for a couple hours and already her lower spine complained.

And all for nothing. Lifting the pan from the creek, Stella swept out the top layer of gravel with the side of her hand and continued rotating the pan to separate the black sand from any gold that may be settling to the bottom. So far the only color she'd seen for her efforts was brassy pyrite – fool's gold – and a chunk of mica. To be sure it was mica, she picked it out and jabbed it with her thumbnail. It broke into flakes.

A shadow fell over her pan and the sun on her back cooled.

"How's it going, Stella?"

Vernon Lynch had the kind of presence that grated on Stella's nerves. Which wasn't saying much, since most of the men around these parts grated on her nerves. But Lynch in particular. She continued to swirl her nearly empty pan and said, "State your business."

"Can't a fella stop by to say hello?" he asked as though offended.

Stella snorted. "You're not the sociable type, Lynch. Get to the point." She washed the last of the material from the pan, braced a hand on the knee of her broadcloth skirt, and stood to face him.

He had to be one of the ugliest men she'd ever laid eyes on, his nose bent seven ways to Sunday from all the brawls he'd been in, unkempt facial hair – God only knew what might be nesting in it – and eyelids so heavy it was hard to tell what he could actually see.

"Just wonderin' if Orin's been by lately," he remarked, giving her a grin that had more gaps than teeth.

"As if I would tell you," Stella drawled. "You really are as ignorant as you look."

His grin drooped. "I try to be friendly and that's how you talk to me? Why, I should – "

Stella swung the pan up and smacked him alongside the head with the flat bottom, knocking his hat off. The surprise in his expression would have been comical if Stella were in a laughing mood. "You should what, Vernon Lynch?" She swung the pan again, smacking him on top of his exposed head. "Remember what happened the last time you threatened me?"

Twice her weight and a head taller, Lynch looked about to start blubbering. "I didn't mean nothin' by it, Stella. Stop hitting me with that dang thing."

"Then get off my claim and quit pestering me."

Like a man who knew what was good for him, he did as she said, snatching up his hat on the way. His neck disappeared between his shoulders as he faded down the trail toward town.

Stella straightened and twisted the kinks out of her back. A younger woman might have felt sorry for a man like Vernon Lynch, but she was too old to care, certain God put Lynch's kind on this good earth just to feed her bitter mood.

Mention of Orin stirred up the worry in her again. She had not heard from her friend for nigh on three weeks, and that concerned her plenty. If folks in Quartzville weren't so interested in Orin's whereabouts, she'd go look for him. But the odds of being followed were a given, and she did not want to bring trouble down on his head.

Stella scowled at the dent Lynch's head left in her prospecting pan and damned the man for putting it there, even though she was the one done the swinging. He shouldn't have showed his ugly face and driven her to it. She strapped the pan to Wilbur's pack. No point setting up the rocker box; this section of the river was worked out."You ready to go home, old mule?"

He flicked his long ears and turned toward camp, not waiting for Stella to take the lead rope from its loop around the pack frame. The sorrel john mule knew the way. She and Wilbur had prospected together for more years than Stella cared to remember. Pearl was the newcomer to the family, a lovely black molly she bought from a no-account miner taking his lack of prospecting skills out on the poor beast. First Stella put a couple holes in his rocker box with her .44 Colt revolver, then she paid for his mule in spite of his resistance to the notion of selling her.

Stella settled into Pearl's saddle and took up the reins. "Let's go home, girl."

~~~
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LEVI AND HIS SISTER followed the wagon road east out of Lebanon. May didn't know much about packing for a long ride, so Levi, who had gone hunting with their father three or four days at a time, got most of the gear together and loaded the horses. It took longer than he thought it would, and he nudged Dusty, his dun gelding, into a fast walk, hoping to reach Mossville and cross the Santiam River before dusk. It was setting up to be a warm afternoon and the light breeze on his face felt good.

Two day's ride, Pa told them before he left. "You come get me if there's trouble." He gave them the same directions given to him by miners he'd talked with at the hardware store in town. They filled him with stories of riches being mined in the hills and waters of the Santiam wilderness surrounding Quartzville.

Levi didn't see the sense in it and asked, "What do we need with gold?"

"Sheep," was his father's answer.

"Woolies" were a growing industry in the Willamette Valley, he told them. "There's plenty of grassland for feed, a ready market for the meat, and mills in Brownsville and Waterloo are buying wool. Mother can purchase that spinning wheel she's had her eye on at the mercantile and make homespun clothing with what we don't sell."

May'd been excited over the idea of having fluffy sheep to tend. But then their father rode out for Quartzville and she stopped talking. Levi figured it was her way of showing that his leaving hurt. Levi just got angry. Without their father, planting crops and taking care of the livestock fell on the rest of the family.

Levi glanced over his shoulder and saw his sister lagging half a dozen yards back. She looked small atop Blue, her legs barely spanning the horse's girth. She had the collar of her dark gray riding jacket buttoned high, and the wide brim of her chambray poke bonnet hid most of her face. The bulging saddlebags and bedroll behind Blue's saddle looked ready to swallow her.

Your sister's fragile.

A twinge of panic shook Levi. If anything happened to May, their mother would never forgive him. "Hurry it up," he called, impatience overriding his common sense. He knew good and well his sister would do just the opposite of what she was told if it rubbed her the wrong way. If he rubbed her the wrong way. He reined in Dusty and waited.

When she pulled up beside him, her own impatience showed in her tight lips and lowered brow.

"We need to put as much distance between us and town as possible," Levi explained, "before Aunt Ada sends somebody to fetch us."

May rolled her eyes like she didn't think their aunt would bother. After his sister stopped talking, he got pretty good at reading her expressions. And she was quick to let him know when he guessed wrong.

There was no guessing this time. They both knew their aunt would just as soon they'd never been born as have to deal with them. But she had appearances to uphold. She'd have to at least pretend to show concern when her younger sister's children were late for supper. Levi could imagine the act she'd put on.

"Even if Aunt Ada doesn't send somebody," he said, "Doc Hanlon will."

At mention of the doctor, May's face puckered and tears filled her eyes. Levi swallowed hard to keep from tearing up along with her.

"I don't want to leave Ma when she's bad off either," he admitted, "but I promised her we'd find Pa." He'd already told his sister about the talk he had with their mother, back at home while they gathered potatoes and dried apples from the food cellar. "It's what she wants," he reminded her.

A mix of emotions flashed over May's face. Levi knew she was thinking the same thing he was: what if their mother dies while they were away?

"Ma will be fine," he said. But he didn't know that for sure, and the look May gave him said as much.

Finally she nodded and nudged Blue into a walk. Levi did the same with Dusty, grateful to be moving again.

~~~
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AS CABINS WENT, IT wasn't much – four walls hammered together from salvaged scraps of lumber, two small windows covered in oil cloth, and a sod roof with a corroded stove pipe jutting through the center. Mr. Ward at the land claims office said the man who had lived there moved on and the place was Stella's for the taking. She could see why. But with a good cleaning, it served to keep her and Hector, the black-and-white border collie that showed shortly after she arrived, protected from the weather. The dog took to Stella right off, and she named him Hector, after the Trojan prince in Greek mythology. He didn't seem to mind.

Hector came out to greet her while she freed the mules of their gear. It was his nature to stay behind and guard the cabin or go hunting when Stella went to a site. On the few times she ventured into Quartzville for supplies, the dog refused to follow. Stella didn't know his age but figured he was old enough to do as he pleased. She reached down to pet him between the ears. "Hope your day went better than mine."

His eager panting stopped and he cocked his head to the side as though analyzing the meaning of her words. Stella hadn't much experience with dogs, but she would swear this one understood her better than most humans did.

"Have you eaten?" she asked. On occasion, she had come back from a long day of panning to find the remains of a hare or squirrel outside the cabin door, letting her know he was capable of looking after himself when needed.

Hector popped to his feet and danced a circle, then gazed at the cabin.

Stella chuckled. "Soon as I'm done here, I'll fix us a pot of stew."

The dog let out an excited, sharp bark and danced another circle. Then he trotted over to a corral post and lifted his leg. Stella went back to tending the mules, brushing them, giving each a scoop of grain, and setting them loose in the pole corral. The builder of the place apparently put more stock in the well-being of his work animals than himself, for the three-walled shelter and corral were solid structures that suited Wilbur and Pearl fine. The thought of moving on saddened Stella, but if she didn't find gold tomorrow, she would have no choice.

~~~

[image: ]


MAY'S BOTTOM HURT FROM riding in a hard saddle. She wondered how far they had yet to go but didn't ask. Knowing would only make her bottom feel worse and put her brother in a sour mood. When they reached Whitcomb Creek and Levi announced they'd stop there to set up camp, all she wanted to do was make up her bedroll and go to sleep.

But she was also hungry and it fell on her to fix supper while Levi removed the horses' gear and tethered them to a spot where they could graze and drink. As she gathered wood for the fire, she thought about what her brother told her earlier in the day. She was glad Mama had talked to him and told him to find Papa and to take her with him. But she wished she could have heard Mama's voice with her own ears. She would have, too, if Aunt Ada hadn't hauled her from the room like a rag doll.

May snapped a dry twig and imagined it was Aunt Ada's arm. It felt good, so she found another twig to break. Aunt Ada's other arm. Then two more for each of her aunt's legs. She glanced up and caught Levi watching her. He held a thick stick in his hand.

"My turn." He took the stick in both hands and snapped it over his knee. "Aunt Ada's got a broken back," he declared and shot May a grin wide enough to show the gap of a missing tooth on one side.

It was downright spooky how he knew her mind sometimes.

"Let's get that fire going," he said.

May had never cooked over an open fire before. Levi showed her how to set rocks close together to support the skillet above the flames, and how to control the heat by spreading the coals. At her questioning look, he said, "Pa taught me when we went hunting." May tried to hand him the skillet, since he knew so much, but he shook his head and said, "It's time you learned."

It surprised May that her father and brother knew how to cook. At home, she always helped Mama take care of meals and washing up, while the menfolk tended to outdoor chores. She could manage simple things like frying potatoes and strips of pork. And Mama showed her how to make gravy to pour over it, but she and her brother didn't bring any milk along.

Then Levi showed her how to make gravy with just water and flour and the skillet drippings. "It won't be as good as Ma's milk gravy," he said, "but it's passable."

May thought it tasted fine but for the tiny lumps of flour that stuck to her teeth.

"Guess I'm a little outta practice," Levi mumbled around the food in his mouth.

Meaning there hadn't been any hunting trips lately. May knew her brother was as angry as she was over Papa's leaving. She saw it in the way he attacked chopping firewood and struggled to control the plow in the potato field. With Papa gone, her brother was expected to do the work of two. He had plenty to be angry about.

But his hurt came from a different place in his heart.

They both had things that needed saying once they found their father.

May scooped the last bite of food into her mouth and held her plate out for more. Levi raised a brow and asked, "You sure? It ain't very good."

May frowned and thrust her plate at him.

He laughed. "Alright, no need to get cross."

Some time later, supper eaten and evening chores taken care of, May went behind a bush to pee, then stripped down to her undershirt and drawers and crawled between the blankets of her bedroll laid out close to the fire.

Levi told her they'd get going again at first light. She didn't waste any time falling asleep.
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Stella nudged Pearl deeper into the brush along the stream's edge. Tall ferns and young alder limbs tugged at the hem of her skirt. She ducked a dead branch across their path and heard it snap against the rocker box atop Wilbur's pack behind her.

Wilbur slowed and Stella gave his lead a tug. "Come on, old mule. We're nearly there," she coaxed, though she had no idea if they were or not. The new spot she'd worked on Quartzville Creek that morning hadn't produced anything more than gold too fine to bother with – flour gold – so she'd decided to explore one of the creek's tributaries.

She loved these mountains and the solitude of the woods. She held out hope of finding enough color to warrant staying and building a real cabin where she could comfortably live out the rest of her days.

One more good strike and she'd have an adequate cache to do just that.

Moments later she and the mules broke through the brush and onto a small, sandy beach at an elbow in the stream where it eddied behind a rock outcrop. Beams of afternoon sunlight rippled across the surface and cast dancing shadows over the stones and gravel below the clear, shallow water. Stella pulled up and smiled.

~~~
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QUARTZVILLE WAS SITUATED in the hills and canyons about thirty miles north and east of Foster, at Dry Gulch. A rutted, crude trail climbed through stands of cedar, fir, and alder, the undergrowth dense with fern, some high enough to reach their horses' bellies – a dramatic difference from the rounded buttes and rolling farmlands that surrounded Lebanon.

Levi and his sister had been riding since the early hours of dawn their second day out when he heard the rhythmic pound of heavy stamp hammers Pa told him were common in mining towns. A few moments later, the mill appeared, an odd looking three-level structure built into the hillside, where ore was classified then crushed to separate gold from rock. Below it stood the lumber mill; a circular blade taller than a man whined as it ripped a long slab from a Douglas fir.

A surprising number of people busied themselves among rough-cut buildings and canvas tents. Wagons loaded with supplies rumbled around logs blocking the stump-lined street; men in tattered, dirty clothing dodged out of the way, some leading a donkey or mule laden with pickaxes, shovels, and pans, others carrying their possessions in large bundles slung over their backs. Levi studied the men stooped from labor or age or both, their faces unshaven, hair long and uncombed. Was one of them Pa? After all this time, would he even recognize his father if he saw him?

Levi didn't know where to start. He was tired and hungry and it would be dark soon.  He glanced at his sister riding next to him. She had her bonnet pushed back and a mix of fear and wonderment on her face. "Stay close," he said above the noise.

She nodded without taking her eyes off their surroundings.

The sound of a piano drew Levi's attention to the open doors of a saloon. On the second-floor balcony, three women leaned their bare arms and shoulders over the railing as they called to the men below. One of the women caught Levi staring, gave him a wink and shook her barely covered bosoms at him. Heat shot into his face and he looked away.

May pointed to a storefront: Miner's Exchange. Barrels filled with shovels and long-handled picks sat on either side of the doorway. A shelf inside the big glass window displayed smaller pickaxes, pans and buckets, and a wooden box on rockers, like a baby's cradle; wire screens in wood frames leaned against the side. When their father left, his only tools had been a shovel and pick, said he'd purchase the rest once he reached Quartzville. It was as good a place to start as any.

They pulled up to the hitching rail and dismounted. Levi considered telling May to guard the horses, but he worried more about her safety than that of Dusty and Blue. "Stay close," he reminded her.

He pushed through the storefront door, May bumping at his heels. A bell overhead tinkled and the slim man behind the counter glanced up. He had a groomed goatee and mustache, his black hair combed away from his face. He tugged at the hem of the dark vest he wore over his white shirt, the sleeves rolled to his elbows, and gave a friendly smile. "Help you?"

"We're looking for somebody," Levi said. "Wonder if you've seen him."

The storekeeper's smile tipped. "I see many people in my line of work. Who is it you're looking for?"

"Becker," Levi replied. "Orin Becker." At May's nudge, he added, "He's our pa."

This brought the storekeeper up straight and his smile disappeared. Levi didn't care for the way the man's gaze darted around the room, as if checking that they were alone. "There are a lot of people who would like to find your pa," he said, his voice gone low.

Levi's jaw tightened. "Why? What'd he do?" If their father had the law after him, it would serve him right to rot in a jail cell. Levi would take his sister home and be done with this wild goose chase.

The bell above the door tinkled and a pair of men entered. Prospectors, by their dirty, ragged appearance. "I can't help you," the storekeeper said bluntly, directing his words at Levi and May, but not taking his eyes off the men.

It made Levi's skin prickle. The storekeeper looked afraid to say more, but Levi couldn't leave without asking, "Know anybody who might be able to help us?"

The storekeeper shook his head, quick and hard. "It's best you youngsters go on home."

The warning in the man's eyes, now on Levi, was clear. Keep your mouth shut, it said.

One of the prospectors came up alongside and asked, "What is it you need, young fella? Maybe I can help."

By the odor coming off him, Levi guessed the man had not bathed in some time, and his breath smelled of alcohol. Levi took May's arm and backed toward the door. "Thanks, mister, but we wouldn't want to put you out. Good day."
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