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I dedicate this book to my parents

Anna and Antonio

who always told me to follow my dreams

To my late husband 
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who always believed in me
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Daniel and Lara

for their patience
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My dear brother 
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Mtncherkoe
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It’s was a bright April afternoon as Tom O’Malley was pacing back and forth on the platform waiting for the train to arrive. He looks at his watch, then raises his eyes toward the tracks again. His wife Katherine looks at him and smiles. In the fifteen years she has been married to him, she has never seen him so impatient. Then again Shayleen was coming home today. She had been gone for five years to Miss Cleveland’s school or young ladies back east. 

“Calm down Tom, the train will be here.” 

He looks at her and shakes his head. Thomas Patrick O’Malley had come to Colorado Springs twelve years ago with his wife and young daughter following a dream of a better life. As a young boy in County Cork Ireland, Tom worked the farm of the over seer with dreams of one day having his own farm. But a dream was all that was. The O’Malley’s were a poor as church mice and though good God fearing folk, it would take a miracle for the pot of gold to find its way to their small cottage. It was Tom who also sought to marry the Shay girl Colleen. Oh she was a fine lass and was no prettier in the countryside. Why she was like an angel that walked into Tom’s life and an angel he wanted to be his wife. As Tom’s mother had said, the good Lord would show Tom his path in life and he did. Tom and Colleen were married by Father O’Rourke in the small chapel in town. It was the same chapel Tom was baptized in. It was a bitter sweet occasion since the newlyweds would be leaving the next day. It had taken Tom a year to save the money on the ship, the Emerald Star which would sail for America in the morning with the tide. Not much of a wedding reception, but still the young couple had time for one drink with their family and friends. They were taken to the dock by Tom’s older brother, Ian and as he looked at his brother, he held back the tears. Giving Colleen a hug, 

“I’ll be a counting on yee to take care of him from now on.” 

She smiles at him, “I will.” 

He looks again at his brother, “Tommy boy, you be takin’ care in that land and maybe, maybe just one day, you’ll be seeing me at your doorstep.” He hugged him and Tom patted him on the back. 

The couple picked up their bags and began mobbing toward the ship and began to board and slowly make their way down to the cabins below. In this tiny room they would call home for the next three months Colleen looks around and sees the only window is a small circular one just above the berth that would serve as their bed. The room was dark and yet until they reached their new home it would have to do.  

It was early on the last day of their voyage when someone on deck shouted they saw land. The passengers rushed to the top of the deck and as Colleen took Tom’s hand, they along with the others saw the outline of Boston Harbor. The captain of the ship chose Boston mainly because it had a large Irish community. The passengers would feel a little bit of home and after the trip of being on the sea for so long it could be the answer to their prayers. On this trip, the captain reported three births, two boys and a girl and sadly two passengers would not see their new land, but it was something that he nor anyone had control of. 

Slowly Tom helped Colleen down the plank and on the wooden platform of the dock. Making their way away from the ship they looked around and saw what lay ahead once they reached the end of the docks. 

Colleen looked around and smiled. “Oh Tom, tis it not beautiful? Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?” 

Tom smiled at her. It was then that Mary Muldoon spotted them as they passed by her and Tom stopped her, “Excuse me Ma’am, I was wondering if yee kin help us. My wife Colleen and I have just come off the ship there and I’m looking for a place to stay and where I may inquire about work?” 

Mary looked at them both. They seemed like a fine couple. “Tell me would you be interested in working in a store? You see I have a small store up at the end of this street and since my former employer decided to up and leave to head west, I was forced to close the store.” 

Tom didn’t seem too interested, but Colleen did see it as a place to stay and they very well couldn’t stay in the street at night. “Would there be a place to live in the same area?” 

Mary smiled, “directly behind the store through an adjoining door.” 

Colleen turned to Tom, It would be what we need Tom. I kin help you with the store?” 

He looks at her, how could he refuse her the way she was looking at him. He looks at Mary, “Mrs. Muldoon, Ma’am, I’d be willin’ to work in your store.” 

Mary smiles, “wonderful and you need not call me Mrs. Muldoon, everyone here jus calls me Mary. Come on, I’ll take you up to the store.”

It was wasn’t long before Tom was running the store like he was born in one. 

Mary introduced the women to Colleen and everyone fell in love with the young girl and there was always someone offering ti show her a new recipe or quilt pattern. The time did seem to fly by and it already was their second year at the store and the day before Christmas when Colleen’s baby decided it wanted to join the celebration. 

Mary had been with Colleen all day and now as the sun went down it seemed that Colleen would be having what many would call a Christmas baby. As the clock chimed at midnight, Mary helped the little dark haired lassie into the world. It was already planned her name would be if it were a girl, Shayleen Elizabeth Mary O’Malley Shayleen was the combination of Colleen and Shay. But Tom from the first moment he saw her called her Shayla. 

Mary slowly made her way out of the bedroom and introduced the newest member of the family to the guests waiting. “I’m only saying this once, this little lady is a bit tired, but she wanted to say hello to all and now she’s going to retire.” She makes a small walk around the room and then disappears back in the bedroom.
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Colleen was taking a longer than usual to recover from the birth and Mary sent her older daughter Katherine to help with the chores, giving Colleen more time to recover. It was in late spring that the fact that a number of people were coming down with high fever and coughs caused many of the people in town to stay clear of the dock area. Unfortunately, that was where Tom’s store was and now Colleen was sick with it. Doc Crane seemed to think it came from some of the sailors on the ship that laned here last month from England. Wherever it came from, the death toll had mounted fast and three more passed this morning. Five days after Colleen had contracted the illness she had passed. Tom was now faced with life without his Colleen and with his infant daughter. Mary insisted that Katherine stay with Tom and the baby until Tom was able to deal with caring for a toddler on his own as well as run the store.  

It was during that time Tom began to have feelings for the young girl and felt it be best that she go back to her home. He would find some type of arrangement for Shayleen. 

He approached Mary on the matter. “So you be telling me that you want to deny that child the only other woman she trusts at her young age? And least us not forget her own dear mother only gone less than a year!” 

Tom looked at her, “Mary, look at it this way, what will the people think? She’s a young and beautiful girl, what will people say?”  

“Say? Well, they’ll say whatever they please, but you and I know that girl is a good and honest girl and will be not bring any shame to her family.”

Tom looks at Mary, “oh tis that I know, but...” 

Mary looks at him, “could it be you’d be having feelings toward the girl Tom?” 

“Now you’re being silly, why she’s just a child herself.” 

Mary looks at him closely, “She’s seventeen years old Mr. O’Malley, a year younger than meself when I married Mr. Muldoon.”

Tom did not answer her as she continues, “be that as it may, I can’t make you keep her if you don’t want her around, but you’ll have to give me some time to find someone to replace her.”

“As long as it don’t take too long.”  

He left Mary’s and headed back to the store. Within three months, Tom was back at Mary’s only not to ask to have Katherine removed, but to ask for her hand in marriage. 

Mary sat back in her chair, “and this came on in the short span of time since we last spoke of this matter.” 

He nervously smiled at her, “you do remember Mary. I did tell you she should be moved.”

She looked at him, “I do remember. I also remember you stating you didn’t want people talking. What made that all change? Have you done something I should know about?” 

Tom looks at her, “I assure you Mrs. Muldoon, your daughter is in the same condition she was the day she came into my home. I came here to ask you permission to marry her out of respect. You do know we could marry without your blessing.” Mary looks at him. She knew she was beaten. “Alright, but I want her to stay here in Boston.”

“I can’t promise you that Mary.  As you known we when we first met, I was only looking for a place to stay until we could move on. I always wanted a place of my own and ....” She didn’t let him finish, “you plan on leaving right after the wedding?” 

“Not right after, but I would like to join the next wagon train heading west.” 

Mary lowered her head she knew it would be soon and Katherine was no longer a child she had hold of. It was a mere three weeks and Katherine Muldoon was Katherine O’Malley. On the third day after her wedding, Katherine and her husband was on her way with her husband and daughter to join up with the Kramer wagon train heading west. 

The Kramer train was one of the finest outfits one could join up with. Josh Kramer had been in this business for over ten years and knew the country like the back of his hand. Before he took up with taking folks across this here country, he was a surveyor for the army. It’s been said he’s been to and seen almost every piece of land from here to the Rockies and then some. Yes, it was the good fortune of Tom to be able to get a spot on the train, now all he had to do was get a wagon, a team and get to Lloydsville afore the sixth of May. There was no time to waste and after selling almost everything they had and taking only what they needed, Tom packed up the wagon and saying goodbye to everyone started on their way to Lloydsville. It took the good part of three days to get there and once there, they still had to wait as each of the others were being placed in line. It was the better part of the day and part of the next when Tom was assigned a spot in the train line. Right smack in the middle is where they put him. And so, with four hundred souls including Tom and his family, the Kramer wagon train was set to start out for the western territories at first light. 

Their guides, Josh Kramer and his scouts; Jeb Rogers, Joe Spencer, Jake Nelson were always there to answer questions and help with whatever they needed. 

Many of these folk never been on such a trip and there were those who never hitched up a team before, that’s where Josh’s folks came in to help them. They traveled from sunrise to sunset each day, moving at a pace of eight to ten miles a day. Day in and day out. In sunshine and in rain, facing the hot sunny days, cool to even at times, cold nights along with the rain and wind, the train kept on moving, they needed to reach the Rockies before the snow. Each evening, the men on the train would be posted as sentry’s, not that there was the threat of Indians, but there was always the threat of a wild animal getting too close to the stock. 

The days passed into weeks and then months and as if in a blink if an eye the train was almost at the Rockies. There are those who say the view is like one has never seen before and for Tom, it was like a dream come true. He had found his dream and he would search no longer. Why in this vast land, he would build his dream and it would be passed down to his daughter and her children. That evening would be their last on the train and in the morning as the others made their way west, Tom and his family would head their wagon to the town of Colorado Springs. Taking two days for their journey. It was the end of he second day when the O’Malley wagon made its way to the main street of Colorado Springs. It was a welcome sight to see actual buildings again, on the trail they did their trading in army posts. 

Katherine smiled as she saw there was a general store, something she had missed since leaving Lloydsville. Tom slowly pulled the wagon over to the side and tugged on the reins to stop the horses. Able Lane was outside his store as they pulled up; He turned and smiled at Tom. 

“Afternoon.” Tom steps down from the wagon, “afternoon. My name is Tom O’Malley, my wife Kaherine and our daughter Shayla here, we just came in with the Kramer train and decided we’d like to make a home here.” 

Able smiles at him, “well sir, you couldn’t have picked a better place. Colorado Springs is a fine town. As you can see, we have a general store, hotel, saloon, church, why we even got a church.”
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