
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


`

THE O’DELL RANCH

GEORGE M. GOODWIN


Copyright © 2025 by George M. Goodwin 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Outlaws Publishing LLC.

For information contact: info@outlawspublishing.com

Cover design by Outlaws Publishing LLC

Published by Outlaws Publishing LLC

August 2025

10987654321

Daniel O’Dell came to this country from Ireland with his brother, Dale, in the summer of 1865. 

The clothes on their backs, a small bag of other clothes and two U.S. silver dollars in their pockets. Back in Ireland, a man from the U. S. had told them they could get jobs here working for the railroad and gave them an address in New York. With the war ending in the spring of that year, many people were going west for new land and new hope. 

The railroads badly wanted to make that money to carry them there. Their plan was to extend the systems now all the way to the western coast in California. 

Dale and Daniel sold the land they had grown up on to buy passage on a ship bound for New York Harbor. After arriving, they went straight to the address the man had given them. The man’s name was Mr. Wilkins and he told the work wouldn’t be any problem for two young, healthy Irishmen like themselves. They were hired on right there and put on a freight car to the end of the line in Texas. They were told when they got there to ask for a man named Charles Miller. Miller told them where their sleeping quarters were, meals and whatever tools they needed would be supplied to them when they reached the camp at the rails end and they would be paid on the first of every month. At the line camp, they were given a pick, a shovel and taken to a tent they would share. 

It didn’t take long for the brothers to figure things out around there. The white men there held jobs as overseers, map makers, or surveyors. The actual back breaking labor such as clearing, leveling, setting timbers and rails, the blacks, Chinese and Irish had that job. That is, until it became too dangerous for the blacks as good money had been paid for them before the war ended. Of course, they were free men now and drew wages like the others, money had been paid for them at one time. So when it came to chance of a rock slide or blasting and clearing for tunnels, it fell to the Irish and the Chinese. There was, also, a few black and Irish girls in the camp. Mostly they did the cooking and washing clothes, but a few of them were sporting girls. 

Daniel was twenty at the time and Dale three years older. Dale was sullen and quiet and spoke to very few. Anyone that was, but Daniel. From the time they got in the tent after supper until sometimes very late. Daniel on the other hand was very friendly and outgoing. With his good looks and easy going way Daniel soon became friends with an Irish girl about his age, who was one of the cooks. Her name was Erin McIntosh. After supper, they would walk around camp just talking for a couple of hours sometimes. In the tent, Dale would still talk most nights until Daniel would fall asleep. One night, Dale was telling him how they should start a ranch. Back in Ireland, they had grown up on a sheep farm belonging to their pa.

Their pa, also, did a lot of cabinet and carpentry work. Which the boys grew up learning. Tending sheep and wood working. One night, Dale told him he had been talking to some of the other men and they talked like Texas would be a grand place to start a sheep ranch. 

“If it’s so grand?” said Daniel, “why are there not already any sheep farms there? We have seen many cattle ranches, but I’ve not seen the first sheep, nor sheep farms. I saw none through the slats of the railcar on the way out here either. Besides, where would we be getting the money to do such a thing? Between us,” he told Dale, “we make just fifty dollars a month. We’ll be old men and all the land taken before we have the money for such a thing. As Ma used to say, “get your head out of the clouds, look at the world around you and do the best you can with that, Dale O’Dell.”

“I’ve, also, heard there’s gold in California.” said Dale. 

Daniel had been a reader and listener all his life. He knew many things his older brother did not. “Yes, Dale they did find gold there, but that was twenty years ago and the men in America went there for it. I’m sure it’s long gone by now.” 

“Well, we will soon be making more money here,” he told Daniel. “The old man who sets the explosives has promised to teach me how. He makes twice a month what I do now, swinging a hammer all day and doesn’t have to work near as hard.”

In late November of that year, Dale got the job he’d spoke of when the old man was killed in a card game one night. Six months into his job in May 1866, thinking he was safely away, he was killed. 

He was clear of the blast area, but it started a rock slide which buried Dale under a ton of rocks and soil. It was nearly dark before Dale’s battered body was retrieved from the rocks. 

Standing beside his grave the following morning, he decided right then that he was leaving the railroad. Against all hope, he would go to California. To a place Dale had told him he’d dreamed about and swore there was gold there. It was a dream true enough, but Dale had believed in it with all his heart. “Too bad we didn’t go a little sooner Brother,” he said aloud. 

After supper, he asked Erin to walk out with him. By now, he had fallen in love and hoped she was serious about him, too. He told her he was leaving the railroad and where he was going. She stopped and with feet widespread and her arms folded, he found out just how serious she was. :You’ll not be traipsing off looking for gold and leaving me behind Daniel O’Dell? Bad enough it is that I’d be here all alone, but no child of mine will be born a bastard.”

“You mean?” said Daniel stuttering. 

She shook her head yes.

He took her hand and they walked on together. 

“I guess it’s a priest you’ll be wanting then?” he said. 

“Any man of God will do just fine,” she told him. 

The next morning was pay day and when he was handed his, he asked Charles Miller if he could speak to him after all were paid. 

“Of course,” said Miller. 

After the last man was paid, he followed Miller to his makeshift office. “In your envelope, you’ll find a full months pay for Dale,” he said. “I held off on news of his death right away. So that you might get a full weeks pay for the week he was killed.” said Miller. 

“Well, thank you very much Sir,” said Daniel. “But you’ll want it back when I tell you what I’ve came here for. I’m leaving the railroad Sir,” Daniel told him. “Miss McIntosh will be going with me,” he said. “We plan to get married and start a family.”

“Well, good luck to you both,” he said. “I hate to lose you, but I understand,” said Miller. “You and your brother, both, were good workers,” he told Daniel. “I never saw either of you visit the whiskey wagon nor the sporting girls. I, also, would have seen your mail if you were spending your pay checks. You should have a fair amount of money to make a start for the two of you.”

The whiskey wagon pulled in later and would be leaving again tomorrow. And when he pulled out tomorrow. Daniel asked the wagon driver when he got there, but was told he was going on to Albuquerque when he left. “How far is that?” asked Daniel. 

“Something over two hundred miles west of here,” said the driver. “If it’s what you want, I’ll take you and your lady there for twenty dollars. You will need to take food and water for a week for the both of you.”

On his way to tell Erin, he ran into Mr. Miller again and told him his plans. 

“Don’t do it Son,” said Miller. “Few of them are honest men. He might take you out in the middle of nowhere and rob and kill you, or at least rob you and leave you stranded. There’s a train due here tomorrow bringing more workers,” said Miller. “I can get you a ride back to Amarillo. If you plan to buy horses or a wagon and some mules, you’d get a better price in Amarillo.”

Some of the other white bosses could be pretty mean at times, but Miller had always been good to him and Dale. “When the train gets here tomorrow, come and see me,” he said. 

“Thanks again,” Daniel told him. Leaving there, he went to the big eating tent and told Erin everything. That night after supper, Erin took her few things over to Daniel's tent. He nor Dale had ever been drinkers or gamblers, nor went to see the sporting girls. Almost everything they had made in nine months, he took out of hiding and he and Erin counted it. A little over five hundred dollars. He took it now and put it in a small pouch in his bedroll. By one p.m. the next day, they were getting off the train in Amarillo. 

“First thing first,” said Daniel. 

After a couple of folks told them their preacher was out of town, they stood in front of a justice of the peace. 

“I never really asked you proper,” said Daniel, “but will you marry me Erin?”

“Yes of course,” she told him. 

“I’m afraid a ring and a preacher will have to wait,” he said. 

She nodded. 

The ceremony lasted only a matter of minutes and they were back on the street. They got a hotel room and Daniel left her there to rest while he went to the stable to inquire about horses or mules and a wagon.  

“Headed east or west?” asked the livery man. 

“West,” said Daniel, “to California.”

“You’ll want mules then,” he told Daniel. “Horses will never get you over them mountains.” In the end, he found a fine looking horse for twenty dollars and two mules and a wagon for forty more. The wagon and the animals were sturdy. He paid the man for them and boarded them there until tomorrow. 

Before leaving, Daniel asks, “I don’t suppose you’d know the best route to Sacramento?”

“Never been any farther west than right here,” he said. “I headed for California myself. Made a stop here and found everything I could ever want. So this is where I been for fifteen years. You alone?” he asks Daniel. 

“No, my wife is with me,” he answered. 

“Wouldn’t advice it at all then,” said the livery man. “Lots of Indians between here and there, so I’ve been told.”

“We want bother them none,” said Daniel. 

“No,” said the man, “but they’ll bother you when they be taking your scalp. If you’re set on it though, there’s always some fellers over at the general store a yakking, maybe they can tell you. You might even find some that are headed that way themselves to ride with you.”

“Much obliged,” said Daniel, “I’ll do that.” 

After talking to several, he found two men pulling out for California the next day. 

“My wife and I need to get to Sacramento,” he told them. “I could make it worth your while.”

The one named Frank Argo told him to keep his money. “We’re headed that direction ourselves.”

They shook hands and Argo said, “my partner's name is Slim Taylor. We’ll get you there in one piece or die trying,” he told Daniel. “You’ll need supplies for the two of you for eight days and a barrel of water. Water gets scarce out that way sometimes. When we get to Albuquerque, you’ll need to supply again for a good two weeks to get you on to Sacramento. Have you got money enough for all that?” asked Frank. 

“That and a little more,” said Daniel. 

|Then if you ain't got ‘em, I’d, also, suggest a good rifle and a sidearm.”

“Yes I shoot well. I could also hunt as we need it,” said Daniel. 

“I was thinking more about keeping your hair,” he told Daniel. 

Their first day out, he was cautious after what Miller told had him about the whiskey man. Around the fire that first night, Frank Argo asked what took them to Sacramento. 

“To start a new life,” said Daniel. “We met working for the railroad, fell in love and now we have a child on the way.” 

“That’s great,” said Frank. 

“And you,” Daniel asked. 

They both pulled Texas Ranger badges from their pockets. “Have to escort a prisoner back to Austin for hanging.” said Frank. 

“Lawmen?” said Erin, surprised. “I feel safer now just knowing that,” she said. 

Nine days later, they rolled into Albuquerque.
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