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“I got a wife. Who’s gon’a take care a’ her?” 
“Your kin I suppose,” Cliff replied then asked “Where is she?”
“I ain’t got no kin; here abouts anyway,” he said back, before he 

began coughing.
“Where is your wife?” Cliff asked again.
“New York. She only just got here from Ireland,” he said and 

groaned deeply then added, “That wus why we meant to rob you. I 
needed the money to send fur her.”

“Sounded to me like you were more interested in my wife 
than yours,” Cliff said back and then the man knew his lie had 
not been believed.

Cliff dressed and then told Nadine to keep an eye on O’Hara as 
he saddled Red and loaded the pack mule.

When he returned, O’Hara’s soul had departed.
“You going to bury them?” she asked.

1866 Winchester Carbine Affectionately 
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“Nope, wolves got to eat too,” he said, taking her by the arm and 
leading her away from the dead man.

They traveled south riding in the creek for three miles before he 
moved up the bank and turned due west. 

“Ain’t we going the wrong way?” she asked. “Or am I turned 
around?”

“No, two times,” he said back.
“Never know what locals will think about that back there. Could 

be they wus known no accounts, and then again could be they was 
well liked by some. We don’t even know who the t’other fellow was; 
maybe has kin here abouts.”

“You think someone will blame us?” she asked.
“Doubt it, but no need to take chances. We’ll head west until we 

come to a good place to turn back,” he said pulling up on the reins 
and crossing one leg over the horn. “I reckon we can stop for a spell 
though, but don’t dismount.”

“Gee, I really could go to the bushes,” she replied.
“Not here; don’t want to leave your boot tracks here.”
“My boot tracks are all over the camp,” she said back.
“Not anymore,” Cliff said removing his hat and wiping his brow 

with his shirt sleeve.
“How did you do that?” 
“Well, I found their wagon half a mile back up the creek. My pelt 

wasn’t there so he has stopped someplace since we traded with him 
yesterday. I did fi nd a pair of brogans in the wagon with a hole worn 
near through one sole. When I came back, I covered your prints with 
tracks made by those shoes. Got us another jug, also.”

Nadine just smiled and appreciated him for being the man he 
was; a man who always seemed to be on top of everything, a man 
she loved very much.

They came upon a large green piece of land just at sunrise. There 
were three horses and a dozen cows in the two hundred acre fi eld 
enclosed by a fl at rock fence. 

Cliff stopped along the fence and looked it over for several 
minutes before he spoke. “Let’s see if we can fi nd a place to get in 
there, mingle our tracks up with the other stock, then we can head 
out towards Georgia again.”

Two days later found the newlyweds riding in swamp water 
stirrup high as they approached the Mobile River. Cliff was not well 
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acquainted with the area, having been there only once before when 
he was a teenager.  

In the fall of 1855, he had gone with his father and older brother 
to Mobile Bay to see about the purchase of thirty thousand acres 
of timber that lined the bay on both sides. The deal never went 
through. His father had decided that there weren’t enough trees 
close to the water to warrant the building of another saw mill. 
Sometime later, Cliff had overheard his mother say that when his 
father learned the owner was a rich investor from Philadelphia, 
he had told her he wanted no part of dealing with Yankees. Cliff 
thought it was the latter that had really stopped the move as he 
saw plenty of suitable trees, and there were others in the Bay Area 
that were doing well at sawmilling.

 “Do you know where we are?” she asked as she watched a fat 
black snake swim away from them and disappear among some 
cypress knees.

“Well, plus or minus,” he replied “We are north of Mobile, maybe 
thirty miles. There is a place here som’ers where a body can cross 
one river and a little swamp and not have to tackle the t’other one.”

“What other one?” 
“This here is the outer limits of the Mobile River. Over yonder 

a spell is the Tensaw River. If I can fi nd it, there is a place along 
here where we won’t have to cross the Tensaw. Kind a’ a land 
bridge, it wus whar my Pa intended to build a sawmill some 
years back.”

His answer didn’t soothe her worries much, but she questioned 
him no more on it.

A short time after the sun passed overhead, they came to a hut 
of sorts; a shack made of wood and looked to her as if it had been 
painted silver. The sun shone on it and the glare hurt her eyes if she 
looked directly at it. 

‘Why would anyone paint a shack like that silver?’ she thought as 
they neared the building.

Upon riding up onto the little sand bar where the hut was located, 
she realized that it was not painted at all but made of some kind of 
silver wood.

“What kind of wood is that?” she asked.
“Cypress,” he replied.
“I seen them cypress trees and they ain’t silver.”
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“Well, they turn silver when you strip ‘em of their bark,” he 
explained to her.

“Think I’d get a different wood.”
“No you wouldn’t,” he said as he dismounted. “Not once you 

learned cypress don’t never rot and the woodeaters don’t like it 
much either.”

“Woodeaters?” she questioned, looking around for some strange 
animal that might come out of this awful swamp at any moment 
and begin eating away at the trees.

“Yeah, you know them little bugs that come out of the ground 
and eat up wooden houses.”

“Oh,” she replied feeling a little embarrassed and a little relieved 
at the same time.

Now that they were close, she could see that the hut was really 
some kind of store. A sign crudely painted with ‘Nanna Lubba 
Trading Post’ hung from the roof.

“Come on and let’s stretch our legs and give the animals a rest,” 
he said as he lifted his arms to assist her in dismounting.

Nadine had not worn a dress since they left the boat in Vicksburg. 
While there, she had bought two pair of boys’ overalls and a couple 
shirts. The overalls were baggy on her, but covered her legs well 
while they were riding; but the shirts were too small and failed to 
hide her large breasts. Cliff had thought that perhaps these tight 
shirts that strained at their shell buttons might have been the cause 
of O’Hara’s decision to come after them. He planned to buy her some 
larger ones when they had the chance, but he fancied the peeks he 
got from time to time when one or more buttons would simply pop 
open with her bouncing about as she rode along, and he fi nally made 
up his mind to wait until they got closer to home; he would surely 
have to then. There was no way his mother would approve of her 
showing off such a fi ne fi gure in public. Not Addie Brown. She was 
Hard Shell through and through and he had wondered how he and 
his siblings had ever been born, for there was no way that woman 
would have gotten naked around any man, even his father.

The little hut was perhaps twenty-by-twenty and mostly dark 
inside. The only light was from the open door and where the sun 
showed through the walls, because the vertical boards did not fi t 
tightly to one another. These openings gave off a strange setting and 
reminded her of the pictures of a striped horse she had seen. She 
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couldn’t remember where the striped horse was from, but she had 
always wanted a horse like that, ever since she saw that picture.

“Howdy,” Cliff said after a few moments inside.
“Howdy,” came an answer. 
Her eyes had not yet become accustomed to the darkness and 

she was surprised at the reply. Focusing at the sound of his voice, a 
man slowly began to materialize from the east side of the building.

“Need some supplies,” Cliff said.
“Going fi shing? We got night crawlers.”
“No, not today,” her husband replied to the man. “Need an ax.”
“I got ‘em, over thar,” the man said lifting a white shirted arm 

and pointing at a barrel with several wooden handles protruding 
from its top.

The drawl of this man was slower and stronger than any she had 
ever heard before and she wondered if he might be part Indian. His 
skin was quite dark, what she could see of it on his hand and under 
the old black fl oppy hat he wore.

“Obliged,” Cliff returned and walked to the wooden barrel.
Picking a double-bitted one from the bunch, he asked without 

looking at the man, “How much?”
“Half-a-dollar,” was his answer then, “Only Yankee; don’t take 

Confederate no more,” was added.
“We don’t have Confederate,” Cliff said and paused a split 

second before he added, “no more. Wish we did.” The last was more 
of a thought than a statement.

“Ain’t no good no more; ‘round here no ways. Used mine to cover 
the cracks in th’ out building round back.”

Cliff just nodded his head.
The man then continued his statement. “Might be good up to 

Momgumry.’ That there is the capital, you know.”
“The capital of Alabama?” Nadine asked.
“The Confederacy, Ma’am. The Confederacy,” the man replied as 

if she had said something stupid.
Cliff shook his head quickly at her and she realized he meant for 

her to say no more on the subject. Instead she spoke softly to him. 
“I need to go.”

“Your out building; ‘round back, you say?” Cliff directed this as 
much a question as a statement.

“Sho-‘nuff, just go back out the door you come in and go ‘round 
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the boardwalk to the back. Nice one, too, and I don’t charge nutton 
fur it.”

Cliff nodded his head to her to go ahead and she turned and 
exited back into the sunlight.

The little walk was made of round sticks about three inches in 
diameter; also of cypress, she guessed. When she rounded the back 
of the hut she realized that it was built between two live trees that 
were growing in the water. A small slap board enclosure about the 
size of a closet was there. Upon entering, she saw through the hole 
in the seat board, that there was nothing but the river below.

She could hear Cliff and the man talking but she couldn’t 
understand what was being said. She did understand the bay of a 
mule displaying his displeasure with the strange horses out front.

Upon returning she decided to stay out with their animals, 
feeling she had seen enough of the insides of that place.

Finally, Cliff came out with the ax and a slab of white meat that 
looked to be fi ve or more pounds in weight. The man followed 
him out.

Now, in the sunlight she could see he was not an Indian at 
all, just a dirty old man with a dark beard and fi lthy blood- 
stained hands.

“Obliged fur the information,” Cliff said mounting Red and 
pulling on the right rein.

“Just you follow the river here. Come six, seven mile you’ll see 
the ferry boat. You just tell ‘em Cooter sent ya’.”

“There is a ferry?” she asked as they moved away.
“So the man says,” Cliff answered with a frown on his face.
They had ridden southward along the edge of the swamp keeping 

the river in sight for most of the way.
Suddenly he pulled up and raised his hand signaling for her to 

do the same.
“What?”
He lifted his hand to his mouth and whispered, “Shhh.”
She turned her head and looked to her right as he was doing. 
Yes, she could hear something; but it was very faint.
A moment or two later, she noticed he was slowly shaking his 

head as in disagreement with something.
“What is it?” she whispered.
Finally he said, “Not sure, but I heard something yonder a ways off.”
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“Yes, I heard it too but I couldn’t make out what it was.”
“Yeah,” was his only answer.
A minute passed before he spoke again. Then he said, “Let’s rest 

the animals a few minutes. I want to go take a look over there.” He 
nodded with his head towards where the sound had come from, 
“Stay here and stay close to that Winchester.”

Cliff removed the Henry from its scabbard and slipped off into 
the timber without waiting for her to answer.

He was out of her sight in a few seconds. The underbrush was 
very thick along the edge of the swamp, more so than she had ever 
seen before from Missouri to Wyoming.

There were also strange sounds coming from the swamp. 
Sounds of living creatures she realized; nonetheless, they were 
strange to her, as she had never been around such places before, and 
everything seemed a little frightening. The longer he was gone the 
more frightening they became. 

Nadine tied the animals; then removing the Winchester she eased 
back up against a large tree and crouched so she was hidden by a good 
size bush growing between the trail and the tree. 

All over the ground around the tree were spiny balls the size of 
a small hen’s egg and she surmised they had fallen from the tree as 
seed. She had never seen seeds like this before and as she carefully 
examined one of the balls in her hand, Nadine wondered what type of 
tree it was. Unable to come to a satisfying answer, she fi nally slipped 
the ball into one of the pockets in her overalls with intent to ask Cliff 
about it when he returned.

Another ten minutes of stressful wait passed before she saw Red 
lift his ears and look in the direction Cliff had gone. 

Shortly she could hear the sound of something moving there in 
the brush and she quietly cocked the hammer on the Yellowboy and 
held her breath.

“Easy boy,” she fi nally heard her husband say to the big horse 
and she let out a sigh of relief before standing.

Cliff saw her rise from the hiding place and asked, “Any trouble?” 
“No, just you were gone so long.”
“You did good to hide. Makes me feel I can do what I must 

without unnecessary worry about you.”
His words were like warm milk on a cold night and fi lled her with 

pride and a rush of love. “You can count on me,” she said back.
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Lowering the hammer she stepped forward before asking, “Did 
you fi nd out anything?”

“I found a road that parallels the river yonder half a mile. Must 
come from Mt. Vernon or we’d a crossed it as we came down.”

“Why didn’t Mr. Cooter tell us about it?”
“I think that noise we heard was a wagon passing on the road. 

I found fresh sign; one came along pulled by a mule from up there; 
lightly loaded or not loaded at all, and moving as fast as a mule will 
pull,” he said then paused before adding, “You notice how Cooter 
said ‘whoss’ instead of house? That ain’t no way for a man from 
‘Bama to talk. I heard a bluebelly we captured once call a house 
a ‘whoss’. He were with the Ninth Pennsylvania.”

“I don’t know, I never in my life heard a man with more of a 
drawl than he had,” she disagreed.

“Could be he has a put-on drawl.”
“For what reason?”
“I ain’t sure but I’d bet you a gold piece, he ain’t from these parts.”
“I still don’t see why he would put-on?”
“Just like you said, why didn’t he tell us about the road?” Cliff offered 

and then added, “And that stuff about Confederate money might be 
good at Montgomery.  Hell everybody knows Confederate money ain’t 
no good here, in Montgomery, or in Richmond, for that matter.”

“I don’t know,” she agreed and then she added her own evidence, 
“The walls of his outhouse were covered with Confederate money. He 
even had some there for sanitary paper.”

“Let’s move up and take the road and see where it leads us,” he 
said as he was mounting. “We might not be taking that ferry after 
all, if there even is one.”

Nadine followed his example and they rode into the thick brush 
and soon were climbing a slight grade.

Seeing it, she could tell the road was well-traveled and the tracks 
of the wagon were easy to spot. It was then she remembered the 
baying of the mule she had heard while using the outhouse. “Cliff, 
I heard a mule back there. At the trading post.”

“He must ‘a been in a corral som’ers,” Cliff replied still not looking 
at her, rather keeping a keen eye out for unnatural happenings.

They had traveled three miles down the road when it turned 
sharply to the east. Moments before they were to make the turn they 
both heard sounds off to their left.
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“What was that?” she asked.
“Sounds like people to me,” he said. “Wait here while I check.”
Cliff was off Red in a fl uid like motion, with the Henry coming 

out of the scabbard as part of the motion giving her the feeling her 
husband and the rifl e were attached, even though she knew better.

Again he was gone from sight in a matter of moments and that 
uneasy feeling swept over her once more, but before she became too 
nervous, he returned and mounted.

“There is a ferry there and the river trail does come out there just 
like Cooter said.”

“Well that is a relief,” she said easing the tension out of her back 
and shoulders.

“Trouble is, Cooter and another fellow are there with long guns 
laying in ambush for whoever comes down that trail.”

“Waiting on us?” She took a deep breath and let it out harshly, 
“What are we gon’a do?”

“I bought this here ax to cut us a raft and that is the sensible 
thing to do,” he said, “especially with you along,” nodding his head 
in agreement with his statement.

Then he started slowly, shaking his head in disagreement. “It 
just rubs me wrong to let that damn Yankee go on with his scheme. 
No telling how many folk he has robbed an’ thrown in the river just 
like he was planning to do us.”

Nadine swallowed hard at his statement. She knew he was right 
and this man or men should be stopped, but she didn’t want any 
more shooting. She was married less than a month and she didn’t 
want to become a widow again.

“Reb, are you sure?” 
It was the fi rst time she had called him that since they were 

married, and he knew she was worried. 
“Dismount and stay with the animals,” he told her. “This won’t 

take long.” 
He took a couple steps and then turned back to her and smiled 

before saying, “Besides, I never did make friends with no axe. We’ll 
use the ferry.”

“Reb, be careful.”
He just smiled and turned and headed around the bend in 

the road.
She did as told for a while, and then couldn’t stand it any longer. 
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Once again she secured the animals, and taking the Winchester 
she followed him.

Nadine had just gotten far enough down the road to see the ferry, 
when she heard someone shout.

She couldn’t tell what was said but it didn’t really matter, for less 
than a second later the report of the Henry drowned out the sound 
of human voices, and then came a louder boom from a shotgun, 
followed by two more shots from the Henry, and then silence.

She waited and stared into the thick undergrowth from where 
the shots had come but couldn’t see anything.

Her next thought was to go back to the horses like he had told her, 
before he found out she had disobeyed; but then she knew she couldn’t 
go back until she was assured he was all right, so she moved forward 
slowly down the clay road towards where her husband had to be.

When she was fi fty yards from where the ferry boat was tied up, 
she was startled as Cliff suddenly appeared from out of the brush.

Nadine lowered the Winchester and let a fl ood of relief fl ow over 
her face when she saw he was unharmed. “Oh, thank God,” she said 
then realizing his face looked strange. At fi rst she thought he was 
mad and she was about to get a bawling out for not staying with 
the horses, then she jumped straight up as the hard muzzle of the 
revolver was pushed into her back.

A second later, a hairy arm came around and wrenched the 
Winchester from her hands effortlessly.

“Now, I guess you’ll be sorry fur what you just done, you Rebel 
trash,” the man said as he pushed the barrel hard into her back. 
The pain was sharp and she lunged forward to escape it, stopping 
beside Cliff.

She dared not look at his face; she knew she had made a huge 
mistake by not doing as she had been instructed. He might have 
been able to deal with this fellow, if he did not have her to worry 
about, and she was afraid to see his expression. Instead she looked 
up at the man standing in front of them.

“Well now, ain’t you a real beauty. I ain’t seen hair that dark since 
we freed New Orleans,” he said with a disgusting grin on his face. 
“You one a’ them Cajun Queens?”

He was wearing dirty blue trousers with a dark blue stripe down 
each pant leg. His shirt was a checkered pattern of small red and 
white squares and his hat was very much the same black fl oppy 
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affair that the man wore at the trading post. He too had a dark beard 
but this one was streaked with gray. Around his waist was a leather 
belt that held two holsters worn backward, in the manner that was 
customary to the military. From the one on the right she could see the 
butt of a revolver exposed, the other was empty, as this revolver was 
easily seen to be in his hand. When his grin became wider, tobacco 
stained teeth appeared.

“Come over here, little girly,” he said.
She didn’t move.
“You wan’a see him shot dead right now?” he yelled quite loudly. 

“You better get over here.”
“It don’t matter, Nadine. He aims to shoot me anyway,” Cliff 

said, trying to get the man’s attention off of her.
“You’s right about that, buster. Just when I do that, is up to her.”
Nadine moved over and stood in front of him trying to block 

his view of Cliff, but he was too tall and kept glancing from her 
to her husband.

“Come on closer,” he said, beckoning her on with the fi ngers of 
his left hand.

When she was within arm’s reach he stretched forth his hand 
and cupped one of her breasts and then squeezed hard. “Nice tits, 
you got there, Girly,” he said just before he clenched her shirt and 
ripped it upward.

Cliff saw most of the shirt tear loose exposing her left breast, and 
she felt it pull with his grasp and then fall back, and she prayed the 
man had not seen it.

‘The gold chain must be exposed now’, she thought but dared not 
look down.

Cliff’s rifl e was lying on the ground beside him. When he moved 
toward it, the man pushed her aside and again yelled, pointing the 
Remington at him, “Good way to die sooner.” 

This was all she needed and in an instant, she had the Sharps 
from between her breasts and as she shoved it into his ear, the 
chain broke.

He felt the cold steel but didn’t realize what it was. 
He never heard the hammer fall or the cartridge discharge. The tiny 

22 caliber bullet destroyed the ear drum before entering his brain.
He spun around and reached for his head with his left hand as 

the big Remington fell from his other, but he never screamed out. 
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Nadine’s eyes focused on the black powder burn on his ear as 
his knees buckled and he slumped to the yellow clay road. Soon 
thereafter, his right leg began to kick in a steady, non-threatening, 
rhythmic manner, and the hobnail heel of his boot began to dig a 
small trench in the clay.

Cliff was beside her in an instant and pulled her away so she was 
no longer looking at the dead man whose leg refused to give up.

He squeezed her hard to him and then pushed her back to arm’s 
length and smiled. “I knew that little Sharps would come in handy 
someday,” he said then he kissed her hard on the lips.

“You’re not mad at me? I mean, I didn’t do like you said,” she 
said almost sobbing.

“Hell, you just saved our lives, kid. How could I be mad? Now, 
reload that thing and try to get your big beautiful bosom covered, 
and then go get our horses,” he said releasing her from his grip.

“I’ll see if I can get everything loaded on the ferry.”
She turned and opened the little gun as she walked back towards 

the animals. ‘This man amazes me more every day I’m with him’, she 
thought. ‘Brady4 would have been furious at me for not doing as he said.’ 

While she was gone, he went over the area and picked up the 
spent cases from the Henry and put them in his pocket.

When she returned leading the horses, he saw she had discarded 
her torn shirt and was now wearing the other one.

She looked at the bodies he had loaded on the ferry raft. Two lay 
face down; the man called Cooter was tied standing upright to one 
of the posts that secured the tow rope for the ferry. On his chest was 
a piece of yellow paper on which Cliff had penciled something. 

While he was loading the horses she lifted the top of the paper 
and read what was written there: 

Here stands the body of a Bushwhacking 
Carpetbagger who’ll Murder no more

She let the top of the paper fall over again and thought of her 
approval as she stepped on the log ferry.

Joel Nielson was born on a British Man-of-War off the coast of 
Jamaica fi fty-eight years and one day earlier. His mother had been 
the wife of the third mate and as such, was given the unoffi cial right 
to sail with her husband. 
4  Brady Tipper was Nadine’s fi rst husband
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His father had fallen and struck his head on the third day out 
of Birmingham. He never regained consciousness and was buried 
at sea. As a result, Ruby Nielson had no husband to provide for her; 
she had been given a choice of being put ashore at the fi rst available 
island or harbor, or become helper to the ship’s cook. She chose the 
latter. This, of course presented her with the unfortunate condition 
of having no man to protect her. The other wives onboard shunned 
her and soon she realized the only possible means of survival was 
to share her favors with the strongest men on board whether their 
strength came from brute force, or power of rank. 

A little over a month later Joel was born. 
Having wives on board was a common occurrence; though 

The Admiralty denied it ever occurred. Unattached women were 
another thing altogether, and a suckling babe was out of the 
question. The fi rst port reached after the child came was New 
York, and it was there Ruby and her son were put ashore and there 
the boy learned to survive.

In the summer of 1864 he was chosen to attend training for the 
job of ‘Land Acquisitioner’ that was being fi nanced by Congressman 
Thad Stevens. Stealing had been Joel’s specialty from the time he 

A Sharps 4 Barreled Derringer In 22 S&W




