“At the sound of the boat’s whistle, or possibly the firing of a swivel gun at its bow, many of the inhabitants would gather at the landing which would soon be lined by a throng of welcoming spectators…A crowd would rush aboard to the bar to get a drink of ice water or fresh lemonade. The deck hands and roustabouts were busy and soon the landing was covered with piles of freight for the traders and stores for the government military post and the Indian agencies…When all the cargo was discharged another was taken on for the downstream voyage. Thousands of beef hides, bales of buffalo robes, deer skins, and furs were taken aboard and also barrels and sugar hogsheads filled with pecans.  When the freight was aboard, the passengers appeared.  These might include army officers on extended furloughs or soldiers who had been discharged by reason of expiration of enlistment. Besides these and the passengers for local points, there were one or two merchants or traders who had been awaiting the arrival of a good boat to take them to New Orleans, Memphis, St. Louis, or even far away Cincinnati to buy goods to replenish their depleted stocks.  When one of these would come aboard, he was followed by guards and servants carrying powder kegs or boxes filled with Mexican silver coin, the principal medium of exchange in the Indian country. Then, when the gangplank was raised the boat’s bell clanged and the paddle wheels began to turn, the big craft would slip out into the channel while the deck hands gave voice to the wild chant of ‘far yo well, Miss Lucy’ and soon the steamboat disappeared around the bend of the river, leaving the little outpost to its wonted isolation and loneliness.”
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