


FOREWORD

Aledo was thousands of years from having a name when Upper Pleistocene—period hunters roamed
the Clear Fork Valley. Gravel deposits yield the bones of mammoths, camels, bison, and big cats with
6-inch fangs. The mammoths had 9-foot tusks, and the bison latifrons had a horn span of 6 feet. |
have dug up some of the mammoth ivory and a bison anticus skull with a 3-foot horn span.

Those ancient hunters risked their lives going in close range to large game, as do modern
citizens, driving into herds of vehicles on the highways—all to provide food for loved ones. These
ancients were not hazy myths and legends, but living, loving people whose remains sleep in the
sandy slopes along our streams.

We have evidence of bands in the Clovis, Folsom, Plano, and the long Archaic period of
habitation here. This was followed by those excellent horsemen, the Comanche and Kiowa, who
ruled the plains so impressively. Every time I left a hayfield, shimmering in the summer sun, and
dropped off into our living streams, I forgor all cares and reverted back to the age of the flint
artifacts found on the gravel bars. In a world of shady cool and the smell of willow, connection
with the ancient ones transcended all mundane concerns.

In the early 1850s, covered wagons rolled into this area, bringing folks from Kentucky and
Georgia. They brought a walking plow, a few seeds, and a lot of faith. Conditions had not changed
much by the time I was a young boy in the early 1930s. Lest we should become soft, the Great
Depression came to discipline us.

Aledo would not have public electricity until World War 1I; wagon travel was still common
in my boyhood, and we would go to the front door to watch a car pass. To us, the mere idea of a
traffic jam in Aledo was about as feasible as Buck Rogers traveling in space. We knew a world of
biscuits cooked in a wood range, adventure books read wide-eyed by a kerosene lamp, and ice cream
freezers cranked by hand. To us, radio was more exciting than television. Despite hard realities,
life was rich and good. When we snuggled into bed and went to sleep, listening to whippoorwills
and wolves, we knew that Mama was right: everything would turn out fine.

Now we want either the central heat or air conditioning to be on at all times. If our feet touch
earth, it is because we slipped off the sidewalk on the way to the car. Comfort is the key word.
Comfort is honorable, but have we become so far removed from the earth that we rob ourselves
of a better realiry?

The Aledo I grew up in has been largely vaporized. Old Bob Ball no longer sits by our hearth
and tells about cattle drives. Mama no longer puts a drop of kerosene on our tongue to cure a
noisy cough. The old ones have gone on. I've watched a whole town of people slip away, usually
taking their wit, wisdom, and tales of struggle and adventure with them. Blessed are those who
chronicle and point us back to the people, the simple faiths and philosophies that can set us
more solidly on this land.

—Homer Norris
Annetta, Texas
November 2009
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