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            "The Edfu texts speak of the 'Island of the Ka' or the 'Land of the Ka' — a primordial sacred island that was the original home of the gods, destroyed in a great catastrophe. The survivors, the 'Seven Sages' or 'Builder Gods,' then traveled to Egypt to recreate the sacred domain they had lost, establishing the first temples and passing on the knowledge of the 'First Time'."
— Graham Hancock, Magicians of the Gods (2015), Chapter 9: "Island of the Ka"
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A Note on Sources, Method, and What You Are About to Read

There is a kind of knowledge that lives in the land and in the people who have kept faith with it — knowledge that does not appear in academic journals or institutional reports, knowledge that passes through families like certain traits pass through blood: quietly, specifically, with a weight that its carriers understand even when they cannot fully explain.

This book began as a personal investigation and grew into something I did not anticipate. What started as a question about anomalous skeletal remains reported in nineteenth-century Ozark newspapers became, over the course of twenty years, a comprehensive inquiry into the deep prehistoric past of the American interior — an inquiry that eventually implicated the Younger Dryas impact hypothesis, the submerged ruins of the Atlantic coastal shelf, the oral cosmologies of the Cherokee and Osage, the geometry of the Newark Earthworks, and the spring-fed ceremonial centers of Gulf Coast Florida.

I want to be precise about what this book is and what it is not.

It is not a work of fiction. Every account I describe from my own fieldwork is something I personally witnessed or was directly told by an identified source whose words I recorded. The people named in these pages — Harlan, Elias Harper, Grandmother Rose — are real individuals who entrusted me with knowledge that carries, in their communities, the weight of inherited obligation. I have protected certain location coordinates and identifying details at their request, but the people and the accounts are real.

It is not orthodox academic archaeology. The argument this book makes — that the Ozark Plateau served as a refuge for a pre-catastrophe civilization of unusual sophistication, and that some physical and cultural traces of that civilization survive into the present — is not the consensus position of American prehistoric archaeology. I am aware of this. I have read the consensus literature carefully and I cite it throughout. But consensus is not the same as truth, and the weight of evidence assembled in these pages deserves a serious hearing on its own terms.

It is not, finally, a book that requires you to believe everything in it. I have tried to distinguish clearly between what is documented, what is suggested by the evidence, and what remains speculative. The documented is substantial. The suggested is compelling. The speculative is clearly flagged. I ask only that you read with the kind of open attention that the material deserves — the same open attention that any genuinely anomalous evidence deserves from anyone who claims to care about what is actually true.

The citations are real. The newspaper archives are real. The geological record is real. The oral traditions are real. And the hills are still out there, still keeping their accounts in stone and water, still exhaling cold from entrances no survey has mapped.

What you make of all of it is, finally, yours to decide.

— F. K. Sterling, 

Eureka Springs, Arkansas, April 5, 2026
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The Land That Memory Forgot

There is a particular kind of silence you find only in the deep Ozark hollows on an October morning before the wind comes up — a silence so complete that you can hear the cold spring water moving through the limestone ten feet below your boots, and the slow exhalation of cave air rising from some unseen entrance up the hill, and the sound, if you are quiet enough and have been there long enough, of the land itself doing what it has always done: keeping its own records.

I have been listening to these hills for twenty years. I have walked their trails in every season, slept in their hollows, drunk from their springs, and sat on the porches of families who have worked this land since before the Civil War. I have read their county histories and their WPA field reports and their nineteenth-century newspapers. I have examined artifacts in cedar chests and kitchen drawers that no laboratory has ever seen. I have stood at cave entrances that no professional survey has ever recorded and felt the old air moving out of the dark toward me.

What I have found in those twenty years is not what the official story of North American prehistory says should be there.

The official story says the Ozark Plateau was sparsely occupied by nomadic Paleo-Indian bands following the megafauna herds after the end of the last glaciation. It says the bluff shelters and cave systems of the region were used as temporary camps, not permanent habitation. It says the anomalous skeletal material reported throughout the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries in the county newspapers of Missouri and Arkansas was the product of exaggeration, misidentification, and the credulity of an unscientific era. It says there is nothing here that requires a new framework for understanding American prehistory.

I no longer believe the official story.

What I believe — what the evidence assembled in this book argues — is that the Ozark Plateau was one of the most significant sites of human occupation and cultural preservation in North American prehistory. That the cave systems and spring networks of the Missouri and Arkansas highlands served as a refuge for a sophisticated pre-catastrophe civilization during and after the Younger Dryas impact event approximately 12,900 years ago. That the survivors of that catastrophe maintained their knowledge and their culture through the long post-impact winter and gradually, over centuries, reintegrated with the emerging peoples of the post-catastrophe world — leaving traces in the oral traditions, the ceremonial geometries, the astronomical alignments, and the anomalous physical remains that this book documents.

And that some of what was kept in the limestone is still being kept there.

This is not a comfortable argument. It implicates the professional institutions of American archaeology in a pattern of deliberate non-investigation that spans a century and a half. It requires taking seriously a class of oral tradition that academic anthropology has mostly filed under mythology. It requires reading nineteenth-century newspaper accounts as evidence rather than entertainment. And it requires sitting with the genuine strangeness of what these hills contain — the lights, the sounds, the people who go missing near certain springs and come back changed, if they come back at all — without retreating into either easy belief or easy dismissal.

I have tried to do that sitting in these pages. I invite you to do it with me.

The land has been waiting a long time for someone to listen carefully enough to hear what it is saying.

— F. K. Sterling
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The Question the Heartland Asks

Every serious investigation begins with a question that will not stay quiet.

Mine began in the reading room of the Missouri State Archives on a winter afternoon in 2003, when I found a brief item in the Steelville, Missouri, Crawford County Graphic dated August 14, 1902. A road crew working a limestone cut outside town had broken into a sealed chamber. Inside were bones. The reporter described them as belonging to a man of extraordinary stature — he estimated seven feet, possibly taller — with a skull of unusual proportions and teeth worn in a pattern unlike anything the local physician had seen. Two men had come from somewhere east within a week. They had packed the bones and taken them. The road crew had been asked not to discuss the matter.

That item occupied six column inches in a weekly newspaper in a small Missouri town in the summer of 1902. It took me four months to find it.

What I found in the years that followed was not a single anomaly but a pattern. The same story, in its essential architecture, repeated across seven decades and twelve counties in two states: discovery, description, institutional collection, silence. The bones were always unusual. The men who came to collect them were always from somewhere else. The local witnesses were always discouraged from further inquiry. And the collected material was always, somehow, unlocatable in the institutional records where it should have arrived.

I have spent twenty years asking why.

This book is my answer, or the closest thing to an answer that twenty years of investigation in the field, in the archives, and on the porches of the families who carry this knowledge can produce. It is organized in five parts, each of which approaches the central question from a different direction.

Part One establishes the physical and geological case for the Ozark Plateau as a prehistoric refuge of extraordinary significance — a landscape uniquely prepared, by its geology and its hydrology and its electromagnetic character, to sustain a sophisticated human civilization through a catastrophe of global scale.

Part Two documents the physical evidence for anomalous human remains in the Ozark region — the newspaper archive, the family-held specimens, the WPA field notes that contradict the published reports, and the pattern of institutional collection that has kept this evidence outside the official record.

Part Three examines the memory of the underground civilization as it survives in the oral traditions of the Cherokee, Osage, and Quapaw; in the acoustic and astronomical engineering of the bluff shelters and ridgeline observatories; and in the private maps and inherited warnings of the deep-Ozark families who never forgot what the hills contain.

Part Four follows the physical evidence into the present — the electromagnetic anomalies, the acoustic phenomena, the anomalous lights and encounters that continue to be reported from specific locations in the Current River and Buffalo River drainages — and considers what they mean in the context of a civilization that did not end but simply withdrew to a depth our instruments have not yet reached.

Part Five traces the long coastal retreat that connected the submerged ruins of the Atlantic shelf to the ceremonial centers of Gulf Coast Florida to the highland refuge of the Ozark interior, and argues that the Miami Circle, Weedon Island, and Crystal River are not three separate archaeological mysteries but three chapters of the same story — the story of a civilization following its own navigational instructions home.

A word about tone. This book is written in the first person because the investigation it describes is a first-person investigation. I am not a credentialed archaeologist. I am a researcher who has spent twenty years in the field, in the archives, and in the company of people who carry inherited knowledge about this landscape that no university curriculum has ever encoded. My conclusions are my own, and I hold them with the kind of conviction that twenty years of mounting evidence produces — not dogmatism, but something close to certainty about the outline of the story, if not every detail within it.

The outline is this: something extraordinary happened in these hills. Something that the official story of North American prehistory was not built to accommodate. The evidence for it is in the limestone and in the springs and in the oral traditions and in the county newspapers and in the cedar chests of families who kept the record when the institutions decided to lose it.

That evidence is what this book is about.

The hills are still out there. The springs are still flowing. The counting holes are still pressed into the limestone shelf above Harlan's spring, aligned to true north, waiting to be read by someone who understands what they mean.

What they mean is that someone was keeping time here long before any framework we have been given to think with was built.

This book is an attempt to build a better one.
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The Hills Remember

“The hills are eternal and the memory of the hills is longer than the memory of men.”

— Vance Randolph, Ozark Magic and Folklore (1947)

The Hills Remember *“The hills are eternal and the memory of the hills is longer than the memory of men.”

— Vance Randolph, Ozark Magic and Folklore (1947)

There are places in these hills that remember you before you remember them.

I learned this the first time I stood at the mouth of an unnamed cave in Shannon County. It was an October afternoon, the hardwood ridges burning with color, the air unnaturally still. Then the limestone exhaled — a slow, deliberate breath of cold air rising from the dark — and something deep inside me recognized a place I had never been. That recognition wasn't a thought. It was older than thought.

That moment is where this book truly began. Not in libraries or newspaper archives, but in recognition. In the quiet understanding that these hills are not empty. They are inhabited by something patient, watchful, and very old.

For twenty years I have walked these hollows, slept in their shelters, drunk from their springs, and sat on porches with families who have carried this land in their blood for six and seven generations. If you prove you know how to be quiet, they will eventually speak — in voices barely above a whisper — of the ones who were already here when their own ancestors arrived. The tall ones. The pale ones. The ones who never truly left.

And they speak, sometimes in even lower voices, of the Taken.

I met Harlan on land his family has held since the 1870s. He was nearly eighty then, still sharp, still moving through the timber like a man half his age. For weeks he watched me without saying much. Then one October afternoon he led me to a springhead no bigger than a washtub that doesn't appear on any map. He called it the Whisper Spring.

We sat in silence until the surface of the water began to dimple in a slow, deliberate pattern — three dimples, a pause, then three more. Harlan didn't explain it. He simply nodded once, as if confirming a conversation he had been listening to for decades.

There is something about these hills that feels inhabited.

Grandmother Rose, a woman in her late eighties with both Cherokee and Osage blood, once sat with me on her back porch near the Buffalo River and said, "The pale tall ones were already here when our people came north after the great burning. They lived in the caves and only came out when the sun was low."

She leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping to almost nothing.

"Our old people used to say they came from the stars. That the sky opened one night and they walked down. The Osage still call themselves Wa-Zha-Zhe — 'the people who came from the stars.' Most think it's just a pretty story. But some of us... we know better."

She paused, then added something that still raises the hair on my arms:

"Some of them never left. And sometimes... they still take people."

I have heard versions of those same words in kitchens and on porches across the Ozarks for twenty years. The Taken. The Visitors. The ones who come in the night and return people changed — or sometimes don't return them at all.

One man in Carter County told me his uncle went missing for three days in 1963 near a ridge locals called "the singing mountain." When he came back, he wouldn't speak for weeks. When he finally did, he said he had been "inside the hills" with beings who showed him stars that weren't in any sky we know. He was never the same afterward.

I used to dismiss these stories.

I don't anymore.

There are places in these hills where the air feels heavier than it should. Where compasses spin wildly for no reason. Where, on certain autumn nights, certain ridges begin to sing — a low, resonant tone that you feel in your chest before your ears can name it.

I've experienced things I still don't talk about easily.

One night in a hollow in Carter County, I watched a perfectly spherical ball of light rise slowly out of a spring, hover for several minutes, then shoot straight up into the sky and vanish. The old farmer I was with simply whispered, "They still use the water."

Another time, deep in a cave in Oregon County, I found a section of wall where the stone had been cut with such precision that it looked machined. While I was examining it, every electronic device I carried died at the same moment. When I stepped back, they came back on.

The old people have always known these hills were different.

The Cherokee spoke of the Nunnehi — immortal beings who lived inside the mountains. The Osage carried ceremonial knowledge they claimed was given to them by star people who came down when the world was still young. Some elders still quietly maintain that the tall ones who retreated into the caves after the great burning were not entirely of this earth — that they carried something ancient and celestial within them.

And that they still take people.

These hills remember something the rest of the world has forgotten.

And sometimes, if you're quiet enough, they still whisper.

The Ozarks were not empty when the survivors of Atlantis arrived. They were already home to an underground civilization that had been living beneath the limestone for unknown ages — a civilization that moved through vast cave networks connected by underground rivers, that engineered resonant chambers deep in the earth, that kept knowledge older than any coastal empire.

The sea people did not conquer this place.

They were permitted to enter it.

And from that meeting between the last survivors of Atlantis and the ancient keepers of the limestone, something new was born — a hybrid culture that preserved both the star knowledge of the sea people and the subterranean wisdom of the cave dwellers.

This is why the counting holes exist.

This is why the singing mountains were named.

This is why certain families in these hills still carry stories of "the city beneath the hills" — not as myth, but as ancestral memory of a time when an entire civilization lived and moved beneath the Ozark Plateau.

The giants never truly left.

They simply went deeper.

And according to some of the old families who still live in these hills, they are still down there — keepers of the last remnant of Atlantis, guardians of something far older than the coastal civilization that drowned, waiting in the dark for those quiet enough, and worthy enough, to hear them.

I have made the drive west from St. Louis on Highway 44 more times than I can count, but I never tire of the moment — around Sullivan, sixty miles out — when the flat river-bottom agriculture of the Missouri lowlands gives way to the first real hills. The road begins cutting through limestone bluffs. The forest thickens on the slopes. The world changes its fundamental character. There is a density to everything, a quality of age and absorption, as though the landscape is drawing casual attention into itself and replacing it with something more serious.

I pulled over once, years ago, at a roadcut on Highway 60 east of Springfield. The exposed limestone face was forty feet high, layered in bands of gray and cream laid down 450 million years ago when the interior of North America lay underwater in a shallow tropical sea. I put my hand flat on the rock and tried to feel what I knew to be true: that this stone was here long before the first human foot touched North American soil. And that inside this rock — inside the thousands of caves dissolved through it by 300 million years of groundwater — might be the preserved record of a people that official history has decided not to know about.

The Ozark Plateau is a structural dome — the result of ancient Precambrian basement rock being pushed slowly upward by deep tectonic forces over hundreds of millions of years. The core of that dome, the St. Francois Mountains knob in southeastern Missouri, contains granite and rhyolite approximately 1.3 to 1.5 billion years old — older than complex multicellular life. The limestone that drapes over the dome was deposited between 500 and 350 million years ago when the interior sea went through its long cycles of deepening and withdrawal. The result is a landscape of stacked carbonate rock in beds sometimes hundreds of feet thick, so perfectly suited for cave formation that the Ozarks contain more caves per square mile than any equivalent region in the western hemisphere.

That cave density is not incidental to this story. It is the story.

“That cave density is not incidental to this story. It is the story.”

Missouri alone has more than 6,300 catalogued caves. Arkansas adds thousands more. Some are vast — Fitton Cave in Newton County, Arkansas, contains more than fifteen miles of surveyed passage. The connected void space within the Ozark karst represents a subterranean world of extraordinary extent. A population living in that network would have been effectively invisible from the surface. They could move between locations without appearing above ground. They could store food, maintain fires, raise families, conduct ceremonies, and maintain an entire civilization's worth of institutional knowledge in a world that no surface army could ever map or penetrate.

Which is, of course, exactly the point.

The plateau covers roughly 47,000 square miles across southern Missouri, northern Arkansas, northeastern Oklahoma, and a corner of Kansas. Its highest point, Taum Sauk Mountain in Iron County, Missouri, reaches 1,772 feet above sea level. The surrounding Mississippi Valley floor sits between 350 and 450 feet. In a catastrophic flood scenario triggered by a comet impact and rapid glacial melt, that elevation difference is not trivial. It is the difference between drowning and watching from high ground as the world below you fills with water.

But elevation alone does not make a refuge. The Ozarks have something rarer than altitude. They have a spring system of almost unimaginable productivity. Missouri and Arkansas together contain more than 10,000 documented springs. Big Spring in Carter County, Missouri, discharges an average of 286 million gallons of clean, cold groundwater per day — the largest spring in the United States. All of these springs maintain 58 degrees Fahrenheit year-round, fed by aquifer systems so vast and deep that their flow barely fluctuates regardless of surface drought or flood. During a catastrophe that had disrupted rivers, contaminated streams, and disrupted normal precipitation patterns, those springs would have continued flowing — cold, clean, reliable, life-sustaining.

That thermal stability adds another dimension that deserves a moment's careful thought. In the depths of the Younger Dryas cold period — a post-impact climate collapse during which average temperatures in the northern hemisphere dropped by as much as fifteen degrees Celsius — a spring vent maintaining 58 degrees year-round was a microclimatic treasure of the first order. The area around a large spring outlet maintains viable growing conditions for cold-tolerant plants through conditions that kill everything on the surrounding surface. Watercress and aquatic vegetation grow year-round in spring outlets. Fish congregate at them through winter. The constant temperature airflow from nearby cave entrances moderates temperature further in the immediate vicinity. A community clustered around a major spring and the cave system behind it was not merely surviving a climate catastrophe. It was living in a bubble of relative stability while the surface world beyond the plateau froze and burned.

In 2001, road construction crews working on Missouri Route 60 near Springfield broke through a limestone bluff and discovered Riverbluff Cave — a system sealed since the late Pleistocene, more than 10,000 years ago, by a soil plug that had preserved its interior in near-perfect condition. The cave walls bore the claw marks of Arctodus simus, the short-faced bear, the largest land mammal carnivore in North American prehistory, pressed into soft calcite deposits with enough force that individual claw tips were visible. More significantly: the cave contained no evidence of human entry since it was sealed. Its sediment floor, its speleothem formations, its deposits of Ice Age bone and organic material — all of it had been sitting in perfect, unchanging darkness since the Younger Dryas.

Riverbluff proved something foundational to everything this book argues: Ozark caves preserve the Pleistocene world intact when their entrances are sealed. The cold, the humidity, the chemical stability of limestone environments — these conditions can preserve organic material for extraordinary periods. Hair, plant matter, even DNA survives in sealed limestone chambers in ways that open-air sites cannot match. There are thousands of sealed caves across 47,000 square miles of the Ozark Plateau that no human being has entered since the late Pleistocene. Some of those caves may contain exactly what the newspaper accounts suggest was once found in accessible ones.

The time capsules are still there. Nobody has opened them.

The St. Francois Mountains knob is one of the most geophysically unusual areas in the interior of North America. The Precambrian granite and rhyolite of the core are unusually rich in magnetite and other iron-bearing minerals that produce strong distortions in the Earth's ambient magnetic field. The magnetic anomaly map of Missouri shows a concentrated region of strong positive anomalies centered on the St. Francois Mountains and extending in irregular lobes across the southern Missouri Ozarks — anomalies strong enough to deflect a compass significantly and affect the navigation systems of low-flying aircraft.

The quartz content of Ozark limestone adds a second electromagnetic dimension. Quartz is piezoelectric — it generates electrical charges when subjected to mechanical stress. In a landscape underlain by thick beds of quartz-rich carbonate rock, the stresses associated with tectonic movement and groundwater pressure cycling produce measurable piezoelectric currents distributed through the rock, generating local electromagnetic fields at the surface.

Michael Persinger's research at Laurentian University established that exposure to fluctuating magnetic fields in the range produced by the Ozark basement anomalies reliably produces in human subjects unusual perceptual experiences: visual and auditory phenomena, strong sensations of presence, temporal disorientation, and experiences described in spiritual or paranormal language. The Ozark Plateau is, in other words, a landscape that generates altered states of consciousness in people who spend extended time in it, through entirely natural electromagnetic mechanisms. A pre-flood civilization selecting a refuge site would have recognized this property — not as a scientific phenomenon, but as evidence that the land was alive, that the hills had power, that the underground kingdom was not merely shelter but something more: a place where the membrane between the ordinary world and the deeper world was thin enough to push through.

There is a ridge in Iron County I won't name because the family that owns it still doesn't like outsiders poking around. Stand in the right spot on that ridge with a good compass and the needle will swing thirty degrees off true north for no reason at all. The old man who took me there in 2012 just grinned and said, "That ain't the half of it."

Last October I was bushwhacking an unnamed hollow in Oregon County with an old-timer named Harlan who still runs cattle on land his family has held since the 1870s. He stopped at a springhead no bigger than a washtub that most people would walk right past. "That one don't show up on any map," he said. "Grandpa called it the Whisper Spring. Said if you sit here long enough on a still day you can hear the old ones talking under the water."

We sat. The water was 58 degrees, as always. After maybe twenty minutes the surface began to dimple in a slow, rhythmic pattern — three dimples, pause, three more — like someone beneath the aquifer was tapping out a code. Harlan just nodded once, the way people do when they've seen something they don't feel the need to explain twice.

That afternoon Harlan showed me something I've never seen written down anywhere: a line of small, perfectly circular depressions cut into a limestone shelf about thirty yards upslope from the spring. Each depression was eight inches across and four inches deep, spaced exactly twenty-four inches apart, running in a straight line for sixty feet before disappearing under a rockfall. "My daddy called them the counting holes," he said. "Said the tall ones used them to keep track of something — moons, maybe, or generations."

I took measurements and photographs. The alignment is within a degree of true north. When I later ran the coordinates against known Hopewell geometric earthworks, the bearing matches a known solstice sightline from the Newark Octagon to within 0.3 degrees. The Ozark refuge wasn't just hiding people. It was keeping time for an entire civilization.

I've since located two more sets of these counting holes in Shannon and Carter counties, always within a quarter-mile of a major spring. Each set shows the same precise spacing and cardinal orientation. No professional survey has ever recorded them. They're not on any LiDAR dataset because no one has ever flown the exact hollows where they sit. That is the pattern this book keeps returning to: the evidence is everywhere once you know what to look for, and almost nowhere once the institutions decide it doesn't exist.

At the end of that October afternoon, when we got back to the gate at the county road and Harlan was resetting the chain, he turned to me with the kind of directness that old farmers in this country use when they've decided you're worth the trouble of a real conversation.

"You know what my grandfather told me," he said. It wasn't a question. "He said this ground was old when the Indians got here. He said the Indians themselves said so — said there were people here before them, big people, cave people, that the spring country was their territory long before anybody else. And he said those people never entirely left. Said they just went deeper."

There is a phenomenon that road engineers in the Ozark region have noted without quite acknowledging: the most efficient routes through the hill country — the ones that minimize grade changes, find the best creek crossings, thread the most direct paths between major spring systems — are almost universally the routes already in use as Native American traces when the first European surveyors arrived. And those traces, the oldest ones, follow alignments so geometrically precise that the surveyors assumed they had been laid out by people who understood engineering. They were right. The engineering predated European contact by considerably more than most of them were prepared to accept.

The Ozark region also contains place names with no clear origin in any documented European or Native American language of the historical period. Maramec. Niangua. Spavinaw. Roubidoux Creek — from the French surname, but whose older Osage name, when La Flesche recorded it, translates as "the water that remembers the before-time." The water that remembers the before-time. That is not poetry. That is an archive — a geographic label applied by people who understood that a specific water feature needed to be remembered across generations, and who encoded that obligation in the name they gave it.

During the Depression years of the 1930s, the Works Progress Administration deployed archaeological field crews across Missouri and Arkansas as part of its effort to provide skilled employment to out-of-work laborers and academics. The WPA archaeology program in the Ozark region produced some of the most valuable excavation data ever collected from the bluff shelters and rockshelters of the White River, Buffalo River, and Current River drainages — and also produced some of the most carefully managed disappearances of inconvenient evidence in American archaeological history.

The bluff shelters of the Ozarks are, archaeologically, almost uniquely productive. A bluff shelter is a shallow rock overhang or recess in a limestone cliff face, typically formed by differential weathering of the softer limestone beds below a harder caprock. The interior of a good bluff shelter stays dry year-round — protected from rain by the overhang, with the limestone caprock blocking moisture from above. The floor accumulates organic material — plant matter, food remains, charcoal, textile fibers, animal bone — at a rate determined by the intensity of occupation, and that organic material is preserved in the dry limestone environment for extraordinary periods. The WPA crews working the Ozark bluff shelters found plant material thousands of years old in recognizable condition. They found basketry, cordage, and textile fragments from cultures that had occupied the shelters long before the historically documented peoples of the region. And in several cases, in the deeper levels of the richest shelters, they found things that the published reports from those excavations do not mention.

I know this because I have read the field notes.

The WPA archaeological field notes for Missouri and Arkansas are held at the University of Missouri Museum of Anthropology in Columbia and at the Arkansas Archaeological Survey in Fayetteville. They are public records, in theory, and I have spent enough time in both institutions to have read significant portions of the original field documentation that never made it into the published
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