
Micah 6:8 
“ He has told you, O mortal, what is good:  and what does the Lord require of you 

but to do justice, and to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God? “ 

“ To serve HIM is to serve HIS. “

( John Aleman )




	 Well, there you have it.  That pretty much sums up John Aleman.  

	 Sure, there are other sides to John, and he certainly has personality frills.  You 
may identify this man of service as the gentleman in suit and tie, or maybe as the guy 
in cowboy hat and boots.  You may recognize him for his wide, warm smile, or for the 
kindness in his eyes, or for the near constant, intent, studied watchfulness of his 
surroundings.  You may know of his love for dogs, and of his devotion to family - both 
in the sense of blood kin as well as in the broader sense of Church and Humanity.  
Perhaps you have experienced one of John’s occasional rapscallion pranks, or know 
John Wayne is his favorite movie star.  In his early twenties, John trained cutting horses 
to use working cattle, and rode them to compete in rodeo events as well.  He knows 
where to find good chicken fried steak, superb sausage, and his favorite spots for 
BBQ.  Indeed, there are many embellishing details to know about John, but still, if a 
human could be condensed down to one identifiable trait - “service” would be John.

	 The gift was in him at birth, which is the first, most essential element.  The 
second was given to him as well - a family already steeped in a life of service.  He 
learned the basic principles as a child, many were likely absorbed well before he could 
talk.  He refers to his parents as his inspiration, and his deep admiration is clear.  When 
he speaks of his mother, his expression softens and his voice becomes - gentle. 

	 For generations, the men in his family have served in our US Army.   His 
grandfather was in the US Calvary when WWI began, at a time in which America was 
developing her newly formed Army Air Corp.  Airplanes were still a very new invention 
at that time.  After all, Wilbur and Orville Wright made their first recorded flight in 1903, 
merely eleven to twelve years earlier.  John’s grandfather was involved in some fashion 
with this endeavor, but the complete story is lost now, perhaps irretrievable.  What we 
do know is that these early efforts involved developing methods for training pilots how 
to shoot from an airplane.  Gives you a bit of a sense of passing time to know this, 
does it not?

	 John’s father fought in WWII.  He was badly wounded in the Battle of the Bulge, 
sailed home on the Queen Mary was then flown to the Ft Bliss Army Hospital in El 
Paso.  His parents were married shortly thereafter.  Martin was not yet fully recovered, 
but was able to stand for a photograph, erect and proud beside his beautiful new bride.

	 His two brothers enlisted during the era of Vietnam.  John, the youngest,  
expected to follow his family tradition, but thought the Air Force might be a better fit for 
him.  Ultimately, he determined his call to service was not into any branch of our 
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military, but elsewhere.  All these many years later, his youngest daughter, Cassandra, 
is a Tech Sargent in the USAF, so the family tradition continues! 

	 
	 Members of Gethemani Methodist Church, both parents were constants there, 
always giving of themselves in whatever capacity was necessary. They raised their 
boys in reverence and respect. Taking care to “present ourselves perfectly before God” 
was a vital precept to Rose Aleman, so suits and ties were mandatory church attire for 
her three sons.  The lesson endured, John adheres to it still although he was in middle 
school before he mastered the art of knotting a tie.

	 Around age seven, his musical instruction began with the pastor’s wife 
becoming his instructor.  His natural musical talent surfaced early, and by twelve he 
was playing for services at church.  He performed so well at a recital, he was awarded 
a scholarship to Southwestern University where student music majors gave him 
advanced instruction.  Later on, he played trumpet, trombone and baritone as a 
member of Georgetown’s HS Band.  He has a special fondness for singing in a choir.

	 Both John and his eldest brother, Martin attended Southwestern.  Martin earned 
his degree there, but John withdrew following his junior year.  His intended degree had 
been History, but as he matured he began to realize that was not the right path for him.  
He needed to help and defend others, thru some form of law, perhaps as an attorney.  
At any rate, the necessary courses were not offered at Southwestern, but they were at 
Southwest Texas State College in San Marcos.

	 As he became acquainted with what the actual life of an attorney would entail, 
he realized that was not for him, but rather criminal justice was more suited to his 
convictions, and he emerged with his Bachelor’s degree in hand.  At that time, his 
degree and twelve months of active service was all that was required before he was 
eligible for his badge, but nevertheless, as he worked on his service, he also attended 
the Regional Police Academy which was part of the available curriculum at Southwest 
Texas State.  A policeman’s job is a great service and a heavy responsibility.  He 
wanted to be as knowledgeable and well prepared as possible.

	 His first policeman’s duty was as a floor walker at the Sears and Roebuck,

Hancock Shopping Center, Austin, Texas.  For those of us who have been around a 
while, and living in this area, it just might be that while we were determining which 
Kenmore washing machine to buy, John Aleman walked quietly down the aisle behind 
us keeping us safe from whatever problems we were too involved to notice.  Maybe it’s 
time we say, “ Thank you, John. “

	 Early in his career he joined the Smithville police force which upped their 
membership numbers to four.  Within two weeks, two members were dismissed, one of 
which was the current Chief.  The two remaining were new to the force. The mayor 
walked in. “ Either of you boys been to college? “ he asked.  John glanced at his 
companion.  No response there.  John spoke, “ I have, sir. “ “ I hereby appoint you 
acting Chief until another can be found! “ pronounced the mayor.  And that’s how John 
moved from newbie to Chief of Police in the shortest time on record.  

	 Smithville’s new chief made some swift calculations.  Every week has seven 
days, every day twenty-four hours, there’s two of us.  He assigned himself a twelve 



hour shift, seven days a week. His patrolman, just the same.  The safety of Smithville 
was in their hands alone, and Smithville - well, let’s just say - Smithville had a rep. 

	 One year later, John signed on with the Round Rock police. During his time 
there, he rose to the rank of Sargent. One year he was working Round Rock’s annual 
Fiesta Amistad mounted on his mare named Lady.  Lady was a big girl, close to sixteen 
hands.  For those of you who may not speak Equine, sixteen hands is something over 
five feet tall at the withers ( shoulder blades ) and she was rather broad as well, 
especially in the nether region, and was ticklish in her flank.

	 A Round Rock Fireman on duty that day was behaving a bit like a jerk.  No 
amount of encouragement could persuade him to alter his attitude.  Eventually, 
however, during the long hours of street duty, he found it necessary to access the 
convenience of a single cubicle in a long line of nearby Porta-Potties.  Oh, for sure - 
John noticed.  When the door closed, John rode over.  He backed Lady up in front of 
the door.  Using the tips of his long reins, he reached back and tickled her flank.  
WHAM!  She kicked out and landed her great hoof squarely on the door.  Again - tickle 
- WHAM!  Again - tickle - WHAM!  Angry and colorful language erupted from inside, but 
it was some time before the door flew open to expose, at eye level, Lady’s ample 
backside!

	 John’s years in criminal justice showed him where he should be next.  Social 
Justice put him into the care of abused or neglected children, elderly adults, anyone 
with mental issues and the like.  He jokes that he got tired of being shot at, but the 
truth is, helping those who cannot help themselves is, for John, a much higher calling.  
Much like members of our military who have defended us through some of our most 
terrifying trials, John will not easily speak of the details of troubles he has seen.  You 
can catch a bit of it on his face, however, if you watch closely enough. One reason he 
seldom plays his beloved piano today is because his hands were broken numerous 
times in the course of his work.  When asked if he was ever shot at, he hesitates a long 
while before speaking quietly, “ Yes, many times.”

	 While still employed in the social justice system, John began studying to 
become a certified Lay Minister.  It is difficult to imagine anyone better suited for this 
work.  His whole life experience, from childhood onward, leads naturally step by step 
to where he is today.  He retired from the social justice system several years ago. 
Today he is a chaplain for Beck funeral homes.  He is often called on to deliver a 
service, and is able to meet a family, talk to them briefly, see into their hearts and 
deliver for them a message of hope.  It is a gift he has, far beyond what can be taught.

	 If you know John at all, you already know, or should know, a confidence, a 
secret, a hiccup or rough time in your life is sealed up, safe and quiet inside John.  He 
will never release it.  When asked how he manages to hold the memory of so much 
misery he has seen, while remaining whole inside himself, he just smiles before quietly 
answering - “ Hope of goodness, ruled by faith." It is his personal staff of strength.


Dorothy Newcomb 
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Martin and Rose Aleman

“ My Inspiration “

Policeman’s 
Pledge 

I will love and serve GOD, my country and people;  
I will uphold the Constitution and obey legal orders of the duly constituted authorities;  

I will oblige myself to maintain a high standard of morality and professionalism;  
I will respect the customs and traditions of the police service and 

I will live a decent and virtuous life to serve as an example to others. 

Aleman brothers

John, Rudy, and Martin




! Daughter - Elizabeth

! Daughter - Denise

! Daughter - Rebecca

! Daughter - Cassandra


! Grandson - Jacob  ( Cassandra )

! Granddaughter - Madaline ( Rebecca )

! Granddaughter - Jacelyn ( Cassandra )

! Granddaughter - Tenley  ( Denise )

! Grandson - Nicholas ( Rebecca )

! Granddaughter - Jordana ( Cassandra )


The TribeA few of St John’s UMM members

Woody Thompson, John Aleman, Dean May, Jim Leach


Charley Cherry, Britt Thurman


IndigoDuke


