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everything stopped (except the horses and wagons, of course,

which were adapted to mud). When the washes ran, no one in

his right mind would attempt to cross—even the small ones. The

rusted carcasses of too many automobiles and trucks lay buried

in the sandy floors of the Dinnebito, Oraibi, Polacca, and Weepo
hes: - Tha N o

water went down. One would cross the san
arroyos which were up to a quarter mile across and forty feet
deep only when they were dry. Those stream beds would be
dry for months at a time, and then one day, out of the north,
there would be a distant roar that became louder by the minute
as a wall of water pushing brush and logs and trees in front of
it would round a bend. What had been dry sand was transformed
into a raging brown torrent in a matter of minutes. Arroyos
would run for hours and even days with the runoff from a
cloudburst up to fifty miles upstream. It helped to know about
these things—the fact that events many miles away could result
in the loss of a good vehicle stuck in what had been dry sand

bappening at all points of the compass, but particularly up-
stream, because all the main washes ran roughly from northeast
to southwest. Thunderclouds over Black Mesa could mean floods
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roads were passable again. I soon learned that it did not pay

to resist the country but rather to move with it, becoming an
integral part of it, which is difficult for a white man,

This message came across to me in another unexpected way
because of my horses. I had always had horses. They went with
the schools I attended and had b an integral part of my
life. The only thing was, my horses were in Santa Fe, New
Mexico, and I wanted to move them to the reservation. Truck-
ing them out was impractical and too expensive, so 1 decided to
ride them. The experience proved to be one which left an indeli-
ble mark on my psyche. Saddling up two horses and using a
third as a packhorse, two of us rode from Santa Fe, over the
Jemez Mountains, across the Continental Divide where it inter-
sects Chaco Canyon, past Crown Point and Gallup, over to
Window Rock, through the cool forests of the Fort Defiance
Plateau, dropping down to Ganado and from there striking due
west across the open flats and sagebrush-covered mesas and
on to Jeddito, Keams Canyon, Pol Toreva, Chimopovi to
Oraibi and, after a pause to see Lorenzo Hubbell, north
Pinyon, a sort of epicenter of Navajo spiritual life.

Our daily average was twelve to fifteen miles, otherwise the
mustangs we were riding would tire and ultimately give out.
Dropping down from the fir-covered slopes of the Jemez Moun-
tains onto the parched plains to the west, I watched the same
mountain from different angles during three days, as it seemed
to slowly rotate while we passed by. Experiences of this sort
give one a very different feeling than speeding by on a paved

~ highway in one or two hours. The horse, the country, and the

weather set the pace; we were in the grip of nature, with little
control over the rate of progress.

Later, riding horseback on a trek of three or four hundred
miles, I di d it took a mini of three days to adjust to
the tempo and the more leisurely rhythm of the horse’s walking
gait. Then 1 became part of the country again and my whole
psyche changed. T used to notice that the cowboys, some of
whom helped raise me when I was a preadolescent, had a
tempo of speech unlike that of other white men. It didn’t speed
up and slow down to keep in sync with the people around them.
As a group, they were marked by their own tempo—geared to
the personality, the mood, and the situation. During emergen-

3 Monochronic and
Polychronic Time

Lorenzo Hubbell, trader to the Navajo and the Hopi, was three
Spanish and one quarter New Englander, but cul-

Hopi acted in revenge. They destroyed A i, ing the
inhabitants.
Whites tend to think that b hing overt is h in

nothing is going on. With many cultures there are long periods
during which people are making up their minds or waiting for
a consensus to be achieved. We would do well to pay more atten-
tion to these things.

turally he was Spanish to the core. Seeing him for the first time
on go t busi t i lating to my work in the
1930s, I felt embarrassed and a little shy because he didnt have
a regular office where people could talk in private. Instead,
there was a large corner room—part of his house adjoining the
trading post—in which business took place. Business covered
everything from visits with officials and friends, conferences
with Indians who had come to see him, who also most often
needed to borrow money or make sheep deals, as well as a
hundred or more routine transactions with store clerks and In-
dians who had not come to see Lorenzo specifically but only
to trade. There were long-distance telephone calls to his ware-
house in Winslow, Arizona, with cattle buyers, and his brother,
Roman, at Ganado, Arizona—all this and more (some of it
quite personal), carried on in public, in front of our small world
for all to see and hear. If you wanted to learn about the life of
an Indian trader or the ins and outs of running a small trading
empire (Lorenzo had a dozen posts scattered throughout north-
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