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    Foreword

    This book will shatter many illusions about the National Park Service.

    This is not another book written by a retired park ranger about his or her exploits in the service. You will not find any romantic or humorous accounts of life as a ranger spent in the great outdoors, engaging tourists, protecting wildlife, or saving lives. And this is certainly not a story told in any of the popular public television documentaries about the unique system of national parks that author and historian Wallace Stegner famously referred to as “America’s best idea.”

    This book tells a different story, providing a rare and intimate glimpse into the inner workings and the culture—warts and all—of America’s most beloved federal agency. That is all the more reason why this is an important book—a book that needed to be written and a book that should be read and studied by anyone who has visited and fallen in love with America’s national parks. This is the disturbing and all-too-real “story behind the scenery” of the NPS that uses its 2004 criminal investigation at Hubbell Trading Post as a case study to shed light on the dark side of how the agency operates behind the scenes, often self-destructively and at the expense of its very mission.

    “The Indian trader” in this story is Billy Malone, by most accounts a gentle and generous soul who spent almost his entire life living among the Navajo Indians in far northeastern Arizona, working as a real, old-time Indian trader in the most remote regions of the reservation. Malone was the last of a breed: the last genuine Indian trader to work at Hubbell Trading Post NHS. Billy Malone is the focal point in this story, the unfortunate individual around whom the investigation spun out of control. But while Billy Malone is at the center of the story, a bigger picture unfolds in the detailed account of how Malone was falsely accused of a host of crimes and then recklessly pursued and nearly railroaded to destruction through a criminal investigation undertaken by the NPS in “partnership” with the nonprofit, cooperating association known as the Western National Parks Association. Along the way, officials from a number of other government agencies jumped into the fray, contributing to the damage and destruction by attempting to cover up what had happened and by trying to strip Malone of what few rights had not already been trampled. It is this account that will shatter your illusions and expose the myths about not only the NPS but the other agencies and organizations with which it is allied.

    As a retired NPS special agent, Paul Berkowitz is uniquely qualified to tell this story. There was probably no one else in the NPS who would have dared to tell it. With more than thirty-three years of law enforcement experience under his belt, most of it working in the field as a supervisory special agent, Berkowitz has seen more than his fair share of conflict and corruption in the NPS. He spent a career as one of a small group whose sole responsibility is the investigation of serious crimes committed in the national parks. His integrity and his commitment to his constitutional oath of office long ago earned him a reputation as a troublemaker in the agency, a brand he wears as a badge of honor. It was only through his efforts, his resolve, and his bold intervention in the Hubbell investigation that a light was shed on the egregious mishandling that had occurred in the early stages of the investigation and the misconduct that had taken place at the highest levels of his agency. Those efforts put Berkowitz on a collision course with his own supervisors and other senior officials in the agency who, after spending nearly a million dollars and nearly two years targeting the Indian trader, simply wanted to see Malone arrested for something—for anything—and then have the matter go away. But that was not something Berkowitz could abide. After finishing his own investigation, he turned everything around by handing off the case to internal investigators from the Office of the Inspector General. It is Berkowitz, more than any other person, who knows the details of this story and the disturbing, misguided manner in which the NPS at times operates. Were it not for his actions, this story would have had a different and far more tragic ending. That is all the more reason this is Berkowitz’s story to tell.

    Berkowitz and I met in the early 1980s at a seminar I was conducting for the NPS. At that time, I was the supervisor of the Behavioral Sciences Unit and Hostage Negotiations Team for the second largest sheriff’s department in Arizona. After my own retirement I went into private practice, consulting and providing training and crisis services as a contract police psychologist for state, local, provincial, and federal law enforcement agencies across the United States, Canada, and Europe. The NPS was one of my clients for much of that time. Years spent providing training and counseling services to NPS emergency services personnel gave me the opportunity to observe firsthand what an unusual and often conflicted organization it really is, particularly in its ambivalent approach to law enforcement, having its own unique way of doing business beyond public view.

    Berkowitz describes the culture of the agency and takes the reader through the history of how the NPS has evolved into an atypical bureaucracy, unique in all of government for both its idealistic mission and for the image it has cultivated with the American public. But that culture and public image has left the agency vulnerable to abuse by ambitious and unscrupulous employees, supervisors, and managers—including law enforcement personnel—whose own influence and raw political power has enabled them to operate with alarming levels of autonomy and freedom from meaningful oversight and accountability.

    Most Americans have grown accustomed to hearing about scandal and corruption in government. But few people are aware or would even consider the extent to which those same types of problems exist in the NPS. In his account, Berkowitz for the first time exposes, probes, and discusses the unique culture of the service—how it operates, and how it “thinks.” In telling that part of the story, Berkowitz is breaking new ground, exploring new territory, and distinguishing himself as a thoughtful, analytical writer. Berkowitz has done an extraordinary job of describing and explaining many of the strange characteristics I personally witnessed as a consultant to the NPS but had not fully understood. In so doing, Berkowitz has done more than simply write an exposé and tell a fascinating story. He has made a significant contribution to the literature dealing with organizational psychology and corruption.

    But this book is far more than an academic piece. It is more than a story about the Southwest, Navajos, Indian traders, the NPS, law enforcement, crime, and corruption. It is a complex but real-life mystery with a plot and a series of twists and turns that defy imagination. No one could make up a story as bizarre as this, with one bad judgment leading to another, in a cascade of incompetence, greed, and corruption culminating in a perfect storm of bad government behavior, unfolding step by step, page by page. The Case of the Indian Trader is a page turner and a fascinating read. But it most certainly is not just another book about the NPS. It is a story that will entertain and inform you at the very same time that it shatters your illusions. It is a disturbing account told with courage and conviction, in the hope that “America’s best idea” can be made even better.

    —Kevin Gilmartin

    Kevin Gilmartin, PhD, is a behavioral scientist specializing in police ethics and crisis management. He spent twenty years in law enforcement before retiring and entering into private practice. He is retained as a consultant to law enforcement agencies throughout the United States, Canada, and Europe. He is a regular guest instructor at the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia, and a frequent instructor for the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. His numerous publications on law enforcement ethics and “emotional survival” are used by law enforcement agencies throughout North America, Europe, and Australia.
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    Introduction

    (Kodóó hane΄ háá t΄i΄)

    Billy Gene Malone had been an Indian trader on the Navajo Reservation for thirty-eight years when he was interviewed by researchers from Northern Arizona University’s Cline Library as part of the United Indian Traders Association (UITA) Oral History Project. By then, in 1998, Malone, the last in a line of successors to John Lorenzo Hubbell, had been running the Hubbell Trading Post for the National Park Service (NPS) for eighteen years as an employee of the nonprofit cooperating organization known as the Western National Parks Association (WNPA):

    [John Lorenzo Hubbell] was one of the first. Most of your traders all float into the country when the Navajos come back from signing their peace treaty. They had been acclimated to coffee beans, sugar, flour, yard goods, canned goods, and here came the trader—just like anywhere else. I’m not sure how many traders were here previous. There doesn’t seem to be too much said about the traders here previous to the peace treaty thing. I don’t think there were too many around, because this was Indian country. You could get an arrow stuck in your back or anything like that. And really, it was, you might say, the “settlers” coming through the country that complained that “the Navajos are stealing our horses, or oxen, or sheep,” or whatever, that got the ball rollin’ for the Army to go pick up the Navajos....And in those days, the government wasn’t very nice to Indian people. I mean, it was pretty rough on ’em....

    Lorenzo Hubbell was workin’ kind of as a cavalry scout, and he dropped out of that and he hung out around Fort Defiance quite a bit. And he went into the trading business. He was twenty-three years old at that time when he started....He’d already roamed through the country. He’d been up into Utah and whatnot, and this must have been the site he liked, was the Ganado area....

    ...I hope to do this for ten more years. I feel like I got another ten years in me. I want to be here ’till I die with my boots on, so to speak.1

    That last wish would not come true. Instead, just six years after that 1998 interview, Billy Malone, one of the most well known and respected Indian traders of the twentieth century, would find himself out of a job owing to a series of disturbing events and involuntarily catapulted into the history books, right alongside John Lorenzo Hubbell, as the very last Indian trader in the line of succession at Hubbell Trading Post.

    Hubbell Trading Post was the oldest continuously operating Indian trading post in the West. It lies deep in the heart of the Navajo Indian Reservation in northeastern Arizona, in the community known as Ganado.

    In 1965 Congress authorized the NPS to purchase Hubbell Trading Post in recognition of its historic significance with the explicit understanding that the newly designated national historic site would not become “just another museum” but would continue to serve the Navajo community as a genuine working trading post and would be run by a real Indian trader.

    For the next four decades the legacy of John Lorenzo Hubbell was kept alive by the NPS through employment of a succession of three honest-to-God Indian traders recruited from other trading posts across the Navajo Reservation to run Hubbell’s.

    However, the legacy of John Lorenzo Hubbell came to an end during the summer of 2004 when Billy Malone was simultaneously fired from his job at the WNPA and subjected to an early morning raid at his home during which federal agents seized what amounted to his life savings: his treasured possessions, including hundreds of rugs and thousands of pieces of jewelry he had collected over his nearly fifty-year career. These events brought to an end a 130-year tradition of genuine Indian trading at the oldest and most authentic place of its kind in America.

    For the next two and a half years, with his job lost, his reputation destroyed, and his spirit crushed, Billy Malone was forced to wait as the NPS conducted its criminal investigation into an amazing series of allegations leveled against him, allegations that literally equated him with the likes of Al Capone.

    But when all was said and done, the case against Malone was dropped. Charges were never filed and all of Malone’s property was eventually returned to him. By this time, however, after realizing the investigation had not gone as they’d planned, most of Malone’s accusers were retaining their own attorneys and invoking their own right to remain silent, as they found themselves the subject of an internal investigation undertaken by the Office of the Inspector General at the Department of the Interior regarding the false charges and statements made against Malone and the manner in which the case against him had been conducted.

    * * *

    This is a story about Billy Malone and the end of an era in the Old West. Malone is the central figure in that story. He is the character on whom all attention initially focused in the NPS’s Hubbell investigation. And because Billy Malone lived almost his entire life on the Navajo Reservation working as a genuine Indian trader, a great deal of his story is a story about reservation life, Navajos, and old-time trading posts.

    But more than a story about Billy Malone, this is a story about the NPS, federal law enforcement activities, politics, corruption, and whistle-blowing. In this case, the backdrop is the Navajo Reservation and Indian traders. The investigation targeting Billy Malone merely serves as a fascinating but tragic example of what can happen when adequate safeguards are not in place to assure honesty, integrity, and accountability in government. And to the extent that I was involved in that investigation and since I ultimately “blew the whistle,” this is also my story, offering a glimpse into a contentious and controversial career as a federal law enforcement officer and certified troublemaker.

    Unless otherwise indicated, the account of events presented is based on official reports, court records, internal memorandums, calendar entries, supplemental interviews, and other documented communications related to the government investigation(s) initiated by the NPS in May 2004 and closed more than three and a half years later under the assumed jurisdiction of the OIG. Portions of those reports and the text of e-mails and memos are extensively quoted and annotated to tell this story, both in the name of accuracy and to provide context.

    I assumed responsibility for the NPS investigation in December 2005, after that case had already been underway for more than a year and a half and associated costs were approaching a million dollars. I was assigned the case only after a bizarre series of political maneuvers that began with threats and were followed by promises and then ultimately pressure to reach a predetermined outcome. My instructions were to close the case and arrest Billy Malone without further expense or delay.

    But soon after beginning my assignment, during which time I obtained briefings and reviewed the case, I detected a number of extremely serious problems. My findings and the information that came to light about the manner in which the NPS investigation had been previously conducted, as well as my growing concerns about the honesty and integrity of my own colleagues and supervisors, not to mention high-level managers overseeing the investigation from both the NPS and the WNPA, led me to deliberately circumvent my own chain of command. I handed off the investigation directly to the Office of the Inspector General (OIG) immediately after filing my completed criminal case report with the U.S. attorney for the district of Arizona in late October 2006.2

    Contained within that report and accompanying transmittal memorandum was documentation implicating as many as five other federal agents, two government attorneys (one of whom had since been appointed to the federal bench), the current and former directors of the NPS’s Intermountain Region (IMR), and both the executive director and board chairman of the WNPA. Whether Billy Malone had committed any crimes or not (and it was certain he had not committed most of the crimes of which he’d been accused), the evidence of the government’s and WNPA’s own misconduct would have made prosecution of Billy Malone impossible.

    By then, recognizing the implications of these findings and acknowledging the repercussions of the decision to file my report outside normal channels, my wife and I knew that I would need to retire and that she, also an NPS employee, would need to find a new job. My own supervisors never saw my report. NPS and WNPA managers did not become aware of the extent to which the case had changed course until they found themselves being interviewed by investigators from the OIG. The OIG’s internal investigation into the conduct of—and the relationship between—NPS and WNPA officials continued for another full year. Its report, which fully incorporated and then augmented my own report, was filed as DOI-OIG case no. PI-PI-07–0054-I and was finalized and approved in January 2008.

    Much of the background information provided in this book, including both historical accounts and illuminating details of behind-the-scenes activities and politics, is based on my own experiences working with the NPS for over thirty-three years and working with—as well as living among—the Navajo and neighboring Native American community for a significant portion of that time. As such, this background material, particularly chapters 1 and 3, reflect my own perspective and opinion. More than a mere academic or editorial exercise, it is intended to help the reader detect cultural influences at work and understand why events in this story unfolded as they did, putting particular emphasis on principal players from two very distinct and different worlds, about which the general public has a great many misconceptions.

    Unfortunate stereotypes, both good and bad, attach to the old-time Indian traders on the Navajo Reservation, where they live with “the People” (Diné). Literally volumes have been written by political scientists, cultural anthropologists, and sociologists about the world of the Navajo. Navajo society is one of the most studied on the planet. And if this book helps satisfy or pique further interest in Navajo history and culture, that is all the better. The interested reader is encouraged to scour bookstores and libraries for academic works in those areas. I don’t claim to be an anthropologist or an academic of any sort. But I did live and work in and around the Navajo Nation for a number of years and can attest to what a very different world that place truly is. My crude dissertation on the subject is intended only to offer a brief history of traders and trading and to help the reader understand to at least a small degree how dramatically different some aspects of Navajo life and culture can be, and that there we are “not in Kansas anymore.”

    The NPS is likewise a world unto its own. In contrast to the Navajo, however, there has been very little research and very little written about its culture and organizational psychology. As John Freemuth has noted: “There is surprisingly little information available on the internal culture of the NPS.”3 Freemuth is more correct than even he may realize, in that what both the public and academia know of the NPS has been carefully orchestrated in the staged images of park rangers periodically splashed on the television or in park brochures. To at least a small extent, I hope this effort will begin to fill that gap. And while my account of the agency is not an academic or sociological study like those that have been done on the Navajo, it is what I believe to be an accurate, if somewhat sobering, insider’s view, based on living and working in that equally unique world for more than three decades. In many respects this story exemplifies the unfortunate collision of two competing worlds and distinct cultures, with associated myths, stereotypes, cultural influences and biases figuring prominently in how conclusions were drawn and decisions were made in the investigation.

    Over the course of time, several other individuals and organizations took on key roles, none more so than managers from the nonprofit WNPA, which for decades served as the business link between the NPS and the various Indian traders employed to run Hubbell Trading Post. Later, lawyers from the U.S. Attorney’s Office and the Department of the Interior’s (DOI’s) Solicitor’s Office, and then investigators from the OIG, took on increasingly important roles. As such, I devote considerable time in the following chapters to explaining the history of each of these organizations. And in the case of the NPS itself, I cite a number of past incidents not only to provide a measure of insight into its inner workings but to also reveal the fascinating web of influence and favor that extends between most of these same players and to demonstrate that the manner in which this case—this story—unfolded was regrettably predictable and symptomatic of a much larger problem.

    I am no more a lawyer than I am an anthropologist or sociologist. But because legal as well as ethical technicalities, violations, and blunders factor so critically into this story, I also spend time considering matters of law and jurisdiction affecting federal investigations, police conduct, and crimes committed within Indian reservations. Selected statutes as well as court cases and opinions relevant to a particular issue or legal matter are cited throughout the text as reference for the interested reader. Any errors in those citations, however unintentional, are my own.

    When all is said and done, as much as anything else this is a story about cultural ignorance, about not asking, not listening, and not wanting to know the whole truth. It is about a rush to judgment and about failing to understand that there are still a handful of places in the United States in the most remote regions of Indian country where time has virtually stood still for decades and, in many respects, where things are still done the way they were done fifty or even a hundred years ago. Ultimately, it is the regrettable and tragic story about the last real Indian trader at Hubbell Trading Post, and how his life, his reputation, and his livelihood were very nearly destroyed by the corrupt partnership between the NPS and the WNPA.

    

  


  
    1: The Trading Post

    (Naalyéhé bá hooghan)

    It’s not all that hard to tell when you’ve stumbled onto a real trading post, particularly if you’re traveling through the Four Corners region of the United States. It’s just that most people have never really had the experience, so they can’t always tell the genuine article when they see it.

    One can find shops calling themselves “trading post” lining the streets of cities like Scottsdale, Sedona, Albuquerque, Santa Fe, Taos, and even Durango, Vail, and Aspen, or most any other town even remotely nearby the region or within a hundred miles of a national park entrance, and even truck stops along the interstate highways, all advertising Indian rugs, baskets, and jewelry for sale. Most of these establishments assume the name “trading post” in an attempt to lure tourists with the promise of genuine Indian arts and crafts, typically at dramatically reduced (but perpetually) half-off prices.

    A rare few of these establishments come by their names honestly, tracing roots back to genuine Indian trading posts and genuine Indian traders. Historic family names still tied to daily operations figure prominently on a list of such posts:

    • McGee’s Indian Art Gallery on the Hopi Reservation at Keams Canyon

    • The Leighton family’s Notah-Dineh Trading Company in Cortez, Colorado

    • Elijah and Claudia Blair’s Dinnebito Trading Post in Page, Arizona

    • Cameron (formerly the Richardson family’s) Trading Post east of Grand Canyon National Park

    • Foutz’s Shiprock Trading Post and Joe Tanner’s Fifth Generation Trading in Farmington, New Mexico

    • Richardson’s Trading Post, Ellis Tanner Trading, Tanner’s Shush Yaz Trading Company, Tobe Turpen’s (now Perry Null’s) Trading Post, and Turney’s Inc. General Trading, all in Gallup, New Mexico

    • The Simpson brothers’ (along with Jana Kennedy Simpson’s) Twin Rocks Trading Post in Bluff, Utah

    The legitimacy of these establishments as a naturally evolving incarnation of the old trading posts is evidenced not just by their family ties but by both the quality of their merchandise and the volume of Indian traffic and trade they still receive in the form, for example, of the pawn they take in, the cash loans they provide, the checks they cash, the works of art they purchase, and the weaving and jewelry supplies they maintain for this special clientele. But these establishments are now the exceptions. Most have had to move to (or have been enveloped by) the city and have been forced to abandon many traditional trading practices and commodities to survive changing economic times. Regrettably, some of the old and established trading families have altogether abandoned their interests in the old trading posts and even in off-reservation pawn in favor of less risky and more lucrative business and political endeavors. Others have sold out both their businesses and their family names to foreign or corporate interests, which adds confusion to the mix and compromises the integrity of the Indian arts and crafts industry.

    Still, a handful of genuine, old-time trading posts do survive, run by real Indian traders in much the same way they have been for over a century. This is particularly the case on the immense Navajo Reservation that dominates the northeastern corner of Arizona and reaches well into New Mexico as well as southern Utah, which is the setting of this story. These unique establishments typically lie deep within the more remote regions of Indian country, far off the beaten path and often at the end of some deeply rutted dirt road, about as far from any real town as you can get.1 It is in part their remote location and their isolation from the rest of the outside world that allows them to survive, albeit in a humble way. They are not there to cater to tourists or serve as retail rug or jewelry outlets.
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    1. Panoramic view of a Navajo home near Round Rock, Navajo Nation, 1978 (photograph courtesy of Jerry Jacka photography).

    Instead, they are there to serve the needs of the extremely remote Indian communities in which they reside. They provide access to basic necessities where no one else does and frequently provide the only reliable source of income or economic development for the people who live there. The piñon nuts, wool, hides, rugs, baskets, jewelry, and other pieces of fine Indian art they take in trade for food, clothing, gasoline, and other basic supplies or cash are just a part of the currency in which they often deal. These trading posts continue to operate because no one else will live or do business “way out there,” and few others are willing or able to tolerate such austere conditions or exercise the flexible and unconventional business practices that are required to make things work in this different world—both for the trader and for the community residents. Most of the people who do run them—the traders—do so because they have made a lifestyle choice, and they generally feel a deep sense of commitment to their adopted community and a desire to live and try to make a living well off the beaten path.

    The cultivation of this special currency—particularly the collectable rugs, jewelry, and other items we’ve come to consider highly desirable Indian arts and crafts—in large part owes to partnerships developed between local residents and the traditional trading posts scattered across the remote regions of Indian country. It was the trader’s challenge to identify marketable goods that his Navajo neighbors could collect or produce for him in exchange for basic supplies and other commodities carried at the trading post.

    Burnt Water, Wide Ruins, Klagetoh, Ganado, Chinle, Crystal, Two Grey Hills, Teec Nos Pos, and more recently Newlands have become famous as names associated with special designs of highly desirable Navajo rugs. In reality, these are the names of communities, or chapters, on the Navajo Reservation, within which trading posts are situated.2 Old-time traders like John Lorenzo Hubbell, as well as more contemporary but no less legitimate traders like Bruce Burnham, working in concert with their communities, encouraged local weavers to specialize their designs and improve their craft in order to better market their unique art to the outside world. Among the most recognized of these designs is the Ganado Red, characterized by black borders and contrasting use of brilliant red, black, and grey geometric patterns. Hubbell first promoted this style in the late 1800s and early 1900s at the famous Ganado trading post that bears his name. More recently, in the latter portion of the twentieth century, the term Newlands was adopted to reflect the special design encouraged by Burnham Trading Post for use by weavers relocated from the Coal Mine Mesa area to the Newlands portion of the reservation near Sanders, AZ. Over time the strict geographic distinction between styles of rugs has become blurred, as talented weavers from across the reservation have borrowed aspects of other regional designs or woven entire tapestries in a style associated with another distant chapter because it was in greater demand and would command a better price.

    So how do you know when you’ve found a genuine trading post, the real deal?

    First, you probably drove more than a fair distance over an unmaintained stretch of highway or on dirt roads just to get there. When you pulled up you likely got tossed around in your seat, since the parking lot is potholed and strains the shock absorbers of your vehicle. There are probably as many stray dogs hanging around and begging for food or sleeping in the shade of the building or a nearby cottonwood tree as there are pickup trucks and other “rez rockets” parked out front. There may also be a few stray cows and horses grazing on the shrubs alongside the building or feeding on the weeds growing through the cracks of whatever pavement is still present at the gas pumps. The raggedy stray dogs provide a welcome relief from the dead ones you saw lying on the highway coming in. The slow moving cows and horses that block your way into the parking lot are still a preferable sight to the bloated dead one you may have passed along the side of the highway, where it was pulled off the road by the Navajo Police Department after being hit the night before.
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    2. Navajo woman weaving a rug inside her home, Navajo Nation, 1977 (photograph courtesy of Jerry Jacka photography).

    The only real sign announcing that you’ve arrived at the trading post is probably a faded wooden one, hand carved or painted, that’s easy to miss if you’re not looking closely. You may have actually driven past the establishment the first time, unsure as to whether this was really the right place, especially since it bears so little resemblance to all the other “trading posts” you’ve seen in town.

    Walking in, you may be surprised by the absence of rugs, jewelry, baskets, kachina dolls, or tourist stuff. Instead, most of what you see reminds you of something between a modern convenience store and an old-time rural grocery store your great-grandparents told you about. The shelves are stocked with basic (very basic) grocery items and hardware. Heavy-duty pots, pans, and other kitchen utensils may hang from the ceiling, while bags of flour may be stacked in a corner. There may be a refrigerated meat counter and someone working as a butcher, slicing up a locally slaughtered cow or sheep. There are probably several display cases stocked with yarn and weaving supplies and perhaps shelves full of brightly colored velveteen cloth. Mixed in with all these old-time supplies you’ll probably also see racks of DVDs to rent, as well as prepaid telephone calling cards for sale. It’s likely only when you go to the far back of the store or ask to see the back room (which may be a walk-in vault) that you will discover that rugs, jewelry, baskets, or kachinas are available there for sale.

    If you see anyone at all when you first walk in it’s probably a couple of local Indians talking or just laughing at a joke told in their native Navajo, because English is still a second language for most of the people who live there. Some of the older people may not speak English at all. The older women will be splendidly attired in some form of traditional garment—a brightly colored blouse and velvet skirt—and adorned with a mix of heavy turquoise and silver jewelry hanging from their neck, on their wrists, or around their waist. All this is set off on the other end by tennis shoes and bobby socks. The older men are probably dressed western style in worn jeans, button-tab shirts, and cowboy boots, perhaps with a cap that proudly commemorates their military service or with their hair rolled and tied back into a traditional bun. In contrast, the younger people, if present, are probably dressed just like younger people anywhere else in America in the latest fashions from town, complete with makeup and styled hair.

    The store counter is probably staffed by a couple of relatively modern (as opposed to traditional) Navajo women, chatting with customers or talking between themselves about the local gossip. It’s possible that one of them is the wife or daughter of the trader who runs the place. If he’s there, he’s probably the middle-aged or older white man, plainly but neatly dressed in jeans and a flannel or western shirt. If he’s not out front or in the office, he’s probably outside at someone’s truck or out back at his own house or trailer, talking in broken Navajo (“trader Navajo”) with a local weaver or silversmith about the rug, basket, or jewelry he or she brought in to trade. Otherwise, the trader’s probably on a road trip to town to get supplies or sell or consign the rugs and jewelry he took in over the past month or so.

    The characteristic location, facade, and all the other visible trappings aside, what really makes an Indian trading post genuine is the trader himself and the comfortable social atmosphere he creates in his store for the community. Without him (and it is almost always him) it’s just another out-of-the-way convenience store or gift shop. It is the trader who, by living and working as a part of a remote community not otherwise fully integrated into the modern economic world and filling whatever community need or void might otherwise exist—from providing postal or emergency medical services to serving as courier, translator, or mediator—makes a store a real trading post and in many respects bridges the gap between two distinct worlds. During World War II, trading posts even served as military enlistment stations, to which the Navajos turned out in droves. All of this is accomplished not only by living and breathing his job 24–7 and interacting with the community day-in and day-out but also by accepting business practices that would cause panic in any other modern establishment. As fourth-generation trader Bruce Burnham says, “Running a trading post is not Business 101.”3

    The old-time trading post is not strictly a profit-driven enterprise, and traders will sometimes sacrifice the bottom line in order to serve the more pressing needs of the community. This translates into a number of unique practices not seen elsewhere in American society for over a century including the issuance of completely unsecured credit, outright loans of cash, and cash advances or credit issued on the mere promise of a new rug or a piece of jewelry to be delivered the following year—secured only by a handshake or a note scribbled on a piece of paper with the customer’s mark or thumbprint and then filed away in the trader’s shirt pocket.4 It may also mean purchasing a rug, bracelet, hide, or basket for which the trader has absolutely no use and will never sell (and will likely be tossed into a pile in a back room or shed at home, perhaps because it is of inferior quality or is damaged or perhaps because he already has too much inventory), solely because the client needs the money now. Or the trader may create chores for someone to do—perhaps asking them to stack firewood or move a stack of feed or flour from one location to another (which the trader will then move back to its original location the next day)—in order to give them a way to work off a loan or pay for some food or gas. Equally common is the practice of simply handing out a little cash from the till or his own pocket, giving away a six-pack of soda to a child, or giving food or a Pendleton blanket to a needy client, with no prospect of repayment, at all.

    Among the more novel practices seen in trading posts is the trader helping his Navajo clients endorse their checks or affix their mark or thumbprint to other documents. This is a more common practice than many people realize and occurs to this day in many of the remaining trading posts on the reservation. Many of the trader’s older Navajo clients may not read, write, or even speak English and so will apply their thumbprint to the back of a check or make their mark in lieu of a signature and then have the trader witness the mark or thumbprint with his signature. And in the not-too-distant past it wasn’t just traders acting on behalf of Navajo customers who engaged in this and even more unconventional practices.

    Wilford J. W. Ashcroft was a deputy U.S. marshal who worked on the Navajo Reservation near Ramah, New Mexico, and simultaneously worked for the Indian Service during the period of the 1930s when land allotments were being assigned to some Navajos, giving them title to checkerboard parcels near the route of the Santa Fe Railroad. Much of this land was historically occupied by the Navajos but had been excluded from the boundaries of the reservation established by the government after the signing of the 1868 Navajo treaty. For many Navajo families this was a mere technicality; they did not let it stop them from taking up residence on the ancestral homelands they understood had been promised under the treaty. In an attempt to address this problem, the federal government applied new legal authority to assign allotments of sections of this (now public) land to individual Navajos.5 The concept of an individual owning the land on which he or she relied to live and survive was foreign to most Navajos. Still, most of the Navajos identified as prospective recipients were eager enough to be relieved of the ongoing harassment and trespass by settlers and ranchers who increasingly attempted to encroach on and graze their own livestock on the same tracts of land. However, completion of the process was jeopardized when many Navajos, already distrustful of white men and particularly government officials, refused to sign or make their mark on any of the required documents. That posture was not at all surprising given their past experiences dealing with both federal bureaucrats and with the state governments of Arizona and New Mexico.

    While Ashcroft understood their apprehension, he also recognized the long-term repercussions their refusal to sign the documents would have. Many Navajos would miss out on a one-time opportunity to own their own land under legal authority recognized by the government, and the looming alternative was that these “surplus” lands would be sold to settlers. In search of a solution, and understanding that many of the government’s rules just did not work or fit life on the reservation, Ashcroft had various members of his own family, including all of his sons and daughters, affix their thumbprints to the necessary documents and then had others sign as witnesses. The Navajos who received their allotments never knew that Ashcroft and his family had forged their thumbprints for them, but they were ultimately granted ownership of their land, all the same.6 Unconventional measures like this certainly cross the line by modern standards, but they were common enough on the reservation even in the mid-twentieth century.

    Perhaps more than anything else, the genuine, successful trading post is a place where the local Navajo residents, and particularly the elders, feel comfortable just hanging around, visiting with friends, telling stories, leaving messages, cashing their checks, selling or trading their rugs and jewelry, picking up mail, or buying groceries and other supplies in a store run by this unique bilagáana (white man or non-Indian) who has taken the time to earn the trust and respect of his chosen neighbors by living among them, doing business with them, learning their language and their customs, and becoming a part of their community.

    These very traits—the things that truly define and distinguish a real old-time trading post—are, however, among the most difficult things to see. You can’t just walk into a trading post for the first time and expect to see how business is being conducted or understand what’s really going on. You have to be patient, take your time, and stay for a while. Wait, watch, and listen.

    In spite (or perhaps because) of this very real component of trading post life, over the years traders as a group have been maligned and subjected to more than their share of negative stereotyping; particularly in the mass media in the form of images burned into the American psyche through western movies and television shows. Much like their Indian neighbors, traders as a group have been rudely portrayed in movies and TV shows as the bad guy, the cheat, and the antagonist in service to the oversimplified and heavily stereotyped story line, all of which furthers our false image of the Old West and, in particular, of American Indians and their communities.

    It is undeniable that over time there have been traders who were bad men and took unfair advantage of the Indian population, especially throughout the eighteenth century up until the middle of the nineteenth century. Such exploitation was generally more common before the first trading posts were established as bases from which to operate. In those times, for a number of years, commerce and trading with the Navajos was in fact prohibited by the government as a form of an embargo intended to pressure them into submission. But the regulation of trading activities prior to the signing of the treaty of 1868 was extremely difficult, especially in the case of traders who roamed the countryside, operating out of wagons. It is widely acknowledged that among these traders were individuals who dealt in whiskey and guns, no doubt contributing to the negative stereotype invoked to this day. However, that practice had largely subsided by the time the first trading posts were approved for operation on the Navajo Reservation, and most of those itinerate and opportunistic traders would not have lasted long in the more stable, community-based establishments.

    Many of the very early traders who did effectively survive the transition from trading out of the back of their wagons to the establishment of fixed trading posts within the Navajo communities were affiliated with various missionary efforts. Their presence was encouraged under the administration of President Ulysses S. Grant, which believed that turning the Navajos into Christians would help to pacify them and so showed them preference when it came to issuing licenses to operate trading posts. Under this program, Indian reservations across the United States were assigned “various religious denominations on a regional basis,” reflecting the personal church affiliations of Grant and his own cabinet members. The Presbyterian Church was initially “given” the Navajo Reservation. Notably, during this same period Mormon settlers, sent by their church to establish missions and open avenues of commerce with the Native American people of the region, were among the religious groups who faced overt government discrimination and were generally denied such licenses (and were certainly not represented in Grant’s cabinet).7

    Mormon teachings hold that many Native Americans are descended from a group of Israelites, referred to as Lamanites, who journeyed to North America around 600 B.C. In sending its members to settle and establish trade in and around the reservation, the Church of Latter Day Saints hoped to restore faith among the Navajos. The Grant administration viewed Mormons with suspicion not only because of their religious beliefs and practices but also because they were deemed to be not sufficiently loyal to the administration. The government believed the Mormons might be overly sympathetic to the plight of the Navajos as a subjugated people for whom they had a special empathy and with whom they felt a kinship. Consequently, many of the trading posts initially established by Mormon families (as well as by others unable to obtain licenses) were located on islands of private land within or just beyond the regulated boundaries of the reservation. Among these were the Bisti, Tuba City, Cameron, and Marble Canyon trading posts. It was not until Rutherford Hayes became president in 1877 that Mormon traders were able to obtain licenses to operate on the reservation itself. After that, they established themselves as a significant presence in the Navajo trading community, particularly throughout the northeastern corner of the reservation around Four Corners. Establishments handed down through the families of these early settlers, including the Burnham, Foutz, Hatch, and Tanner families, account for a sizeable portion of the genuine trading posts still operating in and around the Navajo Reservation today.

    In more recent times the image of Indian traders was tarnished through a series of high-profile and arguably one-sided chapter house hearings convened in 1972 by the Federal Trade Commission (FTC). Those hearings attempted to address concerns over pawning and the issuance of credit on the reservation, focusing on claims of inflated prices and high interest rates applied against saturation credit.

    Cited as evidence of the paternalistic practices imposed on Navajo clients was the use of metal tokens referred to as seco or bééshkági and due bills as the form of negotiable credit, redeemable only at the trading post from which they were issued. The tokens (also called tin money) were issued in place of U.S. currency and carried their own stamped denomination, along with the name of the trading post from which they came. Due bills were similar to the credit slips issued by stores that receive returned merchandise but apply credit toward the purchase of other items from the same store or chain instead of giving a cash refund. Both of these practices, according to complaints, were designed to tether Navajo customers to a particular trading post and to secure and limit the otherwise unsecured debt that an individual could accrue. From the traders’ perspective, with no mechanism to pursue a lien or attachment, this was often the only way to protect themselves against defaulted loans.

    The bad publicity from the hearings resulted in imposition of regulations that eliminated most of the profit potential for traders who made loans. The regulations simultaneously buried prospective brokers in paperwork. But the new regulations ultimately did little to improve the situation for the Navajos. Pawning certainly did not cease but merely moved off the reservation and into the border towns where the Indian population was increasingly forced to travel to shop and conduct its business. Most of the old trading posts stripped of the tools they had relied on to function and make a profit in the unique world of the reservation, simply closed their doors.

    Bill Donovan is a senior reporter for the Navajo Times as well as the Gallup Independent. He wrote extensively about the FTC hearings in a long-running series of articles syndicated across the country during the 1970s. Decades later, he commented about how the FTC hearings and attendant negative publicity damaged the reputation of the old Indian traders. Speaking before a group attending a series of lectures and discussions on the impact of trading posts in the Southwest in 2007, Donovan acknowledged that most of the media coverage of the FTC hearings, including most of his own articles, had been unfairly slanted against the traders.8 Even the CBS Evening News jumped on the bandwagon with a story highlighting abuses identified at some trading posts.9

    In a remarkably bold and candid presentation, Donovan acknowledged that almost no effort was made during that period to seek out the traders’ perspective. Little effort was made to evaluate the credibility of claims made against the trading posts. The news coverage was largely one sided. Donovan admitted that this editorial slant was strongly supported by both local business owners and even his own newspaper editors. Bad publicity for the Indian traders and the imposition of restrictive regulations on the old trading posts drove more money and more business to Gallup business owners.

    Donovan also acknowledged that the imposition of pawn and credit regulations on reservation trading posts ultimately hurt the Navajo citizens far more than the traders themselves. Many traders simply closed up shop and moved away. That left a vacuum in many remote regions of the reservation where essential services had once been provided. This made life much harder for the Navajo residents of those communities, who were then forced to travel sometimes hundreds of miles to distant border towns like Farmington, Gallup, and Flagstaff to pawn their treasured jewelry and other possessions so that they could purchase food and supplies. And there, brokers were not restricted by the new FTC rules. Most were far less accommodating in their extension of credit and less concerned with the safekeeping of pawn than the local Indian traders had been. Generations-old collections of family pawn were subsequently lost, hastily sold off as soon as they went dead.10 This, according to Donovan, led to an outcry from many Navajo citizens who called for the old system to be brought back to the reservation. But that system was gone forever, and with it, one of the principal mechanisms that had allowed trading posts to survive.11

    Pawn has long figured prominently in and around the Navajo Reservation. For many traditional Navajos it serves as the primary means by which to secure loans for cash or store credit needed to acquire basic supplies and services. To this day many older Navajos lack the required identification, not to mention credit history, necessary to apply for and obtain a loan from a modern financial institution. And not many banks would even entertain an application for a loan of only a few hundred dollars, an amount typical of the subsistence loans made against items taken in pawn.

    Another hidden attraction of pawn is that it enables the owner to deposit treasured pieces of jewelry, guns, and other items with the trader in his vault. This provides many older Navajos with a site where they can safely store and secure their valuable possessions, yet readily withdraw them when needed (during hunting season or for an important ceremony), in exchange for interest payments made on a relatively small loan taken against the items. However, this unique approach to pawn works only when the trader has a personal relationship with the Navajo client and his use of the system and is willing to adjust business practices by relaxing or extending due dates for payments and working with the client to assure possessions entrusted to the trading post are not hastily sold off should the loans expire and the items go dead.

    In these unique circumstances, the very same rug, rifle, saddle, or piece of jewelry may repeatedly go in and out of pawn over many, many years, back and forth between the same client and trader, in an ongoing financial relationship built on trust. A trader might even allow a trusted Navajo client to borrow an item back out of pawn without payment, for use in an important ceremony. And so to this day, pawn remains a viable and commonly used mechanism of finance for many older Navajos, who would much prefer to take off a bracelet and pawn it with a trusted trader than attempt to navigate the maze of paperwork for a loan with a modern bank or risk the loss or theft of treasured jewelry or other items left precariously stored at home. Still, for the general public, the historic association of Indian traders with pawning on the reservation undoubtedly contributes to already prevalent misconceptions and negative stereotypes.

    Amid all of this history, it is certain that fundamental cultural conflicts and misunderstandings have contributed significantly to the negative characterizations of Indian traders that abound inside and outside of Indian communities.

    Most societies experience conflicts between the haves and the have-nots, particularly societies in which the economic gap is characterized by extremes. Life on the Navajo Nation can be very hard. Unemployment as well as poverty run extremely high—some estimates putting the figure between 50–70% or higher, depending on the particular segment of the community one is considering.12 Statistics relating to other socioeconomic issues and indicators are equally disturbing. Many people still live without electricity, running water, or indoor plumbing. This is particularly the case in those remote areas of the reservation where trading posts are most common. The people living under these conditions could easily be counted among the “have-nots” of American society.

    In contrast, the trader undoubtedly lives in comparative wealth in the middle of these communities in what at least passes for a real house or trailer with plumbing and electricity. He has a reliable car or pickup truck, a stable income, and the ability to live in relative comfort and economic security the year round operating his unique business that is wholly dependent on trade with his Navajo clients and neighbors. Along with just being Anglo, this comparative wealth causes the trader to stand out conspicuously within the community, which is an undesirable trait in traditional Navajo society. This alone makes the trader an easy target for criticism.

    From both a historical and a practical standpoint, it is probably no coincidence that most, if not all, of the successful and enduring, old-time Indian traders have been non-Indian, or bilagáana. The very first traders were patent outsiders, pioneers and settlers who came to the reservation to establish commerce with the Navajos. They became the critical link between two worlds, bridging cultures by exposing local residents to the things and ways of the outside world while simultaneously learning about and, in many respects, assimilating into the Navajo world, though never completely. In creating ties and building relationships with the Navajos inevitably came the potential for conflicts that could arise from a clash of cultural values or quite simply from the individual trader’s personality and attitude, which might compromise relations. Still, while exposing him to greater suspicion and criticism, being bilagáana, and not born into his adopted Navajo community has also provided most Indian traders with a distinct advantage in running a successful business and working as a trader on the reservation. Being bilagáana provides a measure of insulation, making traders far less susceptible to family-like social pressure than a local Navajo, especially one related to his clients by clan.13

    How traditional Navajos regard trade and property contributes to further conflict and misunderstanding. Survival in Navajo society has historically been based on a significant degree of interdependence and the mutual sharing of needed resources. Life on the Navajo Reservation reflects several very real communal or socialistic elements, the most conspicuous of which is that most of the land belongs to the collective Navajo Nation and not to individuals. While families certainly have their own homes, be it a hogan, a trailer, or even a modern, permanent structure, with few exceptions (e.g., allotments) the property on which the family may for generations have resided and possibly raised their livestock or grown their crops is held under a long-term permit or lease issued by the tribal government. Even use of that land is regulated by highly coveted and aggressively protected nontransferable grazing permits assigned to the head of the family. This unique aspect of Navajo society is but one more factor that has over time prevented many Navajos from establishing their own businesses (including trading posts); they are limited in their ability to acquire and then mortgage their homes or other real property or even use grazing rights as collateral to raise the levels of capital necessary to start a successful business.

    [image: ]


    3. A Navajo home (traditional hogan), northwest of Kayenta, Navajo Nation, 1979 (photograph courtesy of Jerry Jacka photography).

    These difficulties were compounded in the 1930s when the federal government, under authority of the Taylor Grazing Act, initiated its infamous livestock reduction program.14 The population of domestic sheep raised by the Navajos, including the Spanish-introduced Churro breed prized by weavers, had swollen to over a million, which far exceeded the carrying capacity of Navajo sage and grasslands and led to widespread soil erosion. The federal government responded with a compulsory program of livestock reduction, the result of which was that as much as 80% of the overall herd was sold off or exterminated. That had the simultaneous effect of aggravating poverty by reducing one of the few forms of personal property and wealth recognized within Navajo society. The concept of personal property is not entirely foreign to traditional Navajo culture, and individuals have historically owned sheep and other livestock, as well as blankets and jewelry, all of which contributed prominently to status and wealth within the community. What is now known as the Navajo Livestock Reduction Program, sometimes referred to as the Second Long Walk, had a devastating effect on the few Navajo entrepreneurs who had entered into the trading business, stripping them of the one source of collateral that had been available to establish and maintain their businesses.

    As in most societies, trading for the Navajos is based on the concept of fair exchange, on the idea of getting value for value and not on the idea of one side or the other making a profit. This, of course, stands in direct conflict with the very premise on which any business relies, including a trading post. So when a trader buys or takes an item in trade—say an animal hide—for which he pays a certain amount and then displays it for sale at a greater price, there may be among traditional, and even some modern, Navajos, a tendency to conclude that they have been cheated and should have been paid more when they first sold it to the trading post. The same conclusion may be reached when a trader sells an item (retail) such as a bag of feed for more than he paid (wholesale) from his supplier in town.

    A well-known and variously told story coming out of Toadlena Trading Post helps illustrate this very point. The trader, George Bloomfield, was talking with his long-time clerk, a Navajo named Sam Teller. Out of the blue, Teller asked Bloomfield why all Indian traders were crooks. Surprised by the question, Bloomfield asked Teller why he thought all traders were crooked. The clerk replied, “When you guys buy something you always sell it for more money than it costs you.” Bloomfield tried to explain that the difference in price, the profit, was how he paid the bills, paid the clerk’s wages, and even paid himself. In astonishment, the clerk gestured at all the goods around the store and asked, “But why do you need to be paid? You already have everything.” Change the names and locations and that same story could be told about virtually every trader and trading post across the reservation.

    Misunderstandings like this are easily compounded when translations from Navajo to English are attempted without benefit of a contextual or cultural understanding. A Navajo weaver might label a trader a crook or a cheat (bina΄adló΄), or complain that “he cheated me” (shi΄deez lo΄), only because the trader paid the weaver less for a rug than she thought it was worth or sold a rug for more than he paid the weaver. This situation was often exacerbated back in the days when most trading posts were still dealing in sheep or wool, since transportation costs would often prevent the trader from paying as much as a competing establishment in town. It is certain that more than one old-time trader was labeled a cheat (bina΄adló΄) because he paid five or ten cents a pound less for sheep than a competitor in Gallup. This same predicament contributed to the perception among occasional tourists who, on seeing groceries and other items in the trading post sold for sometimes double their cost in town, concluded the trader was gouging the Indians, giving little or no consideration to the enormous costs associated with stocking the shelves of the post at a site so far off the beaten path and away from established supply routes.

    Traditional Navajo society has more fully embraced the concept of “take what you need and leave the rest” than has Western society, which is more inclined to hoarding and stockpiling. The idea of taking only what you need is accompanied by a sense of entitlement to those things you genuinely require, as well as an approach to life that is more focused on immediate needs rather than future ones. “Don’t plan ahead, and don’t fret over yesterday.” If you already have everything you really need, you don’t need stockpiles of goods or even money. By this reasoning, someone who has more than he or she needs and does not share it with others is greedy, or bił hatsoh. And so the trader, whose business it is to stockpile goods, has often been seen as someone who keeps for himself things that exceed his immediate needs and is bił hatsoh, because he does not share the things he has as freely as might be expected by his neighbors.

    In their 1946 work The Navaho, Clyde Kluckhohn and Dorothea Leighton outline the complexities of traditional Navajo perspectives on wealth and property:

    Possessions are valued both as providing security and as affording opportunities for mild ostentation. But to take attainment of riches as the chief aim of life is universally condemned. This is a typical pronouncement by a Navaho leader:

    “The Navaho way is just to want enough to have enough to eat for our family and nice things to wear sometimes. We don’t like it when nowadays some of these young men marry rich girls for their money and waste it all right away. The old people say this is wrong. You can’t get rich if you look after your relatives right. You can’t get rich without cheating some people. Cheating people is the wrong way. That way gets you into trouble. Men should be honest to get along.”15

    There is within Navajo society the understanding that when called on, everyone is expected to share much of whatever property or resources they possess to help family, clan members, and other neighbors. Strong social sanctions exist to encourage sharing and cooperation, and the Navajo language contains terms that distinguish between the different kinds of “my” or “mine.” The alliterative term shí shi΄ (high-tone “í” in the first “shí,” low-tone “i” in the second) is used to refer to “private” personal property, things that are “mine alone” or “my very own,” such as shí shichidí (“my very own car”) or shí shiłį́į́ (“my very own horse”), which one can decline to share without being perceived as selfish or greedy (bił hatsoh). Words for other types of property or things may be prefaced or conjoined with the single term shi, referring to things that are “mine” but not exclusively so; such as shich΄iiyáán for “my food” or even shi dine΄é, meaning “my people.” These are among the things or services that one is expected to share with others when one is called on to do so, though a speaker can exercise a measure of discretion in the level of ownership asserted through their words.

    That said, and particularly given the levels of poverty and scarcity of jobs and economic opportunities, there is nothing about reservation life that precludes the existence of the same types of jealousies, rivalries, and competition found anywhere else.

    Cultural anthropologists refer to the “image of limited good,” the theory that societies or communities plagued by poverty often see good, be it in the form of resources, wealth, or even luck and good fortune, as a finite commodity.16 Those who possess more or better things than others necessarily do so at the expense of others. One person’s luck or success is another’s misfortune. Elements of this can be seen on the Navajo Reservation, where poverty and the scarcity of jobs of any kind, much less good-paying ones, are an everyday reality. Romantic notions of utopian tranquility or harmonious coexistence are quickly dispelled, particularly in the workplace, where invidious maneuvering, and jockeying for position can be carried out with a level of skill and persistence rivaling that which you’d find in the most formidable corporate environment a la The Apprentice. The only difference here is that this competition is situated within the broader context of rules, appearances, and expectations prescribed by Navajo society, and motivation is more likely a struggle for basic survival rather than greed.

    A number of other cultural factors distinguish life and business on the Navajo Reservation and figure into how Indian traders were perceived and whether they were successful in adapting to the community and in running their establishments.

    Most Navajos freely acknowledge and even joke about what is referred to as “Navajo time.” The term does not refer to the Navajo Nation practice of setting clocks out of step with the rest of the state of Arizona for half of the year. Rather, it refers to what could conservatively be characterized as a less-than-obsessive concern with constraints imposed by the clock or the calendar. Things tend to move at a slower and less compulsive pace. This is not unlike the slower pace urbanites observe when they visit a rural community, but Navajo time is even more profound. Few things happen quickly, reflecting what is not only a slower pace of life but also a more patient and even ritualized approach to daily tasks. Routine tasks and interactions usually just take longer to accomplish, especially business and conversation.

    Formalities and courtesy play a major role here. In many situations, especially formal or business settings, one simply does not rush into a conversation without considerable overture. Unlike conversations in the outside world, which frequently involve rapid-fire banter and exchange, punctuated with interruptions and interjections from one side or the other, formal conversations on the reservation typically exhibit long monologues from one side, to which the other party is expected to patiently listen until it’s finished before offering a response. When one speaks, he or she gives birth to a thought that
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