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PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=Alexander Posey"
"O, golden breasted bird of dawn,
Through all the bleak days singing on,
Till winter woo'd a captive by thy strain
Breaks into smiles, and spring is come again."1

Oklahomans, as they peruse the rare poems of the greatest native poet, are privileged to have their lives sweetened by this sentiment. As a political and educational leader, Alexander Posey was excelled by none of his contemporaries. Living during a period when tribal affairs were being concluded, he served his people as only one of incomparable understanding could serve them. 

Lewis H. Posey, father of Alexander, was Scotch-Irish. He was born in the Indian Territory in that section known as the Creek Country in 1841. He was said to be a man with a jovial disposition. This trait was outstanding in his son, Alexander. Lewis Posey had a knowledge of the English language and of mathematics. He served as United States Marshall at Ft. Smith, Arkansas, before his marriage. 

The mother of Alex Posey was Pohas Harjo whose English name was Nancy Phillips. She was a full blood Creek of the Wind clan. She married Lewis Posey at the age of fifteen, and Alexander was born during her seventeenth year. 

The Harjo family is one of the most noted Indian families. It is the oldest family of the Muskogees or Creeks. 

Mrs. Posey was a devoted mother and a devout and sincere Christian, belonging to the Baptist Church. She was urged by her husband to use her inherited wealth in the education of her children. 


1"To An Indian Meadow Lark", Memoirs of Alexander Posey, 1910. 
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Alexanader L. Posey was born in the Creek nation about eight miles from where the town of Eufaula, Oklahoma, now stands, August 3, 1873. 

Alex was to show marked genius in human understanding and an unusual comprehension of the beauty of the soul and the spirit. He was a child of happy disposition, carefree and playful. He grew into manhood with Tom, a full blood, whom his father had adopted. Alex tells in one of his stories about the Creek prophet and medicine man, Chologee. He and Tom had on one occasion placed a dead snake in the path where the old man would have to pass. They waited in hiding to see if he would be frightened.2 This story and other similar ones were evidences of the wit and humor which made him popular with his companions. 

Mrs. Posey was a true mother in thoughtfulness and care of the boy. He tells in later years of the "sweeps" she made for him. He speaks of the "days of lost sunshine" when he played in them. 

Early in life, Lewis Posey arranged for the beginning of Alexander's education. A private tutor was his first experience. He studied the English language, but always seemed to prefer to speak in his native Creek tongue. Alexander tells this story in one of his writings.3 

"I never spoke any English until compelled to speak it by my father. One evening when I blurted out in the best Creek I could command, and began telling him about a horse hunt, he cut me off shortly: 'Young man, if you don't tell me that story in English after supper, I am going to wear you out.' I was hungry, but this put an abrupt end to my desire for the good things I had heaped on my plate. 

"I got up from the table and made myself useful—brought water from the well, turned the cows into the pasture—thinking maybe this would cause him to forget what he had said. My goodness, however, was without 


2Private collection of letters and clippings in the Oklahoma Historical Society. 



3Posey, Mrs. A. L., Memoirs of Alexander Posey, 1910. 
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avail, for as soon as he came from the table he asked me in a gentle but firm voice to relate my horse-hunt. Well, he was so pleased with my English that he never afterwards allowed me to speak Creek." 

Alex attended grade school in Eufaula. He proved to be a student with an immediate desire for learning. During the long winter evenings, he listened to the tales, legends and folk lore of the Indian race, as related by his mother. His desire to write did not develop until after he had entered Bacone University. 

He was able to enter the second academic grade at the age of seventeen. Although he was timid and reserved, the kind and thoughtful guidance of A. C. Bacone, President of the College, soon caused him to feel free to indulge in the campus activities with enthusiasm and success. 

Posey acted as librarian on Sundays during his stay at the University. He set type after school hours on week days for the Bacone Indian University Instructor. Posey made his first contribution to the literary world in the October, 1892, issue. It was the poem, "The Comet's Tale." His next article published was "The Indian: What of Him?" This was followed by "The Sea God", "Death of a Window Plant", "The River Strange", and "Fixico Yahola's Revenge." 

He attracted great attention by the delivery of the commencement address at the time of his graduation from college at the age of twenty-two. His subject was "Does it Pay to Educate the Indian?' The genuineness of his interest in the subject, and the fervor of his delivery, made this speech the oustanding address of the evening. 

Posey was a young man of striking appearance, dressed usually in tailored attire, with immaculate gloves and a stick. In describing his appearance, F. S. Barde, of Guthrie, writes: 

"His complexion was swarthy, his hair glossy black, and his eyes, brilliant, dark, and expressive. His features bore marked resemblance to those of Shelley. His imagination, tinged with the melancholy of his race, and his love of nature, tender and romantic, were inheritances from 

Page 1014 

tribal generations that knew all the ways of the wind, the sky, and the earth."4 

The Creek nation affairs were in need of an able and honest leader at this time. Posey was elected in 1895 to a seat in the House of Warriors, of the Creek Legislature. He attended all the meetings of the Councils or Conclaves in the Indian Territory where he acted with shrewdness and competency for his tribe. 

In 1896, Posey was Superintendent of the Creek Nation Orphan Asylum at Okmulgee. A short time before, he had been introduced to Miss Minnie Harris of Fayetteville, Arkansas, a woman of culture and charm. The following entry was written in his journal under the date of January 4, 1897: 

"I have nowhere mentioned my 'better half'. The story of our courtship and marriage would make a readable romance. I was introduced to her one morning nearly two years ago by J. N. Thornton, 'ye' editor of the Indian Journal, at breakfast in the hotel at Eufaula. The beauty of the young school teacher thoroughly charmed me; and though I saw her frequently, I could not sufficiently overcome my Indian nature to talk with her. She went away. I thought of her constantly; would sometimes grow anxious to declare my love by letter. Two months passed and she returned to take up her work. One day I made it convenient to pass by the school-house. I got a glimpse of her as I hurried by on my 'ballie', and another as I returned. My love grew deeper. Three months later I was elected to the position I now hold. One night I was at Eufaula, and by chance, met her. I offered her a place in my school. She accepted it and when summer was come again, 'two hearts beat as one'."5 

Posey was superintendent of the Orphans Home at Okmulgee until 1897, when he resigned. The Superintendency of Public Instruction of the Creek Nation was the next public position he occupied. He did not serve long, however, as he saw the need of going back to his home near Stidham, Oklahoma. 


4Private Collection of Letters and Clippings in the Oklahoma Historical Building, Loaned me on June 23, 1933. 



5Posey, Mrs. Minnie. Memoirs of Alexander Posey. Library of John F. Davis, Okemah, Oklahoma. 
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It was during the time he spent on his farm that he wrote the most beautiful of his poems. The prevailing atmosphere of his home was one of contentment and tranquility. He was able to spend most of his forenoons in writing. His aftrenoons were spent in rambling through the woods of his farm in company with his wife. The companionship of his family was a constructive factor in the success of his writings at this time. His great love for his mother was an added inspiration. He never failed to spend Christmas with her. 

Posey was a scholar of marked ability. This was shown in the selection of books for his library. He was very fond of reading, and while on canoe trips down the Canadian River he read books on Creek anthology. 

He was not to remain undisturbed long. A man possessing such executive ability could not go unnoticed. The National High School at Eufaula needed a superintendent, and the people of his tribe persuaded him to serve. Then, after serving satisfactorily in this capacity, he was persuaded to become superintendent of the Wetumpka National School. Following this, he returned to Eufaula to take editorial charge of the Indian Journal. 

It was at this time that the Dawes Act was closing up affairs of the Five Civilized Tribes, and sentiment among the members of the tribe was divided on important matters. Posey sought to express his opinion and the opinion of the leaders of his tribe in a series of letters dealing with the course of events by which the Indian was being displaced in his native land. They were designed as conversations between Wolf Warrior, Kono Harjo, and Tookpofko Micco, old Creek men, and men prominent in Indian Territory affairs. These prominent white men were spoken of with the following names: Tams Bixby was "Toms Big Pie;" Pliny Soper was "Plinty-so-far"; Secretary Hitchcock was "Secretary Its-cocked"; Governor Haskell was "Governor C. N. Has-it"; Senator Owen was "Colonel Robert L. Owes-em." These letters attracted world-wide attention. The London Times asked for permission to print them. They were known as "The Fus Fixico Letters." 

Posey edited the Indian Journal for more than two years. He was next employed on the Muskogee Times at Muskogee. He 
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had worked with the Times only a short time when he was offered a job in the United States Indian Agency at Muskogee. With Drennan C. Scraggs, he took charge of the Creek Enrollment Party of the Five Civilized Tribes, at the request of the Dawes Commission. It was the duty of this party to appraise the land held by the Indian Tribes, preparatory to the making of allotments. The Indians had great faith in Posey and he was enabed to do a good piece of work in this field. 

The wiser men among the tribe thought it best to call a constitutional convention and apply for statehood. Accordingly, they met at Muskogee, August 21, 1905. Posey was made secretary of this body. He formulated in large the constitution and proposed the name "Sequoyah" for the new state. Much credit for the success of Indian Territory is due Posey. 

At the close of this period in the fascinating life of the Indian bard, he decided to return to the Indian Journal at Eufaula. Upon notice of his intentions, the McAlester News wrote under the caption "Fus Fixico Back": 

"Alexander Posey again takes charge of the Eufaula Indian Journal. There will be joy at least throughout Oklahoma newspaperdom over the following announcement in the Muskogee Phoenix: 'Alex Posey, the Bard of Tuledge, the writer of the famous Fus Fixico Letters, has gone back to his rightful calling after four years of battling the vulgar commercial world . . . . . . . This is the oldest newspaper in Oklahoma, having been established in 1877. During the years of 1902 and 1903, Mr. Posey was editor of the Journal and won fame as an Indian dialect writer. He then came to Muskogee and was employed on the old Muskogee Times, after which he went into the Government service where he remained until a little over a year ago. While in the government employ, Posey succeeded in getting Crazy Snake to come in and take his allotment. In addition to editing the Journal, Mr. Posey will do literary work. The press of Oklahoma will welcome him back into the fold.'6 


6Private Collection of Letters and Clippings in the Oklahoma Historical Society Building, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. 
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A short time after this, Posey became quite a figure in the dispute over the location of the McIntosh county seat. Posey was a strong advocate for its location at Eufaula, while a group headed by Oblenness of Hoffman were working for Checotah. Many articles and items were exchanged in the ensuing contention. Eufaula was eventually chosen. 

On the 27th day of May, 1908, Posey started from Muskogee to Eufaula with R. D. Howe, an attorney. This trip was destined to prove fatal for the one who was honored and revered among his people. The railroad bridge had washed out near Wells and it was impossible for the train to go on. The train was stopped and the two men talked over the idea of walking the rest of the way. They found the road bed and the track were both washed out, so they planned to have two negroes row them across. The water was so swift that the boat became unmanageable. After jumping into the roaring swirling stream, they tried to swim to shore. Obstructions in the form of railroad ties, wire, and siding, prevented Posey from reaching shore. Assistance from his companion and the efforts of those on shore and in boats failed to save him. His body was recovered about a month later. 

A tribute to Posey written in the Muskogee Phoenix by S. M. Rutherford July 23, 1908, reads as follows: 

"What we mourn here is not Posey, but the workshop, the tenement of clay in which he developed and cultivated those qualities of heart and mind which alone move us to this devotion . . . He loved nature, and in the silence of his own heart and in his own way, worshiped nature's God . . . . . . In all his thoughts and expressions, however, he disclosed a belief of and a reliance in a universal religion, comprehensive enough for the whole human race . . . . . To him life was not vouchsafed as a period for selfish indulgences, nor to be regarded as a void in the cycles of eternity, but rather as an earthly sojourn of probation full of life and consequences for which he was to answer at the last great day. Instead of mourning, let us look up and address in the words of the poet: 

'The day has come, not gone,
Thy sun is risen, not set,
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Thy life is now beyond
The reach of death or change
Not ended, but begun,
Oh, noble soul, Oh gentle heart, hail and farewell'!"


7Op cit 


Among the relatives still living are Mrs. Pohas Harjo-Posey, mother of Alexander Posey, who lives on a farm near Wewoka, Oklahoma. A son lives in the East, and his wife, Mrs. Minnie Posey, is living in California. Her exact address is not available at this writing. 
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The session of the annual meeting of the Oklahoma Historical Society, which met at Okmulgee, May 10 and 11, 1935, was held in the Old Council House of the Creek Nation. 

While this building is not as old as some other structures in the old Indian Territory, yet it is one of the most interesting, picturesque and historic places in the State of Oklahoma. It was, at one time, Capitol of the Creek Nation. 

In this old building are the rooms where the different departments of the Creek government were administered; here are the halls where the sessions of the two branches of their legislature were held before Oklahoma became a state and their remnant of sovereignty merged into that of the Sovereign State of Oklahoma. It was not "the Senate and the House" in the Creek government, but the "House of Warriors" and the "House of Kings." 

It was in the House of Warriors that the Society held its 42nd Annual meeting—perhaps the most interesting number on the program was the address by George Riley Hall, editor, Henryetta. Free Lance, including an original poem entitled: "The Old Council House." His address follows: 

—D. W. P. 

My friends, in retrospect I see again Okmulgee as it was in 1890—a straggling village, but the capital of a nation. In memory I see the members of the House of Warriors and the House of Kings assembled here in solemn conclave on affairs of state. I see the light-horse captains and their force of men. I see the stern-faced justices that constitute the Red Man's court of last, resort. 

The persons and events I mention here today belong in that dim vista Bryant visioned when he said: 
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"Thou unrelenting past!
Strong are the barriers 'round thy dark domain!
And fetters, sure and fast,
Hold all that enter thy unbreathing reign."

The Persian master of the quatrain said about the same, and that in language not to be forgotten: 

"The moving finger writes; and having writ, moves on." 

Time's moving finger wrote some chapters in my early life, and tied them firmly to the scenes about this old, historic place. When first I saw this rock-walled capitol, I scarce had charted any course to guide my craft across the troubled sea of life. And fate decreed that I should teach the children of the Indians, and thus prepare them for the coming of the pale-face—an event even looked forward to with dread. 

And thus the early events of my life took root about this ancient capital. I met and learned to know the statesmen of those early years. I knew the chieftains, knew the judges and the people of the tribe. Knew the educators; knew their hopes and plans to help prepare the younger people for the change that all felt sure would come. 

Political conspiracies existed then, as now, but were confined to Indians alone. A sudden turn in politics replaced the treasurer, and put the youthful Posey in a place of trust when that young man was only twenty-two. To put a nation's cash in such young hands seemed hazardous, and yet no whisper of suspicion ever has been heard. 

In 1895 I took a place as teacher in the "Mission" school just east of town. There Alexander Posey held the reins, and there we lived and labored for a time. In idle hours we read the "grand old masters," scribbled verse and dreamed day-dreams of how we hoped to write a line that all might read. 

But still another turn in politics gave Posey supervision over all the hundred schools. And later on, in that capacity he visited again the scene. He told me that he scarcely slept, all night, so busy were his memory and super-charged emotions growing out of years he spent in that same school. For there he loved 
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and married. There his first-born son was ushered into life. And from that restless night he spoke about, he wrote as sweet a song as ever came from his inspired pen. For death had been busy. His former music teacher, Rosa Lee, had died of fever; and his little brother, Jim, had passed away since we had all foregathered in the Mission school. 

And his abode was then Bald Hill, his father's ranch, where he had lived while yet a boy. And I was living in the Deep Fork Valley on a farm. And he inscribed those lines to me because he knew that I could share his sense of grief, and he concluded the poem with these lines: 

"Though far apart we've wandered, Hall,
'Twixt you and me there's but a single river;
And but a single mountain-wall;
'Twixt Rose and Jim and us the vast forever."

And now he has joined the Eternal Silence. He is with Jim and Rose, and that same "vast forever" separates them and me! 

When I look back into those days, and think of all who have gone on, I feel almost a sense of personal guilt that I am here—lively as a grasshopper, when so many of my compeers have gone on. I put myself in Tom Moore's place when he said: 

"I feel like one who treads alone
Some banquet hall deserted—
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed."

Looking back through the years, I might almost sympathize with Tom Campbell's "Last Man" who saw creation shrivel up and die. 

But I am glad that I was here to see the primal simplicity that marked this land before the spoilers came with railroads, highways, skyscrapers, air planes and commerce. This country was beautiful then before the haul of man marred its pristine loveliness. Our modern civilization has created great artificial beauty, but has spoiled much natural beauty. 

In the presence of such distinguished historians as Dr. Dale and Grant Foreman I shall touch history only where history has 
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touched me. In fact I was not asked for history, but poetry. And the few simple stanzas to which these remarks are but a preface must speak for themselves. It seemed impossible to say these things without a free use of the vertical pronoun, but you will find it entirely absent in the verse. 

Nor have I mentioned any person in these stanzas save those I knew personally. The natural eloquence of the Indian is well known, but probably few white men have heard more of this native eloquence than I. I have heard the late Albert McKellop, attorney-general of the Creek nation, in his pleadings before the Supreme Court. I have heard Chief G. W. Grayson in his addresses before the assembled kings of the Indian legislature. And I have listened to the moving eloquence of Chitto Harjo in his patriotic plea to hold the land "so long as grass shall grow or water run." Nor have I ever heard a human voice that carried more appeal or kindled greater sympathy than that of Chitto Harjo—Crazy Snake. 

And back of every stanza in this little poem lie unwritten chapters of a people's tragic fate. The friendly rifle-ball that ended Timmie Jack's career was music as compared with legislation which spelled doom to every nation of the Five Tribes. 


THE OLD COUNCIL HOUSE

Beneath the giant sycamore, the stately elm
That guard this old rectangle from the fierce today
May throng the ghosts of those who grasped the helm
Of Indian affairs, now drifting far away.

These time-stained ivied walls have echoed back the shout
Of native statesmen in profound, sincere debate
When governmental treaties seemed to be in doubt
And vast uncertainties obscured the Red Man's fate.

These storied walls have heard the passioned cry
Of stately Grayson in his patriot appeal
That, though autonomy might fade away and die,
Yet human destiny the Red Man's will should feel.
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And here the stolid Isparhecher stood in gloom,
Unsmiling, stern, implacable, erect and strong,
With sad, prophetic mind he seemed to sense the doom
That hovered over all the land when came the throng.

And pious Motey Tiger, with a smile for, all,
Dispensed diminished powers, in his realm of might.
He saw the pillars shaken—saw the structure fall
But never lost his faith in God and in the right.

And here the learned Posey tuned his harp to song
And gave his youthful fancy freedom to take wing.
And though that voice is silent yet the music floats along
And lives in loving hearts that still can hear him sing.

These mortared walls have seen a nation, silent, die.
Have seen a people's hope submerged in utter gloom,
Have seen a proud ancestral race with scarce a sigh
Consign their cherished institutions to the tomb.

And still the star of hope can never set or fade.
A mingled strain of blood shall warm a sturdy race
And in the halls of learning or the busy marts of trade
The blood of aborigines shall find an honored place.

And solons yet unborn shall proudly claim a trace—
Some future Owen or a Curtis in the hall of fame
As blood of Erin's kings proclaims that ancient race
And gives earth's greatest men an Irish name.

As kindly Nature heals man's scars on earth with grass
Or lovely flow'rs, that leave no tell-tale marks to see,
So Time shall heal these mortal wounds as ages pass,
And man shall be what God intended man to be.

And we who mark the trend of events here today
And scribble current history as best we can
Should soothe these ancient, burning wounds as best we may
And thus bestow a blessing on the coming man.

—George Riley Hall. 


At the conclusion of his address Mr. Hall was called upon to read his own—the Oklahoma classic poem: 
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LAND OF THE MISTLETOE

Land of the Mistletoe, smiling in splendor,
Out from the borderland, mystic and old,
Sweet are the memories, precious and tender,
Linked with thy summers of azure and gold.

O, Oklahoma! fair land of my dreaming!
Land of the lover, the loved and the lost,
Cherish thy legends with tragedy teeming,
Legends where love reckoned not at the cost!

Land of the Sequoyah, my heart's in thy keeping,
O, Talladega, how can I forget!
Calm are thy vales where the silences sleeping
Wake into melody tinged with regret.

Let the deep chorus of life's music throbbing
Swell to full harmony, born of the years;
Or for the loved and lost, tenderly sobbing,
Drop to that cadence that whispers of tears.

Land of the mistletoe, here's to thy glory,
Here's to thy daughter, fair as the dawn,
Here's to thy pioneer sons, in whose story
Valor and love shall live endlessly on!

—George Riley Hall. 

Posey, Alexander. The Fus Fixico Letters, ed. by Daniel F. Littlefield Jr. and Carol A. Petty Hunter. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1933. This book is a collection of Posey's dialect humor columns and, as a literary work, would be outside the scope of this bibliography. However, the voluminous introduction, notes and bibliography provide as much information for any historian of the place and period as a typical journal article. 

Alexander Lawrence Posey (Creek) (1873-1908)

Contributing Editor:
Daniel F. Littlefield, Jr.

Classroom Issues and Strategies

Students should have no problems with the "Ode" but may have difficulties with the dialect in the Hotgun poem and the Fus Fixico letter.

Present these matters in the same way one would present them in relation to other dialect writers of the period: e.g., Clemens, Cable, Harris, Chesnutt, Dunbar, Chopin. Present the "Ode" as one would the lesser lyrics of a Bryant or a Longfellow, for instance.

Students are interested in the question of Indian-U.S. relations, not only in Posey's time but before and after. They are also curious about the "Americanization" of Indians like Posey (e.g., his romantic lyrics, his classical education, etc.). This issue leads ultimately to questions of assimilation and cultural discontinuity.

Major Themes, Historical Perspectives, and Personal Issues

1. Passing of the Indian (that foolish concept of the "vanishing American"). The interesting point is that Posey, and many other Indian writers, bought the idea to some extent.

2. Romanticizing the "great" man, whether he is Sequoyah or Yadeka Harjo. (Why would an Indian choose these as great men?)

3. "Progress" as it translated into materialism; the learned "need" for material things versus the desire for a "simpler," culture-centered society; uncertainty in time of culture change.

Significant Form, Style, or Artistic Conventions

Discuss with the students the same questions that apply to any lyrical poetry, to any dialect poetry, and to any dialect prose, especially Joel Chandler Harris and the professional dialect humorists, the "Phunny Phellows" of the late nineteenth century. Posey's dialect fits squarely into the local color movement. If we can have Harte in the West, Cable and Chopin in Louisiana, Garland in the Midwest, Harris in Georgia, why not Posey in the Indian Territory?

Original Audience

Posey published most of his poems in Indian Territory newspapers and magazines. He wrote for a western audience. Posey, like many Indians at the turn of the century, witnessed a great attrition in Indian culture as the U.S. pushed a policy of assimilation. He attempted to document the passing of Indian folk heroes, great and small. Recent American Indian writing deals in large measure with attempts at rediscovering what has been lost. Writers like Posey anticipate the themes of many contemporary American Indian or Chinese or Japanese or Chicano writers.

Bibliography

The most complete treatment of Posey's life is Daniel F. Littlefield, Jr.'s Alex Posey: Creek Poet, Journalist, and Humorist. Lincoln: University of Nebraska, 1992. Also very helpful are the historical introduction and annotations in Alexander Posey, The Fus Fixico Letters, ed. Daniel F. Littlefield, Jr. and Carol Petty Hunter. Lincoln University of Nebraska, 1994.

Alexander Lawrence Posey (Creek)
(1873-1908) 


Alexander Posey's life was cut short on May 27, 1908. At the age of thirty-five, the Creek writer drowned while crossing the flooded Oktahutche River. It was barely a year since Indian Territory and the tribal governments within it had been dissolved. Born in the Creek Nation, Posey died in the brand-new state of Oklahoma. The end of tribal governments and the advent of statehood were long, bitterly contested transitions. As a poet, politician, and political satirist, Posey had a strong and complicated voice in the deliberations.

Often called a "progressivist" because he believed that native peoples needed at least partially to assimilate to white culture in order to survive, Posey criticized "traditionalists," calling them "pull back" Indians who couldn't possibly survive in the imminent future. Nevertheless, he respected older Creeks who remembered another way of life. Posey has been somewhat reviled among Creeks for his participation in the bureaucracy surrounding the dissolution of tribal government and for his subsequent activities as a real estate speculator in formerly tribal land. But he is recognized as having penned some of the most cogent and long-sighted critiques of both that bureaucracy and the greed for Indian land. Posey lived during a complicated period of change for the Creek Nation, and his motivations were never simple. They are still difficult to decipher, perhaps because they are so often couched in humor.

Posey's mother was half Creek and half Chickasaw. Because she was from the tribal town of Tuskegee and Creek clan membership follows matrilineal lines, Posey himself was a Wind Clan member of Tuskegee. Although Posey's father was born to white parents, he called himself Creek. He was raised in the Creek Nation from the time he was orphaned, he spoke Creek fluently, and he was a member of the Broken Arrow tribal town. Young Alexander spoke only Creek; when he was fourteen, his father insisted that he speak English and punished him if he spoke in his native language. From that time, Posey received a formal education, including three years at Bacone Indian University in Muskogee. His mixed-blood status, his estrangement from the Creek language, and his education fostered his ambivalence toward Creek traditionalism; this ambivalence separated him from his own culture but gave him a powerful critical voice within it.

Posey began writing while a student at Bacone. Influenced by the conventional English forms he studied in school, Posey's poetry pays homage to Whittier, Longfellow, Kipling, and Tennyson. Naturalists who wrote in English, like Thoreau and John Burroughs, also influenced the aspiring Creek poet. A lover of nature, Posey was passionately attached to the Tulledega Hills, where he spent his childhood. Not satisfied with the English language's abilities to translate Creek experience, Posey tried to replicate in his English poetry the rhythms and cadences of the musical Creek language. His poetry achieved moderate success, regularly appearing in Indian Territory publications. In 1900 and 1901, a few poems appeared in publications in the East and Midwest.

Soon after leaving school, Posey became involved in Creek politics. His leadership skills, intelligence, and personal charm proved highly useful to the struggling Creek Nation. Elected to the Creek National Council at age twenty-two, he would continue his political involvement until his death. By the turn of the century his interest in poetry had waned, and in 1902 he started a career as a journalist, setting the stage for his most effective writing. As owner and editor of the Eufaula (Okla.) Indian Journal, Posey achieved national prominence in the United States for establishing the first Indian-published daily newspaper. More important, he was recognized for comic letters written by his fictional persona, Fus Fixico (Heartless Bird), which he printed in the Indian Journal as substitutes for editorials. A full-blooded Creek, Fus Fixico wrote to the paper about his everyday life or sent in transcriptions of speeches that he had heard the Creek medicine man Hotgun deliver to an audience of other old men—Kono Harjo, Tookpafka Micco, and Wolf Warrior. The monologues are in dialect and achieve a wickedly satirical perspective on Creek culture and politics.

Sometimes read as expressions of nostalgia for a vanishing way of life, the Fus Fixico letters are also cogent political commentary aimed at influencing Indian Territory, Oklahoma, and United States politics. Across the years when Posey wrote and published the Fus Fixico letters, politics in Indian Territory was a veritable Gordian knot. The Curtis Act of 1898, which decreed that Indian land held in common by tribal governments be broken up and alloted in small portions to individual tribal members, was being implemented, and debates about statehood were raging. Not only were native peoples ambivalent about statehood, but there was a very real possibility that Oklahoma would be admitted as two states—one white, one Indian. Posey was a strong advocate of the two-state proposal and was secretary at the 1905 convention to organize Sequoyah, the proposed Indian state. The Fus Fixico letters, written from 1902 to 1908, satirized every aspect of the debate. Posey was frequently approached by U.S. newspaper syndicates that wanted to publish his Fus Fixico letters nationally. He refused permission. His political satires were intended for Indian Territory readers, and he knew that their dialect and humor would suffer in translation for a national audience that knew little of the intricacies of Indian Territory politics.

Dialect literature was hugely popular at the turn of the twentieth century. Posey's father liked to tell stories in black dialect, and Alexander Posey's favorite poet was Robert Burns, famous for his Scottish dialect poems. Posey read the dialect literatures of poet James Whitcomb Riley and Paul Laurence Dunbar and dialect humorists such as Josh Billings and Max Adler. But he was doing far more than simply catering to U.S. national taste. He switched from poetry to dialect writing as he became more politically active, and his dialect writings represent Creek life more effectively than does his poetry. Though his characters speak Creek English, the dialect writings are representations of Creek oral culture. Posey had no patience for writers who wrote dialect simply because it was fashionable: "Those cigar store Indian dialect stories...will fool no one who has lived 'six months in the precinct.' Like the wooden aborigine, they are the product of a white man's factory, and bear no resemblance to the real article."

Posey was mourned throughout the Indian Territory after his premature death. He remains a complicated figure in Creek culture, remembered with mingled respect and suspicion. Two years after his death, his wife collected and published much of his poetry, but his Fus Fixico letters remained uncollected until the 1990s. 


Bethany Ridgway Schneider
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Only In Oklahoma: Scholar of territorial days nearly forgotten 
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Alexander Posey had studied English but didn't speak it until he was 12 -- and then only to appease his father. 

But he became a newspaper editor, a scholar, a teacher, a poet, a historian, a statesman, a humorist, a politician, a linguist and a philosopher. He earned national fame as an English-Indian dialect writer with his Fus Fixico letters. 

Few today probably remember his writings. He may best be remembered, at least in the McIntosh County area, because of his death -- he drowned in the flood-swollen Canadian River in a pool of water along U.S. 69 north of Eufaula. The area was afterward known as Posey Hole until it was inundated by Lake Eufaula. 

Posey was born in 1873 near Eufaula. His mother, a full-blood Creek of the Wind clan, was named Pahas Harjo and used the English name of Nancy Phillips. His father, Lewis H. Posey, claimed to be part Creek, which most doubted. He was Scotch-Irish and was reared by a Creek family after his parents died. 

The elder Posey insisted that his son speak English, a language the boy had studied and could understand but was afraid to speak. At 17, Alexander Posey was sent to Bacone Indian College in Muskogee, where 

http://www.tulsaworld.com/mm/services/redirect.aspx?d=www.southcountytulsa.com/about.aspxhis passion for writing developed while he worked on the student publication, setting type. He was a commencement speaker at his graduation. 

Posey entered tribal politics by being elected to the Creek House of Warriors in 1895 and became well known to members of the Five Civilized Tribes. A year later, he became the superintendent of the Creek orphan asylum in Okmulgee and later the editor of the Indian Journal at Eufaula, where he began writing letters from a mythical Fus Fixico. 

Fixico seemed to be an Indian without much education but plenty of savvy who usually fractured English while waxing eloquent: 

"Experience neve intends her lessons to be forgotten. Her percepts come like the white man into Indian Country -- to stay." 

Posey's Fixico writings didn't do much to remedy the situation in which Indians felt helpless as the Dawes Commission was closing the affairs of the Five Civilized Tribes, but they showed his wit. 

Posey referred to Indian Commissioner Tams Bixby as "Tams Big Pie." U.S. Sen. Robert Owens was "Col. Robert L.Owes-em" and Interior Secretary Ethan Hitchcock was "Secretary Its-cocked." After statehood in 1907, he referred to Gov. C.N. Haskell as "Gov.C.N. Has-It." 

The letters were designed as conversations among Wolf Warrior, Kono Harjo and Tookpofko Micco, old Creek men, and men prominent in Indian Territory affairs -- Bixby, Hitchcock, Owens and Haskell. 

The Fus Fixico letters were reprinted in many newspapers throughout the United States and in the London Times. 

After Posey became the editor of the Muskogee Times, he began to work with the Dawes Commission to help with the orderly transitation from tribal to state government. He was an asset because he spoke Creek and was trusted by the Indians, many of whom wanted no part of the commission's works. 

When a group of Indian leaders called a constitutional convention in 1905 with plans to apply for statehood, Posey was made secretary of the group. He was largely responsible for writing the constitution and suggesting the name "Sequoyah" for the proposed state. 

After statehood, Posey became involved in the dispute over the location of the McIntosh County seat. He was a strong advocate for the seat to be at Eufaula, which was eventually chosen although many people preferred Checotah. 

Posey decided later to return to the Eufaula newspaper. He and a friend, R.D. Howe, a lawyer, started for Eufaula on a train that stopped because a bridge was washed out north of Eufaula. 

Posey, Howe and two other men borrowed a boat to ford the stream, but they lost their oars and the boat was swept into a whirlpool and smashed into a fence. The men jumped out of the boat and Howe ran two miles to Eufaula for help. When he returned two hours later, Posey, who was afraid of the water, was clinging to a tree limb. 

The rescue party threw a rope to him, but he was too weak to hold on. He drowned, as did one of the other men in the boat. 

Ironically, one of Posey's last poems, "My Fancy," indicated a premonition of his drowning fate: 

Why do trees along the river 

lean so far over the tide? 

Very wise men tell us why, but 

I am never satisfied: 

And so I keep my fancy still 

That trees lean out to save 

The drowning from the clutches of 

The cold, remorseless wave. 

Posey's body was found downstream two months later. He was buried in Muskogee's Greenhill Cemetery beneath a stone on which is carved the words of another of his poems: 

Now death has shut the blue skies out from the sweet daffodil. 

And years roll on without my memory, 

Thou reach thy tender fingers down to mine, of clay, a true friend still. 

Although I'll never know thee till the judgment day. 
Alexander Posey (1873-1908) 

Alexander Lawrence Posey was born on August 3, 1873 near the present town of Eufaula to Lewis and Nancy Phillips Posey. His father was one sixteenth Creek. His mother was a full-blood Creek and a member of the prominent Harjo family. 
Posey attended the Indian University at Bacone, and although he did not learn English until he was twelve, his command of both Creek and English as well as his integrity made him a valuable member of most of the pre-statehood councils and conventions. 
His poetry, written under the pseudonym "Chinnubbie Harjo", was written mostly between 1896 and 1897, shortly after his marriage to Minnie Harris. 
In addition to his poetry, in the early 1900s Posey published his satirical "Fus Fixico Letters" in the Indian Journal at Eufaula. Using Creek characters speaking Creek-style English these articles reported on the corruption and abuse of Allotment in Indian Territory. 
On May 27, 1908 Posey was drowned attempting to cross the flooded North Canadian River a few miles north of Eufaula.. It was not until July 20 that his body was found embedded in the sand at a point near Sand Rock, nine miles south of Eufaula. 
He was buried in Green Hill Cemetery, Muskogee on July 23, 1908. Services were read at the grave by the Reverend A. N. Hall of the First Baptist Church in Muskogee. His monument bears a stanza from one of his most beautiful poems 
"When death has shut the blue sky out from me, 
Sweet Daffodil, 
And years roll on without my memory, 
Thou 'it reach thy tender fingers down to mine of clay, 
A true friend still, 
Although I'll never know thee till the Judgment Day."

Two years after his death The Poems of Alexander Posey was published by his wife. Among the poems is "On the Capture and Imprisonment of Crazy Snake, January 1900," an angry protest against the treatment of Chitto Harjo, a fierce opponent of allotment. 
The Multi-Talented Muskogee Creek Poet
The Muskogee Creek heritage, tribal memories, freedom, love of nature, and survival skills all inspired Joy Harjo to write her unique poetry that "challenges the prevailing boundaries of southwestern writers." Growing up in the Muskogee Creek Tribe, Harjo was born on May 9, 1951 in Tulsa, Oklahoma. Alexander Posey, another creek poet, inspired Harjo as she was growing up in Oklahoma. She attended the University of New Mexico for the painting and theatre program, but started writing poetry when the national Indian political climate was seeking vocalists and speakers. Harjo received a BA from The University of New Mexico in 1976, and then was further educated at the University of Iowa and earned a MFA in 1978. Harjo's education experience opened her up to create poetry that symbolizes her Native American heritage.
Harjo shares the desires of the Navajo Beauty Way with Luci Tapahanso, another Native American poet and relates to Simon Ortiz's pueblo stories, despite their different backgrounds. Such works as The Woman Who Fell From the Sky (1994) went on to win the Oklahoma Book Arts Award and In Mad Love and War (1990) won the American Book Award and the Delmare Schwartz Memorial Award. While her poetry was being recognized, she took the ideas that inspired her to write her poetry and began to produce music lyrics. Harjo's talent is not only targeted to poetry and song writing, but she also creates scripts and screen plays. Her love of nature and tribal memories has not only persuaded her to grow as a poet, but to become an editor, filmmaker, artist, and photographer. She currently resides in New Mexico, where she is not far from her roots of Native American Muskogee Creek culture. Joy Harjo feels strongly about her heritage and the surroundings that have driven her to be such an original poet.
Alexander Posey 

Alexander Lawrence Posey (1873 - 1908) became known as a Creek poet and essayist, writing humorous works about the very serious issues surrounding Creek politics and the disbandment of tribal government.
Posey was the owner and editor of the Indian Journal, for which he received national recognition. It was the first Native American-published daily newspaper in the United States. World Literature Today wrote, "Of the many American Indian and non-Indian dialect humorists of turn-of-the-century Oklahoma, the Creek journalist Alexander Posey emerged as one of the brightest lights. His satiric letters, written under the persona of Fus Fixico, drew the attention of regional and national newspapers when Posey published them from 1902 until his death in 1908."

Descended from Influential Wind Clan

Posey was born on August 3, 1873, in the Creek Nation near Eufaula (now known as McIntosh County, Oklahoma) to a Creek/Chickasaw mother and white father, although his father called himself Creek as he was raised in the Creek Nation after he was orphaned. Posey's father, Lewis Henderson Posey, was a member of the Broken Arrow tribal town. Posey's mother's English name was Nancy Phillips; she was the daughter of Pahosa Harjo, a member of one of the most prominent and oldest of the Creek families. She eventually bore a total of 13 children. Posey, from his mother's mother (Thlee-sa-ho-he, also called Eliza), inherited, along with his other brothers and sisters, membership in the Upper Creek town of Tuskegee. Tuskegee was known as a peace town, one that was interested in political and social change. Posey and his siblings then were raised among the more liberal of their Native American kin, something that had a great impact on the development of young Posey's thinking. Posey's mother was also a member of the Wind Clan, the most powerful and influential of the Creek clans. Posey's mother did not speak English, but she was a devout Christian, belonging to the Baptist Church, the most significant and quickest expanding denomination in the Creek Nation at the time. Posey, therefore, was exposed to both Creek and Baptist religious ceremonies as a child. He often pointed to his childhood as being a major influence on his later writings.

Posey learned to speak English when he was 14 at his father's insistence. His father resolved that his children should learn the language well enough to communicate with Americans, and so he would punish them if they spoke their native tongue while they were being instructed in English. His father knew that English, as the prominent language of the United States, was important to learn if his son ever wanted to have dealings with anyone off the reservation, and therefore he emphasized its importance. Both of Posey's parents also stressed the importance of education, and Posey entered his studies at an early age. Posey attended the Creek national school at Eufaula before going on to attend Bacone Indian University in Muskogee.

Discovered Love of Writing

While at the University Posey discovered a love of literature that would shine throughout the rest of his life, and he began writing, taking a job with the Bacone Indian University Instructor, a newsletter that published some of Posey's first poems and articles, as well as some of the older Creek legends that Posey translated into English. Posey reveled in his studies and found a multiplicity of influences to encourage him in his endeavors. Later, when asked, Posey named some of his most prominent influences as the writings of John Greenleaf Whittier, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, Rudyard Kipling, and Alfred Tennyson, as well as naturalists like Henry David Thoreau and John Burroughs.

His favorite poet, though, was the Scottish writer Robert Burns, who was famous for writing in the Scottish dialect. It was this influence that would be seen in Posey's own dialectical works later on. Literature written in the form of dialect was extremely popular at the beginning of the twentieth century, although Posey himself could not stand writers who wrote in dialects simply because it was popular. The Houghton Mifflin College Division Web Site quoted Posey as having said, "Those cigar store Indian dialect stories … will fool no one who has lived 'six months in the precinct.' Like the wooden aborigine, they are the product of a white man's factory, and bear no resemblance to the real article." Posey was raised listening to and reading stories told in a myriad of dialects, and the sounds rang true to his ears. According to the Houghton Mifflin College Division website, "Posey's father liked to tell stories in black dialect … Posey read the dialect literatures of poet James Whitcomb Riley and Paul Laurence Dunbar and dialect humorists such as Josh Billings and Max Adler. But he was doing far more than simply catering to U.S. national taste. He switched from poetry to dialect writing as he became more politically active, and his dialect writings represent Creek life more effectively than does his poetry." The characters in Posey's poems speak Creek-English, and his dialectical writings represent the richness of the Creek oral culture. Posey wanted to write in English, so that they could be read by a wider audience, including his English-speaking classmates, but he was not impressed with the way Creek writings sounded translated into English. Posey felt that English expressed the more Creek-based rhythms that he was trying to create, so he tried to replicate in his English poetry the rhythms and tempos of the more mellifluous Creek language. He found that by using a Creek dialect, he could combine the two languages and their rhythms in a new, interesting, and satisfying way.

Became Involved in Education and Politics

After graduation, Posey published his first few stories under the pseudonym Chinnubbie Harjo. It was at this same time that Posey was given the opportunity to serve as superintendent of the Creek schools at Eufaula and Wetumuka, as well as superintendent of public instruction. He also became superintendent of the Creek Orphan Asylum at Okmulgee. It was while he was there that he met and married Minnie Harris. They were married on May 9, 1896. The couple eventually had two sons: Yohola and Pachina, although Pachina only survived one year. Posey resigned from the superintendent jobs in 1897. After leaving school Posey had also become actively involved in politics. As he had been raised as a radical thinker, he was interested in helping the Creeks make changes in order to survive in the modern world. He was elected to the Creek National Council at the young age of 22, and he continued on in that capacity until his death. At the same time, Posey worked as a field worker for the Dawes Commission. The Dawes Commission was formed on March 3, 1893 to give Native Americans, who were on tribal land that was being dissolved and sold off to settlers, the opportunity to become citizens of the United States and buy some of the land that they had previously owned by rights. It was a difficult line for Posey to straddle, because if he helped the Commission he would seem like a traitor to his people, but if he did not help, then there would be no Native American voice in the commission to make certain that the Native Americans were treated as fairly as possible. Many misunderstood Posey's purpose for being on the commission.

Posey believed that Native Americans needed to at least partially assimilate with whites if they were going to get along in the world with any success. People called him a progressivist because of this theory. Posey criticized those Native Americans who believed that Native Americans should separate from the white American culture, although he did respect older Native Americans who could remember another, different way of life. He just did not believe it was feasible to live in the past any longer. Because of this line of thinking Posey had been despised among Creeks for his part in the official procedures surrounding the break up of the tribal government and for his efforts in selling part of the Creek lands as real estate ventures. Posey, however, believed he had to work with the outside government because this position allowed him the strongest podium to argue against it. He wrote some of the most well-argued and far-sighted critiques of both the bureaucracy and the voracity outsiders felt to gain land traditionally belonging to Native Americans. It was a difficult time for Posey to live, as the politics involved between the Creek Nation and the United States were exceptionally complicated, but Posey tried to walk a line between his Creek ancestral way of life and his new country, often writing humorous essays to deal with those complexities.

Head of the Indian Journal
In 1902 Posey became the owner and editor of the Indian Journal at Eufaula. Within the confines of the journal Posey was finally able to state his views on the way his world was changing. He dealt with the horribly complex issues of Native American assimilation and the break up of lands that had belonged to Native Americans for centuries in a funny and often touching manner. He was recognized nationally for his work with the paper, which was the first Native American-published daily newspaper in the United States. It was while he was working for the paper that he began publishing his Fus Fixico (Heartless Bird) essays. They took the place of editorials and were written by Posey from the perspective of a full-blooded Creek man writing about his everyday life in the constantly changing Creek world. "Sometimes read as expressions of nostalgia for a vanishing way of life, the Fus Fixico letters are also cogent political commentary aimed at influencing Native American Territory, Oklahoma, and United States politics," according to the Houghton Mifflin College Division Web Site. Posey was named Poet Laureate of the Indian Territory Press Association in 1903 for his work as a poet and newspaperman. Posey owned the paper, which was very successful in many markets, for six years before he died on May 27, 1908. He drowned while crossing the Oktahutche River while it was flooding. He was only thirty-five years old.

Almost one hundred years after his death, Posey's writings are still circulating. The Fus Fixico Letters, edited by Carol Hunter and Daniel F. Littlefield, Jr., were published to give the world a taste of the wit and astuteness that marked Posey during his life. According to World Literature Today, "What emerges is a playful, tongue-in-cheek account of Posey's often trenchant criticisms of federal policy, state politics, and the foibles of local Creek leaders as they engaged their new neighbors and supposed protectors." And Atlantic Monthly said of the author, "Posey was an intelligent journalist (he correctly predicted the outcome of the Russo-Japanese War) and his humor retains mirth and bite despite time and changes of literary fashion." Other books published of Posey's works are The Poems of Alexander Lawrence Posey, and Poems of Alexander Lawrence Posey, Creek Indian Bard.
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Alexander Lawrence Posey , 1873-1908 

Creek 
Muscogee 
Alexander Lawrence Posey was born in the Creek Nation. Posey did not learn to speak English until he was fourteen years of age. He attended the Creek national school at Eufaula and then spent three years at Bacone Indian University. It was at the university that he developed his love of literature. His career included superintendent of the Creek school at Ikmulgee, Eufaula, and Wetumuka; superintendent of public instruction; owner and editor of the Indian Journal at Eufaula; and field worker for the Dawes Commission. 
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THAT INDIAN “UPRISING” 
The Snake Band of Indians Are Hungry, But Not Warlike 
February 28, 1902-- Checotah Enquirer —It is believed that newspaper correspondents have unduly magnified the “uprising” of the Snake band of Creek Indians, and that the intentions of the creeks are anything except warlike. Alexander Posey, a well-known Creek citizen and editor of the Eufaula Journal, in speaking of the “uprising,” says: 
“For a week or ten days two or 300 Creek Indians of the Crazy Snake faction have been in camp at Hickory Ground. Last Wednesday about fifty Cherokees joined them. These people are too numerous for councilors and too few for war. They are as far from meaning harm as the corps of government clerks at Muskogee . 
“These poor people are in an pitiful condition. They live principally on ‘sofkey,’ but last year they raised too little or no corn, so now they have little or no ‘sofkey’ to eat. They are the most ignorant among the Indians and like the most ignorant among the white people; they believe the party in power makes good or bad crops pleasure. As a consequence they deplore the Porter Administration in the Creek nation. 
“These poor people were assembled at Hickory Ground to ‘do something.’ Some of them want to sell their land and buy a new Creek nation in Mexico or South America . Others, the most numerous, are trying to reorganize the ancient Greek Government here and expel the white people by reviving an old law under the operation of which no Indian may rent or lease land to a white man or employee white and laborer. 
“An attempt was made last winter to carry this law into effect. Armed light horsemen’ of the Snake government rolled over the country in bands warning Indian landlords to dismiss their white tenants and threatening punishment if not heeded. Punishment by whipping was inflicted in a few instances. 
“The alarmed landlords appealed to “Uncle Sam for aid. Deputy Marshals, soldiers and Indian police were sent and they arrested the new Snake government, which never dreamed of wrongdoing, and put the officials in jail on a charge of ‘disturbing the public serenity.’ As the courts of the United States never recognized the Snake government, the habeas corpus case did not cooperate so as to release the men. Snake and his folks lived in jail until they promised to be good. Then they were discharged on parole after pleading guilty to something or other.” 
