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In this story from the Tales from American 
HerStory series, Wenonah is desperate to 

preserve her identity  as an Ojibwe girl from the 
Lac Du Flambeau tribe in northern Wisconsin as 
she faces forced assimilation.  The early 1900’s 

continued to mark a dark time in our US history, 
as Indigenous children were stripped of their 

native heritage and culture and sent to boarding 
schools, where they tried to eradicate everything 
about their lives as Native Americans. Wenonah 

and her Grandfather will discover ways that 
Wenonah can remember her Ojibwe heritage 

even though the world is changing for them all.  

“For the government, it was a possible solution to the so-called ‘Indian problem’.  
For the tens of thousands of Indians who were sent to boarding schools, it’s 

largely remembered as a time of abuse and desecration of culture. The goal was 
assimilation. I remember my grandmother telling me how the kids were beaten 
daily for speaking their language. To have this “kill the Indian in him, and save 

the man” mindset is one of the worst nightmares in US history.” 
                               Lac Du Flambeau Tribal Councilman J. Brooks Big John, July 2020
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Makwa indoodem (I am bear clan).   Waaswaaganig nindoonjibaa 
(I am from Lac du Flambeau) and I reside in Lac du Flambeau. My 

Ojibwe culture is past, present and future:  It contains the stories of 
my ancestors, the traditional and contemporary practices I do today,

and what I plan to do for my family and community tomorrow. 
~Tina Maki Handeland

 Every human being on this planet has made an individual journey...has a rich past 
and story to tell.  Listen to each other in a respectful, responsible & kind manner and 

together we will learn all the wondrous secrets this world has to tell...Cover your ears 
and we will be destined to repeat these shameful failings at humanity’s peril.  

~Lisa Gammon Olson

I dedicate this book to my Ojibwe friends from Lac Du Flambeau
 and the Indigenous People of the United States of America. 

 I especially want to thank Tina Maki Handeland and Donald Carufel and the Elders of 
            Lac Du Flambeau for helping me with all my Ojibwe historical facts and word pronunciations.  

I could NOT have written this book without them. “ChiMiigwech!”  
Also, Thank you to Lori Soulier, my friend and the face of Wenonah. Thank you to the ladies of 

Lac Courte Orielles who so graciously met with me to share their memories and stories of the Residential Schools.  
L.G.O.
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The Tales from American HerStory series includes: 
Dust Flowers (about  hope in the Dust Bowl Era), 

Sewing the Magic In at the Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey Circus, 
The Cheese Song: All Aboard the Orphan Train (about the transfer of  orphaned children from the east coast to the midwest) and 

Remembering Green: An Ojibwe Girl’s Tale

At Eifrig Publishing, our motto is our mission —
“Good for our kids, good for our Earth, and good for our communities.”  

We are passionate about helping kids develop into caring, creative, thoughtful individuals who possess positive self-images, celebrate differences, 
and practice inclusion. Our books promote social and environmental consciousness and empower children as they grow in their communities. 

www.eifrigpublishing.com



54

“Nimishoomis!”  I call frantically.

 “Nimishoomis?” 

 My heart is pounding as I race down the 

familiar needle-covered path through the forest. 

I call and call for my great grandfather.  When 

I finally find him, he is sitting at the base of a 

majestic oak tree...sound asleep.  He is so still, a 

white memengwaa rests on his furrowed brow...

its soft velvety wings opening and shutting in 

time with his breath. 
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          My great Grandfather is the eldest 

member of our tribe. His long white hair is pulled 

back neatly with strips of leather. His brown skin 

is as soft as a flower petal and is deeply wrinkled.  

He is nibwaakaa...very very wise and THAT is why 

I need to talk to him so badly.

“Grandfather?” I say a bit louder as I squat 

down next to him and gently prod his shoulder.

“Hmmmmm…” he says opening one eye. 

“Who is it?” He shifts slightly and stretches his 

legs out in front of him.  

“It’s me,” I say. “Your great       

      granddaughter...Wenonah!”
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   “Ah, Wenonah! My great granddaughter,” he chuckles. 

“First daughter of my first granddaughter. Boozhoo! 

Yes, I see you.” His eyes are dark and thoughtful as they 

travel over my face...up to my hair. He raises an eyebrow 

and the little white butterfly perched there flies away.

“They cut it.” I hear my voice crack a little as I struggle not 

to cry. I reach up to tug on the familiar braid that used to 

hang over my shoulder. Sometimes to help me think, 

I would chew on the end. Now it’s gone...just below 

my ears and a jagged line of hair skims my forehead. 
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 “AND they took my majigoode...the soft one...

the one that Ninokomis beaded for my birthday. 

They gave me THIS to wear.” I tug at the dark scratchy 

fabric of the dress I am wearing. “And they make me wear

 shoes ALL day... with buttons that squeeze and pinch

 my feet.” I glance down at my bare feet 

wondering if I will ever find where I’ve 

thrown the offending shoes 

                 into the woods. 

“Hmmm,” he closes his eyes tightly and 

then opens them. When our eyes meet again, 

his are glistening at the corners. Tears?
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     “But do you know the WORST part, Grandfather?”

 I am aware how high my voice has become, and I don’t 

even try to stop the tears that I feel running down my cheeks.  

“We are made to speak English...ONLY English!  And they have 

even stolen my name, Grandfather! They say I am to be called 

Evelyn...NOT Wenonah,” I say, lifting my chin. “Even my name 

is wrong. I hate it there. If you let them take me back to the 

chimookomaan school, I WILL run away again!” 
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   “Sit beside me, granddaughter,” he says
      softly patting the earth. “Sit here beside 
         me and we will think on this matter of the
          white man’s school that is worrying you so.” 

             We sit and think for so long, I wonder
            if he’s fallen asleep again. I feel lost. 

      My heart pounds...I am afraid.  
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    “Who am I?” I whisper softly...

mostly to myself, but 

grandfather IS listening.

 “You are Wenonah,” he says finally. “You are 

Ojibwe...girl of the Anishinaabe tribe...beloved 

daughter of the people... Ninoozhishe...girl of 

the Loon Clan...Descendant of the great Chief 

Keeshkemun.  You are who you always have 

been. Who you always WILL be.”
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“But how do you know for sure, Nimishoomis?”

I ask. “Chimookomaan wants to change me! 

They want to change ALL of us! Why can’t we 

be who we are? Why can’t I live here with you? 

Why do I have to go to the boarding school?”

     “Things are changing in our world, Wenonah,”   

          he whispers. “The white man has come and he

            does not understand our ways. Man fears that  

              which he  does not understand. He thinks his 

ways are best and that our ways are 

strange, so he seeks to change us.  
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“Walk with me, granddaughter,” he says. His dark eyes reflect 

bits of light like stars in the night sky.  “Look around you,” 

        he says, sweeping his arms wide. 

“What do you SEE?”  

“I see waves rippling on the Zaaga’igan,” I say, 

looking around. “The rice is ready. I see an island...

with tall dark pine trees that touch the clouds and 

dark thunderheads billowing up in the western sky.
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 I see canoes, flowers, squirrels and yellow butterflies... 

and living GREEN growing plants...everywhere!”

“Yes, remember the green,” he says.  “When you see the 

growing plants, know we are all connected to each other

 and to the Earth. Our lives intertwine with nature. 

What happens to one will have consequences for the other. 

 “What do you HEAR, Ninoozhishe?”
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  I close my eyes. I hear geese honking overhead 

and the wild cry of a loon. I hear the rustle of leaves 

all around me. There’s the tap tap of sticks knocking 

the reeds together & the soft hiss of ripened rice 

falling into the canoe. I hear aamoog buzzing in their 

hive, bullfrogs croaking and splashing in the cattails. 

I strain to hear more. “There, Grandfather! The slap 

of amik’s tail on the water!”

“And if somebody calls the beaver by another 

name, is it not STILL a beaver, Wenonah? 

What do you SMELL?”  
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I take a deep breath. “I smell smoke from a campfire, water lilies,

tobacco, wet leaves, blackberries...and…venison cooking!”  

“Yes,” Grandfather nods. “Familiar smells are good reminders 

of home. And now, dear one... 

What do you FEEL?” 

He pulls me closer and his dark eyes gaze into mine.

“The wind brushing my cheek,”  I say. 

“The vibrations of the drum in the distance, the rumble of 

thunder, my heart beating...”

“YES!” he says, pressing my hand to my chest. “You will feel

       your heart beating and remember the dancing and the

            singing of the Anishinaabe...your people! You will see  

      the blue sky in the day and the same moon at night that I 

see and know that although we are apart...

we are maamawi...together.  
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Change is coming, Wenonah. It is already here. 

But It is not the learning OR the white man that 

will change you...it is the FORGETTING. YOU must 

REMEMBER all you’ve seen today. Lock these memories 

here, in your heart, keep them safe. Our people will need 

to remember the Anishinaabe ways and pass them on. 

NOW, tell me, who are you, child?”

     “I am Anishinaabe!” I cry, holding my hands to the sky. 

“I am first daughter! Girl of the Loon Clan, 

descendant of Chief Keeshkemun! 

I am beloved daughter of the people.

 I am Wenonah!”
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“Yes, Ninoozhishe, that is who you are. And who 

you will always be. Remember our ways...

whisper them to yourself...

to your sons and daughters.”  

He squeezes my hand tightly.  

“Wenonah, do not forget the Ojibwe ways.”

I nod and squeeze his hand back to reassure him, 

but am really not at all sure HOW I will remember.
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Somewhere nearby a drumbeat sounds!

 THUD THUD...THUD THUD. My heart quickens in 

recognition of the beat, but as I close my eyes and 

slow my breathing, my heart and the drum begin 

thrumming in unison. THUD THUD...THUD THUD.  We 

are the same in that moment. The drum and I are 

ONE. It’s then that I know...I will NEVER forget.  

Although others may try to change me on the 

OUTSIDE, who I am on the INSIDE will ALWAYS be 

Ojibwe!

The wet leaves and soft warm earth shift beneath 

my feet as I begin to dance. 
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                                                Indian Residential Schools

In the late 19th century, the United States Government began establishing 
Indian Residential Schools with the intent of forcibly assimilating Native American 
children into Euro-American culture. In order to “Christianize” and “civilize” 
them, Indigenous children were taken from their families and housed in boarding 
schools where they were to be “educated” and stripped of their culture.  

As early Anglo-American settlers began pushing their way westward, it was 
inevitable that different cultures would collide when these colonials settled near 
the Indigenous tribes that were already established there. 

 By 1891, the United States Government issued the “compulsory attendance” law which gave federal 
offices the authority to forcibly remove children as young as 3 years of age from their homes on the reservations. 
It was their belief that these indigenous tribes needed saving from lives of poverty and ignorance and to be 
taught life skills they felt were lacking.  

Children arriving at the schools had their long hair cut and their native clothing exchanged for a regimented 
school uniform and were not even allowed to keep their native names.  They were forbidden to speak their native 
languages and were often beaten and treated harshly when they were caught doing so. Overcrowding, disease 
and abusive discipline were present in these children’s daily lives changing the very core of who they were.

Although the Indian Child Welfare Act passed in 1978 gave Native American parents the legal right to deny 
their child’s placement in these schools, the years of forced assimilation severely damaged the family hierarchy 
within the tribes and left generations of families struggling to maintain their identities and continues to this 
day. However, our Indigenous society IS making progress in bringing back the teachings and beautiful customs 
of their tribal history in an effort to keep this rich heritage, that was almost obliterated, alive. Their voices 
and stories have been silenced too long and frankly, are STILL being repressed. It was only very recently in our 
country’s past that Indigenous people were allowed to vote in EVERY state: in 1962.  We, as a nation, need to 
do better to ensure that ALL of our citizens have an equal voice. 

The Lac du Flambeau boarding school which opened in 1895 once housed 
300 students. This school had a reputation as a harsh place, where children 
wore uniforms, participated in military drills, and often fell ill and died.  The 
school closed in 1932, and while most of the schools 18 structures have been 
torn down, the boy’s dormitory remains. This building is being renovated by 
the Lac Du Flambeau Tribe’s Historical Society to be used as an interpretive 
center, an archival storage facility and a traditional skills learning center.

Sources:
laratracehentz.wordpress.com/2015/04/02/lac-du-flambeau-boarding-school-1895-1932-wisconsin

en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lac_du_Flambeau_Band_of_Lake_Superior_Chippewa

Glossary:

Ozhaawashskwaa Mikwendaagwad 
 Ozhaawashskwaa ~ (Oh zhah wush squaw) 
 Mikwendaagwad ~ (Mih kwayn dah gwud) 
  The green is remembered (living consciously and respectfully 
 with the Earth)
Wenonah ~ (Whey-no-na) First Daughter
Nimishoomis ~ (Ni-mi-shoo-mis) My Grandfather
Memengwaa ~ (May-mayn-gwah) Butterfly
Nibwaakaa ~ (Ni-bwah-kah) Very Wise
Majigoode ~ (Muh-ji-goo-day) Dress
Ninokomis ~ (Ni-noh-koh-mis) My Grandmother
Chimookomaan ~ (Chi-moo-koh-mahn)  White Man-Big Knife - 
 referring to the bayonet at the end of the gun that was carried
 by the soldiers
Ojibwe ~  (Oh-jib-wah) Originates from an Algonquian word meaning  
 ‘puckered,’ probably because of the tribe’s puckered moccasin  
 style of shoes. The Ojibwe people call themselves Anishinaabe in  
 their own language, which means ‘original person.’
Anishinaabe ~ (Uh-ni-shi-nah-bay)  Group of culturally related Indigenous  
 people including the Ojibwe tribe
Boozhoo ~ (Boo-zhoo)  Greeting
Zaaga’igan ~ (Zah-geye-i-gun) Lake
Ninoozhishe ~ (Ni-noo-zhi-shay) My Granddaughter
Aamoog ~ (Ah-moog) Bees
Amik ~ (Uh-mik) Beaver
Maamawi ~ (Mah-muh-wi) Together
Keeshkemun ~ (Keesh-ke-mun) Sharpened Stone

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_Child_Welfare_Act


Lisa Gammon Olson is the author of the first titles in the Tales from 
American HerStory series. She believes the most important skill we can 
ever teach our children is how to be kind.  Any kindness we do, no matter 
how small, has the power to change someone’s life. Preserving our planet 
and populating it with human beings who are respectful, responsible and 
kind seems like an awesome idea, too. She lives in Coon Valley, Wisconsin.

Lauren Rutledge is a visual artist from the Chicagoland area. She works 
as a freelance illustrator and designer, with experience in the game and 
film industry. She recently branched in to children’s book illustration. 
Lauren loves foliage and is delighted whenever it can be incorporated into 
her work.  Lauren loves animals, especially her greatest confidant, a very 
clever, but rather crabby snake.
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Ages 10-13

A summer adventure filled 
with exploration out in 
nature in northern Wisconsin 
and within the changing life 
of 12-year-old Lizzie, as she 
faces the joys and challenges 
of growing up. 

Ages 4-10

The selfish Spirit of the Pond 
wants to preserve his beauty 
by denying the ancient 
Tree Spirits his life-giving 
water. He discovers that in 
the circle of life, we are all 
dependent upon the actions 
and kindness of others. 

https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/dust-flowers
https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/sewing-the-magic-in-at-the-ringling-bros-and-barnum-bailey-circus
https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/the-cheese-song-all-aboard-the-orphan-train
https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/remembering-green-an-ojibwe-girls-tale
https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/fig-newton-summer
https://www.eifrigpublishing.com/products/and-the-trees-began-to-move



