
The Battle of the Pierced Forehead 
(Menominee River Legend) 

 
 It is known that a battle was fought on the present site of Marinette and Menominee 
and that it was a sanguinary struggle. Mr. Louis Bernard, a Menominee Indian, residing in 
Menominee, whose forefathers were involved, tells this story of the fight. 
 "It was springtime. All nature was waking from the long winter's sleep; the grass 
was green, trees were budding and the birds were nesting. In the forest the young deer followed 
close to its mother and the black bear cub romped about the mouth of the winter den. In 
the water the fish were running upstream to spawn. And with the first return of the fish 
came the great sturgeon, the prize food fish of the Indians. 
 "They were speared, netted, and trapped until each band had an abundance for immediate 
use as well as fish to dry. But this year a band of Indians, living on the banks of the 
Menominee, had built a stone dam across the river. It had been well constructed and the 
sturgeon were stopped so that none got past it up the stream. Under the direction of the 
Chief, who had planned the dam, his band reaped a rich harvest. 
 "While this arrangement was very satisfactory to his people, to the other bands farther 
up the river it was very annoying. They waited patiently, thinking that when the lower group 
had secured enough fish for their own use, they would demolish the dam. Days passed and 
still no sturgeon came upstream. The run would soon be over and unless the dam was torn 
down there would be no sturgeon for those in the upper villages. 
 "It so happened that the Indian Band located next above the dam builders had for its 
Chief a brother of the Chief of the lower Tribe, for all were Menominee. As time passed, 
this man considered that for the welfare of those in his Band he must take some means to 
secure sturgeon. He called to him his son, aged twelve years, and instructed him: 
 'My brother, your uncle, is Chief of the Band below us. You shall go to him and give 
him my message. Say to him that I, his brother, send my greetings and would tell him that 
in my camp there is much hunger; for the meat of the last season's hunt is now gone and 
as yet we have made no catch of the great sturgeon. Tell him that I, his brother, ask him 
as a favor, because his Band is fat and sleek and has caught and put by many sturgeon, I 
ask him again to open the dam and let some of the great fish swim by. This I bid you tell 
him. 
 "The lad started on his trip. It was not hazardous, nor had he much to fear. Was he 
not going to his father's brother, his own uncle? 
 "When he came to the camp on the lower river, he spoke with boys of his own age and 
let it be known that he had a message for the Chief and he summoned the youngster to appear 
before him. 
 "'What would you with me?' he inquired, as he sat on his couch in his cabin. The boy 
stood before him and dared not speak until he was thus addressed. He was now free to deliver 
his message. This he did, speaking the words that his father had told him. When he was done 
he stood in silence waiting for whatever reply his uncle might wish to send back to his 
brother, the boy's father. 
 "The chief sat still for some moments, then as though suddenly resolved, he leaped 
up, crying, 'This is my answer' and grasped the loose skin of the boy's forehead in one 
hand, drawing it away from the skull. Then with one stroke skewered the weapon in the skin. 
 "'Thou shalt take this, my answer, to my brother, your father!' he cried. 
 "In shame the boy crept from the camp and started on the homeward trail. The pain 
of the wound was not great, but his anguish of spirit and shame at the insult was unbearable. 
Nor dared he removed the knife. It was a message and not for a boy of his age to tamper 
with. At most he could but wipe away the blood which ran down into his eyes and mouth. But 
the knife remained. 
 "Though the distance between the two camps was not great and he could easily have 
reached his father's lodge before dark, he lingered long on the way, so that when he came 
to it it was long after sunset. Taking advantage of an opportunity, he crept under the edge 
of the lodge and lay down on his bed. As he lay among the skins there came to him his mother 
who inquired if he were too tired from his journey to eat something. No, he was not hungry. 
She went away. Later she returned. Was he sick that he lay so close among the fur? No, he 
was not sick. All the time he kept his face hidden. 
 "Then came his father, and shortly the whole miserable story came out. At the sight 
of the knife in the skin of his son's forehead the rage of the Chief was great. Nothing 



could wipe out this insult save the blood of his brother and all of the members of his brother's 
band. 
 "At once runners were dispatched to other bands farther up the stream, asking for 
their aid in an attack upon the dam builders. And the asking was not in vain. Shortly a 
great number of Indians gathered and moved down the river toward the camp of the Chief who 
had offered the insult. 
 "They did not hurry. The attack was well planned. By canoe they came down as far as 
what is now the Old Boom House, and here they disembarked under cover of darkness, for they 
journeyed at night. Then they stole up the hill where are now the golf grounds. Here they 
planned an ambuscade, with the first coming of light they set upon the other band and in 
a long hard fight killed every member of the village and avenged the insult of the Pierced 
Forehead." 


