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DESTINATION CANADA,  
A Palmyra Version of the Classic American Road Trip  by Terry Tutton 

In those days cars didnôt have seat belts or signal 

lights. I learned to drive first in Tehanôs Model A 

Ford farm car, then dadôs 1940 Ford that had the 

shift on the steering column. Tinyôs dadôs car had 

the gear shift on the floor. Otherwise the cars 

seemed much the same. 

 

In a couple of days, early one morning, we were off 

for points north and expected to cut quite a swath 

on our way. We took our fly-rods hoping that some-

where we would get into some trout fishing. Never 

mind that it didnôt occur to us that we would need a 

fishing license wherever we were. If memory serves 

the first day trip to northern Wisconsin was une-

ventful. Around dinner time we rolled into Duluth, 

Minnesota. The north shore of Lake Superior, 

Highway 61, was the Main Street in Duluth going 

right through downtown. Most of the buildings 

were not more than a story or two but one stood out 

as we looked ahead. It was a hotel and appeared to 

be the class place in town so we thought that two 

big spenders like us should stay there for the night. 

We pulled up right in front of the hotel and parked 

there for the night. We enjoyed a fine meal in the 

hotel dining room that evening. It was the one fancy 

meal we had on the trip. 

 

 The next morning we had breakfast and went out to 

get our car. No car! There was a policeman on the 

corner so we told him what happened. He said, 

ñCan you boys read that sign in front of the hotel?ò 

No parking. He said our car had been towed away 

and we would have to get to the yard where they 

towed errant cars. It was quite a way but we started 

hoofing it. When we got there a policeman was 

siting at a high desk. He said we would have to 

cough up five bucks for our car. Five dollars lighter 

and wiser we headed out for the scenic route along 

the north shore of Lake Superior.  

One early summer morning in 1953, Bill Tehan Jr. 

(ñTinyò) came across the road (Hy. 59/Main St.) to 

the Standard Service station where I was working. 

Tehans lived in the house on the corner of Main and 

First Streets  in Palmyra, WI, where the bank is to-

day. Tiny said, ñTut, Iôm going to Canada. Do you 

want to come along?ò What an idea!  I never would 

have thought of such a thing. I had just completed my 

junior year of high school and Tiny his freshman 

year. I didnôt think there was much chance I would be 

able to go. First, I was working for Bill Reich and I 

doubted he would be keen on me being gone for al-

most a week. And then there were my parents. How 

could I convince them to give me permission to go? 

To my amazement Bill and my dad and mother gave 

me the green light. Neither of us had much money 

but in those days you didnôt need much to travel a 

week if you did not insist on first class accommoda-

tions. We would go in a 1938 Ford that I presume 

was owned by Tinyôs dad, Bill Tehan Sr. The car had 

four on the floor and a maximum speed of about 55 

mph. It also had a spare tire that actually held air.   
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We noticed on the map that just before reaching the 

Canadian border we would pass the Grand Portage 

Indian Reservation. We didnôt know anything 

about such things but thought maybe it would be 

something we ought to check out. Finally, we came 

to a rather inconspicuous sign that announced the 

reservation. There was a dirt road leading into the 

woods so we turned in. It seemed we were on it for 

a long time but then we came into a clearing and 

there were eight or ten small frame buildings ex-

cept for one that was two stories. The buildings 

were on a beautiful little inlet from the lake. At 

first there didnôt seem to be anyone there but in due 

time some Indians appeared. Apparently, the place 

was open to tourists but it was early in the season 

and we were alone in the place.   
 
The two story building housed a dining room 

downstairs and rooms upstairs. It was all quite 

primitive and had seen better days. There were a 

number of Indian kids about our ages and we hit it 

off right from the start. First we rented a room. All 

the doors had only a latch and there was a chamber 

pot by the bed. We told the kids we had our fly 

rods and had hoped to do some trout fishing. To 

this day I donôt know if it is legal for tourists to 

fish on an Indian reservation. The kids were happy 

to take us fishing on a great river draining into the 

lake.  

 Of course, we did not have fishing licenses but it did-

nôt seem to matter. We had a good time and caught a 

few fish which we gave to the kids. Then we had a 

modest, but for us,  fine meal in the dining room 

where we had the undivided attention of the whole 

staff, not to mention the bunch of Indians that ate with 

us. Then it was off to slumber land. By morning we 

both had some experience with the chamber pot. It 

was not a novelty for me as I had often used one on 

the Albert Tutton farm that was on Hooper Road and 

just up the hill from Hwy. E on the way to Punk. 

 

We were in no hurry to get started but eventually 

headed toward the Canadian border. At the check 

point the guard said, ñYou boys donôt have any fire 

arms do you?ò Tiny said, ñNo, except for the pistol 

under my seat.ò I had no idea that we had a gun in the 

car. The guard said we could not take it into Canada 

but he asked us if we would be coming back through 

this checkpoint. We were going to do that so we left 

the gun and picked it up on our way south. 

 

Not too far from the border were the adjacent towns of 

Port Arthur and Fort William. Today, it is one city, 

Thunder Bay. I am not sure which town we stopped in 

but we could see that our meager funds looked quite 

anemic. We checked into a very small flea bag. The 

only thing I remember about our stay in Canada was 

that next to the hotel was a pawn shop. There was a 

hunting knife with sheath that caught my eye. The 

blade had been broken off and then reshaped and the 

sheath was reshaped to fit the shortened knife. It was a 

beauty with good steel for keeping an edge. It had 

leather handle rings with brass spacers. Though I had 

been a Boy Scout for some time, for some reason I 

didnôt have a hunting knife. Most of the scouts did. 

My brother, Craig, had a dandy regulation scout hunt-

ing knife that is now in the Turner Museum as mine 

will be one day. That knife set me back $5 but I was 

glad to get it. I have used that knife all these years 

including on a National Geographic anthropological 

expedition to the Canadian arctic on which I used the 

knife to butcher caribou that Eskimos shot for us. 

 

 

 

   

 

ñTutò in 1954   

 

 

 

ñTinyò in 1956 


