Sample Item Level Record from the Barren Lands Project 

<?xml version="1.0"?>

<!DOCTYPE tyrrell SYSTEM "Tyrrell.dtd">

<tyrrell> 

<TEI.2> 

<teiHeader> 

<fileDesc> 

<titleStmt> 

<title type="main">Letter to Mary Edith Carey, 1893/06/19</title> 

<author>Tyrrell, Joseph Burr, 1858-1957</author> 

<respStmt> 

<resp>Described and encoded by the Tyrrell Project Team.</resp> 

</respStmt> 

<sponsor></sponsor> 

<funder></funder> 

</titleStmt> 

<extent type="file">7</extent> 

<publicationStmt> 

<publisher>University of Toronto,</publisher> 

<pubPlace>Toronto :</pubPlace> 

<date>2000</date> 

<idno>L10107</idno> 

<availability> 

<p>This file may not be redistributed without the written permission of the University of Toronto Library.</p> 

</availability> 

</publicationStmt> 

<sourceDesc> 

<bibl type="manuscript"> 

<title type="main">Letter to Mary Edith Carey, 1893/06/19</title> 

<author>Tyrrell, Joseph Burr, 1858-1957</author> 

<respStmt> 

<resp></resp> 

</respStmt> 

<editionStmt> 

<edition></edition> 

</editionStmt> 

<pubPlace></pubPlace> 

<publisher></publisher> 

<date value="19-06-1893">19 June 1893</date> 

<seriesStmt> 

<title></title> 

</seriesStmt> 

<extent>6 p. on 2 folded sheets + envelope ; 21 x 14 cm</extent><biblScope>Item is a letter by J.B. Tyrrell to his fiancee, Mary Edith "Dollie" Carey from Fort Chippewyan describing Fort Chipewyan and the progress of the 1893 expedition to the Barren Lands. Tyrrell describes the arrival and unloading of the Hudson Bay Company steamer, Grahame, and the preparation of their supplies. The expedition party consists of J.B. Tyrrell, his brother James Tyrrell, three Mohawk canoeists from Kahnawake, Quebec, and three Chipewyans: John Flett from the Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, area, and James Corrigal and Francois Maurice from Isle-a-la-Crosse, Saskatchewan, as well as a guide named Moberly, from Fort Chipewyan, for part of the trip.

</biblScope> 

<notesStmt> 

<note type="titlesource">Title based on contents of item.</note> 

<note type="location">Ms. Coll. 26, box 10, folder 12</note> 

<note type="general">Item forms part of the sub-series entitled 'Correspondence (Author Files)'.</note> 

</notesStmt></bibl> 

</sourceDesc> 

</fileDesc> 

<profileDesc> 

<textClass> 

<keywords scheme="lcsh"> 

<term type="700">Tyrrell, Mary Edith Carey</term> 

<term type="600">Tyrrell, J. W. (James Williams), 1863-1945</term> 

<term type="650">Canoes and canoeing</term> 

<term type="650">Mohawk Indians</term> 

<term type="651">Kahnawake Indian Reserve (Quebec)</term> 

<term type="650">Chipewyan Indians</term> 

<term type="651">Fort Chipewyan (Alta.)</term> 

<term type="610">Grahame (Steamship)</term> 

</keywords> 

</textClass> 

</profileDesc> 

</teiHeader> 

<text> 

<body> 

<div1> 

<p><pb id="tyrrell/letters/L10107/0001" n="0" type="Envelope"/>

June 19th

Miss Edith Carey

Port Rowan

Co. Norfolk

Ontario
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Fort Chippewyan

June 19 1893

My dearest Edith

The postal facilities

of this country are not exceptionally 

good, but this letter will probably 

reach you by the end of July when

we shall probably be well on our way

down the river which leads to Hudson's 

Bay.

Just as this letter was started the

Steamer Grahame came in from the 

south bringing any provisions for the 

year, so all hands had to turn out and 

meet the arrivals.  Dr. Mc Kay, who is in 

charge of this District, and with whom

many things had to be arranged was on 

board so the evening was a busy one.

After talking for a couple of hours we went

out and took our regular observations on 

the stars for time, which uses up about 

an hour, and went to bed a little 

after one o'clock.  This morning, before 

six we were around getting our stuff

off the steamer, and the time went</p> 
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by quickly till ten o'clock, when the Steamer

left for the north, taking Dr. Mc Kay with 

it to inspect some of his more northern

Posts.  In my letter from Grand Rapids

I told you that James met a cousin of 

his wife's, an Inspector in the Mounted 

Police.  When we met the Steamer Grahame

whom should James see but his cook

of the winter of 1885, where he lived on 

the north shore of Hudson's Straits.  His 

name is Mills, and he is now Captain

Mills of the Steamer Wrigley which runs

between Fort Smith, on Slave river and 

the mouth of the Mackenzie.  He is an

excellent fellow, and we spent quite a

pleasant time with him.  He is now on

his way from Winnipeg to the north, 

engaged to serve the Hudson's Bay Company

for three years.  The life will be rather a 

lonely one, but he appears to be a fellow

who can be happy alone, or with whatever

company is thrown in his way.  He made

James a nice present as soon as he met 

him, namely a beautiful wood buffalo robe

a robe of dark rich hair.  He also offered

and promised to procure for me the 

head of a wood buffalo, if he sends it

will throw the Elk head into the shade</p> 
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altogether, for it is a monstrous shaggy

affair, half as large again as the Plains

buffalo.  I have also been promised a 

buffalo robe, which will probably be a 

handsome one.  You may remember the 

wood buffalo in our Museum, the head

and robe should be like his, but of course

they are only promised yet.

I have been looking around the place 

to see what sort of a place this would be

to spend the winter in when we come 

down here to spend the winter; but first

you must get a general idea of the place.

The country consists of gently rounded hills

of granite rock thinly wooded with pine,

between which are pleasant looking stretches

of sandy land.  On one of the sandy stretches

the village of Chippewyan is situated, for

village, and not fort, is the proper word 

to apply to this place.  The Hudson's Bay 

Company's Establishment consists of two

or three large two storey houses with

cottage roofs, at the top of one of these

sandy slopes, the first windows looking

southward over the lake to some

wooded islands.  In front of them is 

a grassy lawn, beyond which are the 

heavily built store and warehouses.  The

</p> 
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fronts of these buildings are connected by

a fence, beyond the end of which is 

a row of small houses, in perfect line,

extending down to a little English Church

All are cleanly whitewashed and the 

village has a very pleasant appearance

as one approaches it from the lake.

Across the bay, and about a mile distant,

is the Roman Catholic Church + Mission,

where the Bishop + several priests live,

and the nuns teach a school for 

Indian children.  The English Church

Clergyman, a Mr. Lucas, lives in a nice

double house beside the church, and the 

Bishop, Mr. Young, with his wife and

family, are now stopping with him.

Both are going south by the next steamer,

the latter to spend a winter in Toronto,

the former to meet a young lady from

England who is coming out to share 

or drive away his loneliness.  He is to

meet her at Fort McMurray on the 

Athabasca river, where they are going to 

be married and then return here.

On Sunday we attended Church, and heard 

the Bishop preach a very nice sermon,

one that was well within the compass

of his hearers.  He is a very pleasant</p> 
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gentlemanly man, and Mrs. Young also

appears to be very pleasant, but I 

have not met her.

The houses in the row are for the

most part occupied, but half the 

room within the fort is empty, and 

plenty of room could easily be gotten,

within building another house.  Mrs. Dr.

McKay is a half breed, but she is very 

pleasant, and she has as pretty a family 

of children as I have seen for a long time.

But if the wind is not to strong against

us we hope to leave here tomorrow,

and to make our way as quickly as

possible to the east end of the lake.

Our party is now made up as follows

my brother and myself, three Iroquois

Indians from near Montreal, all 

pleasant, good humoured fellows,

one half breed name John Flett from

Prince Albert, who was brought up

near the mouth of the MacKenzie, two

halfbreeds names James Corrigal and 

Francois Maurice from Isle a la Crosse,

and Moberly with his wife and two 

daughters, full Chippewyan Indians,

from here.  To take us across the

lake we shall have four canoes</p> 
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two of which we brought up with us

from Ontario, one Peterborough canoe,

was brought down from Isle a la Crosse,

it is the same one that I used last

year, and the Indian family will

bring their own birch bark canoe.

Besides these we will have my little

sail boat as far as Fond du Lac,

where the ladies of the party will be

left.  Moberly will go on with us for

a couple of weeks, and show us the

way up to the height of land north

of Black Lake whence he will return,

bringing with him any specimens that 

I may have collected up to that date

and with the other three canoes I 

shall go on to Hudson's Bay.

Now dearest it is getting late, and 

we must be up early in the morning

for there is a long trip before us.

Give my kind regards to all at home

and to you, yourself, I send my very 

fondest love, with the hope that you

are spending a pleasant happy

summer wherever you may be.

Your one true lover

J.B. Tyrrell.
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