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BROOME LETTER 193 PAGE 1

Yorkshire.
Nov 239 1932.

Dear Mother & Father.

| did have an amusing time at Marsie/<ei>lles, my Australian
friend M" Clayton asked me if 1 would join him in a good long
walk, the ship got in about 9 in the morning & did’nt™ leave
until noon the following day — so soon after 10 o’clock we
went ashore, caught a tram from the docks that took us to
the main street, we walked up this, looking for Thos Cook’s
place to make a few inqurires®*, but came first to one of the
Italian travel bureux[?] offices, so went in there to see if we
could get a map. A very charming girl who could speak
English gave us lots of information as well as a map of
the district, she said there was a charming old world
place where artists go in the summer on the edge of a lake
about 25 miles out of Marseilles & there was a motor coach
that went there at 12 o’clock & returned 4-30. we thought
it sounded most exciting, especially as she said we could
get lunch there if we did’nt™® mind it being a little provincial,
so we found out where the coach started, got tickets,
& amused ourselves looking at shops until it was time to
take our seats. The French coaches are not half as luxurious
& smart as our Green Lines, they are noisey* & shabby. but my
word they do go. as soon as we were clear of the town
we had the road pretty well to ourselves. it ran — with many
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I[GR ~ twists & sharp S bends though rocky mountainous country,
2 there were a few trees, cyprus™ & fir variety, & some stunted
i s B B N R Bl ke Bt olives & in parts attempts at agriculture, but on the
TSR R TR TR e : whole it was very barren, we past/<s>ed two little villages
5 E B B on the way. they had little white houses with green doors &
PR 4 Gy 3 TN shutters with lots of roof covered with pinkish red tiles
W DI AV B T A R 0, like this [ & ]. there looked to be much more roof than
i e g, Thuy Aol LRL WLl Riacs walh gpocs dens Ly house. where the road approached a village it was
studlee ualtl s J) Awjl comncd sall pokidt ol 1o planted with trees on either side & as these were in full
Che this D, Hhue| loshed To be. ruwck mac ava] lhan autum® colouring the effect was lovely. We arrived at —
frnsa o whie The addd apposcthd a villoge o was | think “Martique” was the name about 1 o“clock, it was
Lfoadetl wAll T o @78a s<dle s Resr e o a quaint little fishing village on the edge of a great
AN TR NN g D R AT s ol ¥ il somber lake, there were several bridges & lots of nets &
PRSI IR R T R Y L gay fishing boats. the coach driver told us how to find
: £ ) R i the place where we could get lunch. M" Clayton’s French
R L AR e is’nt™" much better than mine, in fact | think | understood
BT AR T B . MR G S T AGRY the people better than he did, but he was less shy of
gay Jahing ook, “The toack thwn fold ws S speaking, so we go on famously. we found the place,
Tho plase Rue wn cowld g lunch . M 6laylon’s Fromcd it was a little cafe™ over looking the lake, the little _
b L Adedla. 1R rnt |, i fach I TRenk | vraasto waitress took me up a funny winding staircase to “levér®®
i B bd Al Bl B id . Lok £ weis $as af les mains” all very clean & rather primita/<i>ve. The room
il s G ot gt Wl fas o Lot W pand We lunched in was amazing, it was like a glassed in veranda
b s & NeIE s 4 Vo 0 R R Wy i, ol there was a vine growing inside, the floor was sanded & there
¢ A S were ring doves walking about among the tables, in the
SRR N R | AT AR ‘7; e centre was a large water tank with oysters & live ealls®
G0 8, W BEY Ty Thy oy swimming about & the roof was like a forrest™ of wine bottel/<le>s
wi funched! i~ o RS ING. ¥ oA Tihe a {'fa.s__t-"( n ond]
ke Lankia. ke gronIin hsede | 75 i ‘Pf n wed Soofed & Thee
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BROOME LETTER 193 PAGE 3

slung up in their straw or bass covers. we were advised by
mine host to try the famous dish of Marsielles™® “bouille-basse
we were provided each with soup plate, spoon, knife & fork
& the usual bread by the yard. then a large casserole was placed
before us, it contained a thick oily looking soup with lumps of
bread all a most violent yellow. just as we were plucking

up courage to tackle it another dish arrived piled up with
assorted fishes & bits of fishes topped up with a cray fish — we
were a little uncertain how to tackle all this, whether to

eat soup & fish together or separately, | started with soup

& sopped bread. at the first taste my eyes nearly jumped

out, it was amazing. it was very fishey* — highly seasoned

& seaweedy & flavoured with saffron!!!! never have | tasted
the like — I hardly dared risk a second mouthfull**°.

| then added a piece off the fish pile this certainly helped

to tone down the amazing flavour. & after the first shock

had worn off | found it fairly pallatable®, We choose®™® white
wine to drink with it, a Sauterne which seemed to cause

mine host considerable surprise, it evidently was’nt>* the

right thing to do, however it came & was very nice

After demolishing a good half of our pile of fishes we feld/<t> we
dare not attempt another attack on the menu so finished

up with a dish of fruit & nuts & coffee.

»SiC

We had a good mike round the little town & saw
the people making & mending their nets, they live chiefly
by fishing, & then set out for a good sharp walk along



BROOME LETTER 193 PAGE 4

the road to Marseilles & stopped the afternoon coach on
(43 its return journey. we got back to the town about 5-30
ALY R R N & went to a very nice place for coffee & cakes & got back to
Sy s Js - ~ | ourboatintime to dress for dinner.

Hitiet o BRI - 0 (Y R R e \ Amice arrived breakfast time the next day.

B B o et v\ W B § BB R s : she was as usual very weary after a great rush to get off.
Urmce. lonnng teattosh lom.. The rislola, . unfortunately we have had very bad weather since leaving

Marseilles & she has been most unhappy. however it is _

better to-day & she is taking it easy to be ready to dissembark®*

to-morrow.

- {4 / /Y
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£ . , / / My next letter will be from Cairo, I will call at
: Py : : Cooks office to see if there is a letter for me.

b g Rl o] YR R i P Much love to you both from
Yo fie o yor AL . your loving daughter
~ fnng olavs Lo Myrtle.

Amice sends love.

P.S. The chocolates were lovely.




