
BROOME LETTER 275 PAGE 1

Arabah
March 9th 1934. 

Dear Mother. 

          We are starting the warm  
weather now & the flies in the temple  
are perfect pests. we are very glad  
of the gauze covers Mrs Anderson gave  
us, Our sparrows are very tame  
& come to eat the flies we kill, they  
know the sound of the fly swat & come  
flying on to our scaffolds to find the  
corpses. 

          I am bereft of my nice school- 
master, Sheikh Sarbit has been  
removed to a village near his home  
& departed Wednesday. I am very  
glad for his sake, as he was very  
lonely & unhappy so far away from  
his own people, but of course I miss  
him very much, I am continuing 
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my lessons with Sheikh Jed el Karim  
who is only too glad to step into  
Sheikh Sarbit’s shoes. he is also  
an excellent teacher though not  
such an advanced grammarian  
as the other, there will be another  
head-master coming to take Sheikh  
Sarbit’s place but he has not yet  
arrived, I expect he will come with  
Sheikh Jed el Karim next lesson day  
to pay his respects, probably he  
will want to give me lessons, but  
I shall see what he is like before  
considering that, & if I liked him  
I might divide the lessons between  
them. but I will tell you all about  
it later after his visit. 

          I took Sheihk/<kh> Sarbitssic photograph & gave  
him prints as a parting gift, (I am  
having some more made for you to 
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see.) he was delighted.  

          I am going to let him know when we  
go to Ahkmim again to fetch our  
silk from the weaver, so that he  
can meet us there. 

          In this letter I enclose two of Amice’s  
snaps of Mahomed Kheir with the  
cushion cover he made for her out  
of the skins we bought at Girga.  
I am afraid he is not looking his  
best in his “undress” costume, but  
you can see what nice hands he  
has. he is back with us again  
this month, very full of beans.  
he loves the job here 

          Little Un has settled down after  
his holiday & seemed quite glad  
to be back. Amice thought he was  
engaged to his nurse, but that was  
a mistake, (probably she would’ntsic
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have him) I am afraid he is a  
fickle lad & that the attractions  
are many & various, judging by the  
number of bead necklaces he bought  
from our antique men here to take  
to Cairo with him 

          Lots of love to you all. 
          Your affectionate 
          daughter  
          Myrtle. 
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