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                                                                          Arabah el Madfuna. 

                                      Jan 22nd 1936.  
                                                          
Dear Mother. 
 
          We are both very grieved at  
the news of the King’s death, we  
only knew of his illness a day before.  
I imagine London must be in a  
state of gloom, in fact all England,  
as he was so beloved by his people. 
 
          Amice & I had a jolly outing  
yesterday. we drove to Girga directly  
after breakfast & went shopping  
we had a gorgeous time, Amice  
bought pots & pans of copper for  
THE HOUSE. As/<l>so brocade & satin  
to cover chairs for the drawing room.  
skins to cover dining room furnaturesic  
& a length of satin for a frock.  
           
          I purchacedsic another piece of that  
nice strong cotton for a coat & skirt 
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to wear at home, the one I made  
before is for use here, & is so successful.  
I also fell a victim to a length of  
satin in lovely gay stripes such  
as omdah’s wear. mine is not  
so expensive as Amice’s, having a  
cotton back but the effect is just  
as gorgeous. I shall try to make  
both up while I am here & use them  
so as to avoid heavy customs  
when I return to England.  
 
          Amice’s purchacessic came to so  
much that she had to go to  
Barclays Bank & cash a cheque,  
fortunately I had taken enough  
money for my own extravagances  
We left Joey beside the band/<k>  
& our purchases in the charge 
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of the bank manager. then we  
went to the river & crossed it on one  
of the big barges. there was a good  
wind & they hoisted the great se/<a>il  
& we soon scudded across. we had  
to walk the plank to disembark,  
but there were many hands out- 
stretched to assist us. we had  
with us Sardic & one of our Soudanis  
& we purposed having a picnic  
lunch in the desert cliffs on the  
further side. we walked across  
a wide stretch of land which  
proved to be an island, as we  
had to take another barge before  
we reached the further side  
then came another walk & we  
found the cliffs much further off 
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than they appeared from the Girga  
shore. however we went on, as it was  
pleasant walking on the nice firm  
sand. we passed two w/<v>illages  
& a strip of cultivation & then at  
last got to the cliffs – we scrambled  
up until we found a nice little  
nook with a bit of shade; then we  
had lunch – bully beef. tomatoes.  
oranges & mandarins & biscuits.  
then men eatsic their lunch a little  
way away. & finished up our tin  
of bully beef as we only eat a  
very small portion, we heard  
estaticsic munchings & guessed the  
Soudani was getting his teeth  
into it. we had very little time to  
explore the cliffs before the/<we> had to 
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return so as to cross the river before  
sun set. when we got back to Girga  
we found the bank manager had  
got a nice tea ready for us which  
we very much enjoyed. Then we  
packed all the purchac/<s>es in Joey  
& Sardic & the Soudani sat on top  
of them & we returned to camp  
arriving about 7·30 & got a good  
scolding from Nannie as we were  
late for supper & she had looked  
for us eac/<r>lier, After supper we  
had a good gloat over our various  
purchacessic & decided they were even  
nicer than when we first saw them.  
I send you a little cutting of my satin, 
I have received three more Humorists.  
thanks very much. Have you received 
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a letter from me containing one of  
Amice’s poem’ssic about “Bill & Ben the  
two strong men.”? 
 
          Amice thanks you very much for your  
letter she is so glad the legend  
pleased you so much. she is still  
busy sending them off to her many  
friends –  
 
          Lots of love from us both  
to you & Father. 
          Your affectionate  
          daughter, Myrtle. 
 


