Poscards to home.

Day 1
Dear Grandma,
I watched from the belly of the metal bird, and we landed safely in this new place. 
The tarmac’s heat hit our faces like a crashing wave, reminding me of the seaside cliffs in our favourite spot back home. 
Here the men are curious, their hands ruffle my blond curls. A rarity in their midst so my mother explains. 
Today Daddy took me for my favourite treat. Not from a barbeque, but corn sold by roadside vendors.
Large metal pots, and men behind calling, when they take the lid off, the steam dances up to the sky, just like your chimney when you light your fire. 
Mammy says, tonight, we dine by the sea, and we will sample Turkish seafood for the first time. 
I like Turkiye Grandma, it reminds me of you. It feels like one of your warm cuddles, and your friendly smile. 
I love you Grandma, Love your Beebee. 

Day 2
Dear Grandma, 
Last night's feast by the sea was as good as Mammy promised. The waiter came to our table and said we should try the Mezze. 
Lots of tiny plates filled with different foods, laid out in front of us like one of our picnics at the park. Mammy said this was good for me because I always want a bit of everything. 
This morning, we woke up early and had breakfast on the balcony.  The biggest brightest sun I have ever seen was in the sky. Its rays all warm on my skin, just like your gentle touch. 
The hotel has four pools and lots of activities to do. Mammy mentioned kids club tonight, while they walk along the bay. 
Tomorrow, we go on a boat trip, I can not wait to share the adventures with you. 
Wish you were here Grandma, Love your Beebee

Day 3
Dear Grandma, 





I know these postcards will never reach you, grandma, If I had the address for heaven I would send them, miss you always, your BeeBee 


