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. 
Tonight, we dine by the sea, sampling 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. 


