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About the Book


In Istanbul – the golden city on the Bosphorus – ancient myths and modern evils are at work …


On a buzzing street in the fashionable district of Beyoglu, a young man drops dead. Ümit Kavas’s death was natural but the autopsy betrays a shocking truth: his last meal was human flesh.


Under desperate pressure from their superiors, Inspector Cetin Ikmen and his colleague Mehmet Süleyman begin their most obscure investigation yet. How did Ümit Kavas, apparently a good, liberal man, come to partake in the greatest taboo of all? Did he act alone? And who was his victim? 


Soon they find themselves embroiled in a dark web of underground worlds: of Turkey’s old secular elite; a community of squatters; and a new gastronomy scene breaking every boundary. But where does the truth lie?
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Praise for Barbara Nadel’s novels:


‘Inspector Çetin İkmen is one of detective fiction’s most likeable investigators, despite his grumpy and unsociable character. Or perhaps because of it – we seem to like our detectives a little grouchy: think of him as the Morse of Istanbul’ Daily Telegraph


‘Intelligent and captivating’ The Sunday Times


‘Fascinating … Inter-gang drug war and racial prejudice are only two of the ingredients stirred into the incendiary mix’ Good Book Guide


‘Impeccable mystery plotting, exotic and atmospheric’ Guardian
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Police:


Inspector Cetin İkmen – middle aged İstanbul detective


Inspector Mehmet Süleyman – İstanbul detective and İkmen’s protégé


Commissioner Hürrem Teker – İkmen and Süleyman’s boss


Sergeant Kerim Gürsel – İkmen’s sergeant


Sergeant Ömer Mungun – Süleyman’s sergeant


Arto Sarkissian – Armenian police pathologist


Constable Halide Can – police officer


Others:


Fatma İkmen – Cetin’s wife


Kemal İkmen – one of Fatma and Cetin’s sons


Gonca Şekeroğlu – Süleyman’s mistress


Sinem Gürsel – Kerim Gürsel’s wife


Peri Mungun – Ömer Mungun’s sister, a nurse


Boris Myskow – American celebrity chef at the Imperial Oriental Hotel


Chef Tandoğan – chef at the Imperial Oriental Hotel


Bülent Onay – chef at the Imperial Oriental Hotel


Aysel Gurcanli – chef at the Imperial Oriental Hotel


Tayyar Zarides, also known as Cyrus – a Greek pork butcher


Imam Özgür Ayan – a cleric


Burak Ayan – the imam’s son


Mustafa Ayan – the imam’s son


Radwan – a Syrian refugee


Azzam – a Syrian refugee


Uğur İnan – originator of the Art House squat


İsmet İnan – Uğur’s son


Birgül İnan – İsmet’s wife


Ziya Yetkin – a biker


Zenne Gül – a male belly dancer


Meltem Baser – Gül’s friend


Ahu Kasap – Gül’s friend


Pembe Hanım – Gül’s friend


Celal Vural – a waiter


Selma Vural – Celal’s wife


Aylin Hanım – Imam Ayan’s neighbour


Ramazan – Aylin’s son


General Abdullah Kavaş – murder victim’s father


Belgin Kavaş – murder victim’s mother


Major General Deniz Baydar – retired soldier


Defne Baydar – the Major General’s wife


Father Bacchus Katsaros – Greek Orthodox priest


Cüneyt Civan – Internet trader


Mimi – prostitute




Could guilt kill? Scientifically that had to be bullshit. But dying as a result of guilt, well, that could be possible, couldn’t it? The stress of carrying guilt could put pressure on the central nervous system, which could in turn affect the heart. Long-term stress could result in damage to the heart muscle. And heart disease was in the family.


He felt hot, then cold, then hot again. His chest hurt. Indigestion, his body rejecting food it hadn’t been designed to eat. Or had it? Of course it hadn’t. He’d known it was wrong. But at the same time, he’d been curious. And it had looked good. Now he knew what Hagop meant when he talked about ‘crackling’, although he doubted whether his Armenian friend had ever had it like he had.


He felt sick. It wasn’t good to be out on İstiklal Caddesi on a Saturday night when he felt so rough. Istanbul’s principal party street was buzzing with noise, food smells, tobacco smoke and a cross-section of humanity that made his head swim at the best of times. Now everyone looked frightening and disapproving. He felt they knew, and his chest tightened again. But how could they know? Sweat poured down his face. Years ago, when his family had taken holidays, he’d got food poisoning in Sicily. He’d thought he was about to die. But then he’d also had the shits. He gagged. Maybe it was coming out of the other end? He’d have to get to a side street or a shop doorway. He wasn’t far from the church of St Antoine. If he could stagger through the gates and on to the steps, he could sink down on the ground and maybe start to feel a bit better. But as he began to walk towards the church, he felt the world turn upside down and he hit the road with his shoulder.


He saw people come. He heard them ask him if he was OK. But then he entered a blackness that he had, and hadn’t, been expecting.




Chapter 1


[image: Image Missing]


‘Does this have to be done now?’


Fatma İkmen looked up at her husband. Surrounded by tins, she was sitting on the floor in front of the food cupboard. She was uncomfortable and angry.


He answered his own question. ‘I see it does.’


He lit a cigarette.


‘Out!’


Cetin İkmen loved his wife. They’d been together for over forty years and he had never regretted a day of it. But there were limits.


‘No.’ He sat down at the kitchen table.


Fatma’s plump face turned red. ‘Nobody smokes indoors now,’ she said. ‘Only in brothels and drug dens.’


‘Is that so?’ He drank the tea she’d made for him before she started cleaning out the food cupboard. ‘Can’t say I really notice cigarettes when I’m raiding a bonzai factory in a godforsaken suburb full of hopeless addicts.’


Synthetic cannabinoid, or bonzai, had been popular in Turkey for almost five years. Cheaper than cannabis or heroin, it was highly addictive and deadly. And although Inspector Cetin İkmen’s task in the Istanbul police force was to apprehend murderers rather than drug dealers, sometimes his quarry was one and the same.


‘Anyway, all that’s nothing,’ Fatma said as she wafted his smoke out of her face. ‘Are you going to help me sort out these tins?’


‘I’m going to work in a minute.’ He smoked.


‘Ah, what am I to do! It’s all over the television,’ she said. ‘Anatolia Gold.’ She looked at the tins and shook her head. ‘How could they?’


İkmen rolled his eyes. Product giant Anatolia Gold had owned up to selling tinned products that contained traces of pork. Actually they’d been found out by government scientists, who had checked their white beans after people had complained that they tasted odd. They’d found the beans contained pork products, and in a Muslim country, that was headline news. All over Turkey, women just like Fatma İkmen were clearing out their food cupboards and wondering how much pork they’d already unwittingly eaten. Most of them feared for their souls and the souls of their loved ones. Expressly forbidden in the Koran, consumption of pork was considered a sin in Islam. Eating this unclean animal, either by accident or design, was a very serious infringement of Islamic law.


‘Are you not just a little worried that you might’ve eaten pork?’ Fatma said.


‘No.’


She shook her head again. ‘I will never understand you, Cetin.’


He smiled. ‘Well you haven’t done badly after forty years of marriage,’ he said. ‘Putting up with an atheist. But then I’ve not always found you easy to live with either. Now, I think, is one of those times.’


She scowled.


‘Fatma, you’re one of the most genuinely pious people I have ever met,’ Cetin said. ‘You are the real thing, and that is rare these days. These women covering themselves in black …’


‘That’s not Islam. That’s an Arabian custom.’


‘I know that, and so do you, but sadly, certain young women who wear far too much eye make-up do not,’ he said. He leaned down towards her. ‘You’re not going to eternal damnation, Fatma.’


‘How do you know? You don’t believe in anything.’


He shrugged. ‘Because it doesn’t make sense. If your God is as kind and loving as you always say he is, why would he condemn good people? Now if you’re talking about the God of the jihadis …’


‘Ah, don’t even think about them! It’s madness!’


‘Maybe.’ He stood up. Put his cigarette out and then lit another. ‘It looks like it to me, but not to everyone, and also you can’t arrest someone for talking out of their backside, can you? Or rather you shouldn’t.’


Fatma stopped looking at tins. She frowned. ‘I think maybe you should, sometimes,’ she said. ‘All I see is hatred spreading.’


‘Some people don’t mind that.’


She looked up at him. ‘Well they should.’


He bent down to kiss her. ‘I agree.’


The youngest of the İkmens’ eight adult children, Kemal, had just told his mother he was gay. His father had known for some time. Fatma had not been happy, but she had accepted what, deep down in her soul, she had known was coming anyway. Now all she had to do was reconcile her son’s sexuality with her faith. She seemed to be making a start by condemning religious fanatics.


‘If it were up to me, I would lock them all up,’ she said. Then she went back to her tins.


Her husband smiled, said, ‘Yes,’ and left.


‘Human flesh? Are you sure?’


‘Absolutely,’ the doctor said. ‘And what is more, it has been cooked and was accompanied by an apple and plum sauce. Makes one wonder how that combination was arrived at. Was the apple included because it is claimed by some that human flesh is similar to pork?’


‘God knows.’


‘But I’m afraid, Commissioner, that someone died to provide Mr Ümit Kavaş with his last meal,’ Dr Arto Sarkissian said. ‘Which means that his body is now a crime scene.’


Commissioner Hürrem Teker ran her fingers through her thick dyed hair. The pathologist was right. Kavaş’s body, although he had died of natural causes, couldn’t be released to his family.


‘The general will not be pleased,’ she said.


‘General Kavaş can be as displeased as he likes,’ the doctor said. ‘I can’t release the body.’


‘No.’


It was easy for Sarkissian to say. As an Armenian Christian, he couldn’t understand the frantic need Muslim families had to bury the bodies of their loved ones. Christians didn’t believe a soul was in torment until its body was in the ground. Not that Hürrem Teker thought that General Kavaş believed in such things for a second. He had been a shaven-headed committed secularist, a follower of Atatürk, in his youth. He probably still was. But since he’d served a term in prison for alleged involvement in a plot against the Islamically rooted AK government, his public stance had altered. Now he prayed. Now he was on the phone every five minutes demanding the return of his son’s body.


The Armenian said, ‘The meat was rare. But that didn’t contribute in any significant way to Ümit Kavaş’s death. Though only thirty-five, he had advanced coronary artery disease.’


‘Like his father. He had a heart bypass years ago.’


Hürrem was from a military family. Her father had known General Kavaş.


‘Pity the son didn’t,’ the doctor said. ‘What are you going to do, madam?’


She leaned back on the side of a sink.


‘Well we can’t start yelling about cannibals. The more lurid media outlets will have the public hiding under their beds. It will be a zombie apocalypse, a left-wing plot, an attack on family values. Every testosterone-fuelled kid will be out on the street with a gun.’


‘That’s why I called you directly.’


‘Which I appreciate,’ she said. ‘It’s not easy. The area where Kavaş was found is jammed with restaurants and bars.’


‘I doubt that what Mr Kavaş ate had been served commercially,’ he said. ‘If anyone is trying to pass human flesh off as animal meat, then it can only be as pork. And as far as I know, there’s only one pork butcher left in this city.’


‘An Armenian?’


‘No, a Rum.’


Rums, or Istanbul Greeks, were rare in the city now. Even rarer was one who butchered pigs.


‘Tayyar Zarides,’ the doctor said. ‘To his friends he uses his Greek name, Cyrus.’


‘Are you this man’s friend, Dr Sarkissian?’


He smiled. Accustomed to the idea that all Turks thought that all non-Muslims knew each other, it still mildly amused him. ‘My brother is a fan of pork,’ he said. ‘Mr Zarides’s product is very good. He rears at a small farm in Thrace, and I am told his butchery skills are second to none. So why he would want to taint his product with human flesh …’


‘He probably doesn’t,’ she said. ‘But we must start somewhere. I imagine you’ve heard about this Anatolia Gold scandal?’


‘Pork fat in the beans. Yes.’


‘Tensions are running high. One of their factories in Kayseri has already been attacked.’


‘Exactly. If you go into Tayyar Zarides’s place under these circumstances …’


‘Oh, I won’t,’ she said. ‘I’ll send your friend Cetin.’


Arto Sarkissian frowned. His childhood friend Cetin İkmen was one of the best-known policemen in the city. Scrupulously honest and fair, Istanbul’s quirkiest cop had been helping to make the city a safer place to live for decades. Everyone from street sweepers to millionaires knew him. Love him or loathe him, İkmen was very visible. Surely if Teker wanted to keep a lid on this thing, using İkmen wasn’t going to help her?


‘I can’t help thinking that’s not entirely a good idea …’


‘No?’ she said. ‘Because he’s a known face? He is. But he’s also known as an out-and-proud atheist. Not many of those about in public life any more. But İkmen remains. And when people see him in a pork butcher’s, they won’t think, “Oh there go the police persecuting minorities”. They’ll think, “If İkmen’s with Mr Zarides then they’re probably friends”. They might not like it, but I think they’ll accept it. At least I hope so.’


‘Oh. I see.’


She had a point.


‘We’ll need a team to investigate this situation,’ she said. ‘And I can’t think of anyone better for that job than İkmen. Can you?’


People went missing in Istanbul all the time. Children and teenagers ran away from home, tourists got lost or fell in love and then tumbled off the radar, and elderly demented people wandered. Few were never found. But occasionally a body would turn up. In the waters of the Bosphorus, behind some dustbins in a quiet, pious suburb, dumped on the metro tracks. And it was then that a select few officers would be assigned to what was possibly a murder. But they usually had some visual clues or formal ID to go on.


Cetin İkmen was still frankly reeling from the case Commissioner Teker had presented to him. Apart from the contents of a cadaver’s stomach, there was no physical evidence that his victim had ever lived. His sergeant, Kerim Gürsel, was checking missing persons records, and the only other officers who were going to be assigned to this very low-key investigation were out. There was, however, always Arto. And as happened so often, the doctor was way ahead of him. İkmen’s phone rang.


‘I can get you into Tayyar Zarides’s place with no problem at all,’ Arto said in answer to İkmen’s question about the pork butcher. ‘Although as I said to the commissioner, I don’t think it’s an entirely good idea at the present time.’


İkmen laughed. ‘You think.’


‘What I’ve done is ordered some further DNA tests on the meat,’ Arto said. ‘With a city full of unnamed and unaccounted-for Syrian refugees, it could be useful to know the ethnicity of the victim if we can.’


‘I wonder if the diner knew what he was eating,’ İkmen said. ‘I don’t know much about General Kavaş and his family, but I don’t picture them on the outré side of the tracks. Especially not now.’


‘Mmm. But remember that lurid stories circulated about them for a couple of years.’


‘When he was public enemy number whatever it was,’ İkmen said. ‘But he was exonerated last year, Arto. And according to Teker, who knows him, he and the rest of the family have been keeping their heads below the parapet ever since.’


‘Maybe Ümit was tired of being a good boy.’


‘Bit of an extreme way to break out, wouldn’t you say?’


‘We live in extreme times,’ the doctor said. ‘Why do otherwise perfectly civilised young men go to Syria to fight for something they barely understand? Why are they persecuting completely benign groups like the Yezidis? And beheading? In 2014?’


The rise of ISIS, or the Islamic State of Iraq and al-Sham, was as worrying as it had been rapid. Born out of al-Qaeda in Iraq, it had hacked its way across Iraq and Syria and was now at the Syrian border with Turkey. Young Muslims had gone to join ISIS from all over the world, hoping to build a modern caliphate out of countries artificially created by the old imperialist powers of the twentieth century.


‘I think we have to destroy ISIS completely,’ İkmen said. ‘They’re people who have been brainwashed. I’ve seen them in districts like Çarşamba.’ Çarşamba was home to many of the ultra-religious. ‘I’ve listened to them. As a liberal, I have to defend their right to talk absolute nonsense, but I can’t condone what they do. I don’t want my children to have to live around them. There is no circumstance under which it is right to kill innocent non-combatants.’ He shook his head. ‘Anyway, Teker tells me that she’s going to see General Kavaş to try to get him off your back.’


‘He wants his son’s body.’


‘Of course. She is going to tell him about the, you know, the eating …’


‘Is that a good idea, do you think?’


‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘As long as General Kavaş and his wife keep it to themselves. Ümit was their only child. Tragic for them, but maybe, from our point of view, it will make it easier for the story to be contained.’


‘The commissioner is very keen to keep this low-key,’ Arto said.


‘And with good reason. Imagine what some of the tabloids would do with a story like this. It would go, what is it? Viral, online. Teker knows it has the potential to spawn all sorts of conspiracy theories and mad quasi-religious violence. She wants it solved yesterday.’


‘I pity you, my friend.’


İkmen smiled. ‘Luckily I won’t be alone,’ he said.


‘Well, you have Sergeant Gürsel …’


‘And my dear friend Mehmet Süleyman, and Sergeant Mungun,’ İkmen said. ‘The best.’


What stuck in the craw almost more than the crime itself was the man’s own attitude to what he’d done.


‘She was a whore,’ he said. ‘It’s not my fault you people don’t do your job with such women any more.’


Inspector Mehmet Süleyman bundled the man, Musa Şahin, into the custody van and slammed the door. One of the constables standing guard outside the Şahins’ apartment frowned.


‘What do you want me to do?’ Süleyman said. ‘He killed his wife.’


‘He admitted it,’ the constable said.


‘Which makes it OK?’ Süleyman walked over to the boy, who coloured. ‘He phoned us because he’s proud of himself,’ he continued. ‘Now, after years of beating the poor woman, he can congratulate himself on becoming man enough to stab her in the stomach.’


He walked back to the custody van and banged on the door to let the driver know he should go.


Süleyman’s sergeant, Ömer Mungun, shook his head. ‘What are we supposed to do with this, sir?’


‘Charge him, wait for forensics to deliver their results, just in case he’s covering for one of his sons, and then let him have his day in court,’ Süleyman said. ‘It’s obviously what he wants.’


They’d been called out to a crime scene that was apparently a formality. Fifty-year-old Musa Şahin, a resident of Ayvansaray, had phoned the police to say he’d killed his wife of thirty years, Melda. When they’d arrived, they’d found Şahin in a state of what appeared to be righteous rage and the body of a woman in her forties. She’d been stabbed in the stomach, but a preliminary examination had revealed that she had also sustained heavy bruising over what could be a long period of time. Şahin had admitted he’d beaten her. Apparently she habitually looked at other men.


‘We saw a lot of this in Mardin,’ Ömer Mungun said. ‘I didn’t think I’d see it here. Don’t know why.’


‘Nor I,’ Süleyman said. ‘Sadly.’


Mardin, a wonderful ancient honey-coloured town, had always been a melting pot of races and creeds from all over the region. However, it was also the wild east, where men were men and women frequently lived in fear. Now on the very edge of the new ISIS caliphate, it was a place Mungun still felt connected to because his ageing parents lived there. In recent months he had asked them to move to Istanbul, but they had refused. They had said that many of the horrors that happened around Mardin happened in Istanbul too. And if this case was anything to go by, they were right.


They began to walk back to Süleyman’s car. The inspector’s phone had buzzed a couple of times when they were in the Şahin apartment. Now he looked at who might have contacted him.


‘Commissioner Teker wants to see both of us as soon as we get back to the station,’ he said. ‘I wonder what we’ve done wrong, Ömer.’


Life had never been easy for Mehmet Süleyman. As a member of the former Ottoman royal family, he’d grown up in the 1970s under a rampantly secular administration that had openly derided people like him. Tall, handsome and clever, he had quickly made a name for himself in the police, and under the tutelage of Cetin İkmen had found a way to largely erase the handicap of his background. And then the world, as it will, had turned. Now under the religiously inspired AK government, the Ottoman Empire was back in favour, but Süleyman was still uncomfortable. Neo-Ottomanism, with its emphasis on religion and ‘right’ behaviour, was not something a man given to many vices could approve of. In the last year he had been criticised for his romantic involvement with a gypsy artist who he continued to see. But then if Teker had called both himself and Ömer into her presence, it was unlikely to be about that. Nevertheless, as he got into his car and fired up the engine, he couldn’t help feeling a little anxious about what might await them.




Chapter 2
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‘Rare? Are you sure?’


‘That’s what Dr Sarkissian told me,’ İkmen said. ‘If you want to argue with an expert, then go ahead.’


‘No, of course not.’ Süleyman sat down.


Crammed into İkmen’s small, untidy office, two of the officers had had a chance to get over the shock of their new case, while two, who had come straight from Commissioner Teker’s office, had not.


‘Why would anyone eat another person unless he was starving?’ Ömer Mungun said.


İkmen shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I find some of the food in these new gourmet restaurants in the city quite incomprehensible without bringing human flesh into the equation. You know what my son Orhan had the other day? Textures of tomato with a goat’s cheese foam. Fifteen lira. What the hell is that?’


‘But no one is going to serve human flesh in a restaurant, high end or otherwise,’ Süleyman said. ‘Are they?’


‘The fact that you’re thinking like that, Inspector, may be their best defence,’ İkmen said. ‘As a first reaction I thought exactly the same way. But now it’s sunk in, I wonder, why not? Of course we’d discount restaurants, but we shouldn’t. Even though I can’t come up with any plausible reason why any restaurant would want to sell human flesh, it doesn’t mean they’re not.’


İkmen opened his office window with his foot and offered Süleyman a cigarette. Neither of the two younger men smoked, but Kerim Gürsel dutifully locked the office door when the senior officers lit up. Not smoking in enclosed spaces, which had been illegal since 2008, was not easy for İkmen and Süleyman.


‘It’s about as niche as it gets, though,’ Süleyman said. ‘I mean, what would you say if someone invited you to eat human flesh?’


‘I’d say no,’ Ömer said. ‘Why would you want to?’


‘Curiosity?’ İkmen suggested. ‘For the thrill of breaking one of the oldest taboos we have? If you put religion aside, even the completely secular won’t go there. I’m sure that certain religious types would like to accuse the secular of such behaviour …’


‘Isn’t there some sort of notion that the Yezidis eat human flesh?’ Kerim said.


‘That’s nonsense,’ Ömer replied. ‘They’re not devil-worshippers either.’ Then he added awkwardly, ‘I knew some. Back home.’


‘People like to believe myths about people who are different, as we know,’ İkmen said.


‘Isn’t cannibalism a way of dominating your enemy?’ Süleyman said.


‘Or ingesting his power and taking it into yourself,’ İkmen added. ‘But we’re not on a battlefield here, much as it might feel like it sometimes.’


‘And yet we’re talking about a warrior’s son,’ Kerim said.


‘Indeed. Who collapsed outside the church of St Antoine last Saturday night and died of a heart attack and whose last meal was human flesh. An e-mail from Dr Sarkissian half an hour ago enlightened me further. Apparently meat is not easily digestible in humans, and in his opinion, Ümit Kavaş’s body had barely begun to digest his last meal.’


‘So he ate it in or around İstiklal Caddesi?’


‘Unless he got a taxi to İstiklal,’ İkmen said. ‘He lived in Karaköy, Hoca Tahsin Sokak, so he may have been on his way home when he collapsed outside the church. We’ll need to try and find out when he left his apartment. So far we’ve only got CCTV picking him up a few metres from the church. As you know, all you need is one broken or non-functioning camera and you’re screwed. People appear and disappear as if by magic.’ He rolled his eyes. A city bustling with CCTV cameras was only safe if said instruments worked.


‘Kapıcı.’


‘Yes,’ said İkmen, ‘though you know what gossips they are about the people in their buildings.’


‘So …’


İkmen looked at Süleyman. ‘We’ll have to inform the kapıcı Mr Kavaş is dead. But I also think we’ll have to invent a small crime in the vicinity of Kavaş’s apartment. To justify our presence in the absence of the dead man’s family.’ He turned to the two sergeants. ‘A job for you two, I think.’


‘That’s a very chic area these days. Some drink-related antisocial behaviour?’ Ömer suggested.


‘Perfect. Oh, and Kerim, what about missing persons?’


‘Discounting historicals, we’ve currently got five Turks and three foreigners, which includes one Syrian,’ Kerim said. ‘But there could be more Syrians because they don’t report things, as we know. The other two foreigners are tourists, one American, one French. All three are male.’


‘Male.’ İkmen looked up at the ceiling as the smoke from his cigarette curled against the light fitting before disappearing out of the window. ‘You know, that’s odd. Hard as I try, I can’t perceive of this unknown victim being anything other than male.’


Süleyman put his cigarette out. ‘Do we know what gender it is?’


‘Not yet, no. Maybe I can’t bear the thought of a woman being eaten. Or perhaps, given that cannibalism can be an act of dominance, I don’t see why a man would eat a woman. It’s not that kind of male–female dominance, to my mind.’


‘No, Ömer and myself have just come from one of those,’ Süleyman said. ‘So what now?’


‘Now we begin with the obvious and proceed to the obscure,’ İkmen said. ‘Commissioner Teker is with the Kavaş family to explain the situation. It’s going to be a terrible thing for them to have to take in. But then we will have to interview them – quickly. We’ll have to trace Ümit’s movements, inasmuch as we can on Saturday night, and I must meet Istanbul’s last pork butcher.’


‘The Greek in Nişantaşı?’


İkmen had known that Süleyman would know. His brother Murad had been married to an Istanbul Greek until she’d died in the earthquake of 1999. Murad’s daughter had a Greek family and so the Süleymans knew most members of the community.


‘Tayyar Zarides.’


‘Why a pork butcher, sir?’ Kerim asked.


‘Because human flesh is said to taste more like pork than anything else,’ İkmen said. ‘So it’s possible Ümit Kavaş bought that meal as pork.’


‘He was a Muslim,’ Kerim said.


‘Who may have been curious to taste pork,’ Süleyman said. ‘Perhaps it was sold to him on that basis.’


‘As pork.’


‘Maybe.’


Kerim shook his head. ‘My wife and a friend have been throwing out Anatolia Gold tins all day. Is this a time to go to a pork butcher’s shop? People are wound up about this.’


İkmen smiled. ‘If I go, most people will see not a policeman but an atheist, and who else would they expect to see at a pork butcher’s shop? Anyway, it’s in Nişantaşı, where people don’t worry about such things.’


‘Which leaves me, I imagine, with the Kavaş family,’ Süleyman said.


‘When Commissioner Teker calls you, yes,’ İkmen said.


There had been a time when Hürrem Teker had called General Abdullah Kavaş ‘uncle’. She remembered the colourful little orchid greenhouse he’d had on the balcony of his palatial Nişantaşı apartment. It was still there. But like the general and his wife, ‘Auntie’ Belgin, the greenhouse was old and neglected and broken.


‘I am sorry that you never got to know Ümit,’ the old man said. He sat in the same chair Hürrem remembered him sitting in when she was a child. He’d fallen out with her father during the 1980 coup. Commander Recep Teker had opposed the military tribunals that had taken place in the wake of the coup, and the two families had become estranged. Ümit had only just been born.


‘I too am sorry,’ Hürrem said.


The Kavaşes had not had their one child until late. Hürrem didn’t know why. It wasn’t something people talked about.


‘Had you known him, you would realise that he could never have done such a thing,’ Kavaş said. ‘For better or worse, my son was a liberal, Hürrem Hanım. Against his mother’s advice he took part in the Gezi protests.’


He didn’t say that he himself had been in prison at the time and so unable to advise his son. Hürrem didn’t allude to that time either.


‘General, I wish I could say that my pathologist’s findings are a mistake, but they’re not,’ she said. Auntie Belgin sobbed.


‘He has checked his results, and also, I trust him implicitly.’


‘He must have an agenda,’ the old man said. ‘What is he? One of these new men?’


She knew what he meant. There was a certain type of person who would do anything to discredit the old secular elite.


‘Why won’t they leave me alone, eh? I was exonerated. Why can’t I die in peace now?’


‘My pathologist is an Armenian,’ she said.


‘Ah. Them.’


She’d forgotten how anti-minorities the general and many of his friends had been. Something else he’d fallen out with her father over.


‘And so he has no agenda,’ she said. ‘If that is what you fear, sir.’


‘My son did not eat human flesh. Why would he?’


Belgin Kavaş left the room.


‘I don’t know,’ Hürrem said. ‘It’s very possible he didn’t know that was what he was eating. We know it was cooked.’


‘And so what type of meat would it have been mistaken for?’


Hürrem cringed. She knew that the general was a secularist, but she also knew he was trying to behave as if he’d changed his life.


‘Biologists reckon it’s closest to pork,’ she said.


He nodded his ash-grey head. ‘And so the slander continues.’


‘No. No,’ she said. ‘General, everyone involved in this investigation, scientists and police officers, is sworn to secrecy. Istanbul is as volatile – if not more so – as it was back in the bad old days of the leftist and rightist conflicts of the 1970s. I have no idea where it’s all going to end. Nobody does. But what I do know is that this story, if it gets out into the public domain, will not help. People of all sorts could use it to their advantage, and believe me, the last thing I want is more trouble in this city. What I need from you—’


‘You’ll get nothing from me,’ he said. ‘They killed my son and now they make up lies about him!’


‘Who? Who does this, General?’ She’d known he’d be distressed and angry, but now he was doing what she feared others would do too if the story was made public. He was making a political point.


‘Ümit died of natural causes,’ she said. ‘He had a heart attack. Sadly for him, he suffered from heart disease. Just like you.’


He looked down his long broken nose at her with disgust.


‘Our pathologist confirmed that before he received the results of the tests on Ümit’s stomach contents. What he ate and his death are unrelated,’ she said. ‘But look, you’re a soldier, and so I will be blunt. The task at hand is not to see who killed Ümit, but to find out who he ate for his last meal.’


She saw him flinch.


‘I need your help. I need you to tell one of my senior investigators everything you know about Ümit, his work, his friends, his relationships …’


‘No,’ he said. And then he turned away from her and looked at the empty chair where his wife had been sitting.


There was no kapıcı at the building where Ümit Kavaş had lived on Hoca Tahsin Sokak. But there was a landlord. Ponytail-wearing, Gauloise-smoking and at most twenty-five, Samat Rahmi owned two small buildings on the street. One of them incorporated a café called Kappucino, which was where Sergeants Ömer Mungun and Kerim Gürsel met the young entrepreneur. When they told him about Ümit Kavaş’s death, Rahmi was shocked.


‘He was a really nice guy,’ he said. ‘What happened?’


Ömer told him about the heart attack. ‘We don’t know what brought it on, but there were a few complaints about alcohol-fuelled behaviour in the area on Saturday night,’ he said.


‘He died here?’


‘No, on İstiklal Caddesi. But if he got involved in anything down here before he went out, that might be good to know,’ Kerim said.


Samat Rahmi’s face darkened. ‘What, so a few anti-alcohol nuts can get us all closed down? There’s always “behaviour” here, as you put it. Karaköy’s buzzing these days. Bars, cafés, galleries, boutique hotels, restaurants. And there are four churches. It’s a noisy area.’


‘Did you see Mr Kavaş go out on Saturday night?’ Kerim said.


‘No. I liked him, but we weren’t friends. Ümit came and went as he pleased. I rent out six apartments in these two buildings. He had the one directly above the café. Last time I saw him was probably last Thursday. Surely if he died of natural causes you don’t need to be here. Don’t I have to give his stuff to his family?’


‘You do. But as I’m sure you know, Mr Kavaş’s father is a controversial man.’


‘Oh.’ Samat Rahmi looked down into his coffee cup.


‘We’d like to keep things discreet for the general’s sake,’ Ömer said. ‘But we do need to look at Ümit’s apartment. We also need you, Mr Rahmi, to keep this to yourself.’


Both Ömer and Kerim knew that Samat Rahmi was bursting to say all sorts of things about police oppression, about corruption and intimidation, and Kerim in particular could sympathise with that. But Rahmi kept his counsel.


‘I’ll get the key,’ he said.


There was no sign outside to let potential customers know what was inside. Looking through the front window, it was easy to see meat. But none of it was labelled. The unwary could easily just walk in and find themselves somewhere that, in some cases, could make them feel queasy. But not Cetin İkmen.


‘Mr Zarides?’


An overweight, heavily mustachioed man of about fifty looked over from his place behind the counter. ‘Yes?’


İkmen held up his police ID.


Tayyar Zarides put his hands on his hips and sighed. ‘If this is about Anatolia Gold, I’ve never supplied them in my life. I sell licensed pork products to a few businesses, which I can prove. My books are immaculate. They have to be. And then there’s passing trade. A chop or a few rashers of bacon.’


İkmen began to walk towards the counter.


Zarides narrowed his eyes. ‘Oh, it’s you. Cetin Bey. Sorry, my sight is so bad these days. I’ve seen you on the TV. You’re Krikor Sarkissian’s friend.’


İkmen bowed his head slightly. ‘His brother, Arto, is our pathologist.’


Zarides came round the side of his counter and washed his hands in the sink on the wall. ‘I’d forgotten you were coming,’ he said. ‘Ever since this Anatolia Gold story broke, I’ve had all sorts in here shouting abuse, asking when I’m going to close down, telling me I deserve to hang.’


‘You must report it,’ İkmen said.


‘Which would achieve what?’ He shrugged, dried his hands on a paper towel and then offered one of them to İkmen.


İkmen shook Zarides’s hand and then said, ‘Tayyar Bey …’


‘Oh call me Cyrus,’ the butcher said. ‘All my friends do. I know you, Cetin Bey. I know you have a good heart.’


‘That’s very kind of you to say, Cyrus Bey.’


‘You want tea?’ Zarides asked. ‘What can I get you? Krikor said something about you wanting to talk about where my product goes. Like I say, I have all my records. Is this about Anatolia Gold? Because if it’s you, I don’t mind—’


‘Cyrus Bey, it isn’t about Anatolia Gold,’ İkmen said. It wasn’t easy to get a word in. The butcher was clearly nervous, but then why wouldn’t he be? He’d received death threats. ‘It isn’t even about you. I simply need a list of organisations that place regular orders with you. I’m not interested in individuals who buy the odd slice of ham.’


‘Mmm.’ He frowned. ‘I’ll get my son to watch the shop and I’ll take you through to my office.’ He called out, ‘Alexis!’ Then he turned back to İkmen. ‘You see, Cetin Bey, I spend my life worrying about not if but when I will be closed down. Don’t misunderstand me, I don’t know any Muslim personally who objects to what I do. My daughter is married to a Muslim. But these fanatics …’


‘Lots of us feel oppressed by those,’ İkmen said. ‘I have a new neighbour in my building who, when he first moved in, felt the need to tell my daughters to cover their heads whenever they visited. I had to have words. He doesn’t do that any more. I can have words with whoever is threatening you, Cyrus Bey.’


A young man with heavily lidded eyes came out of a door behind the counter.


‘This is my son, Alexis,’ Zarides said.


İkmen and the young man nodded at each other.


‘Alexis, this is Inspector İkmen from the police. We have some business. If you can watch the shop …’


‘Sure.’


But before his father and İkmen left, Alexis Zarides said, ‘You’re not going to close us down, are you?’


‘No,’ İkmen said. ‘I just need to look at your father’s books, and I will also have to take some samples of your product, Cyrus Bey.’


He smiled. ‘Take the pork chop of your choice, Cetin Bey. Take ham, chorizo, leg or belly. My product is disease-free and as clean as a virgin. Whatever else may be wrong, it isn’t my pork.’


‘This is harassment,’ the old man said.


‘General, this is an investigation into an illegal act,’ Süleyman replied. ‘No one is saying, as yet, that your son knew what he was eating. We have no proof either way. However, at the moment, your son is the only connection we have to this offence. We have to start with him because we don’t have anywhere else to begin. Can you understand that?’


General Kavaş said nothing. Süleyman had come to the Kavaşes’ apartment fully aware of the fact that the old man had told Commissioner Teker he wasn’t going to co-operate with her investigation. But he also knew that he’d have to.


‘Sir, I’m sure you don’t want your wife—’


‘My wife has already been through more than most women could endure.’


‘Then talk to me,’ Süleyman said. ‘I know your son was educated in London. I know he worked as a translator for publishing houses and I am aware of his involvement in the Gezi protest movement. What I don’t know is anything about his social life.’


‘You think I do? He was a thirty-five-year-old man who lived alone. He was an adult. We had our differences.’


‘What differences?’


‘Ümit was a liberal,’ he said. ‘He believed that if women want to cover themselves, they should be allowed to do so. I’ve always thought that was dangerous. Not in itself, of course, but I fear what it represents. This nation threw the Ottoman system away because it used things like religion to impede progress. Ümit talked about freedom without any knowledge of the fact that it comes at a price.’


‘You think the price is too high?’


‘I do. My views are well known.’


‘As is your retraction of those views.’


‘Ha!’ The old man stared fiercely into his eyes. ‘You’ve been inside prisons, I imagine, Inspector. What wouldn’t a man do to get out of those places? But now that my only child is dead, what do I care? As long as you leave my wife in peace, you can take me back any time you like. I am tired of playing games. I am what I am, and if I could shift this notion I have that this is just another attempt to slander me, I would help you.’


There was a pause. Then Süleyman said, ‘Who were his friends?’


General Kavaş sighed. ‘You’re not leaving until I tell you something, are you?’


‘No, sir. And as I’m sure Commissioner Teker has already told you, this is not political. I give you my word of honour on that.’


‘As an Ottoman?’


‘As a Turk,’ Süleyman said. ‘My background is well known, General. But it is irrelevant. What is relevant is that someone has died and been eaten by at least one other human being. My job is to discover the identity of that person, find out who, if anyone, killed them and whether that person also cooked that body. And why. In addition, my colleagues and I have to do this discreetly. I’m sure I don’t have to tell you how hard policing this city has become in recent years. Panic about something as sensitive as this is the last thing we need.’


General Kavaş sighed again. He had one of those hard, spare faces that characterised a lot of professional soldiers. It wasn’t easy to read. But he could hold Süleyman’s gaze, which was not something many people could do. Still fewer could get the Ottoman to look away.


Eventually the old man spoke. ‘If I tell you what I know, can you assure me that none of those I name will end up in one of your prisons?’


‘Only if they are guilty of a crime,’ Süleyman said.


General Kavaş continued to think.




Chapter 3


[image: Image Missing]


He called it his charity work. Sending soup and bread over to the people who lived in the Art House. They weren’t all poor – in fact most of them came from well-off families – but getting out wasn’t always easy and Samat Rahmi wanted to do his bit. Squatting wasn’t something İstanbullus did. He’d seen squats in Paris and Berlin but never in his home city. The post-Gezi Park protest movement had spawned a lot of new ways of thinking about living in the city. Ever since what had begun as a sit-in against the urbanisation of one of Istanbul’s few parks had started in May 2013, a lot of İstanbullus had become socially active.


When the two plain-clothes police officers had come to the café to talk to him, Samat had feared it was going to be about the Art House. The law had been hovering around the old building for a couple of weeks. But instead, they’d come about Ümit Kavaş. Poor Ümit had died and they were trying to tie his death, which by their own admission had been natural, to rowdy behaviour in Karaköy. He’d let them search the dead man’s apartment – as if he had a choice. But they’d left saying nothing.


What did they expect from the city’s newest hip quarter? The romance of the old maritime buildings coupled with the proximity of Istanbul Modern had been bringing locals and tourists in for some years. Now cafés, bars and clubs had followed. There were even on-trend loft apartments for wealthy professionals attracted to the alternative liberal culture of the district. One of Istanbul’s first squats had obviously been created in Karaköy. Where else would it be? Over in conservative Fatih? Samat scowled. A squat in Fatih would really stick it to those who wandered into Karaköy telling people to stop drinking and avert their eyes from uncovered women. If anyone caused trouble in Karaköy, it was the religious fanatics. But he hadn’t told the policemen that. How was he to know they weren’t fanatics themselves?


Samat filled a basket with bread and gave it to his cook to take to the squat with the soup. He couldn’t stand them. The old ones were OK, but some of the young men were angry and volatile. One of them had berated Samat’s sister Pinar for ten minutes outside Istanbul Modern about her clothing. Eventually she’d been rescued by a security guard, who’d told the furious boy to go and join Islamic State. Only Ümit Kavaş had ever given such people the time of day. Nobody knew why. His father had been imprisoned for a supposed plot against a government that wanted to promote religious values. Ümit himself had been heavily involved in Gezi and, more lately, in supporting the squat. Why and how had he even listened to such people?


There were six buyers of pork from the Zarides shop within a five-kilometre radius of İstiklal Caddesi. All were hotels, except for one restaurant in Nişantaşı. The closest place to where Ümit Kavaş had died was a very smart and discreet guest house just off Taksim Square. It didn’t advertise that it offered bacon as one of its breakfast options, but the owner was happy to talk about it.


‘I don’t buy much,’ he’d told İkmen when he’d shown him the fridge where a few bacon rashers were kept. ‘But the Germans particularly like it, so why not? Our cook’s from Romania, so he doesn’t care.’ İkmen asked if he could take a sample of the meat. The owner said, ‘Yeah. Of course.’


The restaurant bought small quantities too and was happy to provide samples. Also, like the guest house, the owner of the restaurant was content to let İkmen check his CCTV tapes from the previous Saturday evening. Only two of the hotels bought in bulk, and only one of their owners proved difficult. When asked whether İkmen could come and talk to him, Boris Myskow of the Imperial Oriental Hotel stated that he had a very busy service that evening and so he couldn’t possibly talk to anyone until the following morning. He said he knew nothing about CCTV inside or outside the hotel. İkmen responded by telling Mr Myskow he’d meet him in half an hour. Myskow, who was a celebrity chef in his native America, did a lot of screaming down the telephone until he suddenly stopped and said, ‘Come tonight as my guest. Bring a friend. Then I will sit at your table and I will talk food.’


‘Oh good,’ İkmen said. ‘It’s food I want to discuss.’


Then he phoned Süleyman.


‘How do you like the idea of a meal at the Imperial Oriental’s restaurant?’ he said.


‘That crazy American’s place?’


‘You’ve seen him?’


Süleyman laughed. ‘You can get his US TV show on Fox,’ he said.


İkmen shook his head. ‘I can’t believe you watch that.’


‘I don’t. It’s just on sometimes.’


Süleyman lived for part of his time with his gypsy mistress in her chaotic house in Balat. A successful modern artist, Gonca was addicted to daytime television almost as completely as she was to her younger lover.


‘So what is Mr Myskow like?’ İkmen asked. ‘On the phone he sounds deranged.’


‘Yes, I think he is,’ Süleyman said. ‘He’s totally besotted with food; one of those chefs who makes dishes no one sane would think of.’


‘Does he?’


‘Oh, I don’t mean like, well, what we’re looking for. At least I don’t think so. He won’t take criticism. He is maestro and that is the end of it. If you don’t like something he puts on your plate, he will have a tantrum.’


‘Oh well. If you don’t want to come …’


‘But I do,’ he said. ‘Actually, and in spite of myself, I am thrilled. His dishes are so strange. I mean, a hamburger sorbet …’


‘I can feel the indigestion now,’ İkmen said. ‘All I want to do is look at any CCTV he may have, find out how he stores and cooks his pork, take some samples for analysis and then get out of there. It’s Myskow who wants us to eat.’


Cetin İkmen had always known he had to eat to live. But smoking was more to his taste. And tea.


‘It will be an experience,’ Süleyman said. ‘In the same way that meeting Ümit Kavaş’s friends may be.’


‘Oh?’


‘According to General Kavaş, one of them lives in a vast yalı I remember visiting as a child, while the rest are apparently Karaköy squatters.’


‘No!’


Belgin Kavaş ripped the phone out of her husband’s hand and threw it on the floor.


‘They’re recording everything we say!’ she said. ‘You can’t breathe a word about this. You heard what that policeman said.’


General Kavaş picked the phone up and put it back on its stand. ‘People should be warned,’ he said.


‘People? What people? Our son is dead!’ she said. ‘I don’t care about anything else. I don’t even care that he was found with human flesh in his body!’


‘Keep your voice down!’


‘Why?’ She’d been ripping at her own face with her fingernails, like a peasant. It disgusted him.


‘Take control!’


Through her tears, she laughed. ‘Take control? Take control of what? Take control of my life, which is now childless and entirely without meaning?’


‘You have—’


‘I have nothing!’ she said. ‘They can find a way to take this apartment away from us at any time. But then again, you don’t mean that, do you, Abdullah? You mean that I still have you. The problem with that is that I don’t want you. I have never been unfaithful to you and I never will, but I don’t want you either. You are a bull-headed man who has brought misfortune to this family, and I cannot and will not find it in my heart to forgive you.’


He looked at her for a moment, his face blank and colourless. Then he struck her so hard she collapsed on the floor.


It was the same boy. Long black shirt, black şalvar trousers, kufi on his head. If he’d covered his face, he would have looked like an IS militant. As it was, he always appeared to be a bit half-hearted and slightly embarrassed. But he still managed to unnerve the residents. Including Birgül.


She opened a window and shouted down to him. ‘What do you want?’


He looked up at her with an expression of incomprehension on his face. He never spoke.


‘Look, if you can’t speak Turkish, I can’t help you,’ Birgül said. And then Barış began to cry, so she shut the window and went to him.


Moving into the Art House squat had been the right thing to do, even if it had happened only a few days after she’d given birth. But İsmet had proved to be a great father. She’d always known he would be. They shared the childcare just as everyone in the house shared chores.
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