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CHAPTER 1

She didn’t walk on to the ferry, she skipped. The Bosphorus Tour – a long, leisurely trip up the great waterway – tourists did it every day. As she scanned the rows of seats on the lower deck for somewhere suitable, she smiled. Tourists, yes, there were a few, but there weren’t any young, single Turkish girls like her. She found a place next to a couple in their thirties who spoke in a language she couldn’t even begin to fathom, and sat down. Just being stationary on the water made her feel cooler. Summer had lingered on late this year, persisting in a fierceness that had left everyone feeling debilitated. It was so nice to be both outside and cool.

The couple sitting next to her were poring over a guidebook to İstanbul. She noticed that it wasn’t written in the Roman alphabet. The woman, all dazzling teeth and brown skin, looked up at her. The man said something in the strange language that they shared, which prompted the woman to speak to her in what she recognised as English.

‘Do you speak English?’ the woman said.

She nodded proudly. ‘Yes.’

The woman moved the guidebook over to show her. ‘Can you tell me where is the last place this boat stops?’

She looked at the map of the Bosphorus, studded with what looked more like random odd marks than words. She pointed to the small collection almost at the top of the Bosphorus and said, ‘Is Anadolu Kavaḡı, then the boat returns.’

‘Ah. Thank you.’

The woman went to turn away, back to the man, but the girl, unable to resist, continued, ‘I am going there to Anadolu Kavaḡı to meet someone.’

‘Oh,’ the woman said, probably imagining that she meant a boyfriend of some sort. ‘Have you been to the Princes’ Islands?’ she asked, flicking once more through the pages of her strange guidebook.

‘Yes, but this is not the tour of the Islands,’ the girl said. ‘This is—’

‘I know,’ the woman replied. ‘We go to the Islands tomorrow. There are some many Jewish people in the Islands, I think.’

The girl shrugged.

‘We are from Israel,’ the woman said, indicating that the man was included with her.

‘Ah.’ So that’s what the strange marks in the guidebook were – Hebrew. The girl suddenly furrowed her brow. Once, quite a time ago, he had said that it was important to understand Hebrew, for some reason. But he hadn’t mentioned it since. Perhaps that came later.

As the ferry sounded its horn and moved out into the sparkling blueness of the Bosphorus, the girl, smiling again now, closed her eyes.

He had been invited to the actual ceremony, but he couldn’t face it. Not on his own. İkmen, although he hadn’t actually said anything, had understood. When he’d said he could only make it to the party the inspector had patted him kindly on the shoulder and smiled. But then İkmen, both his friend as well as his colleague, knew.

The man sitting in the Pera Palas Hotel teashop, waiting to go to the wedding reception of the daughter of his friend Çetin İkmen, didn’t look like a man anticipating a good time. At thirty-nine, Inspector Mehmet Süleyman of the İstanbul police was both thinner and sadder than he had ever been before. And although, as his mother never tired of telling him, he was still dazzlingly handsome, Mehmet was painfully aware of what his fears and anxieties were doing to him. Smoking almost continually, he took little nourishment beyond the tea he was drinking now out of an antique silver-encrusted glass.

He looked around the slightly down-at-heel, self-consciously ‘Ottoman’ tearoom and smiled. How well this place summed him up! The deep, brocade-covered tub seats, the ratty ostrich-feather fan suspended from the tall, dark hat stand in the corner. Faded artefacts from a past characterised by fezzes and fat odalisques, by consumptive Turkish princes drinking crates of champagne while their Empire rotted around them. Spoiled, ignorant men, self-destructing to forget – like Mehmet’s own princely grandfather. Like Mehmet.

How could he have been so stupid? To sleep with another woman when one was already married was one thing, but to sleep with a prostitute . . . He shook his head at the memory of it, disgusted with both the recollection of the act and his enjoyment of it. Whether or not he would have told his wife, Zelfa, about his unprotected liaison with the Russian whore if the girl hadn’t been diseased, he didn’t know. The reality was that she had been HIV-positive and so to conceal what he had done from Zelfa had never been an option. His first test had been negative, but as his doctor, Krikor Sarkissian, had told him at the time, it was the second test, three months after the ‘contact’, that would show whether or not he was infected. Not that Zelfa had waited around to find this out. Irish on her mother’s side, an infuriated Zelfa Halman had packed up her elderly Turkish father, closed their house in Ortaköy and returned to Dublin. She had taken Mehmet’s infant son, Yusuf, too. The memory of the little boy caused tears to gather at the corners of Mehmet’s eyes. When would he see his son again? How would he, if he were HIV-positive, even begin to ask to see the child? Mehmet looked down at his left arm, recalling the sharp stab of the hypodermic needle in his vein. Dr Sarkissian had said that the results of the second test would take at least a week . . .

Mehmet took a sip of tea from his glass and lit yet another cigarette. When Zelfa threw him out, he’d had to return to his parents’ house, live cheek by jowl with the man some still called ‘Prince’ – his weak aristocratic father, Muhammed, his snobbish, common mother, Nur, and, thankfully, his widowed brother, Murad, and his young daughter, Edibe. His old friend Balthazar Cohen had offered him a room in his apartment in Karaköy – Mehmet had lived there during the hiatus between his first and second marriages – but the place was already cramped and, with Cohen’s son now married to İkmen’s daughter, space was about to become even more scarce. And so Mehmet endured. People did – until one day they stopped doing that. Until, he thought, bizarrely in the case of the young boy he’d seen the previous week, they took their own lives. Young, intelligent and from a wealthy background, Cem Ataman had destroyed himself in a way Süleyman found hard to think about, even though he could all too easily empathise with it. After all, he – unlike Cem, with his money, his youth and his place at İstanbul University – had very little to look forward to. Now, with the results of his second HIV test looming, there was only looking back – to happy times, to his son, to the past security of his own body . . .

‘Mehmet!’

He looked up at the familiar features of an attractive woman in her mid-thirties. Rising quickly to his feet, he offered the woman his hand. ‘Zuleika,’ he said with a small, tired smile. ‘How good to see you.’

They shook hands and sat down. Zuleika arranged numerous bags around her feet as she sat, each sporting the name of an exclusive and expensive shop – Gönül Paksöy, Surreal Kılık İpek.

Mehmet tipped his head towards the bags and smiled. ‘I see you continue to prosper.’

Zuleika smiled in return. ‘Burhan is prosperous, Mehmet,’ she said. ‘I’m very fortunate.’

‘Yes.’

‘But then so are you,’ she continued. ‘How is little Yusuf?’

‘He’s fine,’ Mehmet responded quickly. Although his ex-wife and also his cousin, Zuleika didn’t know about the grim reality of his new existence. The official line from the older Süleymans was that Mehmet’s wife and child were merely visiting relatives in Dublin. Just like his Ottoman forebears, ‘Prince’ Muhammed Süleyman preferred to keep his private life ‘walled’.

As soon as the waitress arrived, Zuleika ordered tea.

‘So what are you doing here?’ she asked her ex-husband when the girl had left. ‘I don’t see this place as a haunt of policemen.’

Mehmet smiled once more. ‘Çetin İkmen’s daughter Hulya is getting married here in the hotel,’ he said. ‘I’ll be going off to the party in a minute.’

‘Oh?’ Zuleika frowned. ‘Very grand venue for someone like İkmen, isn’t it? I’d have thought that with all his children . . .’

Zuleika had never liked Inspector Çetin İkmen. Even despite his being older than Mehmet, that İkmen was senior to him was something she had never understood. İkmen, though educated, was, to Zuleika’s mind, common. But then with nine children, a raffish apartment in Sultanahmet and a wife who covered her head, how could he be anything else?

‘The groom’s uncle is actually paying for the wedding,’ Mehmet replied, his awareness growing with every passing second of all the reasons why he had left this woman.

Zuleika leaned across the table, assaulting Mehmet’s nostrils with heavy, expensive perfume. ‘Anyone we know?’

‘I don’t think so,’ Mehmet said. ‘The uncle, Jak Cohen, has lived in London for the last thirty years.’

‘Cohen?’ She frowned again. ‘No relation to your old colleague, what was his name—’

‘Balthazar,’ Mehmet cut in, ‘yes. Jak is his brother. Berekiah, Balthazar’s son, is marrying Hulya İkmen.’

Zuleika sighed. ‘Oh, well,’ she said, ‘I suppose if İkmen’s wife has found it within herself to take a Jew . . .’

‘Berekiah is a very fine young man,’ Mehmet responded hotly. ‘Anyone would be proud to have him join their family.’ He then added acidly, ‘Anyone with any sense, that is.’

Zuleika’s tea arrived and, for a few moments, she sat back sipping it in silence. What a fool Mehmet still was! Forever fascinated by his working-class friends, wearing a watch she recognised as a street vendor fake. Burhan would rather die than be seen wearing such a thing! Burhan, her husband, with his many houses, his smart Şişli apartment, his cars, his yacht – his thin, grey hair, his teenage daughter . . .

‘I’m sure they’ll be very happy,’ she said in a conciliatory tone.

Mehmet, feeling now that he’d won some sort of moral victory, sat up straight. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘so am I.’

How handsome he still looked! Especially when he was asserting himself – so upright, regal. The pale young girl dressed entirely in black who approached the table now also shared that view. Her eyes visibly dilated as she looked at him.

‘Zuleika . . .’

‘Oh, Fitnat.’ Zuleika saw the twin lights of both desire and suspicion in the young girl’s eyes. ‘This is my cousin Mehmet Bey.’

‘Ah . . .’

Mehmet rose to take the young girl’s hand in his.

‘Mehmet, this is my stepdaughter, Fitnat.’

‘I’m very pleased to meet you, Fitnat.’

‘Right . . .’ She placed a large pile of bags on the floor, next to her black boot-covered feet, then sat down in the one remaining empty chair while Mehmet resumed his seat.

As soon as everyone was settled, Zuleika turned to the girl and said, ‘So did you get some nice, light, pretty clothes, Fitnat?’

‘Yes,’ the girl smiled, ‘lots. I’ll show you at home. I’m sure Mehmet Bey doesn’t want to—’

‘Your father will be so pleased,’ Zuleika cut in, and then turning to Mehmet she said, ‘Fitnat has been going through a “Gothic” phase of late. Black clothes, heavy make-up, all that nonsense.’

Yes, Mehmet had seen the so-called ‘Goths’ in and around Taksim Square and İstiklal Caddesi – young black-clad kids, listening to dirges on their CD Walkmans, talking about suicide. Not that they ever, in his experience, were any more prone to it than others. Maybe even less so. Cem Ataman, whose blood had oozed into the shoes of the officers who had found him, only had, as his parents had put it, Gothic ‘interests’. He hadn’t, or so it appeared, been one of the actual black-draped brigade like this girl.

‘But you’re done with all that now, aren’t you, darling?’ Zuleika said as she put a hand out to stroke Fitnat’s thick, artificially black hair.

‘Yes . . .’

‘She’s still only very young, you see,’ Zuleika said as she watched the girl watch her ex-husband’s every move and gesture. ‘Sixteen. Just a child really.’ Fitnat, stung not so much by what had been said, as by the spite that was implied within it, turned to look at her stepmother. Zuleika smiled. ‘And so in order that she might find a nice young man of her own age, she does need to take advantage of her prettiness,’ she said, ‘not hide it all under ugly black bags. Plenty of time for that when you’re old, like Mehmet Bey and myself, Fitnat.’

The girl looked into the beautiful face of her stepmother with both lack of comprehension and not a little hurt.

No trip out to Anadolu Kavaḡı would be complete without lunch at one of the little fish restaurants clustered around the harbour. The Israeli couple, as well as a young Frenchman the Turkish girl had briefly spoken to on the ferry, thought so and went straight for it.

But she was too excited to eat. Even though the meeting wouldn’t, couldn’t take place until sunset, just the thought of it . . . Impulsively she hugged her arms to her chest, smiling, her features distorting when viewed through the steam rising from her tea glass. The other people at the çay bahçe – a fisherman, a middle-class woman and her daughter – thought she looked a little odd at the time. But then they didn’t know what she knew, couldn’t know what delicious torment she was in.

She’d saved herself for this day, deliberately and with what she now knew was joy. It hadn’t been easy but then nothing that was really worth anything ever was – that’s what she’d been told, that’s what she had learned. That wasn’t what her father had told her. But then what did he know? Nothing. Nobody knew anything because she’d been so good – just like a young bride should be. She smiled, finished her tea and, through dreamy half-closed eyes, she watched the street cats fight and play outside the tiny police station on the waterfront.

Apart from the accent, which was now, to İkmen’s way of thinking, decidedly weird, Jak Cohen had changed little in the thirty-something years since he’d left İstanbul. Still, like his brother Balthazar, small and thin, Jak in middle age actually looked better than he had done during his hungry, semi-orphaned youth. When İkmen offered him a glass of champagne, which was one of the few contributions the policeman had made to the festivities, Jak declined.

‘No, thank you, Inspector,’ he said as he held one hand aloft to signal his refusal. ‘I’ve never touched it and never will.’

İkmen shrugged, took a glass for himself and sipped from it with pleasure.

‘If you remember my father . . .’

‘Of course Çetin Bey remembers our father! Everyone remembers our father!’

Both Jak and İkmen looked down at the shrunken man in the wheelchair clutching, as if for his life, on to a glass filled with white, cloudy liquid – the local anise spirit rakı, mixed with water.

‘Yes, Balthazar,’ Jak replied gravely, ‘they do. Drinking yourself to death while neglecting your children does tend to attract attention.’

The man in the wheelchair cleared his throat. ‘Ah, he had his problems. It was his way.’

‘It was a bad way.’

‘Yes, but—’

‘But today we mustn’t think of the past, only look forward to the future,’ İkmen interjected quickly. He’d known the Cohen boys, Balthazar, Jak and Leon, since childhood, which, given that İkmen himself was now fifty-five, was a long time. He knew how, even now and despite Jak’s generosity, disagreement could escalate between them.

‘Your daughter and my son, mmm,’ Balthazar frowned, ‘a Muslim and a Jew to become lovers in this world filled with hate.’

‘A Muslim and a Jew to show the way forward in this world filled with hate, I hope,’ İkmen said as he lit cigarettes for both himself and Balthazar.

‘You did agree to this marriage, Balthazar,’ Jak began. ‘I—’

‘I agreed because I knew it was inevitable,’ the man in the wheelchair retorted. ‘I called you,’ he looked up at his brother, scowling, ‘because if it had to be done I wanted it done properly.’

‘I am your brother. I love you. I’ll do anything I can for you.’

‘And I’m grateful, Jak. Just don’t ask me to be happy, because I can’t do that.’ He placed the cigarette İkmen had given him firmly between his lips and began to wheel himself away.

In all the years that he’d known him, İkmen had only come across this side of Balthazar’s character in recent times. Until the great earthquake of 1999, which had been responsible for putting him in his wheelchair, Balthazar Cohen had been the cheerfully adulterous Constable Cohen. A rather slovenly officer, he had sometimes helped and sometimes hindered İkmen in various investigations over the years. That he never exhibited any sort of religious sensibility had led İkmen to believe that he possessed few feelings about his origins. But then along came his own catastrophic injuries, coupled with the mental disintegration of his eldest son, Yusuf, and suddenly Balthazar was only too aware of his five-hundred-year-old heritage as one of İstanbul’s ancient families of Sephardic Jews. Maybe it had to do with the fact that Berekiah, İkmen’s new son-in-law, was Balthazar’s only avenue into the future . . .

‘Balthazar tells me that you work in the entertainment business over in London, Jak,’ İkmen said, changing the subject for everyone’s sake. ‘You’ve done well.’

Jak laughed. ‘I get by, Çetin,’ he said with a shrug. ‘I’ve a flat in Docklands, a house in Surrey and an ex-wife with expensive tastes. It costs me to keep Daniel, that’s my son, at Cambridge. But, please God, when he does finally get his degree it will have all been worth it.’

‘You know I’m very . . .’ İkmen struggled with the words of gratitude he knew were neither expected nor required, ‘grateful to you . . .’

‘Your daughter is a very decent and beautiful girl, Çetin Bey,’ Jak said, changing his form of address to the more respectful ‘Bey’. After all, monied though he may now be, Jak could remember only too clearly when he and his ragged-arsed brothers had felt privileged to be allowed to play with Çetin and his brother, Halil – the İkmen boys, clever sons of the university lecturer Timur İkmen and his ethereal-looking wife, Ayşe, the Albanian, the famous witch of Üsküdar.

İkmen looked across the room at the slim, handsome young man hand in hand with his eighteen-year-old daughter. Resplendent in white and gold, Hulya İkmen, now Cohen, looked like a bride from a fairy tale. Beside the couple, standing a little distant from them, was another attractive female, somewhat older and, to İkmen’s way of thinking, a little sadder than Hulya.

‘I am very happy to welcome Berekiah into my family,’ İkmen said, and then tipping his head in the direction of the young woman beside the couple he added, ‘I just wish that my Çiçek could find someone.’

Jak, following the policeman’s gaze, looked at the young woman and smiled. ‘Oh, I shouldn’t think you’d have too much trouble there,’ he said. ‘I mean, look at that fellow there. He’s very attractive and he’s moving in on your Çiçek, by the look of it.’

For just a moment, İkmen thought that perhaps some new and exciting young man he’d never seen before had come on the scene. But when he saw that it was Mehmet Süleyman, he turned away from Jak and looked out of the open French doors across the terrace towards the Golden Horn and the great Imperial Mosques of the Old City.

‘I don’t think that he’s entirely suitable,’ İkmen said, more to himself than to Jak. ‘He’s got too much past.’

And then the music began, softly at first, echoing up into the marble galleries that lined the upper storey of the function room. The Pera Palas Hotel, built for the elegant passengers arriving in İstanbul on the Orient-Express, erstwhile residence of Atatürk, Agatha Christie, Jackie Onassis, various Ottoman princes – including now Mehmet Süleyman. Poor Mehmet, childless, wifeless, worried, talking earnestly to Çiçek – about something. İkmen shook his head as if to free worrying thoughts from his mind and went to join his headscarfed wife and her sisters out on the terrace.

The climb was steep and after a short while she began to pant. It wasn’t so hot now – around 5.30 p.m. – but, though young, she was mildly asthmatic and so it was hard. The asthma, so her doctor said, was a nervous condition, brought about by her anxieties. He’d given her medication for it. That the condition persisted now that she didn’t have any more anxieties, hadn’t had them for a while, was strange. Perhaps the medication, had she taken it, would have helped. She climbed on, gasping, using, where she could, the stout trunks of the trees to support her.

Above, the Byzantine castle of Yoros loomed. At the height of summer, even this late in the afternoon, this area wouldn’t be deserted as it thankfully was today. A combination of late season and rumours of an impending war between America and Turkey’s neighbour Iraq had meant that İstanbul as a whole had done badly for tourists in recent weeks. In some quarters it was being said that perhaps this war could affect Turkey herself. Even İstanbul, some said, was close enough to Iraq to make gas or chemical attack a possibility. Her breath became more laboured, dizzying her head with lack of oxygen.

Before the Christian Byzantines built Yoros Castle, the site on which it now stands was a pagan shrine dedicated to Zeus. The Ancient Greek sailors who wished to pass safely through the straits would first make sacrifice here, pouring innocent blood into the earth for their god to take and use for his nourishment. That the ‘new’ religion of Christianity had appropriated this site was nothing unusual. Up-coming faiths often did this to old sites, stamping down hard on what had gone before, neutralising what had been ‘evil’ and making it their own. Up in the city, Aya Sofya, once a church constructed from the ruins of pagan temples, then a mosque, now a museum, was a perfect example. All this the girl with the swimming head had learned and understood.

Just below the castle, in a small clearing she had been taken to before, the girl stopped and sat down. Though still taut with excitement, she was beginning to feel hungry. But now was too late and, besides, there was too much to think about and do in the intervening time. Now she knew he had to be preparing to come to her. When the sun set he would arrive. She took her clothes off and piled them neatly in front of a tree. Then she sat down, legs crossed, and removed her crystal from her bag. She thought how beautiful it was as she stared into its transparent depths.

‘People commit suicide every day,’ Çiçek İkmen said as she put her cigarette out in a small, white ashtray.

Together with Mehmet Süleyman, she had moved from the main function room of the hotel and into the bar. Sitting at a distant table over by the hotel’s front windows, they had both decided to stay out of the orbit of the huge mirror that hung like a vague threat over the old, darkwood bar.

‘But then you, just like my father, must know that,’ Çiçek continued as, in unconscious mimicry of Çetin İkmen, she proceeded to chain-smoke. ‘Perhaps it was the boy’s youth that so affected you.’

Mehmet leaned back in his chair and sighed. ‘Maybe.’

‘Or maybe the method . . .’

‘I don’t want to talk about that.’ He too took a cigarette from his packet and lit up.

‘OK.’ She crossed one slim leg over the other and settled back to look at the ornate and archaic décor.

He couldn’t tell her the truth. He couldn’t tell anyone the truth. Besides, although he knew she was aware that Zelfa had left him, he didn’t know whether Çiçek knew why. It was almost certain she didn’t know the whole story. She was so normal with him. People weren’t generally this casual when talking to those living under possible sentence of death. And HIV, AIDS – it wasn’t nice, not a comfortable death. But then two handfuls of the antidepressants he’d been prescribed plus half a bottle of rakı would fix it even before it began. Even taking the route the boy had taken . . . No, that was far too upsetting, too messy, too much trouble for all of those left behind. It was, however, compelling, strangely attractive and just at this moment he wanted it with all of his soul. But he couldn’t tell her that. Now smiling as her sister the bride entered the bar with their father, Çiçek was so obviously pleased that the young girl had got what she wanted. Tales of death were not appropriate here. He reined them in and forced a smile.

‘My sister looks dazzling, don’t you think?’ Çiçek said as she raised her champagne glass up to her lips.

‘You belong to an attractive family,’ Mehmet replied.

‘With one exception,’ Çiçek joked as she flashed her eyes briefly in the direction of her father.

Mehmet laughed. Small, thin and rumpled İkmen might be but, as he reminded the man’s daughter, her father had such charm and charisma that looks were largely irrelevant in his case.

‘Well, I suppose that my mum must agree with you,’ Çiçek said just after she drained her champagne flute. ‘She’s been with him for ever.’

‘Yes.’

‘Hey, you know Dad’s engaged a gypsy fortune-teller out on the terrace? He knows her; she’s supposed to be really good,’ Çiçek said excitedly. ‘Do you fancy having your cards read?’

Süleyman grinned. İkmen and his soothsayers, spiritualists and other assorted misfits! ‘No,’ he said, ‘it’s not for me. But you go.’

‘OK.’ She got up and left.

When she’d gone, just briefly Mehmet caught İkmen’s eye and watched as the older man’s features broke into a smile. He is, Mehmet thought, in a sense holding me close. He knows what I think and what my intentions could be. As the most successful and prolific homicide detective in the city he has a legal duty to protect me. And he is the son of a witch. And he loves me, I know, like a son. If I lay hands upon myself, he will stop me.

The sudden touch of a hand on his shoulder made him jump. İkmen, suddenly materialised at his side, took his face between his hands and kissed him hard on both cheeks.

The sunset call to prayer brought him just as he’d said. Wordlessly, from behind, he took her naked arms in his hands and entered her. It hurt. Terror briefly took over from desire and she just managed to stifle a scream. Big, hard and cold – as she knew it would be – slowly at first it moved inside her, agitating the pain. But then as the rhythm began to increase a curious thing happened – a sort of anaesthetic effect took hold, an absence of sensation that then suddenly blossomed into something she had never experienced before. A feeling somewhere between pleasure and pain, a glorious tightening of the senses. She gasped. Long, elegant hands reached around to pull and tease at her nipples and the girl let out a small, breathy scream.

Her body now moving in time to his, she took her hands away from the earth and kneeled up, her eyes closed. She’d been told about this moment, the one that was approaching with such ecstatic rapidity. She heard her chest wheeze as her body attempted to deal with the increased need for oxygen. He spoke now, possibly in Hebrew, and she, in response, began to gasp. The experience took him to another level, one that was so wonderful and yet at the same time so frightening for her that she screamed.

Let it finish, let it last for ever, she thought as the full force of orgasm broke across her.

And then with him still hard inside her, others, their faces hooded, came and touched her body too. Sharing their ceremony, his and hers. She didn’t see the knife because her eyes were closed. But she felt it, plunging into her heart as great flashes of white lightning flew all around the clearing like a display of fireworks at a wedding.


CHAPTER 2

In spite of his father’s protestations to the contrary, Nurdoğan wasn’t convinced that he was right.

‘She must have gone to a club; she’s probably at Sırma’s,’ his father said as he took himself and his hangover out to his car.

But Nurdoğan knew that Gülay hadn’t seen Sırma for months. She hadn’t seen any of her old friends for quite a long time. He walked up the stairs to his mother’s bedroom.

‘Gülay’s bed hasn’t been slept in,’ he said to the red-haired woman lying on the bed eating grapes and smoking a cigarette. Her considerable make-up was still, he noticed, plastered to her face from the night before.

‘She’s staying over with Sırma,’ his mother coughed.

‘I don’t think she sees Sırma any more,’ Nurdoğan replied as he lowered himself down on to his mother’s slippery and, in his opinion, uncomfortable red satin sheets.

‘Well, that’s probably for the best.’ She smiled briefly. ‘Where’s Kenan? Aren’t you supposed to be at school?’

Nurdoğan’s young face hardened. ‘It’s Sunday.’

His mother just raised her eyebrows in acknowledgement.

‘Mum, it is eleven o’clock now and Gülay didn’t take her pump with her. It’s still by her bed.’

‘She’ll be OK.’ The woman ground her cigarette out on the plate she was also using for grape pips. ‘Why don’t you go out on your bike or something? Gülay will be here when you get back. It’s not that she hasn’t stayed out before, is it?’ she added tetchily.

She was always like this when she’d been out to the club with his father. The drink just seemed to carry on taking effect, blunting every real feeling she might possess. He was, he knew, supposed to leave her alone, carry on being in the care of Kenan and the small group of young girls who worked in the house, until she felt ‘better’ again.

There wasn’t really any great need to be worried about Gülay. Sometimes she did stay out, although not in recent months as often as she had. And, if Nurdoğan were honest, he would have to say that Gülay had been happier of late. But this time, for some reason he couldn’t really articulate, he was worried about his sister. She used to tell him everything, still in fact said that she told him everything, but Nurdoğan was no longer sure about this. Sometimes she just went off without telling anyone and she’d taken to locking herself in her bedroom. Nurdoğan had always been close to his big sister, the two of them in a sense allied against their parents. It was an alliance that had survived all sorts of teenage ‘phases’ on Gülay’s part. Only now, when she was ‘normal’ again, did there seem to be a problem.

Nurdoğan went downstairs and retrieved his bicycle from the garage. His father, who had taken his car out in order, apparently, to clean it, stopped talking to the large man Nurdoğan recognised as one of his club managers as he passed.

‘If you’re satisfied there are no signs of foul play, I’ll release the Ataman boy’s body for burial,’ the small, round man said with a smile.

Mehmet Süleyman shrugged. ‘I can’t see any reason to hold back,’ he said wearily. ‘He took his own life. Not to any rational purpose but—’

‘Yes, he did.’

The smile faded from the round man’s face. Dr Arto Sarkissian had been employed as a police pathologist for all of his working life and had, during that time, seen most things that people could do to others and themselves. But premature, seemingly needless deaths like that of young Cem Ataman still shocked him.

‘I’ll contact the family and make the necessary arrangements,’ he said, and then, as if putting Cem Ataman himself to one side, he moved the boy’s notes to the edge of his desk. ‘So what time did you eventually leave the party?’ he asked, changing the subject to something far more pleasant.

‘At about midnight,’ Süleyman replied. ‘I think everyone, including Hulya and Berekiah, had had enough by then.’

Arto nodded. ‘Yes. Weddings are tiring. Mine was. I would have stayed longer yesterday, but my wife doesn’t thrive well in the heat. I think Çetin understood.’

‘I’m sure he did.’

It was a safe assumption. Friends since childhood, the Turk Çetin İkmen and the Armenian Arto Sarkissian barely needed to speak now in order to know what the other was thinking. That Arto had been there to support his old friend at his daughter’s wedding had, both he and Süleyman knew, been enough.

‘I couldn’t help seeing you talking to my brother,’ the Armenian began.

‘Yes,’ Süleyman cut in quickly, ‘but not about . . .’

‘I realise that Krikor won’t have your results yet,’ Arto said, alluding to the second HIV test Süleyman had recently undergone at the hands of his addiction specialist brother.

‘No.’ Süleyman reached into his jacket pocket for his cigarettes and lit up. ‘Çetin told me that Jak Cohen has bought the young couple a house,’ he said, reverting to the lighter side of the İkmen/Cohen wedding once again.

Arto shook his head slowly from side to side. ‘Yes. Amazing. In Fener and needing some work, I understand, which is why they’ll be living with Mr and Mrs Cohen for a while. But to give them a house! I don’t know what Jak Cohen does over in England but he must be very good at it.’

‘I think he works in the entertainment business in some capacity,’ Süleyman confided. ‘His brother isn’t exactly forthcoming on the subject, which I suppose could lead one to all sorts of rather unsavoury conclusions.’

The Armenian laughed. ‘By which I take it you mean sex “work”.’

‘Maybe. But then if he runs strip or dancing clubs, so what? Such places are legal in Britain and so any money he earns from these pursuits would be “honest”.’

‘Nothing to disturb Çetin’s sleep then,’ Arto said.

‘We all know that Balthazar and his brothers can be a little morally selective, to say the least,’ Süleyman replied, ‘but I don’t believe that they’re bad people, and I’ve lived with them so I should know.’

‘Then all we can and should do is be happy for the young people.’

‘Yes,’ Süleyman agreed, ‘that is all we should do.’

Hamdı Alan had been a police constable for only three years. Based at the small and really quite picturesque station on the waterfront at Anadolu Kavaḡı, he didn’t get to experience much beyond the odd disagreement between drunken fishermen. Luckily Hamdı, whose main preoccupation in life was to find a nice Muslim girl, marry her and have children, liked it like that. No trouble meant more time sitting quietly in the sunshine, reflecting, or not, upon the meaning of life. However, this new situation – he didn’t know what to call it yet – had already rattled his customary peace and thrown him rapidly into a world he neither knew nor wanted to know.

The body had been discovered by an elderly woman who’d been up at Yoros grazing her small family of goats. Not so much shocked by the blood, most of which had soaked into the ground, as by the girl’s nakedness, she’d thrown her coat across the body in order to preserve the modesty of the deceased. Constable Fuat Ayla, who had offered, reluctantly, to accompany Hamdı up to the site, had pulled the coat away and then turned the body on to its back as soon as he arrived.

‘Obvious what happened,’ Ayla said as he stared down at the butchered body at his feet. ‘Killed herself.’

‘Yeah.’ She’d taken off all her clothes to do it and laid them very neatly in a pile at the edge of the clearing. She’d even put a lump of what looked like crystal on top to hold them down. Hamdı frowned. Something similar had, he was certain, occurred somewhere else in the greater city area . . .

‘Choosing to send her own soul to damnation.’ Ayla stuck a cigarette into his narrow, fat mouth and shook his head. ‘Can’t understand it.’

‘No.’ Although, good Muslim lad that he was, it wasn’t the dead girl’s soul that was exercising Hamdı’s mind at this precise moment.

Ayla, his large almost womanly bottom wobbling as he walked, stomped over to the pile of clothes at the edge of the clearing.

‘All we can do is find out who she was, get a doctor to look at her, and then return her to her family,’ he said.

And yet the way she had killed herself, if indeed that was what she had done, was so violent, so bizarre, and there was that other case, involving a boy, if Hamdı remembered correctly . . .

‘No,’ he said, holding his hand up to stop his colleague from disturbing the girl’s clothes, ‘no, I don’t think we should touch anything, Fuat.’

‘Why not?’

Hamdı shrugged. He didn’t actually know why he felt so edgy about this suicide – Allah knew that he didn’t want the aggravation – but there was something just too weird about it all.

‘I think we should get help,’ Hamdı said after a pause. ‘I think we should get someone over here who knows what he’s doing.’

The girl’s identity card stated that her name was Gülay Arat. She was seventeen. Sergeant İsak Çöktin held it up for his superior to see, but Süleyman just flicked his eyes up at it without comment. Over by the trees the two local cops, the old fat one and the young sleepy-looking one, stared down at the site, smoking in that silent, concentrated fashion so typical of those raised away from the bustle of the city.

‘I’ll need a doctor to look at her before I make any sort of judgement,’ Süleyman said as he rose, rather grey-faced Çöktin thought, to his feet, ‘but I think it’s the same as Cem Ataman.’

Çöktin, unaware of what his out-of-town colleagues should and should not know, lowered his voice. ‘Stabbed herself through the heart.’

‘She or someone did.’ Süleyman took his mobile phone out of his pocket and searched through his directory for a particular number.

‘How could she do it?’ Çöktin said, shaking his head as he looked down at the blood-soaked corpse spread-eagled on the earth before him. ‘She’s only a little thing. You need to exert tremendous force to stab through the chest. What state of mind must she have been in?’

Süleyman shrugged. ‘We’ll need to get a team up here as soon as possible,’ he said. ‘I just hope that our local friends there,’ he tipped his head in the direction of the two Anadolu Kavaḡı cops, ‘haven’t disturbed the site too much. The word as well as the concept of procedure is, more often than not, unknown to people like them.’

‘Right.’ Çöktin, who didn’t always share Süleyman’s views about the ignorance of ordinary folk – he was, after all, a working-class Kurd himself – did grudgingly have to concur in this case. The two locals, with their scruffy uniforms and slow, country ways, did appear to be less than well informed.

‘Ah, Dr Sarkissian . . .’ Süleyman said into his telephone, turning aside in order to gain some privacy as he did so.

İsak Çöktin had attended the scene when Cem Ataman’s body had been discovered in Eyüp Cemetery. Slumped behind the tall, uninscribed gravestones of several Ottoman executioners, the eighteen-year-old’s torso had been folded over the arm carrying the knife that had taken his life away. And although his upper body was bare, he had been wearing trousers and underwear when he died. Cem, though not big, had been far larger and stronger than this tiny, naked girl.

‘The doctor’s coming straight way,’ Süleyman said as he replaced his mobile in his jacket pocket, ‘and I’ve called for a team to be dispatched. I’d like to find the weapon used.’

‘I thought the doctor didn’t work on Sundays,’ Çöktin said in reference to Arto Sarkissian’s nominal adherence to Christianity.

‘No, he’s on duty all day,’ Süleyman replied. ‘I’ve told him to rescind his order for the release of the Ataman boy’s body.’

‘That was suicide.’

‘I thought so, yes,’ Süleyman said as he moved away from the body and lit a cigarette, ‘and that may still be the case. But this has raised some doubts.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean that even taking into account the fact that this girl’s death could be a case of copycat suicide, I think that two incidents of this nature in such a short space of time necessitates our further involvement.’

‘Dr Sarkissian was certain that Cem Ataman took his own life. The boy left that note about—’

‘Yes, and I’m not saying that he was wrong.’ He beckoned Çöktin to come closer to him. ‘I’m not even saying that I suspect foul play, but as Inspector İkmen taught me many years ago, two similar events could be the start of a pattern and violent patterns require our attention.’

‘So if young kids are killing themselves . . .’

‘We won’t be able to stop that, but if young people are being encouraged to do so, that we can try to prevent,’ Süleyman said, and then seeing the look of confusion on the younger man’s face he added, ‘I have read of instances, not in this country, where people have been encouraged to end their lives by others.’

‘What for?’

‘Sometimes a person is terminally ill and a friend or relative helps them to commit suicide.’

‘Yes, that I can understand,’ Çöktin commented.

‘But there are other instances,’ Süleyman continued, ‘where self-destruction is encouraged for more sinister reasons. For instance, some families may encourage an unstable but wealthy relative to end it all, and then there are the truly sick instances of people doing it because they get pleasure from it. And Cem, as we know, was interested in some pretty dark stuff.’

‘Yes,’ Çöktin frowned. ‘Mind you, sir, the method Cem used wasn’t reported in the press. So a copycat—’

‘Oh, I agree the possibility is remote. But maybe if this girl knew him and his family . . . But we’re very much in the dark at the moment, so keep your mind wide open.’

‘Inspector Süleyman?’

He looked across at the younger of the two local officers and said, ‘Yes?’

‘Er, what’s happening? Should we move the body?’

‘No, no.’ Süleyman held up a staying hand. ‘No, I’ve asked for an investigation team and a pathologist to attend.’

Constable Hamdı Alan’s eyes widened. ‘So, do you think she’s been murdered then, sir?’

‘I don’t know, Constable,’ Süleyman replied. ‘That is why I’ve requested expert help.’

The two country policemen looked at each other with something between fear and excitement in their eyes. If it was murder then Anadolu Kavaḡı wasn’t going to be as quiet as usual, which would, they both knew, be a mixed blessing. More visitors, more money, more disputes to settle, many more sightseers, deranged murder ghouls they would have to try to keep away from Yoros.

‘Oh, and I’ll need to interview the person who discovered the body,’ Süleyman said before turning back once again to Çöktin. ‘Once the site has been secured you and I must contact this girl’s family.’

‘Yes, sir.’

They both momentarily looked back at the naked corpse upon the ground. Although Süleyman at least had dealt with giving similar bad news to Cem Ataman’s parents, he didn’t know how he might do that in this case. After all, Cem, though young too, had been strong, male and dressed. Allah alone knew how little Gülay Arat had managed to summon up the strength to plunge a knife into her chest, if indeed she had done so. Also, she had been naked and so the possibility of sexual assault was not to be ruled out. Maybe she’d taken her life after she’d been assaulted; maybe her family were very traditional and she just couldn’t face telling them about what she had endured.

‘I also want to re-interview the Ataman family,’ Süleyman said as he put his cigarette out. ‘I want to see if there are any connections between them and this girl’s family.’

Çöktin shrugged. ‘OK.’ And then he wondered what, if anything, new he might learn from Mr and Mrs Ataman. He, post mortem, knew Cem better than they ever had. Finding similarities where, on one side at least, only a void existed was going to be difficult. Çöktin lit up a cigarette and watched his boss climb away from the site up towards the old castle. Wanting, if only briefly, to be alone. He did it a lot now. The rumour mill back at the station had it that his wife, who Süleyman himself said was on holiday, had left him. If she had, she’d taken their infant son with her.

Süleyman was sitting on the ground now, just below the castle, looking out across the startling blueness of the Bosphorus. Though still handsome, recent probably unintentional weight loss had made his features look sharper than before. In profile as he was now, he looked like a great, noble bird.


CHAPTER 3

The place seemed empty without her. Of course it wasn’t. As usual, there were numerous people in, out or resting in the İkmen apartment. There were three other daughters, for a start. But in spite of whoever else was about, Çetin İkmen missed Hulya. For weeks she’d dominated activity in the apartment, running around with swathes of white material and pretty but uncomfortable shoes under her arms. Phone calls to and from her groom, Berekiah, and his Uncle Jak in London had happened sometimes on an hourly basis. The place had been mad and, OK, if he were honest, really quite irritating too, right up until they’d all left for the ceremony. Had that happened just yesterday morning?

İkmen put his head in his hands and tried to remember whether he’d taken his last dose of aspirin two or four hours previously.

‘How’s your hangover?’

İkmen looked up into the amused eyes of his daughter Çiçek.

‘It’s a very good one, actually,’ he said as he moved across the settee to allow her to sit beside him. ‘Pounding head, churning stomach.’

‘Oh, all the symptoms,’ she smiled. ‘Maybe you should ask Sınan or Orhan to give you something for it.’

İkmen took a cigarette out of his pocket and lit up. ‘Doctors, even if they are my sons, can’t help me with this,’ he said gravely. ‘The spice merchants in the Mısır Çarşısı can say what they like about their disgusting so-called remedies, no living being has ever developed a truly effective cure for a hangover. It is one of the great mysteries of life that Allah, in His wisdom, chooses to conceal from us.’

‘I don’t think Allah has a great deal to do with overindulgence in alcohol.’

‘No, He probably doesn’t,’ İkmen said. ‘If I believed in Him, I’d say a prayer and ask Him, but since I’m an atheist, I’ll have to just remain ignorant on that point.’

He was always tetchy after drinking sessions these days. Time was when Çetin İkmen would happily throw vast amounts of brandy in particular down his throat with no thought for anything beyond the pleasure that drinking gave him. But ever since his numerous stomach ulcers had started giving him pain a few years previously, drinking had become something for which a price was always exacted.

‘You know that Berekiah let Hulya tread on his foot,’ Çiçek said, alluding to the old belief that whoever manages to tread on the other’s foot during the marriage registration will have the upper hand in the relationship.

İkmen shrugged. ‘She’s my daughter and he’s a realist.’

Çiçek reached down into her handbag and took out a cigarette. ‘Dad, do you think that Zelfa will ever go back to Mehmet?’

İkmen, not at all happy to address the Süleymans’ marital relations, turned slightly away. ‘I don’t know.’

‘It’s just that he looks so lost . . .’

‘Zelfa left for a reason, Çiçek.’

‘Which, of course, you know all about.’

He turned to face her. Çiçek had always been very fond of Mehmet Süleyman, and he had no desire to undermine that fondness. But, given his colleague’s track record with women, not to mention his current possible health troubles, he didn’t want Çiçek getting any ideas about his elegant Ottoman friend. His daughter was, after all, nearly thirty, still unwed, beaten to the marriage register by her teenage sister. Çiçek was vulnerable.

‘What I know and don’t know about Mehmet is not your concern,’ İkmen said sternly. ‘That is his private business.’

‘I’m only trying to—’

‘I know exactly what you’re trying to do, or rather find out, Çiçek,’ İkmen continued. ‘I saw you talking to him yesterday. Your eyes were glued to his face.’

Çiçek put her head down, just like she’d done when she was a little girl, caught out by her father in the pursuit of some prank or other.

‘Your hot sergeant couldn’t take her eyes off Mehmet either,’ an amused masculine voice put in.

Somehow, without either İkmen or Çiçek even noticing, the latter’s twenty-year-old brother, Bülent, had entered the room. Tall and skinny, he threw himself down on to one of the cushions on the floor and then proceeded to stuff pistachio nuts into his mouth.

‘I’d prefer it if you spoke more respectfully about Sergeant Farsakoğlu, Bülent.’

‘I’m only saying what I saw, Dad.’

And, of course, the boy was right and, of course, İkmen knew it. His deputy, Ayşe Farsakoğlu, had once enjoyed a brief affair with his friend some years ago, prior to Süleyman’s current marriage. She’d never got over him. But then most of the women he seemed to come into contact with were like that. Not for the first time, İkmen wondered what it was that Mehmet Süleyman had that so fascinated and obsessed women of all ages and backgrounds. Bülent, young and also, famously within his family, tactless, offered up one theory for discussion.

‘Perhaps he’s some sort of sexual superstud . . .’

‘That’s enough!’ İkmen, his head now pounding more violently than it had been when he first woke up, rose to his feet. ‘If you can’t at least fake some respect for your elders—’

‘Dad, I was only joking! I like Mehmet!’

İkmen, suddenly deflated, sighed. ‘Yes, we all do,’ he said as he looked down at the sad face of his daughter. ‘Some of us like him a lot. But he’s got a few problems at the moment and so perhaps it’s best if we don’t discuss him and his business at this time.’ He put his cigarette out in one of the ashtrays before muttering, ‘I feel really bad. I’m going back to bed. Got to be at the station in the morning.’

He then left his now silent son and daughter and walked down the corridor towards his bedroom. Fatma, İkmen’s wife, made a brief appearance as he passed the bathroom, distracted from her cleaning activities by the need to harangue him once again about his drinking. But he ignored her, closing the bedroom door behind him with a bang. He threw himself down on his bed and shut his eyes. However, as soon as he did so, his neighbour, Mr Gören, ‘started’, his raised voice, together with that of his adversary, Mr Emin, dragging İkmen’s reluctant head back to full consciousness again.

Mr Gören, who had lived in the next-door apartment for the last six months, had a daughter about the same age as Çiçek called Halide. Plain but honest, Halide still silently mourned the Anatolian village she and her father had left to come and seek their fortunes in the big city. Unfortunately, her sadness had caught the attention, and inflamed the affections, of the owner of one of the small pidecis down below the apartment building on Divanyolu. Mr Emin, at seventy-six, was in love – it was something he demonstrated all the time via his daily shouting sessions with Halide’s father.

‘I’m a man of means, I’ll provide well for her!’ Mr Emin shouted through the closed front door of Mr Gören’s apartment.

‘My daughter is fully occupied looking after me, her father, thank you,’ Mr Gören responded.

‘But you must want your daughter to be married! It must be a worry for you! She is no longer young! An old maid . . .’

In spite of the heat, İkmen shoved his head under his pillow and sighed. Marriage, sex, sex, marriage – it was all he’d heard about, thought about for months. Young girls getting married, older girls not getting married. And now Çiçek, suddenly made aware of her age by the occasion of her sister’s marriage, rekindling her teenage crush on Mehmet Süleyman. Poor Çiçek, İkmen’s beloved ‘old maid’, glamoured by a man possibly infected with AIDS . . .

Allah, but it would be good to get back to police work again in the morning! But what a shame it was that someone had to die in order for the adrenaline to really get going. Unless, of course, that person were either Mr Gören or Mr Emin.

‘What do you mean, “what did he do”?’

‘I mean, Mr Ataman, what were your son’s interests? Who did he associate with?’

Giving the Atamans the news about their son’s yet again delayed burial was proving, if anything, even more distressing than telling the Arat family that their daughter had been found dead. At least at the Arats’ the girl’s young brother had cried . . .

‘You saw the note. Consorting with “devils”, apparently.’ Mete Ataman threw his long arms petulantly into the air. ‘He was eighteen and chose to give his life, seemingly, to something entirely fictional! What else do eighteen year olds do, Inspector Süleyman? You tell me.’

‘If I hadn’t been in my office day and night, we might have been able to stop him doing this terrible thing to himself.’

All heads turned towards the thin woman in black, sitting, dead-eyed, beside a window that looked out directly across at the Galata Tower.

Ataman, his face now red with fury, bore down upon her, one finger wagging violently into her face. ‘You said you wanted to be independent, Sibel! I gave you that job, I made it happen! It’s what you wanted!’

‘I know! I know!’

‘So don’t pretend you would have enjoyed being around for your son—’

‘I’m not pretending! I’m just . . .’ She looked up at Süleyman, her eyes wet. ‘So unhappy, my son! So morbid! You know, he used to cut his arms—’

‘Sibel!’

‘Yes, we do know that your son did harm himself, Mrs Ataman.’

‘Just about cut the skin, you mean!’ Mete Ataman put in acidly. ‘All for effect! Like those so-called Gothic freaks up in town! All for attention!’

‘Be that as it may,’ Süleyman said, ‘I would like your permission to search your son’s room, Mr Ataman. I—’

‘You’ve looked at his things!’

‘In light of this other, similar incident, I would like in particular to have access to your son’s computer . . .’

Only fifteen-year-old Nurdoğan Arat had had any idea what his sister, Gülay, liked to do. ‘She liked her computer,’ he’d said as his parents, two middle-aged socialites, reeking of alcohol, looked on blankly. ‘She spent hours on it.’ Locked into her room apparently, doing what Nurdoğan could only describe as ‘something’. But it was a start. Maybe, via the computer, Cem and Gülay had come into contact with each other. After all, or so it would seem, they had at one time, at least, shared rather dark interests.

‘He only played games on it.’ Ataman threw himself down into one of his leather chairs and lit a cigarette. ‘I tried to teach him how to use spreadsheets, preparing him for some level of responsibility in my business, but he wasn’t interested.’

‘Our son was a very . . . self-contained boy, Inspector,’ Sibel Ataman said gently. ‘He felt that our work was trite.’ She turned her head and looked hard at the tower beyond the window. ‘Which it is.’
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