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      To the great city and great people of Detroit. Also for 
Jim Reeve and his big, beautiful view of the Shard of Glass
      

      
   
      
      
      Cast of Characters

      
      Çetin İkmen – middle-aged İstanbul police inspector
      

      
      Mehmet Süleyman – İstanbul police inspector, İkmen’s protégé
      

      
      Commissioner Ardıç – İkmen and Süleyman’s boss
      

      
      Sergeant Ayşe Farsakoğlu – İkmen’s deputy
      

      
      Sergeant İzzet Melik – Süleyman’s deputy
      

      
      Dr Arto Sarkissian – İstanbul police pathologist
      

      
      Tayyar Bekdil – Süleyman’s cousin, a journalist in Detroit
      

      
      Lieutenant Gerald Diaz – of Detroit Police Department (DPD)
      

      
      Lieutenant John Shalhoub – of DPD
      

      
      Lieutenant Ed Devine – of DPD
      

      
      Sergeant Donna Ferrari – of DPD
      

      
      Detective Lionel Katz – of DPD
      

      
      Officer Rita Addison – of DPD
      

      
      Officer Mark Zevets – of DPD
      

      
      Dr Rob Weiss – ballistics expert
      

      
      Rosa Guzman – forensic investigator
      

      
      Ezekiel (Zeke) Goins – elderly Melungeon
      

      
      Samuel Goins – Zeke’s brother, a Detroit city councillor
      

      
      Martha Bell – urban regenerator, Zeke’s landlady
      

      
      Keisha Bell – Martha’s daughter
      

      
      Grant T. Miller – man Zeke Goins suspects killed his son, Elvis
      

      
      Marta Sosobowski – widow of deceased Detroit cop, John Sosobowski
      

      
      Stefan and Richard Voss – undertakers
      

      
      Kyle Redmond – an auto wrecker
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      1 December 1978 – Detroit, Michigan

      
      His breath came in short, spiky gasps as his face was pushed hard into the unyielding brickwork in front of him. There was
         a gun jammed against the side of his head. It was wielded by the same unknown person who had twisted his arm up his back so
         that his hand nearly touched his head. He was afraid, but also angry. In spite of not being able to breathe properly, he yelled,
         ‘You fucking Purple motherfucker!’
      

      
      But there was no reply, none of the usual murmurs of approval from the other gang members that generally accompanied hits
         of this kind. Was there anyone else with whoever had grabbed him? He began to feel the blood drain from his face as he considered
         the possibility that his assailant was alone. Apart from the shame he felt at being somehow disabled by possibly just one
         person, he also knew what this could mean on another level. Every so often kids like him just got taken. Generally it was
         by some sort of wacko freak who wanted to have sex with them – or with their body after they were dead. He’d seen that movie
         The Hills Have Eyes; he knew what went on.
      

      
      ‘Listen, man, I ain’t gonna let you have my butt!’ he said, and then instantly regretted it. His ma always said his mouth
         was way too big for his head. The pressure on his arm and then from the gun against his temple increased. Either he’d hit
         on the truth, or he’d just enraged his attacker still further. After all, if he wasn’t homosexual, he had just insulted him. Then it got worse. ‘But if you gonna rob me, then that’s cool,’ he blurted. ‘Or . . . no, it ain’t cool,
         but . . .’
      

      
      But he didn’t want to be robbed either! Again, he panicked.

      
      ‘Not that I’m sayin’ you’re a faggot or nothing, man,’ he said. ‘Maybe you just want my stuff. I dunno!’ Then his voice rose
         in terror and he yelled, ‘Just tell me what you do want, you crazy freak!’
      

      
      There was snow on the ground underneath his feet. He looked down at it, knowing with a certainty that made his head dizzy
         that his blood and brains were going to colour its city greyness red. He began to shiver. The gunman, his weapon pointed at
         his head, pulled the muzzle back just ever so slightly. ‘Why are you going to kill me, man?’ the boy cried plaintively. ‘I
         ain’t nothing special. What I ever do to you?’
      

      
      But he never got an answer to that or any other question. His assailant pulled the trigger at just short of point-blank range,
         and as the boy himself had imagined in the last moments of his life, his blood and brains turned the Detroit winter snow red.
      

   
      
      Chapter 1

      
      

      
      27 November 2009 – İstanbul, Turkey
      

      
      Inspector Çetin İkmen’s office was cold. The police station heating system had developed a fault, and so everyone was having
         to make do with tiny, weak electric heaters. Also İkmen was not actually in his office, which always made it, so his sergeant
         Ayşe Farsakoğlu believed, even more dreary and cheerless.
      

      
      She leaned towards the tiny one-bar heater and thought about how badly her week without her boss was starting. So far, since
         İkmen and another inspector, Mehmet Süleyman, had left to go to a policing conference abroad, first the computer system had
         thrown a tantrum, and then the heating had broken down. It was almost as if the fabric of the building was protesting at their
         absence. Ayşe herself always felt lost without İkmen, and whenever Süleyman was out of town, she worried. Some years before,
         she’d had a brief affair with the handsome, urbane Mehmet. She still, in spite of his so far two marriages as well as numerous
         affairs and liaisons, had feelings for him. Where the two officers had gone, representing the entire Turkish police force,
         was a very long way away, to a place apparently even colder than İstanbul. As she leaned still further in towards the fire,
         Ayşe found such an idea almost beyond belief. Then a knock at the door made her look up. ‘Come in.’
      

      
      The door opened to reveal a slightly overweight dark man in his late forties.

      
      ‘Sergeant Melik.’

      
      İzzet Melik was Mehmet Süleyman’s sergeant, and like Ayşe Farsakoğlu, he was not finding the absence of his boss or the bitterly
         cold November wind easy to deal with. He was also, Ayşe noticed, carrying a paper bag that appeared to be steaming. He held
         it up so that she could see it. ‘Börek,’ he said, announcing the presence of hot, savoury Turkish pastries. ‘If the heating’s
         going to be down for a while, we need to eat properly and keep warm.’
      

      
      Ayşe smiled. İzzet, in spite of his tough, macho-man exterior, was a kind and rather cultured soul who had held a romantic
         torch for her, in silence, for years.
      

      
      ‘That’s a very nice thought,’ she said.

      
      He took a tissue out of his pocket and then picked a triangular pastry out of the bag and wrapped it up for her. ‘Mind if
         I join you, Sergeant Farsakoğlu?’
      

      
      He was always so careful to be proper and respectful with her. As she looked at him, in spite of his heaviness and lack of
         physical grace, Ayşe felt herself warm to him. Like her boss, Çetin İkmen, İzzet Melik was a ‘good’ man. What you saw was,
         generally, what you got. No subterfuge, no hidden agendas, none of the fascinating mercurial scariness that could surface
         in Mehmet Süleyman from time to time. She pointed to the battered chair behind İkmen’s desk and said, ‘Bring that over.’
      

      
      He smiled. For a while they both sat in companionable silence, eating their börek, İzzet pulling his coat in tight around
         his shoulders. Then Ayşe said, ‘So this conference our bosses have gone to . . .’
      

      
      ‘Policing in Changing Urban Environments,’ İzzet said, quoting the conference title verbatim.
      

      
      ‘What’s it . . .’

      
      ‘About?’ He shrugged. ‘I think it’s about gangs and drugs and migration and how those things, and other factors, affect life
         in a modern city.’
      

      
      Ayşe bit into a particularly cheesy bit of her börek and was amazed at just how much better it made her feel.

      
      ‘Officers are going from all over the world,’ İzzet continued. ‘But then changing urban environments affect us all. You know
         this city. İstanbul, had only two million inhabitants back in 1978? We’re now twelve million, at least.’
      

      
      ‘More people, more problems,’ Ayşe said.

      
      ‘Yes. And a lot of those problems are global now too,’ he said. ‘Kids from New York to Bangkok sniff gas, shove cocaine up
         their noses and make up rap tunes about inner-city alienation. The internet allows terrorist groups to reach out to men and
         women on the streets of cities everywhere. Everything’s expanding, complicating, getting faster.’ He frowned. ‘If we don’t
         either take control of it, try to understand it or both, we could find ourselves in the middle of an urban nightmare, a real
         futuristic dystopia.’
      

      
      İzzet was way cleverer than he looked. Sometimes he was too clever. Ayşe knew what a dystopia was, but she never would have
         used the word herself. She finished her börek and then wiped her fingers on the tissue. ‘Well, whatever comes out of it,’
         she said, ‘Inspector İkmen and Inspector Süleyman are getting to go to America. Çetin Bey was a little nervous, you know.
         Such a long flight!’
      

      
      ‘They’re changing planes at Frankfurt,’ İzzet said. Then he frowned again. ‘One thing I can’t understand is why this conference
         is being held in a city that is actually shrinking.’
      

      
      ‘Shrinking?’

      
      ‘Since the US motor industry started to go into decline at the end of the 1950s, Detroit, where the conference is taking place,
         has been contracting,’ he said. ‘As I understand it, anyone with any money left years ago. Those that remain are largely poor
         and unemployed. Detroit has one of the highest murder rates in America.’
      

      
      Ayşe, suddenly cold again, shuddered. ‘Inşallah the inspectors will be safe in such a place!’ she said.

      
      ‘With hundreds of officers from all over the world around them, not to mention the Detroit Police Department?’ İzzet smiled.
         ‘It’ll be OK.’
      

      
      Ayşe looked unsure. ‘With one of the highest murder rates in America?’ she said. ‘One has to ask what the police there are
         actually doing.’
      

      
      İzzet looked away from her and into the depths of the electric heater and said, ‘Maybe Detroit is what cities become when
         they get beyond the mega-city stage. Maybe eventually everyone will just leave.’
      

      
      ‘İstanbul?’

      
      He shrugged again. ‘We’re still growing. But it has to stop sometime. When no one can stand it any more, when the infrastructure
         breaks down, when there aren’t enough jobs for everyone.’ He looked across at her. ‘That was what happened in Detroit. Maybe
         it’s what will happen here too.’
      

      
      Air travel wasn’t Çetin İkmen’s favourite form of locomotion. Not that he’d done a lot of it. Until this trip, the furthest
         he had flown had been to London, which had taken all of three and a half hours. Now he was on what he considered to be an
         eight-hour marathon from Frankfurt to Detroit, and less than sixty minutes into the flight, he was already uncomfortable and
         bored.
      

      
      Mehmet Süleyman, his one-time protégé and now colleague, had managed somehow, already, to drop off to sleep. Quite how he
         had achieved that, İkmen didn’t know. Maybe it was some sort of defence mechanism against the craving he knew the younger
         man would be experiencing for a cigarette. There had been no time to find somewhere to smoke when they’d changed planes at
         Frankfurt airport. No one let anyone smoke in peace any more! Even his own office had been out of bounds for smoking since
         the previous July. It made İkmen miserable. Now that the weather was cold, trudging out to the back of the station was a chore.
         It was, he felt, ridiculous too. Almost everyone he knew was outside more often than they were in! Except, of course, his
         sergeant. Ayşe Farsakoğlu had given up when the ban on smoking in enclosed spaces had first been imposed. He was proud of her for that, even if he had no intention of following her example. He thought about his destination, about how rabid,
         or seemingly so, Americans were against smoking, and it almost made him wish that the plane would crash. At least death would
         end his nicotine cravings, as well as his fear of being a long way away from the ground in a sealed metal tube.
      

      
      He took one of the boiled sweets his daughter Çiçek had given him out of his pocket and put it in his mouth. Recently married
         to a Turkish Airlines pilot, Çiçek had been a flight attendant for twelve years, and so she knew a thing or two about air
         travel and its risks and problems. She’d met her father at the airport armed with a bag of boiled sweets, a neck pillow, some
         sort of headache-preventing thing consisting of a strip of cold gel one placed on one’s forehead, and a pair of long, tight
         compression socks.
      

      
      ‘The flight socks will stop you getting deep-vein thrombosis,’ she’d said when she’d made him sit down and put them on in
         Departures. ‘Long flights increase everyone’s risk. And someone who smokes as much as you do is a prime candidate.’
      

      
      Mehmet Süleyman, who didn’t get a pair of flight socks, had smirked. Now, watching him asleep and apparently motionless, İkmen
         wondered whether it would be the younger man, and not he, who would get deep-vein thrombosis. Çiçek had said that as well
         as wearing flight socks, it was also a good idea to move around, or at least keep your feet moving. İkmen idly rotated an
         ankle, and then reached forward for the Lufthansa flight magazine in the pouch in front of his seat. As he did so, Mehmet
         Süleyman first frowned, then shuffled uncomfortably in his sleep. Economy seats were problematic for tall people like him.
         But then the İstanbul Police Department could hardly be expected to pay for their officers to travel in business class, especially
         at a time when the entire world seemed to be falling into recession.
      

      
      For İkmen, space was not too much of an issue. Short and thin, he had no problem with his leg room, or even with the fact
         that the person in front of him had now tilted his own seat backwards. İkmen flicked through the magazine, which fortunately for him
         was in English as well as German. English and French plus some German was what he spoke. Süleyman spoke English too, but was
         far more fluent in French, which reflected his decidedly privileged and Ottoman background. The old royalists had all spoken
         French, which they considered very cultured. Süleyman’s father, the son of a prince, albeit a deposed one, had been no exception.
      

      
      The articles in the magazine ranged from cookery to the architectural delights of the German capital, Berlin. But the beautiful
         photographs of cafés and cathedrals made İkmen frown. Where they were headed wasn’t going to be anything like that. His youngest
         son, Kemal, who was turning out to be quite a computer geek, had shown him some websites about the city he was going to visit.
         Detroit, it seemed, was characterised by urban decay. Once the ‘Motor City’, an industrial giant, geared up to providing sustenance
         to the US’s endless love affair with the automobile, it was now apparently in decline. As far as İkmen could tell, it was
         full of poor, unemployed people living lives blighted by gang warfare and drugs in houses and apartments that were on the
         verge of collapse. An urban nightmare with a history of civil unrest and a reputation for being almost impossible to police,
         Detroit provided a vision of a post-industrial future that could spread across the western world – and that included the Turkish
         Republic. İkmen baulked at this at the same time as he accepted that it was a possibility. Even cheap Turkish goods couldn’t
         compete with cheaper Indian, Chinese or Korean imports. New players were emerging on the world stage, players whose efficiency
         and expertise could leave the more traditional industrial nations high and dry. But then if Detroit had been chosen as the
         best place to host a conference about policing changing urban environments, there had to be more to it than just pointing
         out the city’s failings.
      

      
      ‘It seems Detroit is coming back to life,’ his boss, Commissioner Ardıç, had told him when they had first discussed the conference
         back in June. ‘Don’t know how. You have to find that out. Policing remains a challenge. There have been numerous corruption
         scandals in the past. But the Detroit Police Department have already gone where some of us have yet to imagine. They’re finding
         solutions, it seems; the people of the city as well as the police.’
      

      
      Ardıç wanted İkmen and Süleyman to find out how the Americans were dealing with their gangs, with the drug culture that seemed
         to go with that phenomenon, and with the reality of mass unemployment and the resultant poverty. Officers were coming from
         all over the world to observe, ask questions, listen and learn, and also to share their experiences with each other. It would,
         İkmen felt, be a full and interesting week, if not a particularly pretty one.
      

      
      The old man sat so still in that battered garden chair of his that for a moment, the girl thought he might be dead. It was
         snowing, and she was cold and didn’t really want to be outside at all. But her mother had told her to.
      

      
      ‘Go out and get Mr Goins inside,’ she had said when she’d seen the old man sitting motionless in amongst where they grew the
         vegetables. ‘He’s too old to be sat out in the snow like that.’
      

      
      The girl, Keisha, had put her coat and snow boots on and run out of her apartment and down the stairs to the gardens outside.
         From her kitchen window, three floors up, her mother watched in case anyone approached her daughter. Antoine Cadillac Project
         had been turned into a place of peace, of self-sufficiency and urban beauty, but that didn’t mean that the boys with knives,
         the gun-toting drug-dealers and muggers didn’t pay them a visit once in a while. Kids were particularly vulnerable, and Martha,
         Keisha’s mother, had already lost one child, with a second almost gone to crack cocaine, in spite of her best efforts to steer
         her children away from drugs and gangs.
      

      
      Keisha nudged the old man with one gloved hand. ‘Mr Goins!’ she said, her breath turning to ice as she spoke. ‘Ma says you
         gotta come in now!’
      

      
      His eyes closed, he didn’t move. Only the very faintest of mists coming from his mouth gave Keisha any indication that he
         was even alive. His face was a very weird colour – blue. She shook him again. ‘Mr Goins!’
      

      
      This time he grunted, sniffed and then opened his eyes. Like Keisha’s, the old man’s eyes were as black as crude oil. He looked
         around him without seeing the girl, and then said in that southern accent, just like Keisha’s grandpa Wally had had, ‘Where
         in the name of the Lord is that boy? Where he about?’
      

      
      Keisha knew some of what this meant.

      
      ‘Mr Goins,’ Keisha said, ‘your boy ain’t here! You gotta come inside now. It’s snowing.’

      
      He turned and looked at her, as if seeing her for the first time, and said, ‘What you doin’ here, child?’

      
      Keisha sighed. Mr Goins forgot things. Sometimes it was where he was, sometimes it was who people were, sometimes it was his
         own name. There was only one thing that he never seemed to forget, but Keisha, young as she was, knew that she should never,
         ever start that subject up with him. Most times he raised it himself, as he had just done when she woke him.
      

      
      ‘Ma’s made some hamburger. Come inside,’ Keisha said as she put one of her small hands underneath his arm and began to pull
         him up on to his feet.
      

      
      From her kitchen window three floors up, Martha Bell wondered yet again how and why she’d come to take some mad old white-looking
         man into her home. But then she knew the answer to that question just as surely as everyone else on Antoine Cadillac did.
         Somebody’d had to.
      

   
      
      Chapter 2

      
      

      
      ‘It started coming down about five hours ago and it hasn’t stopped since,’ the hotel receptionist said with a smile. ‘But
         that’s winter for you.’
      

      
      İkmen looked at Süleyman, whose face was, if anything, whiter than the snow they had just come in out of. It had only taken
         seconds for the two officers to get out of the taxi, pay and enter the hotel, but it was enough to freeze them both almost
         solid. On top of the almost empty streets, the ghosts of buildings hinting at urban desolation, the shock of the frigid temperatures
         was intense.
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ İkmen attempted to smile.

      
      The Lakeland Plaza was an old hotel in the grand tradition of early-twentieth-century Detroit buildings. It was huge, almost
         Soviet in its four-square functional facade, while inside it was not unlike some of the grander nineteenth-century İstanbul
         palaces. High ceilings, vast gilt mirrors and heavy, dusty chandeliers projected a feeling of venerable, if faded, worth.
         İkmen rather liked what he had seen so far, although Süleyman, chilled to the marrow and beyond, just wanted to have a wash
         and get some sleep before the conference began in a little under three hours’ time.
      

      
      ‘You’re in Suite Twelve, sir,’ the receptionist said as she handed a swipe-card key across to İkmen.

      
      ‘Thank you.’ Suite Twelve sounded very grand indeed, and İkmen, glazed and dazed after the flight, began to feel slightly
         dizzy. In the last twenty-four hours he had not only entered a new continent; he had also, after nearly fifty-eight years on the earth, taken possession of the key to his first hotel suite.
      

      
      The receptionist pointed to a couple of doors way, way across the vast wastes of marble flooring and said, ‘Elevators over
         there, gentlemen. Floor fourteen. Have a nice day.’
      

      
      Süleyman, at least, had expected some sort of help with their luggage, but no bellhop or porter materialised. The two men
         picked up their suitcases and walked towards the lifts through a crowd of people who all sounded American. Although grand,
         there was a slight dustiness about the reception area that İkmen, at least, had not expected. The United States, he had always
         believed, was a country that had the highest standards of hygiene in the world. They got into a lift that had a few bits of
         litter in one corner, and İkmen pressed the button marked 14. The lift, however, had a mind and will of its own.
      

      
      First stop was floor three, which, though dimly lit, was heavily carpeted and had an ornate, rococo feel. Floor seven was
         rather plainer and brighter, and a couple of besuited men stood and stared at the Turks for a few moments before the lifts
         doors closed again.
      

      
      ‘Obviously going down,’ İkmen observed. Süleyman, tired beyond patience, didn’t answer. The lift started again; this time
         it stopped at floor eleven. This was somewhat different from the floors the men had seen before. When the doors opened, they
         found that they could barely make out anything much through the gloom. If the doors hadn’t got stuck as they attempted to
         close again, they would have seen nothing. As it was, the temporary malfunction in the lift allowed them not only to smell
         an odour that was a mixture of cigarette smoke, cooking meat and urine, but also to see that the floors were uncarpeted, and
         that just across from the lifts, against one stained, gloomy wall, was an old, abandoned fridge.
      

      
      As the doors closed, this time successfully, Süleyman, who had been silent up to that point, said, ‘May Allah protect us.’

      
      İkmen smiled. Undecided himself when it came to divine entities, he said, ‘Well, at least that wasn’t our floor.’

      
      Süleyman, a thunderous look on his pale face, retreated back into silence.
      

      
      When the lift did finally reach a juddering halt at floor fourteen, the Lakeland Plaza had clearly regained its mojo. The
         floors were carpeted, the walls clean and the only smell was that of air-freshener mixed with the very faintest tinge of tobacco.
         The latter, in a world that was becoming increasingly hostile to cigarettes, made İkmen smile. America’s fearsome reputation
         as an enemy of smoking had made him wonder how he would cope, and even whether he would be arrested for smoking at some point
         during this trip. But then maybe Detroit was an exception to this rule.
      

      
      İkmen and Süleyman got out of the lift and looked for a door marked Suite Twelve. It took them several minutes to find it,
         mainly because the numbers on the doors were so small. All the while they looked, Süleyman groaned with weariness. İkmen ignored
         him. As soon as they’d landed and the younger man had seen the snow, he’d descended into exhaustion and despair. He had not,
         apparently, brought very thick clothes with him. He had not, as İkmen – or rather his wife Fatma – had done, packed thermal
         underwear. But then the twice-divorced Süleyman no longer had a loving woman to do that or anything else for him.
      

      
      İkmen opened the door to Suite Twelve and walked inside. It was a plain, again vaguely tobacco-scented suite of rooms that
         looked clean and adequate. After all, if the İstanbul Police Department was paying for a hotel suite, it would not be elaborate,
         at least not for the likes for İkmen and Süleyman. İkmen walked into the smaller of the two bedrooms and put his case on the
         bed. The slightly dusty window at the end of the bed allowed him to see a range of skyscrapers capped with snow and in some
         cases decorated with long, witch’s-finger-shaped icicles. Buoyed up by the prospect of new and possibly exciting sights and
         experiences, he had just started to smile again when he heard Süleyman, from the next room, mutter, ‘I can’t believe it! What
         is this?’
      

      
      İkmen, his face unsmiling now, went to see what the problem was. He found his friend and colleague in their shared bathroom,
         pointing at something above the bath.
      

      
      ‘Fingermarks!’ he said furiously. ‘Red fingermarks!’

      
      ‘You mean blood?’

      
      ‘Who knows? Maybe it’s just hair colouring!’ Süleyman shrugged. ‘Fridges in the corridors, blood, maybe, on the walls, dust!
         What kind of place is this?’
      

      
      ‘It’s Detroit.’

      
      ‘Yes, I know . . .’

      
      ‘A city with problems,’ İkmen said. ‘That’s why we’re here. No point in talking about urban issues in a city where everything
         is perfect. We’ve come to talk about gangs and drugs and drive-by shootings and—’
      

      
      ‘Talk, yes, experience, no,’ Süleyman said as he angrily put a cigarette into his mouth and lit up. ‘I knew I should have
         taken Tayyar up on his offer! I knew it!’
      

      
      Süleyman’s cousin Tayyar, a journalist, had worked in Detroit for two years and had a very nice house in the smart Grosse
         Pointe district. When Süleyman had told him that he was due to come to the city for a conference, Tayyar had offered both
         him and İkmen rooms in his house. But as İkmen had pointed out, it was a long way from there to the conference centre downtown
         where they were obliged to go every day for nearly a week. Now, however, although quite happy with the hotel himself, İkmen
         did rather regret having said no to Tayyar’s offer. Süleyman was furious, and was already on the highest of very high Ottoman
         horses. İkmen watched as, in an attempt to rail about the state of the suite to reception, his colleague wrestled with his
         bedside phone, which did not, it seemed, work.
      

      
      The bullet had gone clean through one ear and clean out the other. It was probably just a fluke, but Gerald was nevertheless
         impressed. If he carried on being impressed by the details, then maybe he’d forget how young the kid was – and how dead.
      

      
      Brush Park district looked even more spooky than it normally did in the snow. Jagged ghosts of houses pushed up through the
         whiteness, their glassless windows like gouged-out eyes surrounded by the tatters of once-luxuriant ivy. Gerald knew it as
         a place where rich motor executives and industrialists had once lived. Now, although bits of it were being restored, for the
         most part Brush Park, at least in its northern quarter, was a place of spectres, of grand, dying buildings, of coteries of
         crackheads in what were once someone’s servants’ quarters, and, just occasionally, of the odd weird kid exploring. Had the
         fifteen year old Gerald now knew had been called Aaron Spencer been one of them? He’d had his school bag with him, pens and
         books flung out everywhere as he fell, now stained with snow and with Aaron Spencer’s blood.
      

      
      One of the youngsters in uniform came over, looked down at the kid and said, ‘Drive-by.’

      
      ‘Maybe.’ Gerald shrugged. He was much taller than the young officer, much darker too.

      
      ‘You know it, Lieutenant,’ the officer said as he slouched away, going back no doubt, Gerald guessed, to the warmth of one
         of the squad cars. But then who could blame him? It was fucking freezing, and besides, it wasn’t as if anyone could do anything
         for Aaron Spencer now. They probably wouldn’t even find who had killed him, or be able to tell the kid’s parents why their
         son had died. Gerald hadn’t verbally agreed with the young officer’s assessment of the situation, even though he knew in his
         heart that the boy had been right. This was a drive-by shooting. One young black kid, all smart for school and with well-thumbed
         books, killed for kicks or, if anything, for the little bit of cash he may have had on him for his lunch. Blasted out of existence
         by crackheads or junkies for not even the price of a fix.
      

      
      The smashed-up doorway where Aaron’s body had fallen led into a mansion still known as the Royden Holmes House, named for some early Detroit lumber baron. Gerald recalled that as a kid
         in the sixties he’d been told that an old woman lived there all alone. He’d imagined that she was probably a descendant of
         the lumber baron, and he and his brother Ronaldo, both under ten at the time, had staked the place out in the hope of seeing
         her. They’d succeeded. But rather than discovering some romantic reclusive gentlewoman, the last of a once-noble line of luminaries,
         all they’d actually found was a wild old junkie who cawed like a mad crow when she saw them. More than forty years on, Gerald
         still shuddered at the thought of it. But then, as he was all too painfully aware, he was not the sort of person for whom
         time healed. He’d seen his first dead kid with a bullet hole in his head over thirty years before, and he could still recall
         it in minute detail.
      

      
      ‘Lieutenant Diaz?’

      
      He looked away from the child’s body and towards the pretty young woman at his side. ‘Addison.’

      
      ‘Sir, you supposed to be at that conference downtown,’ she said.

      
      Policing in Changing Urban Environments. Yes, Gerald Diaz knew. But, he thought grimly to himself, I have my own, sadly most decidedly unchanging urban environment
         to deal with right now. Kids killing kids; was there ever any way that was going to stop? One thing was for sure as far as
         Gerald was concerned, and that was that no amount of talking in overheated rooms with a bunch of foreigners was going to make
         a jot of difference to situations like poor dead Aaron Spencer.
      

      
      ‘Sir, you gotta take some of those foreign cops out to Cadillac Project this afternoon,’ Rita Addison said.

      
      ‘Yeah, I . . .’ Gerald put his head down as he looked once again at the prone, snow-spattered body of the schoolboy.

      
      ‘This a drive-by,’ Addison said. A tough Detroiter, at twenty-six she had already seen her share of death in the city, just
         as Gerald had done at her age. ‘You know it’s so.’
      

      
      Gerald Diaz looked at her and smiled. Just very faintly, he saw her cheeks colour. Tall, slim and loose-limbed, even at fifty-three Gerald Diaz was a very handsome man. Women were attracted
         to him, even young women.
      

      
      He shrugged. ‘Leave you with it?’

      
      ‘To tell the parents?’ She looked sad. ‘I’m used to that shit.’

      
      ‘Sorry.’

      
      She shrugged.

      
      ‘Oh, and get the guys to try and find the slug,’ Diaz said. ‘Could be embedded in the house, the ground, who knows.’

      
      ‘Sure.’

      
      Gerald Diaz took one more look down at the dead child and then made his way towards his car. Addison was right: there was
         nothing more he could do for Aaron Spencer. The boy’s body would be dissected, the bullet hopefully recovered from somewhere
         on the scene, the parents told and sympathised with. Then one newspaper report, max, a funeral, a burial and a statistic.
         End of.
      

      
      During the first coffee break, İkmen and Süleyman kept themselves to themselves. Everybody, or so it seemed, was staying in
         ethnic groups. One female officer, a Brazilian, looked across and smiled at Süleyman, but there was nothing new about that,
         whatever the context. She was a woman and so she fancied him. He had that effect upon them.
      

      
      At lunchtime, though, things changed. While Süleyman looked down at his plate of chilli with a mixture of horror and incomprehension
         on his face, İkmen stirred his food around and made conversation with a Detroit lieutenant called John Shalhoub.
      

      
      ‘We came here from Beirut back in the early fifties,’ Shalhoub said. ‘I was just a baby. We’re Arabs, Christians. Although
         I’m an all-American boy myself, with ex-wives and kids at university and a mortgage. I guess you guys, being from Turkey,
         you’re Muslim.’ He smiled. ‘You know we have some great halal restaurants here in the city.’
      

      
      İkmen smiled back. ‘That’s very kind of you, Lieutenant,’ he said. ‘But there is no need on our account.’
      

      
      Shalhoub was joined by a woman, this time a sergeant. ‘Donna Ferrari,’ she said as she offered her hand first to İkmen and
         then Süleyman. ‘Sorry you people have to eat this slop.’ She looked around the vast, cop-filled convention-centre restaurant
         and continued, ‘You’d think Detroit’s finest would be able to get a bunch of caterers to cook properly!’
      

      
      İkmen, in diplomatic mode, said, ‘Oh, please, Sergeant Ferrari, this is perfectly adequate. It’s—’

      
      ‘So why isn’t he eating it?’ Ferrari asked as she pointed over at Süleyman. ‘It’s disgusting, right?’ she said to him.

      
      ‘Well, um . . .’

      
      ‘Listen, you don’t have to be polite,’ Ferrari said. She got up and began to walk over to the service counter. Catching one
         of the server’s eyes, she said, ‘Hey! You!’
      

      
      John Shalhoub noticed the Turks’ embarrassment immediately. Making a fuss in a foreign land was something he knew polite Middle
         Easterners didn’t do. He tipped his head towards Ferrari and said, ‘The sarge, she’s a little bit, you know, ballsy . . .’
      

      
      İkmen, who knew exactly what this meant, smiled. ‘Ah.’ Far more expert in the fine art of idiomatic English than Süleyman,
         he turned to his confused colleague and said in Turkish, ‘Sergeant Ferrari has spirit.’
      

      
      ‘Clearly,’ Süleyman replied.

      
      ‘So you’re in the group out to Cadillac Project this afternoon,’ Shalhoub continued after a pause. ‘Should be interesting
         for you, I hope.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, although I am a little confused,’ İkmen said. ‘A project here in America is a public housing block, isn’t it? And yet
         Cadillac is I think something quite revolutionary.’
      

      
      ‘Antoine Cadillac Project was, just as you said, Inspector, standard public housing,’ Shalhoub said. ‘Like many of these urban
         projects it was started in the 1960s, and due in part to the poverty of the people living in it, it soon became crime-ridden. Drugs,
         alcohol, weapons, gangs. Man, we were in and out Cadillac every day until it began to turn around five years ago.’
      

      
      ‘What happened?’ Süleyman asked.

      
      ‘Well, you’ll hear more about it when Lieutenant Diaz leads you out there this afternoon,’ Shalhoub said. ‘But in a nutshell,
         eight years ago, a woman called Martha Bell moved into Cadillac. She had three kids, and when one of them died in a drive-by,
         she decided to create a garden in his honour. Then, that not being enough for Martha, she decided to grow food there. Then
         she roped in her neighbours. She is one remarkable lady.’ He leaned forward and looked at the two Turks very seriously. ‘But
         I’ll let Lieutenant Diaz fill you in on Cadillac. He’s its greatest supporter. To him, Martha Bell and Cadillac are the future
         of this city.’
      

   
      
      Chapter 3

      
      

      
      If anyone could look after herself, it was Ayşe Farsakoğlu. Intellectually, İzzet Melik knew this. Just because Ali Kuban,
         the infamous serial rapist of Edirnekapı, was due to be released from prison later on that day didn’t mean that Ayşe, or indeed
         any other woman for that matter, was immediately at risk. Kuban had exercised his reign of terror over the women of Edirnekapı
         back in the early 1970s, when he was in his late thirties. Now in his seventies, he was hardly a threat to anyone, and had
         actually been released on compassionate grounds because he was physically ill. But İzzet still fretted about it. He fretted
         about Ayşe, and anything that might adversely affect her, a lot.
      

      
      As he walked past İkmen’s office, he saw her leaning over her computer terminal. She didn’t see him. The station heating system
         was working properly again, and so she was getting on with her paperwork. Just looking at her stirred him. Not that his obsession
         was completely about sex. Yes, he desired her, and thinking about her made him aroused, but he really cared for her too. She
         was a good person, and he hated considering how spurned he knew she had felt after Süleyman rejected her. The rumour was that
         years ago she had loved the inspector, completely given herself to him. But then he’d thrown her over for the woman who then,
         for a while, became his wife, and Ayşe, on the rebound, had got involved with a fellow officer who mistreated her.
      

      
      İzzet knew that he would never do such a thing. He would only love her, only do nice things for her, never make her unhappy.
         Not that such a thing could ever happen. In his fantasy, the two of them married, went to Venice for their honeymoon and then set up home in some nice apartment in Beşiktaş, where they had sex every
         night and during the daytime too on occasion. It was all sentimental, vaguely pornographic nonsense. He continued walking
         until he came to his own office, and then went inside and closed the door behind him.
      

      
      Antoine Cadillac Project consisted of four low-rise blocks of apartments arranged in a square around a large open space. It
         was in an area known as the Cass Corridor. It had been, and to some people remained, a notorious district given to drug abuse,
         lawlessness and prostitution.
      

      
      ‘Originally this area between the blocks was all car parking and two ball courts,’ the tall, dark, slightly stooped officer
         said. He was called, İkmen recalled, Lieutenant Diaz. Unlike the Turk, Diaz was not shivering. Thermal vests aside, İkmen’s
         clothes were not really up to Detroit, and Süleyman was visibly shaking. The rest of the group, Mexicans and some British
         officers, all looked a bit cold too.
      

      
      ‘But then, as can happen with open spaces, it got hijacked,’ Diaz continued. ‘Kids playing ball were hassled by dealers until
         most of them didn’t want to play ball any more and just spent their time screwing up their brains. This lot was just burned-out
         cars, broken furniture, kids playing music fit to burst your eardrums, junkies, crackheads, hookers, you name it.’
      

      
      It was snowing hard as they all stood on the edge of the open space, which was now under at least a quarter of a metre of
         snow. All that could be seen were seven, maybe eight, small garden sheds dotted about apparently at random.
      

      
      ‘It stayed like that for years,’ Diaz said. ‘Then, in the summer of 2004, a sixteen-year-old boy called Luther Bell was gunned
         down in a drive-by shooting just over there.’ He pointed to an anonymous snowy area in front of one of the blocks. ‘Automobile
         full of cracked-out gangsters came sweeping in here and took out anyone and anything in their path. Classic drive-by. Luther
         Bell, luckily the only victim, was dead before he hit the ground.’
      

      
      Bell, his family claimed, wasn’t part of any gang himself, and so his death was a meaningless act. The gangsters, Diaz said,
         had done what they’d done just because they had guns and they could. It had even, possibly, been part of some gang initiation
         ritual. If it hadn’t been Luther Bell, it would have been somebody, anybody, else. The boy’s mother, Martha, brother Marlon
         and sister Keisha had been distraught. But in Martha at least this tragedy eventually led to something else, something far
         more positive. While Marlon dealt with his grief by disappearing into the arms of crack cocaine, his mother and little sister
         began to build a garden.
      

      
      ‘First off, what I wanted was a garden to dedicate to my boy Luther,’ the attractive black woman at Diaz’s elbow said. Martha
         Bell, İkmen thought, was probably in her forties. Wrapped up tight in a long tiger-print coat, she reminded the Turk of a
         picture he’d once seen of the exotic dancer, and toast of Paris, Josephine Baker. Martha Bell was altogether a far bigger
         woman, but she had that kind of leonine style that Josephine had possessed. She wore high-heeled patent leather boots in the
         snow and she didn’t give a damn.
      

      
      ‘The dealers just kicked over whatever I made,’ Martha said. ‘If it wasn’t them, it would be some junkie dropping needles
         all over, kids just wrecking stuff, hookers doing who knows what all over it. But every time it got kicked down, I just built
         it straight back up again.’
      

      
      The apartment blocks were grey, poorly maintained and depressing. When İkmen’s son Bekir had died, at least he had been able
         to mourn the boy in the relative comfort of his Sultanahmet apartment. Often he had salved his emotional wounds by looking
         out across Divan Yolu at the great mosques and monuments that surrounded his home: Aya Sofya, the Blue Mosque, Topkapı Palace.
         He hadn’t had to deal with all the things this woman had been up against.
      

      
      The snowfall began to intensify, and Martha Bell and Lieutenant Diaz took them inside one of the blocks to what they were
         told was the ‘community centre’. It was a large grey room filled with chairs and tables that had seen better days, but it was warm, and there was coffee provided by a group of young men and women, mostly
         black, many of whom were very heavily tattooed. As they sat down at a table with two of the British officers, Süleyman spoke
         to İkmen in Turkish. ‘This is like Ümraniye used to be at its worst,’ he said, referring to what had once been one of İstanbul’s
         most troubled districts.
      

      
      İkmen, who wasn’t fond of anyone speaking in a language no one else could understand unless he just couldn’t help it, didn’t
         comment. Süleyman, he felt, had taken against Detroit as soon as they had landed. He’d never been a lover of the cold; it
         had to have been the snow that had prejudiced him.
      

      
      ‘By the middle of 2005, I was almost ready to give up,’ continued Martha Bell, now hunched over a large mug of coffee. ‘And,
         I’ll be honest, I would have done so if it hadn’t been for one old lady. She dead now, but Imelda Blois, she come out one
         day as I was putting back some flower bulbs and she said to me, “Martha, if you stop putting in them silly bits of nothing
         and grow something a person can eat, I’ll help you.”’
      

      
      And so Martha, the old woman and then a few other people began a vegetable garden. They called it the Luther Bell Food Patch,
         and anyone who agreed to work on it or help keep it safe was entitled to a share of its produce. The first year they grew
         potatoes, carrots, onions and collard greens, and for some families this meant that their food bills went down. Working in
         the garden became fun, especially in the summer, and the following year more people and more land produced even more food.
         People who had never talked to each other before became friends, and when Martha suggested they all get rid of the burned-out
         cars and the old broken furniture, a lot of them were willing to help her do that. The dealers and the gangsters stayed, but
         began to get pushed into more and more distant parts of the space. Unspoken was the knowledge that the dealers and the gang
         bosses just helped themselves whenever they felt like it to the now many vegetables that grew in the garden. But they didn’t oppose it any more. There were too many people who liked it and worked
         at it, and anyway, no one actively opposed the gangs. People just got on, ignoring them and slowly growing things. Some of
         the gangsters, if a little reluctantly at first, even helped out themselves. Funding came in too. From local council officials,
         from the city, and eventually from the police.
      

      
      ‘Then, one day about two years ago, the dealers not involved in the garden just weren’t on the ground out there no more,’
         Martha said. She looked down for a moment as if to collect herself. After all her struggles, to finally triumph like that
         had to be almost unbelievable. But then Martha looked up again and she smiled. ‘Lieutenant Diaz saw what we done; he been
         involved from the start, helping us, fund-raising. PD do us proud now. So we help them too, it’s mutual. And that’s why you’re
         all here today.’
      

      
      ‘Things like the Luther Bell Food Patch are what will bring parts of this city back to life,’ Diaz said. ‘I am a Detroiter
         born and bred, and it offends every bone in my body to see what unemployment, gangs and drugs have done to this city. But
         this is one way forward, and it’s things like this that the Detroit Police Department are actively engaging with and supporting.
         And the Luther Bell Food Patch doesn’t just grow food any more, does it, Martha?’
      

      
      She told them about the groups that ran out of that dingy one-room community centre. Art classes, rap for the kids, mothers’
         groups, therapy for the bereaved, the mixed-up, the repentant gangsters, the addicted. It was impressive. She, Martha Bell,
         was impressive. İkmen looked over at her and smiled, but she didn’t smile back. There hadn’t been so much as a whisper about
         any sort of male partner helping her to bring up her three kids in this rough, dour project. She had the look of a woman who
         had done with men. Men, or boys, had killed her son. Men, or boys, had probably had a hand in getting her other boy addicted
         to crack. Only when Martha looked at her daughter, a pretty young girl İkmen reckoned to be about twelve, did she smile. But then the girl, Keisha, was her baby, the precious child who had helped her with her garden, and probably her last hope
         of a genetic footstep into the future.
      

      
      Lieutenant Gerald Diaz told them that if the police wanted any say in or influence over what happened in communities that
         were blighted by poverty and lawlessness, they had to engage with them.
      

      
      ‘Folk talk about a war against drugs,’ he said. ‘But it’s a war we’re going to lose unless we start getting real. We’ve got
         to stop cuffing people and start trying to see the world from where they are.’
      

      
      İkmen saw several of the Detroit officers who had come along to support Diaz look at him in a somewhat less than approving
         manner, Sergeant Donna Ferrari in particular. But then Diaz was not, as far as İkmen could tell, sticking to the US government-approved
         zero-tolerance line on illegal drugs.
      

      
      ‘If people don’t feel hope, if they don’t see themselves having a stake in their own future, they will go with their instincts
         and settle for short-term instant gratification,’ Diaz continued. ‘Ask yourselves: why wouldn’t they?’
      

      
      Marisa was a woman of no more than forty who looked more like a sixty year old. She’d been on heroin since she was fourteen,
         had worked as a hooker for fifteen years and had given birth to three drug-addicted babies that had all been taken away from
         her within days of their birth. At one time she’d been a dealer herself. Now she was on a programme, and although not yet
         ‘clean’, she was trying. She told İkmen that the first time she’d eaten vegetables from the garden, she’d thought she was
         hallucinating.
      

      
      ‘It was a head-fuck, you know?’ she said. İkmen didn’t, but he smiled anyway. ‘I wasn’t tasting anything. When you’re on junk,
         you don’t care. You stick junk in your veins, put crap in your mouth, when you think of it – burgers, French fries, any old
         shit. It don’t matter! But . . .’
      

      
      ‘The vegetables . . .’

      
      ‘Everyone working on that ground, and then that taste.’ She smiled. ‘Onions was what it was. An onion, raw and sweet and . . .
         I hadn’t never tasted nothing like that. I didn’t think that anything could taste like that.’
      

      
      The residents had wanted to talk to the foreign police officers. Whether or not they had been addicts themselves, they wanted
         the foreigners to know what had been achieved at Antoine Cadillac, what they had done and how hard it had been. Something
         else İkmen noticed was how much they all spoke to Lieutenant Diaz. Not only did he support these people; they liked and respected
         him too. It was more than could be said for Sergeant Donna Ferrari. If looks could have killed, Gerald Diaz would have dropped
         where he stood after his speech about the unwinnable war on drugs. Süleyman, he saw, was talking to Sergeant Ferrari now.
      

      
      ‘So where you say you come from again?’ Marisa asked.

      
      ‘Oh, er . . .’ İkmen was briefly distracted by the sight of Süleyman with yet another attractive woman. ‘From İstanbul in Turkey.’

      
      ‘Turkey?’

      
      Someone grabbing his arm was accompanied by the sound of an old, cracked voice somewhere to İkmen’s left. ‘Turkey?’

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      The old man, who had been sitting almost asleep in a chair, pulled himself up on İkmen’s arm and looked deep into his eyes.
         Not only was he very old; he was also very dark and very troubled-looking too.
      

      
      ‘You a Turk from Turkey?’ he said.

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ İkmen said. ‘My name is Çetin İkmen. I am a police officer from İstanbul.’

      
      The old man continued to just stare at him for a moment. Then a single tear tracked down his face and he said, ‘A police officer.
         From İstanbul, Turkey. Praise to God. You don’t know how long I have been waiting for this, son. You and me, we’s kin. Now
         everything’ll come clear! Now the criminal’ll finally come to justice!’
      

   
      
      Chapter 4

      
      

      
      ‘Meraba!’ the old man said in very bad Turkish as he threw his arms around İkmen’s neck and gave in to deep, aching sobs. İkmen didn’t
         know what to do. This elderly American seemed to be unduly impressed by the fact that he was a Turk. It was entirely a mystery
         to him why that should be. But although somewhat taken aback, he wasn’t uncomfortable with the old man’s embrace. The American
         seemed gentle enough, and no one was pulling him away, as they certainly would if he was known to be dangerous in some way.
         In fact Lieutenant Diaz and the formidable Martha Bell were looking on with something approaching approval.
      

      
      Not so the fiery Sergeant Donna Ferrari. ‘Come on now, Zeke, that’s enough,’ she said to the old man as she pulled his arms
         away from İkmen’s shoulders.
      

      
      As he disengaged, he looked at her, and the expression on his face changed from benign to malicious. ‘Get your hands off of
         me, you fucking bitch!’ he snarled.
      

      
      ‘Ezekiel!’ Martha Bell came over and put her arms around him. ‘No need for that,’ she said gently. ‘No need, old man.’

      
      Everyone in the room was watching. Now apparently focused on Martha, the old man’s face softened instantly as he looked up
         into her eyes and smiled.
      

      
      ‘It’s been a long day,’ Martha said. ‘Come on, I take you home for a rest.’

      
      She began leading him towards the door, while people round and about spoke in small groups. İkmen, still rather taken aback, heard the old man say as he left, ‘We go to see Elvis now, do
         we?’
      

      
      The poor old character had to be mad. Süleyman, now at İkmen’s side, said, ‘I’d heard about Americans still believing that
         Elvis Presley is alive. But I never thought I’d actually see it.’
      

      
      ‘It was as if my being Turkish meant something to him,’ İkmen said. ‘Something special.’

      
      ‘Ezekiel Goins is nuts,’ Donna Ferrari said as she came over to offer the two Turks some more coffee. ‘How Martha looks after
         him, I’ll never know. She’s a saint.’
      

      
      ‘Mrs Bell takes care of the old man?’

      
      ‘Four years, to my knowledge,’ Ferrari said. She poured them both some more coffee and then went off to other groups. İkmen
         watched her. Although she was polite and smiling to the foreign policemen, she looked as if she barely tolerated the residents
         of Antoine Cadillac. But then from the looks on some of their faces as she approached, the feeling was clearly mutual.
      

      
      Going outside to smoke was something that Çetin İkmen had become accustomed to. Turkey had taken the plunge into smoke-free
         workplaces the previous July. Even so, venturing out into the snow was something of a mission, and it was one that he found
         he couldn’t interest his colleague Süleyman in.
      

      
      ‘It’s far too cold,’ Süleyman said, when İkmen finally managed to take his attention away from Sergeant Ferrari for more than
         a moment. It was, although in truth Süleyman was probably lining Ferrari up for a romantic conquest at some point too. Now
         single yet again, he was rarely if ever without some sort of female in his life, however casual that might be.
      

      
      İkmen went outside and lit up. The snow was falling so hard that he could barely see the apartment block opposite. Shivering
         underneath someone’s battered concrete balcony, he thought he was alone until he heard a voice say, ‘Another sinner. I like
         that.’
      

      
      Gerald Diaz had a Lucky Strike hanging out of the corner of his mouth, and he smiled broadly at the Turk.
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