

[image: ]



[image: Cover Missing]


Copyright © 2007 Barbara Nadel

The right of Barbara Nadel to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2011

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN: 978 0 7553 7892 0

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk


About the Author

Trained as an actress, Barbara Nadel used to work in mental health services. Born in the East End of London, she now writes full time and has been a regular visitor to Turkey for over twenty years. She received the Crime Writers’ Association Silver Dagger for her novel Deadly Web in 2005. She is also the author of the highly acclaimed Francis Hancock series set during World War Two.


Praise for Barbara Nadel:

‘Barbara Nadel is in that admirable school of British crime novelists who set their mysteries in cities not their own. It feels right’ Marcel Berlins, The Times


‘Nadel’s novels take in all of Istanbul – the mysterious, the beautiful. Her characters are vivid, creating a fascinating view of contemporary Turkey’ Scotland on Sunday


‘The delight of the Nadel book is the sense of being taken beneath the surface of an ancient city which most visitors see for a few days at most. We look into the alleyways and curious dark quartiers of Istanbul, full of complex characters and louche atmosphere’ Independent


‘This is an extraordinarily interesting first novel’ Evening Standard


‘Belshazzar’s Daughter, with its brilliantly realised Istanbul setting and innovative protagonist was a hard act to follow. But she pulls off the trick triumphantly’ The Times


‘One of the most intriguing detectives in contemporary crime fiction . . . The backdrop of Istanbul makes for a fantastic setting’ Mail On Sunday


‘Unusual and very well-written’ Sunday Telegraph


‘Intriguing, exotic . . . exciting, accomplished and original’ Literary Review



To my favourite carpet dealers.


Acknowledgements



This book was written with enormous assistance from Tribal Collections carpet dealership in Göreme, Turkey. Without the expert guidance and help provided by Ruth, Faruk and Hüseyin I would have been totally lost. The world of carpets is fascinating and fun but also intricate and complicated. So a big thank you to all those involved, which includes the many carpet buyers and aficionados that I talked to as well. Any errors that may be found within this book are nothing to do with any of my tutors – they are totally and utterly all my own!


Glossary




Bakkal – grocery shop


Balık Pazar – fish market


Belediye – local council


Bey – as in ‘Çetin Bey’, an Ottoman title denoting respect, still in use today following a man’s first name


Çay ocağı – a small space in a public building, often under the stairs, from which tea is dispensed from a samovar by a usually very old functionary


Efendi – an honorific Ottoman title denoting a person of high status. Always used when addressing a prince or princess


Gulet – a wooden yacht


Han – tradesman’s hall, inn. Sometimes called a caravanserai


Jandarma – while the Turkish National Police Force are responsible for law and order in the urban districts, the Jandarma cover the rural areas. They are a paramilitary force under joint control of the military and the Interior Ministry


Kapalı Çarşı – Grand Bazaar


Kapıcı – Doorkeeper. Blocks of flats have kapıcılar, men who act as security, porters etc., for the apartment community


Kilim – flat woven rug


Mısır Çarşı – the Spice Bazaar


MIT – Turkish Secret Service


‘Mehmet’ – affectionate generic name for the ‘average’ Turkish solider. Like the British ‘Tommy’


Namaz – Muslim prayer, performed five times a day


Nargile – a water or ‘hubble bubble’ pipe used for smoking tobacco


Pide Salonu – a restaurant specialising in the slightly leavened style of bread known as pide. This may be eaten with a variety of toppings including eggs, vegetables, meat and cheese


Rakı – aniseed-flavoured alcoholic spirit


Sigara Börek – savoury pastry shaped like a cigarette


Vizier – minister. The Grand Vizier was the Ottoman equivalent of a Prime Minister


Zabıta – dedicated market police. The Zabıta check that weights and measures are correct


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


Metin İskender – young İstanbul police inspector


Dr Arto Sarkissian – İstanbul police pathologist


Abdullah Ergin – an İstanbul Tourism Police officer


Fatma İkmen – Çetin İkmen’s wife


Zelfa Süleyman – Mehmet Süleyman’s wife


Muhammed Süleyman – Mehmet Süleyman’s father


Raşit Bey – an elderly carpet dealer, a friend of Muhammed Süleyman


Mürsel Bey – a spy


Haydar – Mürsel’s sidekick


Peter Melly – an official at the British Consulate and a carpet collector


Matilda Melly – his wife


Wilhelmus (Wim) Klaassen – an official at the Dutch Consulate


Doris Klaassen – his wife


Kim Monroe – wife of a Canadian consular official


Nikolai Stoev – Bulgarian Mafia ‘Godfather’


Emine Soylu – wife of murder victim Cabbar Soylu
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Prelude



By modern standards the carpet was immense. It must, the elderly carpet dealer reckoned as he passed his expert eye across the piece, measure at least three metres by nine metres.

‘They rarely make them like this any more, Muhammed Efendi,’ he said to his tall and equally elderly companion.

‘No,’ the other replied – a little sadly, the carpet dealer felt. ‘No, Raşit Bey, this carpet is from another time and place entirely.’

And then both the carpet dealer, Raşit Bey, and his friend Muhammed Efendi looked back at the small, rather shabby wooden house that was the latter’s current abode.

‘Come, let us sit and take tea under the apple trees,’ Muhammed Efendi said as he guided his friend over to a table and chairs set underneath some trees to the left of his lawn which was now almost entirely covered by the rich, enormous carpet.

Raşit Bey breathed deeply as he walked, looking around the verdant garden with great pleasure. ‘The springtime in İstanbul is hard to better, is it not, Muhammed Efendi?’

‘Impossible, in my humble opinion,’ Muhammed Efendi replied.

They sat.

‘My son, Murad, will bring tea presently,’ Muhammed Efendi said as he offered Raşit Bey a cigarette from his silver and mother-of-pearl case.

‘Thank you, Muhammed Efendi,’ Raşit Bey said as he took what was a very cheap cigarette from what he knew was a very valuable box. But then that was so typical of a certain section of the old aristocracy. People like Muhammed Süleyman Efendi, or ‘prince’ Muhammed, lived gracious poverty-stricken existences in Bosphorus villages like this one – Arnavutköy – if they were lucky. If they were not, they lived up in the high rise, scrappy suburbs out near Atatürk Airport. Muhammed Süleyman, although never personally having done a day’s work in his life, was very fortunate in having two sons who worked very hard. The eldest, a hotel manager, as Raşit Bey understood, now approached the elderly men with a tray bearing tea glasses and an ashtray.

‘Ah, Murad,’ Muhammed Efendi said as he watched his son serve himself and his friend. ‘Thank you.’

Murad, who was a pleasant-looking man in his forties, first bowed and then lit the cigarettes of both men before returning to the small house he shared with his parents and his own young daughter.

Once his son was out of sight, Muhammed Efendi turned to his friend and said, ‘You know it isn’t right that Murad should still be alone at his age.’

‘Ah, but Muhammed Efendi, your poor son’s wife died in such terrible circumstances. Maybe he feels that looking after his daughter and being, as I know he is, such a good son to you and your wife is enough for him now.’

Muhammed Efendi shook his head sadly. Murad’s wife had died in the great earthquake of 1999, leaving her husband to mourn bitterly and to bring up their daughter Edibe alone. He’d returned to his parents’ house in Arnavutköy almost immediately where, his father imagined, he would remain for ever unless things changed quite dramatically. But Murad was not the reason why Raşit Bey was in his garden now and so he turned his attention back to his friend and the business he wished to conduct with him.

‘So now, this carpet, Raşit Bey . . .’

‘Is a wonderful Ottoman Court Carpet, as I know you know, Muhammed Efendi.’ He leaned forward, stiffly, and took a corner of the great carpet between his fingers. The pile was thick, luscious and contained, as he knew that it would be, a high proportion of silk in the weave. ‘What, if I may be so bold, is its provenance?’

‘It belonged to one of my aunts,’ Muhammed Efendi said. ‘Do you remember the Princess Gözde? She lost her fiancé in the Great War when she was sixteen and spent the rest of her life in mourning. She was a recluse and so, even though she was my father’s sister, I saw her only infrequently.’

‘Did she live in one of those large wooden palaces up in Nişantaşı?’

‘Yes.’ Muhammed Efendi smiled. ‘By the end of the fifties most people had forgotten her existence. The house was in a state of disrepair, and she could afford neither gas nor electricity. When one night, just prior to her death in 1959, a thief broke in and saw her, he assumed she had to be a ghost and ran screaming from the building. Upon her demise, the house and all her effects were bequeathed to my father, her brother. This carpet graced the floor of the enormous entrance hall to that palace. I believe it was made at the end of the eighteenth century.’

It was beautiful in that rich, ornate fashion that had so appealed to the wealthy Ottoman mind. Probably, Raşit Bey calculated, produced in Usak in the 1790s, it was a mass of thick tulips, roses, hyacinths and carnations. He was certain it was the product of the expert weavers from the Anatolian city of Usak. They had produced carpets for the Ottoman court from the 15th right up to the 20th century.

‘Fortunately,’ Muhammed Efendi continued, ‘my father had the good sense to empty out the Princess Gözde’s house immediately after her death. Like all of those old Nişantaşı mansions, it is no more.’ He sighed. ‘It burned to the ground in the early sixties and was replaced by some hideous block of flats. We used this carpet in my father’s old house for several years afterwards but when we came here, it was, of course, far too big for any of the rooms. Until today it was rolled up against the wall of the dining room.’

‘And now you would like to obtain an opinion on the piece?’ Raşit Bey knew that Muhammed Efendi was desperate to sell. Just simply observing the brand of cigarettes he was now smoking told him that. Muhammed Efendi usually had his cigarettes made for him and so if he was reduced to the dirt-cheap ‘Birinci’ brand, things had to be tight. But Raşit Bey knew better than to talk overtly of money, even though he recognised that the carpet was worth a considerable sum. Money talk to someone like Muhammed Efendi was most vulgar. The carpet dealer would have to proceed with caution.

‘I would like an opinion, yes,’ Muhammed Efendi said as he sipped his tea thoughtfully. ‘But in your own time, Raşit Bey. Things like this cannot be rushed.’

‘No, indeed.’

The sun was shining, the spring flowers were fully in bloom and the few birds that braved the cat-patrolled garden of the Süleymans, were singing. So even the scene that surrounded him said nothing to Raşit Bey about being rushed in any way. But the carpet dealer knew. He knew the fine manners and what they concealed, he knew that Muhammed Efendi was loath to take the assistance his sons very frequently offered to him. He knew the old prince would far rather sell things than either earn money, which at his age was probably out of the question anyway, or take it from others.

‘Give it some thought,’ Muhammed Efendi said as he put his cigarette out and then almost immediately lit up another.

‘Yes, I will.’ Raşit Bey could have told him what the carpet was worth and what he could pay him for it on the spot. But such haste would be seen in a very dim light. He would, he thought, leave the old prince alone for a few days before following up the matter with a polite telephone call.

And so with the formal part of their business effectively concluded, the two men spoke of other things – Muhammed Efendi of his granddaughter who had just started primary school, and the carpet dealer of his shop and its many comings and goings. Generally trade was good and Raşit Bey was very happy about how well his grandson, Adnan, was progressing in his business.

‘If only I could say the same about Yaşar,’ Raşit Bey said, shaking his head sadly as he spoke.

‘Yaşar?’

‘The young man from the coast,’ Raşit Bey replied. ‘Used to work for my brother Cengiz in his carpet shop in Antalya. He’s been with me for just over a year now.’

‘Oh, yes.’ Muhammed Efendi frowned. ‘Didn’t he, at one time, used to have his own factory or something?’

‘No, not exactly.’ Raşit Bey finished the hated Birinci cigarette and then sipped his tea. ‘He just organised the sale of carpets the women in his village produced. Cengiz did business with him for several years before he offered him a job in his own shop. He did well for my brother, and he’s ambitious, so he eventually came on to me here in the city. He’s a bright man.’

‘So what is the problem, Raşit Bey?’

He sighed. ‘Well, if I could find Yaşar, then maybe I would be able to answer that question, Muhammed Efendi.’

‘He’s missing?’

Raşit Bey shrugged. ‘If you include today, he hasn’t been to work for three days now – without a word of explanation.’

‘Have you visited his home?’ Muhammed Efendi asked.

‘Yes. But he isn’t there. The kapıcı of his building hasn’t seen him.’

‘What about his family? In Antalya, did you say?’

‘A village just outside. I have no contact details,’ Raşit Bey replied. He sighed. ‘To be completely candid with you, Muhammed Efendi, both myself and my brother know almost nothing about Yaşar Uzun beyond his English language and carpet-selling skills. He talks very little about his past and I, to be truthful, have little interest in it. All I know is that he is a charming and personable young man who makes me a considerable profit on what he sells. I’ll have to contact my brother.’

Muhammed Efendi frowned. ‘Have you informed the police?’

‘No!’ Raşit Bey waved a dismissive hand. ‘I’m sure there’s a good explanation and I don’t want Yaşar to get into any trouble.’ Then, without thinking, he added, ‘We all know how the police can be, don’t we?’

As soon as he’d said it, Raşit Bey realised he’d made a mistake.

‘I know how my youngest son Mehmet is, Raşit Bey,’ Muhammed Efendi said slowly and gravely. ‘He is a very good police officer.’

‘Oh, yes, but of course!’ Red to the ears, Raşit Bey said, ‘Muhammed Efendi, I apologise unreservedly. I had quite forgotten that Mehmet Bey works for the police department . . .’

‘He is an inspector,’ Muhammed Efendi said with obvious pride. ‘His mother doesn’t approve, of course, she thinks the job is beneath him, but . . . My Mehmet has solved murder cases, Raşit Bey. The boy has a brilliant mind and is most discreet too.’

‘I am sure.’

‘A missing person is nothing to him,’ Muhammed Efendi said. ‘If you want me to, I can ask my son to look for this Yaşar for you. He will find him.’

‘You think so?’

‘I am certain of it,’ Muhammed Efendi replied. ‘Leave it with me, Raşit Bey. I will speak to Mehmet and all will be well.’

Raşit Bey leaned forward and took one of Muhammed Efendi’s hands in his. He then kissed it and raised it to his forehead as a sign of his humbleness and respect. Carpet dealers, even old ones, are rarely of this ilk. Muhammed Süleyman the prince knew that the man both needed and deserved him to deliver on his promise to speak as soon as he could to his son.

The victim was known to him. Not perverted in any way, this man had a wife to whom he was faithful, and a child. Morally one couldn’t fault him – at least not where sex was concerned. No, this man was a fine example of proper Turkish manhood – serious, masculine, respectable. In his business dealings, however, and in one serious personal regard, there was something that did not entirely conform to the image of the perfect Turkish male. This man broke the fingers of his competitors, he routinely threatened the lives of his enemies’ women, and he killed people. More significantly, he had killed an entirely defenceless innocent. There was no excuse for such a thing in civilised society. This man was a gangster and so he had to go – at least that was the mindset the killer chose to adopt for this assignment. Unlike previous victims, this one was to be despatched during the hours of daylight. It was just easier and more convenient that way. One does, after all, have to consider the logistics of the thing every time a fresh kill comes into focus. No kill is, or can ever be, the same. The received wisdom on this was perfectly correct.

The killer made his way to the İstanbul Hilton in the district of Harbiye and lost himself completely in the great crowds of package tourists, harried staff members and busy conference delegates who choked the entrance lobby and reception area. He made his way up to the ninth floor where the gangster was waiting to meet a person who was, the killer understood, a provider of drugs from Afghanistan. But whether that person did indeed turn up for their meeting or not can never now be known. Drug dealers do not tend, after all, to tell people about their cancelled or abortive meetings. No, the body of the gangster was eventually discovered by a member of the hotel staff the following morning when the rather fat guest who had only booked in for one night was found dead on his hotel room floor. And so as Muhammed Süleyman Efendi and his friend Raşit Bey talked of this and that in the pretty garden in Arnavutköy, the İstanbul police put the stabbed body of the gangster into a mortuary van destined for the Forensic Institute and further investigations.


Chapter 1



Inspector Çetin İkmen liked to visit his friend and colleague Inspector Mehmet Süleyman when they were both present in the police station, İkmen, in spite of over thirty years on the force, had never managed to settle his mind to paperwork. Just the thought of it made him want to do something else – anything else. And so as soon as his sergeant, Ayşe Farsakoğlu, returned from lunch, İkmen left his chaotic desk and made his way down the long, grey corridor towards the clean and ordered office of his much younger friend. When he got there he found that the door was open and his friend was talking on the telephone. As soon as he saw İkmen, however, Inspector Süleyman ushered him in with a wave of his hand.

‘Yes . . . Yes . . . I’ll do my best . . . Yes . . .’ He sounded weary, something that was clearly underwritten by his heavily drooping eyelids. He motioned for İkmen to sit, which the older man did with a small, arthritic grunt.

‘Yes . . . Yes, I know . . . Yes . . .’ He wrote something down on the back of a cigarette packet.

Mehmet Süleyman, tired and middle-aged, nevertheless had the kind of spectacularly good looks that seem to defy both age and lifestyle. As he continued to murmur platitudes into the receiver he first offered İkmen a very rough Maltepe cigarette, which İkmen took with a smile, and then lit one up for himself.

‘Yes . . .’ He pinched the skin at the top of his nose between his eyes with his free hand and then shook his head in what looked like exasperation. İkmen smiled. Whoever his friend Mehmet was talking to was trying his patience, which was far from limitless at the best of times. Middle-aged he might be, but Mehmet had not yet reached the rather amused acceptance of most things that İkmen’s extra seventeen years had conferred upon him. But then, İkmen mused as he smoked on thoughtfully, being fifty-seven had to have some advantages.

‘Yes, all right . . . Goodbye.’ Mehmet Süleyman replaced the handset on to the receiver and sighed. ‘Well, today is certainly shaping up to be something really quite special,’ he said with a liberal smattering of irony in his voice.

‘Why’s that?’ İkmen asked. He knew there had been a flurry of activity around his friend’s office earlier in the day but he hadn’t really known what it was about. He and Ayşe tended to lock themselves away, much as it irked him, when they were preparing themselves to give evidence in court. That was still five days away but they needed their records of their investigations into what had been a very brutal killing to be in order and to hand, and in İkmen’s messy office that was quite a feat.

‘Do you know about the body found on the ninth floor of the Hilton this morning?’

‘I heard something about a body in a hotel somewhere,’ İkmen replied. ‘But you know how it is, Mehmet?’ He shrugged. ‘Court in five days’ time and we need to put this acid killer away for good. What he did to his wife was, well . . . My evidence needs to be first class and, as usual, my paperwork is in a state of chaos.’

‘You must thank Allah for sending you Ayşe,’ Mehmet Süleyman said as he ground his cigarette out in his ashtray.

‘She is, as you say, a marvel,’ İkmen replied. ‘She’s almost as efficient as you were when you did the job.’

Mehmet Süleyman smiled. It was over ten years now since he had worked as İkmen’s sergeant, but he still remembered those days with enormous affection.

‘But this hotel murder . . .’ İkmen began.

‘Ah, yes. Well, he was discovered by a member of the hotel staff at 8 a.m. Stabbed, the victim is male, middle-aged and apparently he was known to the boys in vice. Unsubstantiated involvement with drugs; heroin and cocaine it is alleged.’

İkmen frowned. ‘Name?’

‘Cabbar Soylu, forty-five, from Edirnekapı . . .’

‘I know Cabbar Soylu,’ İkmen said with some distaste evident in his voice. ‘Nasty fat Mafioso. Clever though. Vice are right, he’s never been caught actually doing anything that could lead him to our cells. But he’s known. He likes threatening the wives of those who are in opposition to him and his “soldiers” are not to be trifled with either. So why are you involved? I thought you were still working on the peeper investigation?’

‘I am,’ his friend replied. ‘Soylu’s killer is almost certainly the peeper.’

İkmen frowned. The as yet unknown criminal known as the ‘peeper’ had been terrorising, and more latterly murdering, young homosexual men in İstanbul since the autumn of the previous year. There was a definite sexual element to these crimes, the assailant was known to masturbate in front of or over his victims, who thus far had all been young and attractive. Cabbar Soylu had been neither. ‘Hardly seems to fit what we know about the peeper so far,’ İkmen said doubtfully.

Just briefly, Mehmet Süleyman averted his eyes. ‘On the face of it, no,’ he said. ‘But it’s the peeper, all right, and so that means more work for me.’

What he didn’t and couldn’t tell İkmen was how he knew that this murder was probably the work of the peeper. Süleyman had been assigned to the peeper investigation from the very start and, at one point, he had come very close to getting a victim to provide him with a useful description of this man. The peeper always worked from behind the protection of a mask, but on this particular occasion the victim, a young man called Abdullah Aydın, had managed to remove it and see his face. It was at this point that another agency, in the shape of a very charming but sinister man Süleyman knew only as Mürsel, had effectively taken the reins of the investigation from him. Mürsel, Süleyman’s boss Commissioner Ardıç had told him, worked for an organisation that concerned itself with national security. To Süleyman this could mean only one thing: MIT, the Turkish Secret Service. But this was, if not denied, not confirmed either, and no names of any specific agencies were ever actually used by anyone involved. But whoever they were, the man known as the peeper had at one time worked as one of their agents and was now dangerously out of control. In order to allay public fear, the police would continue to investigate the peeper’s crimes, but it was Mürsel and his people who pulled the strings and who would also eventually take charge of the offender’s ‘disposal’. It was Mürsel who had told Süleyman that Cabbar Soylu was almost certainly a peeper victim. Unhappily for Süleyman, no one apart from Ardıç and himself could know about any of this, and that included his good friend Çetin İkmen.

‘And now on top of this new murder I also have my father,’ Süleyman said as he attempted to ignore the doubt and slight suspicion he could see on İkmen’s thin face.

‘Your father?’

‘On the phone just now. He wants me to look for some carpet dealer for him.’

‘Why?’

Süleyman sighed. ‘My father has this old friend called Raşit Bey. He runs one of the oldest carpet dealerships in the Kapalı Çarşı. Every so often my father offers him a kilim or a tapestry or a carpet, usually from my grandfather’s old house. You know how it is.’

İkmen nodded. Whenever the old man couldn’t pay a large utility bill or needed to repair his ridiculously extravagant car, he generally sold something. It had to be, İkmen had always felt, a depressing way to live one’s life. Not for the first time, he was glad that the only thing he had ever possessed in abundance was children.

‘So Raşit Bey’, Süleyman continued, ‘was at Father’s house this morning, looking at probably the largest carpet my father still possesses and he mentioned that one of the people he employs has not turned up to work for the last three days. The kapıcı of this man’s building hasn’t seen him and Raşit Bey is worried.’

‘Your father wants you to find this man,’ İkmen said as a statement of fact.

‘Yes.’ He scowled. ‘Isn’t life grand?’

İkmen laughed.

‘But he is my father, and so what can I do?’ Süleyman said. ‘He expects me to deal with this personally, which I cannot do, but I cannot let him know that.’ He shook his head slowly. ‘I will have to ask İzzet to go over to the man’s apartment and see what he can find. But I can’t really spare him.’

‘Where’s İzzet now?’ İkmen asked.

‘On his way over to Dr Sarkissian’s laboratory to observe the autopsy,’ Süleyman said.

It was already almost half past two, which seemed rather late for the pathologist to begin his work. ‘It’s only just started?’

‘Yes.’ He looked his friend straight in the eyes. ‘You know what scenes of crime are like in public places, how difficult it can become. And the hotel is effectively a place with public access.’

Yes, İkmen did know that. What he also knew was that corpses found in public places usually meant that work at the scene of the crime was conducted under pressure from all sorts of people – the local council, public officials and in this case, he imagined, the management of the Hilton Hotel. ‘Public’ corpses were generally removed first and briefly to the Forensic Institute for the harvesting of samples and then on to the pathologist in haste rather than slowly. But then this was Mehmet’s investigation, not his, and so there were probably all sorts of pressures surrounding the incident that he didn’t know about or understand. However, he made a mental note to ask the pathologist, who was also his oldest friend, about his latest ‘subject’ when he could. As of that moment he couldn’t, try as he might, equate the homosexual killer known as the peeper with that rough thug Cabbar Soylu.

‘So why don’t I look into this carpet dealer thing for you?’ İkmen said finally with a smile.

‘I can’t ask you to do that!’ his friend replied. ‘You’ve got mountains of paperwork to go through and only five days in which to do it. No, that isn’t fair on you.’

‘What, taking me away from the thing I hate most about this job?’ İkmen laughed. ‘My dear Mehmet, I would pay you to deliver me from it.’

‘Yes, but . . .’

‘Ayşe is so much better at paperwork than I am. She enjoys it.’

‘Çetin, you’re the one appearing in court, not Sergeant Farsakoğlu.’

‘I know,’ İkmen said. ‘But I trust Ayşe. She knows what we need and what we don’t. And besides, this carpet dealer thing will probably only take a few hours. You know what carpet men are like? He’s probably having a passionate liaison with some woman somewhere.’

‘He’s not been seen at his apartment.’

‘Well give me the address and I’ll start there anyway,’ İkmen said. ‘Leave your sergeant to do his duty at the mortuary. I’ll deal with this carpet man.’

Süleyman shrugged. ‘As you wish, Çetin.’ And then he pushed the empty cigarette packet he’d written on earlier across the desk towards his friend. ‘His name is Yaşar Uzun and this is his address.’

İkmen looked down at the writing on the packet and frowned.

‘Er, Sergeant Melik, would you mind coming in here for a moment please? I need to ask you something.’

İzzet Melik hoped that he would now be leaving the pathology laboratory with its sickening smells and disturbingly familiar body parts sitting in kidney bowls, but that was obviously not to be the case. Dr Sarkissian the small, almost circular Armenian pathologist, wanted to speak to him about something in his office.

‘Doctor . . .’ Melik walked into the doctor’s office with heavy feet. Fortunately he didn’t spend his every working day watching autopsies, it was very bad for his digestion. As he sat down opposite the pathologist’s desk he stifled a rather sick-tasting belch.

‘Now, sergeant, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I have to ask you some questions about our victim, Cabbar Soylu, before you leave.’

‘Yes, sir.’

İzzet Melik had a few questions of his own about what he had been told was the latest peeper victim. But he settled himself to answer Dr Sarkissian’s queries first, if he could.

The Armenian sighed, his face assuming a grave aspect before he spoke. ‘Sergeant, I will be honest with you, as I will be with Inspector Süleyman, and tell you that I believe Mr Soylu’s corpse has been tampered with by someone.’

This was not a situation that was totally alien to İzzet Melik. His stomach lurched and he calmed himself by stroking his very thick, black moustache before replying. ‘Indeed.’

‘Yes, and because it troubles me, I had a brief conversation with my colleague, Dr Mardin, who has some small experience in this area,’ the doctor said. ‘When I was away on vacation last autumn, you, sergeant, so Dr Mardin tells me, attempted to assist her in the investigations she was conducting on behalf of the police at that time. I understand from Dr Mardin that her fears have never been satisfactorily allayed.’

İzzet Melik felt the Armenian’s myopic eyes, heavily magnified through his very strong spectacles, regard him critically. İzzet knew exactly what he was talking about and so he didn’t even attempt to contradict him.

‘You mean the corpse of that rent boy last November, don’t you, doctor?’

‘Nizam Tapan, yes.’

‘The one that was . . .’

‘The one that went missing for two hours between the crime scene and the laboratory. Yes, I do,’ Dr Sarkissian replied. ‘Nizam Tapan, according to Dr Mardin, was entirely “clean” when she got him. There was not a hair out of place and not a speck of dirt underneath any of his fingernails.’

‘Yes,’ İzzet said with a sigh, ‘I remember.’

‘Together with Dr Mardin you questioned Inspector Süleyman about it, didn’t you?’

‘Yes.’ At first his boss had been as concerned as himself. He’d made all sorts of noises about taking the information up to his boss, Commissioner Ardıç, and beyond if necessary. But then the whole thing had just died down. No more questions had been asked and the peeper had not, until that morning, struck again – or so it was thought.

‘Was the body of Cabbar Soylu clean, doctor?’ İzzet asked.

‘Yes, it was. There was not one fibre of forensic evidence on him,’ the doctor said. ‘The cause of his death was a single, very expertly placed stab wound to the heart. The assailant was left-handed, which is consistent with the profile of the offender we call the peeper. But beyond that . . . Mr Soylu was middle-aged, rather unattractive and, I understand, married with a child. Do you know why Inspector Süleyman is so convinced that this man is a victim of the peeper?’

‘No, doctor, I don’t,’ İzzet replied. ‘And to he honest with you . . .’ He paused just briefly before continuing. He didn’t, after all, want to speak behind Inspector Süleyman’s back. He liked him. But he was troubled, too, and needed to speak to someone. Dr Sarkissian was, he knew, a very old and trusted childhood friend of Inspector Çetin İkmen and everyone knew that İkmen was the most honest man in the police force. ‘I don’t know why Soylu has been designated a peeper victim. He doesn’t fit the profile we’re accustomed to.’

‘So when did Inspector Süleyman decide that the peeper had killed him?’

İzzet sighed. ‘Well, he was at the scene very early, just after the uniformed officers who’d been called in by the hotel management. When I got there he was on his mobile phone and, when he finally got off, he told me that Cabbar Soylu was in all probability a victim of the peeper.’

‘Then I arrived . . .’

‘You pronounced life extinct, the body was measured and photographed and then the team from the Forensic Institute moved in.’

‘Or so it would seem,’ Dr Sarkissian said.

İzzet Melik looked up into the doctor’s eyes with fear building in his chest.

‘The Forensic Institute tell me that the body was entirely clean when it arrived at their laboratories. What was it that happened last time, sergeant? With the rent boy?’

İzzet considered his answer carefully. None of the weird things that had happened with Nizam Tapan’s body, apart from his ‘cleanliness’, could, after all, actually be proved.

‘It would seem that the body went somewhere else before it arrived at the Institute,’ he said. ‘Persons unknown having gathered the evidence from the corpse then passed that information on to the Forensic Institute – or not. Nothing can really be proven in all of this, of course.’

‘No.’ Dr Sarkissian twirled a ballpoint pen between his fingers. Behind him on the wall, a stern portrait of Atatürk looked down impassively. ‘And this time, of course, I know that the body did indeed go straight to the Institute because you accompanied it, didn’t you, sergeant?’

‘Yes, doctor. But I didn’t go inside.’

‘The body was at the Institute for an unusually long time,’ the doctor said as he leaned down on his desk, his large brow furrowed in thought.

‘Yes.’

‘But unlike Nizam Tapan’s, Cabbar Soylu’s corpse didn’t go on any sort of excursion before it arrived at the Institute.’

‘No, doctor.’

‘And yet it, too, was clean!’ He stood up and rubbed his bald pate angrily with his hands. ‘Which is utterly impossible. Everybody picks up dirt and fibres on their clothes, even in expensive hotel suites. The Institute scientists only ever take samples, they never clean bodies of all evidence! Bodies have to go through my hands first before they can be cleaned.’ He sat down again and looked İzzet Melik square in the eyes. ‘I don’t know why, sergeant, but I think that either the Institute did not for some reason examine Soylu or someone at the Institute is lying. And,’ he sighed wearily, ‘even though it pains me to say so, I have a bad feeling that Inspector Süleyman knows this is happening and why.’

İzzet Melik said nothing. But that didn’t mean that he didn’t agree with the doctor.

An owner of a successful carpet shop could conceivably afford an apartment in the up-market northern suburb of Nişantaşı, but not a mere salesman. Otherwise known as Teşvikiye, the district was characterised by designer shops, beauty parlours and luxury car showrooms. Apartments were at a premium and generally inhabited by wealthy business people, lawyers and doctors. Looking up at the clean, smart apartment building on Atiye Sokak which runs across the junction of the super cool Teşvikiye Caddesi with Maçka Caddesi, Çetin İkmen couldn’t help wondering how the salesman Yaşar Uzun managed to exist in such a place. Fiscal matters aside, quite how the young man from, apparently, some dirt village just outside Antalya, managed to cut it amongst the educated and ostentatiously monied folk of Nişantaşı, İkmen couldn’t imagine. Even the beggars were fatter and better clad in this part of town.

He entered Yaşar Uzun’s building via an efficiently silent revolving door. A man who could, from the looks of him, have been something relatively impressive in middle management came out of a small office to his left and asked İkmen what he wanted. Amazingly, this smart young man – probably only in his forties – was the kapıcı of the building, a post generally occupied by poor village men or rather crusty elderly gents with bowed and aching backs. But then this was Nişantaşı . . .

The kapıcı, though unimpressed by İkmen’s police credentials, was nevertheless as helpful as the more traditional incarnation of his profession was wont to be.

‘Oh, I don’t know anything, actually, about Mr Uzun,’ he said. ‘It’s not my place to interfere in the affairs of my ladies and gentlemen.’

İkmen rolled his eyes. Any kapıcı worth his wages knew everything about everyone in his building – their occupations, their children, their habits, lovers, plastic surgery status and pets. Nothing was sacred. One just didn’t display one’s knowledge openly, particularly not to a common person, such as a man who worked for the police.

‘I’m here Mr, er . . .’

‘Ahmet Osman.’

‘Mr Osman, at the request of Mr Uzun’s employer. Mr Uzun has not reported for work for the last three days. His employer is understandably concerned.’

‘Yes, I know,’ Osman replied. ‘A Raşit Bey, from the Kapalı Çarşı. He came here yesterday.’ He sniffed with some distaste at the memory of a person from such a vulgar part of town. ‘I think he wanted me to open up Yaşar Bey’s apartment so that he could look for him, but of course I refused. What my ladies and gentlemen do is their business . . .’

‘Yes, well, you’ll have to open up Yaşar Bey’s apartment to me, Mr Osman,’ İkmen said. ‘Mind you, if he has been lying dead in there for three days, I’m not what you’d call exactly eager to find out.’

The kapıcı shrugged. ‘Oh, I don’t think that’s probable,’ he said. ‘If something has happened to him, then it hasn’t happened here.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because his car isn’t in the garage,’ Osman said.

İkmen frowned.

‘Yaşar Bey went out to work on Monday in his car as usual. It’s one of those American things, quite distinctive. Yaşar Bey is devoted to it. What is it now?’ He pursed his thin lips and frowned. ‘Oh, yes! it’s a –’ he smiled – ‘Jeep! Yes, it’s a Jeep. Yellow. It’s marvellous, everyone looks at it, quite a fashionable thing, by all accounts. Not, of course, that I told his employer that the Jeep wasn’t in the garage. I mean that is Yaşar Bey’s private business. I tell you because you are a police officer . . .’

‘So Yaşar Bey went to work on Monday and—’

‘And he never returned here,’ the kapıcı said.

‘As far as you know,’ İkmen said.

‘Well of course.’

İkmen sighed. ‘Get the key to Mr Uzun’s apartment, will you, Mr Osman.’

‘He isn’t here.’

‘I need to be absolutely certain about that,’ İkmen said. ‘Get the key and take me up to his apartment please.’

Amid a small but obvious amount of muttering, Ahmet Osman retrieved the key to Yaşar Uzun’s apartment and took İkmen up the five floors to the very stylish, if spare, dwelling. As soon as the kapıcı opened the door it was obvious to İkmen that Uzun hadn’t died in his apartment. It smelled of several things including stale cigarette smoke and some sort of pungent male cologne, but there wasn’t even that vague sweetness on the air that usually heralds the presence of a fresh human corpse.

‘How long has Mr Uzun lived here?’ İkmen asked as he moved from one featureless room to the next.

‘Six months, give or take the odd day.’

İkmen wondered where Uzun had lived when he first came to İstanbul. He also wondered why, unlike most of the carpet dealers he had come across over the years, the man from Antalya didn’t have any rugs or kilims of his own. After all, even in an apartment of the most severe minimalism, oriental rugs were one of the few things that were always allowed. Carpets were, as his teenage daughter Gül had told him only the previous week, one of the few things from the ‘old days’ that were ‘funky’. And Gül read every style and fashion magazine in the Turkish language.

‘Did Mr Uzun go to his usual place of business on Monday?’ İkmen asked as he picked up a small black box containing what looked like a man’s silver bracelet.

‘As far as I know,’ the kapıcı replied. ‘He left at the same time he always does.’

‘Mmm.’

Yaşar Uzun was probably with a girlfriend, or even off with a new and more exciting employer – people did sometimes just quit their jobs without explanation. But İkmen was not easy just leaving things like this and so he took his mobile from his pocket and called the station.

Mürsel was so casual about everything. Turned away into the corner of his office, his head down over his mobile phone, Mehmet Süleyman spoke to the man he called ‘the spy’ in a tone just above a whisper.

‘It may be easy for you to lie about everything but it is not natural to me!’ he hissed. ‘I’m having to deceive people I know as friends! And I don’t even know why I’m doing it!’

‘I told you, Mehmet,’ the voice at the other end of the line said evenly, ‘there is a very dangerous man out there somewhere whom we need to apprehend.’

‘Yes, I know, but in the normal way . . .’

‘This man, my dear Mehmet, cannot be captured in the normal way as you well know,’ Mürsel replied. ‘He is a patriot, a . . .’

‘A spy like you!’

‘A patriot,’ the smooth voice corrected, ‘gone astray. Now . . .’

‘I cannot do it!’ Süleyman shakily took a drag from his cigarette and then let out the smoke on a jerky sigh.

‘Yes you can.’ Mürsel’s voice was calm but menacing. Just as it had been that first time he had revealed his true nature and profession to the policeman – the time when he had told him that not to cooperate with himself and the other ‘spies’ would result in his untimely demise. ‘You have no choice. You have to pretend to continue because people must believe that the police, and they alone, are involved in the peeper investigation. Don’t worry, as I’ve told you before, you won’t have to actually apprehend our man. You won’t be able to. We’ll do that.’

‘But people can’t understand why Cabbar Soylu is a peeper victim. I don’t understand it myself!’

‘Take it from me . . .’

‘The peeper kills young homosexual men, as far as I and everyone else is concerned,’ Süleyman said. ‘Cabbar Soylu is a straight, thuggish . . .’

‘Our man has moved on,’ Mürsel said with what Süleyman felt was annoying simplicity. ‘Now he targets other groups. Soylu is a peeper victim, trust me.’

Süleyman shook his head at this.

‘Look, we could meet, you and I, it would be lovely. Or talk to Ardıç, he knows what’s going on,’ Mürsel continued. ‘He’s been most cooperative.’

Süleyman’s boss the commissioner was the only other police officer with knowledge about the true nature of the peeper affair, and the sole person the inspector could talk to. Not that that was easy; Ardıç was an explosive and difficult individual at the best of times and this peeper thing had done nothing to improve his mood.

‘I don’t like the fact that people like Çetin İkmen and even my own sergeant, Melik, think that my judgement on the Soylu case is eccentric to say the least!’ Süleyman said forcefully.

‘Well, I can’t help that,’ Mürsel responded smoothly. ‘My job is to find and apprehend our friend. Yours is simply to pretend to do so whilst remaining very poised and attractive. I know which one I would prefer to be doing.’

Süleyman wanted to say something about how Mürsel should perhaps stop drooling over him at every opportunity, but just at that moment his office telephone rang. Without even so much as a ‘goodbye’ he cut off the call to Mürsel and answered his landline.


Chapter 2



The Forest of Belgrad lies to the north-east of the city of İstanbul and is a great source of oxygen for the carbon monoxide-choked metropolis. So named because of the Serbs, from Belgrade, who were once entrusted to guard it by Sultan Süleyman the Magnificent, the Forest of Belgrad is now a favourite haunt of cyclists, runners and walkers. One of the latter, a middle-aged official at the Canadian Consulate called John Mclennen, was fond of taking his Irish wolfhound, Dara, with him on his various jaunts. On this occasion, because he had stayed the previous night with a friend in the village of Peri, which is just north of the forest’s most familiar areas, Mclennen and the dog set out into uncharted territory along the road that leads from the village towards, eventually, the Bosphorus village of Sarıyer.

The area was characterised by deep, green gorges to each side of the road and, particularly in the very early morning, an all-pervading cool, misty calm. Peri was a ‘diplomatic’ village where numerous consular and NATO employees had their residences and so security was good. Crime or even general unpleasantness was rare and so John Mclennen had no fear as he walked out of the village at five o’clock on that gentle spring morning. He and Dara walked along the road at a steady pace, enjoying the lack of traffic and the sweet, early air. Because the dog was on his lead, John could look around, confident that Dara wouldn’t run off while he was distracted. And so John looked. Up into the lightening blue spring sky, at the trees that lined the road beside him and into the dark and mysterious gorges that plunged so far down to the edge of the road.

Nothing beyond a vague and natural curiosity made him decide to dive off into one of the gorges to his right. He could, he later told police, just as easily have decided to go to the left. But he went right into the darkness of many thickly growing fir trees and, by his own admission, enjoyed the slightly dangerous feel of sliding down an almost vertical slope. By this time Dara was off his lead and was into the trees a good minute before his master. Once in the gorge, John first called the dog and then looked around. A couple of the trees seemed to have sustained some minor damage to their trunks, but he didn’t think anything of it at the time. The forest was officially a protected area, but people sometimes tried to cut trees down illegally for firewood. In this case, it appeared that they had been interrupted before the trees were irreparably damaged. But John did not dwell upon the trees for very long. As seconds passed into minutes and Dara did not respond to his call, he became increasingly impatient with the dog and went still deeper into the trees in order to try and find him.

Now as he scanned about him for signs of his dog, John noticed that the ground at his feet was marked by a set of tyre tracks. He hadn’t seen them at the top of the gorge, but they were very obvious lower down. It was all a bit of a mystery until he finally found Dara and the overturned vehicle that the dog appeared to be guarding for some reason. Whining and pacing up and down in front of what John recognised to be a Jeep, the dog wanted his master to see something that was behind the vehicle. And so John, knowing dogs and their behaviour as he did, went knowing that Dara was probably leading him towards the erstwhile occupant of the vehicle. He wasn’t wrong, although sadly the poor guy was very obviously no longer alive. John took his mobile out of his pocket and called 155.

‘Yaşar is much better at doing those carpet shows than I am,’ Raşit Bey said as he sucked on the mouthpiece of the nargile his grandson had just brought him. ‘He has charm, he’s attractive and he’s so good with the foreigners who are, after all, the bulk of our customers these days. Yaşar speaks English very well, German and French well enough. His knowledge of carpets is very good, especially about Nomadic trappings – camel and salt bags, baby slings. Those are all becoming rare, I can tell you. Not that we exactly specialise in such items. We’re much more “Ottoman” in what we stock.’
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