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To my son Alex and all his friends from John Cass – explorers of old Mark Lane and witnesses to its secrets. Also to Mike Wilkinson, one of the Mark Lane Two.


Cast of Characters



İstanbul


Çetin İkmen – middle aged İstanbul police inspector


Mehmet Suleyman – İstanbul police inspector – İkmen’s protégé


Sergeant Ayşe Farsakoğlu – İkmen’s deputy


Sergeant İzzet Melik – Süleyman’s deputy


Dr Arto Sarkissian – İstanbul police pathologist


Commissioner Ardıç – İkmen and Süleyman’s boss


Fatma İkmen – Çetin İkmen’s wife


Tariq – an Afghan boy working illegally in İstanbul


Abdurrahman Iqbal – a Pakistani migrant passing through the city

Berlin


Wolfgang – a German people trafficker

London


Ahmet Ulker – a businessman


Maxine Ulker – his wife


Derek Harrison – Ahmet Ülker’s right hand man


Ali Reza Hajizadeh – an Iranian, Ahmet Ülker’s driver


Mustafa Kermani – security guard at Ahmet Ülker’s Hackney Wick factory


Hadi Nourazar – an Iranian cleric


Abdullah Yigit – owner of the Rize Guest House, Stoke Newington


Wesley Simpson – getaway driver


Haluk Uner – Mayor of London


Acting Commissioner Dee – of the Metropolitan Police


Superintendent Wyre Williams – Metropolitan Police


Detective Inspector Patrick Riley – Metropolitan Police


Inspector Carla Fratelli – Metropolitan Police


Detective Inspector Roman – Metropolitan Police


Detective Inspector Hogarth – Metropolitan Police


Detective Constable Ball – Metropolitan Police


Sergeant Terry Springer – İkmen’s undercover handler


Sergeant Ayşe Kudu – Greater Manchester Police, seconded to the Metropolitan Police


John Richards – London Underground employee


Fatima Khan – young pregnant mother


Sınan İkmen – Çetin’s eldest son, a GP in London\


Fasika – an Ethiopian illegal immigrant


Prelude



Tarlabaşı District, İstanbul

‘Don’t!’

Inspector Çetin İkmen fixed the trembling figure in front of him with the most penetrating stare that he could muster and then, calmly, he repeated himself. ‘Don’t.’

The figure, a male not much older than a boy, clutched the hand grenade he was holding to his chest and began to cry. Tears, heated up by the adrenaline raging inside his thin, spotty cheeks, fell down into the wispy beard that was just about noticeable on his chin.

‘Son, there’s no need for anyone to die for the sake of a few fake Prada handbags,’ İkmen said as he stepped just slightly forward towards the boy.

‘You don’t understand!’

‘Counterfeit designer goods are big business,’ İkmen said. ‘I know that. Where are you from, son? You’re a long way from home. What accent is that?’

He wasn’t dressed like a Turk. Not even the country people dressed like this boy. A long white shirt over thin white trousers trimmed with gold thread at the ankles. He looked, to Çetin İkmen, rather more like a Pakistani or an Afghan than a local person. There was also his weird grammar and his accent which was clearly not that of a citizen of the Republic.

Noticing now that the policeman had moved forward slightly the boy shouted, ‘Go back!’

İkmen, raising his hands in a gesture of submission, moved one pace backwards. ‘Whatever you say.’

The crying continued. The shaking, if anything, became even more intense. İkmen noticed that behind the boy, on the wall of what appeared to be the office for this illegal factory, was a map of some sort. At the time he didn’t register what it was, just as he didn’t really take in anything else about the scene before him apart from the trembling boy.

‘Son,’ İkmen continued, ‘don’t harm yourself. There’s no need. We can—’

‘I will end in the hell!’ The weeping eyes snapped open and he looked into the policeman’s face with what could only be described as raw hatred. ‘I must be rid of you or my soul is damned!’

Surrounded by fake Prada, Gucci and Louis Vuitton handbags, religious fundamentalism was not something İkmen had expected. But then he supposed that the slave labour that was used to make these things included all sorts of individuals.

‘I—’

‘Allahu Akbar!’

İkmen saw the boy’s left hand remove the pin. He flung himself backwards just before the boy, and the little office he had been in, exploded.


Chapter 1



Everyone in İstanbul had a fake something or other. Inspector Çetin İkmen himself had been given a counterfeit Rolex watch by his youngest son for his last, his fifty-seventh, birthday. The child, Kemal, had purchased it from one of the many scruffy-looking vendors of such things who plied their trade underneath the Galata Bridge. As was typical of such purchases, the watch had worked for a week, died and then been put into the drawer of İkmen’s office desk. There it would probably languish until the policeman either retired or the watch itself met with some sort of accident. At the other end of the scale, his daughters paid not inconsiderable amounts of money for their fake Prada handbags and his son Bülent felt himself very dashing in his almost perfect replica Police sunglasses. Forgeries, not least because the tourists loved them, were a fact of life. Many young men and women from the poorer suburbs of all the major cities, including İstanbul, worked in the ‘knock off’ trade. They did so of their own volition.

But in recent years things had changed. Not only in Turkey, but across the world, the trade in forged goods had become a multibillion-dollar industry. Controlled largely by criminal gangs known loosely as ‘mafias’ (some could indeed be traced back to the original Sicilian Cosa Nostra), these counterfeit businesses were known to run sidelines in prostitution, money laundering, drug dealing and contract killing. Many had dispensed with local cheap-ish labour in favour of slaves from poor former Warsaw Pact countries, South-east Asia or Africa. Illegal immigrants, desperate to escape the poverty of their own countries, would readily agree to work for nothing in return for a route into a country, like Turkey, on the doorstep of the European Union. What these people rarely knew was how long and hard they would be forced to work in order to pay off their ‘debt’.

It had been an unseasonably stifling day in April when the İstanbul Police Department, via one of İkmen’s colleagues, Inspector Mehmet Süleyman, had been tipped off about a possible slave factory in the rundown district of Tarlabaşı. Just seconds from the bright lights of the fashionable district of Beyoğlu, Tarlabaşı was a rabbit warren of tenements, illegal brothels and small-time drug dealing operations. It was also home to many, many migrants from the country as well as people from places very far from Turkey. Süleyman who, like İkmen, was principally concerned with the crime of murder, had met with his informant, as arranged, aboard one of the commuter ferries that shuttled people back and forth between the European and Asian sides of the city. The informant, a man known only as ‘George’, told the handsome policeman that the Tarlabaşı factory had been operating for some time. It produced mainly handbags and, although George didn’t actually own up to having any sort of personal connection with the place, it was obvious to Süleyman that he had at some time worked there. Why George was talking to the police about the Tarlabaşı factory was because people were, he claimed, dying in there now. Mention was made of a young African girl who had died from exhaustion. Her body had apparently been disposed of in a fire up in the equally dodgy district of Edirnekapı. The bosses, Turkish mafiosi, George reckoned, were bringing people into the country to work for them in record numbers.

‘Like tissues, they use them to do one job and then they throw them away,’ George said as the ferry passed beneath the pointed roofs and green gardens of the Topkapı Palace. ‘I make things, Mr Süleyman. I make things that are not real or honest, but I do not kill people. I won’t have anything to do with that. Not now, not ever.’

Süleyman nodded gravely, put his hand inside his elegant jacket pocket, took out his mobile phone and called Police Headquarters. By six o’clock that evening Süleyman, together with İkmen and a team of rather more junior officers, listened intently as their superior, Commissioner Ardıç, outlined how the operation against the illegal factory in Tarlabaşı was going to work.

It was just after dawn the following morning when they went in.

‘Stay where you are and put your hands in the air!’

Even a cursory glance around the hot, seething factory floor was enough to convince İkmen that very few of those he was addressing could actually understand him. African, South-east Asian and what appeared to be Indian or Pakistani faces looked up at the squad of armed police officers who had just burst in upon them with confused and fearful expressions. Only two men, standing up between a couple of the rows of now silent sewing machines, looked as if they might be local. Clean, by the look of them, and pale in comparison to the others, these were probably the foremen of this terrible, sweating, stinking crew.

‘You!’ İkmen said, pointing to the closer of the two. ‘Tell them to put their hands in the air!’

Everyone in the building had stopped working. Even those İkmen could now see were actually chained to their work benches had done that. But he and his colleagues needed to see exactly where all their hands were. After all, whether they were slaves or not, these workers would not welcome the police and what they represented, which was almost certain deportation back to their countries of origin.

‘Tell them!’ İkmen reiterated to the man who was now visibly trembling.

‘I don’t know what languages they speak!’ he answered. ‘They speak all sorts, they—’

‘And you?’ İkmen said as he turned his attention to the other pale man with his arms in the air.

‘I don’t know!’ he said. Not obviously as frightened as his colleague, he added, ‘How should we know? We just work here.’

‘OK.’ İkmen instructed his officers to go around the stinking shop floor and raise the arms of the workers themselves. As the uniformed men and women moved amongst the splintered wooden benches upon which the sewing machines stood, rats and mice scuttled towards the safety of the world outside.

‘Who is in charge here?’ İkmen asked as he watched a slow Mexican wave of raised hands begin in front of him. He looked at the two clearly Turkish foremen again and said, ‘Well?’

‘Sir!’

İkmen looked over towards one of his younger constables, Yıldız. ‘Constable?’

‘Sir, these people have been shitting where they sit,’ the young man said with a disgusted look on his face.

İkmen sighed and then lit a cigarette in an attempt to calm his nerves. ‘That’s what happens when you chain people to their stations,’ he said.

A female officer added that some of the women appeared to be bleeding.

‘Allah!’ He turned again to the Turkish foremen and said, ‘Who’s in charge? Who runs this concentration camp?’

The second man, the one with rather more courage than the other, said, ‘I don’t know. I needed a job. I heard there were jobs here. I got one.’

‘Yes, but who gave you the job?’ asked Süleyman, who along with İkmen was getting impatient with these men now.

There was silence.

‘Well?’

Both of the foremen very pointedly looked away. İkmen turned to Süleyman and said, ‘We’ll just have to take the whole lot in.’

‘Yes.’

Then addressing the two men once again, İkmen said, ‘You know we will find out who you work for. If you don’t tell us yourselves then these poor creatures you have exploited will give us descriptions that will eventually lead us to who is responsible for this outrage.’

Again there was a silence. This time it was broken by the sound of a pile of fake Prada handbags dropping from one of the benches and hitting the floor. After that a woman, somewhere, began to weep.

‘Allah!’

İkmen was just about to give his officers the order to take everyone in the whole place into custody when the first foreman suddenly blurted, ‘There’s Tariq! He’s in the office!’

He pointed to somewhere at the back of the factory floor. İkmen left Süleyman in charge while he and his sergeant, Ayşe Farsakoğlu, went to take a look.

Neither of them saw the grenade at first. There was just this thin, foreign-looking boy sitting on a swivel chair in front of a desk heaped with paper, pens and pictures of handbags and watches. When İkmen and Ayşe Farsakoğlu opened the door and stepped into the office, he looked up, but otherwise he didn’t move or look afraid initially.

‘Tariq?’

He didn’t answer. After a moment he looked down at something he was holding in his lap. It was Ayşe who first recognised what it was.

‘Sir, he’s holding a grenade,’ she whispered nervously into her superior’s ear.

İkmen took a big gulp of air in order to steady his nerves and then moved his head the better to see what the young man was holding. When he’d done that he turned towards Ayşe and said, ‘Evacuate the building, Sergeant Farsakoğlu. Get those people off those machines. We have bolt cutters.’

Although the sight of workers chained, slave-like, to their machines had shocked İkmen, he had made sure that his team had come equipped for just that eventuality. This wasn’t, after all, the first time that such a hellish factory had been discovered in the city.

‘Sir.’ Farsakoğlu left and İkmen watched for what seemed like an eternity as the boy rolled the grenade over and over in his hands. Out on the factory floor he heard Süleyman give the order to evacuate, followed by the sound of people moving from their seats and then the sharp snapping noise of bolt cutters biting through metal. Some were still crying and some cried in either fear or pain or both as the officers took hold of them and began to drag, pull or carry them out of the building.

The fact was, however, that there were probably in excess of a hundred people in that stinking space and it wasn’t going to take just five minutes to move them out. İkmen had no way of knowing whether or not this boy now idly playing with a hand grenade was actually capable of using it. He had no way of knowing at that time whether or not the lad even spoke his language. What he did know, however, was that he had to find some sort of way to engage with him if his officers were to stand any chance of getting themselves and the slaves they had taken into custody out in one piece.

‘Tariq.’

The boy looked up. İkmen smiled.

‘Tariq, I don’t know what part you have to play in this organisation. But I can see that you are a young man and so I can’t imagine that you are actually running this place.’

The boy didn’t respond, although İkmen did notice that his cheeks became flushed.

‘We can help you,’ İkmen continued. ‘I know that we—’

‘Shut up.’ It wasn’t shouted or said in any way aggressively. But by its tone and by virtue of what the boy was holding as he said it, it was clear that he brooked no argument. İkmen duly became silent. The boy was handling the grenade slowly and did not at that point seem to be unduly agitated. Meanwhile there was a lot of activity on the factory floor and people were clearly being moved out with alacrity. When negotiating with armed opponents, like this boy, it was as much about knowing when to be silent as it was about knowing when to speak and to act. There was also an element, İkmen knew, of recklessness on his part at this time too. Provided his officers and their poor broken-down charges got out, there was part of him that didn’t care too much what happened then. Life had not been good in recent months; in fact life had been downright awful.

‘I should have been dead months ago,’ Tariq said. ‘Then I would not be in this problem situation.’

At that moment, İkmen simply registered the foreign accent.

‘We can help you,’ İkmen reiterated. ‘Those who have been exploiting you, and the others, will be punished.’

Tariq stood up and it was then that he began to tremble.

‘Don’t do this, son.’

The boy cried. The sounds from down on the factory floor were much reduced now. İkmen took a moment to sigh with relief about that. But then he looked at the boy’s weeping face again and said, ‘Don’t!’

It was then that the final exchanges took place between them. Tariq pulled the pin out of the grenade, İkmen threw himself backwards and then, for İkmen, everything went black.


Chapter 2



The doctor held up what looked like a piece of bone in front of İkmen’s face. The inspector, still groggy from his latest shot of morphine, remarked upon it.

‘It looks like bone because that is exactly what it is,’ Dr Arto Sarkissian replied. ‘To be exact, Çetin, it is the distal phalanx of an index finger. We think, your surgeon Dr Türkmenoğlu and myself, that it came from the boy who detonated the grenade.’

‘Tariq?’

‘If that was what his name was, yes,’ Arto said.

‘And that was what was lodged in my cheek?’ İkmen asked as he automatically raised a hand up to the large dressing that now covered the right side of his face.

‘People don’t realise that when these characters decide to explode themselves, their bodily parts have to go somewhere,’ Arto said. ‘The force of the blast throws bits of face, leg, pelvis and whatever all over the place – sometimes into people unfortunate enough to be nearby.’

Police pathologist Arto Sarkissian had been friends with Çetin İkmen since they were both small children. Although very different in terms of income, the Sarkissian and the İkmen families had always been close. Arto and his brother Krikor had both followed their father into the medical profession, but neither of the İkmen boys had taken the road into academia as travelled by their father, though both Çetin and his brother Halıl were clever. Halıl had done well with his accountancy practice, but Çetin, although a high-ranking police officer, had only ever just got by. But then unlike either the Sarkissian boys or his own brother, Çetin had children – eight; it had been nine but one of his older sons had very recently died.

‘Has Fatma been to visit?’ Arto asked as casually as the cringing embarrassment he felt at asking this question allowed. İkmen lowered his gaze for a moment. The child who had died, Bekir, had done so as a result of a police operation against drug dealers in the south-east. Mehmet Süleyman had been one of the officers involved and, although Fatma knew that her son Bekir had been implicated in the drug running and had indeed killed an innocent man because of it, she could not forgive either Süleyman or her husband. It had been Çetin, after all, who had finally deduced Bekir’s whereabouts and who had, according to Fatma, killed their son by revealing where he was to the authorities.

‘Çiçek came yesterday with Bülent, Orhan, Kemal and Gül,’ İkmen said as he attempted to turn his Armenian friend’s attention away from his wife and on to his children – all of whom completely supported their father. ‘Then in the evening,’ he smiled, ‘Hulya came with Berekiah and they brought my dear little grandson.’

‘That’s nice.’ But Arto knew that even the arrival of İkmen’s grandson hardly made up for the obvious absence of his wife. ‘Sınan phoned.’ İkmen’s eldest son was a doctor who had just taken up a new job in London.

‘Çetin . . .’

‘Dr Türkmenoğlu says I’ll probably be able to go home tomorrow,’ İkmen said. It was obvious that he wanted, at all costs, to avoid any more talk about his wife. ‘Back to work next week.’

Arto frowned. ‘Do you think that’s wise?’ he asked. ‘I mean, as well as the injury to your face, your legs are still badly bruised and then there is the shock—’

‘I’ll be OK.’ İkmen looked up and smiled. ‘So what news from the front? Do we know any more about our handbag factory in Tarlabaşı?’

‘You’d have to ask your colleagues about that, Çetin,’ Arto replied. ‘But the young man who blew himself up appears to me to have been from either the Indian subcontinent or Afghanistan. When the DNA tests are complete we will know more. But by eye that is what I think. One thing I do know, however, is that he was suffering from tuberculosis.’

İkmen frowned.

‘Yes,’ the Armenian confirmed, ‘seems strange these days, doesn’t it? But then out in places like Afghanistan and even, to be truthful, in the wilder reaches of eastern Turkey not everyone is vaccinated as we have been, not even youngsters. The young man in the handbag factory was quite far on in his disease, he must have been very sick.’

‘He said just before he blew himself up that he should have died some time before. I assumed at the time that he meant he should have martyred himself,’ İkmen said. ‘But maybe if he was sick he meant that his illness should, by that time, have taken him.’

‘Possibly,’ Arto said. ‘Mehmet Süleyman will know more than I do about this case. Ask him.’

İkmen had already seen him, the man who had once, long ago, been his sergeant. But Süleyman, rather like his old friend Arto, hadn’t been particularly forthcoming with regard to what was happening outside the confines of the Taksim Hospital. Everyone knew that what İkmen needed most now was rest. Everyone, that is, except Çetin İkmen himself.

‘Yes, I will ask him,’ İkmen said as he pulled his mobile phone out of the jacket that hung on the back of Arto’s chair. ‘In fact, my dear Arto, if you’d be so kind as to ask the nurses for a wheelchair, you can take me outside and I can do that right now.’

Arto Sarkissian sighed deeply and then went out to do as he was told.

Mehmet Süleyman watched the white boiler-suited forensic scientist gently tease away at one corner of what looked as if it might have been a poster. On the wall behind the ramshackle bench that had once served the illegal factory as an office desk, various pieces of paper, some of them documents, had been pinned. But it wasn’t an easy site to investigate. The grenade that had blown the young boy apart in front of Çetin İkmen’s eyes had also inflicted severe damage upon the surrounding area. Süleyman again thought about İkmen and how very lucky he was to be alive. By accident or design, İkmen had somehow managed to hurl himself to the far side of the great iron safe that now stood open in the middle of the charred floor. Built at the end of the nineteenth century, obviously to last, this massive box had taken most of the blast that in all probability would have eviscerated his friend. But luckily İkmen was alive and the safe itself, once opened, had yielded some very interesting finds.

Twenty blank United Kingdom passports were what they had found. They were not, according to the British authorities at the consulate in Beyoğlu, fakes. Issued out of the Passport Office at a place called Peterborough, these documents had somehow gone missing. And they had not been reported as missing. This seemed to imply that at least some of the Senegalese, Nigerian, Pakistani and Vietnamese refugees who had been found working in the Tarlabaşı factory were to be given the chance to go to Britain. If Süleyman’s dealings with illegals and the gangs who trafficked them in the past were anything to go by, the passports and the transportation into Europe would not come cheap. Once in Britain the women would be handed over to gangs who would press them into prostitution, while the men would either have to work in dangerous or illegal industries, or pimp their own wives. Whatever they had come from, and he was the first to admit that he could probably not even imagine what poverty was like in a place like Senegal, a life of slavery in Turkey or Italy or Great Britain couldn’t possibly be better? Could it?

‘Sir.’

He looked up into the heavily moustachioed face of his sergeant, İzzet Melik. He was holding his notebook, the top of which he was tapping with a pen.

İzzet?’

‘Seems, sir, that the actual owner of this site is, or was, a Serkis Yacoubian.’

‘An Armenian.’

‘Went to America sometime in the nineteen twenties,’ İzzet said.

‘And so this building . . .’

‘On this site there was once a considerable house belonging to the Yacoubian family. But according to the local authority, it began to degrade badly in the fifties and then one day it just burnt down.’

‘Mmm.’ Something similar had happened to a house that had once belonged to Süleyman’s own aristocratic forebears up in Nişantaşı. Just after his great-aunt, the Princess Gözde, had died back in 1959, her once great palace had burnt to the ground. Back then the city had been badly neglected and seemingly in inexorable decline.

‘The site was used as a makeshift car park for some years after that,’ İzzet continued. ‘Then, sometime in the seventies, this place was put up.’

The factory was a large structure. It was also makeshift in the same way that the old gecekondu or slum dwellings on the outskirts of the city were. Basically the law used to state that provided a man could erect four corner posts and a roof within one night the land beneath that structure was his. That legislation, however, only applied to unregistered land. In this case the land, not the building, was still owned by the Yacoubian family. The factory, made up as it had been out of odd-shaped pieces of corrugated iron, splintered wooden timbers and fractured glass and plastic panels, had been thrown together like a gecekondu structure without actually being one.

‘It was used as a car workshop until the nineties when it fell into disrepair yet again,’ İzzet went on. ‘The workshop was operated by a Mr Alpozen. Now nearly eighty and ill with cancer, he let the place out to someone called Ahmet Ülker who has apparently been there ever since.’

‘Nothing in writing, I suppose?’ Süleyman asked.

‘Of course not. This Ülker, if indeed that is his name, doesn’t rent his place from Alpozen legally. Alpozen doesn’t even know where he lives. The land, legally speaking, still belongs to the Yacoubian family.’

Over the centuries many people – Turks, Greeks, Armenians, Levantines – had left the city of İstanbul. They hadn’t always sold their properties before they set off for their new lives in America, Australia or Argentina. Sometimes they and their families had just gone, leaving their properties and considerable legal headaches behind them.

‘I take it none of the people who worked here have named this Ülker?’ Süleyman asked.

‘No.’ İzzet shook his head wearily and then equally wearily he lit up a cigarette. ‘Poor bastards don’t know anything much beyond the fact that we’ve shattered their dreams of a new life in Europe. That said, a couple of them have spoken, through their interpreters, about a boss. Some indistinct figure who occasionally comes by . . . A Turk, most seem to think. But no description.’

Süleyman, equally depressed by what seemed to be evolving into a familiar picture of a chimerical and untraceable people-trafficking operation, sighed and then also lit a cigarette. He was just about to give voice to his misgivings when the forensic scientist he had been watching turned towards him and said, ‘Inspector Süleyman, do you have any idea what the letters E, P, P, I, N, G might mean?’

‘No.’ Süleyman walked over to see for himself exactly what the scientist was looking at. The paper upon which this word was printed was very much a fragment. The blast had ripped away the top layer of what had once been a poster, except for this word and the small red line that ran alongside it. ‘I haven’t a clue,’ Süleyman said.

‘Sir?’ İzzet was looking impatient and was probably in need of some kind of direction.

‘Right, İzzet,’ Süleyman said. ‘I take it this elderly man, this Mr Alpozen, hasn’t been actually visited as yet.’

‘No, sir, I’ve only spoken to him on the phone,’ his deputy said.

‘Take one of the uniformed officers and get over and see him. Try to determine whether or not he’s telling the truth and see if he can give us some sort of description of this Ülker character. Where, by the way, does this Mr Alpozen live?’

‘In Yeniköy,’ İzzet replied, naming one of the more fashionable villages that line the Bosphorus strait as it wends its way up towards the Black Sea.

‘Very nice,’ Süleyman responded. ‘Obviously good money in car repairs.’ His eyes glittered. ‘Or something.’

His deputy smiled. ‘I’ll see what the man has to say for himself,’ he said and then he left.

The forensic scientist very gently peeled the little fragment of paper he’d been working on away from the wall and put it into an evidence bag. E, P, P, I, N, G? Süleyman wondered what it meant and whether it was actually a word at all. He didn’t even know what language it was in. He doubted it was relevant to anything much. However, if he’d learned anything since joining the police force, it was that things, even very small things, were rarely if ever of no significance at all.

Moments later his mobile phone rang. It was İkmen, still relentlessly working from his hospital bed. He wanted to know whether anything more had come to light about Tariq. It hadn’t and so Süleyman told him about Mr Alpozen and the possible existence of Mr Ülker. Only when he’d finished the call did he remember the strange word on the fragment of paper and wonder whether he should have passed that by İkmen too.

It wasn’t until later on that evening that the small fragment of paper from the back wall of the handbag factory found its way on to Commissioner Ardıç’s desk. Someone at the Forensic Institute had recognised what the word was. Now, in light of that, İkmen and Süleyman’s superior was talking to a Mr Nightingale from the British Consulate. A thin, dark man whose command of the Turkish language was second only to that of his command of Arabic, Mr Nightingale didn’t actually have a job title at the consulate. But Commissioner Ardıç knew what he was even if he didn’t really know who he was.

‘Epping is a suburb of London,’ Nightingale said without even bothering to look at the fragment. ‘Your forensic man visited it at some time, did he?’

‘She,’ Commissioner Ardıç corrected. ‘Apparently studied in London.’

‘Epping’s at the far eastern end of the Central Line, where the underground system hits the edge of the countryside.’ He leaned over and looked at the fragment through its polythene bag. ‘Looks like it’s been torn from a tube map.’

‘It was pinned up on the wall of the illegal factory we discovered in Tarlabaşı,’ Ardıç said breathlessly as he attempted to lean forward over his immense stomach in order to tap the ash off the end of his cigar. Eventually, under the somewhat scornful gaze of the Englishman, he made it. ‘The one with your passports in the safe.’

‘Hardly my passports,’ Nightingale responded acidly. But then he smiled and said, ‘But I know what you mean. This was the place where the boy detonated himself after full jihadi battle cry, wasn’t it?’

The question was rhetorical, he knew what the answer was only too well. But his tone made Ardıç smart. Though very far from being a fundamentalist, he was nevertheless a Muslim and he felt the contempt in the other man’s voice sharply.

‘One of my officers was wounded,’ he said.

‘Lucky not to be killed,’ Nightingale said. ‘But anyway, in light of this I will have to contact London again and it may well be that someone might want to come out and speak to your team.’

Ardıç shrugged. Cooperation between British and Turkish police forces was nothing new and of course the Europeans would be accommodated.

‘On the face of it, a copy of the London Underground map on the wall of a factory transporting illegals into the EU would seem fairly innocuous,’ the Englishman continued. ‘One could argue that it would be very useful for them to memorise it in case they fetched up in London all on their own. Except that of course that is highly unlikely. As you and I both know, Commissioner, illegals only ever really go out alone once they’ve managed to escape those who have enslaved them to work in brothels, factories producing counterfeit goods or lap-dancing clubs.’

Ardıç nodded his agreement.

‘The passports bother me,’ Nightingale said. ‘There is a discreet investigation underway across all of our UK offices as we speak. But what really concerns me,’ he picked up the bagged fragment and looked at it again, ‘is this.’

‘Why?’

‘Well, call me a ghastly pessimist if you must but when I put together the concept of a young man shouting “Allahu Akbar” with a map of the London Underground, I tend to feel my blood freeze.’

Ardıç took a long drag on his cigar and then nodded his head in agreement. On 7 July 2005 a group of fundamentalist suicide bombers had brought London Underground to a standstill. More importantly, they had killed not only themselves but a lot of innocent bystanders too. Like İstanbul, London bore the battle scars of numerous terrorist attacks.

At length, Ardıç said, ‘I understand.’ Then with a sigh of resignation he added, ‘Get back to your people in London, Mr Nightingale. You will have the full assistance and cooperation of my department.’

Mr Nightingale smiled one of his thin, dark smiles and then left without another word.


Chapter 3



The following Monday morning, Çetin İkmen went to work as usual. He was still sore in places and he wore a large plaster to cover the wound to his cheek. But apart from that, physically he was fine. And once he was outside his apartment, things improved psychologically too. Not that he could entirely forget how cold his wife was to him, but at least at work he could distract himself with other things.

On his way to the police station he gave his present domestic situation some thought. It had been six months since his son Bekir had died. It still hurt to think about; it always would. Within the İkmen family, Bekir had been the one who got away. Instilled from an early age, mainly by their father, with the idea that a person’s goals can be achieved, albeit usually with some difficulty, the İkmen children were generally successful. Among them were doctors, flight attendants, A-grade students and a young parent, Hulya, who struggled to support her child and her disabled husband. At much cost to herself, Hulya did what she did well and her parents were immensely proud of her. Bekir had been quite different from the others. Bekir, his father now recalled, had been a lovely and loving child who had grown into a nightmare of a teenager. Some of his other boys had experimented with drugs and Bülent in particular had not had an easy adolescence. But Bekir had been on a different level. Not only had he taken drugs as a youngster, he’d also stolen from shops and even his own family in order to get cash for his habit. At fifteen and with the tacit agreement of his exasperated father, Bekir had left home. And although Fatma had cried for her absent son, everyone else in the İkmen apartment had breathed a sigh of relief.

But then, after seventeen years without any contact or news of him, Bekir İkmen returned. His mother cried, and his brothers and sisters listened awestruck – and with some scepticism – to his stories about begging, fighting with gypsies and battling drug dealers and his own heroin addiction. Only Çetin had totally distrusted Bekir. And Çetin had been right. Bekir had come home in order to hide from his father’s colleagues, the police. Not only had he helped to spring a convicted murderer and drug dealer, Yusuf Kaya, from prison, Bekir had also been involved in large-scale dealing himself. Almost the last act Bekir İkmen performed on earth was to kill an entirely innocent man who opposed him. That was why the Jandarmes in the eastern town of Birecik, to where Bekir and his fellow criminals had been tracked by İkmen’s colleague Süleyman, had shot him. For some reason that Çetin İkmen could not fathom, his son Bekir had gone wrong. To Çetin’s recollection, he had never treated Bekir any differently from his other children – at least not until the drug taking and stealing began when he was a teenager. His wife Fatma disagreed.

‘You always treated him badly,’ she would say whenever the rein by which she held in her emotions snapped. ‘You hated him and he knew it!’

Fatma blamed her husband entirely for what had happened and when she did not berate him, she was silent and broodingly resentful of his every breath. Their children, with the exception of the youngest Kemal who had been somewhat glamoured by his bad-boy older brother, supported their father’s point of view with regard to Bekir. But they could do nothing to move their mother who now, or so it seemed, hated their father with the same passion with which she had once loved him. Not even nearly getting blown to pieces in an illegal handbag factory in Tarlabaşı had, apparently, moved İkmen’s wife to even a little sympathy for him. She did not visit him in hospital and when he came home, it had not been Fatma but her daughter Gül who had attended to Çetin’s wounds and cooked special food for him. It was as if Fatma’s love for her husband had died along with their son.

İkmen entered the station in dour mood and failed to acknowledge either of the two young constables who saluted him as he mounted the stairs up to his office. He knew that once he started working again he would become totally absorbed in his job and would be able to distract himself from his personal problems. But the walk up to his office was tiring and tedious and it made him painfully aware of how weak he still was from his injuries. He eventually arrived at his office door, aching and breathless. When he stepped inside, however, his sergeant, Ayşe Farsakoğlu, was not at her desk. Instead he found his superior, Commissioner Ardıç, in conference with a tall, blond, foreign man.

‘Ah, excuse me, please,’ he heard Ardıç say in English to the foreigner. Then struggling up from İkmen’s own chair, Ardıç waddled across the office towards him and said, ‘This is Inspector Riley from Scotland Yard in London. He wants to talk to you.’

‘Talk to me?’

Ardıç turned towards the Englishman, smiled, and then said to İkmen in Turkish, ‘About the Tarlabaşı handbag factory. There is a connection to London. This officer wants to talk to you about that.’

‘Ah.’ İkmen walked forward as the Englishman rose from his seat and extended his hand.

‘Inspector İkmen, I’m Patrick Riley,’ he said. There was an accent of some sort to his English which İkmen was later to discover came from Liverpool.

İkmen took Riley’s outstretched hand and shook it. The Englishman smiled. He was, İkmen felt, probably about forty. Tall and thin, he wore a loose, rather cheap-looking suit and had the slightly rough voice of a smoker. The only really remarkable thing about him was his vast shock of white-blond hair which made his head look not unlike a particularly untidy hyacinth.

‘Pleased to meet you, Inspector,’ İkmen replied.

Ardıç grunted and sat down in Ayşe Farsakoğlu’s seat. ‘Your sergeant won’t be disturbing us and nor will anyone else,’ he said in Turkish as Ayşe’s seat groaned in protest beneath his vast backside. İkmen walked round to his own chair and sat down too. It felt a little strange to be back, but to be back with Ardıç sitting in his office and this foreigner somehow on the scene too . . .

‘Inspector İkmen,’ Riley said, ‘I’ve come all the way from London because we in the Met – that is the Metropolitan Police,’ he smiled, ‘we’re currently involved in an investigation in north London into similar operations to your recent find here in İstanbul, involving counterfeit goods.’

‘It is the mayor of London, is it not, Inspector Riley?’ Ardıç said in English. ‘He has a, what do you say, a fight against counterfeit things in London.’

‘Our new mayor is very keen to deal with the gangs who produce fake goods in London,’ Riley said to İkmen. ‘It’s run on slave labour—’

‘As everywhere,’ İkmen said. ‘What we found in Tarlabaşı was not unusual, Inspector.’

‘With the exception of the man who blew himself up,’ Riley said. ‘Not that that in itself is of interest to me.’

İkmen took his cigarettes out of his jacket pocket and offered them to Riley. The Englishman put out his hand to take one, but he looked surprised nonetheless. ‘We can?’

‘Soon it will not be possible to smoke in buildings,’ Ardıç said as he reflexively touched the full cigar case in his trouser pocket. ‘The government now, they don’t like it. But for now . . .’ He shrugged. ‘İkmen always smoke. Please, Inspector Riley, do what will make you happy.’

With somewhat tentative fingers, Riley took hold of one of İkmen’s Maltepe cigarettes and then allowed the Turk to light it for him. The strength of the cigarette caught him unawares and made him cough. Neither of the Turks seemed to think this was unusual and İkmen just waited until the coughing had ceased before he said, ‘So what is of interest to you, Inspector?’

After swallowing hard, Riley said, ‘A small fragment of a London Underground map was recovered from the scene of the explosion in the factory that you uncovered.’

İkmen hadn’t been told this fact and it made him raise an eyebrow.

‘Why it was pinned to the wall of the factory in the district of Tar . . . er, Tarl . . .’

‘Tarlabaşı,’ İkmen put in.

‘Tarlabaşı, we don’t know and neither do you,’ Riley said. ‘But in the light of the bombings on the London Underground in two thousand and five, it bothers me and my colleagues. What were those people, who were basically running illegal migrants and dodgy handbags in İstanbul, doing with a London Underground map?’

‘Maybe they use the underground to distribute their products around London,’ İkmen said.

Riley shrugged. ‘It’s unlikely. People don’t transport large quantities of things on the tube, Inspector.’ Riley leaned across İkmen’s desk, his face very serious. ‘Inspector İkmen, the man who blew himself up in Tarlabaşı did so with the words “Allahu Akbar” on his lips. Now I don’t know if you are a religious man or not . . .’

Ardıç barely suppressed a snort of derision.

‘I am not a religious man, Inspector,’ İkmen said. ‘And I can completely understand that you would immediately connect that statement and the act that followed it with Islamic fundamentalism. I do myself. But the fact is, sir, we don’t know who the dead boy Tariq was or whether he was acting for an organisation or alone. According to our pathologist, he was a very sick boy. He had tuberculosis and was probably terminally ill. We are not in a position to say whether the boy was a fundamentalist or not. As far as we are concerned, he was part of an illegal counterfeit organisation that uses migrant workers who sometimes die in the hands of these people. We have some names, as I am sure the commissioner has told you . . .’

‘Ahmet Ülker was the one that really struck us in the Met,’ Riley said.

This was a name that İkmen knew. Süleyman had told him about Ülker. He was apparently the current landlord of the Tarlabaşı factory. But it seemed Mr Ülker had some interests abroad as well.

‘An Ahmet Ülker owns and runs a couple of handbag factories we’re watching in north London,’ Riley said. ‘He has dual Turkish/UK nationality on account of being married to a British woman. But he was born here in Turkey and we in the Met think it’s too much of a coincidence that one Mr Ahmet Ülker should be running knock-off factories in London and an entirely different character of the same name doing it here.’

‘I see.’

‘Ahmet Ülker, according to the electoral register, lives in a one-bedroom flat in Dalston. This is not one of the better parts of London and the street he lives on is frankly a bit rough. His wife, however, is registered to a mansion on The Bishops Avenue in East Finchley. This is one of the best addresses in the city where houses can cost millions. Now Mrs Ülker, or Maxine Lee as she was before she married, does not come from money,’ Riley said. ‘Her folk were gypsies from down in Kent. When Ülker met Maxine she was working as a lap dancer in a dirty little club in Hackney. There’s no way Maxine could have purchased that house in East Finchley. But we know that Ahmet is making a bundle out of his two factories in Hackney Wick. With nice little sidelines in legitimate production and retail as well as illegal people-trafficking and prostitution, he doesn’t have to worry about how he might pay his bills.’

‘But if you know so much about this man, why haven’t you arrested him?’ İkmen said.
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