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‘I’m not sure that I should be here with him,’ the prettier of the two girls whispered nervously.

Her friend, accustomed to these – to her – fussy little strictures, said, ‘It’s only Ferhat.’

They both turned to look at a young man in uniform shining a pencil torch up at the ceiling.

‘Mum wouldn’t have let me come out here without him,’ the second girl said. ‘Anyone could be lurking out in a place like this.’

‘Yes, but Hande, he’s also a jandarma. My mum would go mad . . .’

‘Ferhat is my cousin, Türkân,’ Hande said firmly. ‘He wouldn’t do anything to either of us. He is an honourable boy.’

Türkân hung her brightly headscarved head just a little and murmured, ‘I’m sorry.’

‘It’s OK,’ her uncovered friend replied, kindly. ‘I’m not trying to make you do anything against Islam, Türkân, honestly. But if we want to come out here, we do have to be safe, don’t we?’

‘Yes.’

‘Hey, come over and look at this,’ Ferhat said as he shone his torch down into what looked like a deep, black hole.

The two girls walked across the uneven surface of the floor and joined him.

‘What is it?’ Hande asked, placing, just lightly, one hand on her cousin’s arm.

‘I think it might be a fresco,’ Ferhat said. ‘Even now people are still discovering new ones in these things.’

‘How busy those old Christians must have been!’ Hande said.

Ferhat laughed, ‘Busy Christians!’ he said. ‘Just like Mr Dimitri. Do you remember him, Hande? The old Greek who ran the flower shop at the end of my road? Working day and night, all hours.’

‘Oh, yes,’ Hande said, her eyes lighting with excitement as she did so. ‘He always had the most beautiful blooms, didn’t he?’

‘Yes.’

‘Always such pretty flowers in İstanbul.’

And then for a moment they both became quiet, seemingly lost in their thoughts and memories. Hande and her family had moved from İstanbul to the small Cappadocian village of Muratpaşa just over a year before. Her father, who was an equestrian trainer for the police, had been sent to the area to take charge of a new facility just outside the regional capital of Nevşehir. He was very happy with all his new horses, his eager, if raw, recruits, and his man’s world of flying gallops, football talk and rakı. Hande and her mother were, however, another matter. Unaccustomed to the restrictions of village life they both missed the glittering shops of İstanbul, the music in the streets and the easy access the city affords to entertainment. Until Ferhat had, quite coincidentally, been posted to the local gendarmerie, both Hande and her mother had felt more at home with the tourists who came to the area to see the weird, lunar landscape that Cappadocia is famous for than they did with the ‘locals’. Türkân was a good friend and the only girl Hande could really relate to at High School, but she was very, very different to herself, as this current trip out was demonstrating. Türkân, though interested in the frescos that Ferhat was pointing out, was neither comfortable with him nor with the ancient Christian paintings he was looking at.

‘I think I’ll go outside and see if it’s raining,’ Türkân said.

‘If you want to,’ Hande replied. ‘But do be careful, won’t you? You don’t want to fall over and hurt yourself all the way out here.’

Türkân smiled. How nervous Hande was of the countryside! ‘It’s OK,’ she said. ‘I know the chimneys and they know me.’

And then she walked out through the rough-hewn doorway and made her way outside. This left Hande and Ferhat alone in a natural geological structure known locally as a Fairy Chimney. Made of a volcanic substance called tufa, the chimneys were conical structures that over the thousands of years of their existence had provided shelter and places of work and worship for the local inhabitants. There were, as Hande and Ferhat had discovered since they had moved into the area, tens of thousands of these things, many of which were decorated with frescos and carvings.

After they’d stared at the fresco, which featured indistinct figures weathered by time, Ferhat and Hande decided to go a little deeper into this cluster of chimneys through a small tunnel off to the left.

‘Don’t you think we should tell Türkân what we’re doing?’ Hande said as she nevertheless allowed her cousin to pull her along after him.

‘We’ll only be a minute,’ Ferhat said. ‘She can wait that long, can’t she?’

He wasn’t really taken with any of the locals, male or female. A lot of them were religious, which Ferhat wasn’t, and those that weren’t seemed to him to be interested in little beyond making quick money. Some of them were decidedly odd, too, something his friend and fellow jandarma, Abdulhamid, said was due to ‘inbreeding’. ‘You get that in villages,’ Abdulhamid, who was from İzmir, had said. ‘Family relationships that are far too close, if you know what I mean. And here with all of these penises around . . .’ All of the young jandarma had laughed at that. The locals may well call them ‘Fairy Chimneys’, but everyone knew what they REALLY looked like, including young high school girls like Hande and Türkân.

Once through the tunnel, what Ferhat and Hande found themselves in wasn’t actually another chimney, but a cave in the side of the escarpment behind the cluster of chimneys. It was very dark and smelt rather more earthy than the volcanic tufa had done. Ferhat switched on his torch once again and quickly flashed its beam around what appeared to be a considerable space.

‘I expect these caves go on for kilometres,’ he said. ‘You know, back into the escarpment.’

‘It doesn’t smell very nice in here,’ Hande said as she wrinkled up her nose at the rich smell of damp and rot. ‘I think that we should go back for Türkân now.’

‘I thought we were meant to be exploring,’ Ferhat said. ‘Just because she thinks I’m going to touch her or something . . .’

‘Ferhat!’

‘Well,’ he said as he hunkered down and then shone the torch into yet another, even smaller, tunnel into the ground, ‘I’m sorry, Hande, but this place does make me tired. Everyone looks at us as if we’re some kind of threat. Even the tourists give us a wide berth! The gendarmerie is here for their benefit as much as anyone else’s.’ And then, almost folding himself in half, Ferhat slipped into the tunnel and disappeared.

‘Ferhat!’

‘It’s all right,’ she heard him say through the almost total darkness. ‘I’ll just be one minute.’

‘But it’s dark!’ Hande cried. ‘Don’t leave me!’

‘I’ll be just one minute!’ she heard his disgruntled and muffled voice pour through the rock. ‘It won’t kill you just to wait for a minute.’

Hande thought about trying to find somewhere to sit down but then thought better of it. This cave stank and who knew what ‘things’ or creatures it might have within its walls? Local people and even some of the jandarma told stories about bats and wolves living in the far-flung valleys of chimneys, like this one. Then, of course, there were supernatural stories, too – about malignant peris and djinn waiting in dark places to rob men and women of their souls. It was all rubbish of course, but as ‘a minute’ turned into several minutes, Hande began to feel an irrational panic settling on to her chest.

‘Ferhat?’ she said, quietly at first, and then, when he didn’t answer, with more force, ‘Ferhat!’

But neither sound nor light came from the small tunnel that Hande could no longer actually see. What was going on? She hadn’t heard any noise from where Ferhat had gone and so she couldn’t imagine that he had fallen over or anything like that. Had he, perhaps, gone off somewhere else? He’d said that he wouldn’t do that, but maybe if he’d found something, another tunnel, maybe that really interested him . . .

‘Ferhat!’ She was getting a little angry now and it showed in her voice. ‘Ferhat, I’m all alone here, in the dark!’

But when that didn’t appear to elicit any response, Hande wondered whether she should try to find the way they’d come into this cave and go outside to join Türkân. But she could no more find that tunnel than the one that Ferhat had slithered down and so, more out of frustration than anything else, Hande began to cry. She was, after all, only thirteen years old, little more than a child, really – even though the city-bred Hande would rather have died than admit it. If Ferhat did ever turn up again and he told anyone about it, she would just deny that she’d cried at all. İstanbul girls did not, after all, do such things.

‘Hande!’

The torch caught the tears on her cheeks before she could even think of wiping them away. Not that it mattered much because Ferhat was back now and, suddenly, that was all that she cared about.

‘Hande,’ he said breathlessly, ‘we have to get back to the gendarmerie.’

There was something different about her cousin that went beyond the sudden paleness of his skin.

‘Ferhat?’

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her after him with what seemed to Hande to be tremendous urgency.

‘Ferhat, what is it? What . . .’

But he didn’t speak again except, when they got outside, to tell Türkân to come with them. It was raining a little bit now and so it would have seemed more sensible, to the girls at least, to shelter amongst the chimneys until the weather cleared up. But Ferhat wanted them all to go back to the jeep and quickly.

‘Come on! Come on!’ he said to the girls as they struggled to keep up with him. Rocky, uneven ground like the terrain around the chimneys isn’t kind to ordinary, non-military shoes and so Hande and Türkân were at a distinct disadvantage when it came to following Ferhat.

‘What’s the matter with him?’ Türkân asked as she and Hande watched Ferhat race down a slope towards his waiting jeep.

‘I don’t know,’ Hande said. ‘It’s almost as if something in that cave frightened him.’

By the time the girls reached the jeep, Ferhat was already on the radio.

‘Captain Göktaş?’ he was saying and then he followed this with, ‘Yes, sir . . . I’ve found a dead body, sir . . .’

Türkân and Hande looked at each other with big, frightened eyes.

‘In a cave at the northern end of the Valley of the Saints,’ Ferhat continued.

‘Ferhat . . .’

He held up a hand to silence his cousin and then spoke again into the radio. ‘Well, neither, really, sir . . . No, it’s old but it isn’t a skeleton. I think it’s a, well it’s sort of a mummy, I suppose, sir.’

A mummy? In that cave Ferhat had slipped into, the one next door to the cave where she had stood alone in darkness for all that time? Hande first put one fist up to her mouth and then buried her head in the folds of Türkân’s headscarf. Türkân looked at Ferhat, at the fear she could now see in his eyes, and then gently stroked her friend’s hair.

Something unpleasant had come to pass in the land of the Fairy Chimneys and for once Hande, the city girl, was a lot more frightened than Türkân. After all, as any Cappadocian will tell you, out amongst the chimneys anything is possible.


Chapter 1



It was one of those rare autumn days in İstanbul when the sun is hot enough to allow people to sit comfortably outside. Provided one goes to one of the old imperial parks or has a balcony or garden to sit in, days like this can be extremely pleasant. Indeed, one such private garden attached to a rather down-at-heel Ottoman house in the Bosphorus village of Arnavautköy rang to the sound of the companionable chatter of men, if not at peace with the world, at least getting along with it. Watched by a much older, elegant man sitting at a table, two attractive men in their forties were slouching in garden loungers, talking. The taller and more striking of the two was wearing swimming trunks and smoking a cigarette.

‘Well, look, if you want to go out to a club, then you go,’ he said to the other man who was slightly older and much more amused.

‘Mehmet, you haven’t been out for, how long?’

‘I don’t know, I don’t think about such things,’ Mehmet replied a trifle tetchily.

‘Murad is only thinking of your happiness, Mehmet,’ the elderly man at the table put in. ‘It isn’t right that you should be so lonely at your age.’

‘Father, I am not lonely,’ Mehmet said as he shot an arrogant glance across at Murad. ‘But if my brother wants to go to clubs and probably make an idiot of himself with women half his age then that is his affair.’ He stubbed his cigarette out in his ashtray and then immediately lit another.

Muhammed Süleyman looked upon all of this with gently amused eyes. Both of his boys were currently without a wife and, he felt, quite unhappy too. But Murad, his eldest, was at least admitting it. A widower since the terrible earthquake of 1999, Murad had sole custody of his daughter Edibe and was very happy with that. But he recognised that now, four years on from that event, he needed something more than work and fatherhood in his life. Mehmet, on the other hand, had thrown himself into his work as a senior police officer as never before. Separated from his wife for a year, he still loved her and the small son he was forced to spend most of his time away from. Mehmet was, his father felt, a deeply unhappy man, now quite incapable, for most of the time, of enjoying himself. That both of his boys had come home to live wasn’t ideal either, mainly because their mother, who was mercifully out shopping now, nagged them about everything from remarrying to their choice of bread. Poor boys, Muhammed Süleyman thought sadly, it shouldn’t have been this way for you.

‘So how are you getting on with this new sergeant of yours?’ Murad said brightly. It was always better to change the subject when Mehmet was being moody and his work was generally a pretty safe topic of conversation.

‘İzzet Melik is an insufferable peasant!’ Mehmet snapped.

‘Ah, now come along, child,’ his father put in, ‘there is no class in modern Turkey. I know that we, our family, are of the old order . . .’

‘I was speaking psychologically, Father,’ Mehmet said. ‘İzzet’s people are probably far better off than ourselves. They’re middle-class İzmir folk. But the man is coarse, devoid of taste, and I don’t like the way he treats our female officers. It’s crude and offensive. My dislike of him has nothing to do with what we are, or were.’

Until what was left of the Ottoman Empire became the Turkish Republic in 1923, the Süleyman family had been extremely wealthy. Related by marriage to several Sultans, the family had once owned property on the Bosphorus, which had only, finally, been sold when Mehmet was a child. Muhammed’s father had actually been a prince and there were still some, generally elderly, people, who insisted upon referring to the older Süleyman by the princely title of ‘Effendi’.

‘It’s a pity that İsak left,’ the old man said. ‘He was a nice lad, you seemed settled with him.’

‘Yes . . .’

It had now been almost a year since Sergeant İsak Çöktin had resigned from the İstanbul police force. A follower of the native Kurdish religion of the Yezidi, İsak had felt unable to continue with his duties when his private and professional lives had come into almost disastrous conflict the previous year. Since then Inspector Mehmet Süleyman had suffered first one young woman who couldn’t get on with what his department did and now İzzet. But then working in homicide was not, as Mehmet would have been the first to admit, for everyone. As the man who had been his own boss many years before, Inspector Çetin İkmen, was fond of saying, murder can be performed in any sick and foul way one cares to imagine and many that one cannot. Bringing those who engage in it to justice is not a task lightly done.

‘But then maybe what we’re doing at the moment isn’t stretching İzzet to his full potential,’ Mehmet said. ‘Who knows what he’s really like under pressure?’

What they were currently engaged in was not actually a homicide investigation. Someone, as yet unknown, had been first peeping in to rooms occupied by young, unmarried men and then, later, this had escalated to sexual assault. Nobody had been killed yet, but as Mehmet Süleyman knew from experience, these situations did tend to progress and the assailant, a large man by all accounts, was apparently armed. In addition, the victim of a male rape was currently so traumatised that his psychiatrist had put him on suicide watch. It was, as his wife would have said in her native English language, ‘all going to come on top’ very soon.

Muhammed Süleyman fitted a cigarette into his silver holder and waited for one of his sons to provide him with a light. It was one of the few vestiges that remained from the old man’s servant-crowded past and so his sons generally indulged this small peccadillo without complaint. Murad got up and lit it for him just as they heard the front door bell ring.

‘I’ll get it,’ he said as he looked at his elegantly unmoving father and barely clad brother.

‘If it’s your Uncle Beyazıt, come and warn us, won’t you?’ Muhammed said to Murad. ‘You know how he is and if he sees us smoking in the hours of daylight . . .’

‘He’s still very strict about Ramazan?’

‘My brother is still very strict about everything,’ Muhammed said gloomily. ‘But then I can remember when you were a good Muslim too, Mehmet. Not too many years ago.’

‘When grandfather was still alive, yes,’ Mehmet replied with a sigh.

When Murad had gone, the old man turned to his younger son and said, ‘You know you should go out with your brother once in a while, Mehmet, if only to indulge him.’

‘I know.’ Mehmet first sighed and then leaned back into his lounger.

‘And anyway you wouldn’t make fools of yourselves, if that’s what you think,’ said Muhammed, smiling now, and adjusting his tie around his thin old neck until it felt just perfect. ‘You are both stunning men. You are handsome, cultured and kind. You are my sons.’

Mehmet, amused, took off his sunglasses and looked at the old man with a twinkle in his eye. ‘Yes, Father, of course.’

‘Good.’

The sound of more than one set of footsteps emanating from the house caused Mehmet to look around for something to cover himself up with. However, before he could find anything, he found himself suddenly with his arms around what appeared to be a small human rocket.

‘Daddy!’

‘Yusuf!’

He was only two and a half but already he could run like a wild animal. Mehmet folded his arms around the child and covered him in kisses. Only when Murad cleared his throat did Mehmet look up to see his wife staring down at him.

‘We were passing,’ she said. ‘I thought it would be nice.’

‘Well, yes, thank you.’

His wife then walked over to his father and, taking one of his hands in hers, kissed it and said, ‘Muhammed Bey.’

‘Zelfa, dear, how nice it is to see you,’ the old man said. ‘I trust your charming father is well?’

‘Yes, he is, thank you.’ And then she walked back over towards her son.

Mehmet straightened up a little and after planting a few more kisses on his son’s face, he looked at his wife who, he suddenly realised, had lost a considerable amount of weight. Somewhat older than him anyway, it made her look a little haggard. He automatically frowned with concern.

‘What is it?’ she asked as she too frowned at him.

‘Oh, nothing,’ he smiled. ‘How are you?’

‘Would you like some tea, Zelfa?’ Murad asked before she could even begin to reply to Mehmet’s question. Turkish hospitality must, after all, be performed before anything else. ‘Assuming you’re not keeping Ramazan, that is . . . ?’

‘No, no I’m not. And yes, thank you, Murad, tea would be nice.’

‘Father?’

‘Oh, yes, Murad, tea would be . . .’

‘No, I mean would you like to come indoors and help me?’ Murad said as he attempted to indicate with his eyes that his brother and his family should be left in peace.

‘Oh, yes, right . . .’

After they had gone, Mehmet put his son down on to the grass. The youngster had a passion for the family cat Aslan who would let Yusuf do just about anything he wanted with him. He then offered Zelfa Murad’s lounger and then leaned back and looked up at the sun.

Zelfa, whose mother had been Irish, came straight to the point. Speaking in English, she said, ‘I think we should get a divorce. I think we should discuss it.’

Mehmet turned to look at her, suddenly both hurt and humiliated. It came out as anger. ‘Is there someone else?’ he said. ‘Is that what the weight loss is about?’

‘No!’ she said, her face red with anger. ‘Christ, Mehmet, can you be any more chauvinistic or what!’

‘Well . . .’

‘I’ve lost weight because I’ve been under pressure at work and because I’ve been smoking like a trooper,’ she said and then, as if to prove her point, she dug into her handbag for a cigarette. ‘Dad’s going to be out of town this week and so I thought that, if it’s convenient for you, you could come over and we could talk about it one evening.’

‘What about him?’ Mehmet said as he tipped his head towards the child throwing a ball for the cat in the flower beds.

‘I thought that maybe you’d like to put him to bed and then we’d talk.’

Mehmet shrugged. ‘If that’s what you want.’

He could be such an arrogant bastard! And yet it had been Mehmet who had provoked this situation, Mehmet who’d gone off and screwed with a whore, been unfaithful to her! And yet, in spite of it all, Zelfa, who was after all a psychiatrist by profession, knew that she didn’t really want to divorce him at all. What she really wanted, right at that moment, was to lick every centimetre of his body.

‘I can’t go back, in my mind,’ Zelfa said. ‘I can’t trust you. And if I can’t do that, what’s the point?’

He first sighed, lit a cigarette, and then said, ‘Is Wednesday convenient for you?’

‘Wednesday’s fine.’

‘OK.’

And then he turned away to watch his son play with his cat and nothing more was said.

Later, when Zelfa and Yusuf had left, Mehmet told his brother that he thought the idea of going out to a club was an excellent one.

Menşure Tokatlı was not a woman to be trifled with. A soberly dressed old republican-style spinster, she was also the daughter of the late Faruk Tokatlı who had been something ‘big’ in the early tourist industry. Faruk, it was said, had been responsible for pushing tourism out into some of the more remote valleys as well as constructing several pansiyons and one hotel from existing fairy chimneys in Muratpaşa. Now Menşure, fifty-something and very determined, was in charge of the lot. Captain Salman of the Nevşehir police riding centre was openly afraid of her.

‘It’s about your daughter, Hande,’ she said without preamble as she accosted the captain outside the Fairy Chimneys Carpet Emporium.

Captain Salman dropped what was left of his cigarette to the ground and very quickly brought one hand up to his cap in salute. ‘Menşure Hanım.’

‘She was with the boy, wasn’t she, her cousin, when he discovered the body out in the Valley of the Saints?’

‘Yes, Hanım, unfortunately . . .’

‘Well, what I want to know is whether she saw it at all. They’re not telling us whether it’s male or female and I really . . .’

‘Hanım, I think that you probably need to talk to the jandarma . . .’

‘I’ve tried that,’ the woman replied tetchily, ‘but they’re as obtuse as they can be. No, Captain, I need to get my information elsewhere, which is why I thought of Hande, or indeed yourself, because presumably as her father you will know what she knows.’

‘Yes.’ Captain Salman rocked backwards and forwards on the heels of his very shiny riding boots. ‘Hanım, why, may I ask, is this of interest to you?’

‘It isn’t,’ Menşure responded simply. ‘But a member of my family may have an interest and if he does, it is important that he gets here and away as quickly as possible. I can’t afford to have him around for too long during Ramazan.’

‘Why is that?’ Captain Salman asked. ‘Is he foreign or . . .’

‘No, he’s from İstanbul where he smokes openly, as I see you do, in the day during Ramazan. But that is all right there, as you know. Here things are different and I really do not want him outraging my neighbours. You’d take note of that yourself if you have any sense. Now, Captain, can you help me or can’t you?’

‘Hanım, if I knew why your relative needs to know this . . .’

‘I can’t tell you that, Captain,’ Menşure said shortly. ‘That’s his business. But if I tell you his name then, as an İstanbul police officer yourself, maybe that will change things?’

Captain Salman frowned. She was, it seemed, trying to dazzle him with ‘big’ names. Who was it to be? The Commissioner? The Director himself, maybe? Captain Salman’s mind went, temporarily, wild with possibilities.

‘Well, Hanım,’ he said, ‘you can try.’

And so she told him the name; Captain Salman smiled very broadly and then immediately told her what she wanted to know.

‘Oh, he’s such a big boy! He’s such a hero!’

Strangely, when his pretty young mother considered how high in the air he was, little baby Timur was nowhere near to tears. But then he was in the hands of his grandfather who, whenever the baby was near to him, assumed the consistency of jelly and an IQ of 20.

‘Dad, you’ll make him dizzy,’ Hulya said as she watched her father, Çetin İkmen, dance around the room with her infant.

‘No, no, he’s fine, aren’t you, my little pigeon?’ Çetin İkmen said, more to the baby than to his daughter. Little Timur just gurgled.

An older, plumper woman with her hair pulled behind her ears by a headscarf came into the room and tutted, albeit good- naturedly, at what she saw.

‘I don’t know who is the more childlike, the baby or your father,’ Fatma İkmen said to her daughter.

‘I think it’s Dad,’ Hulya said with a smile.

‘I think you’re right.’

Both of the women laughed, mainly because seeing the middle-aged Çetin İkmen so besotted was very amusing. He and Fatma had raised nine children of their own, but Timur was the first grandchild, named for Çetin’s own father, and therefore very special indeed.

‘Berekiah’s father isn’t quite as silly as Dad, but he has revealed a softer side in the weeks since we’ve had Timur,’ Hulya said referring to the father of her husband with whom the couple and their baby currently resided. ‘But then he isn’t well, is he?’

‘Mmm, Allah tests us all,’ Fatma said. She didn’t find it easy feeling sorry for her daughter’s father-in-law, Balthazar Cohen. Although he had never risen through the ranks of the police as Çetin had done, Balthazar had been far more successful with women. In fact, for years he had made his wife’s, Fatma’s friend Estelle, life a misery. But all of that had stopped in the wake of the great earthquake of 1999 when Balthazar, trapped under the apartment building of his latest mistress, had lost both his legs. And now his son Berekiah had married outside the Jewish faith and Balthazar’s grandson was to be a Muslim. Allah was, Fatma thought again, really testing Balthazar Cohen. But then the phone rang in the hall and Fatma left the room to answer it.

Once she had gone, Hulya said, ‘So, Dad, are you busy?’

Inspector Çetin İkmen hugged the small baby to his thin chest and said, ‘Not really. I suppose I should be glad, no one’s killing anyone. I’m helping Mehmet Süleyman out with something, but . . . He’s got another new deputy who may or may not work out.’ And then he changed the subject. ‘How is your house coming on?’

‘Oh, slowly.’ Hulya sighed. One of Berekiah’s uncles had bought them a house up in the old Greek quarter of Fener on the Golden Horn. Almost derelict, the place needed a lot of work, which was what Hulya’s husband was spending so much time doing.

‘Too slowly, eh?’ İkmen asked, knowing what the answer would be.

‘Yes.’

Balthazar Cohen, as well as being very ill, was also very difficult to live with. He didn’t like the fact that his grandson was to be brought up a Muslim and he didn’t like the fact that his own sexual adventures were at an end. İkmen himself wasn’t crazy about any of his relatives having any sort of contact with religion – he couldn’t understand why his wife insisted on keeping the fast during Ramazan – but, like the rational secularist he was, he just lived with it.

‘Çetin, it’s your cousin Menşure,’ Fatma said as she came back into the room and took the baby from her husband’s arms.

‘For me?’

‘Well, of course for you,’ Fatma said.

İkmen picked up his ever-present packet of Maltepe cigar-ettes and a lighter from the coffee table and went out to the hall.

‘Is cousin Menşure the one who owns all of those fairy chimneys in Göreme?’ Hulya asked, once her father had left the room.

‘She owns fairy chimneys, but not in Göreme, in Muratpaşa, which is much smaller,’ her mother corrected. ‘Her father, Uncle Faruk, married your grandfather Timur’s sister, Şerefe. They were both very business-minded, made a lot of money. Menşure owns pansiyons and tour companies and lots of things. She never married. I wonder what she wants with your father?’

They both sat in silence until İkmen, puffing hard on a Maltepe, came back into the living room.

‘Fatma,’ he said as he braced himself against the side of a very old and threadbare settee, ‘how would you feel about my spending some time in Muratpaşa?’

‘Why? Has Menşure asked you to go for a little working holiday?’ Fatma said with more than a touch of acid in her voice. Apart from Çetin’s brother Halıl, his wider family rarely made contact. When they did, however, it was usually because they wanted something from him – generally time or information. Fatma rarely saw her hard-pressed husband herself and was, as a consequence, unamused by his seeming desire to go off into the wilds of Cappadocia.

‘No,’ İkmen replied evenly, ‘not exactly. Menşure has a few problems . . .’

‘So why don’t you and Mum go for a holiday together,’ Hulya said excitedly. ‘Berekiah and I could come and look after Gül and Kemal. You’d have a great time!’

‘Well . . .’

‘I think that your father would prefer to go to Cappadocia alone,’ Fatma said. ‘I expect this is business, or rather . . .’

‘No, well, it . . .’

‘Well? What?’

İkmen swallowed hard and then puffed furiously on his cigarette before saying, ‘It’s . . . well, yes, it is also a professional matter, Fatma. They’ve found a body . . .’

‘Oh, so the local jandarma call you in, of course, Çetin,’ she said with a huge ladle of irony in her voice. ‘They can’t possibly manage without you!’

‘Fatma, it’s an old body,’ he said. ‘It could be someone that I knew.’

‘From your many holidays with Auntie Şerefe. How many times was it, two? Or did your brother go twice and . . .’

‘If I can take a week’s leave then I’m going!’ İkmen said as he raised one silencing hand up in the air. ‘It’s just something that I have to do!’

And then he walked out on to the balcony, pausing only to coo at little Timur for a few seconds as he went.

Once he had gone, Hulya reached out to her mother and said, ‘Don’t worry, Mum, Dad won’t do anything bad, he isn’t like that. I’m sure it’s all right.’

‘Oh, so am I,’ her mother said as she briefly dabbed her eyes with one corner of her headscarf. She was crying with frustration and anger as opposed to actual upset. ‘Cousin Menşure has all the appeal of a bundle of twigs. No, I just worry about your father getting into trouble. You know what he’s like when he becomes involved in something. Shooting his mouth off and upsetting people, putting himself in danger . . .’

‘Well, he’s always been like that . . .’

‘Yes, but not hundreds of kilometres away,’ Fatma said. ‘Not in a place where I can’t be with him when he wants me to be. People are very religious out in the villages, Allah alone knows how many ways your father will find to offend them! Drinking alcohol! Smoking in the street . . .’

Fatma shook her head with annoyance. Hulya did think that her father, once he had heard her mother’s raised voice, might come in to offer some words of reassurance. But he didn’t. He just stood out on the balcony looking across at the hazy sunset that was now falling across the great Sultan Ahmet mosque. Soon the faithful would be called to prayer and night, thankfully, for Çetin İkmen, would swallow what had, until only a few minutes before, been a very good day.


Chapter 2



Abdullah didn’t like the new ‘bedroom’ his father had constructed for him. It was on the sixth floor and after a hard day at college the last thing he wanted to do was drag his big bag of books up six flights of stairs.

‘But you can’t expect the tourists to climb to such heights,’ his father, Selcuk Bey, had said when Abdullah had suggested that perhaps some of the Emperor Justinian Pansiyon’s guests might like to take advantage of the wonderful city and waterway views he now enjoyed.

‘Dad, they all sit out on the terrace above my room every evening!’ Abdullah replied.

‘Ah, but they choose to do that, don’t they?’ his father said triumphantly. ‘They don’t have to worry about carrying bags up there.’

‘But the staff carry them for them . . .’

‘I have a pansiyon two storeys higher than that bastard next door, so my guests have the best views!’ his father raged. ‘You stay in that room and tell me the minute Ali damn Serpil starts building some awful shack on what he calls his terrace! I will be down to the Belediye before you can even cough!’

If only it had ONLY been the pansiyon next door with which Selcuk Aydın took issue. But as well as the Çinli Pansiyon next door there was also the Aya Sofya Guest House across the road and its attendant hotel, not to mention the great Four Seasons five star hotel at the top of the street. All of them, according to Selcuk Bey, were ‘far too tall and top-heavy for their foundations’. The fact that the Four Seasons was a sturdily built Ottoman building with a finely constructed terrace seemed to elude him. ‘My place is the only place that can take great height,’ he would say if challenged on the point. But other hotels and pansiyons in the historic Sultanahmet district of İstanbul begged to differ, and behind the Sultan Ahmet mosque particularly a war to ‘capture’ the best views for one’s tourists had been hotting up for some time. Abdullah with his heavy bag of books was only one of its victims.

But this particular day was a Sunday and so Abdullah had not been to college but had been helping his father and brothers out with the pansiyon and its guests. Consequently, and because he, like most of the observant during Ramazan, wanted to eat as much as he could before going to bed, Abdullah didn’t get up to his room until well gone midnight. So he was more than a little bit full when he did finally get into the shower and wash, but he went to bed quickly after that and fell asleep almost immediately.

What woke him wasn’t a sound, but a feeling. Something cold and hard was pressing against his ear. As the fog in his brain began to lift, he could see that it was still pitch dark outside. He could also feel that the cold thing signified more than just a draught from a rashly opened window. The man, it had to be a man after all, the papers had said it was a man, was on the bed with him, his knife pressed against the side of Abdullah’s ear.

‘Turn over,’ a strangely smooth voice ordered.

Abdullah knew instinctively what came next, and felt himself begin to sweat profusely.

‘No . . .’

Quite where he found the strength to say it, Abdullah didn’t know.

‘Are you rejecting me, you filthy little homo!’

‘Yes . . .’ His heart was pounding like a hammer now. Why had he said that, why? Far away on the New City side of İstanbul the lights of Tophane and Cihangir twinkled seductively in the blackness.

With what seemed to be a complete absence of effort, the man flicked Abdullah over on to his stomach and then made as if to position himself above him. There was no face on account of his wearing a ski mask, but that didn’t stop Abdullah from wanting to know who was about to rape him. Even through his fear he knew that he needed to know that at the very least. Using every last gram of his strength, Abdullah flung himself round on to his back and then pulled off the mask covering his assailant’s face.

The knife that had been in the attacker’s hand now found a new home in Abdullah Aydın’s chest.

‘So if I were to grant your application for leave, when would you want it to commence?’ the very stout man with the unlit cigar in his hand said to the cadaverous individual smoking a cigarette in front of him.

‘Tomorrow, sir,’ Çetin İkmen said and then added, ‘please.’

‘So on a Monday morning you come to me, with no preamble at all, and tell me that you wish to go off to Cappadocia . . .’

‘On personal, family business,’ İkmen cut in.

The large man, Commissioner Ardıç, İkmen’s superior, viewed him with reddened and unamused eyes.

‘I do have leave owing,’ İkmen continued, ‘I . . .’

‘You know that our peeper has now moved on from rape to attempted murder,’ Ardıç said gravely. ‘Süleyman and Melik are at the hospital with the victim now, for when he wakes up, if he wakes up. I’m surprised you didn’t know, İkmen. You’ve been giving Süleyman some assistance with this one, have you not?’

‘Yes, sir.’

Ardıç gestured expansively with his large, puffy hands. ‘So?’

‘So, what?’

‘So don’t you think that to just go off . . .’

‘Sir, this is urgent family business!’ İkmen pleaded. ‘If it wasn’t I wouldn’t dream of asking at such . . .’

‘Tell me something, İkmen,’ Ardıç said as he tapped his lifeless cigar fruitlessly against the side of his ashtray, ‘how are you going to get out to this village of Fairy Chimneys?’

‘Well, sir, there’s a bus that leaves at eight p.m., direct, getting in to Muratpaşa at around seven tomorrow morning.’

‘From which I may infer, I suppose, that you are already packed and the ticket has been purchased.’

İkmen lowered his head as if he were a naughty schoolboy. ‘Yes, sir.’

With a grunt reminiscent of that often heard on tennis courts, Ardıç pulled himself up by his desk and then moved rather painfully towards his open office window. Pigeons were feeding out on the small flat roof over the front office. Ardıç, with his ever-ready supply of bread and seeds, made sure that they always came to his window. ‘You know, İkmen,’ he said as he threw yet more scraps out on to the pitted and damp-stained flat roof, ‘a lot of people consider these birds to be vermin. My wife, for one. But I like them. They’re greedy, aggravating and totally ubiquitous. Such a drive towards survival can give one a glimmer of hope in this world of suicide bombings and idiotic wars.’

‘Yes, sir.’

First the World Trade Centre tragedy in New York and then the War that was supposed to be over, but wasn’t, in Iraq had changed Ardıç considerably. He could still, on occasion, explode with anger in just the same way he had done before these events, but in general, wild tantrums were now a thing of the past. Of course such events were kismet and had to be accepted as such, but Ardıç, good Muslim that he always tried to be, struggled sometimes now. Ramazan was hard this time around, hence the unlit cigar he clung to so fiercely.

‘How many children do you have, İkmen?’ He was still feeding the birds, his head out the window, talking to the blue, autumn sky.

‘Nine, sir. And one grandson.’

‘Don’t be offended, İkmen, but I have for some time seen you in very much the same light as these birds.’ He slowly moved his head back into his office and then sat down. ‘Survival. You just keep on producing, you are both admirable and ubiquitous. You don’t look too nice, but . . . Oh, go wherever it is you need to go. Family is important, family is a gift from Allah.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

He hadn’t doubted for a second that Ardıç would allow him to go. He had thought that he might have to argue it, but apparently, that wasn’t going to be necessary.

‘So I’ll just finish up . . .’

‘You’ll go and see Süleyman,’ Ardıç interrupted as he looked back, smiling, at the feeding birds once again. ‘He’s over at the Taksim Hospital, waiting. The boy, the peeper’s latest victim, is in a coma, I believe.’

İkmen, who had been slowly backing out of his boss’s office for some time, edged his way closer to the door. ‘Yes, sir.’

‘Oh and İkmen . . .’ Ardıç looked around suddenly and assumed a very serious expression.

‘Yes, sir?’

‘You know that the Fairy Chimneys don’t really look like fairy chimneys, don’t you?’

‘Um . . .’

İkmen couldn’t be at all certain what his boss was going to say now, but from the look on his large face it had to be something really quite serious.

‘They look like male members,’ Ardıç said with an utterly straight and unmoving face. ‘But you try to get a Cappadocian to admit to that! Pah!’

He waved one dismissive hand and then turned back towards the pigeons again. It took a lot of effort, but İkmen did manage to hold his laughter in until he got back to his own office – just.

It wasn’t really İzzet’s fault, Süleyman thought as he sat and watched the older man suck his own teeth in lieu of having a drink. That everything about İzzet irritated him, including his personal habits, was unfortunate but nobody was actually to blame. The way he spoke, moved, ate, and even smoked, grated on him. However, it was the one thing that Süleyman could, to some extent, control that really rankled more profoundly than anything else. His sergeant’s opinions and even some of his beliefs were, to Süleyman at least, beyond the pale.

‘They’ve got to be queer, this man’s victims,’ İzzet said as he sat with his superior outside Abdullah Aydın’s hospital room. ‘That kid in there, he has to be queer.’

Heroically squashing down an urge just to tell him to shut up, Süleyman said, ‘Why do you think that, Sergeant?’

‘Well, if some man tried to have sex with me, I’d fight to the death,’ İzzet responded passionately. As he spoke his eyes shone with an almost fanatical intensity.

‘Well, maybe Abdullah Aydın did just that,’ Süleyman said. ‘After all, he is fighting for his life in there.’

‘Maybe the peeper did him up the arse before he stabbed him . . .’

‘It’s unlikely,’ Süleyman said as evenly as he could in the face of such bald language. ‘If there had been any sort of penetration Mr Lewis would have heard something, wouldn’t he? After all he was alone up on the roof terrace and it was very late.’

‘Mmm.’

But İzzet was not, he knew, convinced. Even the peeper’s early victims, those he had just stared at and masturbated in front of, İzzet had treated with barely disguised contempt. George Lewis, the elderly New Zealander who had responded to young Aydın’s screams when he was stabbed, and who had probably saved Abdullah’s life, İzzet had dubbed an ‘old homo’ on account of his unmarried state. Not even the fact that Lewis was a widower could sway the sergeant from this seemingly intractable opinion.

‘You do know, İzzet, that this is not necessarily about sex, don’t you?’ Süleyman said.

İzzet wrinkled his already craggy brow. ‘How do you mean?’

How do you mean, SIR would have been nice, Süleyman felt, but decided to let it go. After all it was an idea he wanted this Neanderthal to consider now – accepted procedure would have to wait. ‘When one man forces himself on another man in a sexual act, he is exerting power over that individual,’ Süleyman said. ‘In exactly the same way as a man who rapes women is exerting his power over them, male on male rapists are making a statement about their feelings with regard to other men. Such men generally suffer feelings of inadequacy, of powerlessness within their own milieu, whatever that may be.’

‘Oh, bravo!’ a heavily smoke-stained voice said. ‘Psychology at its finest.’

Süleyman looked up to see the thin face of Çetin İkmen smiling down at him. He stood up and embraced the smaller man immediately.

‘This is a bad business, Inspector,’ İkmen said, mindful of the presence of İzzet Melik at his friend’s side.

‘Yes . . .’

‘But can’t this peeper,’ İzzet, obviously confused, put in, ‘can’t he just want to fuck them?’

‘Well, that too is possible,’ İkmen said with a smile. ‘But we have to look at every possibility and theory available to us, don’t we? But look, Sergeant, I need to speak to Inspector Süleyman alone for a moment, so if you could just go outside and have a smoke for a few minutes . . .’

‘Sir, it’s Ramazan, I . . .’

‘Oh, of course, of course. Well, look,’ İkmen said, ‘if you could just go and, I don’t know, look around at nurses or something . . .’

As soon as he saw İzzet’s sartorially inelegant form disappear down the corridor, İkmen came straight to the point.

‘I’ve got to go to Cappadocia,’ he said. ‘It’s possible the local jandarma have found Alison.’

‘Çetin . . .’

‘Look, I know that this peeper thing is very serious and that you’re not having the best of times with Sergeant Reactionary, but Mehmet, it’s Alison, you know. My and Max’s Alison.’

Süleyman looked into eyes that were close to tears, sighed, and then smiled. For his mentor to go away now was inconvenient to say the least, but if it was about Alison then Süleyman knew that he could hardly argue. Back in the 1970s İkmen had met and fallen in love with a young British backpacker called Alison. A married man with children even then, he’d never done anything about this infatuation, which never progressed beyond a kiss and yet his friend Max, an English teacher who had also been in love with Alison, had been very jealous. The girl had, apparently, preferred İkmen over her own countryman and it had wounded the Englishman badly. In fact, so badly that Max, who was a man fascinated by and gifted in the occult arts, had brooded on what he saw as İkmen’s betrayal for over twenty years. And when he finally arrived at a punishment he deemed suitable for the Turk, Max had pursued his chosen course with fanatical intensity. He had kidnapped İkmen’s daughter Çiçek whom he incorporated into a bizarre ritual designed, so Max maintained, to protect İstanbul against ‘dark forces’. Ultimately he had been unsuccessful in this aim and had subsequently died in what İkmen still felt were mysterious circumstances. The point was, and had always been for İkmen, that just after Alison left İstanbul to continue with her trek along the hippy trail, she had disappeared. The last sighting of her had been in August 1978 in Nevşehir, the regional capital of Cappadocia. Alison was and remained for him unfinished business. Although no longer in love with her, he still cared about what might have been her fate. Süleyman, who had also been instrumental in preventing Max Esterhazy from completing his twisted ritual, was one of the few people who knew about the Alison connection.

‘My cousin Menşure called to tell me that the local jandarma have found what they call a female “mummy” in one of the Fairy Chimneys,’ İkmen continued. ‘I don’t know any more about it than that. But just the possibility it might be her . . .’

‘Of course you have to go,’ Süleyman said firmly. ‘Has Ardıç given permission?’

‘Yes.’ İkmen looked down as if embarrassed. ‘I go tonight.’

‘I see. Does Fatma . . .’

‘No,’ İkmen frowned. He wasn’t accustomed to keeping things from his beloved Fatma, but in view of the subject matter he felt that it was for the best. ‘As far as she’s concerned there’s a body out there I might have some knowledge about – no names or anything. I also told her I’m going to help Menşure with some business problems too. Fatma either doesn’t remember or chooses not to think about the fact that Menşure is the very last person who would need help with anything. Her mother, Auntie Şerefe, was exactly the same, as strong and determined as a lion. But then I told Ardıç basically nothing, only you, my dear friend, know the whole truth.’

Süleyman placed a hand on his mentor’s shoulder. ‘I’m, as ever, honoured that you should trust me with this, Çetin.’

The older man shrugged. ‘You are my friend,’ he said simply. ‘I like working with you. I’m so sorry that I have to go. But I do have to.’

‘I understand.’

And then they embraced again before İkmen left. Alone, briefly, with just the sound of the monitors bleeping rhythmically from Abdullah Aydın’s room, Süleyman wondered whether the Cappadocian body was really this Alison or not. In addition he wondered what İkmen would do if it were not her and also what he would do if it were. Old infatuations and loves were very powerful things as he well knew. His trip out to a club with his brother had ended in his returning home almost as soon as he’d arrived. Somehow he just hadn’t been able to get his ex-wife’s face out of his mind.
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