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He could only stand. A slight bend of the knees was all he could do and if he leaned forward his head touched the wall. Just out of reach, on the dirt floor, was a candle. It was wide and tall and if he put his left leg too near it his trousers began to crackle. His chest felt as if it was enclosed in the coils of a snake. The air, stale and thick with dust, irritated his lungs, forcing him to breathe consciously against the pollutants as well as the embrace of the imaginary serpent. On a ledge, just beside his left arm, was a tall jug of water. Within his reach, it must have been put there for him and at first he appreciated it. His mouth was dry and the first sip tasted delicious. The second, bitter.

He forced himself to put the jug down. Why was the jug there, really? And what did it contain? If it was poison and he died, did it count as suicide if he hadn’t put it in the water himself? And if it was clean why had it been left there? To prolong his torment? To make him eke it out like a common prisoner? There was nowhere for him to pee except on the floor. He’d have to concentrate to get his arms down to unzip his fly. It wouldn’t be easy. He wanted to weep. But men didn’t.

‘Who is there?’ he called out. ‘Is anyone there?’

He hadn’t expected an answer and he didn’t get one.

The water shone in the candlelight. Entirely clear and pure. How could it be poisoned? Did he feel unwell? How could he tell? He was in a cavity about two metres tall by two metres long, the width he could only guess. Was it one metre or less? It meant he couldn’t sit unless he almost folded himself in half, or lay. When he thought about it, he could only just breathe. His heart began to pick up its beat and he prayed. Not properly because he couldn’t prostrate himself. Would God listen? Of course He would! Where had that thought come from? He always listened and provided.

Except maybe now? The thought had insinuated itself into his head almost before he’d noticed. Sin could be so easily fallen into. And he had just plummeted. Now he began to cry. There was fear. Doubt was a terrible sin and to sin meant that when death came he would not walk in the gardens of Paradise. He begged and begged for forgiveness, his voice slicing the silence, the power of his words causing the candle flame to gutter and twist. Afraid he’d blow it out by accident, he stopped. The flame became stable again and he prayed in his head.

God was listening and He did care. All his life he’d done exactly what those more educated in the words of the Koran had told him. Not one request had he ever denied. Bar that moment of doubt, his soul was pure. His mind said, And your body?

A noise came out of his mouth. Like a squeal. Then he began to shake. ‘Oh, God,’ he said. ‘Oh God!’

Hearing his own voice tremble was not a comfortable thing. He begged. ‘Please, please help me. I’ll never do it again. Never.’

And he waited and he waited. But no help came. He wanted and didn’t want water and the candle flame guttered again in time to his sobs. Still no relief came, no rest from the reality that he had been buried alive. Which he had been.


Chapter 1

‘Porphyry,’ Çetin İkmen said.

‘What?’ His colleague, a rotund Armenian pathologist, continued to look into the deceased’s eyes.

‘The piece of stone in her left hand,’ İkmen said. ‘It’s porphyry.’

‘Is it.’ The pathologist, Dr Arto Sarkissian, looked at İkmen. ‘Forgive me, I’m rather more concerned that this woman has not long given birth. I can’t get excited about stone.’

‘There’s no porphyry in here,’ İkmen said. To prove his point he flashed the light from his torch around the darkened space. He’d never been there before. Although less than five minutes from his apartment, the sphendone or curved back edge of İstanbul’s Hippodrome was unknown to him. Or rather the interior of the ancient monument was. Thousands of tourists explored what remained of the Byzantine structure above ground every day, but Inspector Çetin İkmen and his friend and colleague Arto Sarkissian were underground. In what remained of a ruined gallery they were where the charioteers used to robe before the Games commenced and where wild animals – lions, tigers and bears – would wait their turn to fight each other to the death for the entertainment of the baying crowd in the arena. It was a place already soaked in blood. Now it was absorbing some more.

‘There’s trauma to the back of the head,’ Arto said.

‘Was that why she died?’

‘I don’t know. Won’t know until I can examine her properly.’

It was impossible to stand up straight in that place. Earthquakes plus thousands of years had transformed what had been a double galleried Roman hippodrome into a crumbling, squashed wreck. The doctor could see that the woman was dead and even the non-medically trained police inspector could work out that the blood between her legs together with the severed umbilical cord meant that she’d given birth not long before. But beyond those facts, investigation became difficult.

İkmen looked around again. When he’d first seen the woman and realised she’d just had a baby he’d run, hunched up against the sagging galleries above, looking for it. But he’d soon come up against spaces so small not even he could squeeze through them. He’d also feared he’d get lost.

When he’d spoken to the two young men who had found the body – ‘urban explorers’ they’d called themselves – they’d told him they hadn’t seen or even heard any baby.

Bilal, the smaller of the two, had said, ‘We opened the door and there she was. Alone. We called you immediately.’

His friend, a lanky youngster in tight Lycra, said nothing.

Bilal had told İkmen that they’d got permission to go underneath the Hippodrome from the local authority, Fatih, as well as from the holders of the key to the monument, the Archaeological Museum. And to İkmen’s surprise there had only been one key required to open the small green door that led into the back of the ancient site. Heavy and clearly old, the urban explorers’ key looked like something that might unlock a castle. It was also identical to a key the dead woman held in her right hand.

‘It’s possible she’s only been dead for an hour,’ Arto said. ‘There’s no sign of rigor. Mind you, it’s hot in here.’

In spite of it being five o’clock in the morning, the city of İstanbul and especially the cramped cavities underneath the Hippodrome sweated in the heat. When summer arrived in the great metropolis on the Bosphorus it really made an impact.

A photographer, a man even portlier than the doctor, came through the small green door and looked at Sarkissian expectantly. Clearly he didn’t want to have to squash his considerable stomach by bending for too long. The Armenian said, ‘I want all the usual shots, Ali. Pay special attention to the head and the sexual organs.’

‘Yes, Doctor.’

Çetin İkmen had to get out. He couldn’t breathe and he was beginning to feel nauseous. Outside, a gaggle of uniformed officers stood with the awkward looking urban explorers. One of the constables offered İkmen a cigarette which he took and lit up.

‘Thank you, Yıldız,’ he said.

Constable Yıldız, a slim man in his mid-thirties, mumbled that it was nothing.

The sun, coming up over the Asian side of the city, sent a ray directly into İkmen’s face and he winced. Bastard! Not only had he been wrenched from his bed by death, now the sun had it in for him too. If he’d had four hours sleep before his mobile phone had clattered in his ear at four fifteen, he’d been lucky. And now he had a missing baby to worry about too. Had the child died with its mother or had someone taken the baby away? Arto said the woman had a head wound. Had someone hit her deliberately with child stealing in mind? And who had cut the woman’s umbilical cord? There had been no sign of a knife or scissors. There’d been no ID either. Women usually carried handbags, but this one hadn’t. Then again, she had been giving birth. But she’d done that wearing what had looked to İkmen like an ordinary summer dress.

‘God help me, I can’t stay in there any longer,’ Arto Sarkissian said. Getting out through the tiny green door had been a challenge and the Armenian’s face was red from exertion.

İkmen told one of his uniformed officers to share his bottle of water with the doctor.

‘Thank you.’ Arto Sarkissian shook his head. ‘What on earth was she doing giving birth in a place like that?’

İkmen shrugged. ‘How old do you reckon she was?’

‘Mid to late thirties.’ The doctor drank some more water and then splashed a handful over his face. ‘From her general condition and her clothes I’d say she was urban, educated, secular. This is no little country girl raped by her uncle. Which makes one wonder why she gave birth in a place like that.’

‘She had a key,’ İkmen said.

‘She did.’

İkmen tipped his head at the two urban explorers. ‘They got theirs from the Archaeological Museum. They hold some and so do the Municipality.’

‘So it’s fusty archaeologists and slimy local government officials for you then,’ Arto said.

‘Seems like it.’

İkmen always looked disappointed even when he wasn’t, and dealing with government either national or local always made him depressed. Politicians were evasive, even when they didn’t need to be. It was a habit they all got into as soon as they attained office. Maybe it was mandatory.

‘I’ll determine cause of death and hopefully a more precise time as soon as I can,’ Arto said.

İkmen nodded.

A van arrived containing five white-clad individuals. The forensic team would investigate the corpse and the site and take samples before the doctor would be able to take the dead woman to his laboratory. He walked over to liaise with the team leader leaving İkmen alone with his thoughts. It was always reassuring to work with his friend Arto Sarkissian. They’d known each other all their lives and each trusted the other completely. But if this woman’s death was a murder then someone was missing from İkmen’s team and he felt that lack like a knife to the soul. He looked up into the sky and wondered whether the religious people had something when they talked about souls and Paradise. And against every secular atom in his body he hoped that they had something because he didn’t want Ayşe Farsakoğlu to be nowhere.

Commissioner Hürrem Teker knew what they called her. She’d known the name they’d given her when she worked in Antep. The policemen of İstanbul were no less subtle. Whereas in Antep she’d been The Stormtrooper, in the city on the Bosphorus they called her The Iron Virgin. If only they knew.

Hürrem looked at the report of a suspicious death in Sultanahmet. A woman’s body had been discovered inside the back of the Hippodrome. She didn’t know it even had an inside. Çetin İkmen, one of her older and more interesting officers, was at the scene. Him, she liked. Life-scarred, cynical and given to some of the bad habits and addictions she had, İkmen was also, according to her predecessor, Ardıç, the most trustworthy police inspector in İstanbul.

There was a knock on her door. However, this man she was about to see was another matter. ‘Come.’

Inspector Mehmet Süleyman was a handsome man in his early forties. An immaculate dresser, he belonged to one of those old Ottoman families distantly related to the Sultans. Consequently he had the kind of naturally arrogant allure that a lot of women, Hürrem included, found very attractive. But he wasn’t always to be trusted. Commissioner Ardıç had told her so but Hürrem also knew it by instinct. Handsome men had always been her weakness, in the past, and they had consistently let her down.

The door opened.

Hürrem smiled at him. ‘Sit down, Süleyman.’ She pointed to a chair in front of her desk. She preferred using surnames as people did in the West rather than using the Ottoman appellation, ‘bey’. She considered it an anachronism in the twenty-first century; she also felt that if she called a man like this ‘Mehmet Bey’ she was colluding with the view some had of him as an ‘Ottoman gentleman’. The last thing Hürrem wanted to encourage in her officers was any sort of hierarchy that was not police-related.

Süleyman sat down.

Hürrem got straight to the point. Süleyman might not be entirely trustworthy, but he didn’t deserve the rebuke she was about to deliver. So he fucked some gypsy women? So what. That wasn’t her business. But there were some, both inferior and superior to Hürrem, who felt that it was very much their concern. A few were people she couldn’t ignore. ‘I’ve called you in because I’ve had complaints,’ she said.

‘About me?’

‘Yes. Although I should hasten to add these complaints are not about your work. They concern the company you keep, namely a gypsy woman you visit in Balat.’

‘Oh.’ He looked crushed.

Hürrem hated herself. What this man did in bed was his affair. Except that in some people’s eyes – those she called the ‘Morality Police’ – his life was not his own, but needed to be lived according to their standards. And there were a lot of people like them.

‘Be discreet,’ she said. ‘I’m not going to lecture you about your personal life, especially in view of the tragedy that befell this department only a few months ago.’

İkmen’s sergeant, Ayşe Farsakoğlu, had been shot and killed in the line of duty and many of her colleagues still felt her loss keenly. Principal amongst those who suffered was Çetin İkmen, who had been her immediate superior, and Mehmet Süleyman, who at one time had been her lover.

‘Personally I don’t care who you associate with provided they don’t have a criminal record,’ Hürrem continued. ‘But you know as well as I just how influential those of a highly moralistic tenor are in our society right now, and I don’t want you to get caught out by them. The bottom line is that I don’t want to lose a good officer. I don’t think I have to tell you that such people can affect careers and lives, and there’s not a lot someone like me can do about it.’

The current government and some of their allies were religiously inspired in their opinions. Their resultant moral standards, particularly when it came to sex, were high. More and more of them had entered the police in recent years.

‘I see.’ Now he looked defiant – and arrogant, and very attractive.

Hürrem cleared her throat. ‘I’m not going to say you must stop seeing this woman, Gonca Şekeroğlu,’ she said. ‘I’m not saying that you should marry her. Who knows what those of a moralistic nature would make of a gypsy as a policeman’s wife. But leave your car somewhere other than outside her house. I know where she lives is up a monstrous hill that I wouldn’t want to climb. You smoke, I smoke; I know the problem. But your last medical showed you to be fit. Walk there.’

Now he put his head down. ‘Yes, madam.’

‘And when you arrive it would be better if this woman’s vast tribe of children and grandchildren didn’t spill out on to the streets to see what sweets you’ve brought for them.’ She shook her head. ‘I’m sorry, Süleyman, truly . . .’

‘I know these words are not yours, madam,’ he said.

‘In instances like this I have to act on the words of others,’ she said. ‘And I’m sorry.’ Then she smiled. ‘Discreet. Yes?’

After a moment he smiled too. ‘Discreet. Absolutely.’

‘Thank you.’

After he left she berated herself for giving in to pressure and telling Süleyman he had to be more careful, but also congratulated herself on a job well done. She hadn’t forbidden him from seeing Turkey’s most famous gypsy artist, Gonca Şekeroğlu, which was what she was supposed to have done. Hopefully she’d made him behave as if he was being watched by an enemy, which he was.

Everything about the ‘Morality Police’ stuck in Hürrem’s craw. Her father and grandfather had been professional soldiers who passionately believed in Ataturk’s secular republic. They would have been horrified at her interference in Süleyman’s personal life. Admittedly, they would also have been horrified by the amount of power the military had taken for themselves prior to the coming of the Islamically based AKP government. The army’s rigidity and cruelty had helped to bring the AKP into power just as surely as the party’s promise to break the military’s iron grip on the country. But even in her wildest imaginings, Hürrem had never considered the kind of moral bullying she and many others were being subjected to.

She opened her office window, stuck her head out into the torrid İstanbul air and lit a cigarette. In a moment of rebellion, she hoped that some ‘morality policeman’ in the street below saw her. After all, she could get away with the cigarette by arguing that her head was outside the building. What she would be able to say should either of her two latest lovers be identified, she really didn’t know.

If Kerim Gürsel had been a young man, İkmen would have expected him to bound across open ground like a gazelle. But he was in his early forties, which made his rapid gambol look a little awkward.

‘Don’t know where the fire is, Sergeant Gürsel,’ İkmen said as his deputy approached.

Gürsel, whose face was slim and dark and forever mildly amused, said, ‘We’ve got a murder, sir. Can’t afford to waste time.’

‘No, but I’m not sure that Professor Bozdağ will share your enthusiasm. When he gets here,’ İkmen said.

He’d been sitting outside Dr Sarkissian’s pathology laboratory for over an hour. For the past ten minutes he’d been waiting for this Professor Bozdağ. When he’d first stepped out of the Armenian’s lab he’d done so to smoke and also to get away from the inevitable smell of blood and preserving fluid that pervaded the building. He’d found out what he needed to know, which was that the woman from the Hippodrome had been killed by a blow to the back of the head. She had possibly fallen, although some of the indentations in her skull seemed to suggest that she could also have been hit with an instrument of some sort. Then he’d got a call from the station about this Professor Bozdağ.

‘If he’s an archaeologist a dead body won’t upset him,’ Kerim Gürsel said. ‘They deal with them all the time.’

‘When they’re thousands of years old, yes,’ İkmen said. ‘I doubt very much whether Professor Bozdağ has seen many fresh corpses.’

‘He offered to come.’

‘Because one of his colleagues has gone missing,’ İkmen said.

Kerim continued to smile, which was annoying. He did a few things that wound İkmen up. He made puerile jokes sometimes, did far too much running and didn’t smoke. But he was a good soul who talked about his wife, whom he seemed to adore, and he liked animals, which was a plus in İkmen’s book. His main fault was that he wasn’t Ayşe Farsakoğlu. He, poor man, had been given the impossible task of replacing a dead officer most people had liked and everyone had trusted. Luckily he was an İstanbullu, which was a plus in most people’s eyes, but he still wasn’t Ayşe and he never would be.

A yellow taxi with a pair of Türkcell bug antennae on the roof stopped in front of the laboratory and an elderly, grey-haired man got out.

‘Inspector İkmen?’

İkmen threw his latest cigarette butt to one side and stood up.

‘Yes.’

The man paid the driver and then walked up the steps towards the police officers. ‘God but it’s hot!’ He put a hand out. ‘Ramazan Bozdağ,’ he said.

İkmen shook his hand and then introduced Sergeant Gürsel.

‘I’m really hoping that this visit is going to be a waste of time, from my point of view,’ the professor said. ‘When our Dr Savva didn’t arrive for work this morning, I thought she might just be late. But then when Meltem Hanım came to me and said she’d not seen Dr Savva return to her apartment last night I became concerned. I tried to ring her but she didn’t pick up. And then of course I heard the news about the woman inside the sphendone.’

‘The back of the Hippodrome.’

‘Yes. Dr Savva is a specialist in Byzantine art, she has a key to the structure.’

İkmen looked meaningfully at Gürsel. Then he said, ‘Let me take you through, Professor Bozdağ.’

The older man wiped his brow. ‘I imagine it will at least be cool in there . . .’

When Arto Sarkissian exposed the dead woman’s face, the professor didn’t look shocked or horrified, just sad.

‘Oh God, what has happened here?’ he said.

İkmen could see that Kerim Gürsel was champing at the bit to know whether the body was the professor’s colleague or not, so he put a calming hand on his shoulder. Moments that felt like minutes passed.

Professor Bozdağ took in a deep breath. ‘It’s her, gentlemen. My colleague, Dr Ariadne Savva. She was a Greek national, so you’ll have to inform the consulate.’ Then he leaned forwards to get closer to her. ‘Oh Ariadne, what on earth has happened to you?’

They let him have a few moments with her and then Arto Sarkissian said, ‘Professor, when we found Dr Savva she had just given birth to a child.’

The archaeologist straightened up. ‘A child? In the sphendone?’

‘Did you not know she was pregnant?’

All the colour disappeared from his face. İkmen, afraid that the professor might be about to faint, got him a chair. As he sat down Bozdağ said, ‘No.’

A lot of men, especially older ones, could be notoriously unobservant when it came to what women looked like and what they wore. İkmen always relied on his daughters to tell him when his wife had a new dress or a manicure.

‘Was she married?’ İkmen asked. ‘Or did she have a partner?’

‘No,’ the professor said, ‘to both. Ariadne was married to her job. She had friends, at the museum, and she was involved in some sort of voluntary social work . . .’

‘Do you know what?’

Arto Sarkissian covered the body’s face and wheeled it out of the viewing room.

‘No,’ Bozdağ said. ‘But I believe she got some of her colleagues at the museum involved. I assume you’ll want to interview everyone . . .’

‘Yes.’

There was silence for a while. The professor began to shiver, and when Arto Sarkissian returned he got him a blanket which he draped around his shoulders.

The archaeologist thanked him and then said, ‘What about Ariadne’s child? What is it? A boy or a girl?’

‘We don’t know,’ İkmen said. ‘When we found her the baby had gone.’

‘Gone where?’

‘We don’t know. We’ve been searching the immediate vicinity ever since we found the body of the mother. Now we know who she was we’ll search her apartment. Commissioner Teker is giving a press conference this afternoon where she’ll appeal for information.’

‘What was Dr Savva doing having a child in the sphendone?’ He looked up at İkmen. ‘It’s filthy in there. And dark. Did she have a light with her?’

‘No. No handbag, no light, just the key to the monument.’ İkmen kept the other detail, the porphyry stone, to himself. Holding back certain pieces of information about a crime scene often proved useful when suspects began to emerge.

‘The museum will do whatever we can to assist your investigation, Inspector İkmen,’ the professor said. ‘Especially with a baby out there somewhere. Do you think that maybe its father took it?’

‘It’s possible. But if he did,’ İkmen said, ‘he also, possibly, killed Dr Savva first. Because it’s very possible she was murdered, Professor Bozdağ. I think she gave birth and then either she fell, was pushed or someone smashed her skull in. And that someone could have her baby.’

The old archaeologist closed his eyes and shook his head.


Chapter 2

He finished for the day at one and headed straight for Gonca’s house, but he left his car right down by the Golden Horn. Then it was hill climbing and crumbling staircases all the way up to where she lived, which was behind the Greek School. Technically Gonca and her vast family lived in the old Greek quarter of Fener but it was on the border with Balat, which was its postal address.

The climb in the fierce afternoon heat was tough. But Mehmet Süleyman was determined to do what he wanted in spite of what unnamed moralisers in the department might think. Ever since Ayşe had been killed he’d found he needed Gonca even more. Not just for sex, although that was part of it, but because he could talk to her about how he felt. Gonca was way too old and way too wise to be threatened by the spectre of a dead woman.

When he arrived all the kids were out and she was alone, painting in her studio. When she saw him sweating and panting in her doorway she smiled. ‘You’re eager,’ she said.

‘Yes – and no,’ he said. He sat down and told her what Commissioner Teker had spoken to him about. He also pointed to his car, which was a tiny white dot beside the water. She got him a large glass of water.

When he’d finished she said, ‘Bastards! What business is it of theirs who you have sex with? Or give presents to?’

He shook his head. ‘The children will have to wait in the house for their sweets. It’s a reality we have to deal with now.’

‘We don’t have to like it!’

She looked even more magnificent when she was angry. Tall and curvaceous, Gonca had to be at least sixty even if she didn’t look it. And she loved sex.

‘Nobody’s going to tell me I can’t have you!’ she said. ‘I don’t care how religious they might think they are!’

He smiled. Now he’d caught his breath he was aroused. She was only wearing a skirt and a bra which barely covered her breasts. He stood up, cupped her breasts with his hands and then kissed them. It was as if he’d set her on fire.

She undressed herself and him where they stood. Then she sank to her knees and took him in her mouth. He put his fingers in her hair and closed his eyes. The studio window was open but he didn’t care. Later when she was on top of him he said, ‘I’ll never give you up, Gonca, never!’

He buried his head in her breasts.

‘Try to leave me and I’ll kill you,’ she said. And he knew that she meant it.

‘Our overriding concern is for the safety of the child. The woman gave birth before she died and we have no reason to believe that it wasn’t a live birth.’

Commissioner Hürrem Teker, on a raised platform above the press pack below, was flanked by the İstanbul Police Department’s Press Officer as well as by the investigating officer, Çetin İkmen.

Camera flashes went off and newsmen and women jostled for position, shouting out questions.

‘Was the woman a prostitute?’

Teker shook her head. She knew the querent, from a right-wing anti-feminist rag.

‘No, she wasn’t,’ she said. ‘As if it matters. The İstanbul Police Force is tasked with protecting the people of this city. All the people. If you can’t ask sensible questions, don’t ask any. The fact is, we need to find this child as soon as possible. Without its mother it may not survive. We also need to catch whoever may have killed and abandoned the woman.’

The Greek consul had only just been informed of the tragedy and wanted to contact the Savva family in Thessaloniki before any public statement was released.

‘Inspector Çetin İkmen is in charge of the investigation,’ she gestured towards him. ‘Anyone with any information should contact him or a member of his team here at police headquarters. At the end of this briefing we will be announcing a dedicated telephone number just for this incident. And if people want to remain anonymous then that’s up to them. We just need to find this child. That is our number one priority.’

Hands flew up in the air again and Teker pointed to a female left-wing reporter.

‘Hürrem Hanım,’ she said, ‘what do you think about what İstanbul police officers are doing right now in Gezi Park? I don’t see burning tents down and using tear gas against a peaceful protest by environmentalists as the act of a caring organisation, do you?’

Hürrem should have expected it. Environmentalists had been camping out in Gezi Park for some time. Angry at the government’s decision to build on the last green space in the central Taksim area of the city, those opposed to the plan had been making their feelings apparent for some time. The encampment had taken the protest one stage further and now that the police were involved the situation was escalating. Hürrem knew that Gezi could potentially be a catalyst for unrest related to other issues people had with the government. Like the restrictions on the sale of alcohol, the government’s opposition to a proposed extension to gay, lesbian and transgender rights and the naming of the proposed new Bosphorus Bridge after a sultan, Selim 1, who had massacred thousands of the country’s Alevi citizens back in the sixteenth century.

‘All the protesters want is to preserve a green space,’ the reporter said. ‘They’re not hurting anyone. But they’re being hurt, women as well as men, Hürrem Hanım. And all because they don’t want yet another shopping mall in what is fast becoming a city of shopping malls.’

Hürrem hesitated. She’d sent officers to Taksim in full riot gear on orders that had come directly from the Chief of Police. She knew at least one woman had been sprayed with water by police and everyone was aware that tents had been burned. She hated it. Like she hated the people who had busied themselves in Mehmet Süleyman’s private life. But for the moment they represented the state she had sworn to protect, even if some of her officers’ zeal for the Gezi job had sickened her.

She smiled at the reporter. ‘Sabıha Hanım, this briefing is intended to inform the media about the dead woman who was discovered last night in the Hippodrome and to put out a call to find her baby. Any other matters are beyond the remit of this briefing.’

‘Hürrem Hanım, with respect—’

‘I’m sorry,’ she held up a hand. ‘That is all I have to say for the time being. Let us all find this child as quickly as we can.’

As she left, the pack followed her, and by the time Hürrem got back to her office she felt as if she’d been in a riot of her own. She had her head out of the window, smoking a cigarette, when there was a knock at her door.

She knew there were other ‘sinners’ in the department and she’d only just lit up so she said, ‘Who is it?’

‘İkmen.’

She relaxed. ‘Come in, Inspector. Shut the door behind you.’

He entered, saw what she was doing and said, ‘Oh.’

‘Join me,’ she said. ‘I’ve had three smokers at this window in the past and neither of us is a giant.’

He smiled, walked over to the window and lit up. Outside the air was thick with heat. It was almost June and summer was once again threatening to stifle the golden city on the Bosphorus.

‘I’ve just had a call from the Greek consul,’ İkmen said. ‘He’s spoken to the Savva family, the father’s on his way.’

She shook her head.

‘They want the child,’ he continued.

‘I can understand that. Do you think it’s alive, Inspector?’

‘I don’t know. I hope so.’ He paused. ‘I also hope that the victim’s nationality isn’t a significant feature of this crime.’

‘Because she’s Greek?’

‘Greek and a specialist in Byzantine art,’ he said. ‘Madam, if I may speak frankly I don’t think that those who are at this moment protesting in Gezi Park are as much of a threat to state security as some of those who claim to be acting solely in the interests of the nation.’

She narrowed her eyes. She knew he knew she was secular, just like him, but she wondered what he was going to say.

‘For example,’ he said, ‘believing it would be a good idea to turn Aya Sofya, the greatest Byzantine building in the world, back into a mosque.’

‘Not a good idea,’ she said. ‘In my opinion. But I don’t think there is a lot of anti-Greek sentiment here any more. Last time we scrapped, over Cyprus, was back in the 1970s. Look into it, İkmen, by all means, but I’d be surprised if it was a factor.’

İkmen finished his cigarette and put it out on the window ledge. ‘I can see that, but with respect, madam,’ he said, ‘you are too young to remember the events of September 1955. I do.’

And then he left. Hürrem suddenly felt cold. Although she hadn’t been born in 1955, she knew what had happened in İstanbul in the September of that year. Turkish mobs enraged by a supposed attack on the house of Ataturk in Thessaloniki had attacked the local Greek population over the course of a nine-hour rampage. Thirty-seven İstanbul Greeks had been killed while the police just stood back and let it happen. Of course the real reason had been because of the bitterness that still remained over the ethnically split island of Cyprus. But by recalling 1955 İkmen had made Hürrem think. The people of İstanbul were in turmoil. Those who wanted a more pious government and those who wanted more secular governance could not find any common ground. And one group, or so it appeared, were riding roughshod over the wishes of the other.

Ariadne Savva’s small apartment in Kadıköy was in a slightly crumbling apartment block with very distant views of the Sea of Marmara. She certainly had a lot of books, mostly in Greek, which Kerim Gürsel couldn’t understand. But the place was neat and clean and, more significantly, entirely child free.

Weirdly there weren’t even any baby clothes or equipment anywhere. Had Ariadne Savva known she was pregnant? Kerim shook his head. She must have done. She had a doctorate, she was no fool. But if that was the case then why hadn’t she made any preparations?

If she hadn’t wanted the child it made sense. But if she hadn’t wanted it then why hadn’t she had an abortion? As far as Kerim knew, just as in Turkey, abortion was legal in Greece. Maybe Ariadne had possessed personal objections to the practice? Then again possibly she had decided to have the child with the intention of giving it away. Some childless couples even paid pregnant women for their babies. Usually poor women, not educated doctors. And besides, if it had just been business then why hadn’t Ariadne given birth in a nice discreet private hospital? But then maybe she had. There had been very little post-partum blood in those collapsed rooms under the Hippodrome.

Kerim’s father had been born and brought up in Sultanahmet and liked to tell spooky stories about the old Hippodrome, Aya Sofya and water cisterns under the streets. He claimed that one night he’d even seen chariots racing around the circus, driven by Byzantine princes in full armour. Kerim reckoned that his dad’s vision had rather more to do with too much rakı than ghosts. But Pembe Hanım had seen the ghost of the Empress Theodora in Aya Sofya and she was no fool. Kerim didn’t know what to think.

His mobile rang. He looked at the screen. It was Sinem.

‘Hi, honey,’ he said.

‘Kerim.’ Her voice was weak and exhausted. ‘Can you pick my medication up from the pharmacy on your way home?’

He’d thought she had enough.

‘I called Dr Sorak,’ she said. ‘I had to. Kerim?’

He shook his head. ‘Sorry. Just a bit – surprised.’

‘Can you do it?’

‘Of course.’

‘Where are you?’

‘Over in Kadıköy,’ he said.

‘Oh God. You know there are people in Taksim and all down İstiklal.’

They lived above an electrical shop on Tarlabaşı Bulvarı. The pharmacy she wanted him to go to was about ten minutes away from their flat, on İstiklal Caddesi. He’d heard that people were protesting in and around Taksim Square about the proposed destruction of Gezi Park.

‘Are there more protesters?’ he asked her.

‘I can see them out of the window,’ she said. ‘They seem to be coming from everywhere. Not that I don’t applaud what they’re doing—’

‘I’ll leave as quickly as I can.’ He ended the call.

Kerim sat on Ariadne Savva’s one kitchen chair and indulged in a moment of self-pity. Getting back to Beyoğlu when the streets were even more heaving with humanity than usual was going to be tough. Witnessing his colleagues dealing with the protesters was going to be harder. He’d heard what orders had been given. Gezi Park’s new incarnation as a shopping mall wasn’t up for debate; it was happening. Kerim didn’t want to see the park go. He certainly didn’t want another shopping mall put up in its place. And then there were other, wider considerations to be taken into account too. His country was changing and in ways that could further limit his personal freedom. He was boxed in as it was.

He looked out of the window. The sky was still blue and the air remained thick with heat but he knew that night would fall before he got back to Beyoğlu. With any luck Rafik Bey the pharmacist would take Sinem’s medication to her when he closed his shop. It wouldn’t be the first time. But then maybe the crowds would put him off . . .

Kerim looked through Ariadne Savva’s wardrobe and chest of drawers and then left. Beyond her clothes and a few lightweight novels she kept very few personal things in her apartment. According to her boss Professor Bozdağ, she lived almost entirely at her place of work. It was there that she kept all her academic research, her source books and photographs, and it was there that she socialised. Her baby wasn’t at her apartment and neither was her soul. Kerim left and ran downstairs to his car.

‘I thought that Gizlitepe was reduced to rubble months ago,’ İkmen said. Although he very rarely ventured across the Bosphorus to the Asian side of town, so what did he know?

‘In large part, yes,’ the small, timid looking woman in front of him said. Called Meltem Doğan, she had been Ariadne Savva’s assistant. ‘Much of it is just – rubble. But people still live there, Inspector. Rubbish pickers, mainly. Unlike a lot of Gizlitepe people they didn’t own their homes, and so when the developers moved into the area they didn’t get any compensation. That went to their landlords. Now many of them are destitute. Ariadne wanted to help them. She told me she used to see them walking past our apartment block with their little carts full of empty plastic bottles and she felt so sorry for them. One day she spoke to one of them. It went from there.’

‘What did?’

İkmen didn’t know whether marble had a smell but if it did, it was like the odour in Professor Bozdağ’s office. The archaeologist had lent it to him so he could interview Ariadne Savva’s colleagues in peace. Also one of the first things he’d noticed when he’d entered had been a portion of a brown skull on a shelf above his head. Ignoring it wasn’t easy.

Meltem Doğan cleared her throat. ‘Dr Savva, Ariadne, became friendly with them. Where I live, where she lived, is only a short walk from Gizlitepe. At first she took them food.’

İkmen looked down at the notes he’d taken from another of Ariadne Savva’s colleagues, Ali Pamuk. He, so he’d said, had joined Ariadne when she’d made representation to the local authority and the developers on behalf of the rubbish pickers. He, like her, had been laughed at.

‘Then she began to spend a lot of time away from her apartment,’ Meltem said.

‘With the rubbish pickers?’

‘I think so. She was always talking about them.’ She shook her head. ‘The people at the local authority were horrible to her. They said that as a foreigner she had no right to criticise what they did. But the developers were worse.’

Öden Holdings was owned by a man called Ahmet Öden who had become rich off the back of the government’s İstanbul building boom. He was well known and admired by many. He was also despised by even more. According to Ali Pamuk, Ahmet Öden had threatened to ‘hurt’ Ariadne if she didn’t stop helping the rubbish pickers to squat on ‘his’ land.

‘For a while four of us from the museum used to go to Gizlitepe with Ariadne after work and sometimes at weekends,’ Meltem continued. ‘But the developers threw things at us and then one day they chased Dr İşbilen into an alleyway and beat him.’

‘Did any of you report it to the police?’

She blushed. ‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘Dr Savva wanted to but the rest of us were scared. I was scared,’ she said. ‘I am no political radical, Inspector İkmen, but I am not blind either. If certain developers want to knock down old city neighbourhoods they can and nobody can stop them. Dr İşbilen is one of this city’s foremost archaeologists. But put up against a rich builder . . .’ She shrugged.

İkmen could not only hear the sadness in her voice, he could sympathise with it too. A lot of his colleagues were behind the redevelopment of the city. Some of them even said they saw it as a sacred duty to support what they called ‘regeneration’. İkmen preferred to call it ‘urban cleansing’, because when the developers moved in the traditional residents – gypsies, immigrants, prostitutes, transsexuals – moved out and he didn’t like that. And what he disliked almost as much was the destruction of his city’s history.

‘Meltem Hanım, I have yet to speak to Dr İşbilen, but please be reassured that when I do I will make a point of asking him whether he wishes to make a complaint against Öden Holdings.’

‘He won’t,’ she said. ‘No one does.’

‘Maybe not,’ İkmen said. ‘But if Dr İşbilen has a legitimate complaint which he can prove, I will take that to Öden Holdings. And they will have to listen to me.’

She looked into his eyes. He could see that she didn’t believe him. But why should she? Öden was all but untouchable and they both knew it. What she didn’t know was that Çetin İkmen didn’t approve of that state of affairs.

‘Meltem Hanım, did you know that Ariadne Savva was pregnant?’ he asked.

‘No. The first I heard about it was when Professor Bozdağ told us that Ariadne had died,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t believe it. Still can’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘She wasn’t seeing anyone. No one ever came back to her apartment and she was always at work. And she didn’t look pregnant. In retrospect I suppose she had put a little weight on in the last year . . .’

‘Did she get close to any of the male rubbish pickers?’

‘No. She felt sorry for them and wanted to help, but that was all. They’re a poor, shabby group, Inspector. Ariadne was all for the little guy, you know? The pickers get abused by everyone – the developers, the local authority, even the local police take their little carts away from them and then charge them when they try to get them back.’ Then, realising what she’d just said, she added, ‘So I hear. I didn’t mean to speak out of turn—’

‘Oh I know that these things go on,’ İkmen said. ‘Sadly. I know that some of my colleagues are far from perfect. All I can do is give you my assurance that I will do what I can. Meltem Hanım, it saddens me to think that certain elements within my organisation are behaving badly and are not giving the respect they should to those who seek to preserve our great city’s history.’ He looked down at his notes. ‘Professor Bozdağ has told me that you were working more closely with Ariadne Savva than anyone else. Can you tell me about that?’

‘Sort of. Ariadne kept a lot of what she did to herself. She was particularly interested in the connections that existed between ancient Rome and the Byzantine Empire.’

‘Which it preceded.’

‘Yes. Byzantium was the new Rome, which was why it had a hippodrome and games even after the empire was converted to Christianity in the third century AD.’

‘Dr Savva had a key to the back of the Hippodrome.’

‘The sphendone, yes,’ she said. ‘She spent a lot of time in there, photographing and measuring. Although the Hippodrome collapsed centuries ago, what remains can tell us a lot about how the games were performed and which parts of the building served which purpose.’

‘Her main field of study was the Hippodrome?’

‘No. Her academic playground was the whole of Byzantium. Recently she spent a lot of time in the Aya Sofya.’ She frowned. ‘I expect you know that some people want it to be turned back into a mosque. Ariadne was keen to catalogue every aspect of the building before that happened.’

‘What did you do?’

‘I was just her assistant.’

‘Just?’

She smiled and then she looked tense again. ‘I have a lot of passion for history, but my qualifications are not of the best, Inspector. But Ariadne liked me and was very good to me. Everyone liked her. In common with all academics she had an ego, but we talked about so many things—’

‘What didn’t you talk about, Meltem Hanım?’

She shook her head. ‘I’m not really sure, but sometimes I’d come into the office, she’d be writing something, and then she’d stop. She’d close up the notebook she was writing in and put it away.’

‘She kept this notebook here at the museum?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I think it’s green. Whenever I saw her with it she always put it away in the top drawer of her desk and then locked it.’

‘I’ll need to see it,’ İkmen said.

Sergeant Ömer Mungun sat outside his favourite bar in Sultanahmet, the Mozaik, and drank his beer in silence. At the top of Ticarethane Sokak he saw a group of his uniformed colleagues walk past dressed in riot gear. From the direction they were travelling he assumed they were coming from Gezi Park. Peri had said that she’d seen what had looked like hundreds of them in the streets when she got on the tram at Karaköy. He looked at his watch. She should have arrived by this time. He wondered whether he should call her but then decided to leave it another five minutes.

He looked around. His fellow drinkers were tourists plus a couple of guys he knew worked in a local carpet shop. One of them, a Kurd called Şeymus, came from the town of Midyat which was in the same south-eastern province as Mardin, Ömer’s home city. Whenever they saw each other and they were alone, Ömer and Şeymus spoke in the Aramaic they had both grown up learning. But his friend was with his boss on this occasion and so Ömer just smiled. Across the road from the bar was the back of an apartment block he’d been told was where Inspector İkmen lived. Opposite the Blue Mosque and the Hippodrome, it had to be worth a fortune, although Ömer doubted that it had been when İkmen had bought it. He’d lived there since well before Ömer was born. And İkmen was sixty, although it was hard to relate his age to his enthusiasm and passion for his job, even if he did look as lined as an old piece of leather. There were definite pluses to being a thin, ugly man with a police badge. Very attractive men like Ömer’s boss Mehmet Süleyman seemed to be constantly batting away advances from both women and men. Rumour had it that he was in trouble again for his liaison with that gypsy artist up in Balat. And he’d broken Sergeant Ayşe Farsakoğlu’s heart just before she died. İkmen and Süleyman had been friends ever since Süleyman had been İkmen’s sergeant many years before, but İkmen had been close to Farsakoğlu too and word was that his relationship with Süleyman was under strain. From Ömer’s point of view the two men were cordial but he’d noticed that İkmen rarely came into Süleyman’s office just to chat any more.

‘That was hell!’

Ömer looked up into Peri’s clear, slanted eyes. He stood up and kissed her on both cheeks. ‘You took your time,’ he said. ‘Drink?’

His sister let herself fall back into the chair opposite and said, ‘Gin and tonic. And the tram was held up by great roaming ranks of policemen, if you must know.’

He went inside the bar and returned a few minutes later with a long, tall glass decorated with ice and mint. Peri put it to her lips and drank. ‘That is marvellous,’ she said.

Ömer sat down. ‘If you’re very good you can have another one,’ he said.

She smiled. Her little brother had blossomed in İstanbul, as she had known he would. If only he hadn’t joined the police. She switched languages to Aramaic. ‘Your brothers in arms are kicking and beating innocent people in Gezi Park. One of our doctors went out to see what was happening and came back with two injured men.’

‘I can’t condone it,’ Ömer said. ‘But the protesters should go home. There’s nothing they can do. The decision is made.’

Peri’s face reddened. ‘You say this?’ she said. ‘You who hated what the developers did in Tarlabaşı to the gypsies, the black people, our own? They moved them out, Ömer, so that they could make themselves rich. Believe me, this going in like a pack of Robocops will backfire.’ She finished her drink.

Ömer went inside the bar and got her another. When he returned she was smoking a cigarette. Peri had been a nurse at the German Hospital in Beyoğlu for almost ten years and so she knew what cigarettes did to the human body. Her brother knew that she only smoked them when she was stressed.

‘The people here don’t want any more shopping malls,’ Peri said. ‘In fact, if my colleagues are to be believed they don’t want anyone telling them what they want any more. They have decided they want this park, why shouldn’t they fight for it?’

‘Because the State knows best?’

‘Oh, come on, you don’t believe that any more than I do!’ She puffed heavily on her cigarette, which disturbingly reminded Ömer of Inspector İkmen. ‘What do they know? Eh? They certainly don’t know much about us, do they?’

Ömer turned his head away. He’d taken an oath to protect the Turkish Republic which he took very seriously. But he also knew that in one sense he was at odds with his country. Back in the days of the old hard-line secular Kemalist republic, anyone with any religion was an oddity. In recent years the current government had made it plain they would prefer people to be Muslims. Ömer and Peri were not secular nor were they Muslims.

‘Remember all those battles the army had with the PKK in our streets?’ Peri said. ‘Then Hezbollah. Remember how all sides turned against our people whenever they found us? They say we worship idols, Ömer. They are ignorant. Let these people have their park is what I say. Those two men who were brought in by Dr Schell, one had a rainbow flag, you know, the symbol that gay people use. The other one told me that he was an environmentalist. He just wanted a green space for people to go to and relax. Is that too much to ask? Is it so wrong to want that as opposed to endless shopping?’

He looked at her but said nothing.

‘I know you agree with me, Ömer,’ she said. ‘But I also know that you’re in a difficult position.’

‘What can I say?’ He shrugged.

‘You’re not likely to be called out to the park if this continues, are you?’ Peri asked.

‘No,’ he said and then he smiled. ‘It’s very unlikely.’

Unless of course the authorities wanted detectives to mingle with the protesters under cover. But Ömer didn’t tell his sister that and he didn


Two Weeks Later

‘My cousin and my son are in there somewhere,’ Çetin İkmen said as he finished his glass of beer and called for another.

He and Mehmet Süleyman had a good view of İstanbul’s Gay Pride march from their vantage point outside a small cafe on Zambak Sokak.

‘I’m just glad it seems to be going off without incident,’ Süleyman said. ‘Given recent events. How is Fatma Hanım about Kemal’s, er, sexuality?’

‘Entirely ignorant,’ İkmen said. The waiter brought his beer and he took a sip. ‘Which is best for all concerned.’

‘Ah, but Çetin, secrets fester.’

‘You refer to the Negropontes,’ he said. ‘I wonder who Yiannis Negroponte really was?’

‘Well, no relation to Madam Anastasia, that’s for sure.’

‘I wonder how he found out about the family? And where the real Yiannis Negroponte is? Or even if he survived the events of 1955?’

‘Who knows? But the fake Yiannis was a magician, remember.’ Süleyman smiled. ‘Those people know things.’

‘They do.’ He lit a cigarette. ‘You must be pleased to know who your body in the garden of the Lise is.’

‘I am. But who is in Nikos Negroponte’s grave at the moment, eh?’

‘A homeless person? An unfortunate tourist?’

A group of boys dressed in rainbow coloured tutus ran into Zambak Sokak and performed a small spontaneous ballet. Everyone eating and drinking outside clapped.

‘We still don’t know who killed Ariadne Savva or where her baby is,’ İkmen said. ‘That Greek tragedy continues. That makes me sad. You know, Professor Bozdağ now thinks that the skeleton she thought was the last Byzantine emperor is actually too modern. The sword, on the other hand . . .’

‘Could be genuine.’

‘Could be. But he’s just happy to have the Red Room all to himself.’

‘Is Madam Negroponte all right with that?’

‘Now she’s got Lokman and his family looking after her, she’s happy for the archaeologists to have their fun. She’s changed her will to leave it all to Lokman, you know.’

‘Well, he is family, I suppose. Do you think the Red Room will ever be opened to the public?’

İkmen shrugged. ‘If Aya Sofya becomes a mosque again, probably not,’ he said. ‘But what do I know? It’s easy to judge conservative people and put them all in the same box with those who believe in djinn, celestial virgins and holy death. But look at Semih Öden – just made peace with Madam Negroponte, said he’d leave her alone, even wished her well.’

‘I wonder if his brother killed Ariadne Savva?’

‘I wish I knew,’ İkmen said. ‘Maybe it would give her family some peace. I think that Ahmet had more contact with Ariadne than he said. I think she may have tried to barter the body of Palaiologos for homes for the Gizlitepe rubbish pickers. If he didn’t send those threatening letters to the forensic lab, I can’t think who did. I mean, she can’t have really believed that a Byzantine prince still lived in this city, can she? But I do wonder where her porphyry room was. Red. If it wasn’t the Red Room, underneath the Negropontes’ house, then where the hell was it?’

The little girl gurgled when she saw the old lady. Madam Anastasia gently stroked her face.

Lokman took the baby from her old, purple hands. ‘Come on, little Zoe,’ he said. ‘Time to leave Grandmama to rest.’

‘She . . . so . . .’

The old woman’s eyes moistened. ‘She has Yiannis Bey’s mouth,’ Lokman said. ‘And his eyes.’

‘Yes, but his m-m-m . . .’

‘Sssh! Sssh!’ Lokman rocked the baby on his knee. ‘Madam, Dr Ariadne didn’t suffer, honestly! Dad said that when she’d had the baby she got up too quickly. She fell down and hit her head on the edge of the birthing platform. It was an accident. It was stupid not just to get the police then but—’

‘Centuries of . . . secrets . . .’

‘Yes.’

The baby gurgled.

‘And another one here,’ Lokman said. ‘Daughter of a Negroponte, born to the Purple.’

‘With royal blood . . .’ The old woman smiled.

‘Through her mother. Yes,’ Lokman said. ‘The first Byzantine princess born to the Purple for over five hundred years.’

‘And she will . . . she will rule again,’ Madam Anastasia Negroponte said with pride.

But Lokman just smiled. Then he took Yiannis Negroponte and Ariadne Savva’s baby back to his wife.
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