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			“Compelling…fearless and eloquent.”

			—Wall Street Journal

			“[An] affecting novel about love, loss, and personal identity…Livaneli smoothly switches between 2001 and 1938–1942, offering insights into Turkey’s rich cultural, political, ethnic, and religious divides. Livaneli’s worthy portrait of a man coming to terms with his tragic past and a woman coming to terms with her Turkish heritage delivers a forceful plea for openness and tolerance.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“Heartbreakingly vivid…Livaneli’s passion in exposing Turkey’s and the West’s culpability in real massacres is eloquent…[Serenade for Nadia is] hard to forget.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“Writer. Musician. Philosopher. Zülfü Livaneli is one of my favorite authors. With Serenade for Nadia, he has written a masterpiece about love and music, connecting Turkey’s complex and rich history to the present day. So happy that Livaneli’s words can now inspire millions more with this new English translation, and that the world will get to know one of the true cultural treasures coming out of Turkey.”

			—Hamdi Ulukaya, CEO of Chobani

			“This wonderfully evocative novel does far more than introduce one of Turkey’s great creative artists to American audiences. It is also a fast-paced and intensely emotional account of modern history that leads us to reflect on the ways that people and nations confront their past.”

			—Stephen Kinzer, author of Crescent and
Star: Turkey Between Two Worlds

			Praise for Disquiet

			“A tale of identities colliding from a writer who’s held five passports…[Disquiet] unfolds in a border town caught between its ancient past and tumultuous present.”

			—NPR, All Things Considered

			“A keenly wrought story…[whose] urgency comes through in its tight grasp on the problems of religious violence, misogyny, and the failures of compassion. The result is a memorable illumination of the Ezidi people’s rich history.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“A penetrating novel…indelible fiction based on real-life horror…[Disquiet] will demand attention, provoke outrage, perhaps even inspire lifesaving change.”

			—Shelf Awareness

			“A moving novel set entirely in the modern-day Middle East.”

			—PopSugar, Best New Books of the Month

			“Impactful…[a] fascinating novel about a man caught between cultures.”

			—Foreword Reviews

			“In this soulful novel, Zülfü Livaneli presents a touching human story that unfolds alongside the real-life horrors of terrorist war. Set in and around the ancient crossroads city of Mardin—one of my favorite places in the world—it is both timeless and urgently contemporary. Disquiet is as rich in character and imagery as it is potent in moral clarity.”

			—Stephen Kinzer, author of Crescent and Star:
Turkey Between Two Worlds

			“This is a riveting story skillfully rendered. It is a gift to readers.”

			—Rafia Zakaria, author of Against White Feminism

			“A journalist investigates his friend’s murder and learns the truth about the brutality of war, religious intolerance, cultural chauvinism, hate, sacrifice, and love. Livaneli is a brilliant Turkish writer with a voice and a message that must be heard globally.”

			—Mahbod Seraji, author of Rooftops of Tehran

			“On the surface, Disquiet is a quest narrative that follows a man searching for answers about a friend’s horrific death, but beneath that framework pulse probing questions about the mortal cost of prejudice, the chasm between East and West, the mystery of obsession, and the necessity of recognizing our shared humanity. It is a slim dagger of a book that cuts deep.”

			—Keija Parssinen, author of The Ruins of Us

			Praise for The Last Island

			“This haunting fable of a President’s war against seagulls feels all the more relevant to our times in its absurdity and heartbreak. Livaneli has written a lucid account of a community’s shattering alongside natural devastation. A wise and piercing book.”

			—Ayşegül Savas, author of White on White and
Walking on the Ceiling

			“In this beautifully written book, Livaneli poetically recounts the story of how societies get corrupted by self-serving autocratic leaders. Livaneli’s riveting The Last Island provides a much-needed and uplifting read for all in need of resilience and hope.”

			—Soner Cagaptay, author of A Sultan in Autumn:
Erdogan Faces Turkey’s Uncontainable Forces

			“Urgent and allegorical, Livaneli is masterful in his depiction of how authoritarian power destroys a community’s people and environment. The Last Island is a stunning novel that will stay with me for a long time.”

			—Mina Seçkin, author of The Four Humors

			Praise for The Fisherman and His Son

			“This story of a couple who rescue a baby from a boat after their own son was lost at sea highlights environmental degradation, Mediterranean history, and the ongoing pain of refugees.”

			—New York Times Book Review

			“Blends narrative seamlessly with reflections on political, social, and environmental issues as Livaneli deftly explores the hardships faced by refugees…powerful.”

			—Reader’s Digest

			“A fable-like tale with a strong moral message, tackling issues of immigration, climate change, and industrialization…never has a book been as relevant as it is today.”

			—Litro

			“A novel in conversation with Hemingway, one that grounds Hemingway’s seagoing theme of resilience with threads of pragmatism and an understanding of the larger consequences of conflict on individuals…[Freely] has translated the spirit of Livaneli’s activism into a smooth prose unafraid of the complicated metaphors contained within the novel.”

			—The Rumpus

			“At the center of this novel stands unfathomable tragedy. Gracefully, masterfully, Zülfü Livaneli does not force the reader into trying—and failing—to fathom the unfathomable. Instead, this novel, which is thrumming with Keatsian negative capability, intertwines human misery and nonhuman mystery—the contemporary refugee crisis; a small island crawling with snakes; invasive, poisonous puffer fish and encircling, crafty cats; national histories of population transfers and personal histories of rotten marriages and youthful romances; dreams of a shark-headed man; a baby delivered from the depths by a father dolphin; corporate rapaciousness and environmental degradation; jasmine flowers in evening bloom—and in so doing, creates a loose and intricate tapestry of sorrow and solace, one that invites the attentive reader to glimpse, if even for a moment, ‘the size of the cloth,’ as the poet Naomi Shihab Nye put it. Brendan Freely’s translation is stark, elegant, and fluid; the story that unfolds is propulsive and dramatic, harrowing and multilayered. This is a wonderful book.”

			—Moriel Rothman-Zecher, author of
Before All the World and Sadness Is a White Bird

			“In this tightly woven novel of the sea, Zülfü Livaneli writes of a deep sense of longing at the intersection of loss, environmental catastrophe, and the continuing tragedy of the Mediterranean refugee crisis. The Fisherman and His Son is a moving story that explores the ways in which everyday people navigate their lives in the shambles of the modern nation.”

			—Nishant Batsha,
author of Mother Ocean Father Nation

			Praise for On the Back of the Tiger

			“I loved this book. It reads with all the power and simplicity of a fable.”

			—Louis de Bernières, bestselling author of
Birds Without Wings and Corelli’s Mandolin

			“A comprehensive…tale of Abdülhamid II (1842–1918), the deposed sultan of the crumbling Ottoman Empire…thrilling.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“A fascinating and charming account of the last days of the Ottomans as seen through the eyes of a deposed sultan and his skeptical doctor, as well as a thought-provoking study in political folly, personal responsibility, and hope.”

			—Jenny White, author of The Sultan’s Seal and
The Abyssinian Proof

			“Through a fine narrative keyhole, Livaneli observes how isolation frees a toppled sultan to see the sweep of his dynasty’s history, achievement, and error. Livaneli peers into closed quarters, where Abdülhamid II, aided by his physician’s own humanity, locates new truth in his regrets and pride. Ultimately it is Livaneli’s meticulous rendering and his own compassion and wit that allow us to be there as six centuries of Ottoman rule come to a close.”

			—Katherine Nouri Hughes,
author of The Mapmaker’s Daughter
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			How Leyla, Roxy, and Ali Yekta Entered My Life
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			Most people like the Bosphorus in summer, but I so much prefer it in winter. When it snows I often sit and watch the currents turning aquamarine, the snow accumulating on the yellow, red, and blue rowboats that have been pulled ashore, and the seagulls searching for food.

			As well as the launches that shuttle back and forth between the two shores.

			One winter day when I had nothing to do I boarded one of these launches, crossed to the other side, and then came back.

			That day, in the fog, Istanbul seemed wrapped in a mantle of fine, raw silk. The boats, barely visible, rocked like cradles on the choppy sea. I breathed in the smell of the rope, heavy with sea water, tied to the post on the pier, and listened to the creaking sound it made when the launch moved. When the rope grew taught, it sprayed out droplets of water.

			Some of the passengers were buying the fish that were flapping about in the yellow, red, and green plastic tubs on the pier. They were grilling fish on one of the boats, and a man kept shouting, “Fish sandwiches, fish sandwiches!” Next to the fishermen’s tubs there were flashes of green—romaine and curly lettuces and arugula—as well as lemons and radishes.

			The weather was very cold and windy.

			The passengers who’d arrived early had all found seats for themselves. A man with a mustache and sunken cheeks was smoking a cigarette, protecting it from the wind in his hand, as if he were hiding a sin. Squeezed in next to him was a worn-out looking woman with large black eyes— she’d clearly once been beautiful—who rested her head lightly in his shoulder. Even this little gesture summed up their whole story: a woman who needed to be protected from this harsh society and the man who protected her.

			Three large young men stood whispering, huddled together against the cold. It was clear from their broad shoulders and from how tired they looked that they were manual laborers; the boys were from the East.

			Suddenly, passengers started to crowd in. As the work-weary passengers propelled themselves down the pier to the launch, a steward stood by, moving his arms, ready to rescue anyone who might slip on the wet, wooden gangplank. The boatman shouted, “All aboard, all aboard!”

			Suddenly the launch got underway. People in well-worn raincoats, overcoats, short-sleeved jackets closed their collars against the cold…blowing on their chapped hands to warm them.

			Then the packed launch moved away from the pier in an arc and headed for Üsküdar, making its way deftly among the ferryboats, passenger launches, and fishing boats. The multitude of noisy passenger boats seemed to fly as if in a dream. Seagulls dove into the sea and emerged, appearing and disappearing behind the launch. In the darkness of evening their whiteness was more striking, and their cries became sharper.

			If the boat captain weren’t so skillful, they would surely have collided with the huge freighter that the terrified passengers saw only at the last moment. The huge ship passed before them like a slow-moving and unheeding giant. The passenger launch was tossed about a bit by the wake and then continued on its way.

			Passengers held string bags full of fruits and vegetables. Hungry passengers began to nibble at the loaves of hot bread they’d been clutching.

			Lights were burning on the Asian shore; from a minaret drifted an evening call to prayer that called forth a desire to weep. An eerie, haunting sound that echoed above the city…

			The fish were still moving in the plastic bags, but the passengers were deep in conversation and didn’t notice. The man with the sunken cheeks was saying something to the woman who rested her head on his shoulder.

			From the shore came an appetizing smell of grilling fish.

			The traffic on the suspension bridges was heavy, and thousands of cars were inching along. The darkness of evening was wrapping Istanbul like a heavy blanket.

			I was watching all these people and thinking they were all migrants. Each of them was of a different type—some dark, some blond. If you didn’t know, you wouldn’t think they were all citizens of the same country.

			Some from the Balkans, some from the Caucasus, some from Central Asia, some from the Middle East; they’ve fled from the Hijaz, Yemen, Jerusalem, Russia, Georgia, Bosnia, and Bulgaria and come here. This is a haven. They’ve left behind their homes and families, their gardens and fields, and even bitterly weeping cats and dogs. Those who arrived in this country settled in the houses of those who’d fled elsewhere.

			The houses of the Greeks and the Armenians were given to these homeless people who had barely escaped death. They settled in these strangers’ houses and began tending fields that belonged to people they didn’t know.

			The history of this part of the world is a history of people seizing each other’s property. Competition for property is behind most of the wars and struggles. Houses emptied, houses inhabited anew, property disputes. Man’s need for shelter, for a roof over his head, has led to many tragedies throughout history.

			Just as in this novel.

			

			—

			
				The idea of writing Leyla’s House, the story of a property tragedy that marked all our lives in some way, came to me that day on the passenger launch.

			I looked across from me and saw an aristocratic Ottoman woman who had fallen on difficult times:

			How elegant she looked!

			Next to her sat a girl who had dyed part of her hair blue:

			How rebellious she looked!

			Next to me sat a well-dressed, elderly gentlemen whose tie was perfectly knotted and whose hair was slicked back with brilliantine:

			How dignified he looked!

			No one knew anyone else, and everyone was lost in their own inner world.

			That was the day Leyla, Roxy, and Ali Yekta entered my life—never to leave it again.

		

	
		
			1

			The old woman sat under the huge plane tree and didn’t move for two days. She just waited there, perched on a hard, brown leather suitcase, under the giant, centuries-old tree. The suitcase, with the leather worn through in places, a thick band across the middle, and studs to protect the corners, was reminiscent of travelers of a long-past age.

			The plane tree was on the narrow pavement at the foot of the wall of the waterfront mansion, on a narrow street where cars passed constantly. The nearby grocer, greengrocer, and coffee seller were all watching the woman. From time to time they sent her tea and water to drink and apples, roasted chickpeas, and cake to eat.

			Later they went over from time to time to beg the woman: “Madam, please stop being so stubborn! We could be considered your children too. Come, come to our house!”

			The old woman refused with a stubborn expression.

			The greengrocer with the big mustache dried his hands on his blue apron and pleaded, “You’ve known me since I was a child; please, you know that my house is right over here; come on, come with me.”

			“Thank you, but I can’t go with you.”

			“Madam, for the love of God, stop resisting. Why can’t you come away?”

			The butcher got involved: “You can’t live in the street like this. You may have stood it for two days, but what will happen three or four days from now?”

			Pointing to the waterfront mansion behind her, the old woman said, “I was born here, and I lived here all my life. I have no place else to go.”

			The tradesmen were moved, and one of them said, “We know, Madam. How could we not know? All of us grew up in your shadow. But these heartless people have bought the mansion; what can we do?”

			“What recourse do we have?”

			“This neighborhood has never seen such wicked people.”

			Wringing the cloths in their hands or agitatedly lighting cigarettes, they all cursed the new owners of the waterfront mansion in low voices.

			The grocer’s young daughter arrived with a bouquet of jasmine and gave it to the old woman. The woman took the flowers with a smile. The young girl said, “Aunt Leyla, do you remember how you used to give us jasmine from your garden every day?”

			“Yes,” said the old woman, smiling again. Her hazel-colored eyes lit up as she brought the flowers to her nose to smell them. Although she’d forbidden anyone to call her “Aunt” and insisted on being addressed as Leyla, she didn’t say anything to the young girl.

			Cars slowed down as they passed, some looking at this woman surrounded by people with surprise, some with pity, and some with anger. Who was this? Perhaps she was a madwoman who’d run away from home and got lost.

			Those from the neighborhood who knew the woman said, “Look at the state the poor woman is in,” and cursed the new owners of the mansion.

			The place where Leyla had been sitting for two days was on the “shore road” of the Asian side of the Bosphorus. However, even though it was called the “shore road,” it didn’t actually run along the shore because the shore was occupied by waterfront mansions. It was only out of habit that the road behind these mansions’ gardens was called this.

			You couldn’t see the shore itself because of the high back walls of these mansions. Indeed these mansions could only be seen from the sea. Only passengers on the white ferries that went up and down the Bosphorus, fishermen, and those on the excursion boats had the privilege of being able to see these elegant structures, with their boathouses beneath them, that leaned out over the blue water on cedar posts. As well, of course, as those on the ships that sail through the Bosphorus.

			When the tradesmen realized that they would not succeed in convincing “the Great Lady,” the women of the neighborhood got involved. Red-cheeked, fresh-faced brides came one after another and kissed her hand. “Madam, for the love of God, don’t do this, come, I’ve made some fresh tea, I’ve prepared some food…”

			“I was born in this mansion, I lived here all my life, and I’m going to die here. I won’t go anywhere else.”

			The new brides looked at each other with pity in their eyes and started cursing the new owners.

			“May they never have a day of peace in that house!”

			“May God punish them for this!”

			“How could they throw her out of her home after all these years? Have they no conscience?”

			All the while, as they were saying these things, they could hear the sounds of work being done in the mansion and the shrill voice of a woman shouting at the designers and contractors.

			“Design!” a woman was shouting in a bad accent, “All of this has to be done according to the design, not according to your own taste, do you understand? It’s going to be done the way the American interior decorator says it should be done. The design is going to be followed exactly. Instead of standing there looking like an idiot, go in and take those ornaments off the ceiling.”

			Two days earlier, the new owners had come to the mansion with the contractors and the American interior decorator and had asked the old woman to move out of the house. On the edge of the mansion’s large garden, at the foot of the back wall, there was a medium-sized, white, single-story house. The old woman had spent her life in that house. No one had ever thought of making her leave that house, but the new owners were evicting her anyway. “What right do you have to throw me out of my house?” objected the old woman, showing them the deed to this detached house, but to no avail. “There are laws in this country, there are rules,” she said. “I don’t understand how you can presume to evict someone from her own house.”

			Meanwhile, the new owners’ two watchmen were filling the old woman’s suitcase without giving her the chance to pack up her own things. Leyla lost her temper completely when they opened her closet and started gathering up the carefully ironed lace gloves, blouses, skirts, and, yes, even her undergarments with their rough hands. In what must have been forty years of privacy, no man’s hairy hands would ever have been allowed to touch them. Meanwhile, in a voice that could be heard in the next neighborhood, the new lady of the house was shouting, “It’s an annex! I’m going to turn it into a guesthouse, do you understand? I’m paying the interior decorator an arm and a leg to redo this little house. And why should I have a fossil living in my garden! I don’t care where she goes.”

			The old woman heard these words and was more surprised at being evicted from a house that was legally hers than at being called a fossil. What disregard these newcomers had for the law! Even though the detached house was in the mansion’s extensive garden, it was on a separate parcel of land and had a separate deed. The last time the house had been sold, the buyers had respected this deed and hadn’t disturbed her. How could this woman who kept shouting about design throw her out of her own house?

			But they did throw her out. Their servants took her by the arms and dragged her to the iron garden gate and deposited her and her suitcase outside. The tradesmen gathered and watched what was happening.

			The Great Lady stood for a while, looking at the gate through which she’d just been ejected, and then grew tired and sat on her suitcase. Since then she hadn’t really moved from this spot. From time to time, to answer the calls of nature, and taking care not to meet anyone face-to-face, she would go to the back of the grocery store, but then she would return and continue to sit in her place. Once or twice she got to her feet and started doing gymnastics. These movements didn’t resemble any kind of gymnastics the tradesmen had ever seen. These were very slow, deliberate movements intended to strain the muscles. It was clear that, as with everything the Great Lady did, these gymnastics required a certain knowledge and training.

			The Great Lady knew so many things like this. She helped the neighborhood children with their homework and talked to them from time to time; she gave them advice that no one else would ever give them and told them stories. The exotic flowers she grew in her garden weren’t at all like the flowers the Roma people sold from colorful plastic buckets by the roadside. It was as if the Great Lady gave them a different fragrance, as if even their appearance changed when she touched them. There was no one in the neighborhood who hadn’t received jasmine from the Great Lady.

			The older people of the neighborhood had once called her “Little Lady,” but the world had changed, and in time she became known as the Great Lady.

			The sounds of hammering and sawing told of a great deal of work being done in the mansion. When the Great Lady heard these sounds she looked toward the mansion with curiosity and didn’t try to hide the anxiety in her eyes. Whether it was a wall or a ceiling, something was being knocked down with a great deal of clatter.

			The tradesmen, who had only ever entered the mansion on rare and special occasions, could never forget the magnificent ceiling moldings, the Ottoman ornaments on the walls, or the elegant portico. The new owners, who clearly didn’t like these ornaments, were dumping these beautiful antiques in the garden. The trucks that were taking loads of rubble out of the mansion’s gates were evidence of this. The trucks were taking the rubble, dumping it far away, and coming back for more.

			When night fell, everyone dispersed; the Great Lady, who had ignored the entreaties of the tradesmen who wanted to take her to their homes, spent her first night in the Bosphorus damp sitting on her suitcase. In the morning, the grocer brought her tea and hot bread that had just come out of the oven. The Great Lady, who had grown quite pale, accepted them happily.

			It was the kind of June morning on the Bosphorus that fills people with joy. From the woods that rose just behind the road came the beautiful chirping of birds and the smells of jasmine, laurel, and magnolia.

			The Great Lady couldn’t bring herself to believe that she’d been thrown out of the house she’d lived in for seventy-six years and had never left for even a single day. It had to be a mistake, so she sat there on her suitcase, waiting for this to be set right. Because this was not the jungle, but a nation that lived according to the rule of the law. No one could come and throw someone out of a house to which they had a deed. She resisted and wouldn’t leave the front of the house because she was certain that this mistake would be rectified.

			Meanwhile, the tradesmen and some of the others of the neighborhood thought about talking to the new owners of the mansion. Yes, the new owners were very rich and powerful; the man owned a large bank and had thousands of people working for him. Was throwing an old woman out of her own house going to make someone like that look good? Everyone embraced this idea enthusiastically. “It’s not right! No one has the right to seize someone else’s property.” They were all the more agitated because of their deep attachment to their own property, but when it came to going and talking to the new owners they were less vociferous. And when a Mercedes with tinted windows arrived so pompously and drove into the mansion’s garden they began to argue about whether they’d made the right decision.

			“These people aren’t children. They’re bank owners. Who knows how many lawyers they have working for them. They wouldn’t make a mistake like this.”

			“Let’s try to listen to their side of the story; let’s not rush into things.”

			“And we’re going to have to look these people in the face tomorrow; we’re going to make deliveries to them…”

			The Great Lady didn’t pay attention to any of this because the deed her grandfather the pasha had given her was in her pocket. After her grandfather’s death, her grandmother had had to sell the mansion, and she had no rights left to that, she had no objections about that, but the little house at the foot of the garden wall belonged completely to her.

			She’d known all the tradesmen gathered around her since they were little children. They felt for the Great Lady and didn’t want to leave her side, but whenever the shiny car with tinted windows emerged they scattered immediately. They all acted as if they had something to do and went to their shops as if customers had arrived, and then later, when the danger had passed, they gathered around the Great Lady once again. The new owners could see them through the tinted glass and might even be noting who was there. When the car came out, the area was deserted.

			“Please, don’t insist, come with us. You’ll get sick if you stay here.”

			“Who has the right to seize someone else’s property? There are laws in this country.”

			“Is this the jungle?”

			The Great Lady listened with a bitter smile playing about her lips to the people of the neighborhood who were insisting she come home with them, and shook her head with an expression that said she would not accept any of their suggestions.

			Whether it came from a passing driver or a resident of the neighborhood, the news appeared in the papers that an old woman had been sitting under a plane tree on the Bosphorus road for two days. Was the woman crazy, or was she sitting there to protest something? Had her family thrown her out into the street? If that were true, it might be a good news item, a short piece that would arouse the readers’ emotions. Human interest pieces were important.

			For this reason, the Today newspaper’s city editor didn’t neglect to include the old woman in his notes for the daily meeting. In any event a reporter could wrap up the story within two hours. He mentioned the item when it came up on the agenda. For whatever reason, the words “crazy woman” escaped from his mouth.

			“A crazy woman in front of the Bosnalılar Mansion…”

			When Yusuf, who’d started at the newspaper six months earlier, heard this, he rose to his feet and asked, “Can I take this story?”

			“Do you find it that interesting?” asked the city editor.

			Yusuf said, “I know that woman. She’s not at all crazy.”

			“All right, go look into it,” said the editor, “But don’t waste too much time on it because there are a lot of other things to cover.”

			“Don’t forget to take a picture!” he called out after him.

			“He thinks I’m still a rookie,” Yusuf grumbled to himself.

		

	
		
			2

			As Yusuf drove out to the mansion across the Bosphorus bridge in a company car, he thought about the Great Lady. What had happened to make the poor woman spend the night outside? The Great Lady he knew wasn’t someone who would just lose her mind.

			He’d practically grown up at her side. His own grandparents had lived in the servants’ quarters in the mansion’s garden and had been the pasha’s gardeners. Later, in his father’s time, the family had moved to a shanty they’d built toward the top of the hill across the road. The apartment in which Yusuf first opened his eyes to the world was in a four-story building on the land on which the shanty had been built. It was not in the mansion garden but in the woods at the top of the hill, but unfortunately over time the trees thinned out more and more. After Yusuf’s grandfather had built the first house, all their relatives and friends from Kastamonu had come and built houses nearby. There were now many houses on the hilltop that had once been so heavily forested. A grocery store, a greengrocer, and a butcher shop opened on the shore road as well. Yusuf’s uncle and cousins ran the grocery store, and the greengrocer was run by the grandsons of the man who had once brought vegetables to the mansion.

			Tourists insisted on describing Istanbul as being made up of both the European and Asian shores. Yusuf knew that the people of Istanbul crossed the Bosphorus bridge to the Anatolian side without ever thinking of it as Asia. Although he’d lived there until he went to university, he’d moved to Cihangir and had cut his ties with the neighborhood of old mansions. He visited his father’s house once in a while, that’s all. The last time he went he hadn’t even stopped by to visit the Great Lady, even though when he was a child he had considered her his favorite adult. The Great Lady was the first person whose hand he would rush to kiss on holiday mornings. He felt at ease with her. The businessman Mr. Salih and his family, who had bought the mansion, were nice enough people, but somehow he felt shy with them.

			That family treated him well, they stroked his head and gave him money, and when he started school they bought him a uniform and shoes and notebooks, but all this was a bit difficult for Yusuf. Because they didn’t give him these gifts in the same spirit they gave gifts to their own grandchildren. Every time they spoke to him it was clear they were making an effort to be charitable and emphasized the fact that they were helping him. They would say, “Take it, my boy. Try this on, does it fit? Be a good boy. Here, take one of these chocolates. Don’t be shy, don’t be shy, take another one!” and pat him on the head. Yusuf would feel strange standing there, under the eyes of four generations of that family, with his mouth stuffed with chocolate.

			However, the Great Lady never made him feel uncomfortable. She treated Yusuf just as she would treat anyone else. She would give him some of her famous jasmine and then casually say, “I’m going to eat some figs. You can join me if you like,” and then without waiting for an answer would take out two small plates of the figs she’d picked from the garden that morning. When she gave gifts of money for the holidays they would always be accompanied either by a bouquet of jasmine or by a handkerchief embroidered with his full name in capital letters.

			The Great Lady’s house was like a seamstress’s workshop. It was full of silk threads of all colors, spools, shiny and eye-catching cloths and laces. There were a lot of pictures on the walls. In the largest picture, her grandfather the pasha, looking very imposing in his uniform, seemed to be taking in his surroundings. Yusuf remembered his own father and grandfather often speaking highly of the pasha, saying, “May he rest in peace. He was very good to us.”

			The opinion he remembered having formed from bits and pieces of conversation he heard at home was that because the Great Lady was the granddaughter of a pasha, Mr. Salih’s family, despite being such nice people, would not long be able to take the place of a true aristocrat.

			Yusuf’s grandfather’s father had been wounded in the leg while serving under the pasha’s command in some war he couldn’t quite place (because there’d been so many wars, Yusuf couldn’t possibly know which one) and had worked there for the rest of his life, with a limp, as the mansion gardener. He and the family he brought from Kastamonu had settled into a small house in the mansion’s vast garden. According to what they say, the garden had been a paradise in those days: there were giant magnolias, fig and pomegranate trees, Judas trees, lemon and orange trees, the rarest roses, chrysanthemums, hydrangeas…The beautiful magnolia tree whose branches stretched over the house and almost completely hid the roof with its flowers, had been planted in Leyla’s honor when she was born. It was such a magnificent and noble tree that everyone who saw the green brilliance of its leaves and smelled the fragrance of its large flowers was enchanted by it. At one time there had been a bubbling cascade in the corner. The colorfully designed paving stones, and the arbors, the magnolias, the Judas trees, and the ever-blooming roses were still there, but when part of the mansion was sold a wall had unfortunately been knocked down, and the harsh Bosphorus winds had killed the orange and lemon trees. The Armenian and Greek builders who built the old mansions used to take the winds and currents of the Bosphorus into account, but the builders today don’t take that kind of care.

			As Yusuf approached the mansion he saw the Great Lady sitting under the enormous plane tree talking to a policeman. When he bent down to kiss the Great Lady’s hand he wasn’t sure whether she was pleased to see him. Perhaps she didn’t want little Yusuf to see her in that pitiful state. At least that’s how he interpreted it.

			The policeman said, “We can’t allow you to sit here any longer, madam. We have a complaint from the owners of the mansion. They’re being disturbed by this.”

			In a patient voice the Great Lady said. “Son, my grandfather built this mansion. My entire family lived here.”

			“Yes, but it’s been sold; the property now belongs to…,” he looked at the paper he was holding and read from it, “Ömer Cevheroğlu.”

			“That applies to the mansion itself, but the little house I live in is on a separate parcel and has a separate deed. My grandfather left it to me. Look if you want.”

			In fact, on her identity card her grandfather the pasha was listed as her father, but, hoping the policeman wouldn’t notice this detail, she didn’t offer any explanations on the subject. Her being on record as her grandfather’s daughter had to do with a great tragedy that had befallen the pasha’s family. This tragedy had not only altered the family records, but changed the family itself radically.

			The Great Lady took the carefully folded deed from her bag and showed it to the policeman. The policeman took the deed and peered at it and began reading aloud. Everything seemed to be in order. Now he had no idea what to do.

			“You still have to leave this place,” he said. “You may seek your rights, but I have definite orders from my superior. The new owners of the mansion have been disturbed. I’ve been ordered to escort you away from this place.”

			“Officer, please show this deed to your superior.”

			At this point the young policeman stopped being polite and respectful and said, “What are you talking about, lady? My superior has a superior. They got a call from the police chief. You can’t go over these people’s heads. The best thing for you is to get up and go. Otherwise I have to take you into the station, so you had better listen, lady.”

			“Leyla,” said the woman.

			“What?”

			“Leyla, my name is Leyla.”

			“All right then, Miss Leyla,” said the increasingly impatient policeman.

			“No, just call me Leyla.”

			At this point Yusuf got involved. He wasn’t surprised because he knew the Great Lady’s temperament, but this policeman, who was meeting her for the first time, couldn’t be expected to understand. This was a matter that had been very difficult for the people of the neighborhood. She’s taught everyone since they were children to call her Leyla. Those who couldn’t manage this called her “Great Lady.”

			To put an end to the argument Yusuf showed his card. “I’m a reporter, officer,” he said. He didn’t have his yellow press card yet, but he did have his newspaper’s picture identification card. “No one has the right to throw this woman out of her house. She has a deed. There you see it.”

			The policeman took Yusuf a little off to one side. Lowering his voice, he said, “You know who the new owner of the mansion is, don’t you? It’s Ömer Cevheroğlu. The phone has been ringing since morning. Everyone but the interior minister has been called. Even the governor is involved. This woman sitting here is getting on Ömer’s wife’s nerves. The woman is a little strange too, isn’t she?”

			Meanwhile the grocer, the greengrocer, and their clerks had gathered around to listen.

			Yusuf saw that this wasn’t going to work and that the only thing to do was to go into the mansion and show the new owners the deed. He rang the bell on the garden gate. He waited a little while, and then the gate opened, and a large, mustachioed man asked him his business. Yusuf told the man he was a reporter and that he wanted to talk to Mr. Ömer about something. The man said, “Wait!” and then left. He came back a little later and brought Yusuf inside. It was strange for him to look like a stranger in the garden in which he’d spent his childhood. Yusuf knew every tree and stone in that garden.

			Through the windows he saw that everything in the mansion had been torn out and that the walls and ceilings had been almost completely scraped.

			The watchman brought Yusuf to the front terrace of the mansion. The waters of the Bosphorus were lapping the marble of the terrace and reflecting a blinding light. Yusuf couldn’t see well in this bright light. That’s why he preferred the dark coolness of the back garden. As always, his eyes watered. Then Mr. Ömer, who he’d seen so often on television and in the newspapers, was approaching him and asking what he wanted. He was a wiry and handsome man. He had short, regularly cut hair and wore red-framed glasses. He was wearing a very clean white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows.

			Yusuf said, “There’s an old woman sitting in front of the mansion. I wanted to ask you some questions about this.”

			In an understanding manner, Mr. Ömer said, “We gave the poor woman a lot of time. We’d been asking her to move out ever since the day we bought the mansion, but she wouldn’t listen to us. In the end we had to move her out.”

			“But she claims that the house in the back garden belongs to her.”

			Mr. Ömer smiled and said, “The poor thing is lying.”

			“She has a deed in her possession.”

			A young woman, who Yusuf hadn’t seen before because of the glare, started talking; she strode toward Yusuf and shouted, “Do you know who you’re talking to?”

			She was a thin, beautiful woman whose hair had been bleached blond. She was wearing sunglasses and short shorts. Mr. Ömer silenced her with a polite wave of his hand. The woman strode angrily into the house and continued giving directions to the contractors.

			Mr. Ömer said, “Excuse me for a moment,” and went into the mansion as well.

			When Yusuf was left alone on the terrace, he looked at the front of the mansion. Here nothing had been changed yet. Indeed according to the building code no great changes were allowed. Yusuf knew that the mansion, which was set like a jewel on the Bosphorus, was supported on cedar columns.

			Unlike the waterfront mansions built at the end of the nineteenth and beginning of the twentieth centuries, it did not evoke wealth and magnificence, but was a somewhat humble structure that evoked a quiet family life: it wasn’t in the nineteenth century baroque Ottoman style, but was a wooden mansion that reflected Eastern sensibilities.

			Today the sea was a color approaching lavender. For whatever reason, the Bosphorus was a different color every day, ranging from green to copper.
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