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 			 			FOREWORD

The first thing to point out is that Crying Blue Murder was originally published in 2002 under the title A Deeper Shade of Blue. if you bought the latter, please give this one to a friend rather than demanding a refund. I decided not to update the action, so dont be surprised by the presence of the drachma instead of the euro.
 		   

 		The novel was the first in what is so far a trilogy featuring the half-Scots, half-Greek private investigator Alex Mavros. It stemmed largely from the six years I spent living on the small Aegean island of Antiparos. Ive said in the past that I set the action on the non-existent island of Trigono because I was worried about irritating the natives of Antiparos by what is, it has to be said, hardly a complimentary take on life in the Cyclades. But the truth is, inventing an island freed up my imagination and allowed me to take certain often diabolical liberties. Which is not to say that the novel doesnt reflect local life as regards violence. In 2008, a man on the nearby island of Santorini cut his wifes head off and paraded it down the street. I would never dare to write anything as gross as that (though its a challenge).
 		   

 		On the other hand, one of the inspirations for the book was a war memorial to Antipaross resistance heroes, which included a misspelled but recognisable British name. I was immediately fascinated and started researching. Suffice to say that the real life story, involving a soldier from the Pay Corps who wanted to be a spy, is substantially less romantic than the version I came up with. This is a love story, admittedly a pretty tragic one, as well as a crime novel.
 		   

 		Writing about holiday destinations such as the Greek islands has its challenges. How do you avoid clichs? I decided to subvert the common conception of beautiful islands dotted with white houses by stressing the darkness that lies beneath. Much of the darkness is located in that key Greek institution, the family. Its a fact that the overwhelming majority of violent crime in Greece takes place within the family. In that respect, Crying Blue Murder is realistic. As, I hope, are the descriptions of the land- and seascapes that have inspired and continue to inspire poets and artists; as well as seekers of sun, sand and sex.
 		   

 		Readers should be aware of the following points of language:
 		   

 	 1) Greek masculine names in os, is, and as lose the final s when individuals are addressed: Panos, lefteris and Nondas are raising their glasses, but raise your glasses, Pano, lefteri and Nonda.
 		   

 		2) Feminine surnames differ from their masculine counterparts: Alex Mavros, but Anna Mavrou; Panos Theocharis, but Dhimitra Theochari.
 		   

 		3) The letters dh are pronounced th as in English these.
 		   

 		Paul Johnston, January 2009
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       			CHAPTER ONE


      OUTSIDE, the half-moon, tilted on its back, was rising low over the eastern islands, casting a shimmering path on the grey-blue sea. A light breeze was blowing over the ridge, and on it came the creak of cicadas and the clang of goat bells from the upper slopes. The drag of water over the fractured feet of the cliffs below was a regular pattern, as soft and insistent as a lullaby.

      Inside, the woman choked back a scream and drew fetid air into her lungs. She closed her eyes and counted to ten, but the darkness was still there when she opened them again. She pulled hard against her bonds. The ropes on her wrists and ankles bit into the raw skin, making her gasp, but she persisted with the movements, trying to understand what was happening. Her mind was spongy, unfocused, and there was a dull buzzing in the background. Was she drunk? She jerked back and forward again, tears spurting as pain shot up her arms and legs. For a moment she thought she was going to be sick, but nothing came. Her throat was too dry and her stomach was empty.

      Then she heard the voices. They were low and hard to distinguish, coming from some point in the outer darkness. She swallowed hard and tried to control her breathing. The voices seemed to be familiar. There were two of them, one lower than the other, but her wandering mind couldnt locate the faces that went with the sounds. All she could tell was that the speakers were having a fevered discussion. Something told her that calling out to them wasnt advisable. She raised her bound wrists to her face and touched the broken surface of one cheekbone. Had she already made a noise? Had they hit her? She felt her stomach turn over.

      The voices in the darkness were less tense now, the argument apparently over. The woman moved her back against the wallit was much rougher than the wall of a houseand realised with a spasm of shock that she was naked. There was gritty sand on the skin of her backside and she drew her tied wrists up over uncovered breasts. She started panting as the nature of her predicament overtook her like a tidal wave. And then a light came on.

      It was bright, blinding and directed at her face. She tried to look away as it moved closer and felt another frisson of horror as she saw a loose assembly of bones in the far corner, plumes of skin and tattered tendons trailing away from it across the floor. Then the light was up close and a heavy hand took hold of her chin, forcing it up.

      It was the laugh that broke her spirit, an explosion of inhumanity that the softer intonation of her other captors voice did nothing to dilute. Without resisting she allowed herself to be pushed forward, rough hands on her breasts and between her legs, until she was crouching on all fours, her eyes clouded by tears. The light was withdrawn and she caught a glimpse of a tripod, heard the hum of a video camera. Then she was caught by a driving agony. She had already sunk into the lowest depths of fear and desolation. The knowledge that a recording was being made of what she was enduring meant little to her.

      It ended in a series of grunts. The woman was knocked against the wall and a heavy hand rained blows on her head and shoulders, as if she had failed the man who had assaulted her. The cameras sibilant noise stopped and she opened her eyes. She saw boots, shoes, the tripod, but she kept her gaze away from the decaying body on her left.

      
        
      

      And then, in the seconds before the light went out, a bottle thudded against her bare thigh, followed by a hunk of what smelled like bread in the sand by her face. The low voices faded and the woman stayed motionless. She understood that the screw had been tightened. She was not to be set free, she was not even to be slaughtered like a captive animal. She was to be kept in this stinking hole, she was to stay alive so that the bastards could continue violating and filming her whenever they wanted.

      She tried to hold her breath until she passed out, tried to resist the temptation to open the bottle, but she soon gave in. She drank brackish, inert water and swallowed coarse bread. How long had she been here? When had she last eaten? She had no sense of time, no clear idea of where she was. A cellar? A deserted hut? A cave? In the distance she heard the sound of a vehicle start up and move off.

      The enclosed space around her was sable, black as the most starless of nights, and she became aware of the flutter of scaly wings over her head. She wondered if they were bats, but whatever they were, the creatures didnt frighten her. They were nothing compared with the realisation that had crept over her.

      She had no idea who she was.

    

    




    
 			CHAPTER TWO

WALKING down Vrysakiou at the eastern boundary of the ancient marketplace, Alex Mavros spotted the shoplifter immediately. It was a little after ten and the sun was high in the sky, burning through the pollution cloud and suffocating central Athens. Tourists, thinner on the ground than they had been a few weeks ago during the high season, were picking their way in baseball caps and shorts through the shattered pediments and statues of the agora, their sights set on the Acropolis which was wreathed in scaffolding to the south.
As he watched the young man in the stained denim jacket and crumpled cream trousers, Mavros wondered why none of the shopkeepers had noticed the intruder. It was obvious that he didnt have much to spend, but he was running his hands through the oversize worry beads and picking up green metal replicas of ancient statues as if he were a genuine tourist. Then Mavros saw a group of men on the road and realised that the souvenir sellers were engaged in animated conversation, their attention slack in late September after months of good business. He could have identified the shoplifter to themthe guy had just slipped a reproduction of a figurine in poor-quality marble into the inside pocket of his jacketbut he decided to start the day with a test of his professional skills.
The young man, his thin face and dirty hair suggesting he was one of the large Albanian underclass that scraped a living in the city, moved quickly away down Adhrianou towards the Temple of Hephaistos, his eyes averted from the shopmen, who were now shouting at each other. Mavros went after him, keeping about ten metres between them. It was easy enough to find cover by weaving between the foreign visitors, some of them carrying heavy backpacks. After a few minutes, he realised that the shoplifter knew what he was doing. The young man ignored every shop, kiosk and stall until he was well away from the one he had hit, only showing interest again after he had turned right towards Ifaistou, the Flea Markets main thoroughfare. On it there were clothes shops and jewellers as well as stores selling tourist junk. He headed for a place festooned with watches and raised his eyes to the goods.
Mavros approached him slowly from the rear. This time the shopkeeper was alert, his gaze levelled immediately on the badly dressed individual in his doorway. Mavros thought about it. Either he could wait to see how desperate the guy washow much he needed something to trade for food or drugsor he could intervene before things got nasty; shop owners had been known to beat the hell out of thieves, especially if they were Albanian. The young man raised his hand towards a fake silver watch that probably wasnt worth more than a few thousand drachmas and Mavros decided to act.
Dont touch it, he said in a low voice, standing close behind the shoplifter. You understand Greek?
Dropping his hand, the man turned to Mavros. His eyes took in the sunglasses, the shoulder-length black hair and the unshaven face, then were lowered to the white T-shirt and faded blue jeans. The alarm that had initially tightened the sallow skin on his cheeks was replaced by a look of incomprehension.  Who are you? he asked in heavily accented Greek. Although undercover police patrols operated in the Monastiraki area, they didnt make a habit of smiling at their prey.
Mavros beckoned him away from the shop to a neighbouring doorway. Dont worry, Im not a batsos. He used the colloquial term of opprobrium for the forces of law and order that equated them with physical punishment.
Fuck off then, said the Albanian, making to walk away.
Mavros caught his arm and looked into his open jacket. I think youd better give me that, he said, nodding at the blank, angled head of the stone figure that protruded from the shoplifters pocket.
So you can keep it for yourself? the young man asked bitterly, displaying uneven stained teeth.
No, Mavros replied. So I can give it back to its owner. He opened his eyes wide, hand extended. Please?
The Albanian looked surprised by the politeness of the appeal. After a few moments thought, eyes flicking up and down the crowded street, he decided against further resistance.
Thank you, Mavros said, taking the replica. Here, he added as the shoplifter turned away. Get yourself something to eat. He gave the young man a five-thousand note.
The Albanian stood speechless, his lips apart. Then his mouth formed into an incredulous smile. Are you a madman? he asked, tapping his head.
Mavros laughed. Maybe. Go to the good, friend. He was pretty sure that the shoplifter wouldnt take the words literally.
Back at the shop where hed first seen the Albanian, Mavros waved the owner over from the heated debate about the latest foreign coach of the Olympiakos football team.
Good morning, Alex, the bald souvenir seller said, his eyes falling on the off-white stone sculpture. What are you doing with that? He looked towards the shop. Is it one of mine?
Mavros nodded as he handed the figure to him. You should be ashamed of selling rubbish like this, Kosta. The original Cycladic pieces take peoples breath away. This just makes me want to throw up on your shoes.
The tourist shark raised his shoulders, unconcerned by the quality of his wares. Then his eyes narrowed. Did you let another thief go? Mother of God, Alex, why didnt you hand him over? How are we supposed to make a
Bye, Kosta, Mavros said with a wave, heading off down the street again. The sharks made so much money from the tourists that they all had German cars and holiday homes with swimming pools on the coast of Attiki. What good would another Albanian in the cells do them or anyone else?
 		   

 		Mavros turned up an alleyway off Adhrianou towards a door wreathed with honeysuckle. Although the plant was well watered, the entrance to the small kafeneion was distinctly unwelcoming. The green paint had been in need of a new coat for years and the signTou Chondrou, The Fat Mans Placewas hanging at an angle from the lintel. It was all part of the plan, as was the narrow passage beyond the door filled with cardboard boxes and empty bottles. The owner didnt want tourists cluttering up his caf. He didnt really want anyone cluttering up the placea year in prison during the dictatorship hadnt done much for his sociabilitybut he made a few exceptions.
Good morning, Fat Man, Mavros said as he went through the main room with its back-wrenching wicker chairs and out into the shaded courtyard.
The sole occupant didnt look up from the book propped against the chill cabinet with its meagre selection of cheese and vegetables. Morning, Alex. Although the standard diminutives of Alexandhros were Alexis or Alekos, Mavros had always been known by the foreign form. Cynics like the Fat Man reckoned he stuck with it because he wanted to be different.
The courtyard, confined by the high walls of the surrounding buildings, was given shade by a wooden pergola that supported a spreading vine. As it was late summer, the branches were hung with bunches of dusky green grapes. The wasps and other insects they attracted were being enticed through short lengths of bamboo into plastic bottles containing sugared water; once in, they never found their way out and eventually drowned.
When are you going to pick those grapes, Fat Man? Mavros shouted as he sat on the canvas-backed chair he always used. Its like a zoo in here with all these creatures. Or a slaughterhouse, more like.
The caf ownerYiorgos Pandazopoulos by name, but never addressed as such except by the hygiene inspectors, tax officials and policemen he despisedpeered out into the yard. I like watching them die slowly, he said, a slack grin appearing on his heavy features. You should get into it, Alex. Just imagine theyre right-wing politicians.
Mavros groaned. For Gods sake, give it a rest. And bring me my sketo, if it isnt too much trouble.
Right away, sir, the Fat Man replied with mock servility.
Mavros shook his head. Youre living in the past, my friend. The old ideologies are dead and buried. No one cares about them any more. He looked up at the drowsy wasps in the bottles above and breathed in the scent of grapes that were beginning to rot. Everyone in Greece is too busy making money these days.
Shortly afterwards the Fat Man shuffled out, a stained white apron stretched over his swollen midriff, and placed a minute cup and a glass of water on the metal table with incongruous delicacy. Go to the devil, Alex, he said, staring belligerently at his only customer. What do you know about this country? Youre not even a real Greek.
Dont start that again, Mavros said, taking off his sunglasses and running a hand through the swathes of thick hair that had swung down and obscured his vision. Then he picked up the cup and breathed in the dark, unsweetened liquids sublime aroma. Whatever else anyone said about the Fat Man, he made the best coffee in the city.
Dont start what again? the caf owner said, planting his thick legs apart on the gravel floor. Are you or are you not half Greek, half Anglos?
Wrong! Mavros shouted. Im half Greek but not half Anglos. How many times do I have to tell you? Anglos means English. My mother is Scottish.
The Fat Man had raised his eyes to what was visible of the fume-choked sky. Screw you, Alex. You know well enough that Anglos means British in the common tongue.
Well, it shouldnt, Mavros replied, blowing over his cup. Anglos is English and Skotsezos is Scottish. You know which blood Ive got in my veins.
Anyway, who cares about that half? the Fat Man said. Theyre all capitalists on that rain-soaked island. Your father was Greek, youve lived in Greece most of your life, you did your national service here. His brow furrowed. Youve no right to give up the struggle, you traitor. Your father wont be resting in the grave, hell rise again as a vampire
Come on, my friend, give me some peace, Mavros said, glaring at the imposing figure. It always amazed him how difficult it was for even committed communists to free themselves from the superstitions of the Orthodox Church that they had imbibed as children. Vampires? What kind of shit is that?
And what kind of shit is that job you do? the Fat Man demanded, changing his angle of attack. Private detective? Private nose in other peoples business, I say. He leaned over his customer. Youre no better than an underwear-sniffing cop.
Mavros had his hand over his eyes. He had woken up with his head throbbing and it was worsening by the minute. Go away, will you, Fat Man? Ive spent the last week looking for a fifteen-year-old junkie who went walkabout. The parents remember those boutique owners from Kolonaki?wont pay me the balance of my fee because they say he was on his way home anyway. I dont need this from you, not this morning.
The Fat Man was nodding his head. See? What do you expect if you work for bourgeois wankers from the arsehole of Athens. Kolonaki, Little Column, the area to the northeast of the parliament building, was the most upmarket district in the city. By coincidence, and to the delight of people on the left, kolos also meant arse. Oh well, the caf owner said, his tone softening, everyone has to work, I suppose. Do you want some galaktoboureko?
Mavros looked up. Have you got any left? The Fat Mans mother made a tray of the custard-filled filo pastry every morning, but it had usually been devoured by the early-morning trade and his interlocutor by this time.
For you, Alex, anything, the Fat Man said, the irony less sharp than it could have been.
Bring me a couple of aspirins as well, Mavros called, glancing at the ponderous form in the kitchen and flicking the pale blue worry beads hed been using to distract himself since hed given up smoking a year ago. Hed known Yiorgos since hed roamed the backstreets around the hill of Strefi in central Athens as a kid. The Fat Man was eighteen years older than Alex, making him fifty-seven, but hed always had a soft spot for the boy. Mavros was sure that Yiorgos had initially befriended him because his father, Spyros Mavros, was a high-ranking member of the Communist Party. But a deeper friendship had developed over the years, one based on their mutual antipathy towards authority in any shape or form. Except Mavros had taken that a lot further than his friend by steadfastly refusing to join the Party. He had seen too much of the damage caused by strongly held beliefs. What Yiorgos said about everyone having to work was a bad joke. His mother, now in her early eighties, kept the caf going with her cooking and cleaning, but only just. The Fat Man survived by running illicit card tables late at night. If pressed, he justified himself by giving a sly smile and characterising Marx and Lenin as political gamblers.
The pastry and pills arrived, Mavros washing down the latter with the unchilled tap water the Fat Man had brought. He took a forkful of the galaktoboureko and closed his eyes as the glorious flavour of the filling flooded his taste buds. Aaach, he moaned. How does she do it? It gets better all the time.
The caf owner nodded, his jowls wobbling. The crazy old woman wont tell me the trick, you know. He shrugged. So when she goes
Come on, Fat Man, Mavros complained. Im eating my breakfast and youre talking about dying?
Whats the point of keeping quiet about it? Were all going to die some time.
Mavros looked at his watch and waved him away. Any minute now a potential client would be arriving. He took his notebook from the pocket of his jeans and reminded himself of the name. Deniz Ozal. Turkish, but the accent on the telephone was American. He said hed been given Mavross name by Nikos Kriaras, a police commander the US embassy had contacted on his behalf. Apparently his sister had gone missing. So Mavros had told him to come to the Fat Mans. That was his version of the caf owners test. Any clients who turned tail at the sight of the run-down dive werent serious enough for him. The Kolonaki boutique owners, dressed up in the latest outfits from Paris, had probably been excited by the sensation of slumming; and by the smell of the galaktoboureko, which the husband had paid substantially over the odds to sample.
Mavros sat back to enjoy the remaining mouthfuls of his portion.
 		   

 		The door to the main room opened not long after he had finished eating. He looked up and watched as a middle-aged man of medium height with a thin moustache walked in with an assured air. He glanced at the Fat Man, twitched his head dismissively then turned towards the yard. He took in Mavros with a piercing look, running his eyes all the way up from the dark blue espadrilles to the mane of hair, concentrating finally on the firm, stubbled jaw, the aquiline nose and the dark blue eyes.
You the private dick? he said in English.
Im the dick, Mavros confirmed with a loose smile. And youre Deniz Ozal. He pointed to a chair with a wicker base.
The man was wearing a pair of tailored olive-green trousers with a matching short-sleeved shirt that he hadnt tucked in. The bulge of his stomach was still obvious. He rested his heavy briefcase on the floor, looked over his shoulder to establish that no one else was in the vicinity, and sat down opposite Mavros.
Jesus Christ, he said, wincing. How do you people sit on these chairs all day? He peered at what Mavros was sitting on. Oh, I get it. The torture gears for the tourists.
Mavros glanced at his canvas chair and shrugged. You can have this one if you want.
Nah, forget it, Ozal said. Do me good to remember the shit my ancestors went through. He laughed, displaying straight white teeth. After all, Turks and Greeks are basically the same, arent they?
Mavros raised his eyebrows. I wouldnt recommend that as an ice-breaker at social gatherings around here.
Deniz Ozal nodded. Tell me about it. Im as bad as it gets as far as most Greeks are concernedTurkish blood plus American nationality. Thats probably why I get screwed so much every time I come to the so-called cradle of democracy.
Mavros nodded. Ozal had a point. The historical enmity between Turks and Greeks had survived into the twenty-first century despite the moves of a few well-meaning politicians and the occasional outburst of fraternal aid after earthquakes; while American military involvement in the civil war that followed the Second World War and the CIAs machinations during the dictatorship of 1967-1974 had not been forgotten or forgiven by many Greeks.
What are you then? Ozal demanded, his eyes locked on Mavros.
I told you, Im the dick.
Yeah, yeah, the Turkish-American said irritably. You know what I mean. Are you Greek or what? Your English is perfect.
Mavros raised his shoulders. My father was Greek, my mother is Scottish. But Ive lived here all my life, apart from four years of university in Edinburgh.
Edinburgh, Scotland, huh? Cool city. I went to an antiques auction there about five years back. Deniz Ozal leaned forward and cocked an ear as his seat creaked. So how good a dick are you, Alex? Its okay if I call you that? What have you got that I should buy? He turned towards the Fat Man, who was deep in his book of card games. Hey, can I get a cup of coffee here? Whatdya call it? Varyglyko?
Mavros nodded. Strong and extra sweet. What have I got? Didnt Kriaras tell you? Hed known the police commander for ten years. When something came up that the official police didnt fancy, it would often be shunted in his direction.
The Turkish-American opened his arms. Sure he did, but you and him could be best buddies running a scam for all I know. You give me a sales pitch and Ill tell you if I like it, okay? He leaned forward again. Ill tell you one thing. You dont look like any private dick Ive ever seen. Havent you got a set of decent clothes? Havent you got an office? And what kind of hairstyle do you call that?
Mavros blinked and put his hand to his forehead. If he was going to offload this guy, now was the best time, before he found out what the job entailed. Hed made the mistake in the past of sticking with a client he couldnt get on with for the sake of what seemed on first impressions to be an interesting case.
Well? Ozal said impatiently. What have you got, Alex?
Mavros watched as the Fat Man lumbered across the gravel with the coffee and a glass of water.
Thanks, pal, Ozal said. Efcharisto. His accent and intonation were good. Hey, anything to eat? He looked at Mavross plate. What did you have?
The Fat Man was already on his way back to the kitchen. Mavros knew for sure that, even if there was any galaktoboureko left, Ozal wouldnt get it. The caf owner was even more anti-American than the Partys Central Committee.
I wouldnt bother, Mavros said. You dont want to eat in here. He moved his eyes around the yard and up to the wasp traps dangling from the pergola.
Ozal followed his line of gaze. Jesus, I see what you mean. Look at those poor suckers.
Maybe it was because hed left his potential client hungry, maybe it was because at least this one wasnt an Athenian snob, but Mavros decided to go along with him. All right, Mr Ozal
You can call me Deniz, Alex, the Turkish-American said with a wink of complicity.
All right, Deniz. What have I got? I studied law at university in Scotland, specialising in criminology. After my military service back here I worked in the Public Order Ministry, implementing legislation, liaising with the police, that kind of thing. Then I got involved in a special study of the private investigation sector in this country. This was about ten years back when it was really taking off. People didnt have much faith in the policethey still dontand there were plenty of cowboy operatorsyou know what I mean?
Very funny, Ozal said with a grunt.
Mavros smiled. Who were no better than the criminals who were preying on their clients. That was when I realised I could do the job as well as any of the competition. Plus, it got me out of the office, as well as the barbers shop. It also allowed me to wear whatever I liked and it made me responsible only to myself. He smiled again. And to my clients, of course. That was Mavross usual sales pitch. What it didnt include was any reference to the intense frustration hed felt when he worked as a civil servantfrustration caused by political interference, bureaucratic incompetence and the gradual realisation that his conception of justice, which was based on the individuals rights and needs rather than those of the faceless state, wasnt shared by anyone else in the ministrys echoing marble halls. But he didnt think many of the people who wanted to employ him would be too interested in that.
Deniz Ozal sipped the coffee, his look of suspicion turning to one of beatific joy. Shit, this is great coffee. He turned round. Hey, big guy. Excellent coffee. Poly kalos kafes. The Fat Man looked up blankly then went back to his book.
You speak Greek? Mavros asked.
Ozal shook his head. Nah, just a few words Ive picked up on visits. Anyway, keep going, Alex. You havent told me about the cases youve cracked.
Mavros shook his head slowly. And Im not going to. Youve heard of client confidentiality?
Good answer, Ozal said, grinning. But youve got experience tracing missing persons?
Kriaras must have told you that, Mavros replied impassively, concealing the curiosity that had suddenly gripped him. Finding people whod disappeared was his speciality more than that, it was his raison dtre.
Yeah, yeah. Give me some idea of what you can do, Alex. I dont wanna go into this blind.
Mavros studied him then nodded. All right. For a start, Im completely independent. Ive got contacts where I need them and I know how the various systems work, but I only use them when I have to. Meaning I can avoid the bureaucratic snarl-ups that this countrys famous for. He paused as Ozal nodded approvingly. Second, I know the press and the other media, and I know how they work. I make sure they dont know anything about me and what Im doing unless I want them to. Ozal gave another nod. Thirdand maybe most important for you I have a hundred per cent success rate. Mavros tried to ignore the customary stab of guilt. He really had succeeded in every case hed taken on, apart from the one that meant most to him. But that wasnt business, that was family.
The Turkish-American looked sceptical. Is that right?
Mavros nodded. It is. You know how Ive managed that?
Ozal laughed, an unpleasant grating sound. Cos youre the fuckin Greek version of the Continental Op?
Theres that, Mavros replied, his expression intent. Obviously the man was a fan of Dashiell Hammetts stories. And theres the fact that I only take on cases I have a feeling for.
Ozal took out a packet of unfiltered cigarettes from his shirt pocket and used a heavy gold lighter on one. What does that mean, have a feeling for? Have a feeling that youll be able to handle them without screwing up? He held out the packet.
Mavros shook his head and moved his hand to clear the smoke. Not exactly. I have to feel interested in the case or I wont take it. He smiled and opened his eyes wide, then flicked his worry beads across the back of his hand. Now its your turn to make a pitch.
The Turkish-American blew out another cloud of acrid smoke, this time in the direction of the nearest humming wasp trap. All right, smart guy. See what you think.
Deniz Ozal began to speak in a low voice and gradually the sound of traffic and the cries of the souvenir hawkers faded from Mavross ears. Soon he was hooked.
 		   

 		Island of Trigono, 1500 hours, September 27th
 		   

 		The sun was glinting so brightly from the flat surface of the water in the harbour that Nafsika had difficulty seeing the surrounding boats, let alone the mountainous bulk of the island across the straits. 
Lets go! At the rudder Yiangos was smiling, but there was tension in his voice. Its time. He gunned the engine and waited as she loosed the forward mooring rope. When she sat down next to the pile of dark red net, he steered away from the quay and headed for the far end of the breakwaters line of boulders.
The trata named Sotiria was a nine-metre-long, diesel-powered fishing boat with high bow and stern, and a squat wheelhouse amidships. Although the official season for operating with seine nets didnt begin for another couple of days, several of Trigonos fishermen had been out testing their engines and winches in advance of the deadline. Yiangos was hoping that people would assume his father had sent word for him to get ready and that he was doing the same thing.
Look, Yiango, Nafsika called, her arm extended to her right. Its the beast. She laughed, the wind flicking her raven hair across her chestnut eyes.
The helmsman glanced to the side and took in the blue hull of the large kaki owned by Aris Theocharis. The bald, fleshy figure coiling a rope on the foredeck was following the Sotirias progress. The eyes under the green sun visor that he habitually wore were fixed on Nafsika and his tongue was playing along his thick lips.
Go to hell, rich mans son, Yiangos said under his breath, spitting over the side and increasing the engine revs. He knew that Aris had been watching Nafsika for years, openly staring at her as she changed from pretty teenager to stunning woman.
Yiangos looked ahead, making as if he were judging when to steer hard to port beyond the light but in reality watching his girlfriend. Nafsika was sitting with her legs open at the top and crossed at the ankles, the material of her purple bikini bottom taut across her crotch. Christ, what a woman shed become. Her firm, full breasts were hard to ignore, as the beast had just proved. He twitched his head. That fat bastard. He should keep his eyes to himself.
Turn, Yiango, turn! Nafsika was staring at him, a wide smile extending across her face. Whats the matter? Seen something you like? She stretched her arms and pushed her bosom forward, then laughed. Not yet, my friend. Not yet.
Yiangos completed the manoeuvre and lifted his weight from the tiller, his cheeks burning. Although theyd been a couple since they were fifteen, Nafsika still had the power to turn him to jelly. He often felt like a little boy beside her; he couldnt understand why she stayed with him or what she saw in him. But that would all change when his father gave him the money that was due to him. This trip would show how useful he could be to his family and to hers.
Suddenly Nafsika was beside him, her arm round his back. Isnt it beautiful? she said, pointing to the islands eastern flank. The afternoon sun was still on the slopes of the southern massif, giving the dusty ground a deep brown glow. Arent we lucky to have such a place for our home? She laughed, her eyes bright. Think of all the tourists who come from far away to see Trigono.
Yiangos grunted. He didnt like the foreigners, the loudmouths who crowded the bars and kept the local people awake till morning, but they had their usesafter all, they poured money into the island. What he was doing now was mostly for the foreigners. He felt a twinge of uneasiness, less because he feared he might mess up than because he didnt know how Nafsika would react.
Come on, misery, she said, nudging him in the ribs. I said not yet. She smiled seductively. But soon, all right?
Yiangos felt her hand brush across his groin. He wasnt sure if they would have time before the delivery, but afterwards she would definitely see what a man he was.
 		   

 		So let me get this straight. Mavros moved the plastic ashtray off the table. You lost touch with your sister Rosa in the early summer after she came on holiday to Greece and Turkey. He looked at the photographs Ozal had produced from his briefcase again. Rosa Ozal was a dark-haired beauty with a bright smile and a figure that looked good in a bikini. Until now the last contact your family had was a postcard from Istanbul in July and youve spent the last six weeks trying unsuccessfully to get the Turkish authorities interested in locating her.
Like I told you, Ozal said, they dont give a shit about a foreign woman, even if she has got a Turkish background. At least not unless theres a body involved. To tell you the truth, the State Department people didnt get off their butts until recently either.
Mavros held up the postcard showing an Istanbul street scene. Ive met someone, he read. See you when I see you. Love, Rosa.
Yeah, Ozal said, shaking his head. You can imagine how that went down with my mother. Shes going crazy, thinking Rosas been hijacked by white slavers and forced to do unspeakable things.
Your sisters twenty-nine, Mavros said. Can she look after herself?
Sure she can, the Turkish-American replied with a nod. Shes a New Yorker, for Christs sake.
Husband, boyfriend, partner?
Ozal lifted his shoulders. Nah. Rosa dates guys but she isnt into long-term relationships.
And she was travelling on her own?
Yeah.
Has she stayed away beyond her scheduled return date before?
Ozal shook his head vigorously. No way. Shes really into her work in the gallery back in Manhattan. Thats what worries me most. Shed never have given that up, even if shed met the hottest date in the universe.
Mavros put down the card and picked up a second, this one sheathed in a transparent cover. And nowout of the blue comes a postcard from the Greek islands, dated six weeks before the Istanbul one.
Yeah. Like I said, it arrived back home a week ago. Ozal looked at the transparent plastic envelope. I told my brother to put it in this before he couriered it to me. Not that therell be any forensics on it after all this time, I suppose.
Too much forensicthe postmans fingerprints and your familys, for a start. Mavros reached over and took the envelope. The postcard was a typical tourist shot of an island square, a blue-domed church sheltering behind a large tree and, beyond, astreet lined with two-storey houses. An Xhad been placed above a house with a distinctive blue-and-yellow door.
Nisos Trigono, Kykladon. Ieros Naos Ayias Triadhas, he read. Island of Trigono, the Cyclades. Church of the Holy Trinity.
Yeah, yeah. Ozal lit another cigarette.
And the handwriting is definitely your sisters?
Definitely.
No sign of nerves or compulsion?
I dont think so.
This is more like it, Mavros read. Hardly any tourists, beautiful scenery, even an archaeological dig! X marks the house where Im staying. See you all soon! (Sorry, Mama, the handsome men are already married) Love, Rosa. Postmarked June He squinted at the blurred stamp. June third.
Fucking Greek postal service, Ozal said, spitting strands of tobacco on to the gravel. It must have sat in a bag they forgot about until recently.
Mavros compared the writing on the two cards. It was similar, although the Istanbul one was in capitals. And you want me to go down to Trigono to look for Rosa? See if she went back there?
Yeah. Maybe she met some guy after all.
I take it the Greek police arent interested?
Ozal stubbed out his cigarette. Your guy Kriaras got his sidekicks to call the police department on Trigono, but they didnt have a clue. Thats why he put me on to you.
Mavros was studying the Turkish-American. Why dont you take a trip down there yourself?
I havent got any free time right now, Ozal replied. Ive got a shitload of meetings here and in Istanbul over the next week. Anyway, whats the use of me going down there? Youre the local expert.
Not in the islands.
You want this job or not? the Turkish-American asked. Whats your problem, Alex? An all-expenses-paid trip to a holiday island? Sounds like a great deal to me.
So why are you paying me to enjoy myself? Mavros wondered. Why is your business more important than your family? He looked at the Turkish-American. Youre in the antiques trade.
Ozal returned the look curiously. Yeah. How dyou know that? He stared into Mavross eyes, a puzzled expression spreading across his face.
You mentioned earlier that you went to Edinburgh for an auction. Mavros looked away, aware that Ozal had noticed the brown marking in his left eye. It was usually women who spotted it.
The Turkish-Americans expression lightened. Oh, right. Smart guy. You pay attention. I like that.
I need to think about it, Mavros said, closing his notebook. Dont worry, that wont take long. Can I ring you tonight?
Jesus, youre a hard man to convince, Ozal complained. All right, call me at the Intercontinental at ten. He got to his feet, one hand massaging his backside, and picked up the photos and postcards. He started to put them back in his case then changed his mind. Here, you keep these. You can drop them off at the hotel if you dont go for it. Maybe theyll help you make the right decision.
Mavros nodded. Maybe they will. He watched as Ozal moved towards the Fat Man, tossed him a couple of thousand drachmasprovoking no responseand left.
And maybe they wont, he thought. The idea of leaving the city for a barren rock inhabited by tourist-fleecers, fishermen and goats wasnt very enticing, even if Rosa Ozal definitely was.
The Fat Man raised his eyes from the book as Mavros came up to the counter a few minutes later. Alex, he said, looking concerned, do you realise that you look like shit? Youve lost weight, your fingernails are bitten to hell and your face is all pasty.
Thanks, you mountain of flesh. Mavros handed over some notes. You look wonderful yourself.
No, seriously. You need a holiday.
Not you as well, Mavros said with a groan.
The Fat Man shrugged. Only trying to look out for you, my friend. If you go on like this, that woman of yours is going to take fright. Whats her name again?
Niki, Mavros said. Dont talk to me about Niki, he continued over his shoulder as he headed for the door. Im the one whos taking fright.
The Fat Man laughed. You really know how to pick them, dont you, Alex? Youre too handsome for your own good, my boy.
Not a problem you have to stay awake at night over.
Very funny. No, seriously, its that weird eye of yours that attracts them. Like flies to
Its a mark of my mixed heritage, Mavros said in an elevated tone. How dare you equate it to a display of sexual power? Its a metaphor, a poetic marriage of
Its a nasty brown stain on what would otherwise be a pair of beautiful blue eyes, the Fat Man interrupted with a guffaw. Good health, my friend.
Mavros smiled. Go to the good, comrade.
The caf owner watched the door close and shook his head before stuffing the money hed been left into his back pocket.


    




    
 			CHAPTER THREE

MAVROS went out of the Fat Mans and into the sunlight that was broiling the city. Ahead of him the Erectheion and the Parthenon were riding the tainted air above the rocky plug of the Acropolis. He took his sunglasses from his belt where theyd been hooked by one leg and put them on. Turning quickly to the left, he strode up the street towards the enclosing wall of Hadrians Library. If he was lucky Deniz Ozal wouldnt have got too far ahead.
He caught sight of the Turkish-American in the crush around the engineering works in Monastiraki Square. Although the city council had been trying to clean up Athens in advance of the Olympic Games that were only three years away, it wasnt getting very far with the Flea Market. The bottom line was that tourists liked the dusty, overpriced souvenir, clothing and junk shops, and they liked the coconut and dried-fruit sellers. The coins and small-denomination notes they left in the begging bowls proved that they were even sympathetic to the gypsy women in bright chiffon veils, their pathetically deformed children spread out on the pavements like exhibits in a medical museum. So, as it was in no ones interest to change things, the council let the traditional local colour remain despite the revulsion it induced in many upwardly mobile elected members.
Mavros closed on Ozal as he moved up Pandrosou, making sure he was obscured by a group of French women who were haggling over the price of an ugly red-figure vase. He rarely accepted jobs before hed obtained some background on his potential clientshe had once narrowly avoided conspiracy charges when a Piraeus gangster hired him via an intermediary to trace a guy who subsequently turned up attached to a cement block in the harbour. Deniz Ozal had piqued his interest more than most. Hed never yet come across an employer who told him the whole story at the first meeting. The Turkish-American seemed curiously at home in Greece. Mavros wasnt convinced that the Greek he knew came straight from a tourist manual. He was also wondering about the business dealings Ozal had apparently been pursuing in the weeks since his sister disappeared, dealings which seemed to mean more to him than Rosa did.
Stepping sharply to the right, Mavros positioned himself behind a stand of postcardsthe ubiquitous fertility god Priapus with his giant, bent erection to the foreas Ozal rang a bell on the other side of the street. This was interesting. The door opened and a shadowy figure in a bright red shirt ushered the Turkish-American in. Although the door closed quickly, Mavros had time to recognise the host and, anyway, he knew the premises. Tryfon Roufos of Hellas History SA was one of the most notorious meaning corruptantiquities dealers in Athens. He was able to find his customers anything from Bronze Age figurines to the rarest of Byzantine icons, as long as they were able to pay his grossly inflated prices and live with forged certificates of provenance. Ozal had confirmed that he was in the antiques trade. It looked like he might not be restricting himself to the clearings from Scottish country homes these days.
Mavros waited where he was for a few minutes, scaring off a solicitous male shop assistant with a glare, before he walked on up the street. He hadnt found out anything concrete about Ozal, but at least he had a better idea of the person he was dealing with. Anyone who did business with Tryfon Roufos was well endowed both with funds, as the Turkish-Americans clothes and briefcase had already suggested, and with dubious commercial intentions. Neither of these was necessarily a deal-breaker as far as Mavros was concerned, but he would have to watch his back. The most interesting cases usually gave him a frisson of illicit excitement, unlike the work he used to do in the ministry.
Heading through Mitropoleos Square, Mavros caught sight of an advertising hoarding that had been erected in front of the ugly grey cathedral where the nations politicians gathered like sheep on important feast days. The city centre had been plastered with this poster for weeks. Above and below an ancient lekythos, a flask that contained oil for offerings to the dead, were the words
 			Panos Theocharis Museum of Funerary Art 
Special Exhibition
 Life and Death in Classical Athens

 		 Mavros stopped to examine the image of the lekythos. Hed always found the white jars, the graceful tapered base and thin body leading up to a curved handle and black-rimmed spout, compelling. This one was decorated with a painting of a male figure in a rough cloak, his face bearded, standing on the deck of a boat. Small letters picked out his name in the space above his triangular cap. He was Charon, the boatman who ferried the souls of the dead across the infernal river. Although recently it had happened to him less often than in the past, Mavros couldnt prevent the shadowy features of his lost brother, Andonis, flashing up before him. Andonis was his one failure, the missing person hed never managed to find. He took a deep breath and blinked to dispel the face, still familiar though he hadnt seen it in the flesh for nearly thirty years, then turned off towards Ermou. He wanted to pick the brains of Bitsos, the crime reporter on the countrys most respected independent daily newspaper, who was usually to be found eating penirlihot cheese bread in the Asia Minor stylearound midday in his favourite backstreet caf.
 	 Before Mavros got there, his mobile phone rang.
Alex, esi?
Yes, its me, Anna. Whats up? Since shed married a Cretan, Mavross sister always started off speaking Greek to him, but he would respond in English. Even when their father was alive, the children had spoken English in the house at their mothers insistence.
Not whats up. Annas voice was tense. Whos up. Or rather, down. In the background there was a less animated but equally insistent voice. Mothers slipped and fallen again.
Mavros found that he was leaning against a shopfront full of womens undergarments. He shook his head and swore silently. How bad is she?
I dont know, Anna said, a hint of panic in her tone. She says her knees only bruised, but I think she might have twisted a ligament or done something to a cartilage. The doctors on his way. There was a pause. She wants to talk to you.
Alex? Dorothy Cochrane-Mavrou sounded more in control than her daughter. Dont worry, Im fine. I didnt want Anna to bother you. Its the marble floors, you know. Ive never really got used to them. Shed never lost the burr of her Scots accent either. Alex?
Yes, Mother. Mavros knew what was coming.
Are you very busy? Dorothys voice was less assured now. Only it would be lovely to see you. Its been a while
Mavros was shaking his head again, trying to ignore the pair of high-cut black knickers at eye level behind the glass. It was precisely three days since hed seen his mother. Then again, if he was going to take the Ozal case and hightail off to the Cyclades maybe he should build up some reserves of maternal goodwill. For all her Scottish blood Dorothy was as clinging as any Greek mama. He glanced at his watcha stainless-steel Gucci number that Anna had given him on his thirty-eighth birthday and which the Fat Man had designated an insult to the working classes. The reporter Bitsos would be back in his office soon. Hed have to catch him later.
All right, Mother, he said, Im on my way. You listen to what the doctor says.
Yes, dear, of course. Dorothys voice was lively again now that shed got her way. See you soon.
Mavros walked on, skirting a huge motorbike that had been chained to a metal post and was blocking the pavement. As he put a foot on to the road a Honda 50 brushed past at speed, the adolescent rider shouting abuse. Bastard bikers. Mavros loved the city, it was his territory. Ever since he was a kid hed felt at home in the uneven, ankle-shattering streets and the smog-filled squares with their incongruous classical names. He knew it was crazy, but hed learned to accept both his curious obsession with the city and its numerous failings apart from the motorbikes and scooters. Despite the regulations that allowed only half of the cars registered by Athenians into the centre each day, and gave priority to the yellow trolleybuses and their blue-and-white diesel counterparts, the avenues and streets were clogged from not long after dawn until well into the evening. So the locals, apart from investing in a second car, made sure they also had some form of two-wheeled transport, which was immune to the restrictions. Mavros hated motorbikes like the plague and regarded their riders as self-centred, dangerous fools. He walked everywhere he could.
As he began to scale the slope of Pindharou that led towards the bald, green-fringed summit of Lykavittos, the citys highest central point, the crowds thinned. The area of Dhexameni around the reservoir built by the Romans was residential, only the throw of an anarchists grenade from the centre of the exclusive Kolonaki Square. Mavros stopped and looked down the narrow spaces between the apartment blocks towards the glistening blue of the Aegean east of Piraeus. The suburbs stretched down towards the sea in a pungent haze, and his ears rang with the blast of horns and the revving of engines. As he turned to go, an old woman bumped into him. Her face was heavily made up, her yellow linen suit from a high-class boutique.
Well? she said in a voice drenched in vitriol. Let me past. What are you waiting for?
Mavros stepped into the road and watched her move carefully down the steep pavement, almost hoping shed take a tumble. He twitched his head at the unworthy thought. But her words struck him again as he walked towards his mothers block on Kleomenous, the spectacular stretch of water glinting up at him invitingly. Trigono lay basking out there, free of crowds, motorbikes and sharp-tongued harridans.
What was he waiting for?
 		   

 		Trigono, 1715 hours
 		   

 		The trata Sotiria rounded Cape Oura at the south-eastern corner of the island and headed westwards. Yiangos was standing with an arm on the rudder and a foot on the long rod attached to the throttle, a cigarette between his teeth. Although his curly brown hair was short, the breeze and the momentum of the boat were ruffling it. He cut the engine revs and let the boat bob along on the swell. The southerly wind wasnt more than Force 4, but they were now beam on to it so he couldnt afford to let his concentration drop. He was early, but he didnt want to take any chances. Perhaps the others would be too.
Look! he cried. His left arm was over his eyes, the right pointing towards the outermost of the chain of islets ahead. Look, Nafsika!
The young woman was lying beside the winch wheels on the forward deck. She sat up, drawing her long, tanned legs beneath her. The purple bikini top stretched as she raised her arm to shade her eyes. What is it, Yiango? she said, looking over the glare of the waves.
Eschati, he shouted. The last island before Santorini. Theres good fishing on the western side.
Good fishing, Nafsika said to herself. Is that all you can think about? She ran her eye all around. There was empty sea on three sides and only the bare, near-vertical cliffs running down from the summit of Profitis Ilias, Trigonos highest point, to the north. Beyond the forbidding rock face was the great ridge that linked Profitis Ilias with Vigla, the other main peak. Seeing that they were alone, she undid the clasp of her bikini and released her breasts. Maybe that would take Yiangoss mind off the fishing. She looked sternwards and groaned. Now he was bending over and doing something with the nets. She lay down again and let her thoughts drift away, feeling the white skin on her chest tighten in the breeze. If her mother could see her now
What were they doing? she wondered. Yiangoss father Lefteris would go crazy if he discovered the boat had been used when he was away at the court on Syros. The trates werent allowed to fish with the heavy nets until the season began on October 1st, and if the coastguard caught them things would be even worse. Ach, shit on them all. Youre only young once and Yiangos was a beautiful boy, shed known him all her life. Not that she intended to marry himthey werent even engaged. She had other ideas about her future. Shed learned a lot from Eleni the archaeologist. Eleni said she was smart enough to do the university entrance exams again, smart enough to study in Athens. And Elenis foreign friend Liz had told her the colleges in England were desperate for foreign students. It was a pity Liz had left so suddenly, without even saying goodbye.
Wooo! Yiangos was upright at the stern, his eyes wide open. Youll make me hit the rocks, Nafsika. Put them away. He grinned at her uncertainly. Shed recently started doing things like that, pushing beyond what the islands young women were permitted. Do you want me to help you with that suntan oil?
Wait till were on the beach, idiot, Nafsika replied, laughing. I dont want to have to swim back to Trigono.
Yiangos shrugged. He wasnt intending to jump her on the foredeck when they were under wayhis fathers boat was far too precious to take risks withbut it did no harm to show that he was interested. If he wasnt careful shed be after a smarter boy. He was sure the archaeologist and her crazy friends had been encouraging her to dump him. But today he would impress her, today shed finally see how important he was.
Your loss, he said. Im going to be too busy with the winches to lie around. Busy with the ships gearthat cover story wouldnt last much longer. His stomach clenched again as he asked himself how Nafsika would take it when the other boat arrived.
Yiangos put another Marlboro in his mouth and scratched a match down the worn grip of the tiller. He knew Nafsika was drifting away from him, he knew he wasnt good enough for her. But some of the stuff shed picked up from the women who werent from the island wasnt so bad. He took a surreptitious look at her open legs and bare chest. That made him remember what shed let him do on the beach beyond the cemetery a couple of nights ago. He felt a stiffening in his groin and turned his head to the right, taking in the cliffs and the caves hollowed out by the sea at the shoreline. These waters were dangerous even when the wind was light. He looked back out to sea, but there was no sign of the speedboat.
Soon the islet of Eschati drew close, the summit of its low brown hill marked by a light on a metal frame. Yiangos remembered his grandfather telling him that during the war the Italians had disabled the lamp in order to make the passage harder for the kakia that carried Allied soldiers and agents between the mainland and the bases in the Middle East. Old Manolis knew plenty of stories about those times, but he rarely opened up. When he was a little kid Yiangos had heard the old man talking to his father, Lefteris, late at night when the tsikoudhia they made from the fermented skins of the familys grapes had loosened their tongues, but his attempts at eavesdropping had been unsuccessfulin the house they always spoke in a low mumble, as if everything they had to say was top secret.
On the starboard beam now were the solid forms of Aspronisi and MavronisiWhite Island and Black Island the first and smaller of pale rock, the second of darker volcanic stone. The pair guarded the entrance to Vathy inlet, the only safe anchorage on the south coast. The narrow bay was over half a kilometre long but access for vessels was difficult, restricted to a ten-metre channel between Mavronisi and the main island. In the old days theyd loaded ore and lignite from Trigonos mines on to boats at Vathy. When the seams ran out before the war, the settlement in the inlet was abandoned. Yiangos had only been down it once when there was a festival at the derelict church of Ayii Anargyri. Virtually the whole population of the island had gone by boat, people spreading out after the service to eat their picnics on the pebble beach. But the priest was old now and he only observed saints days in churches that were accessible to his sons four-wheel-drive Nissan.
Eh, Nafsika! Get up! Yiangos shouted. Well be dropping the forward anchor in a minute. He steered to port, rounding the low promontory at the north of Eschati. The island was shaped like a teardrop, the raised ground with the light on the wider southern part. I need your help.
Nafsika sat up and reached for her bikini top. For some reason she felt uncomfortable acting the deckhand with bare breasts. Then she put it down again. If she didnt hold Yiangoss attention now, hed get straight into testing the winches. She looked round at the narrow beach on Eschati. Shed heard from her cousin who ran tourist trips in his kaki during the high season that the sand was soft, and today there was no one else anywhere near the islet.
She knew what she wanted as she glanced across at Yiangos and smiled. Judging by the way he returned her gaze, his eyes focusing on her chest, she was sure that at last hed come round to her way of thinkingeven if he did keep looking over his shoulder to the south.
As soon as shed dropped the anchor into the rippling, translucent water, she stepped out of her bikini bottom and plunged overboard.
Yiangos wasnt too far behind.
 		   

 		Mavros turned the key and pushed open the glass street door. The hall of the apartment block was cool and his nostrils filled with the pungent smell of the cleaning fluid used by the janitor. Although his mothers flat was on the sixth floor, he ignored the lift and started up the stairs. As he passed the second landing an elderly man with thin hair and a tightly knotted tie looked at him suspiciously from a half-open door.
Kali mera, Mr Theo, Mavros said jauntily. He was addressing Theodoros Ioannidis, a retired senior civil servant and fervent nationalist who despised people hed once misguidedly described to Dorothy as long-haired layabouts. Hed also given her to understand that he disliked being addressed by the diminutive form of his first name, a piece of information shed immediately passed on to her long-haired son.
Mavros went on towards the sixth floor, his pace slowing as the breath began to catch in his throat. Not for the first time he regretted his commitment to using his feet whenever possible, as well as his mothers decision to move out of the familys rundown neo-classical house on the other side of Lykavittos after his fathers death. Hed loved his early childhood in the Neapolis district with its haphazard mixture of elegant nineteenth-century buildings and modern blocks. Hed also been very fond of the musty house, originally built by a currant exporter, that was such an unlikely dwelling for a senior communist official. It had long been in the Mavros family, the men having been lawyers rather than ideologues until Spyros combined the two, and he was as devoted to it as anyone. He squared it with the Party by putting up penurious students and visitorsoften on the run from other countrieswhich meant that life in the old mansion was never dull. But Dorothy had never felt at home there, despite her adoration of Spyros, so it came as no real surprise when she used her own money to buy a modern flat. The house Mavros spent his formative years in was now an official Party hostel. He reckoned that was as good a use for it as any.
Its all right, Alex. Anna was in the hall of the flat as soon as he opened the door. Its only a heavy bruise.
I told you it was nothing to worry about, came a triumphant voice from the lounge.
Anna Mavrou-Chaniotaki raised her brown eyes to the ceiling and mouthed imprecations.
Mavros put his hands on her shoulders and kissed her lightly on both cheeks. Calm down, he said, shaking her slender frame gently and hearing the material of her pale pink blouse rustle. As usual his sister was dressed in the best that the designer outlets of Athens could offer, her short skirt displaying perfectly tanned and exercised legs. Her stockbroker husband, Nondas, liked her to look her best at all times. So the doctors been?
And gone, Anna said, the nodding of her head making her gold earrings rattle; her jet-black hair, drawn back in a clasp, didnt make any false moves. She was five years older than Alex and had two teenage children, as well as columns in several of the capitals fashion and gossip magazines. Organisation and method were her watchwords, much to her husbands approval.
Nondas all right? Mavros asked as they moved towards the saloni. Despite his brother-in-laws dedication to the money markets and his behind-the-scenes involvement with the conservative Nea Dhimokratia Party, Mavros couldnt find it in him to dislike Nondas Chaniotakis. He was a lively, well-educated Cretan who liked to eat in neighbourhood tavernes and who regarded his rich mans toysthe BMW, the motor launch, the home cinemawith only passing interest. He loved his wife and his children too much to be engaged by the status symbols required by his profession and his party.
Mmm, Anna said distractedly. I really ought to be getting over to the Ena office, Ive got a piece to outline to them. But she followed Mavros into the spacious room where their mother was sitting in an armchair, the older womans left leg bandaged and stretched out straight. Honestly, Mother, you were lucky I happened to drop in. You must be more careful, youll
Dorothy Cochrane-Mavrou raised an arm. Leave me be, Anna. I can manage perfectly well on my own. Her dark brown eyes flashed as she turned towards her children, the pure white hair with its natural waves catching the light filtered through the half-closed blinds. When I break my leg, then you can be worried.
Anna stepped to the window impatiently, her dark red lips set in a tight line.
Mavros bent over Dorothy and kissed her. Shes right, Mother. You should be more careful. These floors are
Stop it, Alex, the old woman interrupted. You know she only does it to annoy me. Dorothy and Anna had spent years perfecting the ultimate mother-daughter routine. They were devoted to each other, but were incapable of exchanging more than a few sentences without irritation flaring.
Im not getting involved, Mavros said, assuming the neutral position hed established when he was at primary schoolhed had the examples of his father and his brother Andonis to follow. Annas only trying to be the dutiful daughter. You know thats the way in this country.
His mother made a dismissive sound. Theyre far too obsessed with family here, she said firmly. People should learn to cope as individuals.
Mavros took in her long, spare form, then found his eyes drawn irresistibly to the black-and-white photographs in matching plain wood frames that were the only ornament on the waist-high bookcase beside Dorothys chair. Individuals and families, they made up the dual heritage that Mavros lived with. His Scottish mother was self-reliant and had never been able to come fully to terms with the priority Greeks gave to family. The individuals in the family, especially his father and his brother, were strong characters, leaders, but they had taken their strength from the family that nurtured them. Mavros had always felt split between the demands and duties of family and a burning need to be alone, to find his own way in the world. But whatever he did, Spyros and Andonis were never far from his mindand he was glad they werent, for all the pain he had from his memories of them.
He looked at the photos. Spyros had been in his fifties when the picture was taken. Five years later, his heart gave out a few months before the Colonels started persecuting the leaders of the left. His thick black hair was combed back from his handsome face, the hooked nose both his sons had inherited dominant. Above the open-necked shirt the skin on his throat was heavily wrinkled, giving him the look of a much older man. The years hed spent in detention camps on remote islands after the Second World War and the subsequent civil war had taken a heavy toll. The old communists mouth, surmounted by a heavy moustache, rose at the corners to form a tentative smile, hinting that, despite the terrible weight of his suffering, he had somehow retained his faith in humanity. His eyes, dark blue in life but glossy black in the photograph, seemed to have witnessed great happiness.
Dorothy took in the direction of Mavross gaze but kept her own eyes to the front. Let them be, Alex, she said in a lower voice. They were with us and now they have gone. Will you never learn to accept that?
Mavros was only dimly aware of her words. He was staring into the flat pools of Andoniss eyes. The photo didnt do them any kind of justice. Although Andonis was eleven years older than his little brother and had disappeared when Alex was only ten, the bright blue of his eyes was what people still remembered about him. Alexs were darker, the brown flecks in the left one the result of a rare genetic mutation that made him stick out from the crowd. But Andonis had also been prominent since he was a small child, the burning blue of his eyes joining with the force of his personality to cast a spell on everyone he met. Boys listened to him and laughed with him, girls fell head over heels in love, both at school and later at the polytechnic. He had been one of the most daring of student anti-dictatorship leaders, even though he was younger than many activists. He was his fathers son, resourceful and inspiring, possessing few of his mothers analytical powers and never for a moment in doubt of his abilities. There were a few people who had found him arrogant and overbearing.
And then, one night in December 1972, he had failed to return to the family home in Neapolis where he still slept. He had been at a meeting of an underground cell in the nearby town of Paiania and his comrades took him to the bus stop. But no one had seen him since.
Mavros sometimes wished that he could lose sight of his vanished sibling, even though the sudden flash hed had of Andonis today when he was looking at the lekythos on the museum poster had been more vivid than the image in the photograph. He suspected that things would be easier if he could move on. But hed been haunted by his brother for so long that he couldnt imagine life without him. It was Andonis who lay beneath his work, it was his love of Andonis that drove him to search for strangersas if by finding them he was keeping some faint glimmer of his brother alive in the family.
Alex, Dorothy said quietly, you have to stop chasing shadows and ghosts. Youve tried everything. Youve spoken to witnesses, youve been through all the public and secret records you or anyone else can find. Please she took his hand let Andonis go.
Where have you been looking this week, adherfouli? Anna said from behind him, her use of the affectionate diminutive at odds with her stern tone. Eh, little brother? Where have you been wasting your time since I last saw you?
Mavros straightened up. I traced a taxi-driver in Glyfadha. I heard about him from a new contact. The guy had supposedly been in the security forces during the dictatorship. He looked away from the bookcase. It turned out to be a case of mistaken identity. He spent the winter of 72 to 73 building a hotel in Limnos.
Mothers right, Alex, Anna said, grasping his arm. You have to leave Andonis in peace.
Mavros shook his sister off gently, not wanting to fall out with her. He was attached to her, even though he rarely made that obvious, but he didnt much like her gossip-fuelled life or her ultra-modern house in the rich suburb of Kifissia. The poster hed seen for the Theocharis Museum came up before him again, the image of the white flask with the sepulchral boatman. Ancient Greek myth had it that the souls of the unburied dead roamed for ever, denied access to Charons bark and the shadowy underworld ruled by Hades. That was how hed thought of Andonis since he was a boy. His elder brother was a lost spirit wandering the earth, haunting him by day and by night, often appearing as a blurred face in which only the bright blue eyes were real. The reality was that Andonis was a permanent part of the structure of Mavross life. Because of his dual nationality hed always felt different from other Greeks, and the mystery over his brothers disappearance during the countrys most recent experience of totalitarian rule had made the sense of alienation, of living on the margins, even more pronounced. The fact that he had a flawed eye seemed like confirmation of that.
Yes? Anna asked, touching his arm again.
Mavros nodded haltingly, loath for her to know that he resented the way shed built a life that had little or no room for Andonis. The truth was that he used Annas intimate knowledge of Athenian society in his work; as long as he disguised any requests that were to do with their brother, she never refused him. He wasnt proud of the way he manipulated his sister, but he didnt want to lose that precious resource.
Dorothy struggled to her feet, waving away their offers of assistance. Im going to make us some lunch, she said, limping towards the kitchen.
No, no, Anna declined hurriedly. I really must go. She bustled away after kissing them both. She knew that the meal would take time to prepare and consume.
Mavros remained, allowing his mother to limp around, fussing over him and feeding him the smoked salmon shed started ordering on the Internet from a supplier in the Highlands of her homeland. Hed never felt comfortable in the flat. He didnt like the heaps of books and papers relating to the publishing business Dorothy had run single-handedly for years. He felt that the clutter had given her a way to block out those she had lost, though he knew she remembered Spyros and Andonis in her own way. Over the years shed filled a niche in the book trade for philhellenic publications, the scribblings of the numerous British visitors over the centuries whod succumbed to Greeces charms. Mavros was with the majority of Greeks on that issue. He couldnt stand the pseudo-lyrical bullshit, twisted history and shallow, updated mythology that professional Greece-lovers spewed out. A famously crude critic had once called them Greek landscape fuckers and he could see what the guy was getting atsexually repressed Northerners were often inspired by the mute terrain rather than by its human occupants who might answer back. Dorothy took an opposing view and, as the numbers of British tourists had increased, so had the profits of her company, Persephone and Hecate Publications.
Despite those feelings Mavros stayed in the flat all afternoon. He was tired. The week hed spent asking low-life dope dealers if theyd seen the boutique owners spotty kid had taken it out of him. It was easier to let time roll by rather than bother about Deniz Ozal and his missing sister. There would be time enough for the Turkish-Americans later.
Before he knew it, the private eye had nodded off in his mothers chair, worry beads entwined in his fingers.
 		   

 		Trigono, 1845 hours
 		   

 		The sun was in the far west now, casting an orange light tinged with purple through a low layer of cotton-wool clouds over Sifnos and Milos. The southern cliffs of Trigono were in the shade, but the teardrop form of Eschati was still lit up. The wind from the south had stiffened, the waves running in harder from Ios and the faint mass of Santorinis shattered volcano.
The fishing boat Sotiria was no longer riding off the sandy beach. Its anchor had been pulled up and its bow was now pointed towards Mavronisi and the narrow entrance to Vathy inlet. As it rocked in the swell, a metre-long scrape on the waterline amidships showed beneath the second of the three old tyres that acted as fenders. Seagulls hovered above the boat, their barking call ringing out in the clear evening air. They took it in turns to swoop down and inspect the nets that were trailing from the stern, soaring back up on the air currents to begin their cry again.
Two metres below the surface, Nafsika and Yiangos were in a tight embrace, their naked limbs wrapped around each other. Strands of the girls hair were being washed through the dark red skein of the net. Their eyes were wide open, their lips drawn back, but no bubbles were being expelled into the chill salt water from the couples lungs.
As the Sotiria drifted towards the teeth of the rocks another sound, high pitched and playful, could be heard. The notes of a herdsmans pipe were fluting out over the ridge that ran between the flanks of Mount Vigla and the whitewashed chapel marking the peak of Profitis Ilias. Almost immediately they were scattered and lost on the breeze.
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