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1

I keep driving around, but there's nowhere to park near the shop. This thirty-minute search for a parking space every morning drives me crazy. It's intolerable. If I threw a wobbly here, what would happen? Would that shopkeeper on the corner come out to help me? Would the
Ã§aycÄ±
drop his tea tray and come running? And if they did, what then? I have to get a grip on myself.

Just as I'm calming down, some moron opens his car door in front of me. Thank you God. They say, things have to get worse before they get better.

The trouble is, Juan Antonio, my dear sweet Fofo, has been madly in love for two weeks and he's been acting like a real idiot. They supposedly met when Fofo spent a weekend in Åžile on the Black Sea coast. Actually, it's quite difficult to believe they hadn't met before that, and if it wasn't Istanbul where they met, it almost certainly wasn't Åžile. Anyway, they met and they fell in love. Alfonso teaches at the Spanish Cultural Centre. And Fofo? Fofo is meant to be helping me at the shop. Don't get me wrong, he really did help until two weeks ago. But now he's on another planet. We see each other at home of course, but only when he comes back for a change of clothes. Over the last two weeks, we've exchanged twenty words, if that.

I've been opening up the shop myself each day since Fofo turned into a lovesick butterfly. That means getting up early every morning and collapsing exhausted on the bed every night. In short, I no longer have a social life, and I never see my friends. I haven't even been able to talk to Lale properly.

Still, I love my work. But I preferred it when I wasn't tied to the shop ten hours a day.

“What could be more natural than for someone who loves reading thrillers to enjoy selling them?” Fofo would say. Actually, I thought the same thing when I first opened the shop. We often think alike.

Because of my beloved shop, I know all the crime-fiction readers living in Istanbul, or at least those who frequent Kuledibi. When I opened the shop three years ago, one of my first customers was Mick Jagger. I couldn't believe my eyes. Naturally, I didn't actually ask for an autograph or anything. But I found it very hard to resist asking for a photo of us together. I didn't even let on that I recognized him. Lale teased me a lot, saying my German inhibitions had got the better of me. I don't think it was anything to do with being German, I was just being stupid. I was afraid my credibility as a serious woman might be damaged if I let it be known that I recognized Mick Jaggerâ€¦ When I first opened the shop, I thought I was some sort of superwoman like GÃ¼ler SabancÄ±. But that feeling didn't last long. If you slave away for ten hours a day, you soon feel like any other ordinary shop girl.

Still, compared with how things used to be, I'm OK. I've learnt to do the job well and I no longer have financial worries. I think I'll tell Fofo that if his stupid lovesickness continues and he doesn't come back, I'll
find someone to replace him. Our Fofo has a mind like a middle-class housewife. I say this to his face. You know, the type who drops everything the moment she finds a man to support herâ€¦ And then wonders what on earth she is going to do when she suddenly finds herself divorced.

This isn't the first time it's happened to Fofo. When we first met, a couple of years ago, he'd fallen in love with a Turk in Granada and followed him to Istanbul. He just dropped everything, packed a rucksack and jumped on a plane. His lover, Ali, was a lawyer, a lawyer who wore a cravat. It makes me shudder just thinking about him. How long could a person like that sustain a relationship with the Fofo we know? They were together for about a year, which I still say wasn't bad. Ali didn't tell his friends that he and Fofo were lovers. He didn't even introduce Fofo to them. For some reason, Fofo desperately wanted to meet Ali's cravat-wearing friends. He started turning up unexpectedly at the man's office, not because he thought Ali was cheating on him, but just because he hoped to meet his friends. Lale and I were at our wits' end. The last days of that relationship were particularly disastrous. Fofo spent his entire time sitting at home watching Turkish TV, which actually wasn't a bad thing because he learnt some Turkish and can now speak in TV Turkish. He comes out with inane phrases like, “Hi guys, I'm good to go”, or “You take care now”. But so what, at least he can be understood by anyone who watches television.

After we recovered from the Ali disaster, our lives took on some sort of order. Fofo moved into my house and started working at the shop. Dear Fofo, he's like a small child in an adult's world. I wonder what will happen to
him with this new man. It's really been bugging me for the last two weeks.

I haven't met his lover yet. I've interrogated Fofo during our brief meetings, but he's a young lad in love and I can't trust a thing he says.

Lale tries not to show it, but she's worried too. She says to me, “You've become a real Turk, you're acting just like any Turkish mother with a son.” I don't think she knows what she's talking about. She seems to think she's different. In fact, we're both worried because we know Fofo so well, and we know how he gets carried away. But quite apart from those worries, my nerves are frayed at the moment anyway and I find it intolerable when I can't find a parking space.

Â 

What's meant to happen is that you open up the shop, give it an airing, have a couple of coffees and then start the day, yes? But no, not today. The moment the key is in the door, the telephone starts ringing. I hate rushing, but I have to rush to open the door and then fly over to the telephone. A bubbly woman's voice is speaking in German. So early. It's really too much. A cheerful woman at this time of day is not on.

“I got your phone number from your mother. And I found your mother's number in the Berlin phone bookâ€¦” she says.

“Fine,” I say. “But who are you?”

But of course! It's Petra. A friend from my university days. We haven't seen each other for ages, at least fifteen or sixteen years. Actually, I'd kept track of Petra through the press and media because she is also my most famous friend. She's a star of the German cinema. It may not be world cinema, but have the Germans ever produced a
world-class film star apart from Marlene Dietrich? And Marlene was more American than German.

Anyway, what was I saying?

Petra was in the drama department at college. After graduation, I packed my bags and set off for new horizons and we lost touch. Nothing unusual about that.

Petra had started to appear on television before I left Berlin. She even had a part in an episode of
Tatort
, which is still the best programme on German television. We didn't see each other for ten years or so while I was in Germany, but I didn't miss a single one of her films. I even went to see a German film at the Istanbul Film Festival just because she was in it.

I followed her films and read every word of her magazine interviews. But you know how it is if you have well-known friends: you develop feelings of inferiority and start thinking, “If we met in the street, she wouldn't know me,” or, “If I phoned, her secretary would never put me through.” I often felt that way about Petra. There was actually no reason for me to have these feelings, because we never met in the street and I never phoned her. I had no idea whether her fame had gone to her head. But now, I had Petra on the line, just as if we were in a novel. Clearly, since she was calling me, either she had not become big-headed, or she was no longer famous. Perhaps she had lost her celebrity status and become one of those unfortunates who live on the famous German state handouts. Maybe she'd been put through the all too common process of getting shoved around and spat out by Social Services before being handed the state pittance. Maybe she was seeking a way out of this social security nightmare and calling to ask me for a loan or a job. I had a bit of money, so I could
give her a loan. In that respect, my friends generally find me more amenable than the German government. If she wanted a job, I could speak to Fofo straight away. Whatever the situation, she had picked the right person.

“I lost track of you,” she was saying. “I tried so hard to get hold of you. Whenever I see someone from the old days, I always ask about you. I bumped into Alex at a film gala yesterday. He's living in Berlin and working as a cameraman. He said he saw you a few years ago in Berlin and that you were staying at your mother's place then. That's when I thought of calling your mother. How stupid of me not to think of that before. Anyway, why didn't you ever call me?” I was lost for words, dumbfounded. I couldn't say, “I didn't call you because you're famous.” In any case, we weren't really the kind of buddies who were going to keep track of each other, but that's another matter.

“Are you coming to Germany?” she asked.

At that moment, I had no intention of going there, but I said, “I don't know.” That's because I just might have gone, if it was to see Petra. I liked the fact that she didn't seem too aloof, even though she was still famous. It would be worth going to Germany just to see her again.

Â 

I put the telephone down and stared at it for at least ten minutes. It lay there like a black-tailed snake on the table, but I wasn't marvelling at its wonders. I was just dumbstruck. Petra was coming. She was to play the starring role in a joint Turkish-German film to be set in Istanbul, and would be staying for over a month. She didn't want a loan or a job. She didn't even want to
stay at my place during filming, but just wanted to see me again to chat like two old friends. She would give me tips on the best face cream for getting rid of bags under the eyes, or maybe teach me her special trick for getting limescale off the kitchen sink without damaging the enamel. She just wanted to do what two ordinary women might do, and behave as if she wasn't famous.

I collected myself and decided to start the day by making coffee, even if it was late. There's a corner of the shop that we use as a kitchen, where Fofo and I make gallons of tea and coffee. If we used Recai, the local
Ã§aycÄ±
, all the time, we'd spend a fortune. By the time we'd made our kitchen habitable, he'd have earned enough from us to replace his shack with a skyscraper, which would inevitably be razed to the ground in the first 5.8 Richter-scale earthquake.

Actually, I adore
Ã§aycÄ±s.
You simply can't compare them to those soulless vending machinesâ€¦ A
Ã§aycÄ±
will always know your name, and if you take sugar in your coffee. He knows when you want tea and when you want coffee. If your
Ã§aycÄ±
is anything like our Recai, he knows if you've left your lover, if you've made up, how late you stay out at night or if you spend an evening in front of the television. In short, he knows more than he should, but you have nothing to fear from a
Ã§aycÄ±
unless you're mixed up in illegal activities. Everybody knows everything about you anyway; the gossip network in Istanbul is so strong that one more makes no difference at all.
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