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ANNOTATION

The Mystery of Kaleici

In a restored Ottoman house within Alanya's historic Kaleici district, antiquities dealer Julian Vance is
found dead behind a door bolted from the inside. No forced entry. No weapon. Only a stopped
chronometer, a damp linen cloth, a single pearl button, and the faint scent of pine resin.

Inspector Kenan Yilmaz steps into a Mediterranean puzzle where every suspect has an alibi, every clue
points in two directions, and the sea breeze carries secrets older than the castle walls. A classic locked-
room mystery unfolds under the Turkish sun, solved not by force, but by the quiet logic of a man who
knows that in Alanya, the truth never hides in the shadows — it reflects in the water.
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Chapter |

The Locked Courtyard

The July heat clung to the stone walls of Kaleigi like a second skin. Inspector Kenan Yilmaz stepped over
the threshold of the courtyard house and immediately caught it: not blood, not fear, but pine resin and
dried figs. On a low divan, surrounded by maps, coins, and a half-finished glass of raki, lay Julian Vance.
Dead. The wooden door was bolted from within. The windows, barred with wrought iron. The room, no
more than four by five meters. No signs of struggle.

Kenan moved slowly. The brass chronometer on the side table had stopped at - Beside it, a torn
page from a 19th-century travel journal, underlined in pencil: “Bolt slides left. Mind the latch.”On the
limestone windowsill sat a single pearl button. Draped over a terracotta pot was a damp linen cloth,
though the courtyard fountain had been dry for days. And caught on the balcony's iron railing — a thread
of crimson silk, frayed at one end.
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Chapter Il

Three Suspects

Elena Vance Cemal Demir Leyla Ozkan

The Widow The Archaeologist The Witness

Claimed she had been at a Vance's former business partner, Ran the pomegranate juice stall
hammam in Oba until midnight. owed a substantial debt over a across the alley. Swore she saw
Her spa receipt bore a time disputed Byzantine seal. amanin alight linen jacket slip
stamp, but the attendant’s Remained calm under onto the balcony at 21:30. First
memory was foggy. Her hands questioning. His leather satchel  said "beard,” then “clean-
trembled during questioning — carried a faint magnetic hum — shaven.” Her contradictions

yet her alibi held under cross- an old radio repair kit he'd were not lies — but reflections of
check. inherited. the setting sun on the water.

The balcony faced the Mediterranean. At 21:35, the setting sun would cast long shadows across the
water, turning silnouettes into mirages. Kenan returned to the room. He touched the silk thread. Fine,
hand-dyed — the kind sold only at the historic Alanya textile market. He lifted the damp cloth.
Beneath it, the terracotta held a shallow ring of condensation. Ice. Melted ice.




Chapter Il

Threads, Ice, and Time

It clicked into place.
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The silk thread had been looped around the interior bolt, threaded through a small pulley used for
courtyard laundry, and pulled from outside. The ice block — sourced from a local fish vendor — had been
placed under the cloth to buy time. As it melted, the weight shifted, releasing the thread's tension. The
bolt slid shut. The door locked itself.

The Real Clue

The torn journal page. Under a UV torch, a faint
watermark emerged: a merchant's stamp.
Cemal's. He'd used Vance's own collection ledger
to draft the note.

Vance died at 21:00 — when the call to prayer
echoed from the Suleymaniye minaret and Leyla
had stepped into her back room to close the
shutters. The chronometer was manipulated to
suggest 21:40. Forty minutes of manufactured
innocence.




Chapter IV

The Mirror of the Mediterranean

Kenan gathered them in the courtyard. The sea breeze carried the distant sound of a bouzouki.

“You, Mr. Demir. You came at 20:45. You argued over the Byzantine seal. He refused to sell. You struck
him with a bronze paperweight. To mask the time, you placed a magnet against the chronometer. You
left at 21:00. But the door wasn't bolted. You returned at 21:20. You carried a block of sea ice from the
harbor market. You threaded crimson silk through the laundry pulley, looped it around the bolt, and
pulled from the alley below. The ice melted under the cloth. The bolt slid. The door sealed. You
thought the pearl button would point to a smuggling ring. But you forgot: Alanya's silk is dyed with
madder root. It leaves a faint rust stain on stone. | found it on your shoe soles. And the journal page?
Your own watermark. Vance never had time to hide it. You left it in your haste.”

Cemal's face paled. "You're mistaken, Inspector.”
[ Lockedrooms are not puzzles of stone

and wood. They are mirrors. They do not
show the crime. They show the man

“No,” Kenan said. "You made the mistake of
thinking the sea hides truth. It doesn't. It only
reflects it. And in Alanya, the water is always still who committed it.
enough to see whatsreal.”

Cemal did not resist as the cuffs clicked. Elena The sea, as always, remained still. Perfectly,
covered her mouth. Leyla looked away. The heat mercilessly still.

broke. A light rain began to fall on the terracotta

roofs. Kenan closed his notebook.

20:45 —e
Cemal arrives. Argument over Byzantine
seal.
&— 21:00
Vance struck. Cemal leaves. Call to prayer
sounds.
21:20 —e
Cemal returns with ice, silk thread, and
magnet.
o— 21:35
Sun sets. Leyla sees a mirage on the
balcony.
21:40 —e

Ice melts. Bolt slides. Door seals itself.



