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Νικο Σουλας και Αντωνια Ζουριδακη 



I go in in the morning with my mind 
made up to call Lazaridis from 
Economic Crimes, maybe I’ll learn 
something about the subsidiary of 
the Central Bank, the Coordination 
and Investment Bank.

While I’m going to my office, with a 
croissant in hand, I hear shouts 
from the office of my two helpers. I 
bend down and see Apostolakis 
from Narcotics Prosecution making 
gestures and yelling.



“You understand what they are telling 
you? To waste 40 years work, for you to 
leave with 500 euros in retirement. And 
when you tell them ‘how shall I live in 
my old age with 500 euros?’, the 
answer is ‘to make economic decisions 
while you work to put something on the 
side’. I will be at fault now if I start to 
take them from the night clubs, in order 
to put them to the side, like they tell 
me? Because the salary I take is barely 
enough for me to live and for two kids 
to study. Where will I get the money for 
the side?”



“You will grab them from the 
stores” (literal translation) 
Vlasopoulos tells him. “We, where 
will we grab them? From the 
bodies or from the murderers?”

“Are you preparing an action plan 
against the austerity?” Everyone 
turns and looks at me surprised. A 
general embarrassment follows. 
“You officially declare that you will 
establish a tariff on the night clubs, 
Apostolaki?” The “hypothetical” is 
tolerated, the “literal” shocks. 



“You are lucky, Officer. Your daughter 
completed her studies before we hit 
rock bottom. I have a kid in middle 
school and another one in third 
grade. When I think how many years 
I will spit blood until they reach the 
university, my head clouds. And let 
me tell you that they took out the 
university. If they ask me for also a 
graduate degree, what do I do? 
Because the degree of the university 
without graduate degree today is like 
shaving without cologne.



As if it’s any different with the doctorate, I 
say in my head. I leave them looking for 
new sources of income and I go to my 
office, so I can call Lazaridis. I start with 
the immigrant accounts at the Central 
Bank and I continue with the transactions 
of the Coordination and Investment 
Bank.

He listens without interrupting me. “For 
the accounts I will see what I can do” he 
tells me at the end. “But the subsidiary is 
a big fish and they don’t give it to us. We 
only get the anchovy. The pelagic sea 
breams go elsewhere.”

“To whom?”



“To the Authority for Money 
Laundering. They will tell you”.

“Even so, maybe you could 
search in the archives or in your 
database, so as you say now, in 
case you catch anything?”

He promises me that he will do 
it and I try to get somewhere 
with the Authority for Money 
Laundering. It takes me ten 
minutes to connect on the other 
line with a prosecutor named 
Mavromatis.



“Today the public services are not 
operating because of the ΓΣΕΕ-
ΑΔΕΔΥ strikes for insurance” he tells 
me. “But I took advantage of it so I 
could process some cases. You will 
find me in my office at Evelpidon”.

I decide to go up first to Gika, so I 
can inform him. I don’t cut in favor 
so much for timely updates, but so 
much as I can prevent some 
movement by Stathakos, who will 
start fires.

I find him signing some documents. 
He asks me the usual question. “Do 
we have any news?”



I start with the more painless, which 
is the Zisimopoulos brothers. “I 
offered to accompany them, so I 
could take them to my office and to 
ask them some more questions”

“And what did you learn?”

“That they hated their dad, just like 
the rest of the world. And that the 
person who killed him, did it to get 
revenge”. Then I tell him that I 
spoke to Lazaridis and he approves.



“That’s right, maybe we’ll get 
something”

“If we hadn’t made the interrogation into 
a ‘meeting’ maybe we would have 
learned more.”

“It was an order from the higher ups for 
us to give them special treatment.”

I don’t insist, because I’m hiding what I 
learned yesterday night from Tsolakis. I 
tell him bit by bit, about the central bank 
and its subsidiary, the Coordination and 
Investment Bank in Vaduz. “As you can 
see, this theory about terrorism is a long 
shot” I tell him. “We have to look 
somewhere else.”



“You should look, but the order 
from upstairs is to not rule out 
terrorist action.”

This time I take it casually. “Why 
don’t the upstairs people 
interrogate them, so they can 
learn what they want?”

He doesn’t answer immediately, 
but looks at me silently. “Listen, 
Kosta. In this place there are two 
types of mess-makers. The 
mess-makers that break things 
and the mess-makers that 
govern. You are an officer. Who’s 
side are you on?”



“With those that govern” I answer 
quietly.

“Because the other day, at your 
daughter’s wedding I told you that 
I love you, I’ll tell you something 
else too. Your only hope to retire 
with rank of security deputy, is for 
me to become the chief of police. 
If anyone else does, you will retire 
at the level of a cop. And with 
how they hand out pensions right 
now, you’re screwed. Is what I am 
saying clear?”



I don’t find anything else to 
say other than the 
single-worded “it is.”

“Then shut up and swim” is 
the answer.

We don’t have anything else 
to say, or maybe he doesn’t 
have anything to say to me, 
and I leave his office like a 
wet cat. At least Adriani didn’t 
hear the conversation, 
because I would hear the 
familial slogan.



If there is a ΓΣΕΕ-ΑΔΕΔΥ march 
because of the strike, it does not 
affect me, because I go down 
Alexandras, and from 
Moustoksidi I get onto Evelpidon. 
I show my police badge and they 
let me park in the courthouse lot. 
Mavromatis’s office is in building 
K, on the second floor. I find only 
one open door with a bald, 50 
year old guy sitting at his desk, 
drowning in papers. 



When I introduce myself, he gets up 
from his chair and shakes my hand. 
“What can I help you with officer?”

I tell him that I am investigating the 
murder of Zisimopoulos and after I 
relay all of the information Tsolakis 
gave me. He listens to me without 
cutting me off at all.

“Where did you learn all of that?” he 
asks me with obvious bewilderment 
when I finish.



I don’t want to reveal my source 
to him, out of fear that I set 
Tsolakis running, so I prefer to 
evade the question. “We find 
ourselves still in the preliminary 
investigation. We don’t have a 
suspect, which is why we are 
looking blindly. Once we 
complete the file we’ll send it to 
the prosecutor. Basically, if you 
confirmed the information that I 
have, I would be able to search in 
other places too.”



“The chair of the Coordination 
and Investment Bank is located in 
Vaduz in Liechtenstein and we 
are not authorized to inspect 
transactions in foreign countries.”

He doesn’t reject what I said as 
B.S., but he reciprocates the 
evasion. “We are not interested in 
the bank in Vaduz. We are 
interested in if there is 
involvement in the Central Bank 
in the accounts and if this 
involvement could lead to the 
murder of Nikita Zisimopoulos”



“You can’t investigate one of the biggest 
banks in Greece without having 
complaints or even specific evidence, 
officer. If you do, you could create a lot of 
unrest, not just in the accounts of the 
Central Banks but at a government level 
as well. The only thing I can confirm 
responsibly is that such a complaint never 
existed. If it did, we would have 
investigated it very discreetly.”

He doesn’t tell me that such transactions 
do not exist, just that there was no 
complaint. So transactions could have 
existed, but good luck finding an edge. 
I’m wracking my brain thinking of what 
else I could ask him, when my phone 
rings and it’s Vlasopoulos.



“We have another victim, officer. 
And this time it’s a foreigner.”

“Foreigner?”

“An Englishman. Some guy named 
Richard Robinson. He is the general 
manager of the First British Bank. 
His secretary found him dead this 
morning in his office. Decapitated.” 
The last sentence comes out with a 
lot of effort.

“Where are the offices of the bank?”

“On Mitropoleos street. It’s a 
neoclassical around Pentelis, that 
was renovated recently.”



Πεντέλης και Μητροπόλεως



“I’m coming.”

From all the news I could have 
gotten, this is the worst. Not just 
because we have a second 
victim, but also because it’s a 
foreigner. It looks like 
Mavromatis reads my 
expression because he asks.

“Did something happen officer?”

“We have a second victim, and 
he’s British. The general 
manager of the First British 
Bank.”

“Robinson?” he asks me and 
shoots up from his seat.



“Him. Do you understand what 
has to happen in the situation in 
which we find ourselves?”

Before I leave his office, I stop at 
the door. “I would suggest to 
examine a bit the subsidiary of 
the Central Banks, Mr. 
Prosecutor. Very discreetly, so we 
are prepared for the worst.”

I leave him with surprise on his 
face and I exit.


