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Another murder. Some things change but I guess human nature remains the same. 

It seems that no matter what progress we make there will always be those driven 

by greed, hatred or complete madness into committing unthinkable crimes. Of course, 

I consider myself above such devilment but such thoughts are all relative and my 

CMS (Cognitive Management System) would have a few tales to tell about my particular 

brand of political correctness. 

The murder details roll in on my Personal Police Appliance (PPA) – a modern 

day phone, notebook, work planning, scheduling gadget with seamless AUG chip 

integration allowing effortless neuronal manipulation of the first tier Internet 

and the panoply of services that can provide. For example, I can see the words 

„Japanese John Doe found on lane by Anglesey Abbey Heritage Site.‟ I can then focus 

on the word Japan and a Google MimTag (a mental image tag) will appear in my mind 

offering me maps, Japanese language translation, facts on Japan and anything anyone 

could wish to know about the latest news, weather and economic data of the region. 

It‟s not really what I‟m after but there‟s another MimTag from Microsoft offering 

me a callback into the Holmes 4 police intelligence system showing all other 

Japanese John Does or associated incidents. This is more what a police detective 

might be interested in and I indicate (using a mind movement) an inclination towards 

Holmes 4 and, hey presto, Holmes 4 access pops up on my handheld PPA. Now, budgets 



being what they are, the Home Office Holmes 4 system is a bit clunky to use through 

the AUG and MimTags so I use the featherlike touch screen to check out related 

crimes in Cambridge. After a few tap-throughs, it conveniently throws up the last 

two tourist murders currently on my unsolved list; a Spanish lady and an American 

gentleman. It then pops up ancillary facts about my cases, showing estimated 

revenue loss to the region (and the country) should the killings remain unsolved 

and the future projected losses if I, Inspector Baxter, should fail to prevent 

another killing and the whole business gets bundled into a whole new serial killer 

category. It doesn‟t look too good, not for me or for the bottom line for the whole 

region. 

No problem, I feel my CMS kicking in with a positive thought process. One 

step at a time. First things first. My coffee has reached optimal drinking 

temperature and a minor MimTag alert has popped into my head – Coffee Ready! – 

a jolly communication from the coffee cup to my AUG. There‟s a little teaser 

attached to the tag which I pop open, and I see that the coffee has been Customs 

and Excise authenticated as coming from a farm in Columbia. Before I know it, Google 

slides into view offering to show me photos of the farm, the farmer and his wife, 

and a web cam showing me live images of the surrounding terrain. I‟m not into that 

but there‟s another Excise MimTag offering to show me shipment details of the coffee 

and estimated energy consumption to get the bean into my mouth. I relish statistical 

details like this so I spend a couple of minutes traversing trade routes and 

reviewing the specifications of the plane used to transport the coffee – a newer 

Airbus model utilising the gravity field suppressing properties of GravFlite, a 

material so light that it floats. GravFlite is truly a miracle of the modern age, 

a composite material exploiting the discovery of the Higgs Boson particle in 2021 

by CERN and the subsequent discovery of the higher gravity field dimension in 2025. 

Once they‟d figured this out it was only a matter of time before the engineers 

exploited the science to invent a range of gravity defying products and bring us 

into the new age as masters of an emerging multi-dimensional Universe.        



“Enjoying your coffee?” The Chief‟s face appears on my PPA and an attention 

moment MimTag is generated in my mind, much like receiving a tap on the shoulder. 

He has sufficient privileges to do this if he so wishes. 

“It‟s from a top quality source,” I say, self-suppressing my annoyance. 

“I know you know we‟ve picked up another body, Jack. What‟s the delay?” His 

face appears tense, knotted. “Finish your coffee and haul your backside over to 

the crime scene pronto. I want something in my inbox by tonight, OK?” There‟s a 

brief pause so I can admire his grimace and then he‟s gone. 

What a moron, I begin to think, but the CMS butts in and I end up thinking, 

he‟s not a monster, everyone has good days and bad days. Meanwhile I am presented 

with images of him with his family enjoying a day at the beach. This is supplemented 

by details of a conversation he had to endure half an hour earlier with a junior 

home office minister – something to do with the Holmes 4 projected revenue impacts 

and the atrocious crime-solving rate for murders in Cambridge. So the pressure 

is on.  

No point in adding to the melting pot, I make my way out of the police station 

and into the car park where my Ford Soltec electric with C-boost technology is 

waiting. There‟s an exchange of authentication keys between the car and my AUG 

and I manoeuvre into the ergonomically moulded driver‟s seat. 

“Hi Jack,” says the Ford Candy voice in her pleasant welcome tone, “where 

are we going today?” 

“Anglesey Abbey please,” I say, “there‟s a bit of situation brewing.” 

I switch the engine on by popping a Ford MimTag and the HUD glows into life 

– a combination of traditional dashboard dials and ancillary windscreen displays. 

“You have 43% charge remaining,” says Candy, “and I have preloaded the Ford 

Cortina Mark V setup. Shall we proceed?” 

“Yes,” I push the accelerator and the car makes a satisfying Cortina rumble 

through the digital car audio rendering system. Without faking a noise, the car 

would be otherwise silent – a classic Ford car is one choice out of thousands, 



but I have a predilection for vintage 20th century models.  

I pull out of Parkside and then take a left to join the column of green traffic 

on East road. Most cars and houses are green these days, reflecting the use of 

the organic solar cell technology developed in the 2030‟s. Cars „wear‟ the solar 

cells and generate enough charge on a sunny day (which is most days during the 

summer months) to achieve energy neutral running. Houses also wear the cells on 

the roofs to generate enough energy to be positive energy generators for eight 

months of the year, while also reducing the inherited carbon emissions problem 

by utilising carbon dioxide as a catalyst in energy generation and releasing oxygen 

as a by-product. Little by little we are regaining control of our ecosystem.  

We progress down East road and I take the car along in manual mode, a simple 

human pleasure Candy would never understand. 

“Traffic volumes suggest the journey will take 33 minutes. Given the solar 

exposure during the travel time, we will reach 50% charge when we arrive, a net 

gain of 7%. I‟ve also contacted your flat and it has indicated that you require 

some groceries. Would you like me to contact the Marketplace?” 

It‟s easier to let her do what she wants otherwise she‟ll only suggest it 

again later in a different way. Her personality profile is matched to mine 

(supposedly) and is set to „persistent‟ mode. 

“Go ahead,” I say. 

There‟s a pleasant delay as she goes about her business and as I go about 

mine enjoying the Cortina soundtrack and feeling the perky response of the Ford 

engine. I proceed down Newmarket road and the HUD displays latest offers from the 

retail park in an almost subconscious manner. These adverts are interleaved with 

other items of information I might be interested in – the latest tension between 

China and India, the long-range weather forecasts and subsequent energy price 

predictions, the progress of the latest attempts to colonise Mars to get at the 

rich mineral wealth buried there. I absorb it all in a kind of mental osmosis.  

“I‟ve discovered some excellent Marketplace offers for you Jack,” Candy 



whispers, “would you like to hear them?” 

“OK,” 

“According to your lifestyle preferences, Tesco is doing a delicious offer 

of a gourmet splendid meal for 1 at a special discount of 10%, as long as you combine 

it with your daily essentials shopping. Would you like to proceed and hear the 

menu options?” 

“Store for later,” I say, thinking I‟d prefer to see what the day might 

provide instead. 

“OK, Jack. Tesco has indicated that this offer will remain valid for the 

next three hours.” 

We drive past the Airport Model Urban Village – a high-density low-rise 

village allowing a large volume of people to live in close proximity to the city 

centre for an energy positive footprint whilst maintaining a high standard of 

living. It was the first of a new generation of urban villages pioneered in the 

2020s to cater to the ever-increasing UK population without impacting on the 

environment. These villages were designed to provide a living location that a 

modern inner-city dweller might expect – green spaces, climate controlled public 

areas, a leisure park, low level crime, innovative architectural shapes, and a 

general sense of well being that is difficult to pin down. In short, an urban 

paradise. 

“Tesco have been in touch,” says Candy softly, “They have offered an 

excellent 20% discount on the meal and a free soya ice cream tub if you agree to 

purchase now. Would you like to proceed?” 

“No thanks,” I say, “I need to think.” 

“OK,” she says, “the original offer remains open.” 

We proceed over the M14 Eastern Highway and into Stow Cum Quy, now famous 

for being the home of Quy Quantum, the first company in the world to develop highly 

efficient quantum energy transfer between photons and electrons. This was the key 

discovery that allowed the invention of the super efficient solar cell, harnessing 



enough energy from the sun to basically transform our world. It‟s the modern 

equivalent of 20th century transistor – epoch defining. Not only that, Quy Quantum 

went one step further and demonstrated the quantum operation of brain cells and 

developed the biological abstraction layer, a membrane enabling true integration 

between man and machine. This created the AUG and the sixth sense, the machine 

sense. No wonder the founder, Lars Morgan, has a 12-foot statue in the centre of 

the Airport Village. 

“Three minutes to destination,” Candy says, “there‟s only light traffic 

ahead.” 

We emerge from Quy and into the Lode gateway, the start of the Anglian Flood 

Plains. It‟s quite a low-key beginning to one of the largest managed flood plains 

in the world – a network of reservoirs, pumped storage facilities, mud flats, dykes, 

levees and natural fen lands stretching from the Wash all the way down through 

Norfolk into Cambridge and Suffolk. For the sacrifice of a large chunk of arable 

land, the region has secured a massive fresh water supply, enough open water space 

for several massive floating solar fields, a huge wildlife reserve and, most 

importantly, has provided a safe guard for the human population that lives within 

the Anglian archipelago. It‟s been a necessary sacrifice. The loss of the majority 

of the Arctic ice cap has led to increased global tide levels and one of the biggest 

challenges of the modern era. 

“You‟ve arrived Jack,” Candy chirrups. 

Indeed we have. The police constables have constructed a crime scene down 

one of the Abbey lanes and I make my way towards the white gazebo that indicates 

something serious has occurred beneath its plastic shroud. PC Fisher greets me 

cordially. 

“What do we have here then?” I ask. 

She looks quite serious but there‟s an endearing quality to her youthful 

button face and I like her combination of officiousness and unmistakable freshness. 

I must arrange a date with her PPA someday. 



 “A Japanese male in his thirties. No sign of a struggle. His AUG chip has 

been removed but apart from this there‟s no obvious harm to his body.” 

“OK, let‟s see then,” 

This is going to be depressing, I start to think, and then the CMS moves 

in with its placating thought patterns - this is what happens, there‟s always a 

reason and we must not prejudge people. We are all a mix of good and bad, yin and 

yang, positive and negative. I bring out my PPA and bring up the CMS interface, 

click on „options‟ and then select „switch off‟.  

“Are you sure?” It asks, the voice echoing in my mind. 

I indicate „Yes‟ and the system powers down. There‟s a brief sense of loss 

and then I feel myself walking a little more freely for a moment. Yes, I do want 

to switch it off. Sometimes I want to feel what I have to feel. Sometimes I have 

to be human, and I have to know that suffering really exists. I can‟t allow the 

pain to go unnoticed and I must feel the reality of the crime scene. We are all 

only human after all.  

 

THE END 

   


