
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Memory Cops

        

        
        
          Peter Menadue

        

        
          Published by Peter Menadue, 2025.

        

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1


[image: ]




Detective Lieutenant Glen Tucker scanned the interior of a magnificent courtroom built in the nineteenth century. It had a high judicial bench, elevated jury box and tiered public gallery. Frescoes of ancient Greek lawgivers covered the walls. However, like most courtrooms in Washington DC, it was falling apart. The martial law regime hated spending money on public buildings. The paint was peeling, the carpet ragged and dust lay everywhere. The courtroom’s glory days were long gone. 

The judge, a mousy guy in a cheap suit, was one of the few judicial officers in the city with a law degree. A prosecutor and defense attorney sat facing him. Tucker and his partner, Mack Gilmore, sat behind the prosecutor. The accused sat in a metal cage to the side. The public gallery was vacant.

The judge peered at the lawyers. “What is this about?”

The defense attorney raised his spidery frame. “My client is charged with murdering his wife. He wants the charge dismissed.”

“On what ground?”

“No case to answer.”

The judge looked at the prosecutor. “What evidence do you have against the accused?”

The harried-looking female prosecutor explained that the wife disappeared for good two months ago. The investigating detectives had discovered that the accused often assaulted his wife, owned a pistol that was now missing, and confessed to a friend that he killed her and disposed of her body. 

The judge grew bored. “Yes, yes, but what did the police neuro-auditor find? The accused was memory audited, right?”

“Yes.”

“Did he find a memory of the accused killing his wife?”

A rueful look. “Umm, no.”

“No?”

“No.”

Raised eyebrows. “Does the accused have an adequate memory?”

A sigh. “Yes, he scored 29 on the Balmar Scale.”

A frown. “Then you have no case, do you? If he murdered his wife, the neuro-auditor would have found a memory of that.”

The prosecutor nodded toward the detectives. “The detectives believe his memory of the crime was erased.”

“Really? The only people allowed to erase memories are psychiatrists and they’re tightly regulated. Do the detectives claim that a psychiatrist erased his memory?”

“Ah, yes, I guess so.”

“Do they have any evidence that a psychiatrist did that?”

“Umm, no direct evidence.”

The accused, a stocky firefighter called Peter Birks, stood and yelled. “I’m innocent. Nobody deleted anything from my head.”

The judge glared. “Sit down, Mr Birks.”

The accused sat and the judge looked at the prosecutor. “The fact that the neuro-auditor found no incriminating memory destroys your case. I’m strongly tempted to dismiss the charge. However, I’ll give the detectives involved a chance to dig up evidence of erasure. But I won’t keep the accused in prison while they search for it. I order that he be released on his own recognizance.” The judge looked at a Court Officer dozing beside the metal cage. “Release the prisoner.”

The Court Officer unlocked the door of the metal cage. The accused leaped out and pumped his lawyer’s hand.

The judge left the bench.

The prosecutor turned to the two Homicide detectives. “You heard that.”

Tucker said: “This is bullshit on stilts. The guy is guilty as hell.”

“Maybe. But you’ve got to prove that someone scrubbed his memory of murdering his wife. Otherwise, he walks. Got it?”

“How do we do that?”

“Don’t ask me. I’m an overworked and underpaid prosecutor. You’re the detective.”

A fair point. “I hear you. Thanks.” Tucker turned to his partner. “I need a drink. Let’s go around the corner.”

They left the courtroom with the laughter of the accused ringing in their ears.
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Tucker and Gilmore went around the corner to a bar called Rusty’s. It had a marble-topped counter, a tiled floor and eight red leather booths. Two booths were packed with soldiers. Plenty of troops were passing through Washington. The United States Army was fighting the Canadian Army for possession of the three surviving Great Lakes. A Canadian offensive recently broke through the US front line. US troops were being rushed north to stem the tide. These guys were obviously heading for the meat grinder. 

Tucker bought a couple of beers at the counter and took them over to a booth where Gilmore was waiting. Gilmore was a handsome guy with wide shoulders who worked as a Homicide detective in Chicago before joining the local squad a few months ago. He claimed he needed “a change of scenery” and wangled a transfer. Tucker had already discovered that Gilmore was lazy and opinionated. Maybe those flaws got Gilmore kicked out of Chicago.

Tucker had to admit that they had easy jobs. Detectives rarely had to investigate a crime or build a case anymore. The justice system was hooked on memory auditing. Detectives usually rounded up all potential suspects - mostly friends and relatives - and delivered them to the police neuro-auditing section. If an auditor found an incriminating memory, the suspect was charged and soon convicted; if not, he walked free. The process was quick, cheap and, everyone thought, infallible.

However, Tucker had started to suspect that some crooks were paying to have their incriminating memories deleted and effectively become immune from prosecution. Tucker had no direct proof of that. But he had recently arrested several suspects he was sure were guilty but had no incriminating memories. Peter Birks was the latest one. Tucker was convinced that, after the guy murdered his wife, someone scrubbed his memory of that.

Gilmore sipped his beer and sighed. “That was a kick in the teeth. What do we do now?” Gilmore rarely generated fresh ideas.

“We’re going to find out who scrubbed Birk’s memory of murdering his wife.”

“You really think it was scrubbed?”

“Yup, he’s guilty as hell.”

“How are you going to prove it was scrubbed? You heard the judge: the only people trained to erase them are shrinks and they’re tightly controlled.”

A shrug. “I don’t know. I’ll have to think about that.”

A sigh. “Why bother? We can report that, after a long and exhaustive investigation, we concluded that the wife ran away and is now in hiding. The Captain will be happy. Another case solved.”

Tucker remembered a framed photograph of the wife he saw in the couple’s apartment, smiling, looking forward to the future. “Can’t do that, I’m afraid.”

“Why not?”

A smile. “I wanna play cops and robbers, for once. What about you?”

“I don’t wanna do that. But I don’t want to think for myself, either. I’ll tag along.”

“Good.”

“Of course, if we find out someone is erasing incriminating memories, our bosses won’t listen. They want simple lives.”

“I’m sure you’re right.”

“But you still want to find this memory eraser?”

“Yes.”

“Well, in that case, you’re buying all the drinks tonight.”
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Tucker bought them three beers each. They moaned about fellow detectives and Gilmore, as usual, complained loudly about their bosses and the martial law regime. Tucker glanced around a few times to make sure no one overheard him. Gilmore also mentioned that he now had a girlfriend and laughed. “She’s a nice chick. But the best thing is that she lives in my apartment building. Don’t have to go anywhere to see her. The big downer is that her husband was killed in action. I feel like he’s hovering over us. A bit spooky.”

They stepped from the bar into crumbling daylight. The downtown area of Washington DC looked like it was dying of a bad disease. Weary buildings propped each other up; broken sidewalks were coated with trash. A dilapidated neon sign implored everyone to “Save every drop of water”.

It was Monday evening. A steady stream of commuters scuttled towards a subway station, alert for muggers lurking in the shadows.

Tucker turned to Gilmore. “Want a ride home?”

“Sure, thanks.”

Tucker had left his Lincoln sedan in a crummy five-story parking garage behind Police Headquarters. They walked past two blocks of shuttered businesses and climbed a dark fire escape to the third floor. A patron was stabbed to death in the garage a few weeks ago. The Homicide Squad still hadn’t caught the culprit. Tucker’s right hand dangled near the pistol on his hip.

He drove out of the garage with Gilmore beside him and joined the traffic bouncing over potholes toward the White House. About fifty people stood on the sidewalk outside it holding up signs to celebrate the 82nd birthday of President Jacob D. Karber. Though the President had been in power for 30 years, Tucker had never seen him in the flesh. The closest he got was sometimes watching the presidential motorcade zoom past.

A half-finished concrete statue of the President stood in front of the White House. Construction cranes stooped over it and earthmovers beetled around it. When finished, it would be 100 yards high.

Tucker drove past the granite Sepulcher of the Fallen, which commemorated the soldiers killed enforcing martial law, and the New Faith Temple which seated 20,000 worshippers. A constant stream of pilgrims flooded into Washington DC to hear Reverend Billy Taggart preach at the temple. They kept the accommodation industry afloat.

Tucker turned left onto Constitution Avenue and headed towards the burnt-out husk of the Capitol Building. Thirty years ago, when President Karber declared martial law, 200 congressmen and their staffers barricaded themselves inside the building. An artillery unit was used to evict them. The few dozen survivors were executed or given life sentences. There was recent speculation that the regime would restore the building and use it as a museum. However, Tucker suspected the regime wanted to keep it as a ruin to intimidate opponents of martial law.

The Supreme Court Building was still intact. However, the power of its judges shrank dramatically when President Karber imposed martial law and famously declared “I am now the Constitution”. The President now decided all appeals to the court with any political ramifications. 

Capitol Hill was one of the few areas of the city that hearkened back to the days when Washington DC was the capital of the Western world. It had well-preserved historic homes, vibrant bars and restaurants, and lush parks. Gilmore rented a small apartment in a four-story mock Georgian residential building.

Tucker pulled up to the curb and Gilmore said: “Want to come up for another drink?”

“Not tonight, thanks. I’d better head home. See you tomorrow.”

“Ciao.”

Gilmore loped towards the front entrance and Tucker drove south towards the gated community in which he lived. The expressway left the city and sliced through rolling hills. Recent heavy rain gave them a green tinge and ignited a forlorn hope in Tucker that the multi-year drought was over.

He drove past two eyesores. The first was a sprawling shanty town with a massive wire fence around it. The town was packed with climate-change refugees who had traveled north to work in factories, shops and homes. They lived in squalid conditions and sent most of their pitiful wages to family members stuck in the arid south. A couple of thousand were filing through the front gate to beat the 7 p.m. curfew.

The second eyesore was a square mile complex that Amazon owned and operated. It was the last brainchild of Jeff Bezos who promised that, when finished, it would be a revolutionary amalgam of a business park and a correctional facility. It was completed after his death. Blue-collar prisoners now worked in a dozen distribution warehouses and white-collar prisoners worked in several office towers. Amazon recently put down a major riot during which ten inmates were shot dead and several ringleaders captured and executed. The corporation apologized profusely for the delays to deliveries the upheaval caused. Its stock price sagged for a few weeks.

Most affluent residents of the northern states lived in fortified gated communities for protection against widespread lawlessness. Tucker lived in a community perched on a bank of the Potomac River. The colonial replica houses and elm-lined streets of the Sunny Meadows Estate made it look like a quaint village. His wealthy mother gave him the money to buy his house. Otherwise, he could not have afforded it.

When he drove past two heavily armed guards at the entrance, he felt like he had passed from a rough and dangerous world into a safe and idyllic one. However, in the back of his mind, he knew the community was a bubble that could be torn apart at any moment. That gave it a spooky feeling.

He parked in the driveway of his sandstone cottage and headed for the front door. He recently redecorated the interior by hanging floral wallpaper, polishing the floorboards and installing antique furniture. He even built a mahogany fireplace that he rarely used.

Someone had pushed an envelope under his front door. It was from the management committee. The letter inside said that, due to the ongoing drought, residents could no longer water their gardens. That annoyed him. His garden was his pride and joy. Time to transition to dry-climate plants.

He put his service pistol on the kitchen bench and ate a toasted ham and cheese sandwich at the table. He decided that watching the evening news would be too depressing. He read a Dickens novel, instead.

Just after nine, he entered the main bedroom, sat on his bed and removed his prosthetic left foot. As usual, he vividly recalled the Canadian artillery bombardment that wiped out his platoon and shredded his foot. His stomach heaved and sweat broke out on his brow.

A small object dropped from his artificial foot and bounced across the floor. What? He hobbled over to the wall and picked it up. A white pill. How did it get into his prosthetic foot? He did not put it there. Who did? Why? He resisted the temptation to taste it in case it was poisonous. He tossed it into a trash can and sat back on the bed.

He had worn several different prosthetic limbs since losing his foot in combat. The present one was the most comfortable. But his stump still felt sore at the end of the day. He gave it a good rub and rested his head on the pillow. He closed his eyes and remembered looking down, screaming with pain, and seeing that his lower leg was a bloody mess.
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A mega-drought gripped the southern half of the United States for eight years. Rivers and reservoirs ran dry. Crops failed. Supply chains collapsed. Hunger and disease stalked the south. Tens of millions lost their jobs. Rioting and looting broke out. Cities went up in flames. Millions of climate-change refugees fled north.

To restore order, President Jacob D. Karber declared nationwide martial law. His political party - always suspicious of democracy - supported him. So did the military, which quickly eliminated dissenters in its ranks, and a broad swathe of conservative Christians. All legislatures were disbanded. Habeas corpus was suspended. The internet was heavily censored.

The President told the military to retake control of the south. Thousands of looters and rioters were shot dead. Many more disappeared without a trace. Torture became rife. Hundreds of thousands of homeless were herded into detention camps. Migration to the north was halted. Most of the south became an open-air prison.

The President initially promised to lift martial law within six months and stand for re-election at the end of his four-year term. Neither occurred. After a year, he announced that only a strong leader could tackle the crises confronting the nation. “We must accept that our nation’s long experiment with democracy is over. The only alternative to martial law is anarchy.” 

Thirty years later, aged 82, he was still in power. There were no signs that his grip had loosened or that the lives of citizens had improved. 

Tucker was five years old when martial law was declared. His father, Albert, was an army colonel who strongly supported the move. He commanded a battalion sent south to restore order. It was garrisoned there for several years. Whenever his father returned home on leave, he referred to southerners as if they were sub-humans. Tucker picked up his attitude.

Tucker only ever considered a military career. He grew up among soldiers and his father pressured him to join up. He attended West Point and, after graduating top of his class, was expected to rise quickly through the ranks and marry a woman he had dated since high school.

Neither came to pass. After drought emptied Lakes Erie and Ontario, the United States and Canadian governments squabbled over who could extract freshwater from the remaining three Great Lakes. Military skirmishes led to a full-scale war. The fighting see-sawed back and forth until the armies ended up facing each other across heavily fortified front lines.

Tucker was put in command of an infantry platoon sent to the front. His platoon was soon ordered to attack a Canadian position. A crazy order. The Canadian position was heavily fortified and had plenty of artillery support. A salvo of missiles killed most of his platoon and shattered his left foot. A combat medic gave him a morphine shot and applied a tourniquet before leaving him for a stretcher party to collect.

None arrived. Night fell. A full moon popped out. He self-administered morphine and lay in the open while Canadian troops moved about shooting wounded soldiers. At one point, a couple of Canucks headed straight toward him. A cloud blotted out the moon and they walked straight past.

At dawn, he gave himself another shot of morphine and crawled towards the US front line, two miles away, in excruciating pain. After an hour, he stopped and waited to die. Then a US patrol discovered him.

After his mangled left foot was amputated in a field hospital, he was transferred to a major military hospital in Washington DC where he was fitted with a prosthetic foot and learned to walk again. His father appeared and called him a hero. However, he was clearly disappointed that his son’s military career was over. His fiancé visited a few times before losing interest.

Two people received medals for the attack on the Canadian position. Tucker was one. The other was the drunken colonel who ordered the attack. He was also promoted to general.

After Tucker was invalided out of the army, his father persuaded a high-up at the Public Security Bureau to offer him a job. The PSB, headquartered in a gleaming circular building just outside of Washington DC, was the most powerful and feared organization in the nation. Its job was to root out and destroy the growing number of subversive groups trying to restore democracy. Brutal and lawless, it terrified everyone below the level of the President and maybe even him.

Tucker turned down the offer. His faith in his father and the regime had melted away. He wanted nothing to do with either. He joined the Washington DC Police Department and rose to become a Lieutenant in the Homicide Squad. There was plenty of work. The city had fallen apart and the murder rate was sky-high. The regime only considered murder a minor taboo. However, it liked pretending that the United States was still a nation of law and justice, though it was neither. So, it kept the Homicide Squad operating, though under-resourced and overworked. Ambitious cops avoided it. Yet, despite that, Tucker liked his job. He still thought murder a serious transgression and enjoyed bringing killers to justice.

The Washington DC Police Department was headquartered in a five-story neo-classical building over 100 years old. It had good bones and a shabby interior. Renovations were 50 years overdue. A quote from Cicero was engraved on the marble lintel above the entrance: “We are the slaves of the law so that we can be free”. That quote became more ironic every year.

The next morning, just after seven o’clock, Tucker slipped through the entrance and crossed a marble floor to a bank of elevators. He caught one to the top floor and headed towards the Homicide squad room. Captain Harold Barnett commanded the squad. His office had a pebble-glass front door. A light shone through it.

Tucker pushed open the door and passed through a vacant secretarial space into a huge corner office filled with ornate mahogany furniture. The burly form of Captain Barnett sat behind a desk so big that workmen brought it upstairs in pieces. He had a noble head, bouffant hair and, as usual, wore a bespoke three-piece suit over a silk dress shirt with big gold cufflinks. Tucker bet he spent several minutes every morning twisting and turning in front of his bedroom mirror. The Captain had not chased a criminal for years. He spent most of his time inflating the squad’s conviction rate, ass-kissing his superiors and intriguing against bureaucratic rivals. The heavy furniture in his office said he was going nowhere.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PETER MENADUE

R

=

.

. s

X -_—
——

——n

— -

— e
" =]

i —

- —— S p—

L —)
— e "
e o
Jea—— e A

MEMORY
LOPS

Memories can be deadly





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





