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  Introduction




  Twenty years ago, Macmillan published my first novel, Mindstar Rising. It was about a psychic detective, Greg Mandel, living in a post-Warming England in forty

  years’ time, after the overthrow of an extremist political party that ruled the country. Quite a lot of that future has thankfully not yet happened, though some trends are a lot more

  prominent today than they were back when I wrote it. There were two more Greg Mandel novels, A Quantum Murder and The Nano Flower, then I moved on to writing space operas and now

  children’s books. I thought I’d finished with Greg.




  However, back in 2000 I wrote one more story about Greg, a novella called ‘The Suspect Genome’, which was published in Interzone and went on to win the BSFA award. After that

  it was never reprinted. Mainly because of every SF writer’s worst nightmare – real science overtaking fiction. Originally the story centred around a type of DNA analysis, which worked

  in a specifically limited fashion, allowing the detective in charge of the case to call in Greg to solve the murder. Forensics moved on past that level many years ago, rendering the whole story

  outdated.




  Yet it was a good story, and DNA analysis was only a part of it . . . So for Greg’s twentieth anniversary in print, my editor and I went back over ‘The Suspect Genome’ and gave

  it a light revision, taking out the obsolescence. The result is ‘Family Matters’, which (for the moment anyway) hasn’t been superseded by modern technology.


  

   




  Peter F. Hamilton




  Rutland, 2013




  




   




  To celebrate 20 years of




  publishing Peter F. Hamilton,




  here’s a Greg Mandel story,




  originally called ‘The Suspect Genome’ . . .




  





  Contents




  1 Doing the Dodgy Deal on a Monday




  2 A Suspicious Death the Previous Friday




  3 The Saturday Morning Wake-Up Call


  

  About the Author


  

  By Peter F. Hamilton


 

  





  1




  
Doing the Dodgy Deal on a Monday




  It was only quarter-past nine on that particular Monday morning, but the September sun was already hot enough to soften the tarmac of Oakham’s roads. The broad deep-tread

  tyres of Richard Townsend’s Mercedes were unaffected by the mildly adhesive quality of the surface, producing a sly purring sound just audible above the music playing through the car’s

  media block. He’d told it to access Rutland’s media channel. The local station was still excited by the news about Byrne Tyler – the celebrity’s death was the biggest thing

  to happen in the area in years. A newscaster was interviewing some detective about the lack of an arrest. The body had been found on Friday, and the police still had nothing.




  Richard turned onto the High Street with its strange collection of architectural styles ranging across the centuries from old stone façades to stacks of room cubes looking like giant

  carbon bricks. The heart of the town was thriving again. Small boutique shops with their in-house products were flourishing between the pick-up depots belonging to global suppliers where people

  collected the products they’d ordered on line. Bars and cafes were opening for their morning customers. Halfway along the street, scaffolding smothered a couple of dilapidated banks that were

  being refurbished as retail arcades in the wake of the economic good times that had come to the town. Richard always regretted not having any investment in the new consumerism rush, but he’d

  been just too late to leap on that gravy train. Real money had been very short in the immediate aftermath of the decade England had been ruled by the People’s Socialism Party, which was when

  the retail sector began its revival.




  He drove into the Pillings Industrial Precinct, an area of small factories and warehouses on the outskirts of the town. Tidy allotments along the right-hand side of the road were planted with

  thick banana trees, their clumps of green fruit waving gently in the muggy breeze. The sturdy trunks came to a halt beside a sagging weed-webbed fence that sketched out a jumble of derelict land.

  All that remained of the factory that had once stood there was a litter of shattered bricks and broken concrete footings exposed among the tangle of nettles and rampant vines. A new sign had been

  pounded into the iron-hard ochre clay, proclaiming it to be Zone 7 of the Rutland Council/Townsend Properties partnership.




  Richard sighed at the sight of it. Zone 7 was frankly an embarrassment. It was the first site anyone saw when they entered the Pillings Precinct: a ramshackle remnant of the bad old days.

  Completely unrepresentative of the rest of the zone. Pillings Precinct was actually becoming quite the success story. Most of the original units, twentieth-century factories and builders’

  merchants, had been refurbished to accommodate viable new businesses. While the contemporary commercial zones, expanding out into the verdant cacao plantations that encircled the town, were

  sprouting the uniform blank sugar-cube structures of twenty-first-century construction. Seamless weather-resistant composite walls studded with mushroom-like air-conditioning vents, and jet-black

  solar-cell roofs. Whatever industry was conducted inside, it was securely masked by the standardized multi-purpose structures.




  He parked the Merc outside the Townsend Properties offices, a small brick building recently renovated. Colm, his assistant, was already inside, going through the datapackages that had

  accumulated overnight in the office’s network.




  ‘The architect for Zone nineteen wants you to visit,’ he said as Richard walked in. ‘There’s some problem with the floor reinforcements. And a Mr Alan O’Hagen would

  like to see you. He suggested ten-thirty this morning.’




  Richard paused. ‘Do I know him?’




  Colm consulted his cybofax. ‘We don’t have any file on record. He said he may be interested in a zone.’




  ‘Ah.’ Richard smiled. ‘Fine, ten-thirty.’




  It was a typical morning spent juggling data. Builders, suppliers, clients, accountants, local planning officials; they all expected him to clear up the mess they were making of their own jobs.

  He’d spent a lot of his own money over the last four years, schmoozing the county and town councillors to get a Private Aided Public partnership approved. People were always suspicious of the

  PAPs, believing they were a scheme to allow developers to scam the government. But the partnership had paid off. Townsend Properties was currently involved in developing eight of the zones, with

  architects working on plans for another three. Having the massive Event Horizon corporation open a memox-processing facility in Zone twelve a year ago had been a real triumph for the town; other

  smaller corporations had immediately begun to nose around, eager for subcontracts. Richard was still baffled at how the council development officers had managed to pull off that coup. He’d

  never known a supposedly professional team quite as incompetent as the people who worked at Rutland Council. Every job he undertook was besieged by official delays and endless obstructionist

  revisions.




  The man who walked in promptly at ten-thirty wasn’t quite what Richard had expected. He was in his late fifties, nothing like any of those eager young business types who

  normally came sniffing round the zones in search of a deal. Alan O’Hagen wore a grey business suit with a pale purple tie. He had a sense of authority which made Richard automatically

  straighten up in his chair and reach to adjust his own tie. Even the man’s handshake was carefully controlled, an impression of strength held in reserve.




  ‘What can I do for you?’ Richard asked as his visitor settled into the leather chair before the desk.




  ‘My company.’ Alan O’Hagen took a silver cybofax card from his pocket. It unfolded with arachnid motions in his palm. Richard’s desktop cube showed him a datapackage

  being squirted into the office network; he authorized acceptance and quickly scanned the information.




  ‘Firedrake Marketing? I’m afraid I’ve never heard of it.’




  O’Hagen smiled. ‘No reason you should. It’s a small virtual company I own. So far I trade online; my main product is multimedia drama games. The software is free but I sell the

  character costumes so you can interact in context. Of course it’s the associated merchandise that pulls in the money. Then I’ve signed up some specialist German software houses. The

  content is distributed by physically sending customers memox crystals loaded with their orders, that way I can dodge the new download tax. Then finally I’ve got a promotion exclusive with a

  couple of African jazz bands who aren’t well known in Europe.’




  ‘Uh huh.’ Richard made an immediate guess about what kind of German software – the end of the PSP hadn’t seen a total reversal of censorship in England. ‘So how

  does the Pillings Precinct fit in with all this?’




  ‘I want Firedrake to become more than a virtual company. At the moment it consists of a pretty standard marketing site. I subcontract distribution and delivery to a depot in Peterborough.

  After their fees, I’m not left with much in the way of profit. What I want to do is build up a distribution arm myself, concentrate the business in one place with plenty of room to

  expand.’




  ‘I see.’ Richard made sure he wasn’t grinning. It would appear predatory at this point. ‘And you’d like to build that distribution company here?’




  ‘It’s a possibility.’




  ‘A very advantageous one for you. Event Horizon’s memox plant would be next door, so there’d be no shortage of crystals for the software packages, and we do have an excellent

  rail service to both Peterborough and Leicester for physical goods. Not to mention a generous start-up tax allowance.’




  ‘Every industrial precinct does, these days,’ O’Hagen said. ‘Corby is offering a flat-rate construction loan for anyone starting on either of their new

  precincts.’




  Richard blanked his irritation at the mention of Corby. He’d lost three clients to their precinct developers in the last six weeks. ‘You’ll find us a competitive match for any

  other precinct, I assure you.’




  ‘What about construction times?’




  ‘That depends on the size of the operation you’re looking for, of course.’




  ‘Nothing extravagant to start with, but I will require a zone with considerable potential for expansion when things take off.’




  ‘As I’m sure they will.’ Richard called up a map from the network which his monitor pitched across the wall. ‘I have several zones I can offer you.’




  It took another two hours of hard sales pitching before O’Hagen left. Richard had squirted just about every brochure and datapackage he’d got into the businessman’s cybofax.

  He’d hate to play the man at poker; no hint of how enthusiastic he was had leaked from that impassive face. But the good news was that O’Hagen had invited Richard for dinner that night,

  suggesting the Lord Nelson restaurant in the Market Square. That had to be promising.




  After lunch, Richard drove to the town’s old castle hall. Jodie Dobson, his solicitor, was waiting for him in the car park. She was in her mid-thirties, a junior partner

  in one of the local firms, and more than capable when it came to corporate legal matters. He was using her services a lot right now. His next big project, the waterside development, would see his

  company through the subsequent five years once he got the go-ahead. Launching his reclaim application to the land was the last legal obstacle. As soon as that was granted, he could move forward,

  sending in the bulldozers to clear the site of the irritating PSP-era relics squatting there.




  ‘We’ve got plenty of time,’ she said, gesturing to the ancient doors. ‘The land-registry clerk’s only just finished his lunch.’




  ‘Fine.’ He paused. ‘I don’t suppose you’ve heard of a company called Firedrake?’




  ‘Should I have?’




  ‘Not really.’ He held up his cybofax card. ‘I was checking their site this lunchtime. They offer access to a response formulator for interactives. Once you’ve plugged

  into a drama, it’ll take your character wherever you want to go inside the arena. The plot lines will reconfigure to incorporate your movements and speech into the story. They’re

  claiming a much better reaction time than other software.’




  ‘Sounds fairly standard to me.’




  ‘Yes, but it’s not just for 3D screens, it can handle a total holographic VR immersion.’




  ‘Cool. Why the interest?’




  He shrugged and gestured her through the doorway. ‘I think it could be quite successful. It certainly sounds a lot more advanced than anything else out there right now.’




  The castle’s stone hall had a vaulted ceiling, and whitewashed plaster walls decorated with hundreds of horseshoes. Prior to the Warming the hall had been little more than a historical

  tourist attraction. Then in the aftermath of the seas flooding the Lincolnshire fens, the vast influx of refugees had more than doubled Rutland’s population. The council had expanded its

  workforce, commandeering every available public building. The hall now housed most of their legal department. Modern partitioning had been used to break up the rear of the hall into small office

  cubicles. Jodie and Richard manoeuvred along a narrow corridor between the transparent soundproofed walls. The Land Registry & Claims cubicle was barely large enough to hold the two of them as

  well as the clerk.




  Jodie had the petition already prepared, and handed over the two memox crystals detailing the case, including the original farmer’s title to the land on the shore of Rutland Water.

  Richard, as the claimant, had to sign a host of papers verifying the action.




  ‘Any idea when the case will be heard?’ he asked.




  ‘I’m sorry, Mr Townsend.’ The clerk’s hand fluttered over the pile of memox crystals and paper folders on his desk. ‘We have over eight hundred ownership cases

  filed in this court alone. The local PSP Land Rights allocation committee confiscated a lot of property.’




  ‘Yes, I appreciate that, but this is land for a commercial venture which will benefit many people in the town. It’ll create jobs, and bring wealth into the area. Surely that warrants

  some additional attention.’




  ‘I would say yes,’ the clerk murmured diplomatically. ‘But it’s not up to me.’




  ‘Nevertheless . . . I’d be grateful if you could point this out to the powers that be.’




  ‘I’ll do what I can.’




  When they were back outside in the scorching sunlight Jodie frowned. ‘That was sailing close to the wind. You don’t do backroom deals in a civic office.’




  ‘I’ll bear it in mind. And you should remember that we need that leisure complex; your partnership will scoop up a big fee for steering it through the legal stages.’




  ‘I am aware of basic marketplace economics, thank you.’




  ‘Good. There’s a lot of new industry moving into town right now. That means wealthy educated people looking for somewhere to relax, and prepared to pay for the privilege. Rutland

  Water is a fabulous commercial resource, which is tragically underused. Can you believe there’re only three hotels on the shore?’




  Jodie nudged him softly. He looked round to see a bicycle entering the castle hall grounds. It was Andy Broady pedalling heavily, his ruddy young face glistening with sweat. Richard shook his

  head in disapproval. Even in this weather the kibbutzniks still wore their thick dark dungarees. The movement had been fostered during the PSP era, a rural community living together using

  nineteenth-century technology to support themselves. Kibbutzes were modelled close to the Amish ideal, but with occupants following party dogma mixed in along religious or ethnic lines. The one at

  Rutland Water was devoutly Christian, though most major religions had boasted about starting their own Kibbutz groups at the height of the Party’s rule. The most infamous had been the pagan

  Kibbutz in Wessex, which turned out to be little more than an S&M camp with some unpleasant rumours of trafficking. Even the PSP censors couldn’t keep that secret, and the whole Kibbutz

  concept had lost credibility soon after. There weren’t many left now, most had disbanded as the PSP was broken. But of course the one at Rutland Water remained stubbornly intact, much to

  Richard’s annoyance. The land the medieval clods sat on was worth a fortune.




  Andy dismounted and leant the bike against a wall. It was an ancient contraption of black carbon struts held together by epoxy patches, with a wicker basket on the front of broad handlebars. The

  County Museum would be proud to possess a specimen like it.




  Richard gave him a pleasant nod, though he was silently praying the young man would walk past. He found it disconcerting being so close to the son of Noel Broady. But then Andy made it easy,

  glaring back furiously. For a moment Richard thought he might stalk over and swing a punch – which would be extremely useful, especially in front of a lawyer. Andy was clearly thinking along

  similar lines. Eventually, he pulled a bundle of papers out of the wicker basket and made for the hall doors. Richard made an easy guess what the papers were. The oaf was as stupidly obstinate as

  his father.
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