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	Indexed for Life & Death
C. A. Rogers
It had now been thirty-six straight hours that Maynard Beckenbauer sat transfixed by the luminescent screen on his iMac, save for the few moments stolen to use the bathroom, twice, and to secure the Cheetos’ bag from the pantry.  Maynard was at once numb and panicked; in a state of shock unable to move yet with adrenaline surging through his body. Google Earth was showing all who cared to see his Aunt Ida’s prone form replete in floral dress next to the rectangular gravesite in the backyard at his very address.  The detail was impressive; you could see the plaid shorts he had saved from college, which were so loud a pattern, everyone in the neighborhood had made a joke about them.  He was a failure: to his parents; to his ex-wife; to his former colleagues; and now a failure at the perfect murder.  He was indexed into Google Earth as a criminal, forever.
His neighbors were sparring bitterly over a non-native species of tree that Cliff Bickerson wanted to cut down to get a better view and Norma Sommers, next door, was objecting for environmental reasons.  The town had sent out a link to the spot in Google Earth in an email ahead of the public hearing.   The stupid tree was less than fifty yards from the grave and body on his property.
His Aunt Ida had always been nice to him.  She was a spinster and had had time for an only child among all the aging cousins when they would gather at the family estate.  She had practically suggested the whole plot:  her unplanned visit; her lack of a cell phone; her car tucked neatly into his empty garage; her friend in Sacramento being unsure as to what day Ida would arrive; Maynard was her only heir now that her brother had died.  She was off-grid and had spent an hour explaining the worth of her sixty-year-old Merle Norman Cosmetics franchise and how her house had increased in value.  As she espoused her father’s wisdom in setting her up with home and business, Maynard sunk into pity about how his folks, his staunchly conservative, Republican parents who hated the ocean had left their entire estate to Save the Whales. Ida was old and had had a good life and she liked him, which was unusual for Maynard, and he was certain she would not want him to lose the house.  He had hit her with a shovel when she got out of bed in the morning and was burying her in the early morning light when no one else would be out, save for the Google People with Cameras. Her car had disappeared an hour later.
He started to make a list of potential action points but stopped himself.  “That’s how they get caught, making notes.”  He reviewed boycotting the hearing; taking over the hearing; helping the two parties reach consensus.  He wasn’t good at leading.  Getting people to come to consensus had been one of his weakest attributes noted by the consultants who had recommended him for expulsion from his last paying job.  
Still in his pajamas, he returned to the scene of the crime as the firefighters were pulling the bodies of both Cliff and Norma from the still smoldering cinders while weeping neighbors hatched various theories about which one had set the fire and which one was trying to put it out. No one really listened to him anyway.  And, he reasoned, ultimately Cliff had a point about those Eucalyptus trees being fire hazards.
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