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I maneuvered the thin iron rod expertly like I practiced on my own window. I twisted just a little sharper until I was victorious. I’ve been staking out the house for about five hours which was way longer than I expected to. I was beginning to think the middle aged occupants had changed their plans and staying home. I should've been done already and on my way. But instead I had to wait forever for them to get dressed for the occasion called for then wait another hour till deciding the time was right. They're machine shouldn’t be working it was now or never. They're wet lawn caused me to creep instead of run I had to brush the wrinkled grass off my clothes once I was out of sight. Couldn’t they have saved the sprinklers for in the morning. Why water your lawn at night? To make it harder for thieves to stalk my property, was the only reasonable notion to me. It was late, at least that meant the street would be empty. I hated bypasses. People strolling with their dogs, power walking or jogging. Most times they were nosy and had the cops on speed dial. I preferred a completely clear surrounding before circling a house. Any burglar with common sense and good experience feels the same. It was less risky not matter a person could be from the house you were targeting. Better safe than sorry. It was just as pertinent when exiting the target and fleeing the scene. That, and a fake license plate. I carried only a flat cross strap bag. My skinny arms couldn’t afford for heavy lifting. I always stick to stealing the small and costly things. The ones stripping a place of the entire furniture were more likely to get caught. Takes too much time and manpower. Also, I worked alone. I've going on strong myself without anybody's help.
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