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The easiest part of the exploration was getting inside my next-door neighbor's house. The hardest was getting out.

The sun had barely risen on a beautiful Saturday morning. As was my habit, I arose at daybreak, made coffee, toasted a piece of rye bread, and covered it with a thick layer of butter.

I retrieved the morning newspaper from the front porch and let my dog, Jellyroll, out to relieve himself. I really need to limit his sugar intake.

The day was shaping up to be another stunningly beautiful, warm day on Shell Street.

With steaming hot coffee by my side and toast in my hand, I began my morning review of all things criminal that had occurred in our fair city the day before.

Metro man receives 15-year prison sentence for seventh robbery conviction. Stupid amateur, I say to myself.

Daleville unveils new K9 recruits prepared to sniff out crime. Yeah right. Dogs are for playing fetch.

Fifteen-year-old charged with assault and battery in Samurai Sword incident. Now, that's just crazy.

I've found that reviewing the colossal mistakes that amateur criminals make on a daily basis could only serve to make me a better thief, I mean, businessman, and more attractive to future employers.

My name is Reginald Moffett, and I'm twelve years old. You can call me Reggie. My theory on life has always been that it's better to start early than start late and have regrets.

After I finished my coffee and toast, I put the dishes away long before anybody woke up on a Saturday morning. Of course, if my mom knew what I was doing, she'd have a cow and perhaps have me committed or arrested and sent off to juvie. No need for any of that, of course.

I grabbed a baseball and glove and headed out, cutting through the neighbor's yard on the way to the Robinson's household, which was just two doors down. 

Now, I didn't go over there to burglarize my best friend's house. Come on. Who do you think I am? Some type of monster. Of course not. I had my ball and glove with me, and I wanted to just see if maybe Kenny was home so we could play some baseball or throw the football or do what 12-year-old boys do.

When I got to the front door, I rang the doorbell. The house was brick. Definitely lower middle-class, as was our house. So, nobody was rich in this neighborhood, mind you. As a matter of fact, most of the men in that neighborhood worked at the local paper mill.

While most people hated the smell, everybody who worked there told me it smelled exactly like money. I never really believed them, though. Anyway, I rang the doorbell again. Still, nobody came to the door, which was kind of strange because there was at least one car in the driveway, and it was around eight o'clock in the morning.

I cannot explain to you exactly why I did the very next thing that I did. I cannot explain why I did the next thing.”

I guess I didn't want to accept the fact that they weren't home, and I just didn't like to take no for an answer. So, before I knew it, my right hand was on the door handle. I mean, I was just going to check and see if maybe it was open. Nothing sinister going on here. Of course, I just wanted to see if the door was unlocked and who might be there. That's all.

So, if they weren't at home, maybe they left in a hurry. Who knows? But that quick Kwikset® lock on the front door of that lower middle house, which the Robinsons had purchased the year before, was unlocked. The door wasn't open or anything. It was firmly shut, but it was unlocked, and I found that very strange. Obviously, I needed to investigate.

Who else was better equipped to investigate a little thing like a door left unlocked? For the second time, I twisted the handle and pushed ever so slightly so that the door became ajar with just barely enough space to see inside.

"Hello," I said, thinking that, well, maybe they're just busy watching TV or making breakfast, or having a conversation or something, and didn't hear the doorbell. Which, of course, is highly unlikely because the dogs in the kennel in the adjacent neighbor's house clearly heard the doorbell and reacted accordingly as dogs will do. So, I've got a bunch of hunting dogs, not one hundred yards away, screaming their lungs out over the sound of a doorbell, but nobody in the house seemed to recognize the sound? Again, I'd better investigate.

And so, I did. Another little push brought the door open just a little bit more. "Hello?" I said. "Is anybody here?"

Nothing? 

With the confidence of a seasoned cat burglar, I opened the door just enough for my small 12-year-old body to slither through. 

"Hello," I said, the third time. Still no answer. After I was securely inside the premises, I closed the door. 

This time, I locked it. 

The one strange thing that caught my attention immediately was the delicious and beautiful smell of homemade buttermilk biscuits. My mother made them, my grandmother made them. My great-grandmother and her mother made them as well. I'm pretty sure it's the law where we live that buttermilk biscuits are made, if not on a daily, certainly a weekly basis. 

I stepped cautiously across the wooden floor. I weighed barely 80 pounds, so it wasn't like my frame was going to make a great deal of creaking noise. But just to be sure, I stepped carefully when I reached the kitchen, and the only thing that separated the kitchen from the living room was a bar, a breakfast bar type area. All of the houses in this neighborhood were built almost identically.

So, all of our houses had one of these bars where you could eat breakfast, drink coffee, your choice. On the counter, a very warm hand towel was draped over a tray of buttermilk biscuits, only a few of which had been consumed, which made me wonder even more. Why in the world would the Robinsons make breakfast and then leave in such a hurry that they left the front door unlocked? 

I certainly didn't know, but I also knew that it would be criminal to leave these poor buttermilk biscuits languishing all by themselves. So, I ate one sitting there in one of the bar stool chairs and thought, "You know what would go really good with this? A cold glass of milk."

I sashayed over to the refrigerator, gingerly opened the door, and popped open a gallon of whole Dairy Fresh milk, poured myself a glass, and went ahead and finished off a second biscuit.

The one thing that I noticed also about the whole experience was how quiet everything was. I mean, I've been in this house hundreds of times, but now it was eerily quiet. I sat there for a few minutes, allowing the buttermilk biscuits to settle.

As I finished off the glass of milk and returned it to the sink, careful to rinse it out and wipe it down with the very hand towel that had protected the biscuits from unscrupulous house flies, I heard something that I did not expect, had not planned for, and truly wish I had not heard.
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