
Detective: Ms Locks, you have the right to legal representation, and at the moment we haven't cautioned you...but I warn you- it doesn't look good.  Explain why you entered the residence of Mr and Mrs Bear?

G: It's a funny story.

Detective frowns

G: Oh I know it sounds silly, but I love little cottages. I'm crazy about them. I'm like the crazy cat lady of cottages. Goldie giggles 

D: Please get to the point, Ms Locks

G: This is the funny part. I was just so taken with the door handle, it was stupidly clever. Made from solid brass and engraved with this fascinating pattern...and my hand slipped- I stumbled through the door.

D: you stumbled through the door?

G: I told you it was funny.

D: Hysterical. Now, Ms Locks, I didn't have you down for some delinquent, but I hope you don't have me down as the village idiot. Try again. What really happened.

G: I stumbled! Detective face is blank I was hungry. I smelt porridge. I'm sorry.

D: One problem, Ms Locks. That explains why you went in. It even explains why you ate the porridge. It doesn't explain the chairs, does it?

