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      “I’m not wearing these, even if it is Halloween!” Alder yelled.

      I bit back a giggle. “Come out and show me.”

      “No. You’ll laugh.” Still, the bedroom door opened to reveal Alder in his boxers. Unfortunately for him, they were a Halloween gift from Camino. They were bright orange and sported a luminous green stalk.

      I held my breath, and after an interval managed to say, “I think they’re meant to be a Halloween pumpkin.” My self-control finally gave out, and I collapsed onto the sofa, clutching my stomach and laughing hysterically.

      Alder shot me a glare and disappeared, just as there was a knock on the door.

      My mood changed abruptly. Every year, Marina Mercer came from Melbourne to my little town of Bayberry Creek to demand a Halloween spell from me. It all started decades ago, when Marina’s grandmother, Nama, did a favour for my grandmother, Thelma. An evil witch organised a spell to bind Thelma to the house and garden when she died—hence the house now ‘being’ my grandmother—and Nama arranged for my grandfather to be bound to the garden, to ensure my grandparents would be together in the afterlife.

      In return, my grandmother promised that her descendants would always grant Nama’s descendants one spell each and every Halloween. After my aunt crossed over, the Halloween spell was left to me, and every year, I had narrowly escaped being murdered as a direct consequence of the spell.

      I wondered what the spell would be this year. I was about to find out.

      I opened the front door to find Marina Mercer standing next to a giant white blob. Camino had worn some strange onesies before, but I had always managed to identify them. This time, I was completely at a loss. I nodded to Marina and asked the blob, “What are you?”

      “The Stay Puft Marshmallow Man,” Camino muttered, or at least that was my best guess, her words muffled as they were by the giant suit. “Didn’t the sailor cap give it away?”

      “What’s that? Who?” I stood back to let them both inside. The delightful scent of the jasmine bushes by the front porch wafted in. I loved spring in Bayberry Creek.

      Camino removed her onesie head. “Didn’t you see Ghostbusters? The original, I mean?”

      “Years ago, when I was a kid.”

      Camino waddled past me, muttering that the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man was in the latest Ghostbusters movie too. The cats, Willow and Hawthorn, took fright at the sight of her and ran from the room. I resisted the urge to do the same. She tut-tutted. “The Stay Puft Marshmallow Man is famous. He walked through New York.”

      Marina and I exchanged glances. “Marina, would you like some tea or coffee? Wine?”

      Alder appeared in the doorway, thankfully fully clothed this time. “I’ll get it.” With a curt nod at Marina, he disappeared.

      “Alder always makes me feel bad for asking you to do the Halloween spell for me,” Marina lamented.

      “He doesn’t object to the spells themselves as such. It’s just that they always nearly get me killed,” I explained. “And speaking of killed…” I walked over to turn off the TV. The house at once turned it back on again. “Can you at least turn down the volume?”

      The house complied.

      “What’s the house watching now?” Marina asked me.

      “Barry,” I told her. “It’s a TV show about an assassin who wants to be an actor.”

      Marina nodded. “Alder called me and we had a little chat about the yearly Halloween spell.”

      This was news to me, and I said so. “I had no idea.”

      Marina continued to nod. “So this year, I thought I would be altruistic. I decided not to request a spell for myself. I’ve decided to request that this year’s Halloween spell will be for Camino.”

      Camino was part way through climbing out of her onesie. “That’s very kind of you,” she said. “So that’s why you wanted my book of onesies?” Without waiting for a response, she turned to Alder who had returned at that moment with a tray of tea and coffee. “Alder, do you have any Tim Tams? No? Never mind, I have to leave now anyway. I have to go to the hospital to visit a friend.”

      After she left, Marina said to Alder, “I want this year’s spell to grant Camino her heart’s desire for her onesies.”

      I nodded. “I know Camino wants them to have a military application, and she’s also said she might want to open a little onesie shop.”

      Marina flinched as Willow jumped into her lap and stuck his claws into her leg for balance. “That’s why I want the spell to be for Camino’s heart’s desires. Maybe her conscious mind doesn’t know what she really, truly wants.”

      “I suppose so,” I said doubtfully, looking at Alder.

      “I don’t like the sound of it.” His voice trailed away. “I have to go to the office now.” He kissed me thoroughly before leaving.

      Marina clasped her hands. “Let’s do it before Camino gets back. It will be a lovely surprise.”

      “What, you want me to do it now?” I said, shocked. “I’ve had no time to prepare. Hmm, a wish-granting spell.” I tapped my chin. “I suppose I should use Road Opener Oil and Fast Luck Oil. I’ll be right back.”

      I wasn’t going to allow Marina to see my altar room, so I hurried in there and fetched oils, powders, a packet of coffee, and a pen and paper. I couldn’t find my Road Opener Oil—maybe I needed to order more—so I snatched up a bottle of Blockbuster Oil instead.

      “Blockbuster Oil?” Marina asked when I dumped them all on the coffee table.

      I nodded. “Yes, it will blow all circumstances out of the way, so there will be nothing to prevent Camino from gaining her heart’s desires for her onesies. Since I couldn’t find my Road Opener Oil, I grabbed the Blockbuster Oil and an orange candle. I hope I’m doing the right thing. Blockbuster spells can be dramatic.”

      I took Camino’s book listing the onesies she had made. I wrote her name on the piece of paper and under it wrote, ‘Grant Camino her heart’s desire for her onesies.’ I wrote the same words on another piece of paper.

      I picked up the orange candle and rubbed Blockbuster Oil into it, and then made seven holes in the top of the candle before pouring in a little Blockbuster Oil.

      All the while, Marina looked over my shoulder. “What are you doing now?” she asked me.

      “I’m going to put the candle on the book. I’m going to set one name paper between the book and the candle. Then I will read the other name paper aloud, and then burn that name paper.” Before Marina could say anything else, I read the words aloud. I lit the candle, and then held the paper between a pair of tweezers over the flame. The paper at once burst into flames.

      I was about to remark that the candle burnt nicely and quickly, a propitious sign, when Marina threw the coffee powder into the flame.

      I gasped. “Why did you do that?”

      Her face fell. “I was only trying to help,” she said. “You brought out the coffee powder, so I thought you were going to use it.”

      I grimaced. “That will make the spell far more powerful, too powerful maybe. I fetched the coffee powder before I realized I was out of Road Opener Oil. This is a Blockbuster spell, and the coffee might make things worse. Blockbuster spells are really over the top as it is.”

      Marina’s hands flew to her throat. “Oh no!”

      I hurried to reassure her. “It’s no big deal, really. Don’t worry about it. I’m sure everything will be fine. Forget what I said.” I smiled widely, doing my best to be optimistic.

      Marina backed away, her hands still at her throat. I thought it rather an overreaction.

      That was, until I turned around.

      I screamed. Walking towards me was the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man.

      Marina and I clutched each other and cowered in a corner near the fireplace as the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man advanced towards us.
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      I had decided to wear shoes. This was not breaking news, as I wore shoes every day, the way normal human beings do. No, I had decided to wear very, very tall heels, the kind that have a woman wavering on the knife’s edge of grievous bodily harm.

      The heels were Christian Louboutin. Even though I was sure I could buy a second hand car with the money I spent on these Louboutins, I’d fallen in love with them one night not too long ago. I had been watching Bridget Jones’s Diary, and suddenly was struck with a sort of existential dread. What if I never met my Mr Darcy? Of course, this existential dread was irrational, because I had already met my Mr Darcy. His name was Alder.

      No, Alder did not toss himself in the lake of his handsome estate in a fit of romantic longing, only to emerge with his little white shirt clinging to his masculine body. (I suppose no man is perfect.) But he was dashing and gorgeous and sweet, and he was completely desensitised to my absolutely eccentric friends.

      Anyway, I had found myself turning off Bridget Jones’s Diary, grabbing my laptop, and indulging in a little late night shopping to try to calm my nerves. I hadn’t planned on buying the heels, but here is the thing: they were shiny. Shiny! Mr Louboutin knew what he was doing when he slathered his shoes in iridescent glitter, that is for sure.

      I had suddenly found myself with my nose pressed up to the screen of the laptop, drooling over a pair of shoes I certainly should never buy but was going to anyway. When it came time to log in to PayPal, I half closed my eyes as I clicked ‘Accept,’ thinking the price of the shoes would feel less real if I was squinting. This, it turns out, was not scientifically possible. Alas.

      I had spent the next three days practically living at my mailbox, but Kayleen, the irritating mail lady, only brought me bills. And then they arrived—finally—late one afternoon. Alder was cooking pasta in the kitchen, because cooking pasta anywhere but there wouldn’t work, what with the stove being in the kitchen and all, and he kept asking me to try the sauce. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that he had been replaced, that Mr Louboutin was now the main man in my life.

      The website had said, ‘The Iriza stiletto heel is inspired this season by the starry night sky of the Himalayas,’ and my shoes certainly were starry! The website had continued, ‘Crafted in iridescent Blush-colored glitter, it displays an asymmetrical opening that gives a glimpse of the arch of the foot.’

      I don’t know why you would want to give a glimpse of the arch of the foot, but maybe the arch of the foot was to modern day courtship as the ankle was to courtship back in the day? Maybe Alder would get a glimpse of the arch of my foot and become so overwhelmed with passion he would go mad with desire for me.

      “Alder,” I said, staggering into the kitchen as he continued to stir the pasta, “are you getting a glimpse of anything special?”

      “You’ve got shiny shoes,” he said politely.

      “Can you—um—see the arch of my foot?”

      He squinted. “I guess?”

      “Is it stirring you into a passionate frenzy?”

      “Sure,” he said, turning back to the pasta.

      So Mr Louboutin had exaggerated the importance of the arch of the foot, but he wasn’t the first man to let me down. And besides, my shoes were shiny, which was the thing of importance here.

      “Are you going to take those off for dinner?” Alder had asked as he plated up our food.

      “Why on earth would I take them off?” I said, just as I tripped and fell face first into the cats’ dinner. To make matters worse, my new skirt, which was a size too small, split, exposing my bottom to my startled husband and my two startled cats. I wasn’t even wearing cute underwear. I was wearing giant shapewear in the hopes it would suck in my stomach.

      “Maybe I should take the shoes off,” I had conceded.

      My thoughts returned to the present time and I realised Marina Mercer was tapping me on the shoulder. “Are you all right?” she asked, her tone dripping with concern. “You zoned out. I was about to slap your face. I thought you’d become hysterical.”

      “What happened?” I asked her, dazed.

      “The Stay Puft Marshmallow Man.”

      The room spun. “How on earth did he get here?”

      “It was you.”

      “It certainly wasn’t. I don’t even like marshmallows.”

      Marina shook me gently. “It was the Halloween spell. Camino’s Stay Puft Marshmallow Man onesie has come to life. What’s more, he’s taken Camino’s book with her list of onesies.”

      It all came back to me. The Stay Puft Marshmallow Man had loomed over us before running outside. “Of course,” I cried. This wasn’t good.

      Marina pulled me outside. We chased the creature down the road, Marina more successfully than I did, as she was wearing sensible shoes. “Why couldn’t you have just been selfish and wished for something for yourself?” I asked Marina as the Stay Puft stomped through somebody’s vegetables. “How do we get rid of this guy?”

      “We’ll make a huge hot chocolate and dump him in it.”

      I pulled a face. “Not funny. We need to figure out something fast before he destroys the town.”

      The Stay Puft disappeared into the distance. My blood turned cold. “Marina, what if the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man isn’t the only one of Camino’s onesies to come to life? We have to get back. Quick!”

      We made it to Camino’s house in record time. I was delighted to note that no more onesies were running down the street. This delight was short lived, as a giant cane toad hopped out of Camino’s front door.

      “Camino,” I called out.

      “I expect she’s still at the hospital,” Marina said.

      There was no answer, but the door was unlocked. We hurried inside Camino’s house to find Ruprecht huddled in the kitchen with a saucepan on his head and a whisk in his hand—the whisk he had clearly been using as a weapon. “Hello, Amelia. Nice shoes.”

      “Don’t we have more important things to talk about than shoes?” Marina snapped.

      “Of course not,” I replied. “These are Christian Louboutins.”

      “Can you walk in them?” Ruprecht asked, fascinated.

      “Not in the slightest.”

      Ruprecht nodded slowly. “I really feel as though these shoes were inspired by the starry night sky of the Himalayas.”

      “How could you tell?”

      “It’s obvious, isn’t it?”

      “Ruprecht, I’m surprised you care about silly things like shoes,” Marina said huffily.

      Ruprecht nodded slowly. “Quite by accident, Christian’s assistant was painting her nails red when Christian had the idea to cover the sole of a boring pair of shoes with red. Fascinating, is it not?”

      “No,” Marina said. “Camino’s onesies have come to life and many of them have escaped.”

      Ruprecht set down his whisk. “Indeed. Well, we must be careful in our attempts to capture the onesies. As Friedrich Nietzsche famously said, ‘He who fights with monsters should look to it that he himself does not become a monster. And if you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you.’”

      I raised an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”

      “It means Ruprecht is boring,” Marina said. “Can we please stop talking about shoes or dead philosophers?”

      “What else is there to life?” Ruprecht asked, genuinely confused.

      Marina threw her hands in the air. “The onesies! The escaped onesies! We have to catch them before they do any damage. Sorry, we have to catch them before they do any more damage.”
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      I pulled my phone from my pocket and called Camino.

      “Amelia, I can’t talk now. I’m at the hospital.”

      “It’s urgent!” I said. “What was your heart’s desire for your onesies?”

      “My what?” She sounded distracted.

      “Your heart’s desire, you know, for your onesies. What did you wish would happen to them?”

      “I want to get a contract from the military for my camouflage onesies,” she said. “And I was thinking of starting a little onesie shop.”

      I scratched my head. “Okay, thanks.”

      I was about to hang up, when she added, “My heart’s desire. Oh, I see what you mean. My heart’s desire would be that all my onesies would come to life.”

      I wasn’t sure if I hung up, because I dropped the phone. Luckily, it fell on the grass. I picked it up and put it in my pocket just in time to see a giant dingo chasing a giant rabbit down the road.

      Marina ran out the door. “Camino’s bedroom is full of them!” she screamed. “I was able to lock the door. But what if they get out through the windows?”

      I ran up to her and took her by the shoulders. “Listen to me!” I screeched. “All of Camino’s onesies are alive! Her deepest wish was that they would all come to life.”

      Marina’s face went deathly white. Her mouth opened and shut like a goldfish. I gave her a little shake. “We have to reverse the spell!” I screeched.

      “Yes! You had better hurry!”

      I let go of her and shrugged. “I don’t know how to reverse the spell.”

      Ruprecht patted my shoulder. “Never mind, Amelia.”

      “Ruprecht, Camino’s heart’s desire was that her onesies would come to life.”

      “That is readily apparent,” he said.

      Marina and I exchanged glances. “It wasn’t readily apparent to us,” I pointed out. “Do you know a spell to reverse this?”

      “I do not.” Ruprecht stroked his long white beard. “As Hegel said, ‘Everything depends on grasping and expressing the ultimate truth not as Substance but as Subject as well.’”

      “Well, for now we will have to try to contain the onesies in Camino’s house,” I said. “Did Camino ever give onesies to anyone else?”

      “She gave onesies to all of us,” Thyme’s voice said.

      I spun around. “What are you doing here?”

      “I saw a sleeping bag running past my house, so I called you. You didn’t answer, so I called Mint and we headed to your place.”

      “We overheard what you said about Camino’s heart’s desire,” Mint said. “Should we go home and lock up our own onesies?”

      “Yes, and I had better lock up the onesies at my place,” I said. “Camino gave me a goblin, a lemon-scented gum tree, and …” My mind went blank. “What onesies has she ever given you guys? We all have pumpkin onesies too.”

      Thyme tapped her chin. “A wombat, an echidna, and an Eastern Brown snake.”

      “And I have an emu and a poisonous blue bottle jellyfish,” Mint said. The two of them gasped and ran back to their cars.

      “Marina, you stay here and help Ruprecht. I have to contain the onesies at my place.”

      When I arrived back at my house, I did not at first notice any errant onesies, rather, I noticed the Ghostbusters theme music. I ran into the living room. “Could you turn that down, please?” I asked the house who was watching the second Ghostbusters movie. “Whatever happened to Barry?” I figured the appearance of the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man had influenced the house’s choice of TV.

      I turned around to see a pumpkin on little black legs running from the room. To say I was creeped out was an understatement. I ran after it, wondering what I would do when I caught it. As it ran down the hallway, the house opened a door and the pumpkin ran in. The door slammed shut. “Thank you, Grandmother!” I called out to the house.

      The house wasted no time trapping another pumpkin in the room. I stood still, scratching my head and wondering what other onesies Camino had given me over the years. Now was not the time for my mind to go blank. I remembered the lemon-scented myrtle tree and some varieties of native Australian bushes.

      I took off my shoes and replaced them with sensible shoes, before running to the back door to look out the window. A row of onesie trees stood shoulder to shoulder. At least they were not moving.

      I was wondering whether I should entice them into the room with the pumpkins or leave them in my backyard where they seemed happy, when a deep guttural voice disturbed me.

      I swung around to see the most hideous creature I had ever seen. It was tall, thin, and humanoid, various shades of black and deep red in colour, and with ravenous red eyes. I gasped. I remembered Camino had given me a goblin onesie.

      The goblin emitted a bloodcurdling howl and lunged for me. Somehow, I nimbly ducked out of the way and sprinted down the corridor. The house opened the door, but the goblin did not go in. I ran into the living room, past Willow and Hawthorn running in the other direction. Thankfully, the goblin did not give them a second glance. I cowered behind the sofa.

      Seconds later, long bony fingers with green tipped fingernails edged over the top of the sofa. It was worse than any horror film I had ever seen. “Help me, Grandmother!” I screamed.

      All of a sudden, the Ghostbusters theme music played and the hands disappeared from sight, along with a sucking sound. I jumped up from behind the sofa to see the goblin disappearing into a Proton Gun onesie.

      I edged my way out from behind the sofa. I shook with relief, despite the fact I was unable to catch the Proton Gun onesie. It sure would have been useful.

      I wondered what other onesies Camino had given me over the years. Goblins, pumpkins, trees. Was there anything else? I ran into my bedroom and looked under the bed. Nothing. I looked in the en-suite bathroom and then in the main bathroom. No sign of living onesies in there either. Likewise, a search of the kitchen proved fruitless.

      “Grandmother, if there are any more onesies, would you please trap them in the room?” I asked the house. The Ghostbuster theme music struck up again, which I figured was the house’s means of responding in the affirmative.

      When I thought the onesies were suitably contained with the house guarding them, I hurried down my front path, but Kayleen chose this inopportune time to deliver a parcel. “Why are you running around like a lost duck in a thunderstorm, Amelia?” she said in scathing tones. “What’s the emergency?”

      I thought quickly. “It’s Halloween and I’m getting my costume ready.”

      Kayleen shoved a parcel at me. “Looks like you’ve bought more of those candles that you like.” She narrowed her eyes.

      “How do you know what’s inside the parcel?” I asked her. The company name wasn’t listed on the package.

      “They’re scented, obviously.” Kayleen looked me up and down and turned to leave, but immediately fell over a camellia bush. She picked herself up and brushed dirt off her knees. “Why is there a camellia bush growing in the middle of your concrete path? I thought they only grew in dirt. It wasn’t there before.” She aimed a kick at the camellia bush, but two branches reached out and grabbed her foot. She flew backwards.

      Kayleen jumped up. I thought she would be terrified and run away, but she appeared to be insulted. “This is your fault, Amelia.” She jabbed a stubby finger in my direction. “You put this Halloween camellia here to trip me up.”

      I shrugged. I left her ranting behind me and jumped over the side fence to Camino’s.

      “Can we trick the onesies into going over to my house? The house is containing some of mine in a room,” I said.

      “I think Ruprecht has them all contained now.” Marina pointed to Camino’s bedroom door, just as we heard a terrible sound overhead.

      It was the screeching of a giant bat as it flew away. “It must have flown up the chimney,” Marina wailed.

      “One of us has to go up on the roof and block the chimney,” I said. “Anything else that can fly will soon get up the chimney, and we can’t have them terrorising the town.”

      I called Alder and told him everything that had happened, while keeping an eye on the locked bedroom door. “Just how many onesies did Camino have?” I asked Ruprecht when I finished speaking with Alder.

      “Plenty,” he said with a big smile.

      “This is a terrible worry,” I said. “We can’t have these onesies running free all over town.”

      “It’s just as well it’s almost Halloween,” Marina pointed out. “The onesies could pass for Halloween costumes.”

      Camino’s bedroom door shook violently. “Help me push the sideboard across the door,” I said to Ruprecht.

      He simply stood there smiling and nodding and quoting Foucault to himself.

      “The stress is obviously affecting him horribly,” said Marina. “I’ll help you.”

      “We’ll need to barricade the window as well, but I’m not sure what we can do. Hopefully, Alder will have an idea.”

      The front door opened. I hurried out to see who it was, hoping it was Alder, but it was Camino.

      “I have something to tell you!” she said urgently.

      “And I have something to tell you!” I countered. “Your onesies have come to life.”

      A big smile covered her face. She clasped hands with delight. “That’s wonderful!”

      “No isn’t, Camino,” I said sternly. “You’ve made onesies in the shape of redback spiders, cane toads, bats, kangaroos, dingos, rabbits, koalas, luminous green skeletons, goblins, various plants, pumpkins, candles, brooms, antique chairs, purple squids…” I paused to draw breath and added, “And Boy George.”

      Camino’s expression changed. Her hands flew to her cheeks. “How did it happen? What are we going to do?”

      “It happened because Marina wanted her yearly spell to grant you your heart’s desire for your onesies,” I began, but Camino interrupted me.

      “How thoughtful, Marina.” She enveloped her in a big hug. “Thank you so much.”

      I interrupted her. “We don’t know how to reverse the spell. I hoped Ruprecht could help us, but he doesn’t know either. Camino, who did you give onesies to, besides Mint and Thyme?”

      “You, of course,” Camino said.

      I waved that comment aside. “Anyone else?”

      “Ruprecht refused to keep my onesies in the house and always gave them back to me,” Camino said, “but I did send onesies as gifts to my friends.”

      “In Bayberry Creek?” I asked her.

      She shook her head.

      “Let’s hope the spell only made Camino’s onesies in Bayberry Creek come alive,” Marina said.

      To my relief, Alder appeared on the scene. “We have to contain the onesies, then capture the onesies that have escaped, and then we need to reverse the spell,” he said.

      “You make it all sound so simple,” Ruprecht said, “but as Derrida said, ‘Monsters cannot be announced. One cannot say: “Here are our monsters,” without immediately turning the monsters into pets.’”

      Camino rolled her eyes. “There’s something else not particularly good that’s happened,” she said. “I wanted to tell you all as soon as I arrived, but I was distracted by all the onesies coming to life.”

      “What is it?” I asked her.

      Camino shook her head sadly. “You know how I was visiting my friend in hospital? The one who’s in a coma?”

      We all nodded.

      “While when I was visiting her, someone was murdered in her room.”

      We all gasped.

      “That’s terrible,” Alder said.

      Camino agreed. “And that’s not all! I’m the main suspect.”
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      “Who was murdered?” Marina asked her. “Was it anyone we know?”

      “Henry Vanderbilt!” Camino announced.

      I gasped. “Not the famous actor?”

      Camino nodded. “The very same. He was in Neighbours and Home and Away years ago, before going to Hollywood.”

      “What on earth was he doing in Bayberry Creek?” I asked her.

      “He was born here.”

      “He was?” Marina shrieked.

      “Born and raised,” Camino said. “He left as a young man and I don’t think he’s been back to town too many times since.”

      I was puzzled. “Why was he in the hospital room with your friend? Did he know her? Where were you?”

      Marina was talking over the top of me, asking the same questions. Ruprecht was muttering to himself.

      Alder held up one hand for silence. “We need to secure the onesies, and then Camino can tell us everything. Right now, we have more pressing matters on our hands.”

      A giant teapot appeared beside us.

      “It’s a teapot onesie,” Camino said, somewhat unnecessarily. “I think it wants to know if I’d like a cup of tea.”

      Alder scratched his chin. “At least, it seems like one of the more harmless onesies. Camino, can you ask it to go into the kitchen?”

      Camino did as he asked. Alder turned to me. “Are there any other physical barricades we could use?” He nodded to the large chest of drawers across the door. “Doesn’t that door open inwards?”

      “It does, but after we locked it, I tied some rope around the door handle and around the chest of drawers,” I told him, pointing to said rope.

      Alder nodded his approval.

      “But Alder, you need to go up on the roof and block the chimney, because some bats have already escaped. Be careful,” I called out to his departing back.

      We all hurried outside in time to see another bat fly out of the chimney. It screeched before flying away. I put my head in my hands. “This can’t be good. This can’t be good,” I said over and over again.

      Alder shimmied up the ladder while holding a small, square piece of corrugated tin. He placed it over the chimney and then placed some bricks on top of it.

      “Where did he get those bricks from?” Marina said to nobody in particular.

      “Everybody in this town has to cover their chimney in summer, so the flies and possums don’t get down,” I said. “Camino hasn’t done it yet because we’re still getting some cold nights despite it being the middle of spring. Every summer, someone has to carry a piece of tin or something up there to put across the top of the chimney, but there are always bricks left up there to put on the piece of tin to hold it down.”

      “I see,” Marina said, although it was clear that she didn’t.

      “That should hold the bats, at least for now,” Alder said as he jumped down from several rungs up the ladder and landed on his feet.

      “Isn’t there anything stronger?” I asked him.

      He shook his head. “That will hold them for now. Amelia, you and I need to do a binding spell to hold everything inside this house.”

      “Will it hold humans inside too?” Camino asked him.

      Alder appeared to be thinking it over. “Possibly. Camino, hurry and grab some of your things. You had better stay with someone else until this is all over.”

      Camino didn’t need telling twice. She hurried away. “You go and help her,” Alder said to Marina. “Amelia and I will need to concentrate to do the spell.”

      “Don’t do the spell until we’re out of the house,” Marina said in alarm. When Alder didn’t respond, she hurried after Camino.

      “What did you have in mind?” I asked him.

      “We don’t have time to use candles or name papers or anything like that. We’ll have to hold hands and focus on the house being sealed—nothing in, nothing out.”

      “Sounds good. What are we going to do about the other problem of Camino being a suspect in a murder?”

      “Maybe we should go to Ruprecht’s house to discuss it,” Alder said. “We have the other pressing problem of rounding up the onesies that have already escaped. How many were there?”

      I bit my lip. “I’m not sure, to be honest.” I turned to Ruprecht. “You were here when we arrived. How many do you think escaped?”

      Ruprecht was bending over a banksia onesie sitting in Camino’s garden between some rose bushes, chatting to it.

      “He does seem a little more peculiar than usual,” Alder said to me.

      Camino and Marina hurried out of the house. “If you’re going to do something, do it now,” Marina said. “There must be a big, strong onesie on the other side of that door, because the door handle looks as though it might come off at any minute.”

      Alder grabbed my hands. “Focus on the house being completely sealed,” he said.

      I shut my eyes and focused hard. I imagined an invisible membrane going around the house, across every door and window, across the roof and across the floorboards at the bottom until it formed a complete bubble—no way in, no way out. I could feel Alder’s focus and power rising in harmony with mine. I concentrated harder and harder until I felt a sense of relief. I opened my eyes.

      “Done,” Alder said. “Now we should go to Ruprecht’s and discuss this matter.”

      Ruprecht walked over. “What? My place? Why would you want to go to my place?”

      Camino took him by the arm. “Because we always go to your place to discuss murder matters,” she pointed out.

      “I don’t think that’s such a good idea…” he began, but Camino was already marching him down the path. We all reached the front fence together.

      “Where’s your car, Ruprecht?” Camino asked him.

      He shot an absent-minded look around the street.

      Camino tut-tutted. “Never mind. You can come with me,” she said.

      Given Bayberry Creek has a population of less than five thousand people, we arrived at Ruprecht’s shop in double quick time. The heavy shower of rain came out of nowhere just as we stepped from the cars onto the street. “We needed the rain for the garden,” Camino muttered to herself.

      The grey sky and the cold rain dampened my mood. I had started the day with dread, wondering what Marina’s annual Halloween spell would be, but when she had asked me to do the spell for Camino, my spirits had lifted. Since then, onesies had turned to life and escaped, and Camino was a suspect in a murder. It looked as though this Halloween was going to be as eventful as all the others since I had moved to Bayberry Creek.

      We stood back to allow Ruprecht to unlock his store door, but the door swung open. I gasped. Ruprecht hadn’t even touched the door.

      I looked inside Glinda’s, Ruprecht’s combination antiques and bookstore. I gasped again when I saw Ruprecht standing inside the shop.

      “Ruprecht!” Camino, Marina, Alder, and I said in unison.

      “Two Ruprechts!” Camino added.
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      “Goodness gracious me!” Ruprecht—the Ruprecht inside the house—raised one bushy eyebrow.

      “It’s a case of doppelgängers, I believe,” Alder said.

      “Then come inside quickly.” Ruprecht gestured us inside.

      The outside Ruprecht looked the inside Ruprecht up and down.

      Ruprecht led us through a labyrinth created by various alchemical objects such as aludels and athanors, along with musty antique pieces covered with the DNA of decades of past owners, and through a back door into his apartment at the back of the shop.

      “Sit in front of the fire and dry yourselves,” he said through a cloud of white sage smoke. “I shall make us a nice cup of peppermint and lavender tea and then you can tell me what’s going on.”

      With that, he disappeared into the kitchen.

      “Only Ruprecht would take the matter of his doppelgänger so calmly,” I said with a shiver. Alder took off his coat and put it around my shoulders.

      Nobody spoke until Ruprecht appeared with a tray, on which was a fancy teapot along with several cups and saucers. “I have Tim Tams,” he said with a smile. He set down the tray on the coffee table in front of the fireplace. “Now, you had better tell me what’s happening. I am particularly keen to know why you have brought a man who looks somewhat what like me, although not quite so distinguished.”

      The other Ruprecht huffed.

      I spoke up. “Camino visited her friend in hospital, and now she’s apparently a suspect in a murder case, but we haven’t heard the details yet because of Marina’s Halloween spell.”

      Ruprecht and Alder exchanged glances. “And what was the yearly Halloween spell this time?” Ruprecht asked Marina.

      Her hand flew to her chest. “It wasn’t for me this time,” she said. “This time it was for Camino.”

      “For Camino?” Ruprecht asked in obvious disbelief.

      Marina nodded. “I asked Amelia to do a spell to grant Camino her heart’s desire for her onesies.”

      Ruprecht stroked his beard. “Aha! And Camino’s heart’s desire apparently was that all her onesies would come to life.”

      “How did you know?” Marina said, and soon added, “But Ruprecht, what has caused your doppelgänger?”

      “That, I presume, is a onesie of me,” he said casually.

      The rest of us stared at Camino, who had turned bright red. She looked down at her shoes and shuffled her feet.

      “You made a onesie of Ruprecht?” I asked her. “But why?”

      Alder elbowed me gently in the ribs.

      “I just like to chat with Ruprecht, so I made a onesie of him,” she said in a small voice. “When Ruprecht wasn’t there and I had a problem, I would tell the Ruprecht onesie my problem.”

      “But he couldn’t answer back because he was a onesie,” I said.

      She shrugged one shoulder. “But that didn’t matter, because simply saying problems out aloud often helps. He was an ear, so to speak. At any rate, it’s no different when I tell the real Ruprecht my problems. He always mutters something philosophical that makes no sense.”

      Ruprecht did not appear to mind. “Then, until we can deal with this other me, we need to identify him in some way.” He disappeared from the room without another word. We all looked at each other. Before anyone had a chance to speak, he returned with a bright yellow scarf. He tied it around the Ruprecht onesie’s neck. “Don’t take this off,” he said to his onesie self.

      His onesie self nodded.

      The real Ruprecht tapped his chin. “We have to make sure both of us don’t appear in public at the same time. Now, you said there was another matter, a matter of a murder?”

      “And none of us know anything about it,” I told him. “We were waiting until we came here.”

      Ruprecht pulled an old green chair over to the fireplace and sat down. “All right, Camino. You had better start at the beginning.”

      Camino took a deep breath. “I went to see my friend who is in hospital in the next town. She’d had a hip replacement and she had a bad reaction to one of the drugs. They think she should be all right, but she slipped into a coma.”

      “So it wasn’t an induced coma?” Alder asked her.

      She shook her head. “But all her other signs are good, so they think she will come out of it soon.”

      “And how do you know her?” I asked her.

      “We’re in the croquet club together,” Camino said. To Ruprecht, she said, “The murder victim was Henry Vanderbilt.”

      Ruprecht gasped. “The famous actor?”

      Camino nodded slowly. “Anyway, my friend, Nancy Newton, was his nanny back in the day, so he came to visit her.”

      “It was awfully good of him to come all that way,” I said.

      Camino waved one hand in dismissal. “Yes, it was good of him, but he was already in Australia at the time. He has a holiday home at Byron Bay, and he has the family estate in Bayberry Creek.”

      We all nodded. “Go on,” Ruprecht said.

      Camino threw her hands up. “So much has happened today! I’ll start from the beginning. I went to visit Nancy in hospital. I talked to her and I played some music for her, because the doctor told me that when some people come out of comas, they remember everything that happened. So, you know how they bring around tea and coffee?”

      We all nodded. She pushed on. “Well, I had three cups of tea, and so then I needed to use the bathroom. Nancy had a private room with its own bathroom. I went to use the bathroom and when I came out, I saw someone on the floor with a knife in his back.”

      We all gasped.

      “I ran out and called for help, and the nurses ran in and then they called the police. Of course, I wasn’t allowed back in the room, so I had to sit in the lounge a short distance away. I sat there for ages and then the police came and questioned me.”

      “Did they tell you who the victim was?” Ruprecht asked her.

      “No, I overheard the nurses talking.”

      “What makes you think you’re a suspect?” I asked her.

      “Because I was in the room when he was killed. Well, not exactly in the room, but the police don’t know that, do they? They asked me all sorts of questions. They wanted to know if I had gone there alone, how long had I known Nancy, and then they asked me if Nancy knew Henry Vanderbilt.”

      “That does show Henry Vanderbilt was definitely the victim,” Alder said.

      Camino agreed. “They asked if I’d ever met him and I told them I hadn’t, and they asked if he knew Nancy and I said yes, Nancy used to be his nanny. Then they gave me the third degree, saying if Nancy was his nanny, then surely I had met all her famous charges. I pointed out he was a child at the time and didn’t become famous until years later. So of course, I didn’t know him. I mean, it is a small town, but we don’t know everybody.”

      “Did you have to give a witness statement?” Alder asked her.

      “I gave a statement at the hospital,” Camino said. “They said I had to make myself available for questioning at a later date. I know they think I did it.”

      “Okay, we know you didn’t do it, so think of everything you can now, while it’s still fresh in your mind,” Alder said. “Did you see anyone else around, anyone who looked familiar?”

      Camino looked into the fire for a while before answering. “No, not really. I saw some patients walking around, some visitors, some nurses, someone who looked like a doctor because he was wearing a suit and had a nurse with him, that sort of thing. I didn’t even hear anything when I was in the bathroom, but I did have music playing for Nancy. The ward happened to be quite noisy at the time because some young children were visiting one of the patients in a nearby room.”

      “So the murderer must have known that Henry Vanderbilt was visiting Nancy or that he would be likely to visit Nancy at some point. Did you get a look at the knife?” Alder asked her.

      Camino shook her head. “It could have been a pair of scissors, for all I know.”

      Ruprecht stood up. “Mint and Thyme have arrived,” he said. He strode from the room.

      “How does he do that?” I asked Alder. “I didn’t hear a doorbell or anything, did you?”

      “There is no doorbell,” Alder said. “Ruprecht must have a six sense about such things.”

      Presently, Thyme and Mint hurried into the room and headed straight for the fire. We all moved our chairs aside a little when they shook themselves, as droplets of water flew all over the floor.

      “Tim Tams!” Thyme wasted no time popping one into her mouth.

      “Did you manage to secure your onesies?” I asked them.

      They exchanged glances. “I have them all locked in my bedroom with a bucket of water in case they’re thirsty,” Thyme said through her Tim Tam.

      Mint let out a shriek. “There are two of them!”

      “Two of what?” Thyme said in confusion.

      I hurried to explain. “That Ruprecht over there is a onesie. The other Ruprecht is the real Ruprecht.”

      Both Mint and Thyme stared at the onesie Ruprecht and then at the real Ruprecht. “Are you sure?” Thyme asked. “How can you tell the difference?”

      “Because the onesie Ruprecht appeared at Camino’s just after I did the spell that made the onesies come to life,” I explained.

      Thyme did not appear convinced. She addressed the onesie Ruprecht. “Are you the real Ruprecht?”

      The onesie Ruprecht stroked his long white beard. “Plato said that the very things mathematicians shape and draw, they treat only as images, but what they really seek is to apprehend those realities which can be seen only by the mind.”

      Thyme snorted. “He sure sounds like the real Ruprecht!”

      “I can assure you I am the real Ruprecht,” the real Ruprecht said.

      Thyme furrowed her brow. “Why did Camino make a Ruprecht onesie?”

      Mint cleared her throat.

      Camino’s face flushed red and it wasn’t from the glow of the firelight. “I simply wanted to tell him my problems from time to time,” she said, looking down at her feet.

      “That’s all well and good,” Mint said, “but there are more pressing matters at hand.”

      The real Ruprecht quirked one eyebrow. “Like what?”

      “Like murder, Grandfather,” she said. “Chris called me just as I was about to leave and told me about Henry Vanderbilt’s murder.”

      We all nodded. “Camino has just filled us in,” I said. “She thinks she’s the main suspect.”

      “She is the main suspect,” Mint said.
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      “We had better get to the shop,” Thyme said. “I popped in there on the way here, and left a note on the door to say we would be opening late.”

      I slapped my hand to my forehead. “The shop! I’d almost forgotten about it.” I looked at the time on my phone. “Oh goodness. We are late.”

      “We had escaped onesies and murder suspects on our minds,” Alder pointed out.

      “Would you like the day off, Camino?” I asked her.

      She shook her head. “No, working will take my mind off stuff.”

      Mint patted Camino on her back. “Are you sure? I could stand in for you?”

      “No, it will be a good distraction.”

      We all walked to the front of the shop, followed by the two Ruprechts. “Oh dear,” Ruprecht said, just as his front door swung open. I could swear he hadn’t reached it—maybe it was the wind.

      Standing on the doorstep were the two detectives, Detective Sam Barrett and Detective Chris Bowes. Chris was clearly embarrassed.

      Barrett stepped forward. “Ms Camino Abre, we would like you to accompany us to the station. We would like you to help us with our inquiries.”

      Camino turned white. “Of course,” she said in a shaky voice.

      Detective Barrett looked from one Ruprecht to the other. “I didn’t know you had a twin,” he said to one of the Ruprechts.

      “That’s right,” the real Ruprecht said. “My brother doesn’t often come to town to visit me.”

      Barrett nodded to the onesie Ruprecht. “Pleased to meet you. What’s your name?”

      “Ruprecht,” he said.

      “Ruprecht?” the detective repeated, narrowing his eyes.

      The real Ruprecht stepped forward. “Yes, our mother had been expecting one child and was surprised when she had twins. She had only picked the one name, Ruprecht, so she called me ‘Ruprecht Maximilian Llewellyn,’ and she called my twin brother here, ‘Cedric Ruprecht Forsyth.’ My brother prefers to be known by his middle name.”

      The onesie Ruprecht smiled and nodded.

      The detective scratched his head and turned away. He marched Camino to the waiting police vehicle with Chris trailing behind, shooting an apologetic look over his shoulder.

      When they had driven off, I turned to the real Ruprecht. “What are we going to do now?” I wailed.

      Alder put his hand on my shoulder. “Don’t you worry. I’ll do some investigating and will soon have Camino off the hook. I’ll go and see what I can find out. Why don’t you go to the shop and go about things as normal?”

      “As normal?” I repeated. “How can we go about things as normal? What if they arrest Camino?”

      Alder shook his head. “They don’t have enough evidence to arrest her. It’s all circumstantial; she just happened to be in the vicinity at the time.”

      I planted my palm on my forehead. “I’ve left my handbag in Ruprecht’s apartment,” I said. We said goodbye to Mint and Thyme, and then Alder, Marina, the Ruprechts and I went back into Ruprecht’s apartment. As I picked up my handbag, I glanced at the television. The volume was off. “That’s Kayleen!” I said in horror. “She’s being interviewed outside Camino’s house.”

      The real Ruprecht leapt for the remote and turned up the volume.

      “I’ve always thought there was something suspicious about that woman,” Kayleen said with a big smile. “I deliver her mail and I’m sure she is money laundering. I’ve never had enough information to go to the police, of course.” She smiled, and nodded slowly.

      “And so, you wouldn’t say the suspect is an upstanding citizen?”

      Kayleen nearly choked. “No! I’ve always thought she was running a brothel. I’m sure Camino and that woman who lives next door to her, Amelia Spelled, are brothel owners.”

      “Brothel owners!” I shrieked. “Why, that…”

      “Hush,” Ruprecht said. “Let’s see what else she says.”

      Part of me didn’t want to hear what else she said.

      “And they’re witches,” Kayleen continued. “They buy products from shops with names like Discount Wizards Suppliers and SandWitch Online and places like that. I’m certain they are devil worshippers.”

      “Devil worshippers?” the journalist asked in doubtful tones.

      Kayleen nodded vigorously. “Yes! Camino Abre and Amelia Spelled are devil worshipping brothel owners.”

      My face grew hotter and hotter, as my breath came in shorter and shorter bursts. I don’t think I had ever been so angry in all my life. “Can we sue her?” I said through gritted teeth.

      “Maybe Camino could turn her into a toad,” Marina said with a laugh.

      I rounded on her. “It’s not funny! Did you hear what she said?”

      Marina held up one hand, palm outwards. “It’s so ridiculous that no one would believe her. I’m sure people think she’s quite mad. It’s nothing to worry about Amelia, seriously.”

      “Marina is right,” Alder said in soothing tones. “I might have to have a word with her.”

      The real Ruprecht had already turned off the TV, I assume in an attempt to placate me.

      I sighed. “I suppose I had better get to the shop and open up.”

      When we arrived at my usual parking spot at the shop, I was horrified to see a man with his head in my garbage bin. “Hey you!” I called out.

      The man looked startled, grabbed a bag of rubbish, and sprinted down the road. Thyme ran out to greet me. “There was a journalist going through your garbage!” she said in disgust.

      “How do you know he’s a journalist?” I asked her.

      “I’ve seen him on TV,” she said. “He’s from one of the Sydney television stations.”

      I scratched my head. “You’ve got to be kidding! This can’t be good.”

      I walked in the shop and peeked out the front window. I expected to see a group of journalists standing outside the shop window, but to my relief, nobody was in sight.

      “I’ll put the cakes out, and you can open the front door if you like,” Thyme said.

      I hurried to the door and flipped the sign to Open. Mint turned on the coffee machine. “This takes a good five minutes to heat up,” she muttered to herself.

      “Thanks so much for helping, Mint,” I said.

      “You’re most welcome. I haven’t heard from Chris. I hope Detective Barrett doesn’t arrest Camino.”

      “You and me both,” I said. “It’s such a worry.” I hurried to the back room to fill the cake trays. The first customer was a man who spent a lot of time looking at the cakes. I wondered if he was a journalist. I hadn’t seen him around town before. “Are you looking for anything in particular?” I asked him.

      He appeared taken aback. “Um, I’m not sure. I might have one of those.” He pointed to a crème brûlée cupcake.

      As I packaged the cake for him, he asked, “Do you always have an unusual event for Halloween in this town?”

      I was puzzled. “No more so than most towns,” I said. “There’s the Halloween fair, and this year we have the Halloween Ball. What do you mean?”

      “I mean what’s going on at that wine cellar at the end of this road, the one in a building that’s shaped like a castle.”

      Thyme walked over. “I didn’t know they were having a Halloween event?”

      “Yes, it seems to be some sort of theatre,” he said. “A princess has taken over and says it’s her castle. She is refusing to let anyone buy any wine. She says it’s bad for the liver.”

      Thyme and I exchanged glances. I hoped this wasn’t something to do with the onesies. It certainly sounded as though it was, given that Camino had made a princess onesie only weeks earlier.

      The journalist looked at Mint. “I might have a large, lactose-free, skinny cappuccino. Do I pay for both the cake and the latte here at the counter?”

      I nodded, and he swiped his card. “You’re not the usual lady who works here, are you?” he asked Mint.

      “No, I’m filling in for her,” she said. “And the machine will take another minute or so to heat up, if you don’t mind waiting.”

      “Sure. Have the police arrested the usual lady who works here?”

      I put my hands on my hips. So I was right. He was a journalist, after all.

      “You’re a journalist here under false pretences,” Thyme said.

      “Journalists need coffee and cake,” he said. “We’re regular people who need to eat. I’m not here under false pretences. I’m simply a customer.”

      “And that’s fine, but we won’t answer any questions,” I told him.

      “You have to give your story to one of us, and I’m one of the nicest journalists around.” He winked at me. “Some of them aren’t so nice, and their tactics are rather underhand.” He pointed out the window.

      To my horror, several people were walking towards the shop, and one had a big television camera on his shoulder.

      The man handed me his card. “If you do decide to give an interview, please consider me first.”

      The door opened and people streamed in. “You always get in first, Andy,” a woman said to the man who had bought the cupcake and the latte.

      He shrugged and smirked. “I’m just waiting for my coffee.”

      “You’re welcome to buy cakes and coffee, but I’m not going to make a comment,” I said loudly. My voice echoed around the shop.

      I opened my mouth to protest, but a scream forestalled me. I ran outside and gasped.
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      A large black and white goat was jumping up and down on a car parked directly outside my shop. Andy pushed past me and ran to the car. “My car! My car!” he yelled. “There’s a goat jumping up and down on top of the roof.”

      I shrugged. “I can see that. Anyway, it’s nothing to do with me. It must be a wild goat.”

      “Are there any wild goats in this town?” he yelled.

      “There are now,” I said.

      Another goat appeared and looked at his shoes. “My good leather shoes!” he exclaimed. “That goat’s trying to chew on them.”

      “Nothing to do with me,” I said again. I turned to walk back into my shop, but the other journalists ran out. A herd of goats at once surrounded them. I locked the door and flipped the sign to Closed.

      “What’s going on out there?” Thyme asked me.

      “It’s an outbreak of goats,” I said. “Do you think Andy realises that one has horns?”

      “He does now,” Mint said with a laugh. I looked out the window to see the goat chasing Andy down the street. “You do realise those goats are Camino’s goat onesies,” Mint continued.

      I clapped my hand over my mouth. “Oh no! What are we going to do now?”

      The two Ruprechts manifested in the shop. “How did you get in here?” I asked them.

      “Through the door at the back of this shop,” they said in unison. One of them added, “Amelia, it’s imperative you find a spell to reverse those onesies to their original condition.”

      I rubbed my hand over my forehead. “I don’t have a clue how I can do that. I did google it, but I couldn’t find a spell to return onesies to their original condition.”

      “Aha,” Thyme said. “Now is not the time for sarcasm. It’s going to get worse, you realise. We don’t know exactly which onesies have escaped, and what if one of the redback spider onesies escaped?”

      I shuddered. “I didn’t think of that. Anyway, Alder’s working on the spell reversal.”

      Mint’s phone rang. She looked at the screen, turned white, and said, “I have to take this.” She ran to the back of the shop.

      One of the Ruprechts walked over to the front window. “It appears there is an outbreak of goats,” he said.

      “They’re onesie goats,” I told him.

      He scratched his head. “I had no idea Camino made so many goat onesies.” He looked the other Ruprecht up and down. “In fact, I had no idea Camino made such a variety of onesies.”

      “Why is the shop shut?” the other Ruprecht asked.

      “Because all those people out there being harassed by the goats are journalists,” I told him. “They thought they could get an interview with Camino.”

      Both Ruprechts tut-tutted. “That’s no good,” they both said.

      Mint burst into the room. “That was Chris,” she said, “I’m not supposed to tell anyone. I mean, I suppose he wanted me to tell you guys, but you can’t tell anyone.”

      I looked at her flushed face with alarm. “What is it, Mint? What’s wrong?”

      “It’s not good, but it doesn’t implicate Camino in any way,” she said. “He told me that surgical scissors were used as the weapon and that there was a note found in the victim’s wallet. It said, I told you not to come home.”

      “Well, that’s good it is, isn’t it?” I asked her. “Surely they can get DNA off the note, or maybe analyse the handwriting.”

      Mint shook her head. “It was a computer printout not hand written, and Chris has no doubt the person used gloves.”

      “But surely it was a spur of the moment decision to murder Henry Vanderbilt,” I said. “I suppose everyone knew he was in Australia at the time at Byron Bay, but not many people would have known he would come to Bayberry Creek to visit his old nanny.”

      “You have a point,” one of the Ruprechts said. “If it was someone close to him, then they would know he was visiting the hospital, but if it wasn’t someone close to him then…” His voice trailed away.

      “It seems strange to me that he was murdered in a hospital,” I said. “I mean, there would be a lot of witnesses in the hospital, and if Camino hadn’t happened to be in the bathroom at the time, then she would have come face-to-face with the murderer.”

      “But she wouldn’t have known the person was a murderer,” Thyme said, “because the person wouldn’t actually murder anyone in front of Camino. Maybe, it was a nurse or a doctor, then that would explain why Henry was murdered in a hospital.”

      One of the Ruprechts tapped his chin. “A nurse or a doctor—yes, that does make sense. Yet surely if it was a nurse or a doctor, then they would have taken care to murder the victim away from the hospital so as not to throw suspicion on themselves.”

      “And maybe a nurse or a doctor does have a grudge against Henry Vanderbilt and the murderer knew that, and that’s precisely why the murderer did the deed in the hospital,” I said.

      Thyme groaned. “Now my head is spinning.”

      “It’s probably lack of carbs.” I handed her a triple chocolate cupcake. She wasted no time popping it in her mouth.

      “We have to ascertain exactly who had a grudge against the victim,” Mint said. “Maybe we could google it.”

      I agreed. “That’s a good idea. We’ll read all those entertainment articles over the years.”

      “But what about the note, I told you not come home,” Thyme said.

      “There are two possibilities,” one of the Ruprechts said. “Either that was genuine and someone did tell Henry Vanderbilt not come home—and, of course, the language reveals that it was someone from Bayberry Creek who wrote that note—but the other possibility is that someone who was not from Bayberry Creek wrote the note and they wrote it to throw suspicion off themselves.”

      I threw up both hands to the ceiling. “Then what do we do now?” I asked. “How do we find out who the suspects are, apart from googling them, that is?”

      I looked up to see someone banging on the front door. It took me a moment to realise it was Alder. I opened the door, and he stepped in, looking as dashing as ever. “Goats?” he said. “Onesies? Still two Ruprechts?”

      We all nodded. Alder raised one eyebrow and then said, “I have discovered how to reverse the spell.”

      A wave of relief swept over me. “That’s great news!”

      Alder shook his head. “I’m afraid not.”

      “But you said…,” Thyme began, but Alder held up one hand, palm outwards.

      “It will be easy to reverse the spell once we have Camino’s book listing her onesies that was used in the original spell. Unfortunately, the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man took the book.”

      I sighed. “That’s bad news, for sure.”

      Alder nodded. “The funeral is tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow?” I echoed. “Isn’t that a little soon? Is it possible to have a funeral so fast?”

      “Apparently so,” Alder said. “I discovered that Henry Vanderbilt had one brother, Bernard, who is understandably distraught about his brother’s murder. He is not having a church service, just a graveside attendance, and no one has been invited.”

      Both Ruprechts gasped. “No one?” they repeated.

      Alder shook his head. “Not a soul. Oh, apart from family and friends, but not journalists I meant to say.”

      The Ruprechts exchanged glances. “My dear Alder, those are two entirely different matters,” they said.

      Alder appeared unconcerned.

      I shrugged. “Then I suppose we can’t go to the funeral? We’re not family or friends.”

      “No, more’s the pity,” Alder said. “It would have been good to go to the funeral, because then we would see everyone who knew him.”

      “Maybe we can go up on a hill with binoculars,” I offered. Everyone looked at me as though I had taken leave of my senses.

      “Is Camino still being questioned?” Alder asked. When we all nodded, and he added, “I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all. It’s taking far too long.”

      “Maybe she just has to wait for them to print out her statement or something,” Mint said.

      Alder shook himself. “I don’t have a good feeling. Amelia, could you come with me?”

      “Sure,” I said, “but where to? The police station?”

      He nodded.

      I looked at the others. “Will you be all right by yourselves? Could you open the shop when the goats have gone?”

      Alder’s expression turned grim. “I have a strange premonition that something is amiss at the police station.”
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