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Zoo yawned and sighed to loosen his jaw as he looked through the spear tipped wrought iron gates, up at the house beyond.

He felt the kind of frisson that suggested the shoot was going to be a good one.

He turned and walked past the gates to the edge of the property, continuing his vocal warm up exercises by humming up and down a couple of octaves.

When the property was built, it had been situated in close to 30 hectares of gardens. But since the tragic events of 1905, it had been sold off little, by little, until all that remained was a monstrous house in an inappropriately small garden.  

One of the gates hung drunkenly from a crumbling brick pillar, and he wondered how he could incorporate that into the show.

He pulled a stainless-steel straw from his pocket, put it in his mouth, and hummed up and down his vocal range.

As he looked up at the two-story house, he pulled a bottle of water from his bullet harness inspired tool belt and hummed a few bars of his favourite song down the straw and into the water.  

Set the drone to rush down through the gates, over the overgrown drive and up to the wreckage of the portico?

He dropped the straw into the bottle and buzzed his lips, making them vibrate.

Nah, too hackneyed.

He walked back to the other side of the property, rolling his tongue, saying rrrrr up and down hid range, trying a very little to expand it.

From the outside, it looked exactly like what you’d would expect of a haunted house.

The land sales had resulted in the front door facing a street that was no longer there.

The side door, once with views over the croquet lawn, had become the de facto front door.

Consequently, the house had the appearance of turning away from you, though Zoo couldn’t tell whether it was ashamed of what it had become, or whether it thought he was beneath its notice.

He was a man for whom all things are either black or white - no shades of grey.He liked straight lines and order; each of his avenues of interest were neatly compartmentalised away from all the others.

It was what made him so good at hosting The Ghost Detectors show.

Despite being the kind of person who would go into a stranger’s home and straighten the pictures.

Though the fans loved it - home owners freaking out on camera, and he would coolly adjust the hang of a picture. It was almost his signature move.

Though of course, he didn’t believe any of it. All mass hysteria.

The “new” drive up to the house bisected the lawn, enough off centre to make him uncomfortable 

The garden, if you could call it that, was overgrown. Full-height trees and bushes had taken over the lawn so comprehensively that it would only be impossible to mow the grass on your hands and knees, blade by blade.

He flexed his jaw, yawning with his mouth closed.

The fountain on his left had once featured a woman in ancient draperies pouring water from an urn on her shoulder, but a lightning strike had split the statue in half and melted the fountain mechanism.

Or so the story went.

He pulled back to the side of the street, singing eeeee as he worked his way up two octaves, and ohhhhh as he sang down again. Once more trying a very little to increase his range.

The walls of the house remained at two stories, with a tower reaching a third on his right. The roof had caved in across several rooms, probably about the same time the portico collapsed.

Zoo stood, hands on hips, singing ooooo like a demented siren as he looked through the gate.

The yellow bricks were still clearly visible against the red, the diamond patterns still discernible through the dirt.

For a moment he thought he saw a woman silhouetted in a second story window, then realised it was sun glare.

Zoo sang his scales again, and only then permitted himself to drink some water.

Then he checked his tool harness for the necessities; torch, walkie talkie, notebook and pen, his phone, a Polaroid camera, voice recorder, his electromagnetic field detector, thermal camera, the Kinect camera, spirit box, ghost box, and motion detector.

Even though Brian, tech and comedic relief guy, had already checked them.

Pulling each device out of the harness, turning it on, checking the power, and putting it back again. 

Camera operator Steve was taking background shots of the gates, house, and garden, while Josh set up the fixed camera feed to the laptop.

They had both daylight and night vision, focused on the house exterior. The cameras would record the team entering and exiting the building, along with any other phenomenon.

Brian was checking the portable cameras Steve and Josh would be using to film inside the house. 

“Ready?” Zoo asked the team.

The men replied in the affirmative.

They walked across to where the midnight blue sports utility vehicle branded with The Ghost Detectors decal was backed up just inside the gates.

Steve started filming the introduction that would play before the title sequence, and while they walked across the lawn.  

Zoo talked through the history as he spread the floor plans out on the bonnet. 

“Mr Dewitt Fox, made his fortune selling goods in the Victorian Goldfields, and built Hayward Hall in 1868 with the proceeds.

“This house has seen many deaths, starting with Dewitt and ending with the suicide of Lucy Chalmers just five years ago.

“It’s also seen the mysterious disappearances of two women named Morag Clementine, one in 1905, and one in 2030, and Henry Fox in 1922.

“The most haunted rooms are reputed to be the library,” he pulled the ground floor plan to the top and pointed out the library.

“And the master bedroom,” he pulled the ground floor plan aside to reveal the second story, and indicated that room.

“Reported phenomenon include hearing footsteps running up and down the stairs located here,” he tapped the stairs on both floor plans, doors opening and closing themselves, objects falling from shelves, and of course, temperature changes.” 

Zoo looked around the group, “any questions?”

Brian asked, “How do you open the door to a haunted house?”

Josh rolled his eyes and replied, “with a skeleton key.”

The all groaned while Zoo folded the floor plans and tucked them in his tool belt.

Steve waited a moment, and then said, “clear.”

They regrouped just inside the focus of the fixed cameras, and Josh turned them on.

Zoo stood in the middle as the “star” of the show. 

They waited for a moment, then Zoo called the crew together, “all right then, let’s get this show on the road.”

He rubbed his hands together, holding one each out to Steve and Josh as they walked into frame. Brian joined hands with Steve and Josh on the other side, careful to keep Zoo framed in the centre.

Zoo prayed out loud, “gods and goddesses of life, please protect us as we venture into the realm of the dead, and bring us safely out again.

“Gods and goddesses of the dead, let us pass through your realm safely and unharmed. And if your subjects are here in this place, please let us speak with them and hear their stories, and when we leave, keep only those who are yours. 

“So be it.”

And the men echoed him, “so be it.” 

“All right then,” Zoo said to camera as the team backed up to fan around him, “it’s sunset and we’re here at Hayward Hall, possibly the most haunted house in Melbourne. As always, we go in live, and you get to come with us.”

They turned their backs to the camera, and Zoo looked back over his shoulder, “are you ready?

“Then let’s go!”

They walked, or perhaps more correctly waded across the garden towards the house.

As they got close, Steve and Josh pulled out the cameras and started filming.

Zoo and Brian waited until filming had started, then turned their tool belt equipment on, took their EMF detectors out and pointed them here and there as if trying to get a mobile phone signal.

“All fine so far,” Zoo said, and Brian nodded.

Zoo climbed over a pile of rubble and up to the door, taking the key from his pocket and opening the door. It opened smoothly, and they walked inside.

“If you’re wondering why the house is fairly well maintained,” he told Steve and the audience, “Henry Fox set up a trust in 1908 to maintain the house. It remained intact until 2025 when Lucy Chalmers became the trustee, dissolved the trust, and used the funds to pay for her lavish lifestyle.”

They walked through the door, across a small alcove and into a larger room.

“This area was originally the drawing room, and the library is just across the corridor.”

The camera men panned across the room, highlighting the dust and peeling wallpaper, the sheet music still resting on the piano, the spotted mirror above the fireplace.

It was hard to know whether the ceiling had originally been painted, or whether the mould growth had made its own design.

Brian suppressed a scream, and Josh filmed his face. He shrugged, “I thought I saw someone,” he said.

Zoo held his EMF detector up to show Steve he had two bars lit up. He tucked it back in his belt, pulled out the Polaroid, and took a picture in Brian’s direction.

“With all this stuff still in here, it’s hard to know whether you’re looking at something paranormal or not.”

Brian rubbed his temples, “this place is giving me a headache.”

“Let’s go across to the library,” Zoo said, and Brian nodded.

Part of the library’s ceiling had fallen down, leaving the beams exposed, and dislodging some of the books as it fell.

A long red hued wood table was stacked with books, almost as if someone had popped out of the room for just a moment, and would be back any minute.

Steve panned across the room, taking it all in.

“Wait,” cried Zoo, “did you hear that?”

Brian nodded, “it sounded like a woman talking.”

They looked wildly around the room, until a shelf crashed to the floor at the opposite end of the room, and they spun to look. Clouds of dust had flow into the air, and the cloud boiled as if someone was fanning the air.

Zoo got out his Kinect camera, and they saw a stick figure waving its hand, as if to clear the dust. 

“We’ve got contact,” he said, moving the device side to side to see what else was there.

And addressing the ghost, “Who are you? Why are you here?”

The dust cloud swirled, and the Kinect camera went blank.

He moved in back and forth in wider arcs each time, but the camera stayed blank.  

Brian grunted and wrapped his arms around him, “I felt something brush by me.”

Zoo headed toward the door they’d come in, and it started closing.

He caught the door before it shut fully, and felt it resisting his efforts to open it back up.

“Brian, give us a hand?”

He jogged over and together they managed to pry it back.

Zoo turned the corner, and heard something run up the stairs.

A mostly broken stained glass window shone blood-coloured fragments of light on the fuzzy strings of cobweb hanging from the banisters and moulding on the ceiling.

It was likely there was carpet underneath all the dust, but it was indistinguishable from the indeterminate pattern of the wallpaper.

“Did you hear that?” he looked at Brian.

“Sounded like someone walking up stairs.”

Brian took his thermal camera from his tool belt and held it up to the
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