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foreword

Eighty years ago, to the very day that this introduction is being written, American aviator Amelia Earhart disappeared somewhere over the Pacific Ocean. No one knows what happened to her, but boy do we have some awesome theories: she was captured by the Japanese and spent the entire Second World War broadcasting propaganda over the radio under the name ‘Tokyo Rose’; she was abducted by aliens; or perhaps, as the book Amelia Earhart Lives (1970) insists, she anonymously returned to the US and lived out her life as a suburban housewife named Irene Bolam.

Of course, no one has accepted any of these theories as fact – especially Irene Bolam, who was furious about it – and so the mystery endures. To this exact day in fact – 2 July 2017 – when, over 9,000 miles from where I’m sat typing these words, a pack of four bone-sniffing dogs are wandering around the tiny island of Nikumararo, hunting for her remains.

These highly trained border collies, which can sniff out burial sites that date back as far as 1,500 years up to nine feet underground, are the latest bright idea of an obsessed team who, over the last three decades, have led 12 similar missions attempting to locate the missing pilot.

Why the need for dogs that can smell as far down as a nine feet, you ask? Because this time around they’re investigating a new theory: that Earhart survived the crash and lived on Nikumararo as a castaway, but then met her death by giant killer coconut crabs, who ate her, stole her bones and then hid them in their underground burrows. That’s an actual theory.

Why are we still fascinated by Amelia Earhart? For some, it’s the sheer mystery of it all. For others, it’s the need to solve a case. Just like crime writer Patricia Cornwell, who became so convinced of her theory, that Jack the Ripper was the painter Walter Sickert, that she has spent more than $6 million buying up his paintings to prove it (even reportedly shredding two of them in search of clues). Or ex-footballer Gary Lineker, who revealed in January 2017 that he’s been quietly trying to work out why every month, for the last 20 years, someone has been sending him a single sheet of used toilet paper in the post.

Even Sir Edmund Hillary, who definitely had more important things to do at the time, revealed that upon reaching the summit of Mount Everest, he couldn’t help but look for signs that George Mallory and Andrew Irvine had got there before him. According to Mallory’s daughter, her father was carrying a photo of his wife with him, which he was going to leave on the summit. Sadly, Hillary found no photo, nor did he find any other evidence.

So far, none of the above-mentioned mysteries – Earhart, Ripper, Mallory, that weird toilet paper guy – have been solved. Should we give up on them? Never. In 1999, an expedition was launched to search for Mallory and Irvine’s camera on Everest. Had they reached the summit, the camera might contain a photo of them doing so. Within two hours, the team stumbled on something completely unexpected: the body of a man on whose shirt was a name tag that read ‘G. Leigh Mallory’, his body eerily preserved by nature’s freezer. On the body, they found Mallory’s personal belongings, still in perfect condition some 75 years on – his knife, still in its leather casing; a pair of snow goggles, unbroken; and his brass altimeter. It was an astonishing discovery. The one thing they didn’t find though, rather devastatingly, was his camera.

Amelia Earhart and George Mallory are not included as stories in The Mysterium. And for good reason – they are far too well documented, and are much better served up as an appetizer ahead of what you are about to read. What David and Jo have so brilliantly done with this tome, is they’ve forced open a gap in that bookshelf labelled ‘mystery’ and wedged in something original and different to remind us of all the many new mysteries out there worthy of our eagle-eyed attention. There is more to be marvelled at than just Bigfoot and Roswell.

If you’re anything like me, by the time you finish reading this book you will know the rules to a potentially fatal, dimension-shifting elevator game – daring yourself to play it; you will undoubtedly find yourself with ears poised listening out for that unexplainable Earthly ‘hum’; you will be sitting with eyes glued to your computer waiting in anticipation for the appearance of the next mysterious Cicada 3301 puzzle; and you’ll watch in fascination at the evolution of the terrifying Slenderman as his mythology grows and grows.

So go now and get stuck into the world of The Mysterium, soak up all the stories, ponder all the clues, start making your own new connections and – if you can – put those ideas out into the world for others to chew on. Time may pass, landscapes may change, evidence may erode, but as long as there is someone out there who, 80 years down the road, is still willing to say ‘What about using bone-sniffing dogs?’, these stories are kept alive.

We may never know the answer to any of these strange tales. Perhaps what really matters is that we never stop getting that tingle down our spine when we discover a new enigma or another twist in an enduring mystery – such as the fact that another thing they didn’t find on Mallory’s body, that day in 1999, was the picture of his wife. DS

 


Dan Schreiber is a comedian, host of the No Such Thing As A Fish podcast, and creator and founding producer of the BBC Radio 4 series The Museum of Curiosity.
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introduction


‘There is a theory which states that if ever anyone discovers exactly what the Universe is for and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable. There is another theory which states that this has already happened.’

Douglas Adams, The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy (1979)



In 2015, Guinness World Record holder, Steve Feltham, hung up his binoculars and headed home. For 24 years, living in a loch-side caravan in Scotland, he had waited for a sighting of the Loch Ness Monster until reaching the inevitable conclusion that it was, in all likelihood, a catfish.

Nowadays, many of us feel nostalgic for a more innocent age when we poured over compendiums of ‘the unexplained’. One firm favourite was the Reader’s Digest Mysteries of the Unexplained: How Ordinary Men and Women Have Experienced the Strange, the Uncanny and the Incredible (1985). Their ‘endless search for answers’ immersed us in fantastical tales of prophesy and atmospheric oddities, and blurry photos of Nessie, Big Foot and flying saucers. But while a lack of credible proof in our digital age casts doubt over such stories, the universe is as mysterious to us now as it was for our predecessors.

Where we once struggled to understand such phenomena as lightning, eclipses or phases of the moon, now we have to wrestle with the baffling behaviour of subatomic particles or our inability to ‘find’ 85 per cent of the known universe, known as dark matter. While science remains our greatest means by which to examine the world around us, the very tool essential to interpreting its discoveries remains the greatest mystery of all – consciousness. Can we really understand the universe when we can’t understand ourselves?

Where ancient mysteries used to take root and grow organically, passed down through generations through storytelling, now we are globally connected. Far from debunking the unknown, the internet has become a breeding ground for new enigmas. Technology gives mystery renewed strength; stories escalate quickly. One of the most disturbing examples of this is Slenderman (Chapter Two). Born of a 2009 competition to ‘create paranormal images’, Slenderman’s mythology manifested within the space of ten days. Five years later, a ghoul created entirely on the internet starting claiming real-life victims. Elsewhere in Chapter Two, we explore the internet’s most enigmatic puzzle – Cicada 3301, the mysterious creator of Bitcoin and the myths surrounding the Dark Net.

If we see films as a cultural expression of our inner anxieties, it’s clear that abnormal weather and mysterious atmospheric phenomena tap into a primal fear. Perhaps it’s down to the very real threat of climate change or the fact that so much of what happens in our skies and oceans is still unexplained. In Chapter Five, we investigate aurora borealis that can blow up pylons and wipe our bank accounts; balls of electricity that appear inside plane cabins and float down the aisles and dark lightning that shoots gamma rays into space so powerful it can blind sensors on satellites and create anti-matter. While we’re unable to offer proof of mythical monsters still roaming the Earth, this chapter does include some curious kitties whose talents range from predicting death to leading a long-established political party.

Over the next 240 pages, we’ve curated 40 truly compelling mysteries, oddities and remarkable tales for the digital age – from the modern-day powers of placebo to Hikikomori, which sees a million Japanese youngsters withdrawing from human contact, to the Melanesian cult that worships Prince Philip as a God and scores of detached human feet that wash up on a beach in British Columbia. As with our previous book The Odditorium: The tricksters, eccentrics, deviants and inventors whose obsessions changed the world (Hodder & Stoughton, 2016), each chapter concludes with a seekers’ directory, which recommends books, podcasts, documentaries and field trips so you can further explore the mysteries contained within The Mysterium.

At the very heart of the human condition lies a paradox: deprived of mystery, life loses its meaning. We seek solace from the rational world through art, film, literature, music, comedy, myth and, nightly, through the surreal fantasia of dreams.

In The Arabian Nights, the storyteller confides his secret to Sheherazade: ‘We need stories more than bread itself. They teach us how to live and why.’ Some of the mysteries in this book might prove to be gateways to new stories, enduring myths from which we continue to dig deeper into the true nature of ourselves. Others may eventually be dismissed or explained away. As Douglas Adams wryly observed, one thing we can be certain of is that today’s mysteries will, in the future, be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable. DB & JK
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Paper phantoms


Trap streets and Mountweazels

Lillian Virginia Mountweazel led a short but creative life. Born in Bangs, Ohio, in 1942, she grew up to be a celebrated photographer whose studies of rural American mailboxes, Parisian cemeteries and New York buses were exhibited across many parts of the globe. Tragically, in 1973, while on an assignment for Combustibles magazine, she died in an explosion. She was born in Bangs and went out with a bang, an irony that no doubt amused the creators of the 1975 edition of New Colombia Encyclopaedia in which she featured. Not because they were heartless monsters who revelled in schadenfreude, but because Lillian Mountweazel didn’t really exist; she was a work of fiction, made up by the encyclopaedia’s creators. Her surname has since become a catch-all to denote any deliberately invented word, name or place. But why was Lillian invented in the first place?

A long-standing problem for cartographers and makers of dictionaries, thesauruses and encyclopaedias is how to stop some sneaky bugger plagiarizing years of painstaking research and work, then passing it off as their own. The solution: to set a trap. Dictionaries have long been secreting invented words into their tomes to catch out the unwary plagiarists. Should their handiwork turn up in a rival publication, the proof of the pudding is there. Some Mountweazels however, like the word ‘esquivalience’ – planted in the New Oxford Dictionary in 2001 – have taken on a life of their own. While dictionary.com quietly removed the word from its site after getting caught with its pants down, knowledge of the word spread and there is evidence that esquivalience has been used in several other publications. Esquivalience now straddles a borderland between being a Mountweazel and a real word.

[image: image]

Esquivalience (noun): the deliberate avoidance of official responsibility. For example, nipping off to the pub when you’re meant to be speaking at your grandmother’s funeral.

In the world of cartography, equivalent snares to catch unwary thieves are known as ‘paper towns’ or ‘trap streets’. With some, such as Lye Close or Noereal Road, the clue can be found in the name. The London A–Z is known to contain dozens of trap streets. One such lay between Alpha Grove and Casslis Street in the Isle of Dogs. For a while, its real name, Broadway Walk, had been replaced by Bartlett Place, then later corrected once the cat was out of the bag. Online, Google Maps clearly play it safe – the road appears to be nameless.

In 2008, the village of Argleton in West Lancashire appeared on Google, complete with weather reports, a job site and an estate agent advertising houses for sale. Argleton disappeared two years later. While the site was (and still is) just a damp field in the middle of nowhere, it’s worth noting that Argleton is an anagram of G Not Real. While Google never admitted to having created it, Argleton was undoubtedly a paper town (albeit of the digital variety) planted as a trap.

A trap street features in a 2014 episode of Dr Who, ‘Face The Raven’. It is used as a hiding place for aliens using a ‘misdirection system’ to remain undiscovered. Fans wanting to locate it will have to travel to Cardiff’s Westgate Street where the mysterious thin alleyway can be found. Don’t expect to find Martians though, alleyways on British high streetstend to serve a very different function for weak-bladdered men, especially on Saturday nights.

Perhaps the most notable cartographic curiosity is the town of Agloe, which would go on to become immortalized in John Green’s novel Paper Towns (2008). In the book, the protagonist Margo (whose pet dog is called Myra Mountweazel) indulges in what may be an act of esquivalience, when she disappears, leaving oblique clues as to her whereabouts. The trail eventually leads to Agloe.

Agloe was the creation of two men in the 1930s – Otto Lindberg and Ernest Alpens from America’s General Drafting Company (AGDC). Commissioned to make a state map of New York, they used the initials of their names to form the name of a paper town – Agloe – which they dropped into a dirt road intersection in the Catskill Mountains. When it appeared a few years later on a map made by Rand McNally, one of their competitors, they threatened to sue. McNally rightly pointed out that they would lose the case: the town was real; there you would find Agloe General Store, at the crossroads. The store manager, it appears, had spotted Agloe on a map and decided it to be a good place to set up shop. While the store went out of business within a few years – owing to the fact that there were no houses there – it was sufficient proof that Agloe existed. The popularity of the book and film of Paper Towns now brings many sightseers to the spot. Even Google Maps acknowledges it, with a red marker for Agloe’s (permanently closed) general store.
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‘Isn’t it ironic? Like rain on your wedding day. It’s the good advice you just didn’t take’, sang Alanis Morissette on her hit ‘Ironic’, a song that failed to include any actual examples of irony, merely bad luck. But then, ironically, the fact that her song doesn’t include any genuine irony is in itself ironic. As is the history of Mountweazel, a made-up word that has now come to define words that are made up.
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The ultimate selfie opportunity. LEFT: Instagrammer Audrey Ong (right) with actor friends Justice Smith (Left) and Jaz Sinclair (centre). Justice and Jaz starred in the film Paper Towns RIGHT: Erin Daminato.



Nowadays, online quizzes are known to plant fake questions with searchable fake answers on stooge websites in order to trap those trying to cheat. Mountweazels too are growing in abundance in the digital realm as well as in print. So before you think about copying the information in this book and passing it off as your own, it’s worth noting that we have planted several Mountweazels of our own. Spot all three of them and write to us with the correct answers and you could win an all-expenses break for two in Bramwellsville, Kentucky. DB
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The Toynbee Tiles


Urban UFOs (unidentified flat objects)

In the late 1980s, a cryptic message from an unknown creator began to appear in the streets of Philadelphia. ‘TOYNBEE IDEA IN MOViE 2001 RESURRECT DEAD ON PLANET JUPITER’ was embedded into roads, pavements and even the middle of busy highways. The Toynbee Tiles, or TTT as they soon became known, were linoleum floor panels, into which words had been carved with a knife and filled with different colours. Each tile was secured into the ground using layers of tar paper which, once driven over by a passing car, would effectively glue them in place. Over time, the layer of paper at the top would be worn away by traffic and weather to reveal a Toynbee Tile. It was an ingenious way of getting a message across – whatever that baffling message actually was. Was it a joke, haiku, cryptic code or just meaningless nonsense? Some long-term residents of Philadelphia thought they could remember some strange message about Toynbee and Jupiter coming over their TV set during the news in the early 80s too. What was going on?
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Toynbee Tile at 34th and Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, PA.
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A freshly-laid tile. The writing will be revealed after foot and road traffic has trampled away the tar.



Over the next three decades, Toynbee Tiles continued to appear in roads, not just in Philadelphia but across the US from New York, Boston, Baltimore, Kansas and Chicago to Washington. For a while, they even appeared as far as South America, embedded into the streets of Brazil, Argentina and Chile. To date, over 600 Toynbee Tiles have been spotted and photographed, many more lost or destroyed. Few remain in their locations for long before the authorities see fit to remove them. Whether the tiles were the work of one person or a legion, here was an extraordinary act of monomania made all the more amazing by the fact that after 30 years, not a single person had ever reported seeing their creator at work. As the mystery grew, so did a trail of amateur sleuths and obsessives, determined to unravel the puzzle. Let’s follow in their footsteps by looking at a few clues.

CLUE #1: THE MESSAGE ITSELF

2001: A Space Odyssey (1968), based on a book by Arthur C. Clarke, is an extraordinary and ambitious film, the meaning of which has drawn endless speculation. Monkeys? Obelisks? Why does Mr Rigsby from Rising Damp turn up? And what about the ending in which astronaut Bowman – part of a team on a trip to Jupiter – appears to enter another dimension where he encounters himself as a giant baby? For TTT fanatics, this scene could easily be interpreted as ‘resurrect dead on planet Jupiter’.

As for the name Toynbee, many believe it to be a reference to the English historian, Albert Toynbee. Others connect it with a short story by American author Ray Bradbury, ‘The Toynbee Convector’, about the future survival of humanity. To add to the confusion, Arnold Toynbee is also the name of a spaceship in another Arthur C. Clarke story, ‘Jupiter V’.

CLUE #2: DAVID MAMET

In 1983, David Mamet wrote a short play called 4 A.M. It focused on a conversation between a radio presenter and a caller who wanted to raise money to publicize his plan to have all dead human molecules reconstituted on Jupiter ‘just like in the movie 2001’ which, the caller believes, was based on the writings of Albert Toynbee. His bizarre diatribe is eventually cut short by the presenter and the play is over. Mamet has repeatedly insisted that the idea came entirely from his imagination. Had the Toynbee tiler read the play and fixated on this singular idea?

CLUE #3: FOOTNOTES

While the Toynbee Tiles all took the exact same form in early years, some started to appear with their own sidebar of added text – like a footnote. Much of the text seemed to be the disturbed ranting of the kind of person you really wouldn’t want at your wedding. Examples include: ‘I’m only one man. I caught a fatal disease and they gloated over it’ and ‘Now the cult of hellion Jews are searching for more than one hell to get more reward. Murder all journalists, I beg you.’ One South American tile, however, included a Philadelphia PO Box address. For those on the trail of the Toynbee Tiler, here was a significant clue.

ON THE TRAIL OF THE TOYNBEE TILER

As TTT proliferated through the noughties, a small team of filmmakers and fanatics traced the Philadelphia address back to a reclusive local man. They also discovered that, in a local newspaper archive from 1983, a man calling himself James Morasco had contacted a journalist to discuss the idea of sending the molecules of the deceased to Jupiter for their full resuscitation. Morasco has also popped up on local radio stations and was so committed, he’d even formed a group, The Minority Association, to spread this idea. As journalists were wont to mock or ignore him, Morasco set to work transmitting his idea on shortwave radio, driving around Philadelphia with an aerial attached to his car so his broadcast even cut into people’s TVs. From here, he switched to the idea of the tiles. But how did he go undetected for 30 years?
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This tiny tile in Philadelphia measures 4” by 2”.



While the filmmakers tracked down the likely culprit to an address, his desire for anonymity was respected. They couldn’t help, however, overhearing a neighbour talk about the appalling state of Morasco’s car. ‘The passenger side doesn’t even have a floor,’ they complained. In a moment of Holmesian deduction, the filmmakers realized that the tiler could drop his works of art from a hole in his moving car onto any road at any time. The tiles would go largely unnoticed until the top tarred layer came away a few days later to reveal the message beneath, by which point the tile would be firmly embedded into the road.

Mystery solved? Not quite. After 30 years, TTTs continue to appear across the US but in new mutant forms, with different messages known as House of Hades. Is a copycat tiler at work? If so, judging by the nature of these new messages, he or she is just as strange as the man calling himself James Morasco. David Mamet – citing this as the weirdest thing that has ever happened to him – doggedly insists that he made the whole story of 4 A.M. up and that the Toynbee Tiles were inspired by his play. Yet the filmmakers found proof that the Toynbee Tiler had made his baffling phone calls to local radio prior to the existence of Mamet’s play. The odds of the tiles and Mamet’s play occurring independently of each other are just too improbable, leaving Mamet and the tilers sleuths at a stalemate.
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FIND THE TILES

Find the remaining tiles, which follow major roads between Philadelphia, Atlantic City, Baltimore and Washington. There’s an interactive map at toynbeeidea.com with photos posted by fellow seekers.
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A ‘House of Hades’ Toynbee Tile at 19th and Market Street in Philadelphia, showing an evolution of the phenomenon.



We’ll never know what it was that drove the Toynbee Tiler to spend 30 or more years of his life dropping tiles around the Americas to promote the colonization of Jupiter by the dead. And now, slowly but surely, they are disappearing from the streets of Philadelphia and other cities in which they were once planted. As a means of getting a message across – no matter how baffling – the Toynbee Tiles remain to be one of the most ingenious ever devised. DB
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Panacea’s box


Is the Garden of Eden located in Bedford?

From the 1920s to the 1980s, strange adverts were spotted in tabloid newspapers, on billboards and on the sides of British buses. One read: ‘England’s troubles will increase until the bishops open Joanna Southcott’s box.’ Another, more explicitly, stated: ‘Crime, banditry, distress and perplexity will increase until the bishops open Joanna Southcott’s box.’

Those in the know understood that Joanna Southcott’s box – the antithesis of Pandora’s – contained the secrets of humanity’s future happiness; once opened, the problems of the world would dissolve. Two hundred years since its creation (in the early 1800s) however, the box remains unopened, begging the question – why has no one opened the flipping thing?

To unravel the mystery, we need to go back to the 18th and early 19th centuries when Britain was enjoying a fashion for prophesying. Across the land, folk were trying their hand at predicting the future, some more successfully than others. The cream of the crop became known as the Seven Divine Prophets. One of whom, Joanna Southcott, had been a domestic servant in Devon, dabbling in rhyming prophecies, until a friend encouraged her to move to London in 1792 to pursue her calling.

Having correctly predicted the Napoleonic War and two famines, Southcott amassed a large, loyal following and came to believe she was ‘the Woman of the Apocalypse’, as described in Revelations. Such was her confidence in her own prophecies that Southcott would occasionally send them in sealed containers to different holy men and ask if they could be opened in a few months’ time, effectively goading them to give her marks out of ten for accuracy. Had Southcott’s followers lived to the 21st century, however, they would have discovered that her claim that the apocalypse would befall us in 2004 proved to be inaccurate (unless you’re a music obsessive and believe it was marked by the passing of John Peel).

At the age of 64, Southcott made the surprise announcement that she was carrying the new Messiah, Shiloh, who – the Bible claimed – would be sent from God before Jesus made his return. Southcott’s pregnancy became the news story of 1814. On the day she was due to give birth, however, the new messiah failed to materialize. While her most loyal supporters, by now numbering 100,000, believed that Shiloh had bypassed Earth and shot straight to heaven, the ‘phantom pregnancy’ lost Southcott many devotees. Two months later, she was dead.
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Piccadilly Circus, 1932 – a bizarre billboard advert appears urging us to open Joanna Southcott’s Box, in order to save the world from crime and perplexity.



Like the other six Divine Prophets, Southcott’s name would have faded into obscurity were it not for the legacy of her box. Before her death, Southcott had presented a large wooden box to her followers. Not only did the mysterious locked box contain important prophecies, she informed them, but the act of opening it would herald the return of Christ and a thousand years of peace. The opening of the box, however, came with a caveat – it required the presence of 24 bishops from the Church of England who needed to pray for the box for three days solid, prior to its opening.
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Kensington High Street, 1932.



Bishops, being busy fellows and sceptical of Southcott’s claim, were not forthcoming. While Southcott’s disciples were only too keen to establish peace on Earth for the whole of humanity, the requisite bishops just would not budge. The box passed down through generations of Southcott’s followers and might have ended up as jumble sale fodder were it not for the arrival of Mrs Mabel Barltrop.

MESSAGES FROM GOD AND THE PERFECT BAKED POTATO

Barltrop was born in 1866 and married young to an Anglican priest. By 1906, she was widowed, melancholic and – worse still – living in Bedford. During the horrors of the First World War, Barltrop read about Southcott’s box and her legacy as ‘the Woman of the Apocalypse’, and she began a campaign to have the box opened. It attracted a group of like-minded women who were disillusioned with the conventional patriarchy of Christianity. A small community began to form, creating a ‘campus’ around Barltrop’s house in Albany Road and leading to the establishment of The Panacea Society in 1919.

It wasn’t long before one of the society’s members, Ellen Oliver, had a vision that Barltrop was the eighth (and final) Divine Prophet and a reincarnation of Southcott’s phantom child and messiah, Shiloh. While Barltrop was more than receptive to the idea, it was decided that she might not be able to pull off being a male messiah and so Shiloh was renamed Octavia, to fit with The Panacea Society’s unique doctrine. The group had developed a ‘fourfold’ approach to their faith, seeing God as the father, Jesus the son, the Holy Ghost as mother and Octavia as daughter; a more gender-balanced normal family, a bit like the Addams Family.

So what was the panacea? Octavia’s ‘holy breath’, which she breathed into small linen squares, was sent to her many followers. Recipients of the panacea (said to cure everything but cancer) would drop the linen square into water and either drink it or bathe in it.

Barltrop took to her new role as Octavia like a duck to water and was soon receiving direct messages from God every day, promptly at 5.30pm. The messages were a mixture of prophecies and table manners; on one occasion, God gave clear instructions on how best to tackle a baked potato. Male visitors were asked never to wear red or pink bow ties; apologies were due if they were unable to wear a dark
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Money burning
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The Anarchist Cookbook
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TRAP STREETS

Football chants, rumours

of a capital city riddled

with made-up streets and a
town that only ever existed
online — fictitious place
names continue to tempt
cartographers and bewilder
road trippers the world over.

Beatosu and Goblu, Ohio

These two non-existent towns in Fulton and

Lucas counties, respectively, were inserted into the
1978-1979 edition of the official Michigan state
map. Beatosu (‘Beat OSU!") and Goblu (‘Go Blue!’)
sound rather like the cries of University of Michigan
football fans against rival Ohio State University.
The made-up towns were removed later that year;
the original versions now fetch a handsome price.

Argleton, Lancashire

In 2008, this phantom town (just south of
Ormskirk) appeared on Google maps, together
with listings for nearby chiropractors and plumbers,
despite being nothing more than an empty field.
Once spotted, a media frenzy ensued: was it a
misspelling of nearby Aughton? A private joke,
relating to the British slang term ‘argle-bargle’,
meaning ‘to row? An anagram of ‘Not Real G? Or
had the ‘Bermuda Triangle of Lancashire’ swallowed
a whole town? Answers on a postcard to Argleton.

Havanna

ete PP | <.
Janet St .
_L’I DI"lellish Street

London trap streets

BBCTV show Map Man (2015), recounts a
rumour that the London A-Z contains 100 trap
streets — roughly one per page. One famous
example is Bartlett Place, supposedly named after
an employee at the Geographer's A-Z Street Atlas
company. The name was removed shortly after
being exposed on the programme and is now
referred to by its real name, Broadway Walk.
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WHAT HAPPENED
TO THE BOX?

30 l0 It's in the custody of a

certain Jewett family, based

in Yorkshire, who remain tight-

lipped about the whole affair.
80 / It was lost decades

Oago and will probably 120 l It was given to the British Museum

show up one day on Ofor safekeeping but the museum
The Antiques Roadshow. staff later opened the box, misplaced the
contents, and now it's lost forever.

40/0 In 1927 a celebrated

psychical researcher,
showman and sceptic,
Harry Price, claimed to
have come into possession
of Southcott's box and was
filmed opening it. Inside he
discovered a horse pistol,
dice box, several romantic
novels, a lottery ticket,
purse and a night cap.The
R Panacea Society claimed it

was a hoax.

730/ The box remains in a safe
0 place in Bedford, awaiting

the (revised) day of judgement.
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CHAPTER ONE

strange fruit
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CONDUCT YOUR
OWN MONEY RITUAL

Get a fresh, crisp
new twenty-
pound note
from your local
ATM.

Place that note in a
different section of
your purse or wallet to
where you usually keep
your money. Do not
spend it.

After keeping the note for a month, remove
it from your purse and decide what to do
with it. Your options are to spend it, save it,
give it away or burn it.

Every few days, remove

the note and examine it.
Consider to what extent it

is just a piece of paper and
to what extent it is not just a
piece of paper.

Choose the option
you consider to be
best for your soul
and carry it out.
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NEW IN THE
SPECIAL EDITION

EX&f\ig SIBVé' AMAZING READER OFFERS !
CHAOS MAGIGIAN

FREE £§€ NOTE

FOR SIDE EVERY ISSUE
Pl“s 3 FREE A3 SIZED
POSTERS
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Unexplained and extraordinary stories
for a post-Nessie generation
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