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1. Psychogeography and
Succotash

After years, decades, of hearing Sylvester the
Cat say “Thuffering Succotash,” my friend Dirk,
a Native American, told me what Succotash
actually is. I mention his Nationality purely
because succotash is a Native American dish; its
name is Anglicised from the Narragansett word
‘msickquatash’, meaning cooked corn. I am not
sure how we got to the subject of succotash, but
he told me it was one of those dishes everyone
made differently, though it always had corn and
beans in it. His family’s recipe had fatty pork or
bacon, thyme, butter beans, and double cream,
all quite commonly used around the regions.
‘Some,” he said with evident distaste, ‘have mint
and tomatoes.’

He wrote his recipe down for me, and I set
about making it. I doubt it was as authentic as
his Mum’s version, but it was delicious. I raved
about it to my work colleague the following day.
She asked for the recipe, which I wrote down for
her.

‘It wasn’t very nice,’ she said during our
next statutory break together.

I couldn’t comprehend why not, so I took
my life in my hands by suggesting that she may
have cooked it incorrectly.

“Oh, no,” she said, “I followed your recipe.”

On further enquiry, I discovered that she had
‘adapted” the recipe to include mushrooms
instead of pork, courgettes instead of butter
beans, no onions and cheese sauce instead of
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cream. She didn’t like herbs, so she left them
out, and sweetcorn made her feel sick, so she
left it out too.

All that was left was the name.

In many ways, this is how I feel about
modern psychogeography.

Psychogeography is an astounding idea with
a robust and substantial raison d’etre. However,
in its modern form, it bears little resemblance to
the rich ideological stew set out by its
originators.

In the twenty-first Century, and indeed the
latter quarter of the twentieth, psychogeography
1s a term borrowed, misunderstood, and
ultimately ignored by its practitioners. All the
choice ideas have been stripped out, replaced
and reimagined. It does not taste the same; it
doesn’t do the same things; it blatantly ignores
the rules and tenets of dérive. Original
ingredients have been stripped out and replaced
by what the modern practitioner needs to justify
their work, rather than the ideas and ideals set
out by Guy Debord and his cohorts.

The main tool of psychogeography, the
dérive, 'a mode of experimental behaviour linked
to the conditions of urban society: a technique
of rapid passage through varied ambiences,' has
been subverted. The Theory of the Dérive
(Debord, 1956), the document that introduced
the idea, states that "Wandering in open country
is naturally depressing, and the interventions of
chance are poorer there than anywhere else.' Yet
modern psychogeography, in the form of Deep
Topography, Walking Poetry, Mythogeography,
and Edgelands studies, is almost wholly
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concerned with reconnecting with the rural past
and the negative effects an urban environment
inflicts on it.

The Situationists were quite clear that
psychogeography was a reaction to a specific set
of circumstances. Applying psychogeography to
anything other than an urban setting is a futile
task in that its major tools -the spectacle, the
dérive and detournement are rarely found in a
rural setting, rendering them impotent.
Detournement is a practice that reroutes or
hijacks existing works of art, advertising or
music - rarely found in a rural idyll- into works
of propaganda.

The aim is for dérivistes to drop their
everyday activities and 'let themselves be drawn
by the attractions of the terrain and the
encounters they find there.'! Landscapes and
open spaces do not allow for the kind of rapid
transit expected to make a psychogeographic
study work. It became apparent that
psychogeography was an expression of the
cultural zeitgeist. Or at least the zeitgeist as
experienced from the perspective of a Marxist in
1950s Paris.

Despite being designed as deliberately
vague, to allow for multiple interpretations —
something later referred to as schizoanalytic
cartography by Guattari - psychogeography as
an activity encouraged people to explore their
environment and actively turn their lives into
‘an exciting game.” The game and the inherent
playfulness of dérive became increasingly
complex and harder to achieve amid fewer
pedestrian-friendly city centres and the
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demolition of many public spaces in favour of
private ownership and corporate shopping malls.

Divorced from its revolutionary framework,
as set down by Ivan Chtcheglov in the essay
'Formulaire Pour un Urbanisme Nouveau'
(Chtcheglov, 1953), psychogeography’s raison
d’etre has expired. Where dérive was intended
as a method of commenting on the loss of
individuality in towns and cities and consciously
breaking down borders between ‘zones’ -
habitation, commerce, manufacturing, leisure -
within the relatively newly rebuilt city, modern
dérive — to paraphrase Ralph Rumney, co-
founder and later expelled member of the
Situationists - ‘walking around a bit and thinking
about it’.

It is probably that description that has caused
psychogeography — or at least the name - to be
co-opted into the toolbox of creatives, for better
or worse. Where writers and artists might find
inspiration in dérive and express their findings
perhaps in detournement, Architects, the
traditional enemies of the Situationists, have
used the ideas to exert control and facilitate the
capitalist ideals Debord railed against. This
situation would be intolerable to Situationists as
they completely opposed the raison d'étre and
ideals of modern city planning.

Dérive was a revolutionary attempt to
‘break’ up the modern city and walk through it
in a manner not ‘prescribed’ by architects and
town planners and ‘decompartmentalise’ it.
Once a tool for subversion, psychogeography’s
subjective reports on the effects of the city on
the psyche have given architects the information
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to make new spaces that suggest actions
subliminally to the subconscious mind. Using
the information gleaned from psychogeography
and dérive to better plan the
compartmentalisation of cities is an ironic
betrayal of the principles and possibly the
ultimate in detournement.

While there may be materials to subvert
while traversing the countryside - land border
disputes or the way the ‘British Wild
Countryside’ is a construct of wealth and
privilege - the targets are fewer and further
between than the constant barrage of information
found in an urban space. It is perhaps a lonelier,
more isolated practice and provides a different
angle on the multitudinous variants of
detournement. This is, of course, no less
important. But is it psychogeography?

With the lack of ‘spectacle’ to produce
psychogeographic works, other avenues of
enquiry need to be found. In terms of rural
psychogeography, this has become a ‘time
element.” The original looked at the effects of
the present on the present, and the modern
version considers verticality and emphasises a
fourth dimension - mapping the past as a means
of understanding the present. This comes with
its own frailties but makes for a fruitful and
substantial well from which to draw.

Divorced from its revolutionary framework,
as set down by Ivan Chtcheglov in the essay
'Formulaire Pour un Urbanisme Nouveau'
(Chtcheglov, 1953), psychogeography’s raison
d’etre has expired. Where dérive was intended
as a method of commenting on the loss of
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individuality in towns and cities and consciously
breaking down borders between ‘zones’ —
habitation, commerce, manufacturing, leisure -
within the relatively newly rebuilt city, modern
dérive is merely — to paraphrase Ralph Rumney,
co-founder and later expelled member of the
Situationists - ‘walking around a bit and thinking
about it’.

Psychogeography has been co-opted into
the toolbox of creatives, for better or worse.
Writers and artists might find inspiration in
dérive, expressing their findings perhaps as
detournement.  Architects, the traditional
enemies of the Situationists, have used the ideas
to exert control over municipal areas.

Dérive was once a tool for subversion. It
was a method of walking between city ‘zones’
in ways not prescribed by architects and town
planners: psychogeography, a subjective report
on the effects of the city on the psyche.
Architects have used that information to create
new spaces that suggest certain actions
subliminal to the subconscious mind.

Liminality and psychogeography, in their
modern form, seem to be the province of modern
architects and town planners. This situation
would be intolerable to Situationists who were
completely opposed to modern city planning.
Dérive was an attempt to ‘break up’ the modern
city and ‘decompartmentalise’ it. Using the
information gleaned from psychogeography and
dérive to better plan the compartmentalisation
of cities is an ironic betrayal of the principles
and the ultimate in détournement.
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Where psychogeography and dérive were
methods of rebelling against capitalist and
corporate structures - and in particular ‘the
spectacle’ - modern psychogeography is an
entirely egotistical endeavour marking out the
practitioner as an arbiter of taste. The spectacle
can be defined loosely to mean manipulation via
the Mass Media, which Guy Debord called 'its
most glaring superficial manifestation' (Debord,
1967) but more specifically, 'the autocratic reign
of the market economy which had acceded to an
irresponsible sovereignty, and the totality of
new techniques of government which
accompanied this reign.'

This definition no longer applies to modern
psychogeography. The radical politics of the
Letterists and Situationists have, in effect,
become travel writing. The only difference is
that where, say, Bill Bryson would talk about
how he felt about a town or country and move
on, having barely scratched the surface of its
history, modern psychogeographers rely on
history, nostalgia and romanticism to paint a
more dimensional portrait of a town, city, or
other landscape. Their explorations have a
sustained depth that borders on hagiography.

The practical Rumnean nature of the dérive
has remained, i.e ‘walking around and thinking
about it ’, but the practice has been stripped of
its Marxist nature. Where dérive was an end in
itself, modern psychogeographers treat it as a
stepping-stone and inspiration to potential
written or other artistic works. If, as The Theory
of the Dérive (Debord, 1967) states, ‘a dérive is
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to be without purpose,’ giving it purpose negates
it being dérive.

While the original ideas of psychogeography
were concerned with dissatisfaction with modern
life, modern psychogeography focuses on the
past and how it affects the present. It has adapted
from its revolutionary framework to become a
socio-archaeological tool. Where Debord’s
dérive sought to dismantle the vogue for
compartmentalisation in town planning, modern
dérive absorbs that vogue — and subsequent
fashions - and looks at the processes that led up
to it with the intention of revealing hidden
histories  rather than mocking current
architectural and town planning transgressions.

Psychogeography, or at least its progeny,
has become a ‘time’ element in research, with
the original protesting at three dimensions and
the now. Modern psychogeography more
actively considers a fourth.

When put under the scrutiny of liminality,
modern psychogeography — or deep topography
or mythogeography - becomes the search for the
occult, literally and figuratively.

Myth, magick, spirituality and ‘spirit of
place’ become an ever-present wash to its study,
most notably in lain Sinclair’s London Orbital
(Sinclair, 2003), which he describes as ‘a spell;
a banishing.” Alan Moore’s Snakes and Ladders
(Moore & Perkins, 2003) and The Highbury
Working (Moore & Perkins, 2000) involve
hermetic magick as a gateway to understanding
a space. Since its de facto death, proclaimed by
Debord in 1972, Psychogeography has been in a
pupal state and has now birthed the imagoes of
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Deep Topography and Mythogeography, to
name two. Both aim to capture the ‘spirit” and
‘psychic resonances’ of a place, where past and
present collide, influence, and inspire new
ideas.

As defined by Mythogeography.com, it is
'influenced by, and draws on, psychogeography
— seeking to reconnect with some of its original
political edge as well as with its more recent
additions. While engaging seriously with
academic discourses in areas like geography,
tourism  studies and  spatial  theory,
mythogeography also draws upon what Charles
Fort might have described as ‘the procession of
damned data’. So, occulted and anomalous
narratives are among those available to
mythogeography, not as ends in themselves, but
as means and metaphors to explain, engage and
disrupt.’

Cities manifest as palimpsests with layer
upon layer of information waiting to be
rediscovered and interpreted; histories to be
unearthed, a process that could be called
psychogeology or psychoarcheology. In that
respect, psychogeography has become more
about site-specificity and identity, which,
according to McLucas and Pearson, 'are
conceived for, and conditioned by, the
particulars of found spaces, (former) sites of
work, play and worship. They make manifest,
celebrate, confound, or criticise location, history,
function, architecture, micro-climate... They are
an interpenetration of the found and the
fabricated. They are inseparable from their sites,
the only context within which they are
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'readable'.' (Kaye, 1996) These ideas are crucial
to the notion of mythogeography and allow for
more sustained explorations of an area through
writing, fine art or performance pieces. Applying
some of this outlook to rural settings seems more
germane and achievable.

Without doubt, psychogeography plays an
important role within mythogeography, but I am
more interested in the myths, myth creation and
histories that emanate from a given location; the
ideas and events that cause a place to manifest
in its current incarnation rather than creating
tricksy interventions that confuse and obscure a
genuine history.

In reading and talking to modern
practitioners—anecdotally— over the last few
years, a theme seems to be developing in that
modern practitioners have a desire to reconnect
with the land as a reaction to cities becoming
more ‘identikit’. It is difficult to assert your own
individuality or develop a regional persona when
every city offers the same. Globalisation leads
to lowest-common-denominator thinking. It
may be comforting to know that your vanilla
Frappuccino will taste the same in Oxford and
Exeter, but it does not allow for individuality or
character to develop. In that respect, there is a
movement away from Capitalism that Debord
would probably respect. The idea is that, by
traversing the countryside, engaging with the
landscape, and retrieving stories and artefacts
from the past, one can find a more fulfilling,
productive, and individual life than in the
metropolis.

18



Accepting that there are huge differences
between situationist psychogeography and
modern psychogeography, not least in terms of
politics, method and outcome, after almost fifty
years, it is time for practitioners to re-evaluate
and lovingly consign psychogeography to
history, accept it as an influence and move on
without having to hold onto Dumbo’s magic
feather.
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2. The Stationary Drift:
Psychogeography and the
Architecture of Panic

The standard psychogeographic essay is a well-
worn garment, usually cut from the same cloth
of heroic urban wandering. It demands a
protagonist with sturdy boots, a keen eye for
architectural detail, and a complete disregard for
the mundane realities of crossing the road. We
are expected to admire the flaneur, that
nineteenth-century dandy who drifts through
Paris, absorbing the atmosphere and cataloguing
the city as if it were a sprawling, open-air gallery
built solely for their private consumption. In this
romanticised narrative, the act of walking is
positioned as a radical subversion of capitalist
order, a way to reclaim the urban landscape from
the rigid, utilitarian planning of the state.

But a glaring, albeit rarely mentioned,
privilege lies at the heart of this tradition. It
assumes a body that is always ready to traverse,
a nervous system that is not currently engaged
in a silent negotiation with the very concept of
existence. It assumes that the street is a text to
be read rather than a gauntlet to be run. When
we strip away the pretension of the heroic
walker, we are left with the uncomfortable
reality that for many, the city is not a playground
of hidden histories or a labyrinthine joy. It is,
quite simply, a collection of hostile thresholds.

The Situationist drive is traditionally defined
by the passage through varied ambiences, a
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technique of subversion that relies on the friction
of the urban sprawl. When this framework is
applied to the experience of agoraphobia, it is
typically dismissed as an impossibility or a
condition of total stasis. Yet such a dismissal
misses a significant opportunity to redefine the
psychogeographical act. By shifting the lens
from the public urban landscape to the domestic
interior, the agoraphobic subject engages in a
micro-psychogeography  that rivals  the
complexity of any traditional wanderer.

A profound tension exists between the need
for movement and the need for containment.
The home is not a bunker, but a site of intense
cartographic investigation. When the outside
world becomes illegible or threatening, the
nervous system demands a high-resolution map
of the interior. Every threshold, transition zone,
and change in domestic atmosphere becomes a
locus of meaning, akin to the zones Debord once
described in the heart of Paris. The agoraphobic
subject reads these spaces, not to escape them,
but to manage survival through a process of
stationary drift.

Psychogeography does not strictly require a
horizontal traversal of the city. Instead, the
verticality of a nervous system under siege
creates its own topographies. Domestic objects
and architecture serve as markers of stability in
a temporal landscape that has become unreliable.
The panic threshold remains a site of
psychogeographical  friction that 1is as
conceptually rich as any capitalist intersection.
By centring the domestic interior, one moves
beyond the binary of escapism versus presence.
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It is a model of existence where the lack of
conventional mobility forces a heightened
awareness of place.

When the horizon is removed, and the walls
become the world, the most radical
psychogeographical interventions are not those
that cross borders, but those that navigate the
boundaries of the self in relation to the nearest
wall. This grounds the abstract failure of the
future in the individual's immediate, somatic
reality.

While much of the existing literature
emphasises the recovery of lost historical layers,
the agoraphobic condition represents a
contemporary form of the flaneur, one who
drifts through time rather than space. The most
profound investigations of space are often
carried out by those with the most to lose should
they misstep.

Blending autoethnography with cultural
theory provides a framework for discussing the
architecture of panic that is both intellectually
rigorous and accessible. The significance lies in
reclaiming the concept of the drift for those who
cannot move. If the modern city has become a
place of containment and surveillance, then the
most defiant act of psychogeography might be
to stay exactly where you are and map the ghosts
in the room. Agoraphobia is often misunderstood
as a phobia of open spaces, a definition that
suggests the sufferer is merely afraid of fields or
plazas. This is an embarrassing simplification of
far more complex spatial anxiety.

At its core, the condition is not a fear of
emptiness but a fear of boundaries, or more
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specifically, the terrifying ambiguity that exists
at the point of crossing them. It is the fear of
being seen, the fear of losing control, and the
fear that the fragile membrane of one’s own
composure might tear at the exact moment the
supermarket sliding door decides to malfunction.
If psychogeography is the study of how
environment dictates mood and behaviour, then
the agoraphobic subject is arguably the most
acute practitioner of the discipline. While the
traditionalist looks for traces of Situationists in
graffiti, the agoraphobic conducts a high-
resolution cartographic survey of their own
domestic environment.

The focus shifts from the city's horizontal
traversal to the micro-psychogeography of the
domestic interior. The hallway, the kitchen
threshold, and the view from the window
become the new boulevards and plazas. These
spaces are not static containers for life. They are
dynamic landscapes where the smallest shift in
light, the settling of a floorboard, or changes in
ambient noise become significant geographical
events. In this stationery drift, the body does not
need to cover miles to experience the radical
strangeness of space. It only needs to pay
attention to the way the shadows lengthen across
the living room carpet at four in the afternoon.

This is not a retreat into passivity, but an act
of intensive observation. The home, when
stripped of the option of easy exit, reveals itself
as a landscape with its own topography of relief
and danger. Every room possesses its own
climate. The bedroom might be a zone of intense
safety, a place where the temporal flow feels
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stable and predictable. The front door, by
contrast, acts as a towering cliff face, a vertical
limit that demands an impossible amount of
psychic energy to scale. By recognising these
zones, we begin to map the internal city of the
agoraphobic mind, a territory as rich and
complex as any district in Debord’s Paris.

The hauntological dimension of this
experience becomes unavoidable. Without new
exterior stimuli, the past begins to intrude on the
present with alarming frequency. The domestic
interior fills with the ghosts of places that could
not be reached, the shops that remained
unvisited, the routes that were mapped but never
walked. These are not merely memories, but
ghostly overlays on the current environment.
You sit in your kitchen, but you are also
inhabiting the coffee shop you almost visited
last Tuesday. You are present, yet
simultaneously displaced, drifting through a
version of your town that exists only in the high-
resolution architecture of your anxiety.

This process of stationary drift challenges
the notion that movement is required for
knowledge. Deep familiarity with a space can be
achieved through a radical form of stillness. By
staying put, you notice the subtle rhythms of the
house that the transient visitor would never
perceive. You become a connoisseur of your
own surroundings. You learn to read the silence.
You become an expert in the way the air pressure
changes before a storm, not because you are
outside, but because the house itself seems to
brace against the coming wind. This is a
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necessary pricking of the pretension that defines
much of modern psychogeographical writing.

We are constantly told we must get out,
walk, and reconnect with the landscape to
understand our place in the world. This is a
lovely sentiment for someone who does not
suffer from a nervous system that treats a simple
walk to the corner shop as a life-or-death
decision. The insistence on mobility as a
prerequisite for wisdom is a form of snobbery
that ignores the reality of those who live within
restricted parameters. True psychogeography
should be defined by the intensity of the
engagement with the environment, regardless of
the scale. There is a particular, uncanny pleasure
in prowling the streets of Google Earth from the
safety of one’s desk.

This is a form of digital drift where the city
is not a physical space to be navigated but a
static, remembered version of reality frozen in
time. As you navigate these pixelated corridors,
you are engaging in a hauntological exercise.
You are tracing the routes you might have taken,
visiting the shops you never entered, and
lingering on corners that exist as high-resolution
ghosts of the physical world. It allows for a safe
replication of the derive, maintaining the thrill
of discovery without the anxiety of the threshold.
This offers a way to reclaim the concept of the
drift for those excluded from the standard
narrative.

There is a sardonic irony in being able to
navigate a foreign metropolis with precision
while remaining bewildered by the layout of
one’s own neighbourhood. Yet, this digital drift
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is not without its frustrations. One is perpetually
tethered to specific routes once traversed by a
camera-mounted vehicle, a literal and figurative
railroad of data. This limitation renders vast
swaths of rural terrain and pedestrian-only zones
entirely inaccessible, turning the digital
wanderer into a tourist of the paved. The
wilderness and the alleyway remain dark,
forbidden territories. One must wonder if this
technological  restriction serves as a
contemporary, digital layer of haunting.

Here, the ghost is not a lingering spirit, but
a glaring, pixelated absence of data. It suggests
that if the horizon is removed, the floor beneath
our feet becomes the only territory that matters.
It is a humble, necessary pivot. It does not
promise grand discoveries, but only the ability
to exist within the boundaries of our own
nervous system, to map the terrain of survival,
and to find, within the domestic, the same sense
of wonder that the traditional walker seeks in the
wild. We need to document how the nervous
system marks certain spaces as forbidden.
Navigational hazards like harsh transitions from
cool shadow to direct sunlight or jarring hums
of ventilation fans are psychogeographical
events.

They are moments where the city reveals its
indifference to the individual. The agoraphobic
subject is the contemporary flaneur, drifting
through temporal and spatial loops of their own
experience. They observe how time stutters and
shifts, and how history layers itself over the
present. Dignify it, if dignify is the correct
word, with the term psychohauntography,* if
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only to keep ourselves amused. It is the practice
of navigating the city's digital ghost-spaces to
re-examine paths already lost. The future of
psychogeographical inquiry is not found in the
expansion of our range, but in the intensification
of our focus.

If we want to understand the nature of place,
we do not need to walk further. We need to look
closer. We need to acknowledge the validity of
the stationery drift as a legitimate mode of
exploration. The most profound journeys are not
always the ones that take us away from home,
but the ones that allow us to finally, truly, arrive
where we are. It is a geography of the small, the
immediate, and the absolute. And perhaps, given
the state of the world outside, that is exactly
where we should be looking.

*I am veering towards ‘portmanteaulogy’ as
being a more appropriate term. ..
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3. Estate Agents of Doom:
Scooby Doo vs The 1%

The cultural artefact known as Scooby-Doo,
Where Are You? represents a sustained and
surprisingly rigorous interrogation of the late
twentieth-century landscape. To the casual
observer, the first two seasons seem like mere
Saturday morning diversions, yet a closer look
reveals a profound meditation on the nature of
the suburban uncanny. The series operates
within a world ghosted by the remnants of a
fading industrial past, where every spectral
apparition is ultimately revealed as a material
fraud. This persistent unmasking does not
diminish the horror; it shifts its locus from the
supernatural to the bureaucratic.

The true hauntology of the Mystery Inc.
universe lies in the gap between the past's mythic
promise and the present's sterile, property-
obsessed reality. It is a world where the ghosts
are always estate agents, and the monsters are
merely men in latex masks seeking to manipulate
land values. This systematic dismantling of the
supernatural serves as a sardonic commentary
on the commodification of fear and the relentless
machinations of capital.

The animation style itself provides the
structural foundation for this hauntological
exercise. One must consider the reliance on the
repeated background loop as something more
significant than a mere budgetary constraint of
the Hanna-Barbera studio. As the quintet
traverses the corridors of a deserted mansion or
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the rocky outcrops of a forgotten mine, the same
grandfather clock, the same painting, and the
same peculiar stalagmite reappear with a
rhythmic, almost punishing regularity.

This aesthetic of repetition creates a
recursive  hauntological trap. It visually
represents the eternal return: a world where
spatial progress is an illusion, and the characters
are doomed to navigate the same discarded
scenery forever. This recursive space suggests
that the landscape of the American periphery is
not merely abandoned but caught in a loop of its
own obsolescence. The characters are
functionally tethered to a past that refuses to stay
buried, forced to sprint past the same Victorian
furniture until the narrative logic demands a
resolution. It is a carousel of decay where the
horses have been replaced by plywood flats of
Gothic architecture, and the riders are denied the
luxury of departure.

The animation loops, far from being a
mere byproduct of mid-century technical
limitations, serve as the primary engine of this
suburban hauntology. Each repeated background
is a temporal glitch, a stutter in the fabric of the
American dream.

When Shaggy and Scooby-Doo sprint
past the same blue vase for the fourteenth time
in a single chase, the viewer confronts a
landscape that has lost the ability to generate
new meaning. It is a world where the horizon is
a closed circle, and middle-class architecture is
revealed as a hollow, infinite corridor. This
visual stasis suggests that the promise of upward
mobility and geographic expansion has given
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way to a crushing, rhythmic stagnation. The
suburban uncanny is not found in the arrival of
the new, but in the relentless, inescapable return
of the familiar. Each loop is a hauntological trap,
trapping subjects in perpetual transit to nowhere
and confirming that, in this universe, no outside
exists to the industrial-animated complex.

In the seminal, debut episode What a
Night for a Knight, we witness an interrogation
of historical commodification. The Black
Knight, emerging from the local museum to
claim his turf, literally embodies history
weaponised for petty gain. The museum, meant
to preserve culture, becomes a staging ground
for a prehistoric property dispute. The knight is
not a spirit but a curator exploiting the weight of
the past to mask a very contemporary theft. This
reduction of historical grandeur to a criminal
enterprise is a core tenet of the Scooby-Doo
experience. History is not a living force but a
costume to be donned by those seeking to protect
their financial interests. The knight's clanking
footsteps are the sounds of a society that has
become its own curator, locked in a cycle of
display and deception. The eventual unmasking
of Mr Wickles provides the necessary bathos,
stripping away the chivalric myth to reveal the
mundane greed underneath. It is a lesson in the
architecture of disappointment, where the secret
door leads not to transcendence but to a poorly
ventilated basement full of counterfeit artefacts.

Transitioning from the museum to the
seaside, 4 Clue for Scooby-Doo offers a
sophisticated study in maritime hauntology. The
Ghost of Captain Cutler, a figure of
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bioluminescent dread, serves as a glowing
reminder of the sailors lost to the deep. However,
the deep is revealed as a mere hiding place for a
stolen yacht. The use of a diver's suit as a spectral
disguise is particularly apt; it turns a technology
designed for survival into an instrument of
terror.

Cutler's ghost is a projection of guilt and
financial desperation, a figure that uses the
primal fear of the ocean to cover a simple
insurance scam. The bioluminescent tracks left
by the ghost are the aesthetic choices of a
criminal who understands that the public is more
willing to believe in a vengeful spirit than in
complex financial fraud. The resolution strips
away the glowing majesty to reveal a soggy,
desperate man hiding in a secret cove. This
episode highlights how we project our existential
anxieties onto the landscape, turning a rocky
shore into a site of supernatural vengeance to
mask the shallowest of motives.

The Spooky Space Kook episode shifts
the focus towards the future and the Cold War
anxieties of the era. The apparition here is not a
figure from the past but an alien from the stars,
yet its motives are as grounded as any real estate
developer's. The electronic cackle echoing
across an abandoned airfield is the sound of the
space age turning into a nightmare. The airfield
itself, once a symbol of mid-century mobility,
has become a ghost town. By haunting this site,
the Space Kook exploits the fear that the future
we were promised has arrived and it is hostile.
The reality is far more mundane: a local farmer
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wants to scare away his neighbours to purchase
their land at a discount.

This reveals the true nature of the
hauntological trap in this universe: the future is
only frightening because the present is so
greedy. The iconography of the UFO and the
glowing astronaut suit are merely the latest
masks for the same land-grabbing impulse. It
suggests that even our celestial aspirations are
eventually brought back to earth by the gravity
of property law and local zoning disputes.

In the episode 4 Gaggle of Galloping
Ghosts, the interrogation of cultural inheritance
reaches a fever pitch within the confines of
Franken Castle. Here, the entire European
Gothic tradition is imported and reassembled as
a roadside attraction on the American periphery.
The presence of Dracula, the Wolfiman, and the
Frankenstein monster in a single location is not
a celebration of horror but a liquidation of its
potency. These figures, once the vanguard of the
sublime, are reduced to the status of a
disgruntled caretaker's employees.

The castle itself, transported from
Transylvania, and reassembled, stone by stone
is the ultimate hauntological monument: a
building that is geographically displaced and
historically fraudulent. The unmasking of Big
Bob Oakley reveals that the terrifying weight of
Old World myth is easily co-opted by the
ambitions of a small-time con artist. It suggests
that history is a wardrobe of masks, and the
monsters we fear are merely the recycled
shadows of a past that has been packaged for
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consumption and subsequently discarded when
the land value shifts.

Similarly, Which Witch is Which? offers
a profound meditation on the hauntology of the
swamp. The marshland, traditionally a site of
primal, unformed dread, is occupied by a witch
and a zombie who are revealed to be nothing
more than two men in search of an armoured
car's sunken treasure. The swamp's natural
entropy is harnessed as a visual distraction for a
very organised, very material crime. This
episode underscores the recurring theme that the
most terrifying aspect of the Mystery Inc.
universe is the competency of the mundane. The
supernatural is used as a veil to cover the
mechanics of greed, suggesting that our
collective anxieties about the occult are merely
a shield for our refusal to recognise the banality
of corruption. The swamp is not haunted by
spirits of the dead, but by the living spectre of
financial opportunism. The rhythmic croaking
of the frogs and the bubbling of the mire are the
soundtrack to a society that would rather believe
in witchcraft than confront the reality of
systemic theft.

The structural integrity of these
investigations relies upon the distinct roles of
the Mystery Inc. gang as specific hauntological
agents. Velma Dinkley serves as the empiricist,
her systematic dismantling of myths providing
the intellectual foundation for the group's
scepticism. She is the anchor of the rational
world, the one who understands that every
spectral moan is merely a draught through a
hidden pipe. Fred Jones represents the architect
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of containment; his fascination with needlessly
complex traps reveals a psyche that can only
handle the unknown if it is firmly bolted to the
floor. He is the project manager of the uncanny,
seeking to put the ghost in a box. Daphne Blake
is the intuitive navigator, frequently finding the
secret passage by accident.

This is not a sign of incompetence but a
recognition that the architecture of hauntology
is designed to be tripped over. Shaggy and
Scooby-Doo offer a visceral response to the
uncanny through their perpetual hunger and
cowardice. Their digestive anxieties remind us
that even in the face of the spectral, the material
needs of the body remain paramount. They
represent the id of the operation, trying to eat
their way out of a nightmare, acknowledging
that a snack is a more reliable comfort than the
promise of a rational world.

The interaction between the gang and
these artificial environments further complicates
this hauntological reading. Velma's role as the
empiricist is often at odds with the recursive
nature of the space she inhabits. Her logic relies
on linear progression and cause-and-effect, yet
she is trapped in a landscape that literally repeats
itself. Her brilliance lies in her ability to find the
one unique clue within an infinite loop of
identical frames. Fred, the architect of
containment, tries to impose rigid, mechanical
order on a world that is fundamentally unstable.
His traps are masterpieces of over-engineering,
designed to catch a man in a mask, yet they
frequently catch the architect himself. This
suggests a psyche that is so obsessed with the
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mechanics of the trap that it forgets the nature of
the prey. Fred is the bureaucrat of the uncanny,
trying to file the ghost into a tidy box, unaware
that the box is part of the same haunted
infrastructure he seeks to tame.

Daphne's navigation of these spaces
through accident and intuition provides a
necessary counterpoint to her peers' rigid
methodologies. If the landscape is a
hauntological trap designed to confuse the
rational mind, then Daphne's frequent falls into
secret passages are the only legitimate way to
move forward. She bypasses the architecture's
logic by simply stumbling through it. Shaggy
and Scooby-Doo, meanwhile, exist in a state of
pure, unfiltered reaction. Their hunger is a
material anchor in a world of illusions.

In every abandoned kitchen and dusty
pantry, they search for  sustenance,
acknowledging that the body's survival is the
only truth in a landscape of lies. Their cowardice
is the most honest response to the hauntological
loop; they alone seem to realise that they are
trapped in a nightmare of repetition, and their
only desire is to consume enough to ignore the
clanking footsteps behind them. They are the id
of the operation, representing the visceral,
hungry reality that underlies all our sophisticated
attempts to unmask the supernatural.

While purists often dismiss the 2002
live-action film, a nuanced reading suggests it is
a necessary, meta-textual evolution of the
original legacy. By introducing genuine spectral
elements, the film forces a confrontation
between the 1969 series' cynical materialism
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and the real mysteries of the unknown. It does
not betray the original hauntology so much as it
evolves it, suggesting that the mask might
eventually become the face. The film's chaotic
digital effects and meta-commentary puncture
the hermetic seal of the original animation,
allowing a dialogue between the fraudulent
ghost and the possibility of the truly
transcendent. In this light, the film is a
sophisticated expansion of the Mystery Inc.
archive, bridging the gap between the man in the
latex mask and the genuine spirit of the age. It
acknowledges that after decades of unmasking,
eventually one must encounter something that
cannot be removed with a simple tug. This
evolution confirms that the Mystery Machine is
not merely a vehicle but a vessel capable of
navigating the changing currents of our
collective cultural trauma, moving from the
physically abandoned mansion to the ephemeral,
data-haunted landscape of the new millennium.
Expanding on the 2002 film, one must
appreciate its role as a grand, meta-textual
reconciliation. The transition from the hand-
drawn cells of the sixties to the saturated, chaotic
digital palette of the new millennium represents
a profound shift in the hauntological project. By
allowing the monsters to be real, the film finally
pays off the debt of fear that the original series
spent decades accruing. It recognises that the
cynical materialism of the past was only a
temporary shelter. The film suggests that the
world is no longer merely ghosted by men in
masks, but by the genuine, unclassifiable
anxieties of the digital age. This evolution is not
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a betrayal of the legacy but a necessary
reckoning with it.

The film forces the gang to confront the
fact that unmasking is no longer enough when
the masks themselves have developed a
consciousness. It is a sophisticated, arch
commentary on the end of innocence,
confirming that the Mystery Machine is now
navigating a landscape where the ghosts are no
longer estate agents, but the very ideas of
property, identity, and truth themselves.

One might also consider Scooby-Doo,
Where Are You? an astute prophecy for our
current era of billionaire antics. While the
villains of the Mystery Inc. universe used ghosts
to manipulate land values, our modern
equivalents are rather more brazen. They buy up
the past; historical icons, social platforms,
planetary real estate; not to preserve it, but to
curate a fear-based future that suits their bottom
line. It is a grimly familiar sight; the billionaire
who pretends to be a knight in shining armour is
almost always just another man in a rubber
mask, trying to sell us a version of the future
where they own the deed to everything.

Ultimately, the Scooby-Doo hauntology
describes a world where the past is never dead
and the future is always for sale. It is a rigorous,
if often ignored, study of the American
condition. Abandoned amusement parks and
forgotten mines are the skeletons of a civilisation
that built its dreams on exploiting the landscape,
then fled when the bills came due. The Mystery
Inc. gang are the janitors of this obsolescence,
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tasked with cleaning up the spectral mess left
behind by the architects of the suburban dream.

Their journey is a recursive cycle of
unmasking and disappointment, a reminder that
the most terrifying thing we will ever encounter
is the reflection of our own greed staring back at
us from behind a latex mask. It is a world of
shadows, where the only light is the faint,
flickering glow of an animation loop that refuses
to end.
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Also available from Amazon

Haunted When the Minutes Drag: Hauntology,
Agoraphobia and Arrested Time.

Glitch: Superheroes and the Undead Life of Myth
Love, Death and the Crucial Three ( A Novel)
And Others...

COMING SOON

Thresholds and Other Voids

The Architecture of Cosmic Indifference.
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