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Introduction

Who doesn’t like to get away once in a while? Just pack up the kids and spend the day racing all over an amusement park … or maybe slow things down a bit and while away an afternoon at a museum. It’s culture, right?

But even bright sunny vacation days can have shadows.

This book is about what hides in those shadows. The young man who died decades ago who still contemplates life in the library of his family’s ancestral mansion. The zookeeper, who returns to care for his beloved animals. The little girl who loved the roller coaster so much that she returns to ride it years after her death. All of these tales and more are waiting for you in this book.

Now, don’t think you’re going to read this book and then go to a zoo or an amusement park and see a bunch of ghosts wandering around. (Well, okay, if you already have that ability, maybe you will, I don’t know.) Amusement parks are places of joy and fun. Zoos are places we can go to experience the wonder of gazing at features of the natural world, a world that seems to drift farther away from us every year. Museums, sure, you’re more likely to feel the weight of history there, especially if you’re face-to-desiccated-face with the mummified body of a real live ancient Egyptian.

But ghosts don’t hang around these places to scare the living. Mostly, just like in any other haunting, they hang out there for their own reasons. These are places people go to have fun, usually on vacation. Amusement parks, especially, are designed to be places of just plain good times—and that generates a lot of emotional energy. That’s a big charge for a spirit.

So enjoy this peek behind the scenes at some favorite vacation spots. Wave at the polar bears playing in their pond at the zoo. Inhale the intoxicating scent of popcorn and funnel cakes at a park, and listen to the shrieks of people enjoying the rides. Swing by the museum gift shop and pick up a postcard as a reminder of your visit.

After all, we’re all just visiting.


Lost in Captivity: Haunted Zoos

Do animals have souls? That’s a discussion for a different book … but the stories in this section might make you want to ponder the question. The ghosts in these tales aren’t necessarily human, as you’ll see…

The Ghost Bear in the Tower

The Tower of London is crawling with ghosts. When William the Conqueror had the fortress built in the 1070s, it must have looked huge and forbidding to the residents of London who were now under William’s dominion. The new king of England wanted an unmistakable symbol of his royal power—and a way to keep that power. The Tower of London took about twenty years to build, and the massive castle has stood ever since as a symbol of the might of England’s kings and queens.

The Tower was not only symbolic, but was put into practical use. The Tower functioned as the financial heart of the country for centuries. Coins of the realm were struck at the Tower Mint from the reign of Edward I (1272-1307) to 1810. The Tower also holds the Crown Jewels.

England’s royalty used the tower to strike fear into the hearts of their enemies, and they weren’t at all shy about throwing rivals into the castle to await judgment and, possibly, execution. The human ghosts that roam the Tower and its grounds were put to death for treason, for being a threat to national security, or just to get them out of the way. (Even in the 20th century, during World War I, German spies were brought to the Tower and shot.)

Still, the tower wasn’t just a place of gloom and ghostly wanderings. For quite a while, it was simply the royal residence. Kings and queens of the medieval period lived in luxurious apartments at the Tower, and worshipped in the Chapel Royal. One opulent palace (that no longer stands) was the place where Henry VIII honored his new bride, Anne Boleyn, in 1533, with a sumptuous feast the night before their wedding. (Anne would be back at the Tower in three years in the same royal suite of rooms awaiting her execution for adultery and treason.)

Another luxury enjoyed by royalty at the Tower of London was a menagerie of exotic animals. King John (1166-1216, began ruling in 1199) started keeping wild animals in 1210. Among the first animals to arrive were lions, and in 1235, three leopards—a gift from the Holy Roman Emperor Frederick II to Henry III. In 1252, King Haakon I of Norway presented Henry with a polar bear. The polar bear was a great novelty, and would hunt for salmon in the Thames, frolicking in the water while securely tethered with an iron chain to a post on the shore. This was suggested as a matter of economy. For a year after his arrival, the bear was fed for 20 pence a day, provided by the city of London. Then someone realized that hey, the river was fully stocked with fish, and they were free.

A few years later, another living present arrived: an African elephant sent by Louis IX of France. (The elephant died in 1258. It could have perished from England’s chilly, damp climate … or it could have been due to the red wine it was given. Who can tell?)

The menagerie expanded further in 1288, when Edward I added another lion and a lynx. Edward I built a barbican inside the fortress in 1277, which was later named the Lion Tower. (Guess what they kept there?) He also appointed the first official Keeper of the Animals. Edward III contributed two more lions, a leopard, and two wild cats. Other kings added more critters: jackals, even more big cats, hyenas, and an old brown bear called Max, in honor of Emperor Maximilian who had given the bear to Henry VIII. A tragedy befell the tower in 1436 during the reign of Henry VI, when all the lions died. The keeper, William Kerby, was sacked.

By the 1500s the Lion Tower and the area around it had become known as the Menagerie. Between 1604 and 1606 the Menagerie was remodeled to include an exercise yard for the animals, and a platform so royals could look down and watch lion baiting. And there were plenty of lions to keep folks entertained—six of them in 1657, with the pride growing to eleven by 1708.

Not just anyone could go and visit the zoo. It was a big deal to get an invite to tour it. That’s why, in 1698, several people were incredibly jazzed to get a letter, stamped with the royal seal and everything, inviting them to the zoo’s annual Washing of the Lions on April 1st. That’s right, the lions would, on that day, be paraded out of their cages with great pomp and celebration, and would be washed in the moat. The recipients of the gilt-edged invitation were super excited—who else could boast about having seen the Washing of the Lions? But when they showed up, guards turned them away. Apparently, none of the people suckered in by the announcement looked at a calendar. As it turns out, this was the oldest recorded April Fools’ Day prank. The letters looked legit, but it was all an elaborate hoax. People (usually tourists) were still getting punked by this announcement as late as 1857.

In the 18th century, the Menagerie was opened to the public. Admission was three half-pence. (If you didn’t have the coin, you could get in for the low low price of bringing in a cat or dog to be fed to the lions.) Admission increased to nine pence by the end of the century.

An 1800 inventory of the Menagerie listed a tiger, a hyena, a large baboon and other various monkeys, leopards, wolves, and “other animals.” One of the main attractions during this period was Old Martin, a large grizzly bear given to George III by the Hudson’s Bay Company in 1811. By 1822, though, only Old Martin remained, kept company by an elephant and some birds.

But in 1828, the collection came under the care of keeper Alfred Cops, who set about actively acquiring animals. Unfortunately, his efforts were cut short. After the death of George III in 1830, the Duke of Wellington ordered the Menagerie closed. In 1831, most of the stock was moved to the London Zoo, which had opened on April 27th, 1828. The Menagerie was dismantled in 1834, but luckily for Cops, the “Keeper of the Royal Menagerie” was entitled to use the Lion Tower as a home for life. Cops lived in the Tower until his death in 1853.

The Lion Tower, right next to the house where Cops lived, was demolished the year before he died, but there is at least one of the Menagerie’s inhabitants that has stayed behind. In October 1816, a sentry in the archway of Martin Tower watched in petrified horror as a mist poured through a narrow gap between a closed door and the sill. The mist coalesced into the shaggy shape of a massive bear, which raised itself to its full height and stared at the guard.

Now, Old Martin was already in residence at the Menagerie, having arrived in 1811 from the New World. (He would be moved to the animal collection in Regent’s Park in 1831, and would live there until 1838, the start of Queen Victoria’s reign.) So the guard, disbelieving his eyes, fell back on the assumption that the apparition in front of him was a real bear. Acting on instinct, he lunged at the predator with his bayonet—but the point of the steel went straight through the furry body and stuck in the wooden door behind it. The bear vanished, and the guard fell in a dead faint. He came around just long enough to stammer out the tale of what he’d seen. Then he passed out again from shock. He died a few days later.

PLUTO and Phantoms

The Isle of Wight has been called the most haunted island in the world, and pound for pound, it’s probably true. It lies at the intersection of ley lines that run through several sources of supernatural energy, including Stonehenge. This creates a very strong electromagnetic field, which leads to many paranormal occurrences.

The island has ghosts just wandering the streets at times. It’s got the ruins of Knighton Gorges, a manor house that was destroyed by its owner in a fit of pique in 1821. A phantom coach and its horses show up on the grounds, stone gargoyles mysteriously reappear on the bare tops of the gate posts, and people hear the sounds of merrymaking from bygone eras. The whole manor house itself manifests every year on New Year’s Eve, drawing crowds of people who come to watch the phenomenon.

But we’re here for the fort.

Sandown Fort was built on the island shore by Lord Palmerston to counter any French invasion (which was an issue at the time). Construction on the fort began in April 1861. By the time the fort was finished three years later, it boasted an armory of 28 cannons mounted on gun emplacements. Eighteen of them were on pivot mounts in the wall, with another ten mounted on the top of the inner wall. The barracks provided quarters for the sixty men and four officers assigned to duty there.

It was one of these soldiers who provides us with the fort’s ghost story. During a training exercise in 1888, a young soldier was manning one of the fort’s 18-ton guns when it rolled backwards, pinning him. The pressure of the enormous cannon cut the young man in half. The unfortunate soldier’s ghost has been sighted at the old gun emplacement where he died.

(The fort had suffered tragedy earlier, too. Years previously, at Sandown Barracks, a master gunner went insane, shot his wife and child, then cut his own throat.)

Getting back to the fort’s history, it saw service as late as World War II. During the war, fuel was pumped through 70 miles of underwater pipes, laid on the seabed. The fuel went from Sandown Fort to Cherbourg, France. (They’d patched things up with the French by then.) The vital secret resupply operation was codenamed PLUTO, for “PipeLine Under The Ocean.” (Most adorable code name EVER.)

The fort was sold in 1960, and here’s why it’s included in this book: it was turned into a small zoo. Jack Corney took over the zoo’s operations in 1976, and it’s been the family business ever since. The Isle of Wight Zoo, also known as Wildheart Animal Sanctuary, specializes in big cats and lemurs. It’s technically a zoo, but while wearing its animal sanctuary hat, it provides refuge and a forever home for tigers, lions, servals, and other animals that have been rescued from circuses or animal abuse or hoarding situations across Europe. It also runs a highly successful breeding program aimed at conserving the big cats that are facing endangerment in the wild.

It’s mostly the zookeepers and other zoo staff that see the poor soldier who was killed so gruesomely in 1888, and who still wanders the walls of the former fort. The staff also says that “something” fiddles with the electric lights in the old tunnels.

Animal ghosts roam the grounds, too. A phantom elephant still trumpets faintly near where the elephant cages once were. Even in broad daylight, zoo guests have reported seeing the transparent shapes of cougars, zebras, and other past zoo denizens floating in and out of the bushes.

The Phantom Lioness

In 1872, the city of Cincinnati, Ohio, had a big problem—or rather, a whole lot of little problems.

It was being overrun by caterpillars.

The voracious insects munched on every bit of green stuff they could get their little mandibles on, denuding the trees as thoroughly as an Ohio winter. People wrote in to the newspaper’s editorial page, demanding a solution to the problem.

Fortunately, someone was already working on it. Andrew Erkenbrecher was a wealthy businessman—he’d built a starch factory, and it made him boatloads of money. Andrew was a German immigrant who made good, and now he wanted to give back to his adopted home. Along with several other Cincinnati residents, Andrew organized the Society for the Acclimatization of Birds. The Society brought around a thousand birds from Europe in 1872. The theory went like this: if we bring in a bunch of different birds, they’ll eat all the caterpillars, and the problem will be solved.

The bold plan worked, and resulted, happily, in a zoo. The Society imported nightingales, English larks, goldfinches, German finches, robins, starlings, linnets, and bobolinks in the fall of 1872. The birds were housed in nearby Burnet Woods over the winter, and released in May 1873. The birds did exactly what birds do—they feasted on the bugs, and soon the caterpillar problem was an unpleasant memory.

So, when the bugs are gone, what do you do with the “exotic” birds? Well, in the same year, 1873, the Society for the Acclimatization of Birds switched their focus a bit, renamed itself the Zoological Society of Cincinnati, and started planning a zoo.

The Cincinnati Zoological Garden opened its doors two years later. It was only the second zoo in America—the Philadelphia Zoo had opened just fourteen months before this. The Cincinnati Zoo wasn’t super huge when it first opened. It had only 769 animals, and half of them were birds. (Hey, you gotta start somewhere. And they did have a lot of birds not working too hard.)

The list of animals on display was, admittedly, a bit thin: two grizzly bears, two elk, three deer, eight monkeys, a buffalo, a hyena, a tiger, a circus elephant, six raccoons, an alligator, and over 400 birds. They did have a talking crow, which is cool. Possibly even cooler than that, though, was that the zoo was also home to the last known survivors of two bird species. Martha the passenger pigeon and Incas the Carolina parakeet both lived out their days in captivity at the Cincinnati Zoo.

The zoo did their best to bring visitors through the gates. That included putting exotic people on display too. In 1896, the zoo invited one hundred members of the Sioux tribe to establish a village on the grounds. The Sioux lived at the zoo for three months.

Nowadays, the zoo has no Native Americans in residence, but they do have a much wider variety of animal species. The Cincinnati Zoo and Botanical Garden routinely ranks among the top five zoos in the United States, for its interactive exhibits (visitors can feed giraffes, penguins, or sloths, give an elephant a bath, or hang out with one of the zoo’s most famous residents, Fiona the Hippo), its butterfly garden, its free admission for healthcare workers (to coincide with both World Health Day and peak tulip bloom season), and its reputation as the Greenest Zoo in America (including a stormwater retention tank underneath the zoo that has, so far, saved two billion gallons of water). It’s also known as the “world’s sexiest zoo”, because more than 50 percent of all the lowland gorillas, white Bengal tigers, and black rhinos currently in captivity were born at the Cincinnati Zoo and Botanical Garden. Just … just let that figure sink in for a moment.

In addition to all of this glorious zoo activity, the Cincinnati Zoo is also home to a ghostly lioness. There are many stories of people’s encounters with her, and they are all intriguingly similar. If you find yourself walking alone, you may feel a creepy sense of being watched. This isn’t your garden-variety “eyes on me” feeling either: this is a primal, bone-deep realization that you. Are. Prey. You’ll hear the slow, heavy footfalls of a big cat—a very big cat—following closely behind you. You’ll speed up, thinking to outpace your pursuer. But then you’ll hear that the slow, stately padding has also gotten faster, to match your pace. You’ll hear a deep, low, coughing growl from behind you. You won’t be able to help it—the prey instinct will override your civilized mind, and you’ll bolt for your life. Gasping panicked breaths, anticipating the tear of claws and the bite of teeth and the hot moist carrion breath of a big cat, you’ll steal a quick glance behind you, and you’ll see … nothing. Nothing at all.

But if you are really lucky (or unlucky, depending on how you look at it), you may see two eyes, flashing emerald in the dusk, glaring at the human intruder into her domain. Some witnesses have seen these savage eyes deep in the foliage of the botanical gardens, or at the end of dark hallways in the zoo’s buildings.

The phantom lioness can be experienced at any time of the day or night, but the key part of the experience is that the witness must be alone—not always easy to do in a crowded, popular zoo in the middle of the day. For this reason, if you are truly after a ghost lioness sighting, it’s best to wait until dark.

The lioness is a regal presence, and many cultures hold her in the highest regard. Ancient Egypt, of course, has the dual-natured goddess Sekhmet, the Avenger of Amun. This lion-headed deity began her divine career as a fearsome figure. Amun, the king of the gods, saw how wicked mankind had become, and sent Sekhmet out to slaughter a few humans, to put the fear of the gods into them. But Sekhmet took things way too far, attacking humans with abandon, leaving a bloody trail of destruction in her wake. Amun quickly realized that if all the humans were wiped out, there would be no one left to worship the gods. So to save humanity, he pranked Sekhmet—hard. Banking on Sekhmet’s bloodlust, he poured out a lake of thousands of gallons of beer, and dyed it red. Sekhmet came across the lake, and thought it was a lake of blood. She slurped up all the beer, then passed out. When she woke up, deathly hungover, she changed her ways, and became a benevolent, protective goddess.

I’m not saying that the Cincinnati Zoo’s lioness is an avatar of Sekhmet. But the Egyptians, and other cultures too, regarded lionesses as protectors as well as fierce hunters. Perhaps this spirit of a long-ago “queen” of the animal kingdom is still pacing the grounds of the zoo, still standing guard over her subjects, long after her death.

America’s First Zoo, and Its Ghosts

You’ll recall, several pages ago, that I told you that the Cincinnati Zoo was the second zoo to open in the United States. The first one was the Philadelphia Zoo. And guess what? It’s haunted too.

Americans have always been keen on the exotic. Settlers, eager for some entertainment in their lives, happily forked over hard-earned money to gawk at real live captive lions and elephants when they made their infrequent appearances at museums or general stores.

Philadelphia was also the home of America’s first circus. Rickett’s Circus opened in 1793 at 12th and Market Street. The circus featured such acts as trick horseback riding expositions and performing dogs. These acts were immensely popular—George Washington even enjoyed a good circus act—but zoos as we know them didn’t exist yet. And P.T. Barnum’s circus elephants wouldn’t appear in any of the three rings until 1882 (he bought the famous Jumbo from the London Zoo). People were hungry to see exotic animals in the flesh.

The London Zoo opened to the public in 1847, and soon, Americans were jonesing for a permanent place to get their exotic animal fix. On March 21, 1859, the charter establishing the Zoological Society of Philadelphia was approved and signed by the Pennsylvania state legislature. William Carmac, a Philadelphia doctor, acquired fifty acres in Fairmount Park for the zoo. However, the zoo didn’t become a reality until fifteen years later—the Civil War put the project on hold.

America’s first zoo opened its doors on July 1, 1874. Over 3,000 people poured through the gates on opening day, eager to enjoy the attractions for the 25-cent admission fee. (That was for adults. Kids got in for a dime.)

Interestingly, early exhibits were housed in buildings that already stood on the grounds. The land chosen for the zoo had once belonged to William Penn’s grandson, John Penn. He had built a summer home in 1785 and named it the Solitude. This mansion, nearly ninety years later, became the habitat for reptiles and small mammals.

The Philadelphia Zoo was designed as a Victorian showplace, and the beautiful Victorian-era gates still welcome visitors today. A carriage house was located near the entrance, to provide shelter for the horses that had transported visitors to the zoo.

In 1901, the zoo established Penrose Research Laboratory. This lab and veterinary hospital was dedicated to research that improved the lives of the animals housed at the zoo. The lab performed necropsies on every zoo animal that died. The information gathered contributed to reduced disease, better health, and increased longevity of the animals under the zoo’s care. This care and attention to animal welfare continues today. On December 29, 2016, Zenda, the oldest African lion in captivity in the US, had to be put down due to health issues. Zenda was 25 years old. Coldilocks, a 37-year-old polar bear, was euthanized on February 20, 2018, again due to failing health. The average age for a polar bear in the wild is 23 years.

But it is not these animals that haunt the zoo. The Philadelphia Zoo is haunted by spooks of the human variety. In fact, Ghost Hunters investigated the zoo in 2010. Zoo employees had been experiencing brushes with the paranormal for years, but had always kept things on the down low. Jody McNeil Lewis, a member of the zoo board, reached out to TAPS for an investigation. After that, employees shared their stories.

John Penn’s summer home, now fittingly known as the John Penn House, is one of the haunted buildings on the zoo grounds. A woman in a long dress is seen standing at the top of the stairs, or sometimes coming down the staircase. The attic light will also turn on and off, even when the building is empty.

Jody Lewis herself has had an experience in the basement of the John Penn House. A tunnel under the house that used to connect the house to an outdoor kitchen is now used for storage. Jody was in the basement with her daughters when she saw a misty white figure out of the corner of her eye. When she turned to get a better look, the figure dissolved. Disembodied voices and footsteps are also heard throughout the Penn House. One zoo employee even had her hair pulled.

The Penrose Building, the former laboratory, is also haunted. Primate keeper Desiree Haneman was walking toward the building one night when she happened to look up at a second-floor window. There, standing in what was once the library, was a woman with long blonde hair. Desiree looked a bit closer. At 10 pm, it was much too late for any members of the public to still be wandering the zoo buildings. And Desiree didn’t recognize the woman as a fellow employee.

As Desiree watched, the woman suddenly began to glow with an eerie white light. She made eye contact with the startled Desiree, then slowly backed away from the window. Desiree, thoroughly freaked out, made a hasty exit herself.

Another employee, Chief Operation Officer Andy Baker, noticed the lights in the Penrose Building turn off, and figured that someone was about to leave the building. But when no one came out, Andy went in … and discovered that the building was empty.

In 1877, the Treehouse, across the park from the Penn House, was the antelope building. Now, it’s home to—well, some invisible someone. People report hearing footsteps, and the uneasy feeling of being watched. Some people have even seen an apparition walking in the building, but again, no one knows who this might be.

Near the beautiful Victorian gatehouse at the entrance to the zoo is the Shelly Building, which is the administration facility. There is activity here too: an employee saw a face peering out from behind a curtain at one of the windows. Doors open and close on their own in the building, a phenomenon that the TAPS team documented during their investigation. Jason Hawes and Grant Wilson both heard a metal door open and close … when no one else was in the building.

Other areas of the zoo seem to have activity too. People have reported hearing disembodied voices and experiencing intense, unexplainable chills on the zoo grounds. Local legend says that the zoo was built on a Native American burial ground. Archaeology says that the Lenape tribe inhabited several villages in the area, settling along the Schuykill River. But whether the activity is related to offended Native American spirits is very much open to debate. No one has ever reported seeing the spirit of any Native American at the zoo. However, there seems to be plenty of activity there, even without stirring a burial ground into the mix.

“Blackie”

In 2001, Kim Dixon was a zoology student volunteering at the National Zoological Park. The National Zoo is part of the Smithsonian, and was founded by William Hornaday, chief taxidermist at the Smithsonian from 1882 to 1887. On a trip out west in 1886, Hornaday was shocked and dismayed at the near extinction of the American bison. He made it his mission to save the bison and other endangered species from disappearing completely. The North American species he gathered and brought to Washington DC were first housed on the National Mall, and in 1889 President Grover Cleveland signed an act of Congress creating the National Zoological Park.

On this evening, Kim had taken a midnight shift at the Elephant House. An elephant calf, Kandula, had just arrived in the world, and it was Kim’s job to watch the newborn for hours at a time and take notes on his behavior. As she watched the baby, she saw a man leaning against the bars of the elephants’ enclosure. The man turned, perhaps noticing Kim, and looked at her for a moment. No big deal—until she looked down at her notes, then looked up again to see that the man had vanished. Completely weirded out, Kim locked herself in an office and called security.

Kim was too rattled to finish her shift that night, but in hindsight and the clear light of day, she felt that the apparition meant no harm. Pamela Henson, historian at the Smithsonian, has a theory as to the identity of the ghost Kim saw that night. Her guess is that it might be William Blackburne, known affectionately as Blackie.

Blackie was the first head keeper at the National Zoo. He was appointed in 1892, and worked there until his retirement in 1943 at the age of 87. During his 52 years of employment, he never once took a day off, either for illness or vacation. (I guess when you work at a zoo, and you love it, every day is a vacation!) Before joining the zoo staff, he’d spent twelve years as an animal keeper for the Barnum and Bailey Circus. Blackie was very proud of his zoo, and when two elephants were donated to the zoo by the Adams Forepaugh Circus, he personally led Gold Dust and Dunk from the circus grounds through the streets of Washington to their new home.

Blackie was always eager to welcome a new acquisition. For years, it had been his dream to have giraffes at the National Zoo. In 1926, his wish came true, and he was able to oversee the delivery of two giraffes. As the creatures were being unloaded, one of them lashed out fretfully and kicked the head keeper. Blackie, taking the lump in stride, simply said that it was a pleasure to be kicked by a giraffe in his own zoo. The joy of welcoming the giraffes to the zoo far outweighed the pain of any bruises he collected while doing so.

Yet again, history gives us a clue to the possible identity of a spirit. “He walked the first set of elephants up into the Zoo when it opened,” Henson said. It only makes sense that Blackie would want to welcome baby Kandula to his zoo.

Brookfield Zoo

Let’s pretend for a bit, shall we?

Say you’re a fabulously wealthy heiress in the Roaring Twenties. How wealthy, you ask? Well, your maiden name is Rockefeller, if that gives your imagination a starting place. What do you spend all your millions of simoleons on?

If you are Edith Rockefeller McCormick, you order yourself a zoo.

Edith McCormick was the daughter of John D. Rockefeller, co-founder of Standard Oil, and was said to be the richest woman in the US in the 1920s. In addition to coming from money, she married into it too: her husband was Harold Fowler McCormick, whose father Cyrus invented the McCormick reaper and helped found International Harvester Company in 1902. Edith was quite the character; when you’re rolling in dough, you’re allowed to be a bit eccentric. For example, she believed she was the reincarnation of Akhesen-paaten, the child bride of Tutankhamen. (I like her already.)

Edith’s belief in reincarnation and philosophy and other esoteric subjects actually led to the founding of Brookfield Zoo. (She was also a charter member of the Art Institute of Chicago.) In 1913, she went to Zurich to be treated for depression by none other than Carl Jung. She figured she’d stay for a few months, but the trip turned into a visit lasting eight years.

During the trip, Edith became entranced with “barless zoos”. This is worth an interesting little side trip; I promise it won’t take eight years. In 1863, a guy named Carl Hagenbeck Sr. began collecting animals as a hobby. (This isn’t quite as weird as it sounds. He was a fishmonger, and he started collecting exotic animals that came through the port in Hamburg, Germany.) By the 1870s, his animal trade had outstripped his fish shop business, and Hagenbeck had gotten a reputation as one of the most prominent animal traders in Europe.

By 1874, his son, Carl Hagenbeck Jr., had gotten into the family business, and started to travel the world collecting animals. (In an unsavory and super politically incorrect twist, he also collected people. I’m not kidding. He put together “human zoos”, with displays of Samoan life and the culture of the Sami people, the reindeer herders of Lapland. Plus, you know, actual Samoans and Sami.)

In 1874, Hagenbeck Jr. started a zoo in Hamburg, Germany, called the Hamburg Tierpark, the better to display his increasing collections. (He grew his human collections too, eventually touring his displays of Nubians and “Esquimaux” (Inuit). They, too, were installed in dioramas in the Hamburg Tierpark.) He started an actual zoo in 1907, when human displays mercifully went out of fashion. This was called the Tierpark Hagenbeck, and it still exists today. This is one of the zoos that Edith would have visited.

So what does this have to do with Brookfield Zoo? Absolutely everything … and even more. (I’ll get to that later, I promise. And it will be exquisitely worth the wait.) See, Hagenbeck Jr. used a very cool visual sleight of hand in his zoo—he actually patented the design in 1896, that’s how awesome it was. His first display was called “Northern Panorama”, and it worked like this: in the foreground, seals swam and walruses galumphed in a pool. Beyond the pool, where zoo visitors couldn’t see, there was a moat. Beyond the moat were reindeer, then another hidden moat. Beyond the second moat were polar bears. So when zoo visitors looked at the panorama, it looked like all the animals were sharing the same landscape.

Edith thought (and rightly so!) that this was way past cool. When she returned to the States in 1921, she donated 83 acres of land, a wedding gift from her father, to the Forest Preserve District of Cook County in Illinois, near Chicago. She wanted America to have a barless zoo of our own—a big modern zoo where the animals could roam in their natural habitats. The Forest Preserve thought this was a pretty neat idea, so they added another 98 acres for what would become known as the Chicago Zoological Garden. (Some critics cynically snarked that Edith’s generous gift was to make up for the fact that she owed the IRS $20,500 in back taxes on the land. Haters gonna hate, but it did result in the founding of Brookfield Zoo.)

The Forest Preserve District worked on the zoo design with Heinrich and Lorenz Hagenbeck, sons of Carl Jr. (Is
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