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			This book is dedicated to everyone I’ve met over the last decade who thought the topic was as fascinating as I do. Wow, are you ever messed up.

			No book is an island. This one could not have been built without the talents of journalist, essayist, scuba diver, pirate-treasure hunter, and tattooed cat-hoarder Cynthya Porter, whose contribution could be likened to offering life vests on the Titanic. Her prose is sharp enough to shave with, smooth enough to give Teflon a run for its money, and as hard to resist as cookie dough. But not the kind you get E. coli from. 

			Now for some obligatory sucking up. I need to thank Travis Stanton, Randy Acker, Lee Knight, and the crew of Exhibitor magazine for giving me time, leeway, encouragement, and a paycheck. And Travis, thanks for the Chinese fortune cookie years ago that set all of this into motion. 

			Last, to my agent Malaga Baldi, whose patience and kindness with her writers are exceeded only by her belief in them.
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			Introduction

			Every time you chew a stick of Juicy Fruit, eat a hamburger, slip on a nylon, plug your phone into a wall socket, flick on a TV, withdraw money from an ATM, lick an ice-cream cone, switch on a computer, ride an escalator, play a DVR, watch a movie about dinosaurs, or pop a tranquilizer, you’re doing something that originated or was popularized at a trade fair or world’s fair. 

			In fact, each new technology and every novel product that rocked America and rolled the world, from the Colt revolver and the Corvette to fax machines and flush toilets, started at trade fairs, a $100 billion industry that includes world expos, trade shows, and state fairs. 

			To many, they’re as invisible as the oxygen in the air around us. But like an atmosphere, they surround and fill and permeate everything you know without you knowing it. More than just promoting material things, however, trade fairs evangelized every social movement and cultural concept, too, including Manifest Destiny, the closing of the frontier, Nazism, Fascism, eugenics, female suffrage, nudism, temperance, and technocracy. For every product and each dogma that blasted into mass popularity, its launch pad was a trade fair.

			For hundreds of years, trade shows were as boring as the livestock, cloth, or herring they displayed on a rickety table or a reeking donkey cart. One of the earliest—if not the earliest—recorded mentions of trade shows is in the King James version of the Bible, specifically Ezekiel 27:27, which dates back to around the sixth century BCE (“Thy riches and thy fairs, thy merchandise . . .”). Archaeological traces go back just as long: King Herod constructed a 3,200-square-foot exhibit hall near Jerusalem.

			Things perked up in the twelfth century when the Crusades, needing infusions of money, tapped newly created town governments to fund their furious expeditions to the Holy Land. The Crusades’ ROI of silks, spices, and other goods fueled an increasing demand for these products, which businessmen in the fledgling governments supplied by setting up local marketplaces. With guarantees of safe passage from cooperating—and sometimes even warring—royalty, these medieval merchants traveled along a trajectory of French cities that included Provins, Lagny, and Troyes to show their wares in the marketplaces at outdoor fairs. 

			This fair system rapidly expanded to Ireland (at the Donnybrook Fair, exhibitors and attendees brawled so fiercely that the show became a byword for a fest of flying fists), Belgium, Italy, Switzerland, and Germany, where the shows convened, usually annually, near churches, and often on religious occasions, which guaranteed a ready-made audience. There the shows absorbed the Teutonic words for “fair” which comes from the Latin word “feria,” meaning a religious festival, and “messe,” which refers to the Latin term “Missa,” for religious services (which the Germans still use to name their trade shows). At these messe, merchants swapped or sold goods and even hired out servants. Fairs often specialized in one particular type of merchandise such as cloth, horses, or cattle, much as the International Consumer Electronics Show (CES) focuses on electronics and the Kitchen & Bath Industry Show emphasizes homeware, centuries later. 

			It was a model that worked until it didn’t. By the nineteenth century, industrialization had created an ever-expanding circle of markets whose material wants demanded satisfaction. It also saw the rise of B2B—businessmen began trekking to trade fairs not just to sell to consumers but also to offer samples to other businessmen, who came from faraway markets not by horse but by continent-traveling train and ocean-crossing ships. Show sponsorship passed from civil authorities to private ventures. The ability to mass-produce products put more emphasis on exhibiting “new and improved” goods, which in turn forced exhibitors to find new ways of displaying and demonstrating those very goods. To draw more customers, the shows attracted more exhibitors, who needed more time to hawk more products . . . to draw more customers. 

			The old system passed into history in 1851 at the Great Exhibition of the Works of Industry of All Nations that ran in London from May to October. The first of the world’s fairs, it was conceived by Queen Victoria’s husband, Prince Albert, and its crown jewel was the Crystal Palace. Designed by Sir Joseph Paxton, the glass-and-iron exhibit hall ran over a third of a mile long and stretched more than one-and-a-third football fields wide, with a ceiling two-and-a-half times as high as the one in Chicago’s McCormick Place convention center. From that moment on, world’s fairs became temporary fulcrums on which, for a few months at a time, the world teetered. Countries and cities alike used them as debutante parties to announce their arrival as superpowers or to vindicate their persistence as empires. For fairgoers, from London in 1851 to Shanghai in 2010, it was the political version of seeing the Beatles at Shea Stadium. Each of those expos was an alpha-male display of its host city’s cultural muscle and sponsoring country’s economic potency. Each offered a vision of the future that was always deeply seductive and sometimes dangerously skewed. In all cases, the backing city and sponsoring country became masters of all they surveyed. They sold the gateway drug of products and technologies—phonographs, elevators, movies, TVs, PCs, ad infinitum—that would quickly go from being exclusive to being commonplace. The world’s fairs became a master plan, a mega-blueprint followed by every subsequent world’s fair and trade show. 
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			It doesn’t take Sherlock Holmes—or even Inspector Clouseau—to deduce why countries and companies chose these fairs to debut new wares and novel ideas. The reason was simple math: Millions of attendees meant millions in sales or millions of followers. Before television and the Internet could introduce products to the masses in one fell swoop, trade fairs constituted the greatest concentration of consumers in one space at any one time. Indeed, the ten million attendees at Philadelphia’s International Exhibition of Arts, Manufactures, and Products of the Soil and Mine (aka Centennial International Exhibition) in 1876 represented almost 20 percent of the total population of the United States. 

			Additionally, the twenty-seven million who showed up for Chicago’s World’s Columbian Exposition in 1893 were the equivalent of about 43 percent of the country’s head count. At the 1939–1940 New York World’s Fair, forty-five million attended, equaling nearly 34 percent of the country’s residents. Expo ’67 in Montreal drew fifty million—2.5 times Canada’s entire population. Even in this century, with a slew of ADD-inducing diversions, entertainments, and brand experiences, fairs are still people magnets: Expo 2010 in Shanghai drew nearly seventy-five million visitors, and Expo 2015 in Milan attracted more than twenty million.

			Similarly, the 13,000-plus trade shows in North America account for more than 107 million attendees. If those shows’ visitors formed a country, they’d constitute the 12th-most-populated one in the world, larger than Germany, Turkey, or the Philippines. Quantity has its own quality, and the magnitude of audiences at fairs of all stripes means ideas and products can reach tipping points that would straighten Malcolm Gladwell’s hair: The perennial children’s favorite, Barbie; the everyday staple, Miracle Whip; the pioneering tranquilizer, Miltown; the trailblazing sports car, Corvette; the first sugar substitute, Sucaryl; the groundbreaking Nintendo 64 video-game console. Saying these examples represent a fraction of a fraction of a fraction of the universe of fairs is like Marie Antoinette mentioning the guillotine stung a bit. All of this only captures a sliver of the whole mosaic of fairs and trade shows, past and present, that I have seen writing for Exhibitor magazine—a mosaic that can make the glitziest Las Vegas spectacle look like an Amish barn-raising. 

			Take Zebracon, for example. Named for the call sign of Starsky and Hutch’s police car, not the striped ungulate, this show drew in people who wrote “slash” fiction, which imagines romantic pairings between famous duos in popular culture, such as the two cops, or Kirk and Spock of Star Trek fame. With a higher hemoglobin count than an episode of Dexter, the International Association of Bloodstain Pattern Analysts Conference brings together the world’s leading experts in “CSI”-type science who learn how to solve crimes through the splatter left behind. If money makes the world go ’round, it was spinning like a wind turbine at the Moscow Millionaire Fair, where attendees buy car wheels glittered with Swarovski crystals, cell phones dressed up in diamonds and gold, and mattress sets made of silk, cashmere, and gold thread. With more latex than a surgical-glove factory, the annual Fetish Con for alternative passions has featured exhibitors such as Canes4Pain.com, and educational sessions that included Pony Play Fun & Games. At BodyHacking Con, “You are not an inkjet printer” was the title of a keynote address, and its fashion show opened with an interpretive dance by a cyborg who senses earthquakes through an implant in her arm. The highlight of one of the China Reproductive Health New Technologies & Products Expos was a fashion show, where models sashayed through clouds of floating soap bubbles clad in wedding gowns, bikinis, hats, and evening wear, all made entirely of prophylactics.

			For every niche imaginable, from fishing to finance, drones to data, mining to museums, insurance to the Internet, there is a trade show that fills it. And the shows’ names are often bacon bits in the salad bowl of marketing: PAINWeek . . . World Championships of Hairdressing . . . Mock Prison Riot . . . Paris Cookbook Fair . . . International Clown Convention . . . Dude Ranchers Association Convention . . . Rubber Doll World . . . National Single Cougars Convention . . . Gaylaxicon . . . Wrath of Con . . . TarotCon … Society of Professional Obituary Writers Convention.

			The stories I tell here are just a few carets on a diamond the size of the Crystal Palace. 

			They are part of a vast prism of exhibitions through which passes the light of every belief, idea, product, and service that has touched people in the last 175 years. If you want to know where the future goes to be seen, look here.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			The Lovely Bones

			Dinosaurs existed in a long arc from 230 million to 65 million years ago, but they weren’t truly born until the 1851 Great Exhibition of the Works of Industry of All Nations in London. 

			With their tempers of hot steam, and teeth and claws that Death could sharpen its scythe on, dinosaurs were buried deep under the Earth they once subjugated. They lay submerged and forgotten, as epoch piled upon epoch, misunderstood by the occasional Greek peasant or Plains Indian disinterring them as the Monster of Troy or the Thunder Bird.

			The “Blind Men and the Elephant” methodology to interpreting bones half as old as time changed forever in the 1820s when fossil hunter Mary Anning exhumed the first intact skeleton of a Plesiosaurus skeleton, and later the bones of a pterosaur which became known as Pterodactylus, the first specimen of its kind located outside Germany. At roughly the same time, in 1824, William Buckland gave the first scientific description of the world’s first dinosaur—the 30-foot-tall, 1.5-ton, meat-munching Megalosaurus—and in 1842 paleontologist and zoologist Richard Owen coined the term “dinosauria” (“terrible lizard”) to give the creatures a name like Adam did all the beasts in his Eden, specifically Megalosaurus, Iguanodon, and Hylaeosaurus, the only known dinos at the time. (Pterosaurs were related to dinosaurs but not technically ones themselves. The public, of course, cared little for taxonomic distinctions and saw only monstrosities the size of bears that could fly up, up, and away like hawks.) 

			But just as the alien reaches of outer space weren’t universally accessible until Chesley Bonestell painted the cosmos in colors and vistas that whirled around viewers’ minds like the plumes from an opium cigarette, the exotic reality of dinosaurs didn’t become tangible until geologist/paleontologist Henry de la Beche painted a watercolor depicting Mary Anning’s discoveries. There, in a humid patch of sea, land, and air sketched by de la Beche, a free-for-all of dinos fought and grazed and stomped. Now modern men and women could talk of monsters as perhaps their ancient ancestors spoke of Cyclops and Hydras. 

			The one creature that enraptured the Victorian mind the most was the pterosaur, for reasons best clarified in Reverend Charles Kingsley’s “The Water-Babies, A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby.” Writing the story in serial form from 1862 to 1863, then publishing the allegory of evolution as a compete book, Kingsley grasped how scientists had brought wonder from laboratories outfitted only with cold instruments. 

			“Did not learned men, too, hold, till within the last twenty-five years, that a flying dragon was an impossible monster? And do we not now know that there are hundreds of them found fossil up and down the world? People call them Pterodactyles: but that is only because they are ashamed to call them flying dragons, after denying so long that flying dragons could exist.”

			Flying dragons were nonetheless not the purview of Richard Owen. One of the judges and organizers of the 1851 exhibition, Owen also administered the fair’s zoological and botanical exhibitions. Helped by Benjamin Waterhouse Hawkins, a natural-history artist who had been appointed assistant superintendent for the fair, Owen helped create the first full-scale figures portraying dinosaurs. According to some accounts, a few models were originally crafted for the exhibition, but the saurians’ Jurassic Park moment had to wait until after the fair. Following the Great Exhibition’s close, the Crystal Palace was disassembled and a new enlarged version constructed South of London. Here, Owen and Hawkins would populate the new Palace with thirty-three dinosaur sculptures made of iron skeletons underneath a dermis of bricks and concrete.

			To celebrate the pristine new locale and their nineteenth-century version of de-extincting the dinosaurs, Owen and Hawkins hosted New Year’s Eve dinner in 1853 for twenty-one scientists, newspaper editors, and representatives of the Crystal Palace Company. Hawkins drew the invitations by hand, sketching a monstrous version of one of the primeval brutes, requesting the pleasure of the invitee’s attendance to “dine in the Mould of the Iguanodon.” 

			On the closing night of 1853, the guests supped inside a hollowed-out model of a monster 125 million years old with thumb spikes. While the Iguanodon had chomped on a diet of plants, the august visitors dined on dozens of dishes, including mock turtle soup, raised pigeon pie, mayonnaise de filets de sole, pheasants, and charlotte russe, washed down with sherry, madeira, port, moselle, and claret. 

			No doubt the esteemed guests toasted the near future of the distant past. The thirty-three statues (representing a fraction of the 700-plus named dinosaur species today) set off a dino-mania that has never gone out of style in 170 years. The Victorians’ passion for the paleontological dwarfed even their collateral obsession with another aspect of natural history, insects. (Beetles and butterflies exerted a mental tug on the era’s popular culture to such an extent that the great Shakespearean actress Ellen Terry wore a dress made of beetle wings when she played Lady Macbeth.) Charles Dickens invoked a Megalosaurus as a metaphor for London weather in 1852’s “Bleak House.” James De Mille’s 1888 “A Strange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder” posited a balmy world of primordial brutes. Frank Mackenzie Savile’s 1901 “Beyond the Great South Wall” invoked a brontosaurus with the “the neck of a boa-constrictor” revered as a god by contemporary Mayans. In 1910, Jules Lermina published “L’Effrayante Aventure,” where a veritable safari park of prehistoric creatures, including Triceratops and Iguanodon, long frozen underneath the streets of Paris, thaw out to become the most unusual flâneurs of all. These exploitations of a cultural trope achieved their apogee in 1912, with Arthur Conan Doyle’s “The Lost World” and its multiple film offshoots, reminding us, in notes both mesmerized and melancholy, of an era when giants truly held dominion over the earth, monsters who could conquer anything but even more monstrous rocks from outer space that hit with a billion times the power of the Hiroshima atom bomb.   
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					Courtesy of Michael Gilbert and “The Crystal Palace Dinosaurs”

				

			

			The Crystal Palace dinosaurs became a beloved national institution of sorts, and a few years ago received Grade I status, placing them on the same legal pedestal as the Houses of Parliament and Nelson’s Column. 
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			Over time the “terrible lizards” evolved into the benevolent face of the Sinclair Oil Corp. at the 1933–1934 Century of Progress International Exposition in Chicago. Dubiously asserting that the older the oil fields your gasoline comes from are, the better the fuel’s quality, the company dramatized its fuel’s ancient origins in Pennsylvania 250 million years ago with a robotic Tyrannosaurus rex, a Brontosaurus (now called the Apatosaurus), and others made of plaster spread over a steel skeleton, with cloth and rubber covering the joints between sections. Part of an ongoing promotion, the dinosaurs proved so popular that Sinclair sold rubber versions of them at its gas stations and trademarked the silhouette of a large arugula-green Brontosaurus, an image that became one of the world’s most iconic—and most beloved—corporate logos.

			Founded by Harry F. Sinclair in 1916, the company wheeled out NASCAR-like promotions in the 1920s: Motorcycle pioneer Floyd Clymer and 1920 Indianapolis 500 winner Gaston Chevrolet, to name a few, sported tailored white coveralls emblazoned with the Sinclair name. Their star power helped Sinclair’s sales surpass the billion gallon mark in 1926. But Clymer took a detour to Leavenworth federal penitentiary on mail fraud changes and Chevrolet died in a crash on the Los Angeles Speedway. Then, by 1930, the Depression helped evaporate the pre-tax price per gallon of gas to 16 cents, a profit-vaporizing drop of nearly 35 percent since 1918. That same year, Sinclair’s advertising copywriters, looking to rev up its sales, took a different tack to popularize its gas by using science, not celebrity. Noting the Mesozoic origins of its oil fields, the company began using a medley of the monsters from that era of geological and evolutionary tumult: red-in-tooth-and-claw T. rex, the harpoon-horned Triceratops, and the passive-vegan Brontosaurus, as well as the Stegosaurus, Protoceratops, and Trachodon. The creatures appeared on maps, oilcans, and other advertising ephemera with the pacific Brontosaurus quickly emerging as the public’s favorite. Nicknamed Dino, the lumbering lizard’s name became a stand-in term for Sinclair’s gas itself, much as Xerox and Google became de facto descriptions for their own generic functions.

			But the 1933 exhibit tipped the antediluvian brood from a current fad into a cultural phenomenon. Designed by Hollywood special-effects whiz, P.G. Alen, it became the Jurassic Park of its time, with the nonthreatening Dino as a kind of saurian Paul McCartney. Building on the exhibit’s momentum, Sinclair placed life-size models of Dino at several stations and, in 1935, also issued stamp books, where customers ultimately filled up 4 million albums with 48 million stamps. Its association with dinosaurs now hardwired into the public’s imagination, the company financed the expeditions of Dr. Barnum Brown, aka “Mr. Bones,” renowned as the greatest fossil hunter of the twentieth century. Named for P.T. Barnum, the flamboyant Brown discovered the first T. rex fossil in 1902. With Brown cutting an Indiana Jones–like swath across the world, Sinclair’s branded expeditions and its exhibit helped bring the leviathans from the primeval swamp into the classroom and the living room for an ongoing course in rex education. 

		


		
			Chapter 11

			Battered Woman

			Years before the advertising icon Aunt Jemima entered public consciousness as a purveyor of pancakes at Chicago’s 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition, she was a vague stock figure rooted in southern sensibility. In the 1852 abolitionist classic, “Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” Harriet Beecher Stowe described her Mammy figure Aunt Chloe as a “whole plump countenance beam[ing] with satisfaction and contentment from under a well-starched checkered turban.” With a BMI of a blimp, Mammy, the desexualized uber-Jemina, was a kindly—and by implication kindly treated—figure who nourished her white charges, literally and figuratively. More an idea than a fact, and therefore as adaptable to merchandising as well as myth, Mammy figures began appearing around 1875 on Aunt Sally baking powder, Luzianne coffee, Fun to Wash detergent, and Aunt Dinah molasses. Her portly aspect was even used to hawk planters and ashtrays.

			And pancake mix. In 1889, four years before the 1893 Chicago fair, Charles Rutt and Charles G. Underwood bought the Pearl Milling Co. to develop a self-rising pancake mix that required you to contribute nothing but water. Originally marketed under the name “Self-Rising Pancake Flour,” the brand, the entrepreneurs realized, lacked a certain oomph. That same year, Rutt witnessed minstrels Baker and Farrell performing a popular minstrel song called “Old Aunt Jemima.” 

			Watching the duo warble the tune while outfitted in aprons and red bandannas evoking their platonic ideal of the Mammy, Rutt had his eureka moment. He adapted the likeness of a Mammy for his product and renamed it “Aunt Jemima.” But, lacking the funds to fully develop and market the product with the now-inspired name, the pair sold the mix to the local R.T. Davis Milling Co. 

			Much as Marlboro found its cowboy, owner R.T. Davis discovered his Mammy, in the form of Nancy Green, and developed a compelling backstory for a living logo who had in real life been born a slave in 1834 in Montgomery County, Kentucky. 

			Once upon a time in the land of cotton . . . employed as a cook by a Colonel Higbee on his Louisiana plantation, Aunt Jemima and her uncanny mastery of the pancake became known throughout the South. Ads portrayed aged and refined Caucasian gentlemen trying to coax the “secret recipe” out of Jemima, who would only surrender it, for reasons unknown, to the R.T. Davis Milling Co. The company, in turn, spread this culinary joy throughout the country like kudzu. (The invasive plant was introduced by the Japanese at the 1876 Centennial International Exhibition). It was as fictitious as “Gone with the Wind” and just as dependent upon a region equally hungry for pancakes and delusions. 

			But the product still didn’t become as hot as the griddles it was cooked on. With profits lagging, the company decided its best chance to break out was at the 1893 expo, where an expected audience of millions might literally make Aunt Jemima a household name. 

			The company built an exhibit as immodest as its ambitions, including the world’s largest flour barrel, a 24-by-12-foot keg next to which stood the company’s flesh-and-blood trademark. Outfitted in her domestic garb as Aunt Jemima, Nancy Green sang songs, spun tales of a Br’er Rabbit genus, and whipped up pancakes, the gravity of her ebullient personality drawing crowds of such magnitude that a special police contingent was assigned to keep order. Expo officials awarded her a medal and a certificate for her showmanship. The R.T. Davis Milling Co. reaped more than 50,000 orders for its mix, proclaimed Green the “Pancake Queen,” and signed her to a lifetime contract.

			The expo and the collateral promotional tours all over the country propelled the mix so far and high into the public mind that, by the turn of the century, Aunt Jemima was ranked one of the two commercial symbols American housewives trusted most. (The other was the Armour meat chef.) By 1910, approximately 20 years after the expo, nearly 120 million Aunt Jemima breakfasts were being served every year. Seeing the batter on the wall, the R. T. Davis Milling Co. renamed itself Aunt Jemima Mills in 1913. 

			With no black friends or kin, the white families she cooked for were Aunt Jemima’s raison d’être. Desexualized as a spayed pet, Jemima was no leonine Lena Horne type who threatened to usurp the white housewife. Her English acumen existed in inverse proportion to her stovetop skills. Commercial depictions of her by the artist N.C. Wyeth breathed life into an ever-more-elaborate biography spun in the ads about Jemima’s idyllic life cooking for an appreciative white family in a “stately white-pillared mansion.” 

			After years of promotional appearances as Aunt Jemima, Green died in a car crash in 1923. That same year, the United Daughters of the Confederacy sought to erect a monument in honor of the “faithful slave mammies of the South.” With the U.S. Senate sanctioning the effort, an early model depicted an Aunt Jemima–like figure embracing a white child while her own ignored offspring clutched at her dress. The artist clarified that the dusky children were “pickaninnies,” attempting to divert their mother’s ministrations to them “instead of devoting all her time to the white children.” Vehement protests forced Congress to abort the monument, which would have been visible from the Lincoln Memorial.
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			After the Quaker Oats Co. purchased the brand in 1926, it hired Anna Robinson to fill Green’s apron. With Robinson darker than Green and heavier at 350 pounds, the brand’s commercial image likewise became heftier and duskier. Promoting the mix at the Century of Progress Exposition of 1933 in Chicago, Quaker Oats brought in Robinson to echo Green’s pivotal appearance 40 years before. 

			For two more decades, Quaker Oats perpetuated the Mammy image with Jemima spouting mangled phrases in its advertising like “Happifyin’ Aunt Jemima Pancakes Sho’ Sets Folks Singin!” and “Lawsee! Folks Sho’ Cheer for Fluffy Energizin’ Aunt Jemima Pancakes.” The absurdly cheerful and childish patois reinforced what Caucasians happily believed African-Americans spoke and thought like. 

			Robinson’s tenure was followed by a blues singer, an actress, and even a Quaker employee playing the role. The last live performer was Aylene Lewis, who also played the titular role at Aunt Jemima’s Pancake House in Disneyland when it opened in 1957.

			Brands like Aunt Sally baking powder, Luzianne coffee, Gold Dust washing powder, and Uncle Remus syrup that had blithely used imagery that made “Little Black Sambo” look like “Invisible Man” faded away in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. But Aunt Jemima’s nostalgic branding distorted an ugly history the way a used car salesman’s slick patter obscures a vehicle’s defects. She merrily served white people an image as full of comfort and as lacking in bitterness over slavery, lynchings, and Jim Crow as her pancakes. 

			Quaker Oats evolved the brand often and profitably, introducing buttermilk pancake and waffle mix in 1957, pancake syrup in 1966, frozen waffles in 1968, frozen French toast in 1970, and a light syrup in 1985, to name a very few of its annexes. Beginning in the 1960s, the company began to morph Jemima’s image as well, lightening her skin, shedding the kerchief, and replacing it with a headband. It added pearl earrings and a lace collar in 1996 to complete the transformation from antebellum servant to postmodern working grandmother.

			The almost indestructible Aunt Jemima born at the 1893 expo made its owners fat with profit but forever bound to a brand whose echoes of Jim Crow and Uncle Tom can never be silenced. Without Jemima’s universally known name and visage, the company might be hard-pressed to distinguish its products from any competitor’s.

			The rift between brand image and reality may best be illustrated by the post-mortem fate of Nancy Green. After the first Aunt Jemima was killed when she was hit by a car while walking in Chicago, she was buried in an unmarked grave in the Windy City’s then-segregated Oak Woods Cemetery. For nearly a century she lay as forgotten as her alter ego was unforgettable, until 2015, when a researcher finally located her whereabouts.

		


		
			Chapter 12

			The Boom Boom Room

			“Cusins: What on earth is the true faith of an Armorer? 

			“Undershaft: To give arms to all men who offer an honest price for them, without respect of persons or principles: to aristocrat and republican, to Nihilist and Tsar, to Capitalist and Socialist, to Protestant and Catholic, to burglar and policeman, to black man white man and yellow man, to all sorts and conditions, all nationalities, all faiths, all follies, all causes and all crimes.”

			That martial catechism from George Bernard Shaw’s “Major Barbara” would have served nicely as the family motto of Friedrich Krupp AG, arms dealers to the world.

			Supplying arms to the world’s governments for nearly four centuries (a Krupp sold arms to the warring Protestant and Catholic factions in the Thirty Years’ War), Friedrich Krupp AG had so much weaponry to display at the World’s Columbian Exposition in 1893 in Chicago that the Essen, Germany-based company needed its own building to house them. Built at a cost of $1.5 million (and roughly an equal amount to ship it to the expo), the Krupp Gun Pavilion’s star attraction was The Thunderer, shown here. The world’s biggest gun, the forty-seven-foot-long, 124-ton cannon lobbed shells weighing 2,000 pounds apiece up to 5.5 miles, and would soon go from mesmerizing attendees to massacring armies in the twentieth century. 

			The Pavilion was a cross between the Krupp family manor, the sprawling 160-room Villa Huegel, and Castle Frankenstein: a 30-foot-high entrance hall running 138 feet long and stretching 25 feet wide. It ran into a main exhibit hall measuring 197 feet long by 82 feet wide by 43 feet high. Inside this man-made cavern stood The Thunderer, around which Chicago crowds gathered in reverential awe, just as they would gather around another giant havoc-wreaker, Sue the T. rex, at the Field Museum of Natural History a century later. 

			After the exposition ended, Krupp tried to entice the United States into purchasing the oversized cannon for $223,000, hoping the allure of its 1-ton shells exploding into 3,400 steel balls weighing about a quarter pound each would make the resulting vast swathes of corpses seem economical on a per-cadaver basis. After the United States spurned the offer (downside: The Thunderer would have cost roughly $1,500 per shot to operate), a rumor spread that Krupp was going to donate the cannon to Chicago, which would in turn place the deterrent in a fort opposite Hyde Park.
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					Courtesy of the Paul V. Galvin Library, Illinois Institute of Technology

				

			

			Exhibitions were to Krupp what a lever was to Archimedes: a tool that could move the world. After it began manufacturing steel cannons in the 1840s, the company appeared at German industrial exhibitions, and in 1851 it displayed a shiny cast-steel cannon that could chuck a shell weighing six pounds that became one of the sensations of London’s Great Exhibition of the Works of Industry of All Nations. Sixteen years later at the 1867 Exposition Universelle in Paris, Krupp displayed a 50-ton cannon it thought would turn the head—and turn on sales—of Emperor Napoleon III. Civilians and soldiers alike marveled at the cannon, with one prominent exception: Victor Hugo mocked the field gun with a bore of fourteen inches, writing: “The enormous steel cannonballs, which cost a thousand francs each, shot from the titanic Prussian cannons forged by Krupp’s gigantic hammer, which weighs a hundred thousand pounds and costs three million [francs], are just as effective against progress as soap bubbles floating off the end of a pipe blown by a small child.” 

			Accolades poured in but contracts remained elusive. However, the French snub could be overlooked when, three years later, Krupp guns helped Germany bombard France in the Franco-Prussian War like the Death Star did Alderaan.

			Later, at the Centennial International Exhibition of 1876 in Philadelphia, Krupp displayed a 14-inch, 57-ton gun with projectiles ranging from 902 to 1,122 pounds that had to be raised to the gun by crane. Though a German exhibit without war-making materials would be the same as Italy without spaghetti, even Germany’s own self-appraisal was as scathing as Victor Hugo’s. The report of the German Commissioner General, Franz Reuleaux, left the exhibit with third-degree burns: “In arts and crafts Germany has nothing to show but propaganda and patriotic motifs. It seems seven eighths of the space is occupied by Krupp’s giant guns, the ‘killing machines’ that stand like a menace among the peaceful works of the other nations.”

			Perhaps that’s why its stand at the Brussels International Exposition (Exposition Internationale de Bruxelles) of 1897 exhibited models of Krupp-provided schools, homes, hospitals, and playgrounds, likely neglecting to mention the required loyalty oaths it demanded of employees and the permission required for workers who wanted to relieve themselves while on the job.

			Krupp wasn’t alone in perceiving the value of exhibitions to market its wares. Smith & Wesson Corp. appeared at the 1867 expo as well, securing contracts with the Japanese, Chinese, and Russian governments—the last alone for 200,000 revolvers. The company’s nine Tiffany-commissioned revolvers created for the 1893 expo elevated armaments into artworks that were beautiful enough to preserve in amber.

			In the proto-fair, the 1851 Great Exhibition of the Works of Industry of All Nations, the Colt brand exhibited 500 machine-manufactured guns. Set in a corkscrew configuration inside a glass case, the exhibit drew the repeated attention of the Duke of Wellington, where he touted the guns—assisted by the free brandy Colt served attendees.

			The Winchester, Marlin, Remington, and Colt brands all exhibited at the inaugural 1895 Sportsmen’s Exposition in New York, with Winchester using the equivalent of the era’s Oculus Rift: Attendees could gaze inside the cutting-edge Mutoscope, a peep-show-like device that operated much as a flip book does, and watch in awe as Rolla O. Heikes, who at one point held more trapshooting records than any other shooter alive, blasts away at airborne targets.

			At the time of the Chicago expo, company head Friedrich Alfred Krupp enjoyed an annual net income of $10 million, part of an estimated personal fortune exceeding $125 million. By the dawn of the twentieth century, his company was the largest in Europe, furnishing arms for Germany in both world wars, using—despite its social-benefactor ambitions—up to 100,000 slave laborers in World War II, who produced tanks, shells, and artillery for their malefactors. 

			Eleven directors of the company were found guilty at the Nuremberg trials, with Alfred’s son, Alfried, sentenced to a dozen years in prison along with “forfeiture of all [his] property.” After he was released through an amnesty two years later (with some of his money boomeranging back to him), Krupp renounced arms manufacturing, a better-late-than-never convert to the value of turning swords into plowshares. 

		


		
			Chapter 13

			Invisible Cities

			Inspired by the 1889 Exposition Universelle’s Eiffel Tower, architect Alberto de Palacio Ellisagne designed this massive globe for the 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition in Chicago. Honoring the 400th anniversary of Christopher Columbus’s 1492 arrival in the New World (the expo ran a year behind, but who’s counting), the steel sphere would measure nearly 1,000 feet high and 1,000 feet in diameter. Circling the pseudo-planet would be a spiral stairway running more than half a mile long, leading up to a “North Pole,” where a replica of one of Columbus’s ships—housing a meteorological observatory—would be docked. The globe’s Earth-size price tag—an estimated $130 million in today’s currency—prevented Palacio from building his better world.

			Palacio’s ambition exceeded the engineering—and wallets—of the era, but he was hardly alone in that. It was just one of many monuments-that-might-have-been at world’s fairs, whose guiding megalomania would have impressed Kim Jong-un. Three years before the 1889 Paris expo opened, a special committee began meeting to rank the proposals for the fair’s architectural centerpiece. Of the 300 to 700 proposals submitted (estimates vary), Gustave Eiffel’s proposed tower, of course, won the day. Despised, loathed, and reviled at first, it eventually formed the first of a triumvirate of the world’s fairs’ greatest constructions, alongside the Atomium from the 1958 Brussels World’s Fair and the Space Needle from the 1962 Century 21 Exposition in Seattle.

			But the tower that was ultimately to be erected on the Champ-de-Mars might be thought a magnitude of order less audacious than one of the most peculiar entries in the contest: a 1,000-foot-tall guillotine that would have commemorated France’s Headless Horseman history in a way that makes ISIS’s decapitating tendencies look like a freshman slap fight. Little is recorded of the guillotine—no contemporary illustrations, no manifesto behind its conception, no specs on the size of the blade, only enough stray details to tease us with what might have been.

			Even then, once the Eiffel Tower was built and in time deemed a success mostly by those who first condemned it, others couldn’t resist the need to tinker with what was arguably perfection.

			Charles Carron of Grenoble, Switzerland, whose myopia wouldn’t have been helped by Hubble telescope lenses, was convinced the tower was woefully incomplete. What it lacked, Carron argued, was a 40-foot-long, 20,000-pound, bullet-shaped container that, once its 20 leather armchairs were filled with daredevil tourists, would drop 1,000 feet into an artificial lake shaped like a champagne glass, 150 feet across and 200 feet deep. His ride, presaging the vomit-comet drop towers of generations to come, would have cost occupants 20 francs to theoretically travel twice as fast as any human had ever traveled before, a claim based on the speediest trains then, which locomoted at 65 mph. His grasp on physics somewhat insecure, Carron never realized his plummeting amusement would have likely slammed into the water at nearly 180 mph, rendering it less an exercise in cheer than a creation of a crime scene.
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			The French of that era must have had absinthe running through their veins 24/7. For the Exposition Universelle of 1900, a steering committee in 1894 wanted to create another eye-catching centerpiece to rival Eiffel’s, which was originally due to be demolished in 1909. As before, they held a contest. As before, they received entries suggesting their creators were somehow snorting “Alice in Wonderland.” Many desired simply to tinker with the tower rather than create an entirely new structure. One entry seemingly wanted France to take a mulligan on Eiffel’s masterpiece, transforming its bottom half into a massive waterfall topped by an upper half consisting of a 450-foot-tall statue of a woman, through whose cyclops-sized eyes searchlights would lash the fairgrounds like whips of photons. Equally ambitious was David Proctor’s plan for the visual fulcrum at the 1901 Pan-American Exposition in Buffalo, New York. Instead of the nearly 400-foot-tall beaux-arts style Electric Tower that was ultimately built, Proctor’s vision was a 1,152-foot-high column, up which thirty-three elevators would whisk guests to seven platforms, including an open-air skating rink nearly seventy stories in the sky. His proposal had evolved from a similar one for the Chicago world’s fair eight years prior, in which one of the tower’s landings could have handled 50,000 people at a time. 

			Less insane, but more actionable, was Alphonse Mucha’s own proposal to transform the Eiffel Tower.

			As hot in fin de siècle Paris as Banksy would later be in
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