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We may want to gather our
sled dogs. After an eight-
year tour through southern

U.S. cities ranging from New Orleans
to Orlando, Pittcon returns to Chica-
go this year. Taking place for the 55th
time, the 2004 Pittsburgh Conference
on Analytical Chemistry and Applied
Spectroscopy will be held at McCormick
Place on Lake Michigan.
Starting on Sunday, March
7, and continuing through
Friday, March 12th, more
than 20,000 exhibitors
and conferees are expect-
ed to attend plenary
lectures, take short cours-
es, give technical presen-
tations, and inevitably tour
the exhibit hall. Given the
time of year and geogra-
phy of the venue, we can all hope that
snow will be absent. But that isn’t the
way to bet.

Years ago, snow was often part of
the Pittcon experience. The first exhi-
bition I ever attended was in Cleve-
land where the attendees overwhelmed
the city’s hotels and restaurants. Many
wound up staying 10 miles out of town
near the municipal airport and took
a train to the exhibit hall. It seemed
that every day was one of rain and sleet
as the rail coach pitched and rolled
its way to the city center. 

Another memorable snow-covered
gathering took place in Atlantic City,
NJ, in the mid-1980s. I worked for an
instrument company, and as part of
that year’s Pittcon promotion, a chemist
from the northwest was to be honored
as the recipient of the 1000th model
of a particular instrument. Naturally,
there would be photographs of the
chemist with our CEO mutually hold-
ing a handsome plaque. On the
appointed day, it was of course snow-
ing, and not gently either. A driving
icy snow was coming directly off the

ocean, and snowplows with chains did
their best to clear the boardwalk. As
time approached for taking the
chemist–CEO photograph, everyone
in the exhibition booth looked anxious-
ly around the hall for the honoree.
Finally, he was spotted coming down
the aisles dressed in a huge down parka,
looking like the Michelin tire man.

Corporate hearts sank
and careers seemingly
hung in the balance.
Suddenly, one of the sales
managers rushed down
the aisle, grabbed the
miscreant chemist by the
shoulder, turned him
around and marched
him out of the hall, over
a snow bank, and into a
nearby shopping mall

where the manager bought, and later
claimed on his expense account, a dress
blazer. From that point on, we made
a commitment that every 1000th
analytical instrument would come with
a dress jacket.

Snow was once even part of the
southern Pittcon exhibitions. Consid-
er that at the 1993 Atlanta show, those
who didn’t get out of Georgia by
Wednesday afternoon didn’t leave until
the following Tuesday because of a bliz-
zard that buried the eastern seaboard
from Jacksonville to Nova Scotia. 

Going to Pittcon can be like going
to Alaska for an analytical version of
the Iditarod, the famed dogsled race.
You have to be tough. I just may bring
a team of huskies along with my snow-
shoes and wind goggles. I’m a Pittcon
veteran.

P.S. Got your own memorable Pittcon tale?
E-mail it to us and we’ll put it on our
website or in a future issue.

The Pittcon Iditarod


