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Gommissary Food Riot Fiasco

Thousands Without Food, Reports Of Cannibalism

By Brother Ted
Editor At Large

You are out on the desert and your supply
lines have failed. What do you do? WHAT
DOYOU DO?

The staff, of course, is here alot longer
than most Black Rock City citizens, and there
is no fucking way they could haul all their
food out in their hatchbacks and whatnot. So
there's acommissary, and food gets trucked
into Black Rock City.

Correction: No food got trucked into
BRC. Adiostrucko.

How are people responding? Some staff
areeating their tents. Some arelearning pho-
tosynthesis. Somearetranscending their bod-
ies. And, in tribute to this year's theme, Pi-
rates of the Caribbean, some haveturned to
piracy.

DPW and BRG representatives have been
spotted inlarge galleons, accosting travelers
and demanding food and beer. If you seeany

News Flash: You Have
Made A Terrible Mistake

By Sduri
Editor-in-Chief

Thisjustin...You are stranded at the center
of nowhere, surrounded by people more
attractive than you are, who are better pre-
pared, seven to ten degrees cooler, and
having a lot more fun. Your irritating
campmates will not become more toler-
able as time and grime accumulate; nor
are you likely to win acceptance among
some other, more clued-in group of Burn-
ers, experts confirm.

“The relevant indices are well-under-
stood,” commented Yale ethnologist
Marion Bidswell. “Given your
unfavorable physical profile, plotted
against the strictly pedestrian contents of
your wardrobe, the chances that a dash-
ing stranger will supply you with drugs and
fuck you senseless are, I'm afraid,
vanishingly small.”

Asyou have likely suspected, the mun-
dane crises of your daily life are only
worsening in your absence. Your boss is
angry. Your pets are hungry. The vague
sense of spiritual desire that impelled you
to fork over $200 (and that's not even
counting what you spent on camping sup-
pliesand your ridiculous“art project” that
nobody cares about) will find no relief as
the dusty days craw! by, unless you can
somehow cgjole yourself into believing
that physical discomfort and social anxi-
ety constitute some sort of an epiphany.

You've make aterrible mistake, and now
you'’re stuck here for the duration. Enjoy
the fucking Burn.

vehicle or camp flashing a skull-and-
crossbones, do not to attempt toresist; if you
cannot fleg, your only chanceisto givethem
your food.

Others have reported riots. Some have
been smashing open RVs and assorted tents
and encampments, seeking food. Angry

“Acupo’ noodles! |
will surviveto riot
another day!”

throngs, wielding sticks and torches, have
stormed any stockpiles of food, crawling
over one another, seeking sweet morsels of
survival.

“A cup 0’ noodles!” said an anonymous
staff member, eyeswild with feral hunger. “|
will surviveto riot another day.”

Some of those more fortunate have estab-
lished and protected stockpilesof food, living
likekingswhilethose outside starve. Machine
gun nests and barbed wire keep the starving
masses at bay, while the ruling warlords par-
cel out small bits of food at exorbitant prices.

“String cheese?’ chuckled one of these
bandit kings. “I could spare some, but it will
cost you. It'll cost you a backrub, some cool
homemadejewelry, afunny noisemaker and a
token from Alien Love Nest. The big ones.”

In some aress, the situation has become
even moregrim. At the Gate and Ticket Stand,
an ugly situation has been found. Daily, the
staff draw straws. One person drawsthe short
straw, and, with thegrim finality of necessity,
what must be done is done quickly. Without
fail, theloser triesto run, but the others expect
it; the unfortunate one is inevitably caught.
Instead of everyonedowly starving, onemem-
ber disappears, and the rest are fed.

Hyperwhiskey is till freely available at
255° and Bowsprit.

By Baron Earl
Saff Writer

You stink.

There's no two ways about it—you
stink. After several days on the playa
without ashower, you smell very bad. In
somecirclesit may be perfectly accept-
able to reek like a dead skunk covered
inpatchouli oil inan outhouseinthemid-
dle of August, but there hasn’t been a
Grateful Dead show in ages, Franceisa
long way away from here, and it’s high
time you faced up to the fact that your
body odor is not sexy, stimulating, or
something that everyone el se needsto get
used to. Your persona stink may be a
natural thing, but then again so is the
scent of rotting meat or the smell of a
warm, steaming pile of dog excrement.

You don't have to arrive at Burning
Man in a motor home carrying a 100-
gallontank of water in order to stay clean
in the desert. There are many simple
ways to freshen up, remove some stink,
and make your scent socially acceptable
to your friends and neighbors.

Many desert denizenswill try to cover
up their body odor with patchouli oil.
Thisis akin to taking arose, dipping it

continued on next page

A Pretty Flower that Smelis Bad:
A Guitle to Personal Hygiene on the Playa
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Gift Economy
Flourishes at
Genter Camp

By Cynara
Saff Writer

First-time burners curious about Black
Rock City’s unique “ gift economy” can see
itinactionright at Center Camp.As early
as 8 AM, Black Rock City citizens could
be seen actively engaging in barter at the
coffee bar. A common trade involved the
exchange of two small green pieces of
paper for asingle cup of coffee.

“It’sall about community,” said one
woman, pushing back her orange dread-
locks. “Now that guy at the coffee bar, he's
gonnaremember me every time he sees
those dollar bills. And me, I’'m not going to
forget himin ahurry,” she said, draining
the cup.

All participants seemed satisfied with
thetrade. One erstwhile barista said, “ The
paper’s anice shade of green, and | totally
dig the pyramid. Plus, now | can pay my
rent.”

A new coffee owner was equally con-
tented. “ Yeah, it'sarip to pay two bucks
for acup of coffee, but what else are you

gonnado in the middle of the desert—stop
at McDonald's?’

Thunderstorms
expected within 48
hours! Tie down
those rain flaps!

SESFF Bon

Editor: Siduri

Production Freaks: Ratsnatcher, Tjames

Graphics Hillbilly: Special Ed Ward

Copy Editors: Downer Cow, Daisy

Staff Writers: Liquor Pig, Frankenstein Jones, Mr. Bad,
Johnnie Royale, Splicer, Cynara, Baron Earl, Yosemite
Sam

Publisher and benefactor: Captain Winner
Published daily on the playa under the auspices of
Spock Mountain Research Laboratories. All rights
reserved. All evil avenged.

255 and Bowsprit; y'all come by now

SMRL's home on the web:
Pigdog Journal - www.pigdog.org

CORRECTION

Inour 25 August issue, the Spock Sci-
ence Monitor reported that Bianca’'s
Smut Shack had “ lost purpose,” de-
scribed Bianca's as “ decrepit,”

“dingy,” and “filthy,” and stated that
its volunteers are “ too stoned nowa-
days to even bother thinking about
grilled cheese sandwiches.” Bianca’'s
Smut Shack did not return to Burning
Man in 2002, asthe volunteersdid not
consider the effort worthwhile. Appar-
ently they were not too stoned to reach
this conclusion. The Monitor regrets
theerror.

The Legend 0f Hyperwhiskey

By Johnnie Royale
Senior Beverotologist

Some time after the War to End All Wars,
during the dark and evil period of Prohibi-
tion, the man we know as Great Great

Granddaddy Jed—an accomplished confi-
dence man who sold homebrew concoctions
promising to cure everything from hangnails

to death—decided that therewasagreat deal

of money to be made in selling moonshine.
Soon hundreds of stills were making the

Sanders’ secret  sauce—branded

“hyperwhiskey” —all over the backwoods of
America. Jed got thewhole Sandersclanin-
volvedin distribution, quality control, verti-
cal integration, competitive deal making,
vendor management, supply side control and
other before-their-time business technolo-
gies. Veterans of athousand mountain feuds,
the Sanders clan knew to cleverly hide and
fortify their Hyperwhiskey Franchises. Ag-
gressive corporate accounting and
hyperwhi skey-laced books stupefied the IRS.

Unfortunately Great Great Granddaddy
Jed’s business success not only upset the
powers that be, but directly challenged the
authority of the main G-Man himself, J.

Edgar Hoover—that hypocritical homo.

Cut to: Oct. 5, 1928. Jed had been out “ex-
perimenting” for several days at one of his
secret laboratories with Uncle Fred. He
called home around 10 PM. Whooping and
hollering into the phone he screamed, “I’ ve
doneit, I’ve doneit!!! I’ ve created the per-
fect batch of hyperwhiskey. | did one shot
and I’ ve been doing the hyperwhiskey dance
for five minutes! Slaughter a pig and put it
on, I'm coming home.”

The G-Men had tapped the line and knew
that Jed would soon be on the road with il-
licit contraband. After years of humiliation,
the Feds were gunning for revenge. Some-
where outside of Centerville, they picked up
Jed's trail. Realizing the danger, Jed appar-
ently decided to have Uncle Fred pour some
of the new batch of superhyperwhiskey
straight into the carburetor. Marysvilleresi-
dents reported seeing Uncle Fred climbing
out over an open engine bay with a jug as
Jed barreled through town, barely ahead of
ahdf dozen black Lincoln town cars.

We Il never know what happenedinthat truck
that day, but just alittle past Marysville, out on
the Green River, Jed's vehidle left the road and
(according to Old Man Tom, who was fishing
downbdowtheriver that day) thetruck flew some
500yardsgraight acrossthegorgewith agolden
gream of fire roaring out of the back. It wasre-
portedly il gaining atitudewhenit smashedinto
the towering wall of stone. Onimpact, thetruck
explodedinamassvehyperwhiskey firebd | that
knocked treesdownfor milesand spread Jed and
UncleFred sashesover mogt of the Eastern Sea
board.

Theknowledgeof superhyperwhiskey passed
away with Great Greet GrandpaJedthat day. Only
tantdizing dueswerel eft scratchedin Jed shotes,
adongwithonesmdl sampleat hisold lab. After
the current Jed Sandersmadehismillionssdling
the Hunting Dog Database software inthe early
nineties, he founded Spock Mountain Research
L absto rediscover the method of brewing aper-
fect batch of hyperwhiskey: just like his Great
Great Grandpappy hed, if ever so briefly. And
the search continues.

Modern experiments are conducted daily on
thefront porch of Spock Mountain ResearchLabs
If you arefeding likealabrat, sop by andtry a
tagte... See how long you do the hyperwhiskey
dance.

Hygiene
continued from page one

incat diarrhea, and then covering up the scent
with bug spray. It will never again smell like
arose, and neither will you.

Soap and water is your best bet. Camp
showers (shower in a bag) can be filled up
with water, hung on any convenient pole or
structure, and used for a quick shower in
desert conditions. Or just use abucket, arag
and some soap to wash your stinky hits. You'll
feel better, and your friends will appreciate
it. Finish off with agood quality deodorant,
and wewon't haveto kick you off the porch
later in the evening.

For keeping skin clean and stink-free, "Wet
Ones" anti-bacterial moist towelettes work
great. They havelotionin thetowel, so your
skinwon't get chapped. They're not particu-

larly eco-friendly, but then again neither is
having 20,000 people camp out in one of the
most fragile ecosystems in existence. Use
them, throw them in a bag, and take them
with you when you leave. As long as you
don't leave them in the desert, it's okay.

Avoid the "Clorox Bleach" towelettes.
While these are great for disinfecting
tabletops, cooking utensils, and port-a-potty
seats, they will dry your skin out and leaveit
chapped and raw.

Check thetheme campsfor awater-themed
camp. In years past, several camps have had
public showers, waterfalls, and other water-
art that you can splash around in. Some re-
quireaninvitation, so figure out wherethese
camps are and do something nice for them.
They're bound to reciprocate in kind.

Visit

e Bayo

255 and Bowsprit

Hoedown 9PM
Wednesday; banjos,
gators, and more
humidity than your
mama’s Sunday
shorts!
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