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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Marc Goldchstein, born in Antwerp, 
Belgium in 1958, developed a passion 
for photography at the tender age of 
11. He nevertheless decided to play it 
safe and studied Business Engineering 
at the Free University Brussels (VUB), 
where he worked after his studies as a 
research assistant. He then developed 
a fifteen-year career as Management, 
Sales and Marketing professional in a 
number of high tech entrepreneurial 
ventures. A benign midlife crisis made 
him reassess his priorities, and in 1999 
he became a part-time professional 
photographer for major Belgian 
magazines and newspapers.

He extended his reach by writing 
his own articles. He has had close 
to 100 publications over the last 
years, on subjects as varied as travel 
destinations (including San Francisco, 
Shanghai, Berlin, Thailand and Costa 
Rica), and colourful local events 
(boxing, travelling fairs, bicycling 
classics, classical music contests, 
the Tour de France). One of his 
specialties is festivals and events. He 
has covered the extensive Belgian 
open-air music festival scene; the 
carnivals of Salvador Do Bahia, 
Brazil and Aalst, Belgium; the Full 
Moon Party on Koh Pha-Ngan, 
Thailand; and Burning Man.  See the 
website for a selection of his work.

His photographs are also recognized 
for their artistic value. He has held 
six exhibitions, and was included as 
part of the exhibition ‘Photography 
and Society in Belgium in the 20th 
century’ at the prestigious Museum of 
Photography in Charleroi, Belgium. 
He recently exhibited his Burning 
Man photographs, printed in limited 
editions on large canvasses.  .

 

Today he combines his photography/
journalism with half time job at 
the Free University Brussels, where 
he teaches entrepreneurship.

www.goldchstein.com

mgoldchstein@skynet.be

+32.496.25.16.50
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And now for something 
completely different

Article published in Weekend Knack, March 2003
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On Burning Man the day starts around 3.30 pm. It’s not la-
ziness that sets the leisurely pace; any earlier and it’s just 
too hot to venture onto the endless sand plain. Daytime 
temperatures at the dried-out lake in the middle of the 

Nevada desert regularly reach 40°C, while at night it sometimes 
drops below freezing. I think I was lucky, escaping the extreme heat 
in the comfort of the air-conditioned RV, but in hindsight this arti-
ficial cocoon of cool only makes the dry heat that slaps you in the 
face harsher, not to mention the temporary blindness caused by the 
sun’s fierce reflection on the white sand. Once acclimatized you put 
on your shoes (colour invisible, under a thick layer of sand dust) and 
climb on your mountain bike. Get off again; fetch the water bottle 
you forgot. Néver leave without water. Slowly you bike towards the 
road, pass the tents and neighbour’s cars. The road is the same desert 
plain, demarcated by small flags. It draws a soft curve four kilometres 
long around the focal point of the area: the statue of The Man. You 
are about to discover the wonderful world of Burning Man. 

Most people you meet are dressed in a remarkable, strange, or re-
markably strange fashion, while others have disregarded the conven-
tion of clothing altogether. Let me introduce the naked, overweight 
man, painted in bright green and wearing an orange wig and red 
and white striped socks. On the road you give way to art cars, ve-
hicles of all shapes and sizes, from golf carts to buses, which have 
been customised into an amazing array of objects: a tropical island; 
a skull on wheels; a big mobile transparent plastic water bag com-
plete with submerged diver inside. Along the edge  of the road are 
the attractions. An imaginatively interpreted expression that encom-
passes pretty much anything: the human carcass wash, a communal 
shower; the chill-out tent with comfy armchairs and relaxing music 
or tent with a long plastic canvas, kept wet by a manual sprayer and 
an open invitation for a belly-sliding contest. Further along, a group 
from Detroit have built a cast-iron slide at least six meters high. And 
on the corner a bar for some 200 people, in the middle, a tabletop 
dance area. As you can see, Burning Man is an explosion of uninhibi-
ted creativity. A casual crossing of Monty Python, Jheronimus Bosch, 
Hustler and Mardi Gras.
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Gradually you cycle towards the inner core of the immense circle, 
the sand plain of the Playa. The statue of The Man stands in the mid-
dle, surrounded by a landscape inhabited with art objects of all des-
cription. You visit the grass field, a couple of hundred square metres 
decorated with metal plate-work sculptures, and the body paint fac-
tory where you can get a deep colour treatment. The largest mutant 
vehicles reside here, such as the white whale and two pirate ships. 
They’re made of wood and cloth, built around a bus. The Playa stret-
ches a couple of miles further, where an orange fence defines its bor-
ders from the rest of the Black Rock desert. 

The statue of The Man is a highly stylised wooden sculpture moun-
ted on top of a lighthouse. You can climb the tower and take a mo-
ment to work out where the hell you are. It’s the perfect viewpoint.  
Around you the most bizarre collection of people are assembled. 
Scattered directly on the plain in front, the oddest vehicles and art 
objects, and in the distance the low level constructions of the camp, 
covered by a mist of sand that glows under the sun. Beyond, the en-
dless plain of the valley; all around the mountain ridge. Magical. 
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