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You will find...Dear MOC’ers

Hello! And welcome to the 
fifth issue of the (this is a mouth full) 
McMaster Outdoor Club’s bi-annual 
newsletter! I am pleased to let you 
know this is the second (count em) 
time in the history of MOC that this 
is available in print! Just encase you 
are not aware this would not have 
been possible without you! Yes you, 
those who contributed to this issue. 
Your experiences, skills and memo-
ries, make the Moccasin a joy to 

read. For this I thank you.

Read this, get up, go out, and enjoy 
the outdoors,  

Your editor, 
Renee Vieira 
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Skating and Hot Cocoa at Bayfront Park
Destination: 57 Discovery Drive, near bayfront park, Hamilton
Cost: FREE with an HSR bus pass and skates/ or $4 without skates
Date: Thu, Jan 26thTime: 6:30pm - 6:30pm
Join us for a magical evening of skating near Hamilton’s Bayfront Park. We 
will bus over to the outdoor rink at 6:30pm and skate and sip on warm 
beverages until we feel like bussing home again! Email the club to RSVP.

Niagara Ice Wine Festival
Destination: Niagara on the Lake
Cost: $60
Dates: Sat, Jan 28th-10:30am to Sat, Jan 28th-9:00pm 
The Niagara region is famous the world over for innovative and delicious 
ice wines. Join MOC for a delicious day of wine tasting in beautiful Nia-
gara on the Lake. 

Skiing/Snowboarding at St.Louis Moonstone
Destination: St.Louis Moonstone
Cost: TBA
Date: Sun, Jan 29th
Time: 7:00am - 6:00pm 
Come to St. Louis Moonstone with us and have a great day playing in the 
snow skiing or snowboarding. All skill levels are welcome!

Kentucky Caving - Reading Week 2012
Destination: Mammoth Cave National Park, Kentucky, USA
Cost: Coming soon!
Dates: Sat, Feb 18th-8:00am to Thu, Feb 23rd-10:00pm (6 days)
Escape the winter and explore several incredible caves, the refined culture 
of the American South and possibly more adventures on the way back!
Info session: Tuesday, Jan 31, 6:00PM at DBAC WB 113

Plus there’re lots of FREE local trips during the year. Keep yourself posted 
on our website www.macoutdoorclub.ca

If you have any questions you can e-mail: outdoor@mcmaster.ca, phone: 
905.525.9140 ext 23512 (Outdoor club office) or come visit us at the 
MOC office: Ivor Wayne Centre- Room B108 (across old squash courts).

Upcoming events Photo by Suzanne Repellin



Cootes Clean-up
The Cootes Clean up this year 
was a huge success with MEC 
supporting us by donating food 
and water bottles to the cause!  
After everyone finished clean-
ing up the trails, we had a fire 
at the alpine tower and enjoyed 
S’mores and hot chocolate. The 
note worthy treasures found were 

a portable barbeque, construc-
tion pylons and a pump which 
makes me wonder what the first 
years are up to these days. Every-
one was excited to hear about the 
next one planned for the spring 
and I bet it will uncover even 
more bizarre garbage.

By: Adam Collins

Photo by Janine Wong
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Portages
On the annual September Artsci 
canoe trip to Algonquin Park, one 
of my groupmates decided to bring 
a bottle of rum. According to histo-
ry, Canadian voyageurs would pass 
around a bottle of rum when they 
successfully finished a long, difficult 
portage. We followed suit on the 
trip, and celebrated our day of com-
pleting 3 portages by passing around 
the well-travelled two-six. We all 
took swigs, sharing spit, stories and 
satisfaction. As the day slowly came 
to an end, we huddled around the 
campfire before drifting to our tents 

for a well-deserved rest.

By: Katherine Ho



Nature’s 
Palette

With Fall well and truly upon 
Hamilton, my boyfriend and I 
decided to torture our bodies 
and please our eyes with a hik-
ing trip with the Mac Outdoors 
club on the Bruce trail to see the 
lovely waterfalls of Hamilton (for 
those of you who didn’t know, 
Hamilton has the most water-
falls of any city in the world). 

We started our trip at the Pan-
cake house nearby at 7am, filled 
up, caught a bus and began walk-
ing through suburbia with our 
packs on.  It was amazing that 
we caught a bus for less than 10 
minutes and were in a beautiful 
green and red forest.  We walked 
along some railways lines, which I 
assumed were unused – but then 
a train came along.  It honked its 
horn at us and we all got out of 
the way and got down.  We were 
probably just over 2m from the 
speeding train – TRAINS ARE 
HUGE! It was interesting.

 By: Laura Bergmann 

Our awesome, knowledgeable 
leaders told us how to wear 
our packs so they didn’t kill 
our backs.  We had food, tents, 
sleeping bags, clothes and other 
bits and pieces in our huge back-
packs – and they were heavy.  I 
learned that you can actually 
clip the strap around your waist 
really tightly, so all the weight is 
on your hips and the pack actu-
ally sits above the shoulders.  It 
is the first use I have found for 
womanly hips – keep the back-
pack up and bear the weight, 
I am glad to have them.

Fall is such a distinct season in 
Canada, in fact I imagine all the 
seasons are distinct. 
If you took a photo of the same 
place in Summer: it would be all 
green, Fall: covered in orange 
leaves, Winter: snow and Spring 
would be melting snow and 
green peeking through. 

In Australia if you took a photo 
of the same place in the four sea-
sons it would probably be main-
ly the temperature that varied 
– which you can’t see through a 
photo – and maybe a few differ-
ent plants or flowers blooming.  
Fall is spectacular.  I am continu-
ally amazed by how well nature 
understands colour theory – 

complementary greens and reds 
were all through the forest!
The main thing that struck me 
about this hike was how we felt 
like we were in the wilderness, 
gazing at fairy-like waterfalls, ma-
ple trees and deer, but then we 
would have to cross a busy road, 
or had a view of the city.  It was 
quite bizarre to carry sleeping 
gear and be really camping, but 
then see the city I currently live 
in.  I like that we live so close to 
this beautiful nature with clear 
streams and red leaves.

So, to emphasise a few points of 
this wonderful trip:  
Camping with the Mac Out-
doors club is amazing and you 
get to hang out with some very 
cool, like-minded and interest-
ing people.

The Fall colours in Hamilton 
are astounding as are the myriad 
waterfalls and views.S’mores are 
delicious, as is quinoa.

Packs are really heavy, but it is 
great when you can carry the 
weight on your hips.  This does, 
however, change your centre of 
gravity which makes tripping 
over tree roots easier.  I am quite 
proud I managed to carry a big 
pack, but some 
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other people lugged around even 
heavier gear than me and I am 
thoroughly impressed by them. 

I am on exchange from Australia 
, I so see this Fall phenomenon 
as quite exotic, but even if any-
one reading this lives in Ham-
ilton, I urge you to go on the 
Bruce Trail and find some falls 
while the leaves are so 

colourful, and for those of you 
who live in the rest of the world 
– find something in your local        
area that a tourist would be im-
pressed by.  There will undoubt-
edly be something, and it will be 
worth your time to appreciate 
your home.

Photo by Christopher Chang



Above: Waterfall hiker’s by Jacqui Smith    Below: Rattlesnake Point & Bore’s Falls by Dale Morris 



Algonquin 

I have been on many trips to      
Algonquin over the years and 
this one was one of the most    
enjoyable. Our group was self ti-
tled “Team Biceps” and we were a 
force to be reckoned with! I 
always enjoy talking to people 
from all over the world and the 
international students on the trip 

were a great bunch! They gave us 
candy called “Arie Boo” (spelt 
phonetically of course) which 
while not the sweetest taste was 
enjoyable to try once. Our week-
end of portaging, tracking moose 
and jumping off cliffs was one I 
will not forget.  

Team Biceps
By: Adam Collins

Team Fierce Badgers!

Bass Man Jeff!

Team Homeless! 
Submitted by Quentin Duquesbne: Team Fierce Badgers, and Bass Man Jeff

Submitted by Pia Behnsen: Team Homeless! 
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Kold Killarney 
Knowledge

This past October, the club did 
a trip to Killarney Park. It was 
cold, extremely windy, overcast 
and rainy, and fabulous! I want 
to share a couple of the things I 
learnt during this trip, all about 
food and drink!

1) Coffee Bodums are great. So are 
thermos’. We got to the top of 
Silver Peak after hiking up the 
trail which had literally turned 
into a waterfall, it was raining 
that much. We peaked when a 
cloud was enveloping the moun-
tain, and instead of being greet-
ed by a beautiful view, we were 
greeted by freezing winds and a 
sea of white. We jumped up and 
down, as much to keep warm as 
in celebration, and then huddled 
behind a big rock. We were cold, 
tired, and hungry, but it was too 
cold to stop and prepare lunch. 
So we gobbled some gorp, and 
Phil brought out his thermos of 
hot coffee he’d made at the camp-
site that morning. Wow, that
coffee was good.

 By:Madeleine Springate-Combs

2) If it’s gonna be cold, pack lunch-
es that don’t need preparation. 
Two winters ago, I went on the 
MOC advanced winter camping 
trip, and learnt that the classic 
MOC lunch of wraps doesn’t 
really work in freezing weather. 
The cheese and pepper liter-
ally freeze, and no one wants to 
stop moving for long enough to 
make a wrap. In Killarney this 
fall, I realized this lesson extends 
to cold fall conditions, as well as 
winter conditions. There was no 
time during our day long paddle 
and hike when anyone felt like 
having lunch because although 
we were warm while moving, 
stopping was dreadful. So we 
subsisted on gorp and apples, 
which really wasn’t so bad at all. 
But it would have been nice to 
have other snacky things that 
we could of eaten without hav-
ing to stop for a long time, like 
muffins.

3) Meghan and I are awesome at 
cooking dessert over a fire. Here are 
the rough recipes for the easy 
desserts we made! Creative liber-
ty, however, is the key ingredient 
to these recipes.

Date Squares: Cut up a bunch 
of dates - snacking on them 
is allowed but frowned upon. 
Put them in a pot with some 
water. Put them over the heat 
and stir’em up until it’s a warm 
kinda pasty thing. Meanwhile, 
use another pot to fry oats and 
sugar in some oil. Layer the oat 
and date mixtures in each bowl! 
Delicious!

Cheesecake: Crush a bunch of 
graham crackers. Put some oil, 
and honey if you have it, in a 
pot and melt them together 
over the fire. Add the crushed 
graham crackers, mix it, and 
them smoosh them down to 
form a crust. While that’s cook-
ing a little, mix instant cheese 
cake powder (they sell it at Bulk 
Barn, aw yeah!) with water. Add 
a little water at a time until it’s 
cheesecaky. Cut up some skor 
bars - a difficult task, even for 
Eric. Then layer the cheesecake 
mix on top of the crust, and top 
with skor pieces! Ubber sweet 
and yummy.

Campfire Recipes

Photo by Renee Vieira
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Ingredients:
1 can of black beans
1 can of black eyed peas
1 can of chick peas
1 can of corn
1 red onion 
1 green pepper 
1 red pepper

Cumin Vinaigrette
•2/3 cup of Apple cider vinegar 
•1 tablespoon of Dijon Mustard 
•1 ½ teaspoons of Cumin
•1 teaspoon minced garlic
•1 teaspoon black pepper
•½ teaspoon salt
•½ cup canola  oil
•1 squeezed lime

Kitchenware required:
1 strainer
1 cutting board
1 knife
1 measuring cup
1 teaspoon
1 tablespoon
1 cooking pot 

Directions: 
Empty the 3 cans of beans and 
1 can of corn into a strainer and 
rinse them well.  Then dice the  
green, red peppers and onion to 
add to the beans in the strainer. 
Toss to mix everything well then 
pour contents into the cooking 
pot and evenly pour the cumin 
vinaigrette over it. Let it sit in the 
fridge for 2 days and enjoy!

Note: You can alter this recipe 
and even make it on an outdoor 
excursions!

Cumin 
vinaigrette 
bean salad 

By: Adam Collins

Ingredients:
Fire (more importantly, the coals) 
A nice long stick 
Marshmallows 
Graham Crackers 
Chocolate

Directions: 
1)The marshmallow
Slide 2 large marshmallows on a 
long stick. Use only fresh marsh-
mallows. They should be soft and 
pillowy. Hold the marshmallows 
several inches over coals, not 
the flame. Repeatedly turn the 
marshmallows for even roasting. 

When the marshmallow starts to 
slowly fall off the stick, you know 
its finish (inside turns gooey).

2)The cracker & chocolate 
Toast two graham cracker with 
your chocolate resting on top. 
The best way to do this is by plac-
ing the cracker and chocolate on 
a log over the fire. The log should 
not be in direct flame. Wait until 
the chocolate starts to melt and 
its READY. 

3)The combination
Now the tricky part, sandwiching 
the marshmallows… Since I have 
yet to prefect this I am going to 
leave this part to your creative 
genius. If you find the secret let 
me know and we can go make a 
s’more or two sometime. 

The almost 
prefect 
S’more!

By: Renee Vieira



An obsession with the arctic regions of 
our globe, an infatuation with snow, 
ice and the land of the midnight sun. 

I contracted polar fever in the 
summer of 2006 when I was lucky 
enough to spend 10 unforgetta-
ble days camping on the sea ice 
just north of Baffin Island. While 
my friends had planned to visit 
Thailand as sort of a graduation 
trip, my parents had vetoed my 
participation citing parasitic and 
stranger dangers. My mother, in 
her vast wisdom, decided a trip up 
north would be a safer alternative, 
and encouraged me to embark on 
what was to be the most exhilarat-
ing and humbling trip of my life. 

Hold tight! Komatics can be 
bumpy, especially if your driver is 
a slightly eccentric Inuit man with 
a pension for taking long wind-
ing detours. Komatics are ten foot 
long wooden sleds, sort of like 
arctic sports cars with tall wooden 
windshields and an open caboose. 
Used historically by the Inuit, they 
originated as small sleds pulled 
by people or dog-teams, but the 

Polar Fever
By:Liz Maffett

invention of the ski-do allowed 
them to become supersized and 
luxurious sled-homes. 

In the summer of 2006 I was 
lucky enough to be part of an ex-
pedition of students and profes-
sors heading out onto the arctic 
ice for a ten day scientific adven-
ture. From Pond Inlet, NU, we 
set out on the ice to the eastern 
tip of Bylot Island, an Island (and 
Provincial Park) just north of Baf-
fin. Our base camp was on the 
sea ice at the foot of the thousand 
meter cliffs. Our daily destina-
tion: the floe edge. Our method 
of transportation: komatics. 

My friends and I had been told 
not to sit on the rail at the back 
of the komatic. The position is 
precarious, and could result in 
a man-overboard situation. Of 
course after 5 days of smooth sail-
ing, we had become comfortable 
with the komatics and none of us 
actually expected to be buffeted 
enough for a komatatic ejection. 
We were sorely mistaken (with 
emphasis on the sore).

On our way back to base camp 
after a beautiful sunny day of 
lounging at the floe edge, we de-
cided to have a snowball fight of 
epic proportions. It’s very easy to 

make a snowball in a moving ko-
matic – simply dangle your hand 
out into the snow to scoop up 
the perfect projectile weapon. All 
three komatics were weaving in 
and out of each other in a wild 
dance, providing many oppor-
tunities for us to bean (and be 
beaned) with many a snowball. 

As I mentioned, our driver was 
a rather eccentric fellow. After it 
was clear we had had enough of 
this primitive warfare, he banked 
towards what I can only imaging 
was some magical mystery tour he 
had decided to take us on. When 
we could no longer see the other 
komatics, we were slightly con-
cerned that he had gotten us lost. 
We were bouncing around an ice 
field, doing komatic acrobatics, 
when we caught huge air off a 
ramp-like slab of ice. Correction, 
I caught huge air. I had been sit-
ting on the rail along the back of 
the komatic, and suddenly I was 
flying. According to my friends, I 
had maintained the same seated 
position and facial expression as 
a second before, only 5 feet high-
er and airborne. 

What goes up must come down, 
and so I landed quite nicely in 
a groove between two chunks of 
ice. Actually, I’m not sure if I was 
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lucky enough to land exactly in 
this bucket-seat groove or wheth-
er the groove was in fact made 
by my own behind.  Regardless, 
I was now seated on the sea ice, 
watching my comrades glide (and 
bounce) away into the horizon.

As I said before, the windshield 
on a komatic is wooden. So as 
they drove away, even if our driv-
er had been looking, he probably 
wouldn’t have been able to make 
out the stop signals or hear the 
yells of my friends from inside the 
komatic. I was in the middle of 
the arctic ice sheet between Baf-
fin and Bylot Island. My friends 
were zooming away back to camp, 
which I knew was at least another 
twenty minute drive away. I was 
stranded.

Immediately I got up and started 
to jog after the komatic. It seemed 
like the logical thing to do. Even 
after it had vanished from view, I 
was still able to follow the tracks. 
Running in big hiking boots 
through foot-deep snow is hard, 
so I eventually slowed to a walk. 
As I hiked along, I thought about 
what I would do if a polar bear 
came into sight. Run? Play dead? 
Equally bleak outcomes. Fight? 
Yeah, that’d work. 
I felt so completely alone. Con-

sciously, I knew they would come 
back for me. I knew they could 
follow their tracks and that even-
tually I would be found, but a 
small corner of my mind was in 
despair. I had been left to fend 
for myself in the wildest of wil-
derness. I was completely alone.  
If the weather hadn’t been so per-
fectly sunny that day, if the wind 
had been blowing or if snow had 
been falling, the komatic’s tracks 
could have disappeared. I would 
still be out there, lost, frozen for-
ever in the arctic ice. 

Eventually, the komatic came 
into view in the distance. With 
no watch and no way to tell time 
by the sun, it felt as if hours had 
passed. In reality, it hadn’t been 
more than forty minutes.  I was 
relieved to be removed from the 
polar bear menu. I got back in 
the komatic and as we sped back 
to camp it was decided that my 
new nickname should be ‘hump-
ty dumpty’. Great.
The moral of the story: Don’t sit 
on the back of a komatic. Be care-
ful out there.

Liz Maffett graduated from Honours 
Kinesiology in 2011 & now works for 
Altitude and runs the climbing wall. 
Affectionately know as Coach Liz.



1,300 
kilometers 
and no bike 
shorts

It’s a funny thing about cycle tour-
ing. Six years ago, if you had asked 
me to go for a ride along harbour 
front I would have laughed from 
the comfort of my couch, barely 
taking my eyes off of whichever 
Friends rerun was airing on TV. 
Fast forward three years, and I 
may have said yes, albeit begrudg-
ingly and under the circumstances 
we didn’t stray from the rail trail. 
Talk to me today, though, and I’ll 
tell you about a self-guided tour 
down the coastal highway, how 
I was involved in organizing and 
leading the very first cycle tour-
ing trip with the Mac Outdoors 
Club, and my aspirations of com-
pleting seven major tours in seven 
remote areas of the world. Once 
the bug hits, it’s very hard to get 
rid of.

 By:Bobbijo Sawchyn

I met Renee under somewhat 
serendipitous circumstances, on 
a day that neither of us knew 
would lead to a lasting friend-
ship and a cycling adventure 
down the coast. At the time, 
the Mac Outdoors Club didn’t 
have a bike program, and with 
some encouragement from the 
MOC Executive, I helped shape 
it’s first cycle: a three day trip to 
Niagara to do some wine tast-
ing. At the last minute, the trip 
required a co-leader with experi-
ence in first aid and risk man-
agement, and I was lucky to get 
Renee for the part. 

The two of us got on instantly. 
Having never gone on a bike 
tour before that day, when she 
completed the trip in one (in-
credibly hard) gear and talked of 
her love for fire-roasted tarantu-
la legs, I knew our bond would 
continue past our arrival back in 
Hamilton. And so when, after 
two years of planning, my origi-
nal west-coast touring partner 
had to decline due to a job op-
portunity she couldn’t refuse, 
I immediately thought of Miss 
Vieira. 

On June 16, 2011, we began 
our cycling journey from Port-
land to San Francisco. Our 

plane descended with both of us 
crammed against the window, 
ready to start our adventure in 
this stunning part of America. 
Heading toward baggage claim, 
we spotted signs directing us to-
ward the “Bike Assembly Area,” 
where we dragged our boxes and 
started to re-build our bikes. 
During the process, Caroline, 
a woman who had previously 
cycled Hawaii, stopped to chat 
and generously offered up her 
home once we neared the Cali-
fornia border. Baffled that we 
hadn’t even left the airport but 
already had a place to stay, the 
encounter solidified we were off 
to a great start.

Once on the road, we quickly es-
tablished our daily routine, real-
izing it was quite different from 
all the other tourists we were 
meeting. I use the term “rou-
tine” loosely, as essentially ours 
was not to have one. Coming 
into the tour, I had grand ideas 
of finishing most of our riding 
by lunch, ending our time in the 
saddle by mid-afternoon. When, 
after a few days, we found our-
selves consistently strolling into 
our campsites at 6, 7, or 8pm, I 
realized I may have been a little 
ambitious. However, the more 
regiment-oriented of the two, 
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I was reluctant to let go of the 
structure I had built up in my 
mind.

The two of us made quite the 
spectacle down the highway, 
racks piled high with an intricate 
network of bungees holding eve-
rything down. Delicates sun-dry-
ing, sandals strapped down, and 
bananas swinging from the rear, 
we laughed at how our packing 
strategies compared to almost 
everyone we encountered, with 
minimum efficiency, and far 
from aerodynamic perfection.

We meandered from one coastal 
town to another, meeting other 
cycle tourists along the way: 
Erin, a girl soloing from Seat-
tle to San Francisco; Mike and 
Judy, an Australian couple 
cycling on the West coast to the 
Southern tip of Chile; Wayfairer 
and Terry(referred to by nick-
names as their actual names are 
still unknown), two boys from 
Portland who appeared when 
our spirits were brutally low 
and split when we were over the 
day’s hurdle, never to be seen 
again. We experienced chal-
lenges of life on the road: cold 
headwinds & relentless drizzle, 
severe tendon problems, and 
angry motorists yelling profani-

ties from car windows. But the 
best experiences were those that 
came by surprise: hiking into a 
remote campsite and watching 
the sun set on the Pacific from 
a secluded beach,the generosity 
of others as we were offered a 
free lunch or a place to stay, or 
getting to know my partner in 
crime on a level I wouldn’t have 
been able to under any other cir-
cumstances. The people we met, 
the times of doubt, and 
ultimately the unforeseen gifts 
of travel made our time on Hwy 
1 unlike anything else I’d
experienced.

One morning, we were taking a 
particularly long time to get out 
of the campsite and I realized 
the two of us seemed to be en-
joying ourselves way more than 
if we were to wake up at dawn 
with the “go-go-go” mindset of 
others we were meeting. It was 
then that I finally gave in to 
snoozing the alarm (if not turn-
ing it off altogether) or listening 
to a song in the morning before 
packing up the tent without feel-
ing guilty. We were constructing 
our own journey, and loving our 
lives while doing so. 

On July 1, we approached San 
Francisco after a day’s trip in 

30˚C heat under an unforgiving 
sun. Seeing the tops of those red 
spires belonging to the Golden 
Gate Bridge, I welled up with 
tears as this signified our adven-
ture was complete & ultimately, 
that we had made it. After ped-
alling 1,300 km over 14 days on 
the road, crossing the bridge (a 
story in itself involving flat tires, 
somehow finding ourselves un-
derneath the steel red landmark, 
and being escorted into the city 
in the back of a police cruiser) 
was a moment I will never for-
get, with a sense of accomplish-
ment I had experienced like 
nothing before. 

Everyone has their own passion 
in life, but how you go about ful-
filling that longing is just as im-
portant as how you identify it. If 
you love it, go do it – but make 
sure to try to have as much fun 
as humanly possible during the 
process. 

Bobbijo Sawchyn graduated from 
McMaster as a MOCer in 2010 
with an MSc in Biochemistry, and 
now works in Ottawa, Ont. Hwy 1 
was the first extended tour of Bobbi 
and ‘Nons, her bicycle. Together, 
they plan on cycling the world, and 
would be happy to hear from you at 
sawchyn.b@gmail.com. 



5) Stability. You know what’s 
more stable than two shivering 
hands? A tripod.For shooting on 
a MOC trip the best thing to do is 
to have a portable tripod,          re-
member that on these trips your 
going to be carrying other things 
as well. Buy a tripod that’s com-
fortable to carry but is also able 
to take the weight of your cam-
era. If safety is in doubt keep the 
strap around your neck.  

4) Other people. If you’re in a 
group there is always the ten-
dency to cluster. Do you know 
what that means? Everyone will 
take similar photographs. Avoid 
clumping up, scatter a bit. At 
the least try a new approach to        
taking the shot; drag the shutter  
or  panorama it. Take a few steps 
back and look for a different van-
tage point, get lower than every-
one, or higher.  

3) Timing is everything. I’m go-
ing to assume most of the MOC 
trips will warrant a lot of land-

scape photography. This is one 
of the most tricky categories to 
shoot because the time of day can 
change the whole photo. Plan-
ning and timing your landscapes 
is the key to great landscapes! 
Most importantly if you are plan-
ning to leave the group to get 
these photos TELL EVERYONE. 
Go all Paul Revere and start yell-
ing “The British are coming” on 
the group. Tell your group leader 
and make sure they are Ok with 
it. Grab a buddy, then head off 
into the distance with camera 
in hand and photo in mind. Let 
the photo go if there are going to 
be issues with the group, a good 
photo is worth nothing if you 
miss the bus home.  
 
2) Get out of your comfort zone. 
When your taking photos on a 
trip try new and random tech-
niques.  The best way to get me-
diocre photos is to use the same 
settings over and over blindly.  
 
1) You need to have fun. A photo 
is worth a thousand words, and if 
you’re not having fun then all the 
words are going to be are swears 
and anger. That’s not the thou-
sand words that people would 
like to see. If you’re not enjoying 
the process then take a break and 
just enjoy the trip. 

5 Ways to 
improve your 
MOC Photography  

By: Christopher Chang 



And the winners are...
Best photograph of autumn: Laura Bergmann, Algonquin. Cover 

Best photograph taken on a MOC trip: Christopher Chang. Bruce 
Pen. Page 19-20

Best photograph of nature/outdoors: Suzanne Repellin.Chardon.
Page 4 & Ilesaguenay. Right. 

Best overall story:Liz Maffett. Polar Fever. Page 25-28

Best artistic creation: Laura Bergmann. Academic squirrel. Page 11

Honorable mentions: 
-Janine Wong. Autumn falling. Page 5
-Mark (Bus driver). Algonquin group shot. Page 17-18
-Peter Haidl. Niagara falls. Below. 

A big thanks to everyone for the wonderful submissions! 

  



MOC Crew
Alias: Mado
Hometown: The bigger cities of Canada
Role in Club: Co-President
Work: Full time Joy-Builder
Interests: Being in small spaces with lots of people
Favorite trip: Canoeing the Albany River
Advocasies: Vive La Revolution

Name: Meghan
Hometown: Delhi, Ontario (it exists!)
Role in Club: Co-Ring Leader, ORRC Cleaning Lady, DJ
Interests: Being in nature, wild edibles, and music 
Favourite trip: Everglades 2012
Advocasies: …everything? Bikability in Hamilton, sustainable living, and support-
ing local artists!

Name: Adam 
Hometown: Brampton
Role in Club: Resource Coordinator, Trip Leader, serve on the MOC’s Envi-
ronmental Committee and represent the MOC on the Cootes-to-Escarpment       
Committee  
Interests: Backcountry living, mountain climbing, sea kayaking, nordic skiing, oil 
painting! 
Favourite trip: Algonquin intermediate canoe trip
Advocasies: Building “Landscape Literacy”
Moto: Hakuna Matata 

Name: Ashley 
Alias: ‘Keener Beaner’
Hometown: 44.390°N 79.686°W
Role in the Club: Party girl aka ‘social coordinator’
Program: Baby catcher
Interests: Anything outdoors
Past Trips: Algonquin, Bruce Pen, Temagami, The Top 16 Waterfalls in Hamilton
Advocacies: Making the big world small
Moto: You only live once

Name: Sophie
Hometown: Toronto, ON
Role in Club: First Aid Coordinator
Interests: Canoeing, hula hooping, biking, drinking tea, and eating good food...
Favourite Trip: Anything that involves a bit of an adventure
Advocacies: Take chances, make mistakes, and get messy

Name: Renee 
Hometown: the amazon, I kid you not 
Role in the Club: to be AWESOME, promote events & lead trips 
Interest: Hiking, biking, climbing, photography, culture, music, fooood…
Favorite trips: I love them all, big or small, long or short, near or far
Advocacies: supporting the local economy  
Moto: I’ll sleep when I’m dead

Name: Reilly
Hometown: Kingston 
Role in Club: Trip Leader and Social Coordinator (Party Planner!)
Interests: Paddling, hiking, running, tree climbing, traveling, cooking, having fun! 
Favourite trip: Grand Canyon 2011.. soon to be challenged by Everglades 2012
Advocasies: equality, the outdoor classroom

Name: Emily 
Hometown: Scarborough (Toronto), Ontario
Role in the Club: Secretary
Works: Calculus TA, Lifeguard
Interests: Playing piano, Running, Disney Soundtracks, Baking cookies, and Being 
underwater
Favourite Trips: Grand Canyon 2011 and Everglades 2012!
Advocacies: Interdisciplinary learning

Name: Kevin 
Hometown: Cornwall, Ontario
Role in Club: Environmental Coordinator, trip leader
Program: Earth & Environmental Sciences
Interests: Breathing fresh air, canoeing, soccer, weight training, geology
Favourite Trip: Camp Wanakita winter trip
Advocacies: Irish culture 
Moto: aint nothin’ to it but to do it
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Meet the MOC crew! Together these outdoor enthusiasts are the backbone of the 
MOC. If you are planning a trip and need help or just want to chat about the 
local environment, or anything outdoors for the matter, here is a list of some good 
people to talk too. 




