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Any views or opinions presented in this publication are solely those of the author and do 
not necessarily represent those of the club or editors. 

No part of this publication or any of its contents may be reproduced, copied, modified or 
adapted, without prior consent of the respective author, unless otherwise indicated for 

stand-alone materials.

Commercial use and distribution of the contents of the publication are not allowed 
without express and prior written consent of the respective author.

Cover Photograph: Justin Vandenbroucke 
Sunrise at the Tre Cime di Lavaredo, 
Dolomites, December 2012



Spring 2014

3

Credits

Editor-in-Chief 

Production Manager

Executive Editor

Articles Manager

Technical Director

Justin Vandenbroucke

Jasmine Hennessy

Lauralyn Curry-Leech

Lindsay Maurer

Eric Munsing

Eric Canteenwala

Brian Terry

Jonathan King

Jasmine Hennessy

Christopher Engberg

Brian Terry

Andrew Gonzales

Joe Wright

Andrew Gonzales

Blair Holman

Steve Hsiao

Owen Bailey

Tim Hausler

Nils Lundt

Galina Melamed

Andrew Gillies

Alex Do

Contributors

Staff



Th
e 

M
ui

r

4

Contents
Letter from the Editor ......................................................... 7

Trip Report: Gourmet Trip ........................................................... 8

Once a semester, Chaots young-and-old like to show their appreciation for all 
things natural by dressing up in black-tie attire, cooking with propane-fueled 
Colman stoves, and creating copious amounts of trash. Why do we do it? Not sure, 
actually, but we have a first-hand account of this trip to answer that question.

Trip Report: Ventana   Double ........................................................ 11
Tim Hausler puts together a beginner backpacking trip that turns out to be a 
whole lot more than they bargained for; he attempts to sidestep the difficulties 
they faced on this trip with a simple trip report of Ventana Wilderness.

Essay: John Muir, The Patron Saint of the Maurer Family ................ 13

Trip Report: Crescent Couloir ....................................................... 16
Eric is a soft-spoken guy who loves long walks on a beach. He 
describes his perfect date as April 25th, and enjoys hiking straight up 
the side of steep mountains, but more on that in this piece.

Trip Report: Riveting Rainier ....................................................... 18
Sorry ladies, Eric is taken; get jealous while reading this rip-roaring adventure 
piece about the dangers of hiking up mountains in poor weather conditions.

Opinion:  It’s time to end the Halliburton Loophole ........................... 24

Recipies: Certified Gourmet ...........................................................  27 

Trip Report:  Joshua Tree Thanksgiving ...................................... 28
If you like climbing, read on as Andrew and a mustachioed Alex climb their way 
across Joshua Tree battling cyclopes, femininas, and an insatiable desire for 
cutting their fingers on rocks in search of the perfect tuna melt sandwich.

Presidential Letter ................................................................ 34
In Brian’s attempt to write a coherent paragraph, he spurts out half sentences and 
utter nonsense. Join us as we delve into the inner mind of this washed-up leader, as 

he attempts to hold onto his last fragments of power. This is the Presidential Letter.



Spring 2014

5

Photographer Spotlights:

Storm Approaches, Blair Holman ............................................................................ 5

Mount Kilimanjaro, Steve Hsiao ............................................................................ 6

Zion National Park, Nils Lundt ............................................................................... 14

Mendenhall Glacier, Jasmine Hennessy  .................................................................. 22

Canyonlands, Jonathon King .................................................................................. 33

Photographer Spotlight:

Storm Approaches
Chaot Blair Holman snapped this serene photograph of an unidentified river, as a lone 

viewer takes in the stunning mountainside as the weather turns for the worst.



Photographer Spotlight:

Mount Kilimanjaro

Th
e 

M
ui

r

6

On a trip up Mt. Kilimanjaro via the Manchame Route, 
chaot Steve Hsiao photographed this sunset from 
Barafu Basecamp, the last camp before the summit. 
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Letter from 
the Editor
Let us give a warm and chaotic welcome to our first issue of The Muir! 
With special thanks to our President Brian Terry and officers, Andy Gon-
zales and Chris Engberg, revitalizing a publication that is unique to our 
club has been made possible. I speak on behalf of myself as well as the of-
ficers when I say that we are ecstatic about releasing our new publication.

As you follow the path of our publication, bear in mind what lies before 
you. If a bear comes to mind as you read that sentence, then you are in 
the right place! In this issue, we have diverse trip reports, recipes for im-
proved outdoor cooking (especially gourmet), thought-provoking opin-
ion editorials, an exciting photo contest and letters from those that make 
CHAOS thrive.

Stretching across the span of the 1940s to the late 1990s, CHAOS distrib-
uted a publication called Bear Tracks. After looking at numerous old ar-
ticles with hand-drawn illustrations, real-life fables and campy prose, we 
realized that a publication was exactly what we had been lacking. Upon 
this realization, we set forth on a journey to create The Muir which would 
pay tribute to “The Father of National Parks,” John Muir, whose integral 
role in wildlife preservation allows for the outdoor excursions we enjoy 
today. Our vision for The Muir is to provide a space for engaging dia-
logue, share our collective love of the outdoors, and ultimately strength-
en Berkeley’s outdoor community.

We thank you for your support and readership, and I hope you enjoy the 
beginning of a renewed tradition!

CHAOS fanatic forever and always,



For those lucky forty-five epicurean adventurers, you 
can look back on this Spring’s Gourmet Trip with your 

own fond memories, but for those who missed out—or 
imbibed too much juice out of a pineapple to remember it 
all clearly—let me reflect for a moment on my first official 
CHAOS experience:

Photo Credits: Owen Bailey

Trip Report:

Gourmet Trip
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The hills were alive, not with the sound 
of music, but with poppies and the brit-
tled stalks of last years grass adding a 
silvery sheen to the softly rolling grassy 
landscape scattered with California 
Live Oak. Sunshine, and the smart and 
sometimes silly conversation struck 
up with new and old friends, added 
a sense of lightness to the 2.2 mile 
ramble through Henry Coe State Park. 
A leaking container of liquid nitrogen 
prompted a brief stop in the middle 
of a meadow to make new friends and 
cookie dough ice cream. A surprising 
success—thanks to milk, sugar, and the 
Cal Chemistry Department.

Some of the more audacious hikers 
made the trek decked out in their classy 
attire while others changed into their 
fancy digs at camp. There were dress-
es and bow ties, earrings and accents, 
jackets with elbow pads, high heels, 
and even a pair of single monk strap 

shoes. To see just how glamorous it 
got, take a quick gander at the group 
photo. But on to the main event that 
gives the trip it’s name—food! Most 
of the evening involved cooking and 
eating as groups completed their culi-
nary creations according to their own 
whims and accompanied by the stan-
dard appetizers of crackers and cheese, 
grapes and reasonably priced straw-
berries. The array of food included such 
delightful dishes as six-hour brisket, 
cheese polenta, sushi, squid, salmon, 
more fancy fish, fresh mussels, falafel, 
cake, and hot cocoa and cider to round 
off the evening. Even darkness could 
not put a damper on the festivities as 
Joe and Brian (and Chris too!) wrapped 
the central tree in LED lights, creating 
an enchanting atmosphere of ever-
changing color while the musicians 
of the group brought the night alive 
with music—including a guest appear-
ance by a random backpacking ukulele 
player.

Even darkness could not put 
a damper on the festivities 

as Joe and Brian (and 
Chris too!) wrapped the 

central tree in LED lights

After hot cider helped raise enthusi-
asm for a night hike to unknown des-
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Breakfast proved a less memorable 
part of the trip as the morning filled 
with cleaning, packing, and goodbyes 
as small groups began heading back 
to their cars, possibly accompanied by: 
music and rolls down grassy slopes; 
climbing barn beams; and observa-
tions of rocks, acorned trees and mud 
puddle currents. All leading to a car 
ride home filled with stories of child-
hood and future ambitions. Or whatev-
er the friendly CHAOTs in your vicinity 
happened to discuss as their minds re-
flected on a weekend of mild juxtaposi-
tions that make up the Gourmet Trip—
nature and fancy food, fine grooming 
and rugged(ish) adventure.

By Lauralyn Curry-Leech

tinations, a dark foray into the forest 
ensued. The undisclosed location? 
China Hole: a swimming spot consid-
erably farther away than many—all—
had anticipated. Far greater in fact than 
the hike from car to camp, and many 
were encumbered by dress attire (and 
juice) and the general all encompass-
ing darkness. The destination included 
a bit of rocky beach, perfect for storing 
any extraneous clothing for those bold 
enough to plunge nude into the un-
known depths. They were not very deep 
depths, but cold. After long uphill trek 
back under a sky full of stars, the night 
passed into fanciful dreams until the 
early dawn of the outdoors. 



Trip Report:

Ventana Double
For this semester’s “beginner” trip, (al-
though it should be re-billed, as the 
efforts of the group carried us much 
further and faster than expected), we 
set out to climb the Ventana Double, a 
4,853ft. peak just south of Monterrey.

The Ventana Wilderness is known for 
its steep, rugged contours formed by 
the swiftly growing mountains of the 
Central Coast—which are being almost 
equally as quickly eroded by the ocean. 
The 28-mile route along the ridgetops 
went through a variety of pine, oak, and 

madrone forests as well as thick chap-
arral that threatened to overgrow the 
trail. Temperatures were warm enough 
to allow sleeping outside under the 
stars, which were quite bright, but did 
not allow for a clear view of the Milky 
Way.

A great thanks to all who came on the 
trip for their relentlessly positive atti-
tude, even after hiking literally dawn to 
dusk through thick chaparral past nu-
merous deadfalls.

By Tim Hausler
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In memoriam: Grandpa Maurer



Essay:

 John Muir
The Patron Saint of the Maurer Family
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As my aunt Mary Ellen read this John 
Muir excerpt at my Grandpa Maurer’s 
burial last spring, nearly every member 
of my extended family broke down in 
sobs.  I have never felt so horribly sad 
yet so beautifully and intrinsically con-
nected to my family, the natural world, 
the human race and all species on earth. 
As I raised my eyes from his grave to the 
breathtaking view of Mt. Shasta tower-
ing above me, I could sense my grand-
pa’s unmistakable presence. In con-
trast, I could not feel this way two days 
earlier at my grandpa’s memorial ser-
vice.  A respectable turnout showed up 
to pay tribute to my grandpa, a highly 
regarded doctor in our rural Northern 
California community.  Many guests 
had tears in their eyes, but I could only 
feel a hollow sense of disconnect.

Although I have never been able to 
experience a spiritual connection in 

church, my annual backpacking trips 
with the entire Maurer clan have fos-
tered within me a spiritual appreciation 
of nature.  Every summer we set off on 
a pilgrimage to an alpine lake.  Along-
side my family, I have summited Mt. 
Eddy and shouted its good tidings.  I 
have felt nature’s peace in the intimate 
caress of a granite slab as I lay with my 
legs entangled in those of my cousins.  I 
have danced and sang in the rain with 
my grandpa, our connection glorified 
by the violent energy of the storm.

I now work as a counselor at a summer 
wilderness camp for kids, which I know 
my grandpa would approve of.  As I 
point out a sunset or a tiger lily or a fire-
belly newt to my campers, I can hear 
my grandpa and John Muir whisper to 
me in the wind.

By Lindsay Maurer

Climb the mountains and get their good tidings. Nature’s peace 
will flow into  you as sunshine flows into trees. The winds will blow 

their own freshness into you, and the storms their energy, while 
cares will drop off like autumn leaves. (John Muir, Our National Parks, p. 56)



Photographer Spotlight:

Zion National Park

A fter a very icey and adventurous hike up to   
Observation Point, chaot Nils Lundt captured 

this stunning view of the snow covered Zion National 
Park Valley, located in southwest Utah.
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Trip Report:

Crescent Couloir
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South of Lake Tahoe, the craggy cliffs 
of Roundtop Peak jut towards the 
sky—dark volcanic rock painted with 
brilliant white snow, and cut by a deep 
arcing gash—the Crescent Couloir. 
Arcing down across hanging snow-
fields and into a tight gully, the route is 
a coveted ski line in a full winter—but 
in this year’s thin snowpack we thought 
it would do fine as a snow climb.

And so the morning of February 22nd, 
Galina Melamed (School of Social Wel-
fare), Martin Cowell (MechE Grad), Ben 
Pope (alumni, MIT Outing Club) and I 
set out from the Carson Pass trailhead 
on our way south to see the Couloir. 
Firm snow and sunny skies made the 
approach quick, and we lunched with a 
view of the intimidating line ahead. 

Working into the shadow of the north 
face of the peak, we transitioned to 
crampons as the terrain grew steeper. 
We were happy to find firm, untouched 
snow: the route was too thin to be skied 
and early for most climbers. Moving 
into the couloir was entering an alien 
world—rock splotched with brilliant 
lichen towered to the sky, and dark 
shadows were offset by brilliant snow. 

Moving into the couloir was 
entering an alien world—

rock splotched with brilliant 
lichen towered to the sky, 
and dark shadows were 
offset by brilliant snow.

Our huffing and puffing punctuated 
the stillness as we took turns breaking 
trail up the fifty-degree snow. Moving 
out of the couloir and onto the hang-
ing snowfield, I happened to be in the 
lead as we came to the first crux—a 
choke where the snow grew shallow 
as the route was squeezed into a steep 
rock corner. As I clambered upwards, 
the snow under my crampons began 
peeling away from the rock, and I could 
no longer dig the shafts of my ice tools 
into the snow for self-belay. Unable to 
see what my crampons were scratching 
on through the loose snow, I flailed at 
the rock in an attempt to find purchase, 
holding on with a hand jammed into 
the snowy crack at the back of the cou-
loir while the skis on my back banged 
against the rock walls and threw me off 
balance.
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The wall on the left was loose 
and crumbling; to the right 

the snow fell away in blocks of 
stiff windboard. Clenching my 
gloves in my teeth, I grabbed 
the rock with my left hand, 
sunk my right tool into the 
snow until it hit rock, and 
flailed up and over the lip.

Belaying the others up, I was greeted 
by grinning smiles and shouts of excite-
ment as each of them climbed up onto 
the summit ridgeline and into view of 
the mountains to our south. Bathed 
in the golden light of alpenglow, we 
laughed and joked with the excitement 
of the climb and relished our shared 
accomplishment in the alpine wilder-
ness. A sunset ski run down chattery 
snow and a headlamp trek back to the 
cars brought our day to a close, and we 
reached the trailhead with the tired 
happiness of an epic day in the moun-
tains.

By Eric Munsing

I retreated back to the others, panting 
for breath and reeling with adrenaline. 
Backpack off, rope out, harness on—I 
pounded two pickets into the snow, 
and belayed by Marty I set off again. 
Wiping snow away, I delicately placed 
my crampons and picks on small holds 
in the rock, and inched my way up-
wards. In ski boots and crampons, the 
six feet of fourth-class climbing felt like 
wild 5.9, and I focused on keeping my 
mind calm as I led my first few moves 
of mixed climbing.One more hand-foot 
match, and I stood up to find that the 
crux was over—my tools found pur-
chase in the snow, and I began moving 
upwards in a rush of adrenaline and 
delirious relief. Two pickets and eighty 
feet later, the route was forced right 
onto steeper terrain as it neared the 
lip at the top of the couloir. The wall 
on the left was loose and crumbling; to 
the right the snow fell away in blocks of 
stiff windboard. Clenching my gloves 
in my teeth, I grabbed the rock with 
my left hand, sunk my right tool into 
the snow until it hit rock, and flailed 
up and over the lip. Flopping up onto 
flat ground, I stumbled into the sun-
light of the summit ridge, and let out 
a whoop—proud to have finished my 
first mixed climb.



Trip Report:

Riveting Rainier
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On March 17th, I realized that we were 
climbing Rainier in exactly six days. We 
decided to do it as a training trip for 
Denali in order to acquire more experi-
ence in cold weather camping, glacier 
travel, and snow climbing. Consumed 
with grad school and without spend-
ing much time looking into the trip, we 
booked a round trip to Seattle and re-
solved to figure out the rest on the fly. 

Eric looked into weather forecasts and 
mountain conditions and had a slight-
ly better idea of what we were getting 

into—a looming storm and a short 
climbing window.  At least we knew 
how to reach the mountain. We fortu-
nately had a bunch of friends in Seattle 
who put us up for the portion of our visit 
that we did not spend on the mountain 

On Sunday, March 23rd, we got our 
first clear view of Rainier from the road 
to the trailhead at about 2,000ft. The 
mountain was intimidating, this was 
no training trip; it was the real deal. 

At the trailhead we packed up, got our 
climbing permits, put the skins on the 
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climb mountains at different paces. 
But practice makes perfect, so we did 
just that and figured it out for the most 
part.

When we got to just under 12,000ft it 
was lunch time. It was cold and windy. 
We also heard the sound of falling rocks 
and could not tell whether it was the 
ice fall on the other side of the ridge or 
the rock formation we were supposed 
to cross under to our right. We built 
quick anchors by placing pickets in the 
firm snow and after clipping packs to 
the anchors, proceeded to scramble up 
to the ridge line where the winds were 
topping out at 40mph. We got a good 
view of our route, which at this time 
in the afternoon had the potential for 
rock falls. Moreover, the summit, as we 
feared, would be unreachable as the 
swirling snow around the peak indicat-
ed high wind speeds. 

We paused there for a few minutes to 
take photos and made plans to make 
another attempt for the summit in 
the summer. We also got a view of the 
Nesqually Glacier and Icefall. It was like 
nothing I have ever seen before, like a 
scene from a different planet.

Knowing we just made a decision that 
will keep us alive, however disappoint-
ing, we decided to head down. I man-
aged to keep a faster pace than Eric, but 

skis and proceeded to sweat profusely 
for the next couple of hours due to the 
excessive heat. The sun was shining 
and the views were stunning. We could 
see Mt. Hood, Mt. St. Helens, and other 
surrounding volcano peaks.

My 40lb backpack was the heaviest I 
have carried. After a couple of hours 
and a couple thousand feet, I slowed 
down significantly -- my shoulders hurt 
and my legs were cramping. By the 
time we reached Camp Muir, located 
at 10,000 feet, I fell asleep almost in-
stantly. 

The next morning we got up pretty 
late and packed up for a summit at-
tempt via the Gibraltar Ledges route. 
The winds were howling overnight but 
had calmed by morning. So we roped 
up, got our summit packs ready, and 
headed up.

Over the span of a few hundred feet, I 
dropped my thermos and gloves, and 
we had to repeatedly hike back down to 
retrieve them. Lesson learned, clip shit 
to your pack.

We kept going, switching every so often 
to lead and break trail. Moving roped-
up is difficult while wearing goggles 
and several layers of clothing. Despite 
an honest effort to match the pace of 
my partner, the reality is that people 
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After the little adventure we walked 
back to the hut, ate dinner, and went 
to sleep. I had insane dreams all night 
that troubled me throughout the night. 

Every time I woke up my senses would 
zero in on the storm whipping the snow 
against the walls of the hut outside, 
and paranoia set in. I knew for sure that 
the skis we had stashed outside the hut 
were gone. I knew we were not going 
to make it down. I knew we would 
wither away on this mountain forever 
or freeze to death—or get covered by a 
giant avalanche.

By morning, I felt more exhausted, 
and those insane dreams kept coming 
to mind. The storm had grown worse, 
and we had to get a move on if we were 
to have a chance of getting down. We 
talked strategy, put on layers, on layers, 
on layers and a parka on top. Then, we 
headed out.

As I wrote this article, I struggled with 
how to describe my experience skiing 
down the mountain. The whiteout 
conditions during the trek down were 
emotionally and physically draining. 
Visibility was practically non-exis-
tent—which way is up? Or down? Why 
is this snow layer cracking and sliding 
in small plates from under my skis?  
Eric would bring up the compass once 
again and align his ski pole in the direc-

being roped together was a pain. Ap-
parently I kept pulling Eric down which 
made him nervous, and consequently, 
he slowed down. We talked about it, 
adjusted some things and made it 
down to camp Muir. 

It was decision time: Do we pack up and 
ski down while we can still see every-
thing? Or do we stay on the mountain 
and get the experience of navigating 
our way out of a storm? There is a clear 
winner here right? 

So we picked the latter.

There is a small shelter at Camp Muir in 
which we planned to spend the night. 
No need to spend a night out in a storm 
like that. It would be miserable, and 
we would get no sleep. At this point 
we still had time in the evening before 
the sun set, so we decided to explore a 
glacier with a smaller (and much less 
impressive) ice fall on the other side 
of the camp. We roped up again, and 
headed over that way. The glacier had 
open crevasses, so we were much more 
careful and alert in case one of us fell 
through. We were so excited to be so 
close to an icefall, each of us got to walk 
out on a serac—a giant piece of ice fall-
ing away from the rest of the glacier. 
It was a thrilling experience. We prac-
ticed wanding and probing and other 
techniques.
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wind is hitting you in the face with all 
its fury).

Luckily, Eric had downloaded a GPS 
app on his phone that allowed us to 
find compass bearings and a route 
down the mountain. Some time later, 
we went over a little ridge and there 
it was, the parking lot. I imagine this 
is what it is like to find God. We skied 
down the steeper section from Panora-
ma point. The relief that we had made 
it down swept over my body, as I made 
less careful turns and felt weak with 
happiness. Of course, I caught an edge 
and plummeted down, skis overhead, 
landing face down in the cold, but re-
freshing, snow. I had no energy left to 
get up, but the warm feeling of survival 
washed over me, and I could not help 
but laugh. I laughed so hard it shook 
my whole body and the pack that sat 
on top of me. Eric thought I was crying 
and rushed over only to find me look-
ing like a junkie who had just gotten a 
much-needed fix. We skied out the rest 
of the way to the car giddy and happy 
but extremely hungry and tired at the 
same time. 

What is important is that we are alive. 
And that is a very good thing.

By Galina Melamed

tion I needed to ski down. I made one 
careful turn and then another, doing 
my best to avoid being dragged down 
by my giant pack. All the while, I looked 
back to ensure he was still pointing in 
the direction I was headed. Once I could 
no longer see, I would stop and wait; he 
would ski down into view and then I 
would continue down the mountain. I 
could not feel my toes even with warm 
ski boots and overboots on. My face 
was numb too.

I knew for sure that the 
skis we had stashed outside 
the hut were gone. I knew 
we were not going to make 
it down. I knew we would 

wither away on this mountain 
forever or freeze to death...

Then we realized we were on the wrong 
side of a rock formation called Moon 
Rocks. We were able to see them in a 
short-lived lull in the blizzard.  We soon 
realized that the white out conditions 
we were in would not let up anytime 
soon. This thought was paralyzing. I 
sat down in the snow for a second to 
regain some strength. I practiced medi-
tative breathing and focused on my in-
ternal being in order to drown out my 
surroundings (though it is pretty hard 
to drown out external forces when the 



Jasmine Hennessy captured a picture of an ice cavern 
beneath Mendenhall Glacier in Juneau, Alaska. The 

ice refracts a bright, glacial blue color. 

Photographer Spotlight:

Mendenhall Glacier
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Opinion:

It’s time to end the       
Halliburton Loophole
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If a car manufacturer, cosmetic produc-
er, or farmer pumped large volumes 
of toxic chemicals near drinking water 
sources, spewed massive amounts of 
the most potent greenhouse gasses 
into the air, and transported over a 
thousand big  rig diesel trucks holding 
toxic chemicals through your neighbor-
hood daily, they would likely be held 
legally liable under a host of federal en-
vironmental laws designed to protect 

human health. Thanks to the infamous 
“Halliburton Loophole”, this notion 
does not apply if the company’s name is 
Halliburton, BP, Mobil, Shell, or Chev-
ron and happens to be involved with 
hydraulic fracturing. We must demand 
that our Congressional representatives 
end these special exemptions for large 
oil companies by passing the Fractur-
ing Responsibility and Awareness of 
Chemicals act, or FRAC Act, immediate-
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ly. The FRAC Act would require oil com-
panies to abide by the same existing 
environmental regulation that already 
applies to virtually every other sector 
of the economy in order to protect both 
human health and the environment. 
It would also compel fracking compa-
nies to disclose the toxic chemicals that 
they pump into our ground, water, air, 
homes, and, indirectly, our bodies. 

Hydraulic fracturing, more commonly 
known as fracking, refers to an oil or 
natural gas extraction process in which 
a fracking fluid, comprised of water, 
sand, and an assortment of chemicals, 
some of them toxic, is injected deep 
into an underground reservoir of fossil 
fuels such as shale oil or tar sands. The 
fracking fluid splinters its intended 
target, creating tiny fissures that enable 
fossil fuels to travel into steel pipes and 
wells, which then pump the product to 
the surface.  

The boom in fracking during the past 
decade is astounding. There are cur-
rently over 82,000 active fracking sites 
in 17 states. Over 15 million Americans, 
nearly double the population of New 
York City, live less than one mile away 
from an active fracking site. Given the 
substantial risks to human health, it 
is irrational and irresponsible to make 
these activities exempt from crucial 

environmental and public health leg-
islation designed to protect Ameri-
cans. Hand-placed in the Energy Policy 
Act of 2005 by former Vice President 
Dick Cheney, the Halliburton Loop-
hole carves out a special exemption for 
fracking from all major environmental 
regulation including the Safe Drinking 
Water Act, Clean Air Act, Clean Water 
Act, and the Comprehensive Environ-
mental Response, Compensation and 
Liability Act. Not surprisingly, Dick 
Cheney is also the former CEO of Hal-
liburton and has a tremendous stake 
in the company’s profitability given his 
extensive personal share holdings. 

The decision not to regulate fracking 
was predicated on a single 2004 En-
vironmental Protection Agency (EPA) 
report on the effects of fracking on 
drinking water resources, which has 
since been discredited as inaccurate 
and politically motivated. In addition 
to failing to stand up to scientific scru-
tiny, this report did not consider the 
numerous other ways in which fracking 
may harm human health and the envi-
ronment. Numerous studies have since 
shown that fracking emits more harm-
ful greenhouse gases than coal alter-
natives, contaminates drinking water 
sources, releases harmful air emis-
sions, creates heavy traffic in under 
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equipped rural areas, and even causes 
minor earthquakes. It is estimated that 
as much as 6% of methane produced 
during fracking, a greenhouse gas 84 
times more potent than carbon diox-
ide, is leaked into the atmosphere.

We should have the right to 
know what is being released 
into our land, air, drinking 

water, and in effect, our bodies.

Despite the significant environmen-
tal impacts of fracking, it is clear that 
fracking can also boost staggering local 
economies and serve as a domestic 
fuel source. In the once sleepy town of 
Williston, North Dakota, McDonald’s 
now offers a $300 signing bonus and 
high hourly wages. The FRAC act would 
not stunt any of this development; it 
would however, help protect millions 
of Americans living near fracking sites 
from a slew of toxic chemicals used 
during fracking.

The fracking industry claims they 
cannot disclose the toxic chemicals 
used in their fracking fluids because 
they are considered proprietary trade 
secrets. However, the FRAC act does 
not ask companies to disclose their 
complete formulas; it only requires 
companies to list their chemical ingre-

dients. Similarly, the USDA does not 
require CocaCola to give away its secret 
formula, but it would ban the product 
if harmful toxins were a “secret ingredi-
ent”. The same standard should apply 
to our drinking water.

The EPA is expected to release a new, 
improved report on the safety of frack-
ing later this year. Although this is 
crucial in understanding the risks of 
fracking, this report is not legally bind-
ing and cannot reverse prior special 
exemptions for the oil industry. Realis-
tically, the FRAC act has a slim chance 
of passing through a Republican con-
trolled Congress; however, similar reg-
ulations could be passed on a state- by-
state basis via direct ballot initiatives. 
New York has already passed such reg-
ulations.   

We should have the right to know 
what is being released into our land, 
air, drinking water, and in effect, our 
bodies. Stand up to the oil industry’s 
special interest lobbying by demand-
ing Congress pass the FRAC Act today.

By Eric Canteenwala 
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Recipes:

Certified Gourmet
Andrew Gillies’ 

Breakfast Burritos

Makes 4 medium burritos
 ʇ 3 small white potatoes
 ʇ 1/2 onion
 ʇ 1/2 green pepper
 ʇ knob of sharp cheddar
 ʇ few spoonfuls salsa
 ʇ 1/4-1/3 lb chorizo
 ʇ 6 eggs
 ʇ 4 tortillas
 ʇ few tablespoons of oil
 ʇ hot sauce
 ʇ diced tomato (optional)
 ʇ sour cream (optional)

Directions:

Works best with a 2 burner Coleman 
stove, cast iron pan, and a spatula. 
Cube the potatoes, then pan-fry in 
some oil. After a few minutes,  add 
the diced onion and green pepper.  
Cook for 10 mins or until the potatoes 
are done. Transfer and keep warm in 
bowl.  Mix with salt (1 In-n-Out packet) 
and pepper if you have it. While cook-
ing dice tomatoes and shred chedder.

Add chorizo to pan with a bit of oil, 
cook and chop up with spatula. Crack 
all the 6 eggs into chorizo and scram-
ble. Cook all until done. Transfer to 
bowl and keep warm.

Assemble in tortilla, wrap and fry in 
the cast iron pan w a bit of oil, tunrn-
ing once after browning and crunchy. 
This is the most important step.

Brian’s Amazing  
BBQ Rub

 ʇ 3 tablespoon coarse pepper
 ʇ 2 tablespoons paprika 
 ʇ 2 tablespoons table salt
 ʇ 1 tablespoon white sugar
 ʇ 1 tablespoon onion powder
 ʇ 1 teaspoon mustard powder
 ʇ 2 teaspoons garlic powder
 ʇ 2 teaspoons chili or ancho powder
 ʇ 1 teaspoon cayenne powder
 ʇ some nutmeg
 ʇ some cumin

Directions: Combine.
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Joshua Tree National park is truly an alien place, and it 
is clear the minute you pass into the park. Cell phone 

signals and power lines disappear, and you are constantly 
left with the feeling that some Dr. Seuss character is wait-
ing for you behind every boulder.

Trip Report:

 Joshua Tree Thanksgiving
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Alex and I arrived mid day after driv-
ing across 520 miles of California in 
his bombed-out multi-colored 1996 
subaru impreza, loaded to the gills with 
all forms of food, beer, camera equip-
ment, climbing and camping gear, and 
even a little firewood. A stop at Natu-
ral Sisters Cafe for breakfast smooth-
ies and vegan biscuits helped keep 
our energy levels high as we entered 
the park, but Alex threw on the aptly 
named U2 album just to be sure they 
stayed there. We quickly set up camp at 
sheep pass and then bolted off to scout 
out some of our climbs for the week.

We would end up climbing about 25 
classics over the course of the week, 
climbing almost without pause from 
dawn to dusk about every single day. 
I had heard that the JT granite is re-
lentless, and this proved to be true. So 
sharp, its almost as if little razor blades 
had been cooked into the quartz mon-
zonite granite. I swear all I had to do 
is look at the stone and my fingertips 
would bleed. 

The headstone is an unmissable spire, 
and anyone who has any propensity for 
climbing at all will immediately want 
to climb the headstone once seeing it 
from the road. The easiest route (SW 
corner 5.6) makes it seem like its well 
within the grasp of intermediate climb-

ers as well. However the low rating 
belies the terrifying and exposed pull 
onto the arete, which is poorly protect-
ed by the bolt placement on the route. 
I pulled up to this move and backed off 
several times, getting totally tricked 
out by the potential fall onto the ramp 
several feet below me. Luckily another 
climber came through and led it up for 
us and we climbed it with no problems. 
Amazing how much easier things seem 
on top rope.

We got into a pretty good groove – get-
ting up just after dawn, sometimes to 
the shrill cry of the coyotes, whose calls 
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would echo all over our camp alcove 
and mix into this horrifying electronic 
alien-like call. We had always have a 
good breakfast with the other CHAOS 
crew and everyone would discuss their 
plans for the day. Once we had some 
sort of rough plan in place, we would 
set off from camp and pretty much 
climb until sunset, stopping briefly for 
a quick lunch.

It seemed as the week went on the 
climbing just got better and better. On 
our list that day was one of the classics – 
touch and go (5.9) – touted as a perfect 
hand crack up to a juggy roof. After a bit 
of searching and scrambling around, 
we finally got settled and set up to 
climb. The start was a super satisfying 
lieback that transitions smoothly into 
the promised perfect hands. Although 

slightly strenuous, and almost feeling a 
bit rattly in the mid section, it was easy 
enough to find great feet to keep it all 
together. Solid hands crack climbing 
happens to be my favorite, and this was 
about as good as I have had so far. Jam 
after jam led me up to the gentle roof, 
and pulling out onto the jugs from the 
crack was fairly seamless. Stepping out 
on top of a climb as satisfying as this is 
a rare treat.

The road that leaves the echo rocks area 
takes you past one of the more famous 
and popular climbing formations – cy-
clops rock. Named for a distinct tunnel 
that passes through the top center of 
the 170 foot high formation, it looks 
like it has an ever watching ‘eye’, much 
like Sauron from Lord of the Rings. And 
in fact, the staple route, aptly named 
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‘the eye’, (5.4?…) has you climbing up 
the main gully directly into the socket. 
This route, also a super-classic, almost 
always sports an exciting lineup.

The lead on the cyclops was incredibly 
fun. Big pulls onto ledges, into and 
out of a very stemmy corner, and an 
abundance of cracks for gear made the 
climbing both low key and exhilarating. 
But the fun part was really the top. On 
the final move, I pulled up into the eye. 
The dark, cool cave gives way through 
the rock, and opens up into a wide ex-
panse of desert on the other side, like 
a portal. I set up the belay anchor, and 
took a seat on a fin of rock that gave the 
feeling of riding a bull. With the portal 
behind me and a view of the climb in 
front, I popped off my shoes, took in 
the view from my perch, and prepared 
to bring up Nate and Alex. These were 
the moments I had remember most 
from my week in JT.

We would come back to the cyclops for-
mation later in the trip, but our second 
time around we would climb on the 
south face. At the top of some climb,  
we cleaned gear, while the sun lit up 
the stone before quickly disappearing, 
leaving us scrambling back to the car 
in the rapidly fading light, eager to get 
back to camp for dinner and to share 
stories with the rest of the CHAOS crew.

One cannot underestimate the impor-
tance of food on a week long climbing 
trip. Especially when that trip leaves 
you with scant chances to replenish 
supplies. One has to balance out the 
need for calories with the ease of cook-
ing them, and with limited resources, 
as well as making sure nothing will 
spoil.

From apple-cinnamon french toast, 
to fried glass noodles, to superb, fried 
potatoes and scrambled eggs, we were 
the culinary envy of the camp. And the 
grand finale would be a full camp-wide 
thanksgiving dinner potluck with the 
entire CHAOS crew, complete with 
at least a couple turkeys (some more 
burned than others), and all the fixings 
we could hope for.

Alex found another key ingredient for 
any sunny joshua tree climb – mus-
tache glasses! As useful for protecting 
your eyes as they are for protecting 
your upper lip, mustache glasses are 
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also extremely handy at fending off 
any marauding femininas. Plus, if that 
first ascent is no longer up for grabs, or 
that on-sight is still out of reach, just 
pop on some trusty mustache glasses 
for your very own FMA! (First Mustache 
Ascent!). Alex would go on to tick off 
many, many FMAs over the course of 
the week. During the walk off of a par-
ticular climb, a woman even stopped 
me to give me a warning – “you know 
– your climbing partners mustache is 
fake!”  ”Yikes!” I replied. “Thanks for the 
warning lady – I will be sure to double 
check his belay technique on the next 
climb.”

One of the charms of climbing in Joshua 
Tree with 30+ year old climbing guide-
books – aside from the brutal ratings 
(assume everything is sandbagged, 
and run out as hell) – is trying to deci-
pher just where the hell that particular 
climb, formation, walk-off or belay sta-
tion really is. Truly we have sacrificed 

something with slick supertopo guide-
books that can lead even the blind to 
the most inconspicuous of climbs. 

Sunset is by far the best time to be 
climbing in Joshua Tree. The granite 
glows like its on fire, and the texture 
and holds of a climb are never more 
vibrant. You can also get some pretty 
great photos! One such evening we were 
once again at the cyclops, this time on 
the south side. We set up a belay at the 
top and ran back and forth to climb the 
fantastic ‘Are We Ourselves’ and ‘Penel-
ope’s Walk’ while the sun dipped down. 
Unlike the sun, we were not done. The 
climbing, too good to give up, neces-
sitated headlamps being pulled out of 
backpacks while we finished.

In the end the week was so much more 
than the fantastic sunrise to sunset 
climbing. The food, the stories shared 
around campfires, the late-night 
scramble missions, the new friends 
made, as well as sharing the experience 
with my good friend Alex, have made 
my introduction to this special place as 
unique as the landscape itself. I’ll hope-
fully be returning to Joshua Tree for 
many years to come.

By Andrew Gillies
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Photographer Spotlight:

Canyonlands
On a recent trip to Utah chaot Jonathon King captured 

this stunning photograph of an otherworldly landscape.
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Presidential 
Letter
I appreciate you taking the time to read our first issue of “The Muir”. We 
hope you enjoyed it. The staff has toiled for countless hours to make this 
crazy idea a reality. The idea behind this publication was to strengthen 
the soul of CHAOS and the larger Berkeley outdoor community. At the 
least, I hope that the stories contained here have inspired you to get out-
side, organize a trip, and explore nature.

I must thank the members who submitted material, this publication 
would not be possible without their contributions. In the future, we hope 
to see many more engaging stories, brilliant pictures, and thought pro-
voking articles. The Muir is still in its infancy and continuously evolving. 
We would love to hear your ideas and are open to new types of submis-
sions. The whole process of creating a publication was a learning experi-
ence for the entire staff. Please, let us know what you thought or better 
yet help us improve it. If you have an eye for design, a passion for the out-
doors, or just a plain old desire to get involved, I urge you to reach out. 

CHAOS is at its core a laid back organization rooted in our sole goal: to 
embrace the outdoors. This style, however, requires engagement and 
contribution from all of our members. As I have told many of our mem-
bers, CHAOS functions as a do-acracy, meaning that changes and events 
only occur if you make them happen. Every CHAOT has the ability to im-
prove upon the dynamic of our club. “The Muir” would not have come to 
fruition without a select few members taking on this arduous task. The 
club has operated in this manner from its onset and stems from the at-
titude of the LeConte camping party in 1870 (who actually met John Muir 
during their adventures in Yosemite). Our roots extend from before the 
founding of the Sierra Club and the National park system. We have a rich 
history to draw upon, of which to be proud
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Recently, I have noticed that our club is suffering from a lack of owner-
ship. Our club has tremendous potential and it is often dismissed. Cur-
rently, there are only about ten officers that oversee and operate all of 
the clubs functions. Our small group of officers has large goals and works 
hard to keep CHAOS functioning. But alas, we simply have too little time 
and too many obligations to achieve all of these goals. 

In order to help engage more of our members we have focused our ef-
forts. There will be many changes in the coming semester. We will be ex-
panding and introducing several programs. First, some of you may have 
noticed that we have forgone renewal this year. The lapse is due to a com-
pletely electronic restructuring of the club. Our website, membership 
dues, and gear shed checkouts are all being reworked to be more user 
friendly and cohesive. Moreover, we have a new and improved gear shed 
that we will be moving into in the coming weeks. Indeed, we will also be 
growing “The Muir” and continuing the speaker series we held alongside 
Cal Climbing this semester. There will be changes to the mailing list to 
make it more accessible and useful. We will also be creating trip guides 
to make it easier for people to plan and coordinate their own trips. Ad-
ditionally, there will be scholarships available to those who would like to 
earn certifications such as Wilderness First Aid. I invite you to take own-
ership and become involved in these exciting changes. 

Your Supreme Leader,



The Muir is produced by CHAOS Publishing House, located within 
Cage 184 in the basement of Hearst Womens’ Gymnasium, 

University of California, Berkeley.

We may also be found online, 
along with this and future publications, at:

chaosberkeley.org


