
The good race
By Ned Rozell

Ned and Anna 
Rozell show off 
their finisher’s 
patch after 
completing the 
2009 Equinox 
Marathon.

As we rolled through the parking lot, 100 steps from 
the grassy field where the Equinox Marathon ends 
and begins, the starting cannon boomed. It was not 
the first time I had arrived late for the Equinox start, 
but everything else was different that morning. My 
little blondie, 3-year old Anna, was there with me. 
She was in her Chariot stroller, with a blanket over 
her feet.

I was following a compulsion to do the race any 
way possible. With Anna’s mom, Kristen, up ahead 
in the pack, and us with no babysitter, the Chariot 
was a means for me to cover the miles. Expecting 
a 3-year-old to sit still for nine hours was nuts, and 
selfish, but I wanted to honor my lifetime bib. And 
I wanted to share the experience with my little girl, 
because my Equinox Marathon memories (includ-
ing first meeting Kristen at the race) go back half 
my life.

With smoke curling from the cannon, the crowd 
bobbed up the hill ahead of us. I suppressed a com-
ical urge to pass people, and shoved the Chariot up 
the first steep hill of the Equinox. My eyes watered 
while ascending the old UAF ski slope, a bit over-
whelmed that I was healthy/lucky/alive enough to 
again run the race.

Twenty-one years earlier, I had started up this 
same hill in a T-shirt and nylon shorts. I wished I 
had more insulation when it snowed on Ester Dome 
that day, but I made ’er home in 4 hours, 18 minutes. 
Not a great time, but at that moment it was the 
most impressive thing I had ever done.

I’ve run this race most of the years I’ve lived here, 
with an intact streak since 2001. I was trained up 
for my best ever time in 2000. But then my dad died 
that August, and I was back East during race time. 
Since then, I’ve thought of him, and the tennis tiger 
who was my mom, during the hours it takes me to 
cover the 26.2 miles up, on and over Ester Dome. 
That’s the part where I get misty, and thankful my 
carcass can still move that far.

On this chilly September morning, it was time 
to show my girlie the miles that are such a part of 
my life. I’m not sure if Anna will be a runner, or 
even an athlete, but she was going to see the crowd 
that comes out to cheer everybody on beneath the 
yellow and orange trees, wrinkle her nose at the 
musk of highbush cranberries, and feel the heartfelt 
smiles and hand slaps of the old friends we passed 
on the out-and-back. She would breathe in the spirit 
of the day.

As we climbed up the big hill through spruce and 
aspen, another Equinox memory nudged me. There, 
in my mind’s eye, was Paco, a friend from college, 
sitting down right there on the trail, eating berries, 
resting for another push with a punchy smile on his 
face. He was trying to once again complete the race 
without training. Paco, a UAF photography student 
from Mexico, loved the Equinox. Learning of his 
murder in Fairbanks one day in October almost 
20 years ago was some of the most shocking news 
I’ve ever received. I thought of him — that gentle, 
smiling soul — and mouthed another thank you for 
my blessings.

The richest blessing was the little girl with me. 
She entered the scene a few years ago, blowing the 
walls off the me-centered box I’d constructed and 
maintained for 43 years. With her, everything was 
new again, from the hoot of a great horned owl to 
the crunch of little boots on fresh snow.

The miles with Anna did not drag that day. She 
napped, she walked some, she never complained 
and she looked forward to the cookies at the aid 
stations before devouring them.

Nine hours into that glorious day, with Anna on 
my shoulders as we closed in on the finish line, a 
woman ran past us. We had seen her before, several 
times; she had been checking on friends who, like us, 
were the true back of the pack. As she had several 
times before, the woman yelled words of encour-
agement. They were the perfect summation of our 
new, extra-slow and extra-meaningful version of 
the Equinox.

“Watching you two today has been beautiful.” 

Ned Rozell, ’90, is a science writer at UAF’s Geophysical 
Institute.
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technological breakthrough or 
the perfect hydrogen fuel cell car, 
it is better to start right now to 
change your lifestyle. Prepare to 
change your job, or accept lower 
wages, or live with other families, 
or use alternative transportation, 
or use coal to heat your home. 
Just don’t prepare for the easy life 
that technologists have promised.

Ultimately, people will make 
do. We were made to adapt. 
Now people will have to manage 
again, and with environmental 
problems to boot. When I taught 
in Kazakhstan, a student told me, 
“It could be fun for everyone to 
live in a yurt.” And so it could 
be. Just remember to wear your 
re� ective gear and snorkel. 

Doug Reynolds, professor of oil 
and energy economics, has been 
at UAF since 1997. He has done 
research in oil and natural gas supply, 
natural gas pipeline projects and 
nonrenewable resource scarcity. 
He has studied energy issues in 
Kazakhstan, Mexico, Norway, Russia 
and Poland, and has done energy 
consulting for the State of Alaska.

Artist Harrison Carpenter was born 
in Fairbanks and raised in Delta 
Junction, Alaska. He will graduate 
from UAF this spring with a BFA in 
art. He is particularly interested in the 
urbanization of landscapes.

pipes were laid, but the 
commission determined this 
alternative to be too expensive. 
Another alternative, which I saw 
used in the former Soviet Union, 
was to put pipes above ground 
rather than underground, all 
over the city. It’s ugly but cheap. 
� e Soviets did it o� en. 

[� e committee also explored 
alternative-energy options, and 
Reynolds o� ers an analysis of 
some alternative energies in the 
book.]

A recommendation for 
the two-year LNG option 
was pushed, but because the 
commercial interests needed 
time and incentive to try their 
options, nothing was done 
with the recommendation, and 
Fairbanks continues to head 
into greater environmental 
and economic decline. But that 
is typical. Energy transitions 
by their nature are divisive, 
expensive and economically 
devastating. � ere are no easy 
technologies, no cheap solutions, 
no clear path — only extremely 
di�  cult and painful adaptations.

� ere are no easy answers to 
high energy costs. People will 
simply have to pay more for 
energy, including electricity, 
and will have less money for 
vacations, consumer goods, even 
necessities. Rather than waiting 
for that man-on-the-moon 

HIVE OF INDUSTRY
Sometimes they come before you’ve even built 
it. In the last 10 years, enrollment in the College 
of Engineering and Mines has doubled, to 749 
students in fall 2012, but the space for them to learn 
has stayed the same. 

“Right now we are breaking classes up into three 
or four sessions,” says Billy Connor, director of 
CEM’s Institute of Northern Engineering. “[The 
introductory class] is a good example. We have no 
classroom for 80 students.”

Lab and research space are other commodities 
in short supply. But a proposed engineering 
building between Duckering and Bunnell will 
give more room for everyone, from classrooms to 
research facilities. Placing the structure between 
the traditional homes of CEM and the School of 
Management holds potential for collaboration 
between engineering and business majors. (The 
School of Management’s enrollment has increased 
88 percent this past decade, to 635 students). 

“Engineering now is much more interdisciplinary 
than it’s ever been,” says Connor. “We need to 
understand what people want, communicate with 
them and provide what they are looking for.” 

Alaska could theoretically import its engineers 
and businesspeople, but as Doug Reynolds points 
out in Energy Civilization, the 49th state has specifi c 
physical constraints and requirements that require 
specifi c structural and business expertise. 

That’s prompted companies like BP, 
ConocoPhillips Alaska, Kinross Fort Knox, Shannon 
& Wilson Inc., Shell Exploration and Production, 
Sumitomo Metal Mining Pogo, Teck Alaska Inc., and 
Usibelli Coal Mine to donate to UAF more than $3 
million over the last two years alone. 

Dan Snodgress, who manages operations at 
Kinross’ Fort Knox Mine, outside Fairbanks, likes 
hiring UAF graduates. “They’re used to an arctic 
environment. It is much di� erent working in an 
arctic environment versus other areas or other 
countries around the world.”

UAF’s practical approach is also a big plus. “I 
believe that makes a good engineer: somebody 
who’s got a little mud on their boots now and then,” 
he says. “So when they get back in the o�  ce making 
their plans, they’ve got a little empathy for the 
individuals carrying out those plans.”
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http://www.uaf.edu/aurora/



