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For the past year I have been told I’m crazy. 
Maybe I am.

It makes sense. Who would choose to run 
a half marathon and a full marathon in the 
same weekend? Me, apparently.

In spite of all the doubt, here I am: mile 
five of a marathon, mile 18 of the weekend, 
leaving Epcot in my wake. The total mileage 
— 39.3 miles — is a little thing the Walt Dis-
ney World Marathon Weekend likes to call the 
Goofy Challenge. It’s aptly named, right? 

Last night I was surprisingly relaxed 
about this challenge. I was a little sore from 
yesterday’s half marathon, but aside from 
an ominous blister on one of my toes, I felt 
pretty good. As I was walking to the start line 
today, however, I noticed a pain in the top of 
my right foot. I immediately saw this as a red 
flag. Having run for 10 years, I thought I could 
push through it. Here at mile five, however, I 
am having my doubts.

Miles six and seven are creeping by. As 
much as my foot hurts, at least I’ve been able 
to dull the pain a little bit. Earlier this morn-
ing I borrowed my friend’s Biofreeze, a pain-
relief gel that numbs whatever muscle is sore. 
Unfortunately, some of the gel was still on my 
palm when I popped an energy supplement 
before the race, and I accidentally numbed my 
tongue for the first four miles. Thankfully I 
regained feeling in my tongue, and I am back 
in business.

One of the cool things about doing a mar-
athon at Disney World is that you get to run 
through the parks. As I’m approaching mile 
eight, I can see the Magic Kingdom on the 
horizon. Before I reach the castle, however, a 
slow panic starts to creep 
through my mind. I’ve 
only heard about this in 
marathon lore, but I’m 
pretty sure I know what it 
is: The Wall.

Marathoners are re-
nowned for hitting the 
wall between miles 18 and 21. It’s a mental 
block that begs the runner to stop. Getting 
through it requires more mental than physi-
cal strength. Right now I’m only at mile nine, 
and the thought of facing the wall this early 
terrifies me. What if I cannot get past it for 
the next 17 miles?
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A dreamer, maybe,  
but not the only one

I remember why I am doing this. There 
is an enormous satisfaction in completing a 
race like this. In the past two years I have run 
a half marathon and a full marathon here in 
Orlando through a group on campus called 
Distance 4 Dreams. Each year we work with 
A Special Wish Foundation to raise money to 
send the family of a chronically sick child to 
Disney World and run either a half marathon 

or a full marathon (or both races, 
for those who are truly Goofy) here 
in the child’s honor.

Mile nine, I decide, is going 
to be the test of my strength. I 
know I have more than half of this 
race to go, and after yesterday’s 
13.1 miles, my body is perfectly 

fine with quitting. But ultimately I am not 
running this for myself. I am running it for 
someone else, and that makes all the differ-
ence in the world.

The music wafting out of the Magic King-
dom slowly grows louder. I can hear specta-
tors cheering. I can see cameras flashing. In 

a moment like this, how can I think of pain? 
With renewed confidence, I tell myself to 
make it to mile 13.

And I do. I find that, by focusing on the 
Disney characters along the course and talk-
ing with the fellow Distance 4 Dreamer with 
whom I am running, I can trick my foot into 
not hurting. Take that, pain.

At mile 13, the Dreamer I’m with wants to 
stretch, which is perfectly fine with me. The 
moment I stop moving, however, a searing 
pain shoots up my leg. It’s like the excruciat-
ing pain when your foot falls asleep, only it is 
my entire leg and I have 13 miles left to go. I 
gingerly try putting weight on my right foot, 
and knives rocket up my leg. This cannot be 
happening. 

With my Dreamer’s help, I limp to mile 
18. I must look like the shambliest runner in 
all of marathon history because various med-
ics stop to see if I am OK, and one fellow run-
ner even offers me some Biofreeze. (After the 
tongue incident, I kindly decline.)

At mile 18, my foot kicks into some kind of 

‘Mediterranean Evening’

—Loretta Puncer ’79
www.lorettapuncer.com/

          
        

          
         

          
        

           
      

    
     

      
    

       
         
     

     
       

     
       

       
      

       
    

      
       
           

 
           

          
           
       
         

          
          

           
        

         
      

    
         

         
        

        
          

  
        

        
          
       
       

          
  

       
       

     
         

       
      

        
        

         
   

     
        

         
        

         
         

         
       

        
          

  
       

       
         

          
       
        

     
        

     
      

       

     

        
          
    

        
       
        
       

       
       

      
         

        
         

       
        

          
         

          
      

         
          

         

       
          

           
       

   
           
      

  
           

       
     

Ultimately I am not 
running this for myself. 
I am running it for 
someone else, and 
that makes all the 
difference in the world.
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empty but for neatly labeled boxes. I expected 
to be sentimental. But even after going into 
every vacant room and taking a picture with 
the pine tree I planted in the third grade, there 
was no sadness. Maybe a sense of melancholy 
just knowing that something that has meant 
so much to me over the course of my entire life 

is no longer an anchor to 
hold me down, but not the 
dramatic disturbance I was 
expecting.

I now have a new 
home. My mother joined 
my dad the week after I left 
Michigan. I spent Thanks-
giving break in Tunica. I 
tell people I meet that I am 
from Mississippi and love to 
hear the surprise and even 
disbelief in their respons-
es. I own my address like 
a newly engaged celebrity 
flashes around her rock.

Have there been times 
I have been sad? Yes. Will 

there be future times I will be sad? Yes. My 
home in Michigan, though I may not have al-
ways appreciated it at the time, was good to 
me. It supported me. It let me grow up within 
its walls with a wonderful childhood, and it 
led me relatively unscathed through my ado-
lescence. Where would I be now without the 
guidance of my circle driveway and the ever 
unique presence of my rooster mailbox? That 
home gave me its love, and I can say that I re-
turn it, respect it and will treasure it, even from  
693 miles away.

—Meredith Hirt ’13
Among the things that Hirt, a student writer in the 

office of University communications, misses most from 
Michigan is 10-cent deposits. Tunica County doesn’t  
recycle pop cans.

          
  

        
         

   
          

         
        

          
        

      
      

         
      

          
          
          

          
          
         

   
        

          
         

       
        

         
       

        
        

         
 

        
          

       
         

        
     

    
     

    
      

  
  

    
         
        

      
         
         

          
   

    
    

        
       

           
         

       
        

        
         

        
       
       

   
      

        
        

      
      

        
         
       

   
       

       
        

          
       
    

          
      

        
          

    
         

        
       

        
          
            

        
         

 
        

         
      
           
        

    
          

 

  

we were running out of chances to hang out. So 
what? The same thing happened last year when 
we all went off to school and I chose UD, no-
where near any of my high school friends. Yes, 
we knew as a concrete fact that I would no lon-
ger be coming back to Michigan during school 
breaks, but it was hard to get a real sense of 
what that would feel like when 
it actually came to pass.

Adjusting to the idea of liv-
ing in the South seemed almost 
comical. Poking fun at stereo-
types is a way to make jokes, 
but not a way to live, right? I am 
still undecided. On my only vis-
it to Mississippi over the sum-
mer, I found over the four days 
that yes, indeed, it was differ-
ent. But in such a short period 
of time, it didn’t feel like a dif-
ference that would ever have to 
feel normal. It felt like being a 
tourist: shopping here, eating 
there, taking a picture of the 
river as it passes me by. Who 
lives on that river? Not I, no way. But now … 
I do.

I left home in Michigan to go to UD in late 
August. Leaving the house I had lived in all  
19 years of my life wasn’t hard; it felt the same 
as freshman year. Even easier, because going 
off to school was no longer a foreign concept. 
I returned for the last time the second week of 
October for fall break. I spent one final night in 
my bed in my room before I went to visit friends 
at other schools. The packers arrived before I 
left for Michigan State. I steered clear of their 
efficient hands, wrapping and boxing every 
item I have ever known.

When I stopped back at the house on the 
way back to Dayton on Sunday, it no longer 
felt like my home. The rooms were completely 

Take everything you own — all the stuff 
you have — and move it 693 miles south. Where 
would you be?

For me, it all ended up in Tunica, Miss.
I knew last spring that my father was look-

ing for a new job. I knew that between March 
and May he was getting interviewed and get-
ting offers. But never were the interviews un-
dertaken or the offers made in a state where I 
had never ventured.

But now — Tunica. Population 1,064. Now 
1,067 and Skippy the Wonderdog. I considered 
my Michigan hometown of approximately 
12,800 to be small. Talk about a change of per-
spective. Who woulda thought: Tunica is the 
country’s third most frequented gambling hot 
spot, trumped only by Las Vegas and Atlantic 
City. That’s right — Mississippi’s tiny town on 
the river supports nine casinos and all of the 
people who frequent them.

The changes have been surprisingly incon-
spicuous and gradual. My dad moved down in 
late May while I was still studying abroad in 
Spain. It was strange returning to the States 
without him at the airport to greet me. He 
came back to Michigan for visits, but never for 
long enough. As VP of production for a start-up 
company, his presence was vital. I understood 
this, but I missed him. However, it wasn’t obvi-
ous that he was gone because I would soon be 
gone as well.

Then came the packing. Not packing to 
move, not yet, because we hired professionals 
for that. Just packing for my sophomore year at 
UD. With a closet as extensive as mine, I swap 
out my seasonal clothes multiple times during 
the school year. Extending the drive to Dayton 
from three-and-a-half hours to nine-and-a-half 
or attempting to fly without checking a bag di-
minishes my chances to do that.

Saying goodbye to friends was practically 
a non-issue. Summer was winding down, and 

South to a very new place

hibernation shock. I don’t understand it, but I 
do feel the pain is starting to fade. Eight miles 
to go. Let’s do this.

The next six miles sail by surprisingly fast. 
With the distance ahead of me slowly whit-
tling, my confidence begins to grow. Oh my 
gosh, I’m really doing this. I’m completing 
39.3 miles in fewer than 30 hours. 

Crossing the finish line after the marathon 
last year was an exhilarating, out-of-body ex-
perience for me. There is no way to describe 

the crazy rush of emotions going through my 
head. As I approach the finish line for this 
marathon, I find myself in absolute disbelief. 

Five years ago, I hanged up my running 
shoes and came to terms with the fact that I 
would never run a marathon. Yet here I am, 
running a marathon and a half and doing it for 
a cause greater than any personal goal.

 A doctor’s visit later reveals that the pain 
in my foot is a stress fracture, an injury that 
has me hobbling around campus in a soft cast 

my friend has kindly nicknamed “Darth Boot.” 
I can’t run for six weeks, I can’t sled down Stu-
art Hill in all of the glorious snow, and I am 
guaranteed to trip someone whenever I walk 
through a crowd. 

In spite of all of this, I don’t regret for a 
second my decision to challenge Goofy. 

—Maggie Malach ’11
In addition to being a student writer in the office of 

University communications, Malach is a columnist and 
web managing editor at Flyer News.

    
    

     
   

    
   


