David Sokol Memory

 

Sneaking into Miami Marine Stadium on a muggy day in April last year. I couldn't help but think of the dreamers who climbed up and over the High Line in New York City once upon a time. Comparisons really are inescapable. Both are muscular displays of the public consciousness and civic capability, both compellingly represent their time, both were left for rot. And the resurrection of both has hinged on the trespassers who risked nicked knees and misdemeanor charges to experience the city in a sublimely different way. 
 

It's a gentle way. Walking the High Line not only offers an escape from Manhattan, but also an unfolding of the city. Miami Marine Stadium offers the same refuge--removed from the city on Virginia Key, with that drama queen of a roof providing shelter from the slow boil just steps away. And, while buildings kneel down to you from the High Line, being inside Miami Marine Stadium is like trying on the city like a glove. Seriously: The next time you take a seat at Miami Marine Stadium, look to the short edges of the building and note how all the concrete lines are our own reclining angles. Suddenly you zoom back to childhood, when the metropolis was just an oversize playground--and its anxiety-fraught culture the fiction.
 

If similar beginnings and experience are harbingers of similar fates, then here's to the next chapter in the life of Miami Marine Stadium. May it enjoy the same remarkable transformation as the High Line, and render similarly transformative effects on its hometown and cities beyond.
