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The 2008 Key Biscayne Triathlon Trilogy (actually four races counting the bonus round) was held entirely on Key Biscayne. The swim in the clear Atlantic, the bike over the 88-foot-high Rickenbacker Causeway is truly spectacular as it is difficult and the run through Crandon Park makes the series very sought after in the Triathlon world. In 2009, when it was announced that two of the rounds would be moved to the Miami Marine Stadium because of construction at Bear Cut, some of the athletes were disappointed if not upset at the change. I, on the other hand, was excited. I’d never dreamed that I’d be allowed to swim where I had seen literally hundreds of nail-biting world-class boat races since the mid 1960’s!

After picking up my race packet and going through body marking, I had over an hour before my age group started. I took plus or minus 20 minutes and walked to the Marine Stadium. I was impressed with how structurally sound it appeared (I had heard that it had been damaged by Hurricane Andrew in 1992), there was some surface cracking around the rest room/concession area but nothing structural I could see. As I walked up the ramps and looked out over the old race course, my minds eye gave me visions of some of the most exciting racing imaginable. The International Grand Prix races were the best as it pitted the very fast 7-liter (427ci) hydros against the smaller, more maneuverable 266ci hydros. You had raw speed and tactical expert boat handling all in one race. Boy, those races were exciting. We always ran up to the Stadium from the pits to watch the International Grand Prix and some of the hotly contested smaller classes.
In a moment, I was jolted back to reality by the security guard. I explained how much I missed the old days and how my heroes risked their lives to win a simple trophy…….He was sympathetic but he had a job to do: “You’ll have to leave”, he said. I solemnly nodded and headed out. Just before I exited, a glance back revealed him leaning against the railing with a fair away gaze as if imagining what I’d try to convey to him in a few short moments.
Less than a minute before my age group start (goggles and swim cap firmly in place) I couldn’t help but imagine how out of place swimmers would be during a boat race. Before I knew it, we were in the water, racing in the grand tradition of the Miami Marine Stadium, albeit with our own personal power. The swim course had us making a right hand turn then angling back in triangular fashion. Before we angled back, we were heading towards the shore where the Pride of Miss Pay and Pack (a conventional driver behind the engine unlimited hydroplane) failed to negotiate turn one and ran up on the Beach in the late 80s. Its high-tech honey-comb aluminum construction allowed it to come through the accident relatively unscathed. Lost in thought, I nearly over-shot the angle back turn myself!! A quick glance around tells me I’m doing better than expected.

Once out of the water and on the bike and feeling good about my current position, we’re on the Rickenbacker approaching the difficult climb up and over the flyover. The climb seems interminable when it dawns on me that it’s nothing compared to the 9-hour boat races of the 1960s. How did Mike Wallace and Bob Nordskog (both past champions) do it.........?

Suddenly, I realize I’m over the top accelerating rapidly down the other side imagining that I am skimming across the water in a hydroplane-not a 7 liter…more like a 266ci. I always liked the boat named Roman Candle, driven by Lou Nuta, an excellent closed course driver, but he also won the Gold Coast Marathon (sounds like a running event!). Yea, that’s me: Lou Nuta in Roman Candle. This is exciting and I’m passing people!! Whew boy!! I imagine Lou Nuta exclaiming in the same way!! We make the turn around and head back up the climb again but this time I’m Lou Nuta with a head of steam and I’m barely slowing down it seems. Once on top, my vision is different and I can see further. I look over my left shoulder to see the Miami Outboard Club (MOC) where my Mom and dad raced in the 1950s. My parents’ racing club events culminated in the construction of the Marine Stadium in 1964. I decide to honor them by doing as well as possible in this race! Down the other side I (Lou Nuta) am still passing people......I must be in the top ten now. The bike course carries us to the front gate of the Virginia Key Waste Water Plant and back to the Marine Stadium. Skimming smoothly along now with a tailwind on the way back from the treatment plant. I pass two more people…they can’t hold a candle to the Roman Candle!

Once off the bike (and in my strong suit) with my running shoes on, the course carries us around the East side of the boat basin (turns 1 & 2) to the end of the spit of land opposite the Stadium and back for a total of three miles. I’m cruising along pretty good but I’ve lost my image of Lou Nuta. I’m still passing people but not everyone I pass is in my age group and as I come through the field it becomes progressively harder to make the next pass. The notion of honoring my parents’ early racing exploits becomes stronger. In 1953 Mom won the High Point Trophy including the men (not head-to-head but in total points) for the MOC and some of her gumption is welling up in me as I catch my second wind and make my final pass 20 yards from the end for a podium finish!! I’ve honored myself, my parents and in the true spirit of racing the Miami Marine Stadium itself or at least that’s the way I see it.
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