Josie Gulliksen Memory

I was young when I went to the Marine Stadium for the first time-maybe seven or eight years old (in the 1970s). The Stadium has some very important family history for me.

My parents were from Cuba and they used to belong to social clubs in Havana. In Miami, those social clubs were recreated. One of the things that my dad did in Cuba was swim in competitive swim meets with his social club. When my folks moved to Miami, they wanted to be near the water so they moved to the Rhodes area, not too far from the bridge to Key Biscayne.

The social clubs in Miami had swim meets at the Marine Stadium and so the tradition was continued. I went to many events at the Marine Stadium-boat races, concerts, but the swimming meets were personal, with smaller crowds, mostly family and friends.  I used to go with my friend-her Dad was a Doctor. He was a family friend and a wonderful swimmer who had competed with my Dad in Havana. While my Dad was good, the Doctor was tall, lanky, and he just glided through the water.

Watching my Dad swim at the Marine Stadium was special. Up till then, I had heard about my Dad swimming competitively in Cuba but had never seen him do it. Seeing him swim at the Stadium, I imagined what it was like seeing him do it in Cuba. It was like living a memory that I had never experienced.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I loved the venue, there was something magical about it. When you were a kid and you entered the Stadium, it just felt so massive. There was nothing like it in Miami, it was just so open, the structure was so fascinating, it felt so much bigger than everything else in Miami at that time and it had the allure of being so unique.  
