February 15, 2010 – Golden Gate Bridge Run
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If there is anything that reminds one of San Francisco, it is the Golden Gate Bridge.   For over seventy years it has connected San Francisco to Marin County and draws pedestrians who walk or run its length while winds buffet them and fog usually dampens the skin.   The San Francisco Marathon includes a stretch before the halfway point that goes north to Marin County, around Vista Point and back to San Francisco.   I enjoyed that marathon a few years ago and couldn’t resist traversing the bridge again.   My wife, Jill, and I were staying in the Pacific Heights neighborhood just above the Marina District on our honeymoon so it wasn’t more than a few miles until I was running up hill toward the iconic landmark, camera in hand.
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The weather was perfect with clear skies and 50ish temperatures – warmer than the colder than normal winter in Orlando we had left!   It must be the global warming!   Just getting up to the bridge level requires a bit of climbing as it is about 300 feet above the water’s surface.   I ran up the same hill that I climbed during the San Francisco Marathon and it was as steep as I remembered.   As I ran closer and closer there was something drawing me to the bridge like an old friend.     The bridge is well over a mile across and it sure seems like it.   It immenseness is difficult to describe and it’s amazing that construction was overseen by engineers without the benefit of computer calculations.   After passing the first tower I noticed the Pacific Ocean to the west.   The current funnels strongly through the opening in the land and would sweep any swimmer out to sea during ebb tide.   It made me think of the many dozens of unfortunate souls who have ended their lives during the past seven decades by jumping off the bridge to the icy water below.   But onward I ran on the hard concrete surface.
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There weren’t many people walking on the bridge, but I needed to find someone to take my picture while I was running.   Otherwise I wouldn’t have proof that I ran across he Golden Gate Bridge.   I could have left my Uncle Seymour’s condo, ran one block, smoked a big stogie and ran back professing to Jill and Seymour how tired I was.   But that would be wrong!   Finally I asked a middle-aged man to take my picture and he happily obliged.   Now I had proof that I had run on the Golden Gate Bridge!   And the bridge was in the process of being painted – that is a job that I definitely would not want.   I’ve heard that painting its cables and towers is basically a year-round job.   I guess in one respect it is like running – we runners like to get out there every day – though the smart ones don’t make it like a job.  Whatever place you visit, seek out interesting running venues.  When in San Francisco you have to run across the Golden Gate Bridge.   Do you wish to know why?   It’s because when you return home all of your running buddies, friends and relatives will ask if you ran across the bridge.   And you will want to give them a hearty, ‘Yes!’   I did!
