
  
    
      
    
  


  Secrets Of The Golden Gate Bridge


  When The Going Gets Weird
 The Weird Do It On The Bridge


  EJ Knapp


  For Ryan Knapp and Cory Cline, two great kids.
 and for James “Sputnik” Gjerde. Wish you were here to see this, man.


  Author's Note


  The original version of Secrets of the Golden Gate Bridge was written in 1986 and published by Chronicle Books in 1987 under the title The Great Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Book. Since my mama taught me if you can’t say anything nice about someone, keep your trap shut, I will say no more about that little fiasco.


  I have since revised, reworked and added to the original book and have filled in the gap between the bridge’s 50th birthday in 1987 and its 75th birthday in 2012.


  When this project was originally conceived, it had been my intention to include illustrations. I asked my good friend Jim “Sputnik” Gjerde to draw some up as a demonstration. He did and I delivered them to the publisher. They eventually rejected the idea of using illustrations and those drawings have sat in a box these many years. Sadly, Jim passed on awhile back and in his honor, I’ve decided to incorporate those few illustrations into the cover of the book.


  Miss ya, Sput.


  Introduction to the 1987 Edition


  In January of 1986, I was sitting with Cindy Ford at the Eagle Pizza restaurant on Taraval Avenue in San Francisco. About mid-way through our second carafe of wine, I mentioned that the Golden Gate Bridge would be 50 years old the following year.


  'So what?' she replied.


  'Well, I thought we could write something about it for its birthday, a book maybe.'


  'There are probably hundreds of books on the Golden Gate Bridge,' she answered.


  'Yeah, probably,' I replied.


  The following day, I decided to check on just how many books there were on the Golden Gate Bridge. I found three. And all three were on the building of the Bridge only!


  I found this quite hard to fathom because, like the cable cars, the Golden Gate Bridge is synonymous with San Francisco. And, although the building of the Bridge was quite an achievement, the thing that had always fascinated me about the Bridge was its propensity for attracting weirdness.


  So I decided to dig into the Bridge's past. The more I dug, the weirder it got. To paraphrase Hunter S. Thompson: When the going gets weird, the weird do it on the Bridge.


  As I combed through 50-year-old newspapers - The Chronicle, The Examiner, The Call-Bulletin, The San Francisco News - I found myself wishing I'd been in the city for the huge and riotous celebration that marked the opening of the Bridge.


  The rest of the country was poised between the Great Depression and World War II. Across the ocean, the Spanish Civil War was raging, Hitler had come to power in Germany, and the Duke of Windsor had scandalized the world by becoming engaged to Wallis Simpson. In the months before the Golden Gate Bridge opened, Roosevelt was sworn in for a second term, Amelia Earhart took wing, GM workers in Detroit ended their strike for a nickel raise, and the Hindenburg blew up. The best thing the world had going, it seemed to me, was the Golden Gate Bridge.


  The Golden Gate Bridge became the center of San Francisco attraction long before the first shovelful of dirt was turned in 1933. Newspaper stories on the Golden Gate Bridge during its construction outnumbered those on the Bay Bridge ten to one, even though the Bay Bridge was being built at the same time and a scant few miles away. A three-day celebration followed the opening of the Bay Bridge. San Francisco partied for a solid week when the golden one was opened.


  The Fiesta celebration, which ushered in the new Bridge, had been in the planning stages almost before the concrete had hardened in the Marin anchorages four years earlier. By the time the Bridge was ready to open, every park and empty space near the San Francisco side of the Bridge was covered with a profusion of colorful flowers. Every district in the city had elected a Fiesta Queen, merchants decorated their shops, parades were planned, sporting and athletic events of every imaginable kind - from log cutting to rock drilling - were set up. Dignitaries from all over the country were slated to attend. Hundreds of thousands of people were expected to swamp the city's accommodations already crippled by a hotel strike.


  The night of May 26th, a costumed Coronation Ball was held in the Civic Auditorium. The crowd came dressed in all manner of disguise. They were there to dance and party. They were there to crown one Queen Empress from amongst all the Fiesta Queens. An insurance company stenographer named Vivian Sorenson walked away with the honors that gala evening. The crowd roared its approval and proceeded to dance the night away.


  Meanwhile, at the Bridge itself, those early morning hours saw 18,000 people massed and waiting for the signal that would lower the gates and open the Bridge. At 6:00 AM it came and onto the Bridge they swarmed. By 6:00 PM, when Pedestrian Day was over and the Bridge was closed for cleanup, 200,000 people had walked, crawled, run, danced, skipped, jumped, and sat on every square inch of the new bridge.


  Back in town, a four-mile-long parade wound its way through the streets of San Francisco. It took over three hours for the more than 20,000 marchers to pass any given point along the parade route.


  The evening of May 27th saw the premier of The Span of Gold pageant, which chronicled the history of California from its earliest days through its admission to the union. At the end of the production, which featured a cast of 3,000, the stage lights dimmed, and a strange quiet engulfed the audience.


  Suddenly, out of the darkness, the beams from giant searchlights located on either shore shot out across the waters of the Golden Gate and lit the Bridge for the first time. Amidst a pyrotechnic display that set the sky alight with a thousand tiny fires, the crowd went nuts, storming the streets like maddened football fans when the downtrodden hometown team wins the championship.


  They stormed into the city, down every street and alley. They danced! They laughed! They sang! They drank a toast to the heavens and the Bridge, and then they danced and laughed again. No World Series, no Super Bowl Championship, no World Cup Soccer Game could ever begin to compare to the party that erupted in 'The City that knows how!'


  They were still going strong the next day when, at 12:00 noon, the Bridge was officially opened for vehicle traffic. The party was still going strong when it came to a close on June 1st, seven days after it had begun. When the party was finally over, however, the excitement didn't wane, and hasn't yet diminished, 50 years later.


  Nor had mine even after so many hours of research. I began to find myself feeling a little proprietary about the old Bridge, as if it were a close college friend who had made it big. And, oddly enough, I found myself becoming emotionally involved in the events that had transpired on or about the Bridge.


  I got really mad at the idiot who didn't check the safety bolts on the scaffold that fell and killed ten men. Fifty years ago! I got all teary-eyed over the heroism of E. C. Lambert, one of the two who survived the fall. I started feeling sorry for the toll collectors, and angry at the abuse they had to put up with. I understood fully the one who got his revenge. I began to wonder what it would feel like to climb the cables, to sit atop the towers and look out over the city.


  The Golden Bridge and its history were getting to me in a big way. Nancy Resler tried to comfort me by saying that gold and bridges were symbols for the unconscious mind, that what I was feeling was natural considering the time I'd spent immersed in my study of the Bridge. Cindy Ford said it had happened to Wordsworth on Westminster Bridge, so I was in good company. Matt Light suggested a few cold ones, and if that didn't work, to chase them with Old Grand-dad.


  None of these things worked. I was still smitten. The pages ahead, which begin long before there was a bridge, cruise through the opening day celebration and the 50 years that followed, and end with the Bridge's dark side, are what you might call a roast of the Golden Gate Bridge.


  When you first meet someone, you remain polite. Later, when you know them well and love them, when you've sat up all night with them, when you've come to know their secrets and they yours, it's then that you know they will forgive you if you put those little candles that you can't blow out on their birthday cake. The Golden Gate Bridge had become such a friend.


  I had crossed the Bridge many times before the idea for this book arose, but I had never seen it in quite the same way as I now see it. Walking across it now is like walking with an old friend. I can see the scaffolds and derricks stretched out across the water, hear the whisper of the cables being spun. The cacophony of hundreds of men driving thousands of rivets is a roar in my ears.


  I understand the thousands who came that day 50 years ago just to cross the 'bridge that couldn't be built'. I understand the need to do something on the Bridge, something unique, something with which to share in its glory. I understand those who have climbed its towers and cables. I understand those who have dived and parachuted from it. I understand why people have been married on it, skied across it, run naked upon its pavement, and done all manner of things on it. In a sad way, I even understand why some choose to end their lives on it.


  I could easily go on in this vein, and indeed I do in the pages that follow. So, settle back, raise your glasses high, and toast the Golden Bridge.


  Onward into the fog.


  Before There Was A Bridge


  A certain mystery seems to surround the earliest inhabitants of San Francisco Bay. They left behind huge mounds made up of oyster, clam, and mussel shells, animal bones, polished whistles, shell beads, and, occasionally, human remains. The largest of these mounds - 200 feet long, 25 feet high, and 50 feet wide - was situated in present-day Emeryville and took particular advantage, in certain seasons, of the sun setting through the Golden Gate straits. Anthropologists consider these shell mounds to have an as yet undefined socio-cultural or religious significance.


  Who were these first inhabitants? Why did they build these mounds? Why at that particular place? Let your mind drift back through time, back, back, four millennia before our time, back through the misty ruins of history. Let your eyes wander over the vast wilderness of a continent without Walmart Supercenters, a continent still sleeping, and let your eyes fall on the tiny channel and the virgin hills by the Bay.


  There we see Lucy and Carl Costanoan dining and dancing as the last rays of the sun slip down over California's first oyster bar; a shell mound with a fantastic view of the Golden Gate. So what if a Costanoan or two slips forever down into the shells after one too many fermented acorn daiquiris? The sun god smiles on the souls of those who have patronized four-star restaurants.


  Anthropologists may take a dim view of this particular ethnographic analysis, but then, the sun god takes a dim view of anthropologists.


  Years go by. Centuries. Millennia. The glory that was Greece - politics, philosophy - up in flames! The grandeur that was Rome - art, architecture - cast to the wolves! The mightiness of the Middle Ages - monarchs, monasteries - locked away! The California coast Indians - more oysters, down the tubes.


  1492. Queen Isabella dispatches Columbus to discover the New World hoping that, if he doesn't fall prey to some monstrous leviathan or fall off the edge of the earth, he might just come home with a little something to put some zing into her spaghetti recipe. Pretty soon, everyone and his brother strikes out across the wide and lonesome sea in search of exotic spice, gold, and assorted treasure. This takes up the better part of two centuries: Treasure is seized, claims are staked, flags are planted, and recipes improve. The Spanish were big on this particular variety of rampaging around the globe. They found Mexico, they found San Diego, they even found Pt. Reyes.


  They did not, however, find the entrance to San Francisco harbor.


  It is the learned consensus of historians that strong westerly winds and thick obscuring fogs were the two most significant factors in the failure of these seafarers to sight the Golden Gate, but this is only half the story.


  Look, these guys came halfway around the world in rickety wooden ships, they'd run out of coffee half an ocean ago, their underwear was growing a mold that should have been preserved for the scientists of the Enlightenment, and when they hit Northern California they ran into a fog colder than the embrace of an iron maiden!


  Bored silly, stone cold sober, half-awake and stuck in bone-chilling fog, these guys were going to scrutinize the scenery for interesting land formations? Fat chance!


  On the other hand, there the Golden Gate sat, just waiting to be found. It does seem as though one or another of the captains of these ships might have seen it out of the corner of his eye.


  In 1542, that absent-minded old Juan Cabrillo names the Farallones and lapses back into his reverie. The Golden Gate looms off in the fog just a stone’s throw away.


  The year 1579 rolls around. Sir Francis Drake pipe dreams his way past the Gate and drops anchor at Pt. Reyes. He was at the helm of the Golden Hinde, which must have made him the butt of some pretty embarrassing jokes back home. Golden Hinde or no, he still didn't find the Golden Gate, which wasn't called that yet, since no one had found it to name it.


  Sebastian Cermenon had a little better excuse than just not noticing. He had just had his galleon and its cargo of porcelain and beeswax demolished in a storm near Pt. Reyes. The year was 1594. After the wreck, he rode South in an open boat, most likely too worried and distracted over his insurance premiums to notice the Golden Gate gaping to the East.


  Eight years later, Sebastian Vizcaino was out specifically looking for a good harbor where the King of Spain's treasure galleons could hide from pirates. He woolgathered his way from San Diego to Pt. Reyes and back South again, without ever spying the narrow channel. Vizcaino was in a bit of trouble with the king over an earlier snafu, so when he landed at Monterey with not a harbor to his credit, he decided to punt. When you can't dazzle 'em with brilliance, baffle 'em with great harbors!


  He writes the King of Spain that he has become the proud discoverer of a fabulous harbor, sheltered from the wind, thickly settled, and replete with wood and water. This didn't exactly describe Monterey at the time, unless you'd drained the last goatskin of Sangria dry and were eating too much moldy rye bread. This little white lie, however, got everyone hot to find the famed lost port Vizcaino had written about.


  Is it any wonder that the Indians thought, 'smoke come out of paleface tepee, but no one home”, what with people running amok for a hundred years looking around for some supposedly lost port? Four hundred and eighty square miles of water, and it takes paleface until 1769 to find it!


  It was Jose de Ortega, stoked up on mule meat and rainwater, who finally climbed a promontory and came back to tell Commander Portola that he had found the mouth of a vast inland sea!


  They might have been more excited about this if the whole expedition sent out by the viceroy of Mexico hadn't been laid low with scurvy and running low on mule meat to boot. The viceroy, however, was excited when they got back and told him. It would have been pretty embarrassing to keep losing something so big.


  Six years later, as settlers sent by the viceroy made their way to the now found 'lost' port by land, the little ship San Carlos - also known as Toison de Oro (Golden Fleece) - was making her way up the California coast when an unfortunate turn of events turned. Captain Manrique, who had been slipping into what crew members thought a rather eccentric mode of behavior, went stark raving mad and rather suddenly had to be dragged off in irons. Manuel de Ayala was appointed captain. When he entered his new quarters, he discovered that Manrique's style of interior decorating was a little to the left of bonkers: The floor of the cabin was ankle-deep in loaded muskets!


  The official story goes that it was at this point that the ship gave a lurch, and one of the muskets went off, the ball tearing away half of Ayala's foot.


  Now think about it. With the whole crew understandably nervous after having jettisoned one mad captain, is Ayala going to admit to being the kind of doofus who would shoot himself in the foot while redecorating? Not likely. Whatever the truth was, the crew didn't mutiny, and Ayala sailed up the coast nursing his wounded foot.


  Shortly after, Captain Ayala found himself at the Golden Gate with the fog parting and the tide on his side. He sailed the little ship into the harbor and anchored at about where the Transamerica Pyramid is today. The day was August 5, 1775.


  Time marched on. John Fremont named the Golden Gate the Golden Gate. Up until then, the Spanish had called it La Boca (The Mouth). If you are one of those now thinking that Ayala put his foot in The Mouth, please try to keep your head clear for more high-minded historical thoughts.


  Time marched on again. Life around the Bay was somewhat laid back. A few hundred people, 200 or so buildings (including outhouses), a few love affairs, a few Sunday Services, a little fur smuggling. Nothing special to write home about.


  The year 1848 rolls around. Some guy named Marshall working for a guy named Sutter finds a little gold dust in some dirt and all hell breaks loose. In one year, 45,000 men pass through the Gate on their way to the gold fields. By 1850, San Francisco has a population over 25,000, most of them men under 30, and most of them pretty carefree.


  In fact, for the next 60 years, being in the city was a little like being at Mardi Gras in hell. The place swarmed with all manner of arsonists, thieves, con men, and general outlaws. It teemed with murderers, rapists, and prostitutes. Brothels and opium dens sprang up by the hundreds, only to be flambéed, along with the rest of the city, in fire after fire. People shanghaied each other, hung each other, and sold each other as slaves. You can see that in an atmosphere like this, it would be hard to get a reputation as a weirdo.


  However, there will always be over-achievers.


  There was Dirty Tom McClear, to whom you could give a few cents to eat any garbage you put in front of him. When he got arrested, by one of the two or three police the city had, he said he couldn't really remember his last bath, but he thought it had been about 15 years before in Britain.


  And then there was Oofty Goofty, who would let you hit him over the head with a bat for 50 cents. The King of the Hoodlums worked along these same fines, only he would bash through doors with his head for a sliding-scale fee, from 50 cents to a dollar, depending on the thickness of the door. For extra spending money, the King sold nude photos of himself to the courtesans for a small fee.


  And last, but far from least, there was the mad Emperor Norton.


  He hadn't always been an emperor. Nor had he always been mad. Joshua Norton had come to the city, like so many others, to seek his fortune. And, like so many others, he made it. By 1853, he was a rich man. In an attempt to increase his fortune, he started to buy up all the rice in California with the hope of cornering the market. This was as stupid as trying to buy all the tea in China and, of course, he went belly up and lost everything - including most of his marbles.


  Old Joshua slipped between the cracks for awhile, only to resurface a few years later dressed in a long dark coat bedecked with brass buttons and gilt epaulets and a tall beaver hat atop his head. He declared himself Emperor of the United States and the Protector of Mexico and began issuing proclamations to anyone who came close enough to hear. In a city full of nuts, he became the leading cashew.


  On the 18th of August, 1869, the good emperor issued what was to become his greatest proclamation: Bridges should be built from Oakland to San Francisco, from San Francisco to the Marin Headlands, and from Marin to the Farallon Islands!


  To which the grateful city cried, 'No problem, Emp! We'll just run right out and build that ol' bridge. Now, why don't you just have another glass of Sake and an opening night theater ticket or two?'


  No one tried to obey Emperor Norton's decree, which was probably just as well. Technology was nowhere near advanced enough in 1859 to build bridges of those dimensions (and is still questionable insofar as a bridge to the Farallons is concerned). Any attempt to do so would have been tragically doomed to failure.


  So the good emperor faded into obscurity once again along with the weird friends who kindly helped and tolerated him, and somewhere in the headlong rush to 1900, civilization gained a small but significant toehold in San Francisco. The town grew and became a city. Where once there had been murder and mayhem, the trappings of culture showed up. Talk of a bridge surfaced many times over the years, but always died a quiet death.


  Short of coming overland from the South, the only way into the city of San Francisco was via one of the many ferry boats. Ah, what a joy. Early morning, you finish your coffee and crumpets, saunter out to the old Tin Lizzie and crank her up. You enjoy an easy, peaceful ride down tree-lined country lanes, birds singing, cows mooing, sun shining. You arrive at the ferry, load the old car aboard, and kick back for the half-hour crossing into the city. Time for the newspaper, perhaps a smoke and a second cup of coffee; and on the trip home that evening, perhaps a warm brandy as you watch the sun set splendidly orange and violet in the West.


  The good life, slow and easy. Someone was bound to come along and ruin it.


  James Wilkins was a real, flaming Type-A personality. Kicking back on the ferry boat and enjoying the view during the half-hour ride was definitely not his bag. He was a man of progress, a man of the future. To him, the future was a bridge connecting his car in Marin with his job in the city: A bridge over the Golden Gate.


  Now, it is almost certain that there were one or two other guys running around with no appreciation of life in the slow lane, but those fellows didn't have the one advantage Wilkins had. They couldn't have anyone with five cents for a paper listen to them. Wilkins could. He was an editor for The San Francisco Call Bulletin. And people did listen to him.


  He managed, first, to capture the interest and then strong support of Michael O'Shaugnessy, the city engineer for San Francisco. O'Shaugnessy had punched the first streetcar tube through Twin Peaks, and hand-engineered the Stockton Tunnel. He loved a challenge, and the idea of a bridge over the Golden Gate was right up his alley.


  Although there was initially great support for the bridge idea, that support languished a little during World War 1. The ink wasn't dry on the armistice agreement, though, before Wilkins was back at it.


  The San Francisco Board of Supervisors directed O'Shaugnessy to study the idea. He requested designs from three big-time engineers. One of these was Joseph Baerman Strauss. Strauss was an arrogant man, feisty and bold. Most who knew him, or had to work within 500 feet of him, disliked the man, but they agreed on one thing: the guy knew his stuff, and his stuff was bridges.


  Estimates for spanning the treacherous Golden Gate ran as high as $100 million or more. One East Coast engineer estimated the cost at $56 million, minimum. Strauss came in at $17 million. Guess whose bid got the job?


  Strauss' early design was workable and, no doubt, doable, but it was by no means loveable. In fact, it was downright ugly, looking more like something out of a grade-B Japanese horror flick than a bridge. Even the gods must have thought it repulsive, as they threw every obstacle they could in the path of those seeking approval and funding for the bridge project.


  While keeping Strauss and his boys at bay with one hand, they spread a little theretofore unknown knowledge about - that technology had changed, allowing a complete suspension bridge - so that by 1933, when the first shovelful of San Francisco dirt was turned, the Golden Gate Bridge that we all love was on the drawing board.


  (Author's note: The original design is soon to appear in a major motion picture, 'The Beast That Ate Marin.')


  By 1933, the Bridge Brigade was 'hell bent for rivets'. A bunch of them got together in January and formed the Bridging the Gate Association (BGA), naming Strauss as engineering consultant. By May, they got the Bridge and Highway District Act passed into law, thereby generating some tax revenue. Also in May, the BGA faced its biggest opponent. The War Department. These guys were not real hip on the idea of any blow-upable bridges being built where the debris would block passage of their mighty war contraptions.


  They met in head-to-head combat the night of May 16 in San Francisco City Hall, Strauss on one side, the secretary of war on the other. The secretary of war screamed about what would happen if the 'enemy' blew up the Bridge. Strauss explained that the whole thing would fall into 300 feet of water and sink. He also pointed out that, should the 'enemy' get close enough to bomb the Bridge, there wouldn't be a whole hell of a lot left of the city.


  Seven months later, the War Department gave the Bridge the okey-dokey, and the BGA floundered its way through the rest of the politics and red tape toward the Big Day. A problem with the bond issue ended up in a court case that should have gone smoothly but didn't. It seemed someone was trying to stall the issue, make it complicated; a delay could bankrupt the financially strapped Bridge District.


  The fly in the ointment turned out to be Southern Pacific-Golden Gate Ferries, Ltd., though Southern Pacific claimed to have little interest in the case. But Golden Gate Ferries, Ltd.'s monopoly of the North Bay ferry crossings suggested otherwise. A bridge across the Golden Gate would all but doom their business, and they knew the Bridge District could not survive a long court case.


  What they didn't know was how badly the public wanted that Bridge. When the city turned its collective anger on Southern Pacific, it wasn't long before the giant railroad tucked its caboose between its back wheels and high-tailed it out of town.


  Strauss was named Chief Engineer in August of 1929; the design of the Bridge was changed from the beast-that-ate-the-Gate to something far more graceful and elegant, and the way was clear except for one remaining obstacle: $35 million!


  Well, that turned out to be not much of a problem. Amadeus P. Giannini, head of Bank of America, was into helping his fellow man, and without even considering a $5.00 fee for using a debit card. Not that there were debit cards back then, but I like to think that even if there had been, old Amadeus wouldn’t have considered it. In any event, despite the bottom falling out of the market in the Crash of '29, he decided to buy the bonds. Too many people were out of work, and the building of the Golden Gate Bridge would bring in $750,000 a year on the labor front. With wages from $4 to $11 a day, $750,000 would hire a lot of people.


  After 70 years, mad Emperor Norton's vision was on its way to becoming a reality!


  The Bridge That Couldn't Be Built


  The squabbling was over. The people had been won over, the War Department convinced, Southern Pacific sent scurrying, and the bonds sold. The money was in the cookie jar, and all that was left to do was build a bridge where most thought a bridge could never be built. Strauss had once said, 'There is no such thing as a bridge that can't be built. Give an engineer enough money and he'll build you a bridge to hell.'


  He now had the money. San Francisco wanted a bridge. So, just what is the big deal about building a suspension bridge anyway?


  Actually, it's a little like hanging a clothesline. Only let's say you've been called on by your local museum to pay back a favor. Let's say it was a big favor. They’ve been hit by a flood and they want you to dry out their soaking wet life-sized stuffed models of dinosaurs. So, naturally, you call the fire department and get them to hang a rope between two telephone poles in your back yard. Then you hire a crane and hitch the soggy and sorry creatures to the fine.


  Immediately the poles topple in on each other. You are now out the crane and the damage to the poles, the dinosaurs are covered with grass stains, and the dog house you built last summer is a mass of splinters.


  After a couple of cold beers, you think it through again. This time you dig gigantic holes under and around the telephone poles and fill the holes with cement. You then dig two more gigantic holes next to the two telephone poles, drive some iron stakes deep into the ground in each hole. Next, you secure a line to the stakes, string it up to the first telephone pole, stretch it over to the second telephone pole and down to the stakes in the other gigantic hole and secure it. Now, you fill in those gigantic holes with cement, kick back over a cold beer or two while the cement dries and then you hang those pesky, waterlogged dinos up via the crane and the whole thing holds tight.


  Now you, my gentle reader, are probably asking, 'What does all this brouhaha have to do with bridges?' Well ...


  1. The telephone poles are like the towers


  2. The cement under the telephone pole is like the pier under each tower.


  3. The clothesline is like the cables.


  4. The holes with the stakes are like the anchorages at either end of the Bridge.


  5. The dinos are like the weight the roadway and the cars on it.


  [image: ]


  In the 1930s, the three big-name suspension bridges in this country were the Brooklyn Bridge, with 1,596 feet of span; the Philly Camden Bridge, with 1,750 feet of span; and the George Washington Bridge, with 3,500 feet of span. The Golden Gate Bridge, when completed, would have a center span of 4,200 feet! It would take 168 Stegasauri, standing nose to tail, to equal that length.


  [image: ]


  Today (1987), the Verrazano Narrows Bridge in New York surpasses the center span of the Golden Gate Bridge by 60 feet. A bridge completed in 1981 over the Humber Estuary in the United Kingdom has a center span of 4,626 feet.


  [image: ]


  They ended the groundbreaking ceremony abruptly. The crush of 200,000 people around the platform at Crissy Field that February day in '33 had bent the 80-foot model of the Bridge double, and had scared the carrier pigeons so badly that they had to be routed out of their cages with sticks to get them to fly to their assigned destinations across California.


  The telegram from President Hoover had been read, three planes had streaked across the channel laying down trails of smoke where the Bridge would one day be, and the first shovelful of earth had been turned. The crushing and pushing of the huge, excited crowd must have overwhelmed the officials, for they called off all further ceremony, and everyone went home. The turnout had been unprecedented.


  The Golden Gate Bridge, from that day in 1933 forward, was to take on a strange magnetism. It would be a bridge between the poverty of the Great Depression and the world of second chances. It would be a bridge connecting the future of technology with the engineering practices of tradition. More important, though, it would be a bridge that would forever link the territory of Hope with the imaginative geography of Dreams. It was this last bridge that the people of San Francisco fell madly, shamelessly, and irrevocably in love with.


  Only 20,000 people showed up in July of 1933 for the Bay Bridge's groundbreaking ceremony, despite the fact that more men would be hired, and more money spent, than on its light-haired sister, the Golden Gate Bridge.


  The orange technological wonder that looms above the Gate was the work of many great and daring men. Irving Morrow was in charge of design, Clifford Paine was in charge of the actual construction, but Joseph Strauss, the chief engineer, was the crusader responsible for bringing to fruition the original dream of spanning the Golden Gate. The concept and design, the Bridge itself, is Strauss - tempered behind the scenes by Paine and Morrow.


  It was a shock to many respected architects that Morrow was hired. He had radical, visionary ideas that were ahead of their time. He believed that modern architecture should stand on its own and reflect America, rather than reflect past European design. Morrow had never designed a major building because of his radical ideas, and yet was chosen to work on the most demanding architectural project of its time. Also, he was to work under Paine, a strict conservative who shunned any decorative additions.


  Much like his namesake in the American revolution, Tom Paine, Clifford Paine was an advocate of 'common sense.' It seems that Morrow was hired as a buffer against Paine, and that compromise between the two would result in the beautiful, as well as functional, Bridge it is today.


  Strauss was equally as radical as Morrow, but his ideas were flamboyant. The original plan Strauss drew up was to have the Bridge structure composed of a combination cantilever and suspension type; that would have worked very well, but would have compromised the Bridge's beauty. Paine convinced Strauss that new technological advances of the day would enable them to build it entirely as a suspension bridge and thus make it much more pleasing to the eye. Once convinced of the functional aspects, Strauss was all in favor of the change in plans.


  Paine wanted to leave all of the structural parts of the Bridge exposed, and thus leave the imprint of his genius for all to see. But Morrow felt this idea was contrary to simple charm and beauty. He was able to convince Paine to cover the steelwork of the towers' bracing with steel plates, thereby hiding the Erector-Set look. One visiting the Bridge today notices that the steel plates become smaller with each higher section of the tower, exaggerating the height of them seemingly beyond comprehension.


  Morrow was razzed for his idea to paint the Bridge in international orange, a lightish red color that he believed would complement the reddish rock on the Marin escarpment and also would show dramatically through the often thick fog that invades the waters of the Gate. Skeptics, at whom we may all scoff in hindsight, wanted to paint it gold, or black, or aluminum (like the Other Bridge). But, as Morrow was prone to do, he stuck to his guns, and the Golden Gate Bridge today could seemingly be no other color. A local artist said, “I have been watching closely the progress of the towers of the Golden Gate Bridge. Let me hope that the color will remain the red terra cotta because it adds to the structural grace and because it adds to the great beauty and color symphony of the hills.”


  During construction, Paine would often fly to eastern cities where parts of the Bridge were being manufactured. He would supervise the process, often demanding that parts be reworked or completely scrapped and made again to his exact specifications. Paine claimed that he had to do this because building a bridge for all time was an enormous responsibility.


  While Paine was essentially Morrow's boss, Strauss was Paine's boss. A hard man to get along with, Strauss was often rigid in his ideas, but when it came to dealing with Paine, he was a bit more resilient. Working under Strauss on a job in the early thirties, Paine became so frustrated by Strauss' stubbornness that he actually walked out. Strauss' ego took a back seat to his need and he asked Paine to come back. Paine agreed to return, so long as his ideas would be respected and listened to carefully. Strauss agreed, and this new working relationship carried over to the building of the Golden Gate Bridge.
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  When Bethlehem Steel opened a hiring hall in Sausalito, so many men showed up, there was nearly a riot.
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  A huge crowd of men could always be seen waiting behind the fence at the site of construction, each hoping that someone would quit or be fired so that a new job would open up. Structural ironworkers earned $11.00 per day on the Golden Gate Bridge; steam fitters, $10.00; carpenters, electricians, pile drivers, and painters got $9.00; caulkers $7.00; and laborers, $5.50 per day.
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  It was his first day on the job.


  The elevator surged. He was with two other men as they began their slow ascent to the top. No one said a word. It seemed to him that he had aged five years by the time the elevator reached its mark. The door opened and all three walked outside. He looked down to the water 746 feet below. He looked over at the men, who were grinning. One of them asked, “It's not too high up here for you, is it?” The men laughed.


  It was his last day on the job.
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  In the bridge-building days of the thirties, the rule of thumb was: One life lost for every million dollars spent in construction. Joseph Strauss found this unacceptable. With the building of the Golden Gate Bridge, he began a safety program that was unprecedented in bridge-building history. Among some of his innovations were:


  1. Special diets to combat dizziness.


  2. The wearing of respirators during the riveting of the cells that make up the towers.


  3. Special tinted glasses to protect eyes from glare.


  4. A completely staffed field hospital on the construction site.


  5. Protective headgear, forerunner of the hardhat, which had never before been used.


  6. Tie-off lines for the workers.


  7. Immediate dismissal for horseplay on the Bridge.


  8. The installation of a safety net below construction.
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  Building the Marin anchorage was pretty smooth sailing, but the San Francisco anchorage was another story. The serpentine rock on the San Francisco site was hard to drill through, and Fort Point had to be detoured around as well. Strauss insisted that the fort be preserved.


  When you look at a diagram of an anchorage, it looks a little like two three-layer cakes in the shape of a World War I tank. The cement was poured in three separate blocks: the base block, the anchorage block, and the weight block. These three blocks ensured that the pull of the cables wouldn't uproot the anchorage.


  If you think about the fact that each of these three-layer cakes weighs as much as 19 Saturn 5 rockets, or about 128 million pounds, it hardly seems likely that they could ever budge. The pull of each of the cables is 63 million pounds, though, so better safe than sorry.


  The digging and pouring for the anchorages went so smoothly that Bridge critics, seeing it as their duty not to let anyone get too big for their bridges, responded, “Just wait 'til they try to build in water!”
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  It took $436,000, 90 men and 101 days to build the Marin pier. They finished ahead of schedule, by two months. The money would have paid for 8,720,000 bottles of Cremo beer at 1930 prices. Let that thought ferment for a moment.
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  You've been unemployed so long that you are ready to challenge the next plate of macaroni and cheese you see to hand-to-hand combat. Someone calls with a job offer. The work, he says, will be dangerous and backbreaking. You tell him you'll take the job. When you get there, some guy shows up and says you have to build a road to get to the job site. You mutter a few well chosen words under your breath, but you start in building the road anyway. The workers on the Marin pier faced a similar challenge: They had to build a 1,700-foot road just to get to the place where the concrete base for the North Tower would be poured. The pier would be situated on a plateau, by a cliff at the tip of Lime Point, 20 feet underwater.
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  Cofferdam. Sounds a bit like a medieval curse to be hurled after your serf as he slinks off with the gold from your coffers. Actually, it's a watertight enclosure. Marin pier builders used a three-sided cofferdam to keep the marauding sea out while they worked. The cliff formed the fourth side.


  Bags of wheat were used to caulk the huge cofferdam, since wheat doubles in size in water. A waste of food? Perhaps Neptune thought it an offering, for when the area inside the cofferdam had been pumped dry, the floor was aglitter with a writhing mass of cod, bass, crab, and small abalone. The workers scooped the fish into gunny sacks to take home.
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  The area enclosed by the cofferdam was larger than the coliseum of ancient Rome, roughly 47,000 square feet.
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  Concrete was poured down a chute called an elephant trunk into forms built onto the bedrock at the base of the North Pier. The weight of the concrete poured was equal to the weight of about 6,428 African elephants (approximately 45,000 tons).
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  During the fall of 1934, a red-haired telephone operator who worked for the Bridge District was fired by General Manager Reed for “making the other girls unhappy.” Mary Hennessy, with the blue eyes and the lilt of the Irish, had received a postcard from Bridge District Director Hugo Newhouse, the only operator to receive such a postcard. It had said, “Give my regards to the girls in the office.” Mary gave those regards to two of the women in the office, but not to the rest. Hence, Reed explained, the others were unhappy.


  The board refused to sanction the firing, so Reed talked to an attorney who informed him that he could hire and fire without sanction from the board. Bridge District Director O'Brien's hackles were raised by this, and he said that he would get the California attorney general's ideas on it. O’Brien stated that if it turned out he did not have the legal power to override the General Manager, he would resign. In September, without explanation, Reed hired Mary Hennessy back. Postcards and tempests in teapots were all well and good, but there was a bridge to be built.
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  No one had ever, in the history of bridge building, sunk a bridge pier in the open sea. If anyplace qualified as open sea, it was certainly the Golden Gate channel. The men who worked on it felt they were being asked to build in the middle of a river. And they weren't talking a nice, serene little ambling river, either.


  Powerful tides pushed 2,300,000 cubic feet of water a second through the one mile channel four times every day. That is over 10 times the amount of water that pours over Niagara Falls every second. Freshwater rivers rush into the Bay from the East, and seawater, in a rage of whirlpools and riptides, comes in from the West, turning the narrow harbor mouth into a kind of Grand Central Station for water. And this was where they had no choice but to sink the pier that would anchor the South Tower!


  Strauss' scheme for thwarting the violent waters of the Golden Gate involved, first, the building underwater of a giant concrete ring or fender; second, the insertion of a caisson; and third, the building of the South Pier itself within the confines of the giant bathtub, which was what workers dubbed the fender.


  The best-laid plans, however, oft go awry. Waltz King Richard Strauss was once said to have been found in his tomb, furiously erasing sheets of music, and when asked what he was doing, replied, “Decomposing.” (Groan.)


  In the midst of mishaps and marine mayhem that reigned during the building of the South Pier, bridge-builder Joseph Strauss may have begun to feel a bit like his namesake as he practically became engineer in charge of demolition instead of construction! Two years and $3 million were consumed by the South Pier project.
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  August 14, 1933, South Pier disaster numero uno: A 2,000 ton freighter rammed the over-water trestle built as part of the initial construction on the South Pier. An ebb tide had thrown the Portland-bound Sidney M. Hauptman off course. When all was said and done, the Hauptman's bow was crushed, 120 feet of Strauss' trestle was torn completely away, and 180 feet of the still-attached trestle was mangled into shapeless, useless wreckage.


  Damage: $25,000. Delay: One month.


  October 31, 1933, South Pier disaster numero two-o: The trestle had been rebuilt. A steel guide tower, which weighed more than three London double-decker buses, had been erected, and five fender blocks, each as large as a high-ceilinged mansion living room, had been installed 65 feet down on the sea floor. A gigantic storm hit. The sea chowed down on three of the five blocks, the end of the trestle, the 50-ton guide tower, and some raising and hauling equipment.


  Damage: $10,000. Delay: One month.


  December 13, 1933, South Pier disaster numero three-o: All had been rebuilt, again, and guess what? Another storm swept in from the southwest and raged for two days. Twenty-foot-high waves decimated the trestle's steel supports. Eight hundred feet of bent, misshapen metal trestle floated away.


  Damage: $100,000. Delay: Two months.
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  About this time, Strauss must have been pulling his hair out. It seemed he was about to take a bath with this “giant bathtub” of his. But he was keeping it together better than Xerxes, an earlier bridge-builder whose half-built bridge was swept away by the storm-frenzied waters of the Hellespont in 480 B.C. This guy was so ticked off he beheaded his chief engineers, threw a set of manacles in the river, and had his provost marshal give the water 300 stinging lashes.
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  “A blunder has been made and no effort has been made to find the blunderer. Everyone in this town seems to know what's going on but our engineers!”


  Bridge District Director Stanton was perturbed. Turns out that the Pacific Bridge Company, while blasting underwater as part of the fender-building operation, had so shattered the bedrock that Strauss said the site would need to be excavated again, going from 65 feet below the water's surface to 100 feet below, at a cost of $10,000 a foot!


  All over town, people were talking about mermaids and puddingstone. The whole question of whether the rock at the bottom of the South Pier was strong enough to support the Bridge returned again. Were there mermaid caverns down there? Was the serpentine rock soft as a puddingstone, as a diver had joked? The Bridge District, to quell this born-again anxiety, did yet another set of soundings and declared the rock safe.
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  Stanford/Cal Battle Over Puddingstone


  “Earthquake” Willis, a geology professor at Stanford, hit the papers with his opinion that millions of pounds of bridge, bearing down on the fragile serpentine rock, could start a landslide. Andrew “Andreas” Lawson, the U.C. geologist who had named the San Andreas Fault, felt otherwise. He said that the pier, which was built on a ledge, would never slide into the depths of the channel. Lawson called Willis' remarks “buncombe!” The two raged back and forth in the newspapers for a while, then, when circumstances forced Strauss to change his design, Willis, feeling vindicated, stopped ranting. His parting shot was, “Time will tell.”
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  Very few people had ever actually seen the floor of the Golden Gate. The divers who worked implementing Strauss' plan for the fender could only work for four, twenty minute periods between tides. In the dark water they were unable to see their hands as they worked!


  The very bottom of the fender is held to the rock floor with chicken wire! (Divers used it in places to close small gaps between the steel framework and the evacuated surface.)


  When the time came for the caisson to arrive, it definitely went rolling along. Only this was another sort of caisson, and the last thing it was supposed to do was go rolling along. The famous caissons of the song were actually ammunition wagons for mobile artillery. Strauss' caisson was a huge, honeycombed box, as high as a four-story building and weighing in at about as much as 186 Army Chieftain Tanks, almost 11,000 tons.


  On October 8, 1934, the caisson was towed from Oakland to within the ring of the fender. Naturally, another Pacific storm chose that time to move in. Huge waves pushed through the gap in the not-yet-completed fender.


  The concrete ring of the fender was being damaged by the raucous movement of the caisson, and the caisson itself was not faring much better. If the caisson were to sink, the $300,000 it had cost to build would be doubly lost in the expense of cleaning up the wreckage it would leave.


  Midnight found Strauss and Bridge officials in worried conference. Together, they decided to scrap the caisson and go with an altogether different way of building the pier. Strauss was forced to change plans midstream again.


  Strauss' $300,000 albatross stayed jinxed until it was finally blown to smithereens in 100 fathoms, 40 miles from the Golden Gate. It was towed to sea with 800 pounds of dynamite stuffed into it. Mid-journey, the tow-lines broke! For six hours, the caisson floated like an errant mine, endangering steamers in its path. The Coast Guard finally rounded it up and blew the cursed thing to Kingdom Come.


  The pier and its fender were finally completed according to the new design in January of 1935.
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  Doris Burns was the first, and only, woman to descend the 100 feet to inspect the bedrock that would support south tower. No, she wasn’t an engineer. She was Joseph Strauss’ secretary and she had persuaded Russell Cone, the resident engineer, into escorting her down there.
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  Each of the two towers was built using 21,500 tons of structural steel fastened together with 600,000 white-hot rivets. Among the laborers constructing the towers, the first accident victims were the riveters. Steel shipped from the East was coated with a lead paint which prevented corrosion. When the riveters, working in three-and-a-half-foot cell sections of the tower, shot the white-hot rivets that now hold the sections of the Bridge together, they were exposed to lead poisoning from the melted paint and resultant fumes. By the spring of 1934 with the North Tower 600 feet high, 17 laborers had checked into the hospital with severe stomach pains. They were losing their hair and teeth, and when the doctors had compiled all the stricken workers' case histories, job descriptions, and health habits, they naturally diagnosed it as appendicitis! Even those who’d had their appendixes out as children were so diagnosed!


  The riveting continued, the epidemic spread. At one time, 60 laborers were in the hospital for appendicitis. Finally, someone realized that the workers were suffering from lead poisoning. State Industrial Accident Director Timothy A. Reardon decided that enough was enough and had all lead paint cleaned from around the rivet holes. Any new steel from the East was to be treated with iron oxide instead. The Marin Tower was completed by late October, 1934, though some of the stricken laborers never returned to their jobs. Some called it the Tower of Appendicitis!
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  If, for some reason, you were to have some duplicate Statues of Liberty made up, it would take five of them to equal the combined height of the towers. Each tower reaches 746 feet above the water.
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  If all the rivets needed for construction of the Golden Gate Bridge were placed head to toe, they would form an enormous serpent 37 miles in length from head to tail. The rivets in the main structure average five inches in length.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    During the construction days, Sally Stanford ran a small ad in The Call Bulletin, advertising:


    
      1. Refrigerator repair


      2. Cheese-making lessons


      3. Internal massage


      4. Rivet art
    

  


  High above the water on the North Tower, a derrick was lifting steel girders, its cable straining under the tremendous weight. Suddenly, the cable snapped. Lloyd Susavilla, carrying molten rivets across a beam, heard the loud report. He turned in time to see the snake-like coil lashing towards him. In an instant, the cable had wrapped around his neck and lifted him up and over the side. The cable knocked him out, but not before Lloyd had grabbed a handrail and clung to it. His neck was broken. He was unconscious. When the cable released him and fellow workers could at last come to his rescue, they had to use screwdrivers to pry his hands from the rail!
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  The towers were quite vulnerable to earthquakes until the cables and roadway held them steady. The San Francisco Tower had just been erected, and 30 laborers were dismantling a creeper derrick used in the tower's construction, when an untimely earthquake on the San Andreas Fault occurred and sent the helpless men on a wild ride that the Tidal Wave at Great America could only envy. The South Tower swayed back and forth, gaining more momentum with each sway, and the men 746 feet above the gnashing waves just hung on and hoped that:


  The earthquake would just simply STOP RIGHT NOW,


  or


  If the earthquake continued, the tower would stay together so they would have something to tell their grandchildren.


  The latter proved to be true: The tower held, the earthquake eventually stopped, but only after 10 minutes of pants-wetting frenzy. After they managed to climb down, the men, stricken with something psychologically similar to sea-sickness, had to be calmed down with more than a little whiskey.
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  It would take 106 Bactrian camels, each standing upon the humps of the one below, to equal the height of one of the towers.
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  Within those seemingly solid 746-foot towers, there be labyrinths (and dragons for all anyone really knows). Were they to let you in there, you would find 23 miles worth of ladders, which would connect you to 90 different routes. You could spend an exciting day scavenging for souvenir nuts and bolts or perhaps a lost bridge worker or two!


  Speaking of lost bridge workers, which we just were, two of them did get lost in the towers once. They had forgotten to bring along the 26-page manual that was produced to help navigate the maze. They spent the night finding their way out again.


  Here are the official manual directions to a certain section of the tower:


  Route 2. Enter shaft at sidewalk level and take elevator to landing 53. Then go down ladder in cell #29 to platform at elevation 486', 42' and through manhole to cell #28, then up ladder to elevation 491', 11' and through manhole to cell #27, then down ladder to elevation 446', 82' and through manhole to cell #22, then down ladder to elevation 323', 11' and through manhole to cell #14 and then through manhole to cell #13.


  Somewhere between ladders and manholes, this author's hair would have turned completely gray and his brain cells would have melted down. Readers' comments about the condition of the author's brain cells are being collected in a small box in cell #22.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    Who said, “Although I designed this weird labyrinth (referring to the inside of the towers), I doubt if I could find my way out of it”?


    
      1. Daedalus


      2. Rube Goldberg


      3. Joseph Strauss


      4. San Francisco City Planners
    

  


  The towers are each higher than the Washington Monument, which is 555 feet high, but they are each 200 feet shorter than the Eiffel Tower in Paris (minus its TV antenna, of course).
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  The elevator moved up and down, up and down. Men crept along thin beams in freezing cold. The elevator went down and went up. Men fell into the net and climbed out again. The elevator, she went down, she went up, she went down. The elevator man quit. He said he was just getting too seasick.
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  “Say, Mrs. McAdams, are we glad to see you! We're hungry enough to chaw raw beef!”


  The Highest Cafeteria in the World was operated by a Mrs. Bishop and a Mrs. McAdams of Sausalito. A wooden lunchroom was perched at the 600-foot level of the Marin Tower. The women wore helmets to protect them from molten rivets as they carried coffee and soup to the ravenous workers.
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  Any tower workers caught drunk on the job were fired then and there. Sauerkraut juice, a hangover remedy Strauss had come up with, was doled out, under Strauss' direction, on those Blue Monday mornings after not-exactly-stone cold-sober weekends.
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  The weight of the two towers is equal to the weight of 114 747 jumbo jets, or 88,800,000 pounds.
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  Women didn't do much of anything on the Golden Gate Bridge, not that they didn't want to or couldn't, but just that men didn't think they wanted to or could. There was, however, one woman employed on the construction site. She was Kathryn McCormack, secretary to field engineer R. D. Cole. She often crossed the wooden catwalk high above the water and made many an ascent to the top of the towers. And all without fainting or causing a riot!
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  Remember the old Saturday morning cowboy movies? Wild Bill Hickok and his trusty companion Jingles are running from the Indians. They come upon a deep chasm bridged by a narrow footbridge made of wood slats and rope. Wild Bill looks at Jingles. He looks at the rickety footbridge. He looks at jingles. “I think you'd better stay here, old friend,” he says, and over he goes. Poor Jingles.


  The footbridge workers strung across the Golden Gate to give them access to the cable-spinning operations was very similar to those old footbridges seen in cowboy movies. Only much more sturdy. The ropes were 1.5625 inch (0.039687 m) steel wire strands. The wooden slats, 1.25 x 3.625 inch (0.03175 m x 0.092075 m) redwood planks. The planks were fitted together in 10 foot long sections, every tenth section built in such a way that it could easily be cut away to act as a fire break. For safety reasons, every fourth plank was raised slightly, allowing for an easier walk up steep sections.
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  Who needs steel beams, or even concrete? There's a perfectly good walkway from one end to the other. Sure, it's a little scary, especially at night, but what the heck. Besides, it will be a whole 'nother year before this bridge is open and we want to cross right now. Anybody can cross the damn thing when it's open.


  And so, Archie Erickson and Frank Brown crossed that walkway late at night in 1936, leaving behind a calling card to prove they did it.
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  It was Christmas, 1935, and the eerie darkness of the Golden Gate was aglow with the sparkle of red, white, and green lights spreading from the tip of San Francisco to the shores of the Marin Headlands. It wasn't Christmas that the Bridge authorities were celebrating, however; they were complying with the laws of the air and the sea. The lights were warnings for shipping and air traffic.
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  Those two 36.375 inch (0.923925 m) cables you see sweeping gracefully from shore to tower, tower to tower, and tower to shore, are not solid steel. They are, in fact, made up of 27,572 individual wires, 0.196 inches (0.004978 m) in diameter, woven or spun together into strands in much the same way wool or cotton thread is spun to make yarn. If you ever got one of those magazine subscription offers with one of those tiny pencils enclosed, you'd have roughly the diameter of wires making up the cable. Each strand in the cable is made up of between 256 and 472 individual wires; each cable has 61 strands altogether.


  If John Roebling and Sons was to turn a profit on the cable-spinning operation, they would have to spin wire at an unprecedented rate. Roebling's unique system of onsite wire spinning had revolutionized suspension bridge construction. In 1931, during the construction of the George Washington Bridge, their system had spun 61 tons of wire a day over the Hudson River. But to bring in the Golden Gate Bridge on time they would have to spin an astounding 265 tons a day. They managed this by first doubling the number of spinning wheels used per tram and then, later, adding a third wheel to each tram, increasing the number of wires strung across the Gate to 24 - 12 for each cable. This pushed output to 271 tons of wire per eight-hour day. On some days, 1,000 miles of wire were spun across the Golden Gate.
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  Cursing, you drag a yelping Fido to the tub. After the bath, flea soap and dog hair can be found for weeks; clinging to the toothpaste tube, on the towels, and between your toes. The dog takes weeks to forgive you for the insult.


  It seems impossible to imagine that there might be something worse than dog-washing, but consider this: Workers, also known as bridge monkeys, had to completely wash off every inch of 80,000 miles of cable before it could be spun. This is enough cable to wrap around the earth's equator three-and-a-half times. It is nearly equal to the equatorial diameter of Jupiter, so the next time the dog starts looking motley and filthy, count your blessings!
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  Now, you've got your cables and you've got the anchorages that are supposed to counterbalance the weight of the cables, plus the weight of the roadway (as well as the traffic on the roadway at any given moment, such as 8:00 in the morning, when the roadway is an extended Marin County parking lot). So, how do you attach them one to another? If this were a cable of an ordinary dimension, you might wrap it around something and tie it in much the same way you'd wrap and tie a rope around a tree or boulder if you were going to climb down a cliff. But, if you've never tried bending a 36.375 inch (0.923925 m) steel cable around something, don't bother; it can't be done.


  Nor would it work if you could, because the more than 31,500 tons of pull exerted by each cable would uproot anything the cable were wrapped around. So again the question: How do you attach them to one another? Behind the concrete walls of the anchorage houses, unseen by anyone, that solid cable gets unsolid, splaying out into its 61 strands. Embedded deep in the concrete of each anchorage block are 61 eyebars which the 61 cables are wrapped around and clamped to, thus spreading the force of the 31,500 tons of pull across the weight of the anchorage assembly.


  As Roebling's spinning wheels made frantic back-and-forth journeys across the Golden Gate, the giant cables growing at each passage, wagers sprung up as to when the last of the strands would be completed. Paul Zeh, a timekeeper, put his money on May 20th at 2:15 PM. I guess being a timekeeper gives one a better perspective on time. It gave Zeh the pot. He missed the completion by only two minutes. The final strand was set in the tower saddle at 2:13 PM, May 20, 1936.


  The south shore and the north shore were now connected by 55,144 wire threads, half on the ocean side, the other half on the bay side of the towers. Woven into 61 strands per side, they formed a roughly hexagonal shape. Before attaching the suspender cables, the main cables had to be compressed into a circular formation and banded, so as not to lose the circular shape. This was accomplished by sliding a circular hydraulic jack along the cables at three-foot intervals and compassing the wires with 4,000 pounds of pressure per inch.


  Now that the cable was round, it was time to prepare it to do the job it was meant to do, namely, hold up the roadway. To do this, suspender cables had to be hung from the main cables. These suspender cables, each 2.6875 inches (0.068262 m) in diameter, were attached to the main cables by means of cable bands placed every 50 feet along the main cable. Two suspender cables were looped over each band and allowed to hang down to where the roadway would eventually be. In all, the Golden Gate Bridge contains 254 cable bands, for a total of 508 suspender cables.
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  Summertime, and the living was easy ... for some, but not for the workers on the Golden Gate Bridge. The summer of '36 saw the start of construction on the roadway. This was the most dangerous part of the job and, as it turned out, the most costly. Work commenced at each tower with the roadway being built from tower-to-tower and tower-to shore at the same time. At 50-foot intervals, the roadway was attached to the suspender cables. By mid-October, the roadway extended 1,250 feet out from the towers to mid-span, and 650 feet in towards shore.
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  The Maiden voyage of the Queen Mary in 1936, brought her to the bay area. To enter through the Golden Gate, bridge workers had to raise the safety nets in order to let her pass.
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  One passing ship didn’t get quite the warm welcome the Queen had. Portable toilets were spaced along the footbridge between the two towers, collecting waste in traps. There was the constant temptation amongst bridge workers to open a trap on a passing ship. At the time, America and Japan were not playing well together and so, one day, some bridge workers decided the Japanese freighter Shensu Maru would make a great target. Schedules were studied, timings calculated and when the Shensu Maru arrived it was bombs away! The workers missed their intended target, the smokestack, and splatter the deck instead. The Japanese were not amused.
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  Too bad there was never a folk song written about engineer Charles Stone.


  “We're going to build this roadway in record time! I'm going to ball the jack with this seven-ton locomotive and get that concrete over there so fast their mouths will be open in sheer amazement. OK, time to ease up a bit. Gettin' close to the spot. Hey! HEY! Come on, brakes! NO BRAKES! Get out of the way! Look at those guys scatter. Gangway! Runaway train! I've always wanted to yell that. Maybe I should jump off. Past the point where they expected me. Gotta warn those guys up ahead. Wish I had an air whistle. HEY, YOU GUYS! Get off the tracks! RUNAWAY, RUNAWAY! Hey, I'm going to be a hero. I'll jump off when I've warned everybody, and not before! Those men up ahead are warning each other. I'll stand up on the front and wave my arms like a maniac so they know this train means business. HOLY CRAP! I almost took that guy's ear off. Get out of the way! OK, time to jump, run a bit back to slow the momentum. There now, I stayed on my feet. Woowee, baby! Look at that train smash against the anchorage. I'll have my picture on the front page tomorrow!”
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  Children scratch their names in cement. Bridge builders bury seven-ton locomotives in it. Or so the legend goes. Actually, they didn't do it on purpose. The locomotive was hauling cars of cement to the Marin anchorage when the brakes failed, and it plunged into the North Pier of the Bridge. Some say they removed the wreckage. I prefer the legend.
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  Now, you’ve got two steel towers poking 746 feet out of two cement piers buried in the ground under the water of the Golden Gate. Strung over the top of the towers you've got two steel cables connected to four concrete anchorages, which are also buried in the ground, though not underwater.


  From the steel cables, you've hung 508 smaller steel cables, and from the smaller steel cables you've suspended a crisscross pattern of structural steel beams, and you've filled the whole thing up with reinforced concrete.


  Add a few finishing touches like handrails, lane markers, a bronze plaque or two, and a gold rivet, paint the whole thing more or less international orange, and you have the Golden Gate Bridge.
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  Before Pope Pius XII became the twelfth Pius to be Pope, he was Cardinal Eugenio Pacelli, the Vatican Secretary of State. In October of 1936, he blessed the nearly completed bridge. Sadly, the blessing didn’t help Kermit Moore all that much.
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  By October of 1936, 22 men had died while building the Bay Bridge. The Golden Gate Bridge had yet to claim a one. But a Bridge demands its life. With each passing day, workers anxiously wondered who would pay the price. On the 21st of October, the note came due.


  Kermit Moore, an unmarried San Franciscan, 23 years of age, was working the steel roadway hooking up girders as they were placed in position. A pin near the top of a derrick came loose and the boom fell over the cable into the bay. The mast fell downward, crushing Mr. Moore and giving the bridge gods their first life.


  [image: ]


  It was a strong, sharp wind that blew in off the ocean that January day in 1937. A derrick had just removed a wind brace from a work tower below the arch of the Bridge where it passes over Fort Point. Three men, Robert Krieger, C. W. Brinkley, and J. J. Hallcraft, had been dismantling the tower. Brinkley saw the wind as it raced towards them. “Let's get the hell out of here!” he shouted. It was too late. The wind hit the tower, and the tower shuddered like a dead leaf on a tree.


  “Well boys, it looks to be a long buggy ride,” said Brinkley as the work tower began to fall. “Goodbye and good luck!”


  Hallcraft suffered a broken back in the fall, but Brinkley and Krieger somehow walked away from the 120-foot fall with minor injuries. A carpenter working in a courtyard of Fort Point heard a thud. He turned around and, to his amazement, saw Brinkley crawling on the ground not 20 feet away from him. He rushed over, and the only thing he could think to ask him was how he got down. Brinkley shot back, “I sure as heck didn't take an elevator!”


  Although the fall from the work tower didn't seriously hurt Brinkley, it did have its repercussions. Seems he had left his wife some years before, neglecting along the way to bother with such things as alimony. After the accident, he got his picture in the newspaper, and who should happen to see it? Right. Brinkley is known to have found another bridge to build shortly thereafter, no doubt being very careful about attracting publicity.
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  In San Francisco, fog is like a pesky friend. It drops by for dinner in the evening, stays overnight, hangs around for coffee in the morning and finally moves on around noon, leaving you be for the rest of the day. During the construction of the Golden Gate Bridge, the fog was sometimes so thick that workers, walking around hundreds of feet above the water, could not see where they were putting their feet!
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  Joseph Strauss' safety net cost $89,000, an amount which would have purchased half a column's worth of homes from The Chronicle's real estate section in the thirties. The men whose lives were saved by the net formed a club, first dubbed The We-Fell-Off-the-Bridge Club, but shortly after renamed The Halfway-to-Hell Club.
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  A loader machine for the concrete roadway had temporarily run amok while George Murray, a carpenter, stood working at the rails. He heard the rush of screaming wheels and looked south to see the loader boring straight for him. In an instant, he would be crushed. The first “jumper” from the Bridge leaped towards the gnashing currents below, but when he hit, he bounced a couple of times, then let out a nervous, hysterical laugh. He was the first of the men to be saved by the net, and the first official member of The Halfway-to-Hell Club.
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  “Those fellows must have nerves of steel,” said a City official who had come down to the construction site and stared awhile at the men working hundreds of feet up. “Hell, no,” their boss replied. “If they had any nerves at all, they wouldn't be steelworkers!”
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  The day was February 17, 1937, just two months shy of the Bridge's completion. Twelve men had been working on a movable scaffold suspended below the bridge deck, where they were moving wooden forms from beneath where the concrete had been poured to make the roadway. Twenty feet below them, two men were clearing the safety net of debris.


  A clamp broke. The floor of the scaffold canted suddenly. Men scrambled for footing. Some leaped, some fell, into the net below. Another clamp broke. The entire platform slid free and fell on the men struggling in the net. The net held for barely an instant; it had been designed to catch men, not ten-ton pieces of equipment. The sound that followed was reportedly heard as far north as Marin. It sounded as if the fabric of the sky itself was tearing in two as 2,100 feet of safety net began to rip free of the Bridge, taking 12 men with it into the water 200 feet below.


  As the floor fell away beneath his feet, Tom Casey leaped for an overhead girder instead of relying on the net below. That split-second decision saved his life. For eight long minutes, he hung 230 feet above eternity. William Foster, C. H. Thompson, and Albert Todd finally lowered him a rope and pulled him to safety. No one will ever know what exactly was going through Tom Casey's mind as he hung high above the Golden Gate those eight minutes. But it is known that, throughout the entire ordeal, he never let the pipe fall from his mouth.
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  Wayne DeJanvier had been working on the scaffold itself. When the first clamp broke, he jumped to the nearest caster assembly and threw his leg through the crotch of the claws. That impulse saved his life.


  The scaffold was down, the net torn asunder. Twelve men had been counted on, or under, the water below, but for three hours no one knew for sure who, of the hundreds working on the Bridge, had gone down. Officials ordered the Bridge cleared and, one by one, the workers filed their time cards. One by one, they collected their belongings and left, and when the last man filed the last time card, there were only ten empty slots.


  Oscar Osberg and E. C. Lambert were the only two to survive the 230-foot fall. After hitting the water, Lambert struggled to get away from the sinking net. He could only watch as it pulled the other struggling men beneath the waves. Spotting Fred Dümmatzen in the water, he swam to him, and for 45 minutes struggled to keep Dümmatzen 's head above water. Dümmatzen was dead weight, but Lambert hoped help would arrive in time to revive him. Lambert's own body “felt like a block of ice,” and there was “blood running into his [Lamberts] eyes.” When rescue finally came, Dümmatzen was dead.


  High-steel workers are a hardy lot, and that's putting it mildly. They work hard, they play hard, and most drink hard. This last is never more true than when one of their own is lost on a job. When 10 at once took that last elevator down, the occasion called for several toasts to the departed, and no doubt many a man the next morning felt that he had one foot in the grave himself, and that the only thing blocking him from falling the rest of the way in was the obstructive size of a pounding head.


  For one fellow, the intimation of his death came from more than just a hangover: In the list of dead published the day after the scaffold accident was one Noel Flowers who, though he may have wished he were, wasn't. A Chronicle reporter had erred, and the name should have been Louis Russell.


  Sometimes all it takes is not being in the wrong place at the right time. For Isaac Leland, the wrong place was the net where he was working below the ill-fated scaffold. Shortly before it fell, Leland was called to work elsewhere. Eldridge Hillen took his place. And Eldridge Hillen died.


  The plunge of the scaffold ended the engagement of Jack Norman to Sue McMillan. His death came two months before they were to be married.


  “Shorty Bass is down there somewhere! I've got to go down and find him!”


  Word of the scaffold accident had spread quickly. Robert Patching, a bridge diver, showed up at the field office with his diving gear, determined to find his friend.


  “It's too deep, Bob,” they told him. “It's over 300 feet down there.”


  “I've never gone that deep before,” Patching replied. “But he was my friend! I've got to try!”


  Patching was not allowed to make the attempt.
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  Some lives are given to a cause. Some are taken. The scaffold accident that took 10 lives could have been averted. Warnings had been issued. The workers knew it was unsafe. Even as the clamp was giving way, inspectors from the State Industrial Accident Commission and officials of the Pacific Bridge Company were on their way to inspect the work platform. They arrived too late.
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  Peanuts Coble, a worker on the Bridge, remarked in an interview years later that “If all the people who said they were there when the scaffold fell had been there, the bridge would have collapsed under the weight!”


  [image: ]


  On the ocean side of the Golden Gate Bridge, embedded in concrete above the walkway, there is a bronze plaque engraved with the following names:


  October 21, 1936


  Kermit Moore


  February 17, 1937


  O. A. Anderson


  Chris Anderson


  William Worth Bass


  O. Desper


  Fred Dümmatzen


  Terrance Hallinan


  Eldridge Hillen


  Charles Lindros


  Jack Norman


  Louis Russell


  These 11 men paid for the Bridge with their lives.
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  In all, bridge workers nudged, pushed, lifted, kicked at, cursed at, bolted, and riveted 80,000 tons of structural steel while making the Golden Gate Bridge. If all that tonnage were converted into San Francisco's cable cars, it would eliminate forever the wait to board one. With 9,907 of them, they'd be stacked five high and end to end over the entire 11 miles of cable car track.
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  On January 19, 1937, the pouring of the concrete roadway began. Three months later, on April 19, the Pacific Bridge Company poured the last of it. The Golden Gate Bridge was finished.
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  While the official honor of first to drive over the bridge may belong to others, the unofficial honor goes to Frenchy Gales and a few of his fellow bridge workers. With his car parked on the Marin side of the incomplete bridge, and he and his friends in a bit of a hurry to get to the City side for cold one, they headed out over the unfinished deck, having to lay down planks in several places to cross gaps in the construction.


  Honest guys that they were, they even chipped in and paid the toll.
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  It should have been easy, the driving of that last rivet. But it wasn't. Edward Stanley, who drove the first rivet on the Bridge, was given the honor of driving the last. He set to work at it with a rivet gun designed to rivet hardened steel, and in quick order sprayed the dignitaries present with a shower of gold. When he pulled the gun away, the head of the rivet-almost two ounces of pure gold-fell away and was never seen again.


  Were it not for the safety measures insisted upon by Joseph Strauss, the only rivets Edward Stanley would have been pushing would have been the one in Davey Jones' locker. It happens that on December 7, 1936, he became the tenth member of The Halfway-to-Hell Club, after stubbing his toe and falling into the safety net below the Bridge.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The bronze plaque that points out the location of the golden rivet is:


    
      1. Upside down


      2. Missing


      3. A lie


      4. Loose
    

  


  If, in 1936, you'd have tried to drive the entire West Coast from Canada to Mexico, you'd have fallen into the ocean at the entrance to San Francisco harbor. If you had been more patient and waited a year, you wouldn't have gotten so wet. The building of the Bridge broke the last major water barrier to an all-coast highway.
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  The 330,000 cubic yards of concrete used in the construction of the Bridge would build a 10-foot-wide sidewalk across France, or a sidewalk from San Francisco to Los Angeles and beyond.
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  The $35 million it cost to build the Bridge in 1937 is less than it costs today (1987) to build a Boeing 747. Sure, you can't fly the Bridge anywhere, but you don't have to worry about someone losing your luggage!
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  The length of the entire Bridge, 8,981 feet, would be matched by 449 saltwater crocodiles put tail to snout.
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  The weight pushing on the Marin Pier, coupled with the weight bearing down on the San Francisco Pier, is 990,000,000 pounds, the weight of 3,225 blue whales. Or the weight of 73,333,333 Armadillos, enough to allow the citizens of Texas to run over five each in their cars. Due to the implausibility, I haven't figured how many whales Texans could run over in their cars.
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  It took 110,000 gallons of international orange paint to cover the Bridge. This would paint the ground area of the Pentagon thirty-five times. It would paint the author's kitchen 57,516 times, with a little left over for touch-ups, but who wants an international orange kitchen?
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  The building of the Bridge required the excavation of 553,000 cubic yards of rock and dirt and other stuff. If you dug a hole six feet by six feet from the top of Mount Everest straight down to the bottom, then went and did the same down the other seven highest peaks in the Himalayas, then, undaunted and tireless, dug six-by-six holes down through the world's eight highest volcanoes, including Kilimanjaro, you would have dug up almost the amount excavated for the Bridge! The pile excavated for the Bridge would still have 258,804 cubic feet more than your pile. If anyone asked why you did it, you could say, “Because it was there!”
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  Ever thought about building a bridge? Well, if you'd built this one all by your lonesome, it would have taken you 25 million hours. Working a standard eight-hour day, you'd have finished around the year A.D. 10234. If you'd had one of those nose-to-the-grindstone-type bosses who made you work 24 hours a day, you'd have finished a lot sooner, around A.D. 4700.
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  The width of the center span of the Bridge could be blocked by an average-size blue whale: Both are 90 feet long.
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  The weight of the main span per lineal foot is 21,300 pounds. Let's see, that would be 77,279 hamsters per lineal foot - before they started breeding!
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  Stand under the Bridge at Fort Point, below the sounds of the screaming metal monsters, and you will hear an eerie creaking and squeaking. Visually, one can witness the sway, sometimes as much as 20 feet, back and forth, as the unsuspecting motorists roll happily along. Actually, this is the Bridge's safety device, this ability to move with the wind that blows so frequently and furiously through the Gate.
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  Many of the men who worked on the bridge were nowhere to be seen on opening day. They built it, it was finished, their part was done. The bridge now belonged to everyone else.
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  Mr. O'Shaugnessy used to ask Mr. Strauss, “How long will your bridge last?”


  Mr. Strauss: “Forever.”


  Mr. O'Shaugnessy. “And how long is forever?”


  Mr. Strauss: “That, I don't know!”
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  Though Strauss might not have known how long forever was, he was moved to write a poem about the bridge when it was completed in May 1937.


  The Mighty Task is Done


  At last the mighty task is done;


  Resplendent in the western sun


  The Bridge looms mountain high;


  Its titan piers grip ocean floor,


  Its great steel arms link shore with shore,


  Its towers pierce the sky.


  On its broad decks in rightful pride,


  The world in swift parade shall ride,


  Throughout all time to be;


  Beneath, fleet ships from every port,


  Vast landlocked bay, historic fort,


  And dwarfing all the sea.


  To north, the Redwood Empire's gates;


  'To south, a happy playground waits,


  in Rapturous appeal;


  Here nature, free since time began,


  Yields to the restless moods of man,


  Accepts his bonds of steel.


  Launched midst a thousand hopes and fears,


  Damned by a thousand hostile sneers,


  Yet ne'er its course was stayed,


  But ask of those who met the foe


  Who stood alone when faith was low,


  Ask them the price they paid.


  Ask of the steel, each strut and wire,


  Ask of the searching, purging fire,


  That marked their natal hour;


  Ask of the mind, the hand, the heart,


  Ask of each single, stalwart part,


  What gave it force and power.


  An Honored cause and nobly fought


  And that which they so bravely wrought,


  Now glorifies their deed,


  No selfish urge shall stain its life,


  Nor envy, greed, intrigue, nor strife,


  Nor false, ignoble creed.


  High overhead its lights shall gleam,


  Far, far below life's restless stream,


  Unceasingly shall flow;


  For this was spun its lithe fine form,


  To fear not war, nor time, nor storm,


  For Fate had meant it so.


  Not sure how I’d rate him as a poet but man, the dude could build a bridge!


  By Golly, They Made it!


  On May 27, 1937, promptly at 6:00 AM, they opened the 'Bridge That Couldn't Be Built'. For one day and one day only, the Golden Gate Bridge would be the sole property of the Pedestrian, who, knowing that forever after the Bridge would have to be shared with the machine, came determined to make the day a monumental one. To make a personal mark on history. To be the first at something, on the Bridge that was itself a first.
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  The view from the Bridge is rather nice, but not when your nose is an inch from the concrete roadway. Perhaps this explains why Milton Pilhashay gave up his attempt to push a pillbox across the Golden Gate Bridge with his nose after only making it 100 feet. Perhaps he realized how stupid he looked. Perhaps he realized that if he went through with it, he wouldn't have a nose. Why he quit shall always be shrouded in mystery, as well it should be.
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  He's off! Past the toll plaza and out onto the side span, the seconds flicking by. Coming up on the South Tower now, he feels the wind tug at his face and hair. Head high, he moves into the long straightaway, 4,200 feet of suspended steel and concrete. Seconds melt into minutes. He passes the North Tower onto the Marin side of the span. At 8.2 minutes, he reaches the halfway point and makes his turn. North Tower, mid-span, South Tower, and then a final burst of speed. Lungs heaving, nostrils flaring, legs pumping: Walter Farlin passes the finish line at the Toll Plaza where he had begun, becoming the first person to run from one end of the Bridge to the other and back again. Total elapsed time: 17 minutes.
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  Although in 1854 he was probably more interested in his thumb than the view, Robert Bence sailed through the Golden Gate with his parents at the tender age of two. 83 years later he crossed the Golden Gate on the newly opened Bridge.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    When the whistle blew at 6:00 AM on May 27, 1937,
 the crowd surged onto the newly opened Bridge.
 The first pedestrian to make it to the Marin side was:


    
      1. Robert Crais


      2. A. S. King


      3. Donald Bryant


      4. Kurt Vonnegut
    

  


  
    Going in the opposite direction and becoming
 the first to reach the San Francisco side was:


    
      1. Elvis Costello


      2. Frank Zappa


      3. Robert Miller


      4. Elvis Presley
    

  


  Eunice Martin of Los Angeles claimed that her pet flea, Oscar, was the first flea to cross the Golden Gate Bridge unaccompanied by a furry animal. He made the crossing in a clear cellophane bag so he could see the sights while not disturbing any wayward dogs. She also claims that Oscar was the first flea to cross the Other Bridge as well.
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  Have you ever thought about stealing a rivet? Would you even know how to steal a rivet? Well, there must be some way to do it because souvenir seekers stole over 200 of them on opening day.
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  Eighteen babies were born in and around San Francisco on May 27, 1937, sharing birthday honors with the Bridge. It is hoped that none of the nine boys and nine girls were orange or took as long to build. What is certain is their parents would have choked had they been handed a bill for $35 million for their delivery.
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  And then there’s the guy who claims that in honor of the opening of the Bridge, he named his child Golden Gate Kane.
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  Grace Lines' Santa Paula was the first merchant passenger ship to navigate under the Bridge after the official opening. She made her passage at 12:00 noon on May 27, commanded by Captain Alf Adler.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first twins to cross the Golden Gate Bridge were:


    
      1. Austin and Lev Grossman


      2. Robin and Maurice Gibb


      3. Esther and Ann Bullard


      4. Julius and Phillip Epstein
    

  


  In 1987, kids wait all night for tickets to rock concerts. In 1937, they waited all night to be first onto the Golden Gate Bridge. Walter Kronberger was one such kid. He arrived at the Toll Plaza at 7:00 PM. the night before with his sleeping bag in hand, prepared to camp out. Though he didn't get the honor of being first on the Bridge in spite of all his effort, he came away happy with having been the first Boy Scout on the Bridge.
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  By 6:00 AM, the crowd outside the Toll Plaza was massive, numbering in the thousands, all waiting for the whistle to blow and the Bridge to open. When the magic moment came, Phyllis Kirschbaum dropped her nickel in the toll box first and walked out onto the Bridge.
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  Joseph Strauss, the designer of the Golden Gate Bridge, claimed that the Bridge could withstand almost anything humanity or nature could throw at it. Not so the toll-collecting coin boxes. The overwhelming crush of humanity on opening day soon overpowered the boxes and, one by one, they ceased to function. Water buckets were brought in to replace them, and the joyous march continued.
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  In all, 82,900 nickels were collected on Pedestrian Day, which works out to $4,145.00 in 1937 dollars. If all those nickels were stacked one atop the other, they would stand 494 feet high, or 24 feet higher than the height of the towers from the roadway to the top. The nickels would weigh in at 864 pounds, which is approximately the weight of 3,456 McDonald's hamburgers.
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  W. C. Fields said, 'Never give a sucker an even break.' His followers were out in droves during the opening of the Golden Gate Bridge, selling five cent toll passes for a quarter to unsuspecting tourists.
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  Police were alarmed when they spotted a staggering woman whose tongue was hanging out of her mouth. Rushing to her aid, they were shocked to find that she was just trying to be the first to cross the Bridge with her tongue out.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first child reported lost on the Golden Gate Bridge was:


    
      1. Amelia Earhart


      2. Gilligan


      3. Anna Mae Anderson


      4. Judge Crater
    

  


  If you go over 10 mph, will your brain hemorrhage? Folks were asking this when trains came on the scene in the eighteen hundreds. A century later, when the Bridge opened, the four most frequently asked questions were:


  1. Is it safe to cross?


  2. Can I wheel my baby across?


  3. Can I take my dog across?


  4. How long will it take me to cross?
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  An estimated 50,000 hot dogs made the crossing on Pedestrian Day, in one way or another. If all those dogs were linked together, they would form a line that would take the average person an hour and a half to walk, which is just about how long it would take the average person to find a public restroom in this city!
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  Pak-Tung-Se-Mau. Sounds like an item from column A of a Chinatown restaurant's menu. In reality, it was the name of the first cat to cross the Bridge. Pak-Tung made the crossing with Miss Helen Cole.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to break an elbow on the new Bridge was:


    
      1. Venus de Milo


      2. Darth Vader


      3. Jack Decoba


      4. Kermit the Frog
    

  


  Perhaps he was feeling a little down. After all, being on strike on a warm, sunny day - the day they were opening the new Bridge - couldn't go far towards lifting one's spirits. Florentine Calegeri decided to rise above it all. He walked across the Bridge and then walked back. On stilts!
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  Perhaps because they had no stilts, John Royan and his daughter Betty carried 25 pounds of Schuylkill County anthracite coal across the Bridge from Marin to San Francisco. Mr. Royan and his daughter were from Heckersville, PA, over on the East Coast, which explains a lot.
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  And there was Cub Scout Troop #5 of Red Hill School in San Anselmo, who carried a rope across the Bridge on opening day. No one seems to know why.
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  Out from under the rocks to the North, 22 members of Oregon Caveman, Inc. came to inspect the Bridge. They claimed that their Order had advocated such a project in 1926. With an 81-foot chain of bones, they checked the specs of the Bridge as they had been dictated by the Ancients of their Order. They declared the Bridge to be Okay!
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  Nine-year-old Stanford Hardeman of San Francisco earned himself at least two, and possibly three, firsts on Pedestrian Day. He was the first person to sneak past the fence and get on the Bridge without paying a toll. Not satisfied with this accomplishment, he returned to the Bridge after midnight, long after the Bridge was closed for the night, snuck on again and became the first person to cross after the 'witching hour.' And the third 'first?' Though it will never be known for certain, it can be assumed that, after arriving home at 2:00 a.m. to anxious and worried parents, young Mr. Hardeman became the first little boy unable to sit down the day after the Bridge opened!


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to cross on their birthday was:


    
      1. Dashiell Hammett


      2. Tony Hillerman


      3. Vera Flowers


      4. Harlan Ellison
    

  


  2:00 AM! The alarm jangles you awake. You throw the alarm clock across the room. You go back to sleep. But not Carmen and Minnie Perez. They left their San Francisco home in the dead of night to reach the Bridge in time to be the first to roller skate across it.
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  It started as a faint 'sploosh,' as the first of six pairs of shoes sank beneath the waves some 265 feet below. Bob Jarding, Oscar Merks, Morris Dahl, L. R. Jones, Bob Holden, and Jack Starry became the first to cross the Golden Gate Bridge, both ways, barefooted. This was also the first recorded shoeicide from the bridge.
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  There is such a thing as getting carried away, of going too far. For Raynor Morrison, the going too far could have ended in a 265 foot drop. He had been trying to get a better view from the Bridge and caught both knees in the picket fence-like iron railing, and ended up being treated at the Bridgehead Hospital, a temporary treatment center set up to handle bridge emergencies.
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  Children are strange creatures. One kid, who let out a wail and a flow of tears after falling on the Bridge, was consoled by his mother, who told him, 'Just think, honey, you're the first one to fall down on the nice new bridge.' It worked. He stopped crying and pushed on happily. You figure it out.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first bicycle to eat concrete on the Golden Gate Bridge belonged to:


    
      1. Lance Armstrong


      2. Fausto Copi


      3. Bill Giandoni


      4. Jan Ullrich
    

  


  From Pedestrian Day until October 19, 1968, the Bridge had a two-way toll. One kid walked up to the toll booth with two pennies and an extended lower lip. The toll taker felt sorry for him and let him pass, saying,


  'I'll let you cross, but I don't know how you'll get back?


  'The same way,' replied the kid.
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  Two other kids decided that, if they couldn't go with the flow, they would go under it. Walkers on the Bridge were horrified to see the two youngsters scampering across the safety net below the roadway. Concerned police gave chase, but the two kids managed to elude capture by returning the way they had come and slipping away into the crowd.
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  Sam Klopstock III was not overly impressed with the new Bridge. Being the first baby to cross the Bridge in a carriage did not impress him either. In fact, about the only thing that impressed three-month-old Sam was some of Bridgehead Hospital's warm milk, which he promptly spilled all over himself.
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  One little guy just couldn't stand to see his friends walking away from him, so he took the big plunge off the Golden Gate Bridge. The little guy was a puppy named Pal who leaped 75 feet from the Bridge and broke his right front foreleg.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first blind person to cross the Bridge was:


    
      1. Stevie Wonder


      2. Ray Charles


      3. Mrs. Francis Parrish


      4. Blind Willie Johnson
    

  


  W. S. Wards had a problem, which wasn't rain or sleet or dark of night. He had 14,680 pieces of mail from all over the world that had to be sent. The stamps on these letters, cancelled at both ends of the Bridge with time and date, would be invaluable to collectors. But, alas, it was Pedestrian Day, and no trucks were allowed on the Bridge. A call to Bridge publicity man H. Clay Bernard ended in special arrangements, and the mail went through.
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  Elmer loves Anastasia. John loves Mary. Bridge officials didn't break down and cry. Instead, they put to the back of their minds the rising number of gallons of paint it was going to take to cover the thousands of declarations of love scratched onto the Bridge those first few days.
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  Betty Tandy didn't like this one bit. Here she was, trying to have a good time on the new bridge, and what happens? She turns her back for one minute and, whammo, her parents get lost. Well, there was nothing to do but find a cop and see if he could find them. The 65 Bridge officers saw many a Betty Tandy that day, rounding them up in groups of 50 and helping them find their lost parents.
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  So what do you do with a few pounds of leftover bridge cable? Make screwdrivers, paperweights, and other such paraphernalia and sell it to any and all who will have it. Much of the money made from these sales went to the families of the men killed while building the Golden Gate Bridge.
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  Early morning, mid-span, the casting of votes begins. Out of the soft murmuring, the shape of a name arises: Mrs. Lawless has triumphed, to rule for ten years! The Anarchist League was not holding secret elections on the Bridge that day, though the new president's name could make one suspicious. Rather, the Sunrise Bridge Walking Club was holding its first meeting and its first election, thereby nabbing the honor of being the first club to form on the Bridge. The women figured they could keep up a tradition of annual walks for at least ten years, 'canes and shawls and all.'
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  What do you do when all the firsts have been had, when the day is over, and the Bridge is closing? You haven't found a single way to get your name in the newspaper or done anything you could tell your grandchildren. Suzette Ballad and Betty Swain found themselves in just such a predicament.


  Being enterprising young women, they came to the conclusion that if they couldn't be first at something, then they would be last - the last off the Bridge. They lingered about as everyone else left and, when they were sure they were the last ones, they took off their shoes, just to make it unusual, and scurried towards the Toll Plaza. 'We're the last off,' they shouted as they passed a Bridge guard. 'Sorry to disappoint you,' replied the guard, 'but Miss Nedra Kemp is just now leaving the Bridge on the Marin side.'


  Their reply, which is not known, was probably not something they would have told their grandchildren.
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  Clink, clink, clink, clatter, clink, clink. The distinctive sound of one showoff pedestrian who offered up a $20 bill for a five-cent toll and received his change in nickels and dimes.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to be discovered unconscious on the Bridge was:


    
      1. Sigmund Freud


      2. Francisco Franco


      3. George Leyon


      4. Rip Van Winkle
    


    He had been hit over the head by:


    
      1. Halley's Comet


      2. A grand piano


      3. A blackjack


      4. Godzilla's toe
    

  


  The Coronation Ball held at the Civic Auditorium was a costume ball, and no one was allowed admittance without some kind of getup. But at party time, no one was inclined to be all that strict about what kind of costume was worn or what condition the costume wearer was in. The published regulation for admittance read: 'Virtually nothing will be barred-nothing but absolute nudism and acute alcoholic catalepsy.'


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first set of Chucks, who happened to be friends and happened to be mailmen and happened to cross while on their lunch break, were:


    
      1. Norris and Cheese


      2. Darwin and Dickens


      3. McFarland and Conner


      4. Berry and Schulz
    

  


  'This is no war! This is a party!'


  This was San Francisco Mayor Rossi's reply to representatives of the Longshoremen's Union, who were demanding the removal of Germany's Nazi flag from the parade route.


  Meanwhile, a group of men successfully tore away a portion of the aforementioned flag before being routed by police. This prompted Propaganda Minister Joseph Goebbels to demand action on the United States' part.


  'Protect the German flag,' he was quoted as saying. 'Satisfaction must be given!'


  Few people at the time realized just how much 'satisfaction' would ultimately be sought of the world by these Nazi madmen.
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  The streets of San Francisco were five deep in people trying to see the parade that wound its way down Market Street. Short people were getting stepped on. James Tamietti, who may or may not have been the patron saint of short people, was out that day making a quick buck. He brought a load of boxes and sold them to schoolchildren who, in turn, rented them to spectators who wanted a better view. Rent varied from 10 cents to 35 cents. It wasn't just boxes these kids were renting. Many a family returned home that evening to find the parlor furniture scuff-marked and marred.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to fall from a gun emplacement at Fort Point and wind up in the Bridgehead Hospital was:


    
      1. Humpty Dumpty


      2. Chevy Chase


      3. Richard Seymour


      4. Dick Van Dyke
    

  


  Ever get a joyous, uplifting feeling during an oil change and lube? Well, Matilda Slavich, Evelyn Cosgrave, and Alice Reilly did. Unable to see the parade for all the people, not to mention unable to find a parking spot, the three women rode to a filling station, ordered the oil change and lube, and watched the parade from the car up on the hoist.
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  Some weirdo in a sombrero and serape comes out of your bathroom and hands the toothpaste to a bearded man in spurs. He goes downstairs to brush his teeth in the kitchen. These days, that sounds like a nightmare you'd have after falling asleep watching some dumb western on TV. Back then, people all over San Francisco were opening up their spare rooms to the hundreds of people who poured into town to celebrate the Bridge's opening. A hotel strike had drastically reduced the number of rooms available.
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  Two, real-life cowboys from Livermore rode into town to have themselves a little vacation. Spotting a butcher in a bloody apron and a 10-gallon hat and at a milkman delivering in his chaps, they headed straight back home. Vacations are supposed to be a way to escape the same old dull routine.
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  Broad daylight. Polk Gulch. Mothers keeping watch on their straggling children. Shoppers shopping. Bankers banking. Suddenly, and without warning, from out of the dark closets of history comes a horseman, his mind spinning with the memory of a hundred unrighted wrongs. Joaquin Murietta, head and all, rides in on a palomino and holds up Blum's, Brownie's Trading Post, and a bank, his six-guns flashing silver, a gold bridge shining in the background.


  To his captor went $25 and, if such a man had the good sense to have a copy of The Examiner with him, an extra $10. The Polk-Van Ness Merchants Association set the whole thing up for fun.
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  Broad daylight. Polk Gulch. Mothers keeping watch on their straggling children. Shoppers shopping. Bankers banking. Suddenly, and without warning, sheep. Sheep bleating. Sheep scurrying. Automobiles and streetcars screeching to a dead stop. People screaming.


  This was nobody's idea. The sheep had been imported to lend a little atmosphere and, when they somehow got loose, they created more atmosphere than anyone had bargained for.
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  Broad daylight. Polk Gulch... Oops! Actually, now we're over on Mission Street, where the owners of a gas station had corralled some rented horses near the gas pumps. They were hoping to lure in tough customers. The paying kind.
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  One of the guitar-sporting Spanish minstrel bands roaming the town during the festivities happened into Fiesta headquarters. They thought a little music might lighten up the harassed, last-minute maneuvers of the workers. Not so. Fiesta General Manager Cullenward, decidedly not amused, told them to get out before he threw them out.


  By a stroke of luck, or through a whispered warning from the minstrels, 11 Guatemalan marimba players steered clear of the headquarters. It took all 11 of these guys to play one, gigantic marimba, which would have been hard for anyone to throw anywhere. This musical company had been dispatched by then president of Guatemala, Jorge Ubrico, to pay tribute to the new bridge.
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  The angels were watching from heaven and all was right with the world on those few days in May of '37. 'God's Great Bridges and the Soul's Fiesta' was the sermon topic at Calvary Presbyterian, followed by a talk entitled 'The Golden Gate Bridge: Secret and Symbol of Mighty Living.' The then-pastor of Glide Memorial Church preached a sermon called 'The Builder of Bridges.' Guests that day included Joseph Strauss and Edward Stanley.
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  'Twenty Ladies from Hell,' though not exactly the Ladies' Temperance Association, were not, however, quite as fierce as their name might suggest. Except musically. The devilish 20 comprised the membership of the Canadian Scottish Regiment's bagpipe band, come to celebrate and play at the Fiesta luncheon.


  [image: ]


  What do Scarlett O'Hara, rodents, and eccentric British novelists have in common? They were on the minds of the readers of San Francisco the week the Bridge opened, as Steinbeck's Of Mice and Men, Margaret Mitchell's Gone with the Wind, and Virginia Woolf's The Years were topping the bestseller list. Dale Carnegie's How To Win Friends and Influence People was first on the list of 14 nonfiction bestsellers.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first priest to cross the Bridge was:


    
      1. Father Junipero Serra


      2. Saint Francis of Assisi


      3. Father Maurice


      4. Friar Tuck
    

  


  It was 1937, the Bridge was open, the Great Depression was on its way out. A brand new Dodge was selling for $847 delivered. Aspirin was nine cents per 100, and a bottle of 10-year-old Scotch was selling for $2.49 a fifth! A four-room flat on Natoma Street was renting for $15.00 a month while $2.50 to $4.00 a day would get you a room at the Pickwick Hotel - with a bath in every room. Cigarettes were $1.29 a carton, and beef was selling for 29 cents a pound.
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  May 28, 1937. 12:00 noon, San Francisco time. In Washington, D.C., FDR pushed a gold telegraph key. A tiny spark raced 3,000 miles westward to set off such a cacophony of sound it was a wonder the San Andreas Fault didn't slip a notch or two. Every siren, every church bell, every car horn in the city went off at once. The foghorns bellowed. Ship whistles blew. Rockets reached for the sky and spread thin, delicate fingers of light across the heavens. The 'Bridge That Couldn't Be Built' was open for traffic.
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  Murphy's Law As Applied to Bridge Ceremonies


  Though the infamous Murphy had not yet written his epigrammatic 'anything that can go wrong, will go wrong,' his presence was definitely felt during the various ceremonies associated with the Bridge's completion and opening.


  Starting with the gold rivet that was sheared away and lost, Murphy then moved on to the ceremony dedicating a bronze plaque in commemoration of the Bridge's completion. The crowd was gathered, newspaper reporters with pencils at the ready lurked about, photographers with flashbulbs primed drifted in, dignitaries cleared their throats with speeches on the tips of their tongues, the cement was mixed, and the bronze plaque...the bronze plaque ... where was the bronze plaque? Strike two. Well, they went ahead with it anyway, bronze plaque or no bronze plaque, but not without a great deal of embarrassment.


  Murphy hung loose for awhile, but he did not go away. On the 28th of May, three obstacles blocked the opening of the Bridge to vehicular traffic as part of the opening ceremony.


  The first obstacle, the cutting of two giant sequoias by lumberjacks, went without a hitch.


  The second obstacle consisted of three chains - one of copper, one of silver, and one of gold - that were strung across the roadway. Frank Doyle cut neatly through the copper one with an acetylene torch. William Filmer did the same with the gold one. The silver one, unfortunately, was in Murphy’s province. Mayor Angelo Rossi lit his torch. It sputtered and died. He lit it again. Once again it died. The crowd murmured and shuffled a little in anticipation. Mayor Rossi lit the torch one more time and, though it sputtered and crackled like a wet campfire on a windless night, he managed to cut through the third and last chain.


  The last obstacle was a line of pretty Fiesta Queens, but Murphy was happy with what he had wrought. He left them to disperse with flourishes and smiles.
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  Two by two, they moved solemnly out onto the Bridge. One boy, one girl. Each pair represented a different school. Every school in the city was represented. Silently, they passed the silent crowd. Only the Bridge itself dared to make a sound. Within the hands of each child, a bouquet of flowers. High overhead, a formation of planes carried more flowers. Soon, the children reached the center of the Bridge. Soon, the waters below the Bridge were covered with flower petals in a Fiesta tribute to the 11 men who had died during construction of the Bridge.
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  It seems that one 12-hour day was not enough for the pedestrians. When the Bridge was opened to vehicles the following day, pedestrians outnumbered cars during the first hours of business. It was so crowded, in fact, that Bridge officials closed off the truck lane to allow strollers more room to stroll. And, just to keep all the records straight, they listed their five-cent toll as 'Truck Passenger Fares.'
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  Neat cattle. What is a neat cattle? Is that anything like a clean buffalo? Whatever it is, it would have cost you five cents, plus a penny for yourself, to walk it over the newly opened Brooklyn Bridge in 1883. To ride your horse into Brooklyn, it would have cost you three cents. Add a carriage, and the toll rose to five cents. If two horses were needed to pull the carriage, add another nickel, three cents a head for any additional horse. Going across the Golden Gate Bridge 54 years later would cost you a nickel to walk, four bits ($.50) to drive. No established toll for neat cattle, though.
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  When the Golden Gate Bridge opened in 1937, auto tolls were fixed at 50 cents per car each way. These tolls remained in effect for 13 years until 1950, when auto tolls were reduced to 40 cents each way. By 1955, tolls were down again to 30 cents, and before the end of that year they were cut to 25 cents each way.


  In October of 1968, the Bridge became the first toll bridge to collect a toll from one direction of traffic only - inbound to the city. The mid-seventies saw the toll rise to 75 cents and, finally, to a dollar, which is what it costs today. This makes the toll today essentially what it was in 1937 - 50 cents each way!


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    On opening day, a taxi ride across the Bridge and back cost:


    
      1. Your first-born male child


      2. A partridge in a pear tree


      3. Five bucks


      4. Four and 20 blackbirds
    

  


  Flip, flap, flip, flap, flop, flap, flap. She was slow, and she was ancient. She had been built in 1902, probably by Mr. Ford himself. She had a vertical steering column and fenders that threatened departure at every bump. The two old men who drove her loved her, though. When at last she made it from one end of the new Bridge to the other, one of the old men turned to his partner and exclaimed, 'By golly, she made it!'
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  What are friends for if they can't help keep things cool? An amateur radio operator, identified only by his call letters W6JVG, had three of his friends fanning the portable rig set up in the back seat of his car. He crossed and recrossed the Bridge broadcasting a message to all who were tuned in to his frequency. Perhaps the message was a warning to beware of the strange Oregon cavemen sighted on the Bridge!


  [image: ]


  Picture this: Hot dogs dangling from crumpled handlebars. Mustard mixing with gasoline. Bits of relish dripping from a splintered piece of wood. The blush of embarrassment on California Highway Patrolman Ralph McInerney's face competing with the color of the ketchup splattered all around him. The Golden Gate Bridge had not yet had its first paying customer when it witnessed its first vehicle accident. While on patrol, Officer McInerney had crashed his motorcycle into an unlit hot dog stand.
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  Most people try to avoid traffic tickets, as a rule. One lady, however, actually abandoned her car on the Bridge in order to be the first to get a ticket on opening day. The police, being much too busy for such nonsense, simply had her car towed and made her cough up a stiff towing charge.
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  Of course, if you don't want a ticket, then chances are you'll get one. Arthur B. Cole, chauffeur of San Francisco industrialist Louis Lurie, found this out the hard way when he parked at the Toll Plaza to let Hollywood film star Anita Page take in the view. The cop who gave him the ticket tried to make it seem like an honor. That would depend on who had to pay it.
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  The Oregonians may have come out of their caves to attend the celebration, but Mr. R. E. Vale brought his cave with him. Vale, a Springfield, MO man, was the first to haul a trailer across the Bridge. His wife and his four kids were along for the ride.
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  The first naval vessel to pass under the Golden Gate Bridge on opening day was the USS Pennsylvania, then commanded by Admiral Arthur J. Hepburn. In all, 42 ships would steam beneath the new bridge that day, in a procession accompanied by hundreds of planes from the aircraft carriers Lexington, Ranger, and Saratoga. The other ships were the battleships California, West Virginia, Texas, Maryland, Nevada, Idaho, New Mexico, Mississippi, and Colorado; the heavy cruisers Indianapolis, Houston, Northampton, Pensacola, Salt Lake City, Louisville, Portland, Minneapolis, New Orleans, Astoria, San Francisco, Tuscaloosa, and Quincy; the light cruisers Concord, Cincinnati, Milwaukee, Trenton, Richmond, Memphis, and Detroit; the tenders Langley and Wright; the destroyers Zane, Chiles, Wasmuth, Sands, Sturtevant, and Broome, and the hospital ship Relief.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    Bridge was driven by:


    
      1. Queen Elizabeth


      2. Montezuma


      3. Supervisor Arthur M. Brown


      4. Babe Ruth
    


    The vehicle was:


    
      1. A rickshaw


      2. An alien hovercraft


      3. A 1937 La Salle Eight


      4. A dogsled
    


    Another of the first official cars to cross the Bridge carried:


    
      1. Tristan and Isolde


      2. Ozzie and Harriet


      3. Governor Frank Merriam and SF Mayor Angelo Rossi


      4. The King of Siam and Anna
    


    The vehicle was:


    
      1. A rowboat


      2. The Starship Enterprise


      3. A 1937 Cadillac four-door convertible


      4. A Segway
    

  


  Although the view from the Bridge is intoxicating, it must have been a little more than drinking in the sights that got Theodore Farwig in trouble on that 28th of May. He was stopped at mid-span by patrolmen D. A. Donaldson and A. S. Mathewson, taken to the city jail and booked for driving while drunk.
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  The first First Lady to cross the Bridge was Eleanor Roosevelt, who was on her way to visit her daughter in Seattle. While staying in San Francisco, Eleanor received a call from someone offering to give her a miniature White House. She declined the offer, saying, 'I don't know what in the world I would do with it.'


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    On May 28, 1937, precisely at noon, Mrs. Ethyl Olsen paid the princely sum of 50 cents and:


    
      1. Bought a used copy of Howl


      2. Bought a giagantic jaw breaker


      3. Became the first person to pay


      a vehicle toll on the Golden Gate Bridge


      4. Bought a fishing license
    

  


  Bridge officials couldn't believe how few cars crossed the Bridge in the first 24 hours. They were expecting more than the 31,833 that made the crossing, netting the bridge $15,916.00 in 1937 cash. Still, if all those vehicles had been Volkswagen Beetles (which, by the way, were not introduced in Germany until 1939), and if they had all been lined up bumper to bumper, they would have stretched over 80 miles, from San Francisco to Sacramento.
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  The Bridge officials needn't have worried about traffic. Today (1987), an average of 97,952 vehicles cross the Bridge every 24 hours. If these were all Volkswagen Beetles moving bumper-to-bumper, they would stretch from San Francisco to quite a way past Reno, Nevada, over 246 miles in all.


  And, considering the traffic during the morning commute, it often feels like you are in Reno, Nevada and creeping your way to the bridge.
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  When the papers said the atmosphere was electric, they meant literally! Sparks flew from the hands of the toll collectors to those of the motorists handing over their tolls. One thing the Bridge engineers had overlooked was the static electricity generated by the passage of all-steel cars over an all-steel bridge.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    Near the end of construction of the Golden Gate Bridge, who was injured in a fall:


    
      1. Shakespeare


      2. Dr. Seuss


      3. Dean Kinter


      4. Charlie Chaplin
    


    This did not keep him from being the first to:


    
      1. Hop on one leg across the bridge


      2. Be carried across the bridge on a stretcher


      3. Drive across the bridge from the Marin side


      4. Hula-Hoop across the bridge
    

  


  Clop, clop, plop, plop, clop, clop, clop. Los Angeles County Sheriff Eugene Biscailing was the first person to ride a horse across the Bridge. The identity of the first person having to clean up after the first horse to cross the Bridge has, fortunately for all concerned, faded into obscurity.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first Scout Troop to form on the Bridge was called:


    
      1. Brooklyn Bridge Boy Scouts


      2. Eiffel Tower Troop


      3. Golden Gate Troop


      4. Tutankhamen's Little Pharaohs
    

  


  If Henry Bader had burned his bridges behind him, Long island would still be a cow pasture and Marin a squirrel's paradise. Bader crossed the Brooklyn Bridge the day it opened in 1883, and then showed up - 54 years and 3,000 miles later - to cross the newly finished Golden Gate Bridge.
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  Put up a bridge and someone is bound to come along and do something more than cross it. Constantine Kayarinoff and Anatol Novikoff did just that, not two days after the Bridge was opened. Climbing the cable to the South Tower, they found an emergency phone with which to inform Bridge officials they had made it. The two then sat back and enjoyed the view.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to ride a motorcycle across the bridge was:


    
      1. Johnny


      2. Wyatt


      3. Hap Jones


      4. Bunny
    

  


  I suppose if you want to get married, June seems like a good month in which to go through with it. And should you happen to have a nice looking, newly opened bridge around, well, why not go out and get married on it? Say, at midnight, on June I? Della Mae Berkie and Albert Baynton thought it was a good idea in 1937. Who's to argue with them? But watch where you throw the bouquet; you could lose friends that way!
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  Bernadine King was skywriting, high above the crowds thronging the Golden Gate Bridge, when suddenly she realized she had the stunt opportunity of a lifetime. She banked her yellow and black biplane into a sharp downhill curve and shot between the roadway and the ocean. But being the first to fly under the Bridge was not enough for the top female stunt flyer in the U.S. So, pointing her plane skyward again, she flew over the Bridge - upside down!
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  June 2, 1937. Della Mae and Albert are off somewhere enjoying marital bliss. Bernadine King is looking for other stunts to perform, new 'heights' to obtain. Walter Kronberger is trying to make Eagle Scout. R. F. Vale is looking for another trailer camp to park in. The Oregonians have returned to their caves. The new Bridge is doing what it was designed to do all along: carry traffic quickly and safely across the roiling waters of the Golden Gate from Marin to San Francisco, San Francisco to Marin.


  The party is over, the street sweepers the only reminder of what had been. During the week the Fiesta celebration lasted, 107 people were arrested for being drunk. This is by no means close to the number of people who were drunk, merely the number unfortunate enough to have gotten caught.


  San Francisco has always been known as a party town, 'The City That Knows How.' So, it's not completely unusual that a week-long celebration should be thrown for a bridge. But why this bridge? Another bridge, longer, more costly, in many ways more useful, had been built at the same time. The Other Bridge - the Oakland-San Francisco Bay Bridge - had, in fact, opened seven months earlier but with nowhere near the celebration the opening of the Golden Gate Bridge generated.


  Perhaps the answer lies in the fact that the Golden Gate Bridge spans one of the world's most amazing geologic formations, the Golden Gate, entrance to the third-largest inland harbor in the world.


  The oft times fog-enshrouded Gate has always been an object of curiosity and fascination, the glorious city - “Baghdad by the Bay”, as it was coined by columnist Herb Caen years later - that sits on its southern tip, a place of mystery and magic. Is it any wonder, then, that when the going got weird, the weird continued to do it on the Golden Gate Bridge?


  The First 50 Years


  As the opening line to a once-popular TV series went, “There are eight million stories in the Naked City.” The same holds true of the Golden Gate Bridge. The end of the Fiesta celebration on June 1, 1937, did not mark the end of the wierdness the Bridge seems to draw to itself. Indeed, it may very well have set the precedent for it. Over the next fifty years, all manner of stunts and bizarre happenings have occurred on the Golden Gate Bridge. Some are lost forever. The rest are here. There are eight million stories on the Golden Gate Bridge. These are some of them.
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  For reasons best known to those mysterious beings who make our laws, it is a misdemeanor to leap off the Bridge. What are they going to do, press post mortem charges? This little legal matter didn’t deter Frank Cushing for a moment. Donning a girdle, three pairs of pants, two life jackets, and a football helmet, he jumped from the center span of the Golden Gate Bridge at 4:00 AM on April 19,1947 ... and lived!


  In a subsequent open letter to Governor Warren of California, Cushing claimed the stunt was to publicize the plight of veterans trying to obtain loans under the GI Bill. Don't know if the stunt helped any vets get loans, but it didn't hurt Cushing's GI Joe Thrill Circus any.


  [image: ]


  Did they or didn't they? It is doubtful whether even their hairdressers knew for sure. In a San Francisco hospital emergency room in 1939, a soaking-wet Charles Delps, who claimed to be a stunt diver from St. Paul, tried to convince doctors that he had jumped from the Golden Gate Bridge. The doctors weren't convinced.


  Nor were police in 1940 who, after finding Tom Needham's clothes on the Bridge with a note attached, tracked him down. They found him at home where he told them he had jumped off the Bridge. Whether they returned his clothes is not known. Nor is it known how he got home without them!
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  Like so many others who came to see the new bridge, Patricia Lucas, 12, wrote her name and address on the on the bridge. Several weeks later, Bill Hughes, 14, was walking across the bridge with friends. One of them bet him a quarter that if he picked a name at random, wrote that person, they wouldn’t write back. Bill took that bet. The friend picked Patricia Lucas and Bill wrote her a letter. Patricia wrote back and so began a pen pal relationship. Several years later, with WWII raging, Bill found himself with a day off in Los Angeles. The only person he knew there was Patricia so he gave her a call and they met, face to face, at a coffee shop. It was love at first sight and, in October of 1943, they were married. As of the 50th anniversary of the bridge, that marriage is still going strong.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The first person to tap dance across the Golden Gate Bridge was:


    
      1. Fred Astaire


      2. Gene Kelly


      3. Bess Bair


      4. Sammy Davis Jr.
    

  


  In October of 1945, survivors of the Bataan Death March passed beneath the Golden Gate Bridge on their way home. They were greeted by the jubilant cheers of spectators who lined the bridge overhead. According to John Cook, “We passed under the Golden Gate Bridge and the fireboats were spraying water and all I could think was, ‘My God, they're wasting all that water!’ When we got to the pier, everyone of us bent down and kissed the earth and it was then we fully exhaled and said, ‘We're finally home’.”
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  It was 1946, World War 11 was blessedly over. All was quiet on the western front, so to speak. The sun was shining and peace reigned supreme. Then, one day, on a beach near the South Tower, an armed torpedo appeared. Suspicions rose, hearts fell. After some hue and cry, it was discovered to be only a remnant of the war in the Pacific, and everybody breathed a sigh of relief.
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  Some folks can sleep anywhere. August Rukoff was that kind of hairpin. On the evening of August 22, 1945, he was hitchhiking his way back to his ship, which was anchored in Tiburon. He found himself having to walk across the Golden Gate Bridge. It was late and he was tired. The prospect of another ride seemed slim, so he decided to try and catch a few zzzs. Finding the Bridge deck a bit noisy for his purpose, Rukoff crawled over the side and stretched out on a three-foot girder below the roadway. It was probably a good thing that he was such a sound sleeper, as a little toss or turn in either direction would have made his nap a permanent one!
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  And then there are those hairpins who don't like their sleep disturbed. Ask Highway Patrolman John Halligan; he'll tell you. It was a Saturday evening, and he had been dispatched to the North Tower to check on a car that was stopped there. In it, he found Henry Carl asleep. When he woke him up, Carl got out of the car and, while Halligan was checking his I.D., ran toward the railing. Halligan, fearing that this might be a suicide, walked over and gave Carl a half-hearted grab of the shoulder. But this was no suicide and, before Halligan could react, Carl lifted him off the sidewalk and tried to throw him off the Bridge! Luckily, two tow-truck drivers subdued Carl and helped save Halligan from an early retirement.
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  Frustrated after his first attempt had been foiled by police, Robert Niles drove out on the Bridge on April 15, 1949, and chomping hard on his cigar, lowered himself 50 feet over the side, pulled the rip cord on the parachute he was wearing, and floated down to the water. His cigar never even got wet.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    Rocco Rischetti:


    
      1. Climbed the Bridge cable after magically transforming himself into a giant armadillo.


      2. Whistled Dixie through a straw while standing on one leg in the middle of the Bridge with Joan of Arc accompanying him on the harmonica.


      3. Skied across the Bridge dressed as a peacock.


      4. While dressed as George Washington, cut down the last remaining cherry tree growing on the Bridge.
    

  


  The Golden Gate Bridge was exactly two months old when the millionth vehicle, driven by Louis Lurie, made its crossing. It took 10 years for the 50 million mark to be reached. Traffic increased as the Bay Area grew. The Bridge was 15 years old when the 100 millionth vehicle crossed, 19 when the number hit 150 million, and in 1958, when the Bridge reached the tender age of 21, the 200 millionth vehicle made the crossing. By June 30, 1982, over 900 million vehicles had crossed the Bridge.
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  There was this Catholic priest who left his change in his other smock, came up shy for the toll and the toll keeper paid the 50 cents for him. A few days later, a letter arrived, with the toll and a note: “Next time you come into my church, let the collection plate go by. That one will be on the house.”
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  Not everyone is lucky enough to have the toll paid by another person, and those who arrive at the Toll Plaza sans funds have left many strange things as security for the toll. One man handed the toll captain a frying pan. With but a slight hesitation, he handed over four frozen steaks as well, saying, “You might as well take these too. I have nothing to cook them in.” He never came back for either the steaks or the pan.
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  One man who did return for his security deposit was a tuxedoed gentleman on his way to the theater in San Francisco. After leaving the item in the Bridge office, he continued on his way. Five hours later, he returned to pay the 40-cent toll and retrieve his deposit. The deposit was his wife.
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  Then there's the one about the one-armed golfer who arrived at the Toll Plaza toll-less. He offered up his beautiful set of clubs as security and was soon on his way. While inventorying the clubs, Bridge guards were shocked to find his false arm among the clubs. “I guess he only used it for golfing,” one of them remarked. Caddy, give me the Nine Arm!
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  There is more than weirdness to put up with when you work as a toll keeper on the Golden Gate Bridge; there is rudeness as well and, sometimes, downright physical abuse. Motorists who feel that the Bridge should be toll free yell at you because it's not. Some try to shortchange you, or drop the toll on the ground at your feet. Others spit at you, or slap your hand a stinging blow. A perennial favorite is to heat a coin in the car's cigarette lighter before dropping it into your hand. One toll keeper had her arm wrenched, twisted, and slammed against the car door by a perverted motorist. To add insult to injury, all toll collectors must smile and say a thank-you at the taking of each and every toll. Hey buddy, thanks for the broken arm. Y’all have a nice day, y'hear?
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  The Revenge of The Toll Keeper


  Considering the above, it was bound to happen sooner or later. The incident starts calmly enough. It's Christmas. A motorist pulls up to the Toll Plaza, pays his toll, and hands out a case of Christmas cheer to the toll keeper, asking that the bourbon be spread around to all with a message of thanks and appreciation for all the hard work.


  One by one, the bottles are passed around. One by one, the grateful toll keepers set them gently at their feet, looking forward to the end of their shift. All but one, that is, who decided to take just a little nip. And then another little nip. And another...


  Seems he got well into that bottle, because before anyone could stop him, he was out of his toll booth, standing in the middle of the traffic lane yelling and cursing the approaching drivers with every obscenity that had ever been hurled at him. His fellow workers managed to get him out of harm's way after a while, and his boss didn't fire him for the indiscretion. Perhaps the boss understood why it happened; perhaps he was secretly envious. In any event, he merely suspended the guy for a few days.
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  The Golden Gate Bridge vs The Stranger Wind
 World Heavywind Championship


  It arrived in town on a dark day, the first of December, 1951. It’d had a showdown with a bridge up Washington way a while back and had blown that one away. Now it was back, cocky and strong and gusting for the big one. The Stranger Wind had come to take on the sleekest bridge in the West: The Golden Gate Bridge.


  “Pardner,” said the Wind, “prepare to meet your maker.”


  The Golden Bridge, remembering the words of Joseph Strauss, said, “Give it your best shot, Wind.”


  For three long hours they fought. The wind pushed the Bridge 12 feet. The Bridge pushed back 12 feet and 12 feet more. Its roadway undulated like a snake and, for the first time, no one dared cross it. Drivers on either side could only wait and watch, stranded. The Wind blew. The Bridge held. Over time, the Wind faltered, weakened and became just another memory. The Golden Bridge emerged victorious, making the highway safe again for mankind.
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  The Golden Gate Bridge vs The Son of Stranger Wind
 World Heavywind Championship


  It arrived in town on a dark day, the twenty-third of December, 1983 and it was looking for a Golden Bridge to blow down. Thirty-one years earlier, the Golden One had defeated its father, The Stranger Wind. It was time for The Son of Stranger Wind to even the score.


  For nearly two hours The Son of Stranger Wind huffed and puffed while fearful spectators watched, stranded on either side of the Golden Bridge. The Son of Stranger Wind was young and eager and it had payback on its mind but it’s inexperience was it downfall. It tired too quickly and as it slunk off over the ocean, defeated, the Golden Bridge remained in victory.
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  The Golden Gate Bridge vs The Son of Stranger Wind
 World Heavywind Championship
 Spate at the Gate


  Down but far from out.


  Less than a year after going down in defeat against the Golden Bridge, The Son of Stranger Wind roared back with a vengeance. On December 3 1983, it came highballing across the Pacific ocean and slammed into the bridge. For 3 hours and 27 minutes, the longest the bridge has ever been closed, the two mighty forces clashed. Son of Stranger Wind puffed and slashed and kicked and gouged while drivers on either side of the bridge cowered. Through it all, the Golden One withstood each and every assault until finally, with one last, nearly feeble blow, The Son of Stranger Wind was defeated for the last time.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    For some unknown reason, Mike Erickson pushed what across the Golden Gate Bridge in 1976?


    
      1. His mother


      2. A philodendron


      3. A carpet cleaner


      4. The Statue of Liberty
    

  


  Some people will do anything to impress a friend! On a sunny Sunday afternoon in April of 1960, Dan Smiley and some friends were crossing the Bridge. Dares led to double-dares which led to the dreaded double-dog-dares and soon Smiley was on his way up the cables. He made his way up in about 10 minutes, then made his way back down into the waiting arms of the law. All fine and dandy, but his friend wasn't impressed. “Boy, Smiley,” he said, “are you stupid, or what?”
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  The Golden Gate Bridge was closed. The presidential motorcade had just passed the South Tower when something went very wrong. Before anyone could stop it, the president of the United States had been kidnapped! The ransom: $350 million. But this was only the beginning of Peter Branson's diabolical scheme. A helicopter hovers and lands on the Bridge roadway. Barricades are set up. In full view of millions of TV viewers, explosives are attached to the Bridge cables. The cost of not blowing it up: $250 million. Can anyone stop this madman?


  To find out, you'll have to buy a copy of Alistair MacLean's novel, The Golden Gate.
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  Nebuchadnezzar-Shadrach-Meshach-Abednego-And-The-Figure-in-The-Fiery-Furnace crossed the Golden Gate Bridge on a warm, sunny day in July, 1986. No. The author is not hallucinating. Neb the Dog is the dog with the longest name ever to cross the Bridge. A bright purple leash connected him to his owner, Mrs. Rochester. The two were accompanied by Emma Cobb, president of CTI East, and her dog Pongo.
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  If the dog with the longest name has crossed the bridge, can the dog with the second longest name be far behind. It took well over a month but in late August of 1986, Pinkerton J. Snoopington III, accompanied by his friend Treacle, crossed the bridge with their owner Kilgore Trout.
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  Some Greek god or other asked Achilles, the Rambo of the Trojan War, whether he wanted a short, thrilling life or a long, dull one. He took short and thrilling.


  Wolfgang Kopke, a West German high-dive champion, seems to have felt the same way. In 1980, he hired a Bay Area film crew to film a little stunt he planned. Nothing fancy, a little half-gainer with a twist off the center span of the Golden Gate Bridge. Well, Mr. Kopke made his jump, but the twist wasn't quite what he'd planned it to be. He did a belly flop, and belly flops off the Bridge are deadly.


  Mr. Kopke never got to see the film, but the cops sure wanted to. To their way of thinking, the film put the members of the film crew in the position of being accessories to Mr. Kopke's death. The film crew must have figured that one out for themselves, as they quietly disappeared, cameras, film, and all.


  Mr. Kopke's next dive was a short one - six feet under.
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  In 1937, it took the John A. Roebling & Sons Company a little over six months to create the giant 363/8 inch thick cables, the 508 suspenders by which the roadway is held in place, and the accessories that went along with it all. The cost was $5,855,000.


  In 1976, when it was found that all of the suspender cables needed replacing, it took three-and-a-half years to create them. The cost, a whopping $8,000,000.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    On June 22, 1976, Otis Guy and Joe Breeze began a 3,000 mile journey by crossing the Golden Gate Bridge on what?


    
      1. The back of a yak


      2. An aardvark


      3. A tandem bicycle


      4. An office chair
    

  


  It's a long way to the Swiss Alps and, what with the new Bridge just across the Bay, three East Bay teenagers, Stephen Roper and David McFadden, both 19, and Cheryl Benton, 15, broke out the alpine gear and climbed the South Tower. This was in early December of 1960. They said they did it for a lark. At least they didn't say, “Because it was there!”
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  You've all been there. You're lost. You pull up to an intersection, poke your head out the window, and ask a passerby where such-and-such street is. He looks up at the street sign, looks back at you like you're from Mars, and says, “You're sittin' on it.” During the repaving of the Golden Gate Bridge, one driver wound his way through a number of traffic barriers and asked the workers where the Bridge was. What they replied may not have been printable, then or now.
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  It is said of the Golden Gate Bridge that it is “the bridge that sings.” On a September day in 1968, the cries of a newborn baby changed that song into a duet. While rushing to the hospital from their Mill Valley home, Terry and Aubrey Brainard gave birth to a baby girl at mid-span. They named her Golden.
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  Yvonne D'Angers may have been angry. Then again, she might not have been. In any event, the topless entertainer - not topless at the time - chained herself to the Bridge in 1966, supposedly in protest of threats by the government to deport her.
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  The B-25 bomber flew in at wave-top level, the ocean spray covering its underside like sweat. The pilot, Paul Mantz, peered anxiously through the space in the window that the wipers had kept clear of salt water. He was searching for his target, a target he knew must be near. Suddenly, through the wisps of fog and sea mist, he spotted it: the entrance to San Francisco harbor, with the Bridge its guardian. Banking the plane slightly, he adjusted his altitude and direction to bear on the exact center of the Bridge, its most vulnerable part. Flipping the proper switches, setting his sights, he knew that his mission was rapidly coming to an end. The Golden Gate Bridge would soon be ... filmed!


  It was 1950, and this was one of the first experimental uses of a new filming technique known as Cinerama.
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  Who says bridge tolls nickel-and-dime you to death? A well-dressed Marin County woman, on her way to the opera in San Francisco, pulled up to the Toll Plaza and discovered she didn't have the money to cross. Lieutenant Ed Moore gave her a quarter.


  “But I have to come back,” she replied, so he gave her another quarter.


  “What about parking?” she asked.


  Moore ended up giving the woman five dollars. “In case she wanted to get something to eat after the opera,” he explained.
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  What would Roy Rogers be without Trigger, Hoss Cartwright without Chub, the Lone Ranger without Silver? A man's horse is, after all, a man's horse. At least that was true in the glory days of the Wild West. It looked a little bit like those days were gone forever when Bridge officials refused to let Justin Littlebit end his 6,000 mile journey by riding his horse Dandy Cody across the Golden Gate Bridge. Littlebit and Dandy had been forced off the Marin approach. There they sat while Bridge officials insisted on upholding the rule prohibiting horses from crossing the Bridge. The press got hold of this and had a field day!


  Soon the directors were deluged with letters and phone calls, the majority of which were rather unsympathetic to the directors' strict adherence to the rules. Even California Governor Edmund G. Brown called for a bending of the rule. Finally, the directors gave in and agreed to 'look the other way' for 30 minutes while Littlebit and Dandy hoofed across.


  Always the publicity hounds, the Bridge directors showed up at the Bridge for Littlebit's crossing and presented him with a horseshoe-shaped wreath. It must have been a strange affair and a strange set of photographs, with the directors looking the other way through it all!


  “Hey, buddy, can you spare a dime and 20 cents for my hoss?”


  After all the wait, after all the hassle, after all was said and done, the Bridge officials - still looking the other way - nevertheless saw fit to charge the toll!
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  Dandy Cody was not the first horse to cross the Bridge. In October of 1948, two men rode a horse and buggy across, and during the early days of World War II, horse drawn artillery crossed the Bridge on the way to fortify Marin County beaches.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    One toll keeper, who probably thought he'd seen it all, still got a shock when he saw what coming toward him?


    
      1. A gaggle of geese


      2. A ranting of writers


      3. A herd of cattle


      4. An exaltation of larks
    

  


  So. You've got this bridge. A nice bridge, all things considered, but the floors are getting a bit tacky what with cars and trucks rolling over it night and day. You decide to remodel. You pull up the old floor and replace it with a nice, shiny new one. The big question then is: What do you do with the old floor? Right, you sell it - after all, what greater fun can there be than to sell someone a bridge?


  A Marin County developer by the name of Ghirando thought it would be fun to own one. So, he bought 41 sections of the old roadway with the intention of building a miniature Golden Gate Bridge over Novato Creek at the entrance to a planned business park.


  If Mr. Ghirando's bridge had been built, it might well have become a place for skunks and raccoons to undertake dangerous stunt dives, for squirrels to chain themselves to in protest over nut shortages and for lemmings to jump to their deaths from. It would have been just 20 feet high and 250 feet long.
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  Stopping by The Bridge Wearing
 King Kong Suits on a Foggy Evening


  With Abject Apologies to Robert Frost.


  For Two Poets Who Did in 1975,
 Jerry Kamastra and Jim Dallesandro


  Whose bridge this is I think I know
 The guards are drinking coffee though
 And will not see us standing here
 Prepared to put on quite a show.


  We don our King Kong suits and peer
 O’er the rail, the cables near,
 Our poets' hearts are all aquake
 But we will overcome our fear.


  We vault the rail and start to shake
 It's jail, for sure, us two they'll take,
 If guards should come and take a peek
 Climb faster, Jim, for heaven's sake!


  The cables are foggy, dark and steep,
 The footing slick beneath our feet
 And miles to fall if we should freak,
 And miles to fall if we should freak.
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  The Bridge may have been built in four years, but it took the powers that be 35 years to figure out that women were capable of counting up money and making change. Even the Other Bridge figured it out sooner; it had six women collecting tolls by April of 1972, when the Golden Gate Bridge finally hired Elvia Thompkins as its first woman toll collector.
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  A long, sleek black car rolls slowly up to the Toll Booth, the sun shining brightly off the windows. It comes to a stop. Silence. Suddenly, the door swings wide, and the guy inside boots his wife out onto the pavement. The door slams shut. The car rolls away down the highway.
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  A long, sleek black car rolls slowly up to the Toll Booth, the sun glinting brightly off its windows. It comes to a stop. Silence, as the silvery window descends. From the darkness within emerges a long wooden spoon. No, not some bizarre Julia Child food-tasting demonstration, just a jumpy motorist, fearful of static electricity, handing over the toll, and the car rolls away down the highway.
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  A long, sleek black car rolls slowly up to the Toll Booth, the sun shining brightly off the windows. It comes to a stop. Silence. More silence. And still more. The toll keeper peers through the window to see the driver slumped over the wheel. The windows are up, the doors are locked, and no amount of commotion can wake the driver. A few too many highballs for the road, and the car does not roll away down the highway.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    On November 6, 1976, Jan Kekua and David Gilmartin:


    
      1. Replaced the bridge’s concrete roadway


      2. Joined the Bridge-of-the-Month Club


      3. Got married on the bridge


      4. Held a séance on the bridge
    

  


  Maybe 1974 wasn't his year. He reminded himself that two months earlier, in July, it had gone without a hitch. Well, that was the North Tower and this time he had jumped from the South Tower. Maybe it was the fact of it being his 31st birthday. Well, whatever the reason, the parachute jump hadn't gone exactly as planned.


  First, the darn chute lines had tangled and he had drifted back to the Bridge tower where he'd gotten caught in the railing a hundred feet above the roadway. He'd managed to get untangled and, as he still had his reserve chute, had jumped again, but wouldn't you know it, the stupid thing didn't open until he was almost to the water. Rats. Now his getaway boat was gone, the Coast Guard ship was on its way to nab him, and here he was, bobbing about in a moat full of dead fish and old McDonald's containers. Happy birthday, Ron.


  On the off chance that you decide to parachute off the Bridge, be sure to bring your driver's license. When Ron Broyles was arrested for his stunt, police charged him with being on a superstructure without permission and with having no driver's license. Would that be floating without a license?
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  Two heads are better than one, but are two bridges better than one? Bridge directors studied the idea back in '67, seeking a way to relieve the traffic problem they had on their hands. The second bridge would be built alongside the first. The cost estimate came in at $196.6 million, $161 million more than the original. They shelved the idea.


  [image: ]


  It's a dark and stormy night, and you're cruising slowly down the Waldo Grade toward the Bridge. San Francisco is a strange blur that you see between swipes of the wiper blades. There is only the occasional car and the red taillights disappear a little too quickly into the wet, lonely night. Up ahead by the side of the road, you see a disheveled looking girl thumbing. Without thinking much about it, you pull over. She gets in. Her skin is pale, and she is silent. A foghorn sounds. You follow its sound with your eyes and, when you look back over to your silent passenger, there is no one there! But the seat is wet, and very, very cold ...


  This is usually how it happens, or so the story goes. It is rumored that the girl is the ghost of a suicide, who is doomed to repeat her act for eternity, forever hitchhiking and forever jumping off the Bridge.


  Variations of this urban ghost story can be found all over the U.S. and overseas. In Hawaii, the phantom gets a ride in a rickshaw, and in Turkey and China, a horse-drawn cart picks up the spooky traveler.
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  If what happened in April of '83 were to happen today, Bridge officials would have a problem. They would no doubt spend enormous amounts of time and money trying to figure out how to get a urine sample from a bridge. But in '83, there wasn't the anti-drug hysteria there is today so, when a white powdery substance was found scattered across the southbound lane of the Bridge, the lane was simply closed off to traffic.


  The stuff turned out to be cornstarch.
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  Maybe his mother finally got around to telling him never to put money in his mouth. So he started putting it in his ear instead. The toll keepers took it in stride; they were used to the weird ways some people had of paying tolls. What they may have wondered about was where he was going to put the quarter after his mother told him never to put anything smaller than his elbow in his ear!
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  Had their literature instructor assigned a long biography of Fanny Brice? Did they have an eight-page, single spaced paper due on The Naked and the Dead? Were they required to read the whole of The Anatomy of Criticism in one weekend? We'll never know what prompted them, but 50 Stanford students streaked the Bridge in 1974 and got away without a hitch or a stitch!
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  In 1983, while most people were thinking about the 50th anniversary of the groundbreaking for the Golden Gate Bridge, Volta Orpath was planning to kidnap it. Hold it for ransom. $25 million worth of ransom. Would Orpath succeed? Would the government pay his price? Could Puggo really land a Lear jet on the Bridge and take off again, loaded with gold? And just who is Puggo, anyway?


  Find a copy of Ransom of the Golden Bridge by Proctor Jones, and all shall be revealed to you.
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  It was warm and sunny on the Bridge the day Darth Vader and The Shadow showed up. Suddenly, a huge skunk loomed up in front of them. What was its mission? Would they be attacked, perhaps sprayed with malodorous perfume? No. They were all gathered that day for the same purpose. When the signal sounded they joined hands, or paws, with the skunks and 2,800 other humans in a show of support for the hungry and homeless of America. It was all part of the Hands Across America demonstration.
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  Offering to pay $500 a day and the cost of a $5 million insurance policy, Eon Productions asked if they could toss a dummy off the North Tower of the Golden Gate Bridge in 1985. Bridge directors, who either couldn't or wouldn't agree on what dummy they would like thrown off, quashed the idea. The occasion was the filming of the James Bond movie, A View to a Kill. The idea was for Bond to fight the villain on the North Tower, with the villain - in the form of a dummy - plunging off the Bridge to the roadway below. Instead, Eon Productions got permission to stage the fight on the Bridge cables, but without the villain's fall.


  Score one for the dummy!
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  What Mike Dayton did was a little like you calling the police and telling them you’re going to rob the corner bank at precisely 3:33 p.m. on Thursday. Saying, “I've got to have that bridge,” the former Mr. America held a press conference to announce he was going to jump off the Golden Gate Bridge. He even said where and when. When he stepped out of his car, which he had parked near the South Tower, he found the police waiting for him. They wouldn't let him jump, but they didn't bring charges against him, either. The world will never know what Mr. Dayton would have done had the police, instead of barring him from jumping, had smiled, patted him on the back and said they were there to watch the show.
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  Many people have walked across the Golden Gate Bridge since it opened in 1937. Not Dr. Arthur Molinari, who has never walked across it. He has, however, driven over it more than 27,000 times. Dr. Molinari made his first crossing of the Bridge in a 1932 Model B Ford on May 28, 1937 - the day the Bridge opened to automobiles.
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  One fun thing to do, if you're crossing the Bridge anyway, particularly if you're a freshly licensed teenager, is to pay for the person behind you on the Bridge. It's kind of a tradition around these parts. You pay, then you wait to see if the person behind you will wave, or if they'll chase you for a mile waving a dollar out the window.


  In September of 1986, a man who'd just received a brand-spanking new $100,000 Bentley sedan from his boss drove up to the Toll Plaza to pay his toll only to be told that his toll had been paid! The flabbergasted driver looked ahead to see a battered old Chevy with a Peace Now sticker on its bumper. The toll keeper told him that the guy at the wheel of the Chevy had said he looked like he could use a little help!
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  Granted, it can be tough getting started on a Monday, but attaching yourself to the Bridge with an elastic safety line and jumping over the side seems a bit excessive. On Monday, October 8, 1979, that is exactly what four men and one woman did. They came all the way from Britain to engage in what is known as bungee jumping.


  I prefer coffee and a cigarette to get me going in the morning.
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  I suppose you shouldn't be too harsh with the Bridge directors. They did, after all, vote 13 to I to table the issue of the “Golden Trollway”, a billion-dollar plan to hang a glass-enclosed tourist trap beneath the Golden Gate Bridge.
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  350 feet of 8 foot tall cyclone fencing was installed on the southern end of the bridge, directly above Fort Point National Park. The beginning of a long desired suicide barrier? Nope. More like a barrier to keep idiots from throwing things, like bowling balls, on the tourists below.
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  Item #42 in the “things we already knew” department. A 1982 Bridge Directors' Announcement: “Should the city of San Francisco or any other national target in the Bay Area be hit with a sizable nuclear explosion, the Golden Gate Bridge would in all probability not be standing for the evacuation of the people of the Bay Area.”


  People? What people? I wonder if these were the same guys who made it illegal to jump off the Bridge? Which raises the question: If a few bulldog-size cockroaches crawl out of the radioactive rubble of San Francisco after a nuclear bomb, would it be illegal for them to jump off the Bridge?
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  Our scene opens at the Bridge tollbooth. Violins are playing offstage. Our Hero drives up. “I don't have the toll. My small cabin was repossessed by a man with a long black mustache (violins louder here), and my wife is an invalid. I borrowed this car to go and pick up her medicine. I'll give you the shirt off my back if you'll let me through.”


  Toll collector: “That won't do.”


  Our Hero: “How about this American Express card, or these postage stamps, or the last of my food stamps?”


  Toll collector: “That stuff won't do, either.”


  (A whole orchestra begins Bridge over Troubled Water.)


  Our Hero, now at wit's end, asks, “How about these thirteen Nikon cameras and the repair kit for my hot tub?”


  (The orchestra shifts to joyous musical strains, tympani, bells.)


  Toll collector: “Certainly, we'll hold them for you.”


  Bridge officials aren't allowed to take clothes in lieu of the toll. There is a nix on credit cards, postage stamps, and food stamps, too.
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  My, how things do change in 50 years! The cost of building the Bridge came in at $35 million, which was a staggering amount in Depression times. With Victorian homes going for less than $10,000, you could have bought half of San Francisco with $35 million.


  If the Bridge had to be built today (1987), the cost would be nearer $400 million or about what you would pay for a half-dozen toilet seats and a hammer from your local defense contractor!
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  “Bombs Away!”


  Kerplunk! Sploosh! Kerplunk! Ouch! @#$%


  The men of a returning naval vessel were not amused at being bombed while entering their own harbor. The “bombs” were rocks; the bombardiers, three kids on the Bridge. No air support needed here for protection, no “All Hands to Battle Stations.” A ship-to-shore call to Bridge police was enough. The three were arrested. Another victory for the Navy!


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    n what must have been an insane attempt to catch a cold, Kostas Pappas showed up on the Golden Gate Bridge wearing only a beanie, wide sunglasses, and a pair of socks. He had come to:


    
      1. Paint the Bridge purple


      2. Find the gold rivet


      3. Roller skate across the bridge


      4. Iron his pants
    

  


  The birthday boy, near to being in his birthday suit, stood poised at the Bridge railing. Dropping a long cable over the east railing, Steve Trotter, clad only in swim trunks, gloves, and tennis shoes, began the long descent to the water below. Seventy-five feet above the water, his glove got caught in a pulley. For a few moments, he swung like a pendulum in the wind. Pulling free of his glove, he dropped into the water. Instead of the motor boat he expected, though, a Coast Guard cutter awaited him. He was promptly arrested and, in an interview from the city jail, Trotter said that the stunt had cost him $3,200 thus far.


  Seems like dinner and a movie would have been a cheaper route to go.
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  The bridge as musical instrument? Seems a stretch but not to Bill Fontana. Mr. Fontana is a Sound Sculptor. His work “Sound Sculptures Through the Golden Gate” included sounds of the fog horns, vehicles and people crossing the bridge, the wind, the expansion joints expanding, the cables stretching, most any sound of a bridge being used.
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  And then there’s the San Francisco Synthesizer Ensemble. They wanted to treat the bridge like a harp so, on a late summer night in 1975, they headed out to the bridge and whacked the cables with hammers. Not something one expects to see on the bridge on any given day, much less at night. Cops weren’t amused. They arrived, tires screeching, guns drawn and quickly busted them. The group came back later, permit in hand this time, and whacked away with impunity, recording the sounds of 21 cables. Problem was, at that time, the technology to actually do something with the recordings didn’t exist.


  Time marched on, as it is wont to do, and the over-achieving Technology Beast marched right along with it. By early 1987, the Beast made it possible for the ensemble to produce a 16 minute suite in four parts, just in time for the 50th anniversary celebration.


  There was just one minor problem: they needed one last whack at the bridge. Unfortunately, bridge manager Robert Warren nixed the idea. Fortunately, Doug McKechnie, the impresario of the group, knew all about that most important part of negotiation strategy: the white lie. Assuring Mr. Warren that the group was merely filming the exercise and would only simulate whacking the bridge, Mr. Warren took them at their word and off the went, taking cue from Maxwell and whacking the bridge with a silver hammer to get the sounds they needed to complete the suite.
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  “Shafts disappearing into the black void of night.” Although this sounds a little like Mafia poetry, it was actually Bridge architect Irving Morrow's description of his plan to light the towers of the Bridge. Although the towers had been lit by floodlights for a short time after the Bridge's opening, the plan for lighting them from the water to the top has stayed shelved until recently. There may yet be illumination for the 50th anniversary.


  Epilogue - 1986


  The Golden Gate Bridge will be 50 years old on May 27, 1987.


  For 50 years, it has stood as a monument to humanity's adaptability to, and respect for, the beauty of the environment. For, unlike today's concrete and neon malls, treeless suburbs, and sterile, flat high-rises, the Golden Gate Bridge is in total harmony with its natural surroundings. Indeed, one can hardly imagine the Golden Gate without the Golden Gate Bridge.


  Perhaps, in the final analysis, it is the Harmony of Nature and Art that is the biggest attraction of the Golden Gate Bridge.


  For 50 years now, humans have walked it, driven it, climbed up it, climbed down it, gotten married on it, had babies on it - and, sadly, died on (or under) it. In 50 years, it's seen it all. Let us hope that, in another 50 years, there will be someone around to enjoy it still.


  Introduction to the 2012 Edition


  Well, it’s nearly 25 years later. I’m still alive. The Bridge is still alive. Perhaps an additional creak here and there, some stiffening of the joints in places, but we’re both still functioning. The 50th birthday celebration was a huge success and, once again, showed the ineptitude of those who run that technological wonder that spans the Golden Gate.


  40,000 to 50,000 people indeed!


  In doing the research to fill the 25 year gap, I’ve noticed a lessening of the weirdness which always enshrouded the bridge. Perhaps it’s the scary times we live in, the financial upheavals, the ever present threat of a terrorist attack, the weird political shenanigans going on across the country. Or, perhaps the bridge board has gotten what they’ve always wanted: the suppression of that weirdness reaching the public eye via the news media. Whatever the case, the last 25 years doesn’t seem to have been as weird as the first 50.


  It hasn’t stopped me from digging up what’s there and hanging it up for view here in these pages.


  Enjoy.


  The Golden Span’s Golden Anniversary


  The day had finally arrived. This author was up early after a restless night, determined to get on that bridge the moment the bridge walk began. The planning for this day had gone on for months and I had every detail of my plan memorized.


  It was a typical San Francisco morning: cool, foggy. Getting to the bus pick-up area by 4:00 AM, I was at the bridge by 4:30. There was already a large crowd, a portent of things to come. As the crowd grew, patience dwindled and fully a half an hour before the official walk was to begin, the crowd stormed the front line and broke through. And, though this author can’t claim the ‘first on the bridge’ prize, I can proclaim I was one of the first 50 to set foot on the span.
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  Now here is a prize I can claim. Early on in my research, I had determined the exact center of the bridge, both width and length. Using a stride length of 2.5 feet and the light poles as a guide, I found that exact center, sat down, and marked an X in that spot, becoming the first person to sit down at the exact center of the bridge on its 50th birthday.


  It didn’t take long to become surrounded by the growing crowd. Fearful of being stepped on and with dream complete, I stood up, quickly determining that even the most liberal guesstimates of bridge walk crowd size was going to be way on the low side, this author, who really hates crowds, made a hasty retreat. Though I had reached mid-span quite quickly, in that short time the crowd had grown so large, it took me well over an hour to exit the bridge.
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  Unclear on the San Francisco party concept. Transportation consultant William Forsythe estimated that 40,000 to 50,000 folks would show up for the bridge walk. Uh, a little off there, Bill, by about 750,000! Some 800,000 showed up for the stroll and, in all, it’s estimated 1.175 million people attended the bridge’s 50th birthday bash.
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  Surging from the North and South side of the bridge, the massive crowd met in the middle, bringing all movement to a halt. Though it took this author scant moments to reach the center of the bridge, it took well over an hour to exit.
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  Despite the size of the bridge walk crowd, there were only 15 injuries and 3 arrests reported. Not bad for a gathering of 800,000.
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  So many people stormed out onto the bridge (250,000 – 300,000) that the graceful arc of the span flattened out in the middle, scaring the hell out of a lot of folks. Not to worry, though. Were the bridge to be packed solid, end to end, with each person taking up 18 square inches, the weight would be approximately 5,400 pounds per linear foot. Reinforcements made in 1954 and 1985 raised the bridge’s weight capability to 5,700 pounds per linear foot. According to the bridge’s chief engineer Dan Moen, 'There is no way to put enough people on that bridge to cause any structural failure.'


  Well, perhaps if every person were to carry another person on their shoulders we could do it. Something to consider if there is ever another bridge walk.


  [image: ]


  Calendar of Events


  4:45 AM to 8:30 AM: Bridge closed to traffic.


  6:00 AM to 6:15 AM: Opening Ceremony. Marching bands, a color display, speeches, the cutting of a redwood log on the Marin side of the bridge while chains were torched on the City side, a ‘Missing Man’ 50-gun salute and fly-over, and prayers, none of which went off all that well once the start-the-walk whistle went off. Well, the prayers I’m sure arose, especially when 300,000+ folks streamed out onto the bridge.


  6:15 AM to 8:00 AM: Chaos. Nuff said.


  9:30 AM: Cavalcade of Cars. Yeah, that happened on time. 100 vintage cars, waiting around to drive north across the bridge, turn around and return south. Nice thought. Hard to accomplish with 300,000+ half drunk, the other half scared witless folks trying to get off the bridge before it collapsed into the water.


  11:45 AM to 2:00 PM: Golden Regatta. A bunch of boats sailing willy-nilly around the bay trying to catch up to the Californian, the official state tall ship. Do all states have an official tall ship or is California really that weird?


  1:00 PM to 9:00 PM: San Francisco Scene, held at Fort Mason. Dance performances, big bands, multi-cultural entertainment, weirdness.


  1:00 PM to 5:00 PM: American on the Green, held at the Large Marina Green. Marina weirdness including theater groups, marching bands and a May Day celebration.


  1:00 PM to 5:00 PM: Entertainment for the Young and Young at Heart, held at the Small Marina Green. There’s something to be said about it being held at the Small Marina Green as opposed to the large one but I’ll resist that temptation. It was a rather cool circus, though. Jugglers and Marionettes and Mimes, oh My!


  2:00 PM to 4:00 PM: Wings of Gold Airshow. Look! Up in the sky! It’s a bird, it’s a plane … well, yeah, lots of planes, a hundred, in fact. And seriously cool it was. Classics, antiques, a couple of war planes, a hair-raising daredevil show. Next to the bridge walk and the fireworks, the coolest event of the day.


  2:00 PM to 5:00 PM: Entertainment at Fort Point. Some original poetry, a rendition of commemorative bridge songs and a bit of Jazz.


  2:00 PM to 7:00 PM: Bay Area Variety held at Crissy Field. A small show of military might including sky divers and search and rescue demonstrations (luckily the bridge didn’t collapse so they weren’t needed for that mess).


  7:00 PM to 9:30 PM: Anniversary Celebration Show and Fireworks. San Francisco Symphony, Tony Bennett and a birthday celebration. They also brought Irving Morrow’s dream to fruition and lit up the bridge towers. After that, they lit up the sky. Next to the bridge walk, those two last items were the highlight of the day.


  1988: The last of the bridge walkers find their way off the bridge.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    he toll to cross the bridge on its 50th birthday was:


    
      1. Fourteen steel pennies


      2. Thirty pieces of silver


      3. Nada, zip, zero, nothing, free


      4. A sixpence and a pocket full of rye
    

  


  Though the celebration was huge, and nearly disastrous according to some, the actual birthday of the bridge occurred three days later on Wednesday, May 27, 1987. About 200 folks - some from the Marin Cultural Center and Museum, some from the Committee of Original Walkers - turned up, carrying flags and tooting horns. Jazz musician Jimmy Price of The Committee of Original Walkers organized a reunion party at Vista Point while Kent Diehl of the Marin Cultural Center and Museum organized a walk, complete with Queen. 6-year-old Heritage Abigail Brady, whose grandmother, Pauline Farrelly, was the original 1937 Queen of the Golden Gate Bridge Fiesta, claimed the honor.
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  A question that’s been raised many times is: why is the Golden Gate Bridge orange? You can thank Irving Morrow for that, and congratulate him for sticking to his guns over the issue. Joseph Strauss wanted to paint it a silvery aluminum color. Other suggestions were to paint it gold, black or battleship gray. The weirdest suggestion of all was to paint it in alternating colors of yellow and black stripes! The Great Golden Gate Bumblebee Bridge? I don’t think so! In the end, Morrow prevailed and a blend of orange and black called International Orange was adopted.


  There are two shades of International Orange, both deeper with a redder tone than Safety Orange (HTML #FF6600, RGB 255-102-0). There is the International Orange used in the aerospace industry (HTML #FF4F00, RGB 204-90-64) and the deeper, darker tone of International Orange used on the Bridge (HTML #BA160C, RGB 186-22-12)
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  Remember Bill and Pat Hughes, nee Lucas? Back in 1937, Pat scrawled her name and address on the newly opened bridge. Several weeks later, Bill, on a bet, wrote her a letter. She responded and they became pen pals. Some years later, they met and not long after that, they married. 50 years later, still married, they returned to where it all began. Pat promised not to etch her name and address on the bridge a second time.
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  Workers installed 450 portable toilets for the expected 1 million crowd. The actual number came closer to 1.175 million which works out to 1 toilet for every 2611 folks in need. If everyone stormed the toilets at once and you found yourself at the end of a 2611 person line, assuming 10 minutes per visit, your wait time would be 435 hours.
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  A weird way to celebrate a birthday. David Horning, a 39 year old Berkeley resident celebrated his birthday by swimming under not one, not two, but three world famous bridges! His special day began in London where he swam under the London Tower Bridge. A quick hop across the pond got him to NYC in time for a lunch-time warm-up swim under the Brooklyn Bridge. He finished his birthday bash by swimming under the Golden Gate Bridge on its birthday.


  [image: ]


  Robert Schultz drove his 1937 Cadillac four-door convertible across the bridge, Sunday. Why is that noteworthy? Because that same car was one of the first original front-row cars to cross the Golden Span when it opened 50 years ago and the only known survivor of those six. That the Caddy nearly didn’t make it is another story. Mr. Schultz found the car, battered and forlorn, in a San Francisco junk yard 30 years ago, purchased it for $135 USD, towed it home and restored it.
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  Three of the cars in the 100-car parade crossed the bridge in 1937. Mixed in with the autos will be a few, vintage motorcycles including a 1931 Henderson with sidecar. Riding in the sidecar will be Hap Jones, the first man to cross the bridge on a motorcycle.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The Golden Gate Bridge is the second best known landmark in the west behind:


    
      1. Scotty Simpson’s Fish and Chips in Detroit 2. Route 66 in New Mexico 3. The Grand Canyon in Arizona 4. Peet’s Original Coffee House in California
    

  


  The Golden Gate Bridge was built without a dime of Federal aid and smack in the middle of the Great Depression. Good thing, too, because you know there’s no way it would get built today.
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  Before the building of the Golden Span, Marin was a county of 42,000 residents. Sonoma and Napa counties were places you went on vacation. At 8000 residents, San Rafael was the most populated city in the North Bay.
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  Sometime during the morning bridge walk, Mayor Dianne Feinstein was supposed to throw a wreath from mid-span to honor those who died during the construction. The wreath disappeared in the crushing crowd so she improvised, grabbing the hat of Assembly Speaker Willie Brown and tossing it over the side instead.
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  During a small, quiet and somber ceremony honoring the bridge and the men who built her, E. C. Lambert, the only living survivor of the accident that took the lives of 10 men during construction of the bridge, dropped a red and white carnation wreath into the water at the spot where the 10 men died.


  [image: ]


  With agonizing slowness, the car inches its way upward. 100 feet. 200. Slowing to a near stop, it reaches 300 feet above the South Tower before plunging 700 feet toward the middle of the bridge before hurtling skyward again toward the summit of the North Tower. Slowing to a speed of 40 mph at the top, you have just enough time to take a short breath before the car plummets 1000 feet and reaching a speed of 220 mph on its hair-raising ride into Marin.


  Well, it would have been a hell of a ride had the proposal for a Golden Gate Bridge roller coaster come to pass. They were going to call the thing the “Bolt”. This author can think of several other names, none of which can be uttered in polite company.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    In an effort to keep the bridge free of Vampires during its 50th birthday celebration, Tom Reed:


    
      1. Uncovered all the mirrors on the bridge


      2. Passed out wooden stakes to bridge walkers


      3. Wore the “Italian Scallion”, a 5 foot tall garlic bulb hat


      4. Set up a Holy Water concession stand near the toll booths
    

  


  Billie Mitchell showed up for the big birthday bash. She was the first woman to cross the bridge back in 1937, having gotten up at 4 AM to do it. Couldn’t repeat the feat this time, finding herself well back in the crowd. “It was exciting then”, she said, unfazed. It’s exciting now.”
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  Vivian Jenna and Lillian Moniz, identical twins who, at age 4, crossed the bridge on opening day, showed up for its 50th birthday wearing the same fiesta hats they’d worn during their first crossing.
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  1987 was a golden year for golden anniversaries. Besides the Golden Gate Bridge, there was the Carquinez Bridge, the Point Reyes platform bridge, the first San Francisco hotel, the San Francisco Mint, Stern Grove in San Francisco, the disappearance of Amelia Earhart, Snow White, Spam, Superman, the completed carving of the face of Abraham Lincoln at Mt. Rushmore, the bombing of Guernica, birthdays for Jack Nicholson and Wavy Gravy and George Gershwin’s death.
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  Made in America. All the steel used in building the towers of Golden Gate Bridge was fabricated in Pottstown, PA. So, it seemed only right that Pottstown should join in the celebration and join they did. The Pottstown Senior High School Trojan Marching Band, under the direction of Charles A. Dressler, would be one of the featured attractions at the 50th anniversary celebration.


  Sadly, it didn’t turn out to be the joyous occasion it should have been. No one thought to tell the band members that the opening ceremonies had been canceled due to several hundred-thousand rowdy folks storming out onto the bridge. When they marched off from the toll plaza, they were greeted by a crowd ten times the population of their home town. A hasty retreat was sounded but too late. Before they could turn around, they were surrounded and trapped on the bridge.


  Luckily, except for one heartless hothead who smacked the drummer for jostling his girlfriend with the drum, the crowd was a friendly one and delighted to see the band. Mr. Dressler later said, “'The people of San Francisco were really nice. They just could not get out of the way”.
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  The day had to end, they always do. Sitting out on the cliffs at Lands End, watching the most impressive fireworks display I’ve ever seen. At the grand finale, Irving Morrow’s dream was realized when Mayor Diane Feinstein threw a switch and beams of light soared skyward, illuminating the towers.


  The Next 25 Years


  Though the weirdness has lessened somewhat over the last 25 years, it has not – thankfully – disappeared altogether.
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  Perhaps he was lazy. Crazy. Curious. Or maybe he just didn’t have the bus fare. Whatever the case, Tyler MacNiven decided to put wheels under his easy chair and, setting forth from his home in the Mission District at 9 AM, he asked strangers to help him with his goal of reaching the bridge by 5 PM by giving him a push. According to his blog, he made it.
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  A $1000.00 fine, six months in the hoosegow and a busted hip. Not quite what Roger Thoms was anticipating when he climbed the North Tower and attempted to parachute off. The parachute got bollixed up and instead of a nice, easy float to the water below, the strong winds through the gate bashed the poor guy onto the bridge’s sidewalk.
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  It would seem that time, money, pain and agony didn’t deter Mr. Thoms from trying it again. Four years after botching a jump off the North Tower, Mr. Thoms, along with another man, Leigh Radke, did it again – maybe. Reports that two men were seen parachuting from the span brought out the Highway Patrol and Park Police who found the two men under the bridge on the Marin side. As no parachutes could be found, the authorities couldn’t bust them for reckless endangerment so they cited them for trespassing on federal property.
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  The articles described them as normal, average, everyday cyclists. I’m not sure about that, I mean, $500.00 USD to cross the bridge? Now that’s a toll! But then, to ride your bike across the bridge – on the roadway! – and following Lance Armstrong to boot might be worth it for some folks. One hundred riders got to do just that during the 2009 Tour of California.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The largest ship ever to visit the San Francisco Bay passed under the bridge at 3:58 PM, February 4th, 2007, bringing bridge traffic to a halt. It was:


    
      1. The Titanic


      2. The S.S. Minnow


      3. The Queen Mary 2


      4. The Flying Dutchman
    

  


  Paranoia strikes deep. Police, citing security concerns, barred a dozen members of the women's peace organization CodePink from crossing the bridge as part of a vigil to remember the 3,000 U.S. soldiers killed in Iraq (as 01/01/2007). This resulted in a massive, New Year’s Day traffic jam as well as keeping thousands of pedestrians and bicyclists from a hearty jaunt across the bridge. One has to wonder what the police would have done had a dozen Wall Street bankers wanted to cross the bridge while protesting their pitifully small bonuses?
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  Joseph Strauss has always been considered the head mover and shaker of the Golden Gate Bridge. Visionary, tireless promoter, he is considered by many to be the father of one of the 20th century’s greatest engineering feats. Well, Papa may have had a little heretofore unacknowledged help in birthing the bridge. Charles Ellis, a University of Illinois professor of engineering, did much of the technical and theoretical work that built the bridge. Having been fired by Strauss for unknown reasons, he never received the credit he deserved. The Bridge District, always a little slow on the uptake, finally recognized Ellis’ contribution – 70 years after the fact.
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  Caught between a fence and the morning commute, Bambi decided to make a run for it. It took her less than 10 minutes to span the bridge from Marin to San Francisco, with a little help from the California Highway Patrol which stopped traffic in both directions. Possibly because it left its wallet at home or because it was a first time commuter, it got a bit confused at the toll plaza and dashed through a FasTrak lane which recorded the pass as a toll violation. Spokesperson Mary Currie noted they would waive the violation. At least if Bambi decides to return the way she came, there’s no toll for North bound traffic.
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  Shades of American Idol. It seems the battle to find a schmaltzy melody to hang on the Golden bridge began when Jean Anderson, head of the Anderson Sisters School of Dancing, belted out the tune ‘Golden Gate Bridge’, written by her mother in 1934, to the Golden Gate Bridge District Board. Up until that moment, the board had been ready to declare ‘The Bridge: Golden Gate’, a little ditty penned by Noah Griffin, Bob Voss and Herb Goodrich, as the official song of the GGB. Anderson’s rendition sent the matter back to committee – and hopefully into obscurity.
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  Harry Fogle is a painter and he has gone through a lot of paint in his day. He started painting the Bay Bridge in 1935 before there was even a roadway to get to work and moved over to the Golden Gate Bridge in year later because it seemed like a better gig. When construction was completed in 1937, Fogle stayed on and continued to paint the Bridge for over 40 years. Mr. Fogle, believe to be the last surviving member of a small group of men who worked on the construction of both bridges, died in February 2011. He was 97 years old.
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  Three members of Students for a Free Tibet scaled the cables near the south tower and hung banners protesting China’s human rights violations in Tibet. The protestors, Mac Sutherlin, Hannah Strange and Duane Martinez were arrested and booked on suspicion of felony conspiracy, misdemeanor causing a public nuisance and suspicion of misdemeanor trespassing. Not sure about that suspicion part and, despite this authors support of Tibet, he feels that misdemeanor stupidity should have been part of the charges. 370 feet is a long way to fall for a protest.
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  “Hey Postal Inspector! What’s a Bridge gotta do ta get a stamp around here?” It took the US Postal Service 61 years to issue a stamp commemorating the Golden Gate Bridge. Even the poor Bay Bridge, known locally as the Ugly Sister, got one of her own a mere 11 years after her completion. GGB aficionados weren’t as pleased at the news as one might think, however. Seems the stamp is part of a 15 stamp series honoring the 1930s, not one which honors the bridge alone. And you have to buy all the stamps in the series to get the GGB stamp. Perhaps someone should scale the Bridge towers and hang a banner demanding a unique stamp for the Bridge alone.
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  Peter Klein, 60, has been snatching money out of people’s hands for 26 years (as of 1999). No, he’s not a thief, he’s a toll collector on the Golden Gate Bridge. The toll collector’s job is not an easy one. They must count cars, make change, give directions, be happy and never, ever, break the face of some of the idiots who feel a need to vent their anger on the first person they encounter. Klein handles the stress by being a bit chatty and a bit of a practical joker. Once, during the height of the Cold War, he told a limousine full of Russian officials that, in honor of Alexander Pushkin's birthday, he was waiving their toll. Little did they know there was no toll for carpoolers.
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  Following in the tap-shoe steps of Rosie Radiator (who did it for the Guinness Book of World Records back in 1976), Michael Grbich of Oakland, CA, tap-danced his way across the Golden Gate Bridge for his 75th birthday. A handful of confetti tossing neighbors, grand kids and a boom-box carrying friend followed as he made the 20 minute crossing.
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  Paranoia strikes deep redux, perhaps for good reason this time. In February of 02, two F-16s were scrambled from Travis Air Force Base to check out two small planes that had been circling the towers of the GGB. By the time they arrived, the small planes had disappeared. It was later determined they had not been flying in the restricted air space surrounding the bridge but, after 9-11, better safe than sorry.
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  You have to wonder sometimes which is worse: law firms or insurance companies. Had insurance companies been as big and greedy and powerful in Shakespeare’s day as they are today, that famous line about killing all lawyers may well have included insurance agents. In 2002, it cost the bridge district (and, by extension, every person driving across the bridge) 1.76 million dollars to insure the bridge. This does not include terrorist or earthquake damage and would barely cover the cost of paint much less replacement of the bridge, estimated to be in the 2 billion dollar price range.
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  Getting tossed around the back of a cargo van and accidently bashing through the rear window butt first can be a tad traumatic. If you’re human, you might need a doctor and a stiff drink. If you’re an ostrich, a bit of sand to stick your head in would be nice. Not a lot of sand on the Golden Gate Bridge so the female ostrich in question made a dash for it across the bridge. Ronald Love had purchased the ostrich several hours earlier, saving it from the butcher block, and was transporting it back to its new home when the accident occurred. CHP and bridge officers and a handy bridge tow truck driver helped Love round up the ostrich, a little shaken but otherwise unharmed.
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  The Golden Gate Bridge seems to be a popular spot to have a protest. Most, if not all, result in arrests, whether the protestors deserve it or not. I’m still waiting to see what would happen if a group of Wall Street bankers or politicians decided to conduct a protest. I doubt there’d be a pair of handcuffs in sight.


  All People's Coalition to Stop U.S. Terror and Occupation conduct a protest and 30 of approximately 150 protestors were arrested. They actually had a permit to cross the bridge but authorities decided they weren’t protesting fast enough so they moved in in full riot gear. A bit of an overreaction, that, but what else is new?


  The first known shut-down of the bridge by protestors occurred in 1989 when several dozen AIDS activists halted traffic by strolling off the sidewalk and onto the highway.


  In 1991, a group protesting the Persian Gulf War briefly shut the bridge down, an event which led to the enactment of a $10,000 fine for disrupting traffic on the span. That’s chump-change to a Wall Street banker.


  In 1996, nine protestors, including actor Woody Harrelson, tied up bridge traffic for five hours when they scaled the bridge to protest the destruction of the redwood forests.
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  With a mere 11 feet to spare, the largest shipping cranes in the world did their version of the limbo beneath the Golden Span. The original guesstimate was a clearance of 7 feet but light traffic on the bridge gave the cranes, and those observing, a bit more breathing room.
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  Still no word on those bankers but it would appear the Bridge District officials can tie up traffic on the bridge all they want and not get arrested. In an ill-conceived stunt to emphasize the 45 mph speed limit while at the same time promote NASCAR races at nearby Sears Point, 15 race cars sporting “I Can Drive 45” placards, along with two pace cars, three Triple-A tow trucks and a CHP escort brought traffic to a near halt as confused drivers tried to figure out WTF was happening.
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  To anyone who’s owned one, spotting a Volkswagen Beetle most anywhere isn’t surprising but hanging off the side of the GGB? Now that’s a first. At approximately 4 AM, a dozen people, believed to be engineering students from the University of British Columbia in Vancouver, piled out of a truck parked mid-span, attached cables to the bridge and shoved a Volkswagen Beetle body over the railing. It hung there for four hours, snarling traffic on and below the bridge, before bridge officials cut the cables, letting the body fall to the water and sink.


  [image: ]


  In these dark times, it’s kind of nice to know there are those who will do something sentimental, if not a little bizarre, in the name of love. While Franziska Scaedeli stood mid-span, a bouquet of sunflowers and a bottle of champagne in hand, growing a little anxious, a little worried as her husband was late, said husband, Robert Stark, was out for a bike ride – from New York! Robert and always wanted to ride his bike across the country and Franziska had always wanted someone to do something grand in the name of love. Me thinks they got a bit of both.
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  Most everyone who visits the Golden Gate Bridge comes with camera in hand. When John Chiara visits, he hauls his camera on the back of a flat-bed trailer. He sets up the 8 foot by 5 foot camera with a lens the size of a champagne bottle, a much larger version of the old camera obscura, in the Marin Headlands, opens the door and crawls inside. The pictures take up to a half a day to make and another half day to process.
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  While it took bridge officials 35 years to figure out a woman could collect tolls, it took them 62 years to figure out a woman could run the district. In 1999, Celia Kupersmith became the first female general manager of the Golden Gate Bridge District.
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  For decades it took a lickin’ and kept on tickin’ but the salt air finally took its toll on the toll plaza clock. Two-faced, 8 feet in diameter with large hands the color of the span itself, the clock has been there over the years to let commuters, coming and going, know if they were running late and their appointed rounds. The clock will be replaced with a replica.
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  Walter Stack has run about 60,000 miles in his life, most of it crossing the Golden Gate Bridge. Four days a week for 20 years he has bicycled from his home in Portrero Hill to Aquatic Park. From there, he runs to Sausalito and back again, a 12 mile journey.
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  The longest sailing ship ever built, the 440 foot Wind Song, sailed beneath the Golden Gate Bridge in July of 1987. Her 204 foot masts squeaked beneath the bridge with a mere 20 feet to spare.
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  The Bridge District Board members were none too happy when Chief Assistant District Attorney Russ Giuntini declined to press felony conspiracy charges against Mac Sutherlin, Duane Martinez and Hannah Strange. The three, members of Students For A Free Tibet, had scalded the bridge and unfurled “Free Tibet” banners several days before the Olympic Torch was set to cross the bridge. Instead, the three students were ordered to do 25 hours of community service. In an ironic twist, those in charge of determining which community service to send them to, chose – wait for it – Students For A Free Tibet.
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  The French racing yacht Gitana 13 made sailing history when it passed beneath the Golden Gate Bridge on February 28, 2008. The Gitana had just completed a 14,500 mile, 43 day, 38 minute voyage from New York to San Francisco via Cape Horn at the southern tip of South America, considered by most to be the roughest, toughest sailing route on the planet.
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  Got camera? Here are ten of the best spots from which to photograph the Golden Span:


  10. Alcatraz: Kind of far away and east of the bridge so all you get is the bridge itself. Kind of cool if the fog is rolling in off the ocean.


  9. Golden Gate Promenade: A three mile round trip that skirts the Bay from the Marina Green to the foot of the bridge near Fort Point.


  8. Vista Point San Francisco: You get a better view of Angel Island and Alacatraz here but still worth checking out.


  7. Vista Point Marin: Really easy to get to which means very crowded. Still, it’s a great view and the trail leading down to Yellow Bluff and Fort Baker add greatly to the experience.


  6. Fort Point Pier: Part of the Presidio, the pier stretches out onto the Bay at the south end of the bridge. Great for strange pics of the underside of the bridge.


  5. Presidio: Formally an Army base, this beautiful park is more than worth a few hours of your vacation time. Bring along a picnic basket and plenty of film to capture some awesome pics of the bridge.


  4. Yellow Bluff: About a mile from Fort Baker on the Marin side. This often fog free zone is a great place to get stunning photos of the bridge.


  3. Hawk Hill: Located in the Marin Headlands, this is the perfect location to capture the Golden Gate Bridge with the glory of San Francisco in the background. Just make sure there is no fog when you plan to visit.


  2. Mount Livermore: Located on Angel Island (an adventure in itself), Mount Livermore is a 550 foot climb and worth every inch of it. Spectacular views of the Bay and especially the Golden Gate Bridge. If you have the time, plan to spend the night at one of the hike-in camps. Dusk and dawn are the best times to capture the bridge on film.


  1. Land’s End: My personal favorite. Starting out at Cliff House (a fabulous eating spot, btw), follow the trail that starts near there. You’ll know when you get to Land’s End. Sweeping bluffs high over the breakers, majestic sea birds seemingly within arm’s reach and ships passing to and fro beneath the Golden Gate Bridge.
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  Pay it backwards is an odd little gesture some commuters engage in on the bridge. Paying it backward is when you pay the toll for the person behind you, a gift as it were. Oft times, the recipient of this kind gesture, returns the gesture by paying for the person behind them. According to one toll collector, paying it backwards by one commuter once set off a chain reaction of 18 people paying the toll for the one behind them.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    The new Carquinez bridge will be named after which legendary iron worker who worked on both the Golden Gate and Bay Bridge and was a member of “The Halfway to Hell Club”:


    
      1. Tony Stark


      2. John Henry


      3. Al Zampa


      4. Big John Sears
    

  


  When the tomato juice was first mixed with good Russian Vodka at the St. Regis hotel in New York in 1934, the name of the drink was considered vulgar to be listed on the menu, going by the innocuous name of Russian Snapper as opposed to the Bloody Mary as it’s called today. In honor of the hotel’s 75th anniversary (2009), each hotel around the country will create its own special version of the drink. In San Francisco, a blend of Don Julio tequila and chili pepper infused tomato water, served in a martini glass rimmed with Worcestershire sauce and dipped in a celery salt-white pepper mix, garnished with a large slice of dried heirloom tomato, will henceforth be known as – The Golden Gate Mary.


  Epilogue – 2011


  2011 draws to a close as I finish this update. The Golden Gate Bridge will turn 75 in six months. It’s been fun, this last year, going over the old material, remembering the things I’d forgotten, cherishing the memories from the 50th birthday and researching the last 25 years. Since 1937, there have been a lot of firsts on the bridge. Through the years it has attracted way more than its share of weirdness and been stamped with way more sadness than it deserves. And while the Bridge has seen the firsts, the weirdness, the dark moments, it has also seen millions of people since that opening day who have done absolutely nothing more than cross it.


  If the goddess be willing and the creek don’t rise, perhaps I’ll be around for its 100th birthday.


  
    Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Question


    All the answers to the Golden Gate Bridge Trivia Questions are:


    
      1.Locked in a secret drawer in the cab of the train that’s buried in cement in the North Pier


      2. Engraved on a wafer of gold securely hidden beneath the velvet lining of Magneto's helmet


      3. Inscribed on a microchip wedged between the third and fourth toe of Godzilla’s right foot


      4. Number 3
    

  


  The Dark Side of the Golden Span


  After having been scolded by her father for skipping school and attending the opening day festivities in May of 1937, Myrtle Smith, 16, shot herself.


  And so it began, the dark side of the Golden Gate Bridge. Less than three months later, a veteran of World War I climbed the west rail of the Bridge and jumped to his death. Since then, an average of 25 people a year have used the Bridge as a means to their end, approximately 1 every 2 weeks. That’s 25 that are known of. There are those who say that number is low by more than half. For many who jump, there is nothing more to say then, “An unidentified man/woman jumped from the Golden Gate Bridge this morning. The body was/was not recovered.” Others have left something behind: a note, a final act, some odd or tragic story.
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  An important note:


  Leaping from the bridge is not the clean, easy, magical death so many expect it to be. It’s 0 to 75 mph in about 4 seconds and, at that speed, those peaceful looking waves are more like concrete than water and you hit with a force of 15,000 pounds per square inch. Vertebrae snap; liver, lungs, spleen and heart are often ripped apart by shattered ribs. Ron Winton, a Coast Guard officer, once observed that, “It’s as if someone took an eggbeater to the organs of the body and ground everything up.”


  If the impact doesn’t kill you straight out, it’s a race to see which you drown in first: the water or your own blood.
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  It was a pleasant day for a stroll on the Bridge, and Dr. Louis Naylor of Connecticut was enjoying the view. The conversation with the stranger he'd met while walking was friendly. As they were walking back across the Bridge to the city, Dr. Naylor suddenly noticed that the stranger had lagged behind. Naylor looked on in horror as the stranger, who had introduced himself as Harold Wobber, removed his expensive sealskin coat, folded it neatly before placing on the sidewalk, looked outward toward the wide ocean, said, “This is where I get off”. Mr. Wobber then took that first long step into oblivion to become the first known suicide from the new Bridge. The date was August 7, 1937, less than three months after the bridge opened.
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  “Survival of the fittest. Adios – unfit.” Suicide note left by a 72-year-old man in 1959.


  “Absolutely no reason except I have a toothache,” wrote another man.
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  Was it suicide, or was it an accident? The answer lies buried with stuntman Alfred “Dusty” Rhodes. In 1948, he went over the side of the Bridge wearing a wet suit, a Mae West flotation vest, and three parachutes. His wife, who was on the Bridge when he jumped, expected him to glide down and become the first person to parachute off the Bridge. Rhodes hoped the stunt would launch him on a new career.


  With his wife and the man she had recently fallen in love with watching, Dusty Rhodes fell straight down into the water without ever releasing his chutes.
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  A child of 5 became the 47th known person to jump from the Bridge. There are those, however, who would insist that her death was a homicide. In July of 1945, on orders from her father, she climbed the rail and jumped to her death. Number 48, her father, followed her down. A note found by police read merely: “I and my daughter have committed suicide.”
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  The youngest child to fall to her death from the bridge was Kellie Page. Her @&^%*#% of a father, Steve, tossed her over the side in 1993 and followed her down a moment later.
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  In the days of the Wild West, men had a preference for dying with their boots on. In August of 1958, a retired metal worker decided he wanted to die with his hat on. Witnesses reported that, when the man jumped, he held on to his hat with both hands all the way to the water.
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  Before being stopped from going over the side, the son of a well-known writer etched his suicide note onto the Bridge railing: “Please notify my ex-wife, beautiful children, mother, bill collectors, and friends. I'll tell my father when I meet him in Hell!”
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  There have been five times as many suicides from the Golden Gate Bridge as from the Bay Bridge. In fact, many of those who dived over the side of the Golden Gate Bridge came across the Bay Bridge to get to the Golden Gate. As far as is known, no one has ever come across the Golden Gate Bridge to jump from the Bay Bridge.
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  “Please be gentle in breaking the news to my wife. I am reasonably sane and healthy and have done nothing professionally of which I am ashamed. For the past six or seven years I have been enduring the slings and arrows of outrageous misfortune until I feel like a worn out pin cushion. My mood is one of profound discouragement and my personal future appears bleak.”


  Suicide soliloquy left by a 57-year-old attorney.
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  The 600th suicide off the Bridge and the 40th anniversary of the Bridge missed each other by just one day.
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  Fashion seems an unlikely ingredient in a suicide rescue, but it played a part in 1953. A woman had gone to the Bridge with the intention of jumping off. She was wearing a tight skirt. It was the restrictive nature of her skirt, coupled with her modesty, that gave Highway Patrolman James Morgan time to rescue her. The skirt wouldn't allow her to lift her leg over the rail, and her modesty wouldn't allow her to hike it up!
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  In November of 1960, fashion once again entered the picture during a rescue from death. A 22-year-old woman, who seemed to have it all, was driving her new Thunderbird across the Bridge on her way to her apartment in Sausalito. It was late, and she was tired. For reasons unknown, she stopped her car mid-span and dashed for the rail, her spike-heeled shoes slowing her only a little.


  A passing motorist saw her go over and reported the leap at the Toll Plaza. For two hours, the search for her body was conducted in the water below the Bridge, but without result. Meanwhile, a patrolman up on the Bridge happened to look over the railing and, much to his surprise, found the jumper crawling dazedly along a girder.


  When she had jumped, her three-inch heel had caught at the railing and she had plunged, not 265 feet into the water, but less than 20 feet onto the girder. She had apparently changed her mind and inched her way along the girder almost to the Toll Plaza.
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  In 1949, a 46-year-old Oakland man left a suicide note among his abandoned personal belongings. The note was to his wife who was suing him for divorce; it was addressed, “To the Black Widow.” A bit of hostility there, no?


  His wife's reply was no less hostile. “Before I believe he jumped off that bridge, they'll have to bring his body up and show me.”


  Seems she knew her husband well. A month later, he returned from the dead; he had been in Illinois, not in the water of the Golden Gate.
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  Silly Conversations That for Some Mysterious Reason Work


  Scene: Bridge railing. One man prepared to jump. Another trying to talk him out of it.


  Rescuer: “Look, Mac, the most precious thing you've got is your life. You know why?”


  Jumper: “No, why?”


  Rescuer: “Because you're dead without it.”


  Jumper thinks about this a moment, sees some kind of logic in it, and climbs back over rail to safety
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  The only known suicide on the Golden Gate Bridge that did not result from jumping occurred when an elderly man swallowed caustic lye when Bridge policemen tried to stop him from jumping.
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  September, 1941. The summer was waning, and winter would soon be near. In the early afternoon, a woman strolled across the Bridge and stopped at center span.


  Staring downward into the water 265 feet below, she felt a sudden impulse come over her. She climbed over the rail and, without a moment's thought stepped out into space. In four seconds, she was traveling dose to 80 miles per hour. When she hit the water, 15,000 psi of pressure engulfed her. Cornelia Van Ireland, 22 years old, had followed where 34 had gone before. Thirty four had leaped and died. Cornelia Van Ireland was the first to survive.
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  When the woman in Bennett McLaughlin's cab told him to forget Sausalito, that she wanted out here, he wouldn't let her out; the “here” was mid-span of the Golden Gate Bridge. McLaughlin pointed out to the woman, that it was against the law to stop on the Bridge. She became insistent, then put a gun to his head. When he still refused, she pulled the trigger, not once, but twice. Nothing happened either time. He disarmed her and drove his cab to Vista Point, where he radioed for help. No hard feelings, though. Before the police took her away, she paid McLaughlin his two-dollar fare.
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  Another taxi driver played a part in rescuing a would-be jumper less than nine months later. It wasn't quite as drastic a rescue, but it did have its frustrating moments.


  After becoming suspicious of a fare he had picked up, Bernie Krasow purposely made an illegal left turn in front of a motorcycle cop, hoping to be pulled over. No such luck. The cop just yelled at him. Krasow continued towards the Bridge while the woman in the back seat rambled on. Near the Toll Plaza, she threw her shoes and purse on the front seat and asked Krasow to throw them out on the Bridge, as a sort of joke. He quickly scribbled a note and, as he paid the toll, handed the note to the toll collector.


  Just past the South Tower, the woman tried to get out of the cab. Krasow slammed on the brakes, and a patrol car, which had been following since the Toll Plaza, pulled up, The cops grabbed the woman before she could make the jump. She wasn't as nice as the woman with the gun; the only thing she gave Krasow for his trouble was a vehement, “I HATE YOU!”
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  Did he or didn't he?


  On July 19, 1955, San Francisco police found a 1954 Plymouth Savoy on the North end of the Golden Gate Bridge with the keys hanging in the ignition. The car belonged to poet Weldon Keys. A search of his apartment turned up his cat Lonesome and a pair of red socks soaking in the sink. It did not turn up Mr. Keys. No suicide note was ever found and, as of the writing of this book (1987), the fate of Mr. Keys remains a mystery.
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  Like father, like son. A successful businessman from San Jose drove his late-model car across the Bridge, parked it along Highway 101, walked back onto the Bridge, and leaped to his death at mid-span. Four days later, his son drove the same car to the Bridge and followed his dad from almost the same spot. In a brief suicide note, the son wrote, “I want to keep Dad company.”


  [image: ]


  On June 10, 1940, two people, apparently unknown to each other, jumped off the Bridge within the same hour. Both died.
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  Silly Conversations That for Some Mysterious Reason Work


  A Highway Patrolman once pointed his gun at a jumper and warned, “Come down off of there or I'll shoot.” The jumper, obviously confused, did climb down. They took him away for observation.


  The jumper, not the cop.
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  During the production of a CBS documentary on suicide in 1969, two men each tried, unasked, to star in the film. Though they succeeded in killing themselves, their leaps were not photographed.


  “What we should do is put up a diving board, invite ABC's Wide World of Sports, and rate their form. The best dive would win a free funeral.”


  This remark was made off the record by a Bridge official.
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  One suicide-prevention scheme dreamed up Bridge directors was to post a 'Think Before You Leap!' sign.
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  One woman, who did think before she leaped, was none too happy with the result: She was rescued. During a fight with her husband, she threatened to jump from the Bridge, and then raced off in the car to carry out that threat. Her husband called the police. By the time they were able to find her, she was standing on the Bridge railing ready to take the big dive. That's when she took her moment of silence, and that's when three soldiers, out for a Sunday stroll, grabbed her off the railing. She kicked and screamed the whole time, and later was not exactly grateful for the valiant act, saying, “I'd have been OK and dead if those heroes hadn't come along!”
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  “Why do you make it so easy?” Suicide note left by a 70-year-old man.


  [image: ]


  Bridge officials once paid an architectural firm $45,000 to design an aesthetically pleasing suicide barrier for the Bridge. It may very well have gone on to be installed had not a nine-year-old child scampered over it in a shorter time than it takes to climb up monkey bars.


  [image: ]


  Opposition response to a poll on suicide barriers for the Golden Gate Bridge: “I used to live in San Mateo and people were always throwing themselves in front of the commuter trains late in the afternoon. We'd always wonder, why can't they do it earlier in the day so as not to hold up traffic? We'd always get home late and our dinners would be cold.”


  Dinners aren't the only cold thing here.
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  “I’m going to walk to the bridge. If one person smiles at me on the way, I will not jump.”


  Note left by a thirty-something man. No one smiled
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  In 1976, Roger Grimes could be seen traversing the bridge wearing a sandwich board that read, “Please Care. Support a Suicide Barrier.” He didn’t get the reaction, or the support, he expected. He was pelted with garbage and shouts of “Jump!” as he walked to and fro across the bridge.
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  n 1977, one woman became what you might call a “regular” with Bridge personnel. Eight times she went to the Bridge to end it all. Eight times she was foiled in her attempt. Eight times she was taken in for psychiatric examination, and eight times she was released. One day in March she showed up three times. Bridge directors were a little peeved, feeling, and rightly so, that the woman should have been detained for observation a little longer than five minutes each time.
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  “Dear Friends and Relatives, I don't feel like explaining because you have never understood me, so why. I am sorry I have to do it this way. Good-bye.”


  Suicide note left in 1940 by a 27-year-old man.
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  t was 1973, the Bridge was 36 years old, and the 499th suicide had long gone over the rail. The magic 500 spot was available, and the city was collectively engaged in a death watch. Fourteen people tried and were stopped. One man ran out onto the Bridge with '500' pinned on his back. Bridge officials blamed the media for these attempts because of the dubious attention it was paying to this inevitable event. Finally a 26-year-old lab technician tragically broke the suspense by vaulting the rail and ending his life.
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  If a person jumps off the Bridge and there is no one there to see it, do they get a number? No. What if they put an ad in the paper saying they did it? Nope. A bill board announcement? Sorry, still no. To be an “official” suicide from the Golden Gate Bridge, one must be seen jumping or hitting the water.
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  No one would believe Forrest Smith when he told of hearing someone moaning while walking on the Bridge. Though skeptical, Highway Patrolman Leo De Los Rios went with Smith to the spot where he claimed he heard the moaning. Lowering himself over the rail, Rios spotted a man on the girder below the roadway. Earlier, the man had climbed below the Bridge and there slit his wrists and neck. His attempt had failed, and he had lain there, weak but unable to die, from Friday afternoon until Smith heard his cries on Saturday morning.
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  You've all seen the movie where the hero busts his best friend in the chops to keep him from doing something stupid. Clay Bernard must have seen that same movie. In December of 1950, in his successful rescue of a Los Altos bank executive, he banged her head against a girder until she was unconscious - all to stop her from going into the drink.
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  The Golden Gate Leapers Association. Sounds like a club with a built-in decline in membership. Maybe it should be. This bunch doesn't jump off the Bridge, they bet on when someone else will.


  Every week, the members pick the day they think someone will take the big plunge, put a dollar in the pot, and wait. If no one jumps that week, they do it again the following week, and the pot grows. When someone does leap, whoever bet on that day wins the whole shot. Provided, of course, that reference to the suicide appears in the paper. This is the only acceptable verification for claiming the money.


  Whether the person lives or dies is of no concern to this compassionate bunch. If someone jumps, and the story ends up in the paper, that's all that counts.
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  In the early morning of June 25, 1986, a 19-year-old Kentfield, California, man jumped from the center span of the Bridge. Two fishermen, Richard Kowski and Paul Roark, were making a last pass beneath the Bridge when they spotted the man floating in the water near the South Tower. The two men pulled him into their boat and radioed the Coast Guard. He was rushed to Army Letterman Hospital, where he was reported to be in serious but stable condition.


  On the way to the hospital, the man reportedly apologized to the fishermen for “being such a bother”. He told the Coast Guard medical technician David Garland that the reason he jumped was that he had no friends.
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  The most popular jumping off point for suicides is light pole number 69 on the east side of the bridge.
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  A rectangle of shoes placed neatly on the lawn of Crissy Field. A somber gathering of 500 folks. Each pair of shoes represented a friend or loved one who chose the bridge as a means to their end. Their goal: to see a suicide barrier installed on the bridge.
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  They stroll out onto the bridge, this handsome couple, posing for pictures along the way. Mid-span, the man hands the camera to his girlfriend and leaps to his death.
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  Paul Alarab’s first leap from the bridge in 1988 was an accident. Protesting the plight of the elderly and handicapped, he had tossed a large plastic garbage can over the side and lowered himself into it. The rope broke and down he went, breaking three ribs, both ankles, collapsing his lungs and becoming the 26th person to survive a fall from the bridge.


  In March of 2003, his second leap was both purposeful and fatal. In a protest of the impending invasion of Iraq, he climbed the railing, read a statement damning the war and leaped to his death.
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  Line in the book “Suicide and Attempted Suicide” by Geo Stone: “The Golden Gate Bridge is to suicide what Niagara Falls is to honeymoons.”
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  In 1995, The California Highway Patrol suspended its official suicide count at 997. The reason? With number 1000 approaching, suicide watch frenzy was escalating. Didn’t slow things down much. Instead of becoming the ‘official’ 1000th suicide off the bridge, Eric Atkinson became the ‘unofficial’ 1000th suicide.
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  Kevin Briggs, a motorcycle patrolman, has talked more than 200 would-be jumpers away from the edge. Adept at spotting jumpers, he hasn’t lost one yet. His solution? He asks them how they are feeling today and what’s their plan for tomorrow. If they don’t have a plan for tomorrow, he encourages them to make one. They can, after all, come back later if the plan doesn’t work out.


  Despite his successes, Mr. Briggs is one of many opposed to a suicide barrier on the bridge.
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  As of the writing of this update, a Windsor teen became the latest survivor of the long drop from deck to drink. The unidentified youth was on an outing with his Windsor High School classmates when he took the dive. Some believe he may have done it to impress his classmates but the CHP is investigating it as an attempted suicide.


  [image: ]


  This bears repeating:


  Leaping from the bridge is not the clean, easy, magical death so many expect it to be. It’s 0 to 75 mph in about 4 seconds and, at that speed, those peaceful looking waves are more like concrete than water and you hit with a force of 15,000 pounds per square inch. Vertebrae snap; liver, lungs, spleen and heart are often ripped apart by shattered ribs. Ron Winton, a Coast Guard officer, once observed that, “It’s as if someone took an eggbeater to the organs of the body and ground everything up.”


  If the impact doesn’t kill you straight out, it’s a race to see which you drown in first: the water or your own blood.
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  Bridge director Mary Currie said, after witnessing firsthand the suicide of a middle-age man, ““That bridge is more than a bridge: it’s alive, it speaks to people. Some people come here, find themselves, and leave; some come here, find themselves, and jump.”


  Not a whole lot more can be added to that.


  Great Golden Gate Bridge Work Log


  11/28/1932 - Start of work on North Anchorage


  12/22/1932 - Start of work on North Pier


  02/26/1933 - Groundbreaking ceremony


  03/28/1933 - Start of work on South Pier


  04/11/1933 - Start of work on South Anchorage


  06/27/1933 - Completion at North Pier


  01/03/1935 - Completion of South Pier


  05/03/1935 - Completion of South Anchorage


  06/06/1935 - Completion of North Anchorage


  08/02/1935 - First wire strung for catwalks


  09/27/1935 - Completion of catwalks


  11/11/1935 - First cable-spinning begun


  05/22/1936 - Cable- spinning completed


  06/18/1936 - Steel work on bridge deck begun


  08/31/1936 - Safety net Installed


  01/19/1937 - Paving commences


  04/27/1937 - Steel work on deck completed


  05/20/1937 - Paving completed


  05/27/1937 - Official opening celebration


  05/28/1937 - Bridge opened to traffic


  The Golden Gate Bridge in Modern Culture


  The Golden Gate Bridge in Fiction


  The Barbary Dogs by Cynthia Robinson (2011)


  Blind Leap by Diane and Jacob Anderson-Minshall (2007)


  Beyond the Bridge by James Stephen Zoller (2001)


  Beyond Golden Gate Bridge by Ireneo D. Gangcuangco (2000)


  Blue Monday by Charlotte Higgins (1996)


  Tainted Million by Susan Trott (1996)


  The Last Leap by Douglas Enefer (1983)


  Ransom of the Golden Bridge by Proctor Jones (1983)


  If I Should Die Before I Wake by Jerry Allen Potter (1981)


  Golden Gate Caper by Mike Dolinsky (1976)


  The Golden Gate by Alistair MacLean (1976)


  Somebody’s Sister by Derek Marlowe (1974)


  The Way Some People Die by Ross Macdonald (1951)


  The Crimson Hair Murders by Darwin L. Teilhet , Hildegarde Tolman (1936)


  The Golden Gate Bridge and the Silver Screen


  Rise of the Planet of the Apes (2011)


  Going the Distance (2010)


  The Book of Eli (2010)


  Star Trek (2009)


  Mega Shark vs. Giant Octopus (2009)


  Monsters vs. Aliens (2009)


  Terminator Salvation (2009)


  2012 (2009)


  Love Aaj Kal (2009)


  The Day The Earth Stood Still (2008)


  Zodiac (2007)


  X-Men: The Last Stand (2006)


  The Bridge (2006)


  The Pursuit of Happyness (2006)


  10.5 Apocalypse (2004)


  The Core (2003)


  Hulk (2003)


  The Room (2003)


  Boys and Girls (2000)


  Bicentennial Man (1999)


  The Parent Trap (1998)


  Homeward Bound II - Lost in San Francisco (1996)


  The Rock (1996)


  Murder in the First (1995)


  Interview with a Vampire (1994)


  Final Analysis (1992)


  Basic Instinct (1992)


  Star Trek VI: The Undiscovered Country (1991)


  The Abyss (1989)


  The Presidio (1988)


  Innerspace (1987)


  Star Trek IV: The Voyage Home (1986)


  Big Trouble in Little China (1986)


  Flight of the Navigator (1986)


  A View to a Kill (1985)


  Brainstorm (1983)


  National Lampoon’s Vacation (1983)


  Sudden Impact (1983)


  Raiders of the Lost Ark (1981)


  Star Trek: The Motion Picture (1979)


  Time After Time (1979)


  Superman (1978)


  Invasion of the Body Snatchers (1978)


  Escape From Alcatraz (1978)


  High Anxiety (1977)


  The Domino Principle (1977)


  Murder By Death (1976)


  The Black Bird (1975)


  Herbie Rides Again (1974)


  The Towering Inferno (1974)


  Dirty Harry (1971)


  The Love Bug (1968)


  The Graduate (1968)


  The Birds (1963)


  Battle in Outer Space (1959)


  On The Beach (1959)


  Vertigo (1958)


  It Came From Beneath the Sea (1955)


  Dark Passage (1947)


  Escape in the Fog (1945)


  The Maltese Falcon (1941)


  The Golden Gate Bridge and the Boob Tube


  Nash Bridges


  The Streets of San Francisco


  Angels in America


  Charmed


  Eli Stone


  The Doris Day Show


  Falcon Crest


  Full House


  Futurama


  Half & Half


  Hotel


  Journeyman (TV series)


  Love Is a Many Splendored Thing


  Monk


  My Sister Sam


  Phyllis


  Sliders


  Stargate: Atlantis


  Star Trek: The Next Generation


  Star Trek: Deep Space Nine


  Star Trek: Voyager


  Star Trek: Enterprise


  That's So Raven


  10.5


  Too Close for Comfort


  The Golden Gate Bridge and video games


  Zak McKracken and the Alien Mindbenders


  San Francisco Rush 2049


  Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas


  Homefront


  Driver


  Vette!


  Pilotwings 64


  Battletanx


  Red Alert 2


  Midtown Madness 2


  Microsoft Flight Simulator X


  Godzilla Unleashed


  Cruis'n USA


  Blur


  Call of Duty: Modern Warfare 2


  Various Sim City games


  Homefront
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    Thank you for reading my book. Hope you enjoyed it.
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    EJ Knapp being interviewed during the 50th Anniversary celebration

  


  Everyone in this book is real. Well, maybe not Lucy and Carl Costanoan. A bit of creative license there.
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