View from a Bridge

Some places are just scenic. It isn’t planned, they just are. In other cases someone builds something that can destroy or enhance the scenery.
 In Bristol they’ve got the suspension Bridge at Clifton. 

Now Clifton is a very up-market place anyway with high class housing, parks and an air that says ‘money’ in a quiet but undeniable voice.

Having enjoyed a good meal at a local hotel we walked to the bridge in order to admire the view and get rid of a few calories. 

The first thing we noticed was the visitors. My companion, a linguist amongst other things, could easily pick out about five different nationalities in just the one group of people, so who knows how many there were altogether? All duly admired the view and moved on.

What we noticed, in our leisurely progress, was that one side of the bridge was closed to pedestrian traffic – then we looked up and saw the workmen high above us. What a view they could have had, but I for one wouldn’t want to swap places – I don’t mind heights except when I do mind about them and then I mind them very much.
I duly took the pictures I wanted, but only of the Bristol side as the other area was cordoned off because of the bridge work. Couldn’t be helped, I thought. Magnificent views anyway.

Next day, early, I went back and spoke to the bridge management staff, on site to oversee the smooth running of the toll system etc. They were most helpful and as the bridge ‘high ups’ hadn’t arrived I was allowed into the restricted area to take my pictures.

They could justifiably have been officious, but instead they were understanding (whilst ensuring my safety), and they certainly won my thanks. 

 Look at the pictures in the Gallery section, and if you’re in the area look at the bridge itself and remember the people who built it and the considerate people who man it to this day.
