
The coast was fogged in but the 

wind from the ocean was blowing at 

a strong enough level to support my 

weight and the pilot's too, so 

Shannon & Oren Fletcher & me 

drove to Pacifica. (Shannon is the 

staff manager responsible for all 

outings.) We met Jeff (the pilot) in 

the parking lot that was about half 

way down from the top of the steep 

hill (small mountain). We then hiked 

downhill for almost 1/2 mile to an 

area that Jeff thought would be 

safest given the wind strength.  

 

Oren is the younger, so he went first 

and flew for about half an hour. 

Then it was my turn. I was buckled 

in to a harness that was then 

attached to Jeff's harness and he was 

attached to the parasail.  

 

 

 

 

 

He somehow, by pulling on the right 

strings, got the parasail to catch 

some wind and as it arose overhead 

he told me to start walking and then 

to run, pulling the parasail (and Jeff 

because I was the taller).  

 

 

 



 

 

 

It was maybe 40 feet to where the 

land dropped away steeply and I 

tripped once, when a 2-foot high 

shrub got in the way, but by then the 

parasail was filled and lifting me off 

the ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

By sitting back into the harness, I 

found that I had a comfortable built-

in seat. We gained altitude and 

headed north, sometimes out over 

the ocean and sometimes in closer 

to the mountains.  

 

 

 

 

 

This selfie that I took was maybe at 

1000 ft. altitude. As you can tell, I 

was enjoying the ride.  

 

 

 



 

 

We flew about 8 miles from Pacifica 

clear up to Fort Funston (photo 

distant center) before turning around. 

Jeff intended to gloat, while flying 

over a number of hang-gliders, 

whom he knew, by telling them that 

his passenger was 90+, but he 

decided to not do that at the last 

minute.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

I got to see the Olympic Club golf 

course from overhead. The air was 

damp and quite chilly so I kept my 

hands in my pockets most of the 

time. 

 

 

 

 

Getting ready to land, back where 

we started, Jeff initially couldn’t 

slow us down enough for a gentle 

landing so he had to make three or 

four loops around the valley and 

close to the ground.  

 



The landing itself was a breeze. Jeff told 

me when to stand up in the harness, and 

when I did, I put my feet on the ground. 

Oren stepped up and helped steady me as I 

backed up a few steps to let the parasail rest 

on the ground. I didn’t time it but I think my 

flight lasted more than half an hour. The 

walk back to the car was uphill so I was 

pooped by then. I am really glad that I took 

this opportunity to go parasailing but 

probably will not do it again. I’ve satisfied 

my bucket list. 


