
“I just shoved it in there like a 
sleeping bag. What’s the big deal? 
It’s just base jumping.”

Every time I heard a car approach-
ing my stomach turned to knots as 
I paced back and forth nervously 
trying to identify the vehicle.

With his gear set we began to 
walk out towards the bridge, but 
before we reached the bridge he 
turned around and said, “Change of 
plan.”

‘What’s going on,’ I thought to 
myself. ‘Are the police already here? 
What?’

“I have to take a pre-jump dump,” 
McConkey announced. “I have 575 
base jumps and I have to take a pre-
jump dump every time.”

He then went into a story about 
being on the top of a building before 
a jump and; well, you get the idea. 

A few minutes later…
With business taken care of, we 

walked out to the middle of the 
bridge just as a car began to drive 
by. We huddled around McConkey 
the best we could in order to hide 
his chute and Red Bull helmet. 
With the car gone he climbed up 
on the guard-
rail, flipped us 
the bird, and 
leaned for-
ward until 
gravity took 
its course. As 
he began to 
fall he held the 
smile on his 
face and the 
bird in his 
hand until it 
was time to 
release the 
pilot-chute. 

With the pilot-chute deployed it 
wasn’t long before the chute came 
spilling out of its pack and McCon-
key floated into the water below. 

With the first 
jump a 
success, we 
walked off the 
bridge and 
climbed down 
under the 
bridge to wait 
for McConkey 
to climb up for 
his second 
jump.

Once he 
finally climbed 
up the incline he began laying out 
his chute to dry on the steel pillars 
bellow the bridge. As we stood 
around and talked for a few minutes 
we heard a voice coming from the 
top of the hill, “What are you guys 
doing?”

I turned to see a man standing 
halfway between the trail we stood 
on and the road above.

“What are you guys doing?” 
repeated the man with Reno 
911-esque moustache. 

“Hey how’s it going?” McConkey 
asked the man.

“I asked what you guys are doing 
down here,” said the man.

“Nothing,” 
McConkey 
replied.

“Oh yeah, 
what’s that?” he 
asked pointing 
to the chute.

“We’re just 
jumping off the 
bridge.”

“You can’t do 
that,” said the 
man.

“We can’t?”
“No, it’s illegal. Were you the 

guys that did that?” he asked pointed 
to the gate that sealed the entrance to 
the catwalk.

It turns out the man had been sent 
out to work on something below the 
bridge. The catwalk under the bridge 
had recently been vandalized and the 
man had a suspicion it had been 
done by us. McConkey insured the 
man a base jumper would never 
vandalize an area because it would 
surely mean the object would be 

burned. 
The man eventually believed us, 

but made it clear we should be on 
our way.

“Does it really matter to you that 
much what we’re doing? We’re not 
hurting anyone or anything,” McCo-
nkey said in his own defense.

The man went into a rant about 
how the state could be held account-
able if anyone got hurt- damn trial 
lawyers.

“Just let me show you guys one 
time, you can watch me jump and I 
guarantee you’ll be like, ‘Awe that 
was awesome.’”

“I’m not impressed by stuff like 
that,” said the man. 

Too bad we weren’t illegally 
drag racing Nascars- I’m sure that 
would’ve impressed him.

“I don’t care what you do,” said 
the man. “But if you jump I’m going 
to turn you in.”

So he did care?

10 minutes later…
The man agreed not to call the 

police if we left, but he assured 
us there would be “no jumping” 
signs on the bridge by the end of 

the week. So 
Lake Ptero-
dactyl was 
done- or 
extinct if you 
will- at least 
for today. 

“Where 
you guys 
from 
anyway?”

“Lake 
Tahoe,” 
McConkey 
replied.

“You came 

Busted by a law abiding citizen.


