
the most high profile bridge of the 
day since it had the most traffic trav-
eling across the bridge. This is also 
the first jump of the day in which 
Shane planed to jump from the cat-
walk of the bridge. 

When we reach the catwalk under 
the bridge Shane turned to Kaye 
and me holding out two chutes and 
asked, “So who wants to go packed 
and who wants to go unpacked?”

My stomach immediately dropped 
and turned to knots. Kaye informs 
me going packed is more fun and 
insists I take the packed chute for 
my first jump. Yes, that’s right, my 
first jump. I’d never jumped out of a 
plane or base jumped before. 

Later Shane informed me that 
when he throws his friends of 
bridges its called Death Camping 
them, short for Plunge to Your Death 
Camp. He prides himself on having 
a 100 percent failure rate- no one 
has died so far (a statistic that 
didn’t impress my mom. She asked 
what I would’ve done if something 
would’ve gone wrong, reminding 

me I don’t have health insurance. I 
assured her if something would’ve 
gone wrong I wouldn’t have to 
worry about health insurance, I’d be 
dead. She didn’t like that.).

We walked out on the catwalk 
as McConkey instructed me how to 
steer once my chute opened, this 
wasn’t a tandem-jump. Once I had 
the pack on McConkey gave it a 
quick run-through looking at the 
shoulder straps and saying, “Yep, 
that’s okay, you’re not going to 
die.” Then looking at another strap 
and repeating himself, “Yep, that’s 
okay, you’re not going to die.” I felt 
extremely confident at this point. 

We slowly made our way down 
the catwalk until we reached our 
destination. I carefully climbed over 
the guardrail and walked across the 
beam leading out to our jump spot. 
My knees were trembling and my 
stomach was still knotted. 

Kaye jumped first and made a 
great landing just off shore manag-
ing to keep the chute completely dry.

My time finally came. McConkey 

went over the last minute instruc-
tions as I thought to myself, ‘You’re 
jumping off a bridge, how are you 
going to remember instructions?’ I 
climbed the last thin wire railing 
hanging my upper body 200 feet 
above the water. 

“Whenever you’re ready,” said 
McConkey who had one hand hold-
ing a video camera and the other 
hand holding my pilot-chute. 

I jumped and began falling 
towards the water below. There were 
only two thoughts that went through 
my head as I fell. One was, ‘You 
just jumped off of a bridge, are 
you kidding?’ And the second was, 
‘Shouldn’t the chute have opened by 
now?’ Just after that thought went 
through my head I heard the chute 
fill with air and I looked up to 
find the yellow brake handles McCo-
nkey told me about. I cleared 
the breaks, steered right, then left, 
and then plunged into the water 
with the biggest grin in the world. 
McConkey later told me that if I 
would’ve landed that way on land 

they would’ve been rushing me to 
the hospital hoping I’d live- I’m 
thankful I landed in the water. 

The swim back to shore was tough 
one given I was pulling a wet para-
chute. 

When I finally reached shore I 
ringed out the chute as much as pos-
sible and then began my climb up 
to the bridge. At the top of the hill 
McConkey gave me my reward- a 
warm can of Hamms. Back at the car 
I threw the can in the cooler; we still 
had one more stop- Carcass Canyon. 

An hour later…
We arrived at Carcass Canyon just 

before sunset. After untangling her 
chute on the catwalk, Sherry jumped 
from the most intimidating bridge 
of the day and landed like a champ 
in the jagged rocks below. A group 
of Chinese fisherman watching from 
below were more than impressed. 

Back at the car we all toasted our 
ice-cold cans of Hamms to another 
unsuccessful day at Death Camp- we 
all lived to tell our story.

Above: Grant gets out from behind the camera to show off his base jumping skills. 
Right: I guess this answers the question mom, if some one told me to jump off a bridge, 
yeah, I guess I would do it. These photos were taken by Sherry.


