
Death Camp 101

6:05AM
My phone rang as I parked 

my car and prepared to grab 
a cup of coffee for the road. 
I answered the phone to find 
a very enthusiastic McConkey 
on the other end telling me 
he’s running a bit behind. My 
first reaction- I should’ve hit 
the snooze bar a few more 
times.

6:25AM
Grant Kaye, the photogra-

pher for out expedition, pulled 
in to the parking lot. We met 
for the first time and began 
discussing the day’s events. 
Kaye informed me McConk-
ey’s goal was to get 30 jumps 
out of the way today. McCo-
nkey and one of his good 
friends Miles, who lives in 
Twin Falls Idaho, home of 
the Perrine Bridge, the only 
legal base jumping spot in 
the states, have a running 
competition and today is the 
day McConkey plans to pull 
ahead. At 6:25AM Miles had a 
25 jump lead.

6:40AM 
McConkey, his wife Sherry, 

and their two dogs, Pedro and 
Gage, arrived. We got fueled 
up for the ride and headed 
off to Lake Pterodactyl. As 
we jumped on the road Kaye 
explains to me the reason for 
giving bridges code names. If 
someone is caught base jump-
ing off a certain bridge or they 
provide the name in pictures 
or articles, they are responsi-
ble for “burning an object,” 
and gaining the hatred of the 
base jumping community.

Later that morning… (in this 
case too many details are not 
a good thing.)

We stopped to let the dogs 
out and look at an object 
with another dinosaur name. 
McConkey filled us in on the 
naming process; dinosaurs are 
extinct, and if you jump off of 
objects to often they will also 
become extinct.

Several hours later…
McConkey elaborates on 

his reasoning for needing 30 

jumps in one 
day.

“Base 
jumping is not 
about enjoying 
what you’re doing, 
it’s about winning 
and doing more.”

We parked our 
cars and prepared for the first 
jump of the day. McConkey 
prepared to walk out onto the 
bridge to determine how many 
feet it is from the water to the 
bridge.

“This bridge is kind of a 
gray area. I’m not sure if 
you’re allowed to walk out 
on it, I know you’re definitely 
not allowed to jump off it,” 
McConkey said. 

After doing some math 
he determined it’s roughly a 
225-foot drop.

The rest of us mill around 
the parked car as McConkey 
puts on his chute.

“Is that the one with the 
shitty packing job?” Sherry 
asked.

“Yeah,” he replies.
I asked him to elaborate.
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After months of trying to set up a day that worked for both 
of us, we finally found time in our schedules that would 

work.
“So we leave tomorrow at 6:15AM and we’ll be gone all day; 

or at least until we get busted, or we get tired, or it gets dark,” 
said the voice on the other end of the phone.

Later that evening I received another call, “So we’re on for 
tomorrow?”

“Yeah, I’m ready to go,” I said.
“Okay, we’ll meet at 6:15AM, but in the story you can’t say 

where we’re going. You have to refer to it as Lake Pterodactyl.”
The plan was set, the next day I would be tagging along 

with Shane McConkey to experience a day in the life of a base 
jumper. 

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

McConkey fresh from his pre-jump poo gets ready 
to huck himself off a bridge.


