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“There are no limits. There are plateaus, but you must not stay there, you must go beyond them. A man 

must constantly exceed his level.” 

– Bruce Lee 

  



 
 
 
 
Prologue 
 
 
 
 

I’m going to tell you a story. In ancient times, the Athenians fought the invading Persians at the 

town of Marathon. The Athenians sent a courier named Phidippides to ask Sparta for reinforcements. He 

ran 150 miles to Sparta and back. Together, the Greeks defeated the larger Persian army and, according 

to legend, sent Phidippides back to Athens to announce the victory. He ran another 40 miles. 

Phidippides reached the city, cried “We have won!” then collapsed and died. 

The story of Phidippides might not be true. To me, it’s a parable: this is how you should live. Most 

of our generation seems content to live vicariously, experiencing events through a liquid crystal monitor. 

We’re digital natives. Most of us have forgotten how to die for a cause. We are losing something … 

  



 
 
 
 
Part I 
 
 
 
 

I shot the basketball from beyond the 3-point line, and the ball dropped through the rim and jerked 

the net. I felt the gaze of the coaches. 

“Okay boys, let’s wrap it up!” a coach yelled. 

I followed the rest of the young men over to the cluster of coaches. 

The assistant coach addressed us: “First off, thanks for coming out, I know you’re all busy with 

starting school. We’ll get in touch if we want you on the team.” 

I walked back to the locker room. I noticed a cluster of students near the bleachers. They had 

watched the tryout like sport scouts, talking out of the sides of their mouths and occasionally typing 

something into their phones. 



The cluster broke apart. One of them walked over to me. He was small and wiry, and he wore 

basketball shorts. 

“I’m Evan,” he said. “You looked good out there.” 

“Thanks.” 

Evan followed me as I walked to the locker room. 

“Do you think you’ll make the team?” he asked. 

“Maybe,” I said. 

I wasn’t going to make the team. Nothing separated me from the other players at the tryout. 

“I want you to join my group if you don’t make the team,” he said. 

“Are you recruiting for an intermural team?” I asked. 

“No,” Evan said. “Listen, I know you have a void in your life. You played ball in high school, right? 

This can fill it. Give it a chance.” 

Evan handed me a notecard. He turned and walked away. I watched him go. 

The paper said: 

 



The Pathfinders — parkour, free running 

[phone number redacted] 

 

I called the number. 

  



 
 
 
 
Part II 
 
 
 
 

I had heard of parkour before I met Evan. You’d have to live without the Internet to miss it. I had 

watched some YouTube videos, those really insane ones that dazzle you. David Belle stuff. If parkour was 

a religion, David Belle would be a demi-god. 

I set a time to meet Evan. After classes on Wednesday, I walked to the college library. I spotted 

Evan standing outside the building. Another student was with him: a tall, muscled guy with facial hair. 

Evan saw me and waved me over. 

“This is Deacon,” Evan said. 

I shook hands with Deacon. He was easily 6’4 and over 200 pounds, and his arms were lean and 

sinewy. He had a thick, full beard like steel fiber. 



“I had a good feeling about you,” Evan said. “You should understand before you continue: This isn’t 

a fraternity or a weekend parkour club. We need a higher level of commitment.” 

“Who are you then?” I asked. “I looked online and found nothing about your group.” 

Deacon spoke for the first time. His voice was rich, resonate. 

“We’re a community of students. You already know we practice parkour — we believe it’s beneficial 

beyond its practicality. We use it to connect with our bodies and the physical world, similar to how 

Buddhist monks use meditation to transform their minds. It’s not an end, it’s a beginning. 

“We call ourselves the Pathfinders for two reasons. First, the art of parkour is finding the fastest 

and most efficient path through a space. But in a larger sense, we are modeling a community structure 

that we believe will help America. Our country must evolve to survive, and we are part of that 

revolution.” 

Evan produced a battered notebook. 

“Okay, I’m going to ask a few questions. Tell the truth — Deacon is a human lie-detector.” 

I looked at Deacon, and he shrugged and smiled. 

Are you dating someone? No. Are you in a fraternity? No. Do you have a criminal record? No. 



“If you could have a super power, what would it be?” Evan asked. 

“ … Telekinesis.” 

Evan took some notes then closed the notebook and looked at me. “We’ll contact you. It’s a crazy 

ride to the bottom of the rabbit hole. I hope you hang on.” 

  



 
 
 
 
Part III 
 
 
 
 

I was riding in a van with Deacon and three students I had never met. My heart was beating faster 

than normal, and I was reminded of game days in high school. Evan had called me earlier. I asked him 

what we were doing, and he said, “Don’t wear flip-flops.” 

Deacon pulled the van over and stopped on the side of the street. 

“This is it,” he said.  

I jumped out of the 7-seat van and looked around. We had stopped in front of a laundromat. The 

other three recruits got out too. 

“Put your wallets and phones in the bag,” Deacon ordered. 

He held out a drawstring bag, and we put our wallets and phones in. 



“Okay brothers, your goal is to get to the subway station before time runs out. This is your 

initiation. Your baptism.” 

Deacon looked at his phone. 

“You have … 7 minutes.” 

I turned and started running down the street toward the subway. A moment later I heard the 

frantic scrape of sneakers on concrete, and I knew the other recruits were following me. We dashed past 

storefronts like madmen. 

One of the recruits passed me on my right. He must have run track in high school. 

The van roared past us. 

Ahead was a busy intersection. The track guy was a couple of yards in front of the rest of us. He 

sprinted over the crosswalk before the sign blinked “STOP.” 

The cars were speeding through the intersection as we reached the road. Four lanes of traffic. I 

stumbled to a halt and stood at the curb, panting. The two other runners stopped too. A gap opened in 

the traffic. One of the recruits lunged forward. I followed him. 



I heard the shriek of brakes to my left but didn’t look. Ahead a car ground to a stop on the 

crosswalk, almost hitting the runner in front of me. Still running, I jumped and slid across the hood of 

the car and sprinted across the rest of the road. Two of the runners were behind me now. 

Past the intersection was a suburban neighborhood that separated me from the subway. Green 

lawns and clean sidewalks. I could see the track guy farther down the street. I knew I couldn’t chase him 

down. 

I turned left, darted across someone’s lawn, and scrambled over the fence and into a backyard. If I 

cut through the suburbs, I might reach the subway first.  

A boy with a green shirt was standing in the yard. He stared at me, eyes round. 

The fence was higher than my shoulders. I leapt and hurled myself at the fence. My torso slapped 

against the fence, and I seized the top with both hands. Pain flared as splinters cut into my palms. 

I pushed myself up and slung a leg over the fence. I swung my body over and half-leapt, half-fell to 

the ground. I landed and rolled onto my back. 

I was on my feet and running before I saw the dog. The German Shepherd barked, teeth flashing, 

and the sound shot adrenaline into my veins. God’s homemade methamphetamine. 



I saw chain-link pooled around the dog, but I didn’t stop. I ran. With each new step, I kept thinking 

the dog was going to bite my leg. The bite of a German Shepherd has a force of over 230 pounds, and for 

perspective, a human’s bite has only 90 pounds. I didn’t know the facts then, but I knew the terror. 

I didn’t look back until I was in the front yard. I tried to find to get my bearings. Another suburban 

street. I started jogging. 

I darted between two houses — cautious now. I didn’t want to meet another huge wolf-hybrid. I 

vaulted the back fence and entered another back yard. No kids, no dogs. I ran out into the front yard. 

The subway was across the street. I hurried across the street while looked for the van. I found it a 

second later. Deacon was lounged against the gray 7-seater. He grinned when he saw me. 

“Welcome, brother!” he said. 

I walked up to him, sucking in oxygen. 

“Did I win?” I asked. 

He laughed. He placed his big hand on my head and looked into his eyes. 

“You’re alive now,” he told me. “You did well.” 


