
You will discover:
How to find the motivation to get off the couch and out the s�
front door as you begin your personal revolution.
How to harness the passion and powerful lessons found s�
in running in order to fuel personal improvement in other 
areas of your life.
How to develop the attributes and personal qualities great s�
runners possess.
How to measure the gap between your ideal- and real-self s�
and to track improvements in each of your life stories.
How to take control of your running and life by acting s�
instead of re-acting.
How to capture the spirit of running and find meaning in s�
your daily pursuit of physical, emotional, and mental fitness.

Run Your Way To Personal Revolution!

Your journey begins today 
and again tomorrow  

and again the day after that!  

Adam Goucher and Tim Catalano were teammates for only
one year while running for the University of Colorado
Buffaloes, but they developed a friendship and shared passion 
for running that never faded.  They bring over forty years 
of combined running experience to these pages along with 
insights from Adam’s thirteen year professional running career 
and Tim’s fifteen years as a Psychology teacher and coach. 

What’s inside?  
Personal insights from: 
Alan Webb
Amy Yoder Begley
Chris Solinsky
Dathan Ritzenhein
Galen Rupp
Kara Goucher
Paula Radcliffe
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and infectiously readable book on running I’ve come across  
in a long time.” 

—MATT FITZGERALD, author of Racing Weight

“The best running book to come along since “The Complete 
Book of Running” by running guru Jim Fixx in the 1970’s,  
which at the time helped launch the running boom in America” 

—HAL LIFSON,  Desert Palm Patch

Get started right away as  
you run your way to better 
performances and a better life!

Full of unforgettable stories that will motivate, educate, entertain, and inspire.

Visit us at www.runtheedge.com
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P A R T 1

Transformative Experiences
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Without inspiration the best powers of the mind
remain dormant. There is a fuel in us which
needs to be ignited with sparks.

—Johann Gottfried Von Herder
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ife can change course in a moment. Each of us has had experiences
where the path we were on suddenly diverged and led us to a place we
never would have imagined. Sometimes, these transformational expe-
riences happen by chance. Other times, we consciously choose to take
a different road. Some experiences alter our path only slightly, while
others rock our worlds to the extent that life will never be the same.

The blood-soaked couch in the backyard and the bullet hole in our liv-
ing room wall were the only physical signs remaining of the tragedy from
the night before. My mom had spent hours mopping up the dried pools
of blood, which had needed to remain as the police concluded their in-
vestigation. I was angry. It was easy for me to be angry in those days as
an eighth-grade boy from a broken home. My normal teenage angst was
compounded by my father’s apparent lack of interest in my life, a house
on the verge of foreclosure, and a mother who spent more time at her
boyfriend’s house than she did at ours.

“How are we going to afford a new couch?” This thought looped end-
lessly through my mind even though I knew the state of our couch and
finances was not as important as the life that had been lost. I knew they
were not as important as my sister Debbie, who could not stop crying,
or my exhausted mother. I was fourteen, far too young to be the man of
the house, powerless to help the situation. So I let my confusion turn to
rage. “Somebody needs to pay for our couch!” I didn’t say it out loud.
Instead, I allowed the storm building inside me to soak my adolescent
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identity with a fury that demanded vengeance for the cruel and unfair
life I was living. I hated feeling like a victim. Helpless. Powerless. Weak.

Debbie never saw the body. She had been upstairs making out with
her new boyfriend when the shot rattled the house. Her friends yelled
for her to stay upstairs and eventually joined her there to wait until the
police arrived. She came down just as the coroner was wheeling Bobby
out the front door under a sheet. She called our mom at her boyfriend’s
house at 2:00 A.M. to deliver the news. I was staying at a friend’s house
that night and overheard an early-morning phone call asking my friend’s
mother to keep me busy and not allow me to come home until the in-
vestigation was complete.

It seemed like days before I got a complete picture of what had hap-
pened. Debbie could not tell the story without crying, and none of it
seemed to make sense. Apparently, my sister had been out with a few
friends when they met up with two boys from a different school across
town. The two boys were already fairly drunk and were looking for a place
to keep drinking their alcohol. Debbie volunteered our house since she
knew that nobody would be home. When they got to our house, the two
boys continued to drink until one of them pulled out a gun. He waived
it around like a toy and proposed they all play Russian roulette. Every-
one else at the party told him to put it away and not to be stupid. He
scoffed and told them the gun was not loaded as he put it away. The
small party continued downstairs while Debbie and her boyfriend went
upstairs to get some privacy.

Bobby was drunk, but he was not the boy who had brought the gun.
No one really remembers how or why Bobby picked it up, but he must
have believed the other boy who said it wasn’t loaded. He joked about
Russian roulette just before he put the barrel to his head and pulled the
trigger.

I have heard many versions of this story, but they all end the same:
a senseless death and my already dysfunctional family thrown further
into chaos. The couch in our backyard was a silent witness to what had
really happened and seemed to symbolize where my life was headed.
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9780615428857_design  7/29/11  8:16 PM  Page 4



Before that night, I had already experimented with alcohol. Some of my
junior high school friends had tried smoking marijuana and were actively
trying to get their hands on more drugs. I was doing what kids like me
do. I was from a poor family, with an absent father and no plans for the
future. No one in my family had ever gone to college, and I had no rea-
son to believe I would be any different. I was not interested in school,
but I was a fairly good athlete, which was helping keep me somewhat in
line. But the storm inside threatened to steer me even further off course.
I never gave a thought to my own mortality or the idea that I could choose
to be more than my circumstances were dictating. Even the accidental
suicide in my house the night before was not enough to get me on a pos-
itive track. It took one final insult, one final slap in the face, to change
my life.

While the police wrapped up their final investigations, I occupied my-
self by skateboarding in our cul-de-sac. I’d spent hours designing and
building a wooden skate ramp to practice on at home. It was one of the
few constructive things I had done, and it made me proud. I took a break
from skating to get a drink and emerged from our garage just in time to
see the last police officer pulling away from our house. My jaw dropped
as I watched him drive directly over my skate ramp with his patrol car.
He then put his car in reverse and backed over it again just to be sure
it was completely destroyed. I will never forget the look on his face as he
glanced back at me before he drove away. He looked at me as if I were
trash. Worthless. A symbol of everything wrong with American youth. I
could tell he had no respect for me or my family, and I believed he
crushed my ramp to send me a message that I would never amount to
anything.

All the anger and rage I had ever experienced paled in comparison
to what I felt inside. The violent storm broke through the levy in uncon-
trollable screams and wrathful tears. I knew at that moment that I could
not let that cop be right. I knew I had to rise above my own mediocrity
and take control of my life. In my mind, it was me against the world, and
I was ready to fight.
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I threw myself into school and got involved in the D.A.R.E. program.
I did speaking engagements at elementary schools warning kids of the
dangers of drugs and alcohol. I became a peer counselor and got in-
volved in the student government. In my senior year, I was elected stu-
dent body president. Most importantly, I discovered running.

Running allowed me to control the storm. It gave me a release for the
anger and frustration living inside me. When I ran, I was able to let loose
the fury until I was so exhausted I could feel calm. In the hours following
a run, I could see the real me. I could see my potential to be a good per-
son. I could relax and smile and look forward to creating a better life. The
memory of the bloody couch no longer haunted me. I was free.

When Tim and I were putting this book together, we looked back at our
lives in an attempt to identify the transformative experiences that helped
shape who we are, how we see the world, and how we see ourselves. We
spent hours reflecting on how events both tragic and triumphant had in-
fluenced our lives.

Bobby’s accidental death had a profound impact on my life, but the
tragedy was also a transformational experience for everyone else involved.
I am not sure what came of Bobby’s family, but their lives probably took
an even sharper turn that evening than mine did. I know that my mom
transformed in many positive ways. She changed her priorities, devoted
more time to her children, and became a superb mother. Debbie began
to evaluate her friendships differently as she distanced herself from those
who were potential bad influences, and she began surrounding herself
with people who were involved in constructive activities. As for me, be-
cause of this event, I decided I would not drink again until I was an adult,
and I vowed to keep my body free of drugs for my entire life.

Beyond those conscious changes, I was also transformed on a deeper
level. I wanted more from my life and expected more of myself than I did
before. I could not put it into words back then, but I wanted to create
and live an exceptional life. I wanted to be excellent in everything. I knew
that running could help me achieve many of my dreams and provide a

6 R U N N I N G  T H E  E D G E

9780615428857_design  7/29/11  8:16 PM  Page 6



healthy outlet for me to control the storm. I even thought that maybe if
I got good enough at running, my father might take notice and become
a part of my life. I put everything I had into training and racing, some-
times running away from my fears and doubts, and other times chasing
not only the life I wanted but also a better version of myself.

Years later, on a recruiting trip to the University of Colorado, I had an-
other transformative experience. I made a friend.

Two thoughts were going through my mind as the kickoff sailed toward
me. First, make sure you catch the ball. And second, sprint straight up
the field as fast as you can. It was only a special-teams practice during
my ninth-grade year, but I wanted to impress the coaches. I had seen a
kickoff returned for a touchdown on TV over the weekend, and the re-
turner never made a cut. He just ran in a straight line past the defend-
ers until he found the end zone. I don’t know why I thought this strategy
might work for me, but I was determined to give it a try.

I caught the ball already moving forward. As soon as I knew the ball was
secure, I started to sprint for all I was worth. I could already see myself
waltzing into the end zone, but I didn’t see the enormous defender, also
wanting to impress the coaches, heading straight for me. He hit me so hard
that my feet flew straight into the air as the ball flew out of my hands.

One of us impressed the coaches that day; the other one became a
runner.

I finished that season as a bench-warming tailback, but the memory
of that hit (and my inability to get my weight up over 120 pounds) pro-
pelled me to choose cross-country over football the following year. Little
did I know, the pain and suffering I would endure as a runner would be
far worse than the pain of that hit, while the joy of setting a new PR (per-
sonal record) would be far sweeter than any touchdown run.

Sometimes, it is the little things that alter our course and put us on
a path we hadn’t previously imagined. I don’t remember the name of the
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guy/bus who hit me that day, but I am thankful I didn’t score a touch-
down and impress the coaches. If I had, I might never have discovered
the joy running brings me or experienced what it is like to run my way
to a better life.

Seven years later, during my junior year at the University of Colorado, I
hosted a brash young recruit during his official visit. He was fresh off
winning the national title at the Foot Locker championships and was the
top high school distance runner in the country. I had never heard of him.

We took him to dinner and then to a party. He had absolutely no in-
terest in drinking and mentioned that he did not like parties where peo-
ple get drunk. I remember thinking that he would fit in well with our team
since none of the varsity ever partied during the season. I remember ad-
miring his headstrong nature and conviction in his beliefs. I didn’t know
it at the time, but that night, I made a friend who would change my life.

The closest I ever came to beating Adam in a race was his freshman
year, during our varsity time trial. Teammate Clint Wells and I were cruis-
ing to the finish side by side, comfortably running in second and third
position, well behind all-American Alan Culpepper. In the final five me-
ters, a runner came blasting past us like a missile into the chute. I re-
member calling him a punk (or worse) and shoving him in the back.
When we got out of the chute, I pulled him aside to remind him that it
was only a time trial with nine spots open and there was no need to kick
down teammates. He shrugged and reminded me that whatever I wanted
to call it, it was still a race and he raced to win. To this day, I don’t think
we have had another disagreement, and I was never close enough to
watch him finish another race.

For some reason, Adam and I clicked. His passion and fire for run-
ning and life matched my own. On our easy runs, we would run behind
the noise of the lead pack and talk about life. Several nights a week, we
would head to the gym and lift weights together to continue our banter-
ing. Both of us wanted to be exceptional. Both of us wanted to be more
than just runners. We wanted to be great at everything we did and knew
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that if we worked as hard in all areas of our lives as we did at running,
we could build amazing futures.

As our own personal philosophy developed over the years, we tested
many of our beliefs. We continued the dialogue as I went on to become
a psychology teacher and coach and he became a professional runner.
Finally, about two years ago, we started to put our ideas down on paper.
Both of us realized that as good as our lives were, we could do better.
We had become complacent and satisfied with good enough. If we
wanted to improve our lives and truly strive for excellence in everything,
we would need another transformative experience. We didn’t need an-
other tragedy or jarring hit on the football field. We needed a plan and a
system of accountability to work intentionally on the areas of our lives
where we wanted to improve the most. This book is the result.

Writing this book has been a tremendously emotional experience. Both
of us have had to reflect not only on the joys and highs of being dis-
tance runners, but also on our own shortcomings and failures of the
past. We have spent hours in front of the six “mirrors”—specific exer-
cises in self-evaluation described in Part 2—trying to learn the differ-
ence between who we really are and who we want to be. At times, it
has been difficult to admit just how many mistakes we have made and
continue to make. At other times, it has been profoundly empowering
to finally understand who we are and what we can become.

As both of us discover our maximum potentials in every area of life,
we begin to see the edges of what is possible. Our goal in running is to
get as close to that edge as we can, chasing the horizon of possibility.
In our lives, we have also started to define the edges of what is possi-
ble and to define our vision of perfection. As far away as the edges
might be, we want to continue taking strides to get closer to them. We
have grown tremendously since beginning this book almost two years
ago, but we also realize just how far we still have to go and just how
much better our lives can be if we continue to run the edge.
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