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Dedication

DEDICATED TO MY MOM.

TO THE REBEL.

TO THE SQUARE PEG IN THE

ROUND HOLE.

THIS BOOK IS ALSO FOR YOU,

DEAR READER,

AND TO EVERYONE

WEARING AN INVISIBLE CROWN.
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Foreword

“HEY, GIRL” is what I thought when I picked up the first version of Shut Up and Run, published in 2016, so I could write this new foreword. Revisiting the first edition was like chatting with an old friend, both familiar and distant. The girl who wrote those initial pages lives within me, but I’ve lived even more, honey. This body hasn’t just run ultramarathons; it’s now housed and birthed two babies, Athena and Atlas. It’s walked down the aisle at Burning Man to build a life that I love with my soul partner, Drew. It’s committed to heavy barbell work weekly, which armors my body from injury and allows me to play the infinite movement game.

Running remains a constant in my life, but my relationship with it has changed. It occupies space in the tool kit alongside others—journaling, vision boarding, cycling, sleep hygiene, vegan eating, kitchen dance parties, and, yes, I still love Taylor Swift and Beyoncé.

Running twenty years ago helped me heal from trauma. Now the run is my escape hatch. It’s the safety valve that allows me to release steam, anxiety, feelings of lack, and anger before they metastasize in my body. Running metabolizes life’s bullshit. Running affords me patience to raise two kids and confidence to use the word “no” to protect my “yes.” There’s no room for mediocre yeses. It’s either a “hell yes” or a “no, thank you.” Running is still my “hell yes.”
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Movement is medicine. I still run to heal. My first run after birthing Athena was horrible. I laced up to jog along the West Side Highway with visions of Allyson Felix or Kara Goucher in my head, effortless, strong, and goddess-like. Instead, the run felt so hard. I felt like a fraud. I was standing along the water, sobbing, when “Good Job” by Alicia Keys came on. And I started to tell myself a new story in that moment. I was chasing an old story in this new body. I let go of the paces, and the distances, and the perfectionism. I used the run as a building block back to myself in that postpartum period and every run since. I ran my twenty-seventh marathon in New York City with Athena cheering on at nine months old. It’s possible to outrun the shackles of doubt.
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We rewrite ourselves repeatedly. The richness of each phase is carried with us, held in the salt of our sweat and our tears. I often hold the prior version of myself as a muse of what’s to come. A body in motion, a runner’s journey, is a daily reinvention story.

The details of each chapter may differ, but the framework remains the same. Have the courage to start and the discipline to focus. Have patience knowing that progress can be invisible. Stubbornly and consistently show up anyway.

Starting something is exciting. The dopamine rush of signing up for a race, especially a scary distance, is thrilling. Sprinting to the finish during the last 200 meters of any race is rocket fuel for a hustler. But it’s the work that is done in the middle, when the novelty has worn off, no one is around, and the end is nowhere in sight—that is the part that will test your dedication and resolve. Endure, outlast, and overcome the mundane middle and you are unstoppable. Much of what scaffolds success is boring. Many miles aren’t thrilling. Some are downright miserable. And yet we keep showing up to find out who we will be on the other side.

Becoming a runner taught me a valuable lesson: You do not have to do the scary parts alone. Although running is perceived as a solitary sport, I have found community again and again on the pavement, trails, bridges, and, perhaps most profoundly, at Peloton. As Vice President of Fitness Programming and one of the first instructors hired at Peloton over a decade ago, I contributed to the creation of our bike and tread content and communities. We have run thousands of miles with millions of Peloton members. The best relationships happen when strong people team up and make a pact to become the best versions of themselves. I feel that when I step on the tread to teach and to witness PRs, milestones, and Wolfpacks activate. I have been brought to tears more than once running with my fellow Peloton instructors—world-class coaches, athletes, and even better friends.

You might be wondering about the title for this book. “Shut up and run” used to be my mantra when I was overthinking the run. It was what got me out the door when my lawyer-Virgo brain gave me paralysis by analysis. In some ways, I’ve outgrown it.

I have a new mantra: “I’m not done yet.” If you don’t yet consider yourself a runner, you’re in the right place. If you have fallen out of love with running, you’re in the right place. If you’re training for a PR, you’re in the right place. We aren’t done yet. We’re still writing our next chapters. And we don’t have to be just one thing. I thrive in being both a mother and an executive, both a runner and a creative. I never imagined I would create a toy line, Bebe Fuerte, or write children’s books. If I let my limiting thoughts take the wheel, I would never have laced up in the first place. A pair of running shoes changed my life, healed me from trauma, led me to Peloton and becoming a bestselling author. And guess what? I’m still not done yet. Running asks the question “What more do you have?” I remain curious. Let’s find out together.
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Outrun the shackles of doubt. Your magic in the world is important. This book contains my story, but I hope it’s a starting line in yours. This book is a step-by-step salute to the greatness in our veins and the tools that will get you to claim any finish line. We run to clear our minds of “can’t.” We run to remember our callings. I’ll show you how. Your future self is waiting.




Introduction

“ANYTHING THAT GETS YOUR BLOOD RACING IS PROBABLY WORTH DOING.”

—HUNTER S. THOMPSON

“SHUT UP AND RUN.”

THIS WAS THE MANTRA I USED to endure the hours until I could leave my desk as an eighty-hour-a-week New York City litigator and lace up my running shoes. I ran my first mile at age twenty-three in between studying contract law and criminal procedure. Fast-forward seven years, to when I’d find myself running five marathons in five days across the mountains and deserts of Utah, thinking, How the hell did I get here?

Running shoes were instruments in my liberation. I became absorbed in the drumbeat, the cadence, of my footsteps. Twilight runs beckoned me to get lost in the motion, only to discover myself. Eventually, these miles gave birth to my Tumblr blog, SHUT UP & RUN, in 2010, and soon I found myself running right out of a law career to sweat with swagger and move with abandonment. I decided to do one thing with my life—epic shit—and I want you to come along for the ride.

As a running coach, ultramarathoner, and journalist, I became part of a world of urban athletes who don’t just run—they live to move on their own terms. We push the pulse of cities with our feet. We don’t “jog,” or count calories, or give a shit about high school 400-meter track records. We are a living mash-up of culture, sport, fashion, and storytelling. Shut Up and Run is about running as a lifestyle. It’s where fashion meets sport. It’s how we tell stories through movement and feel good while doing it.

Part fitness collective and training platform, Shut Up and Run provides tips, tricks, and visual motivation on how to cultivate moments of sweat, laughter, miles, swagger, friendship, and authenticity. Shut Up and Run is a resource unshackled by self-doubt and from which ordinary people can learn to do extraordinary things; it provides a platform for running, jumping, twerking, and working in the way only endorphins can.

This book is a compendium of inspiration that makes you want to move and is rooted in information that shows you how. What’s my mission? To redefine what it means to be an athlete and create unapologetic greatness in every athlete along the way. This book is a platform to do the things that make us go “Damn!” when we’re one hundred. It’s a daring adventure of athletics and style.
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Let’s unlock passion through movement, mindfulness, and by doing epic shit. My lessons from a life lived in sweat are laden with nothing but possibility for you to do it, too. What do I want people to know about running? It’s actually not that complicated.

Welcome to Shut Up and Run, where you’ll discover how to test the limits of your potential. All you need is a heavy dose of swagger and a pair of running shoes. The revolution will be delicious. Can you taste it?
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WHAT IF you found yourself in a situation where you had to be braver than you ever imagined you could be? At the age of twenty-one, I discovered just how brave I could be when an evening that started with me catching up with old friends ended with a gun to my head.

Approaching my senior year at New York University, I was just off work from my summer job as a legal assistant at the law firm Querrey & Harrow and planned to meet up with my college roommate Mel and her boyfriend Ryoji. We stumbled upon a small wine bar in the East Village called Bar Veloce. None of us had heard of it before—this was presmartphone era, when Yelp reviews allow you to experience a place before you’ve actually been there—but it looked like a good spot to grab a drink.

We found open seats at the bar and ordered drinks. As we were sipping our wine, a man walked in, a well-dressed guy who muttered, “I’ve been shot.”

I turned to Mel and said, “Is this a joke?”

In 2002, reality television was gaining traction and I recall thinking this was a terrible, tacky TV stunt.

Next entered a man who I would later learn was named Steven Johnson. He shot the man in the doorway, who then fell to the floor.

In that moment, time slowed. I’m certain the writers of The Matrix must have experienced this type of trauma. Remember the scenes where Neo is slowly falling backward, almost touching the ground in an epic backbend, and then stands upright? Yeah, it was that kind of slow.

Johnson immediately came at me. As he yanked me back by my hair, all I could think was, He’s so strong for being so skinny. The feeling of hair being ripped out of my head was a new sensation, but in a situation like that you don’t feel pain as you tumble over chairs and get jostled in the mayhem sparked by a man with a gun. At least I didn’t.

“Motherfuckers are leaving in body bags!” Johnson yelled.

And I believed him.

You know the movie Sliding Doors with Gwyneth Paltrow? I’ve always been mesmerized by the thought that one turn, one choice, can change your life. That night, there were two choices, two directions to take. You could either go straight, which led to the kitchen and a dead end, or left, which led to freedom on Tenth Street via the bathroom window. Ryoji and Mel ran to the back of the bar and turned left. Dragged by my hair, I was led to the kitchen.

There were twenty hostages and one angry guy with three pistols and a samurai sword. He threw me on the ground.

The swinging doors to the kitchen were two hundred feet from the front entrance. The narrow aisle gave us a line of sight to the busy Manhattan evening happening outside. I could see police cars had arrived, but freedom seemed far. Standing in the swinging doors, Johnson shot toward the street. An old Asian man looked in the bar to inquire about the commotion. Johnson shot him, too.

“Tie people up,” Johnson demanded, throwing plastic zip ties at me.

I remember the focus in this moment being similar to the way Michael Jordan describes making a basket in a basketball game—time slows and the hoop becomes as large as the moon. I did what I was told, the mental wheels in my head turning frantically, but staying surprisingly on track.

Maybe if I make this loose enough people can get out, I thought to myself as I tied up some of the hostages.

Suddenly, I felt liquid being poured on my head. It burned the cut on my scalp where my hair had been ripped out. I recognized the smell and saw a long red barbecue lighter appear in Johnson’s hand. He flicked sparks in people’s faces as he poured more kerosene over us.

“Motherfuckers are leaving in gasoline shirts today.”

I realized then that this wasn’t a robbery. He wanted people to die, and I was one of those people. He grabbed me firmly by the back of the neck and drew me in front of him like a human shield. The only things I was aware of were a gun pressed to my right temple, a barbecue lighter to my left, and my beige, urine-soaked slacks.

I still remember the outfit I was wearing, a throwback to my lawyer days when I scoured Ann Taylor or Loft for discounted suits with some semblance of personality. When I left the office that day clad in a sleeveless, silk shell shirt and beige pants, I could never have predicted I would lose bodily functions in them as a result of horror and fear.

I could see the NYPD officers outside from where I stood.

“You’re going to be all right,” Johnson murmured in my ear.

Suddenly I feared a new threat. RAPE. As my brain tried to sort through the madness in search of meaning, I shed not a single tear. I distinctly recall dry eyes and an alarming sense of composure when he addressed me directly, personally, intimately.

“What do you want?” I asked, realizing, maybe for the first time, that this was very fucking real.

“I want to talk to the police outside!” he screamed, more expletives flying.

If saliva were flammable, his words would have singed. His anger was palpable, but his reasoning was lost. As I grabbed my Nokia cell phone from my pocket to connect with the police outside, I assumed a role I was wholly untrained to do: negotiator.

“Nine-one-one, this is Robin Arzón. I’m at Bar Veloce on Eleventh Street. There’s a man with a gun, Steven Johnson, and he wants to speak to the NYPD officers standing outside.”

I handed
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