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            Chapter 1
The Crime Scene That Started It All

         
         My heart pounded in my chest, beating a frenetic rhythm against my ribs as the police siren wailed overhead. The Bureau radio
            crackled with a familiar, monotone voice, delivering the latest suspect information. I blazed down Central Avenue, dodging
            pedestrians and cars, scanning the street for anyone who fit the description of our guy. The adrenaline surging through me
            seemed to move my hands with a will of its own—pulling my seat belt taut, nervously reaching for the service weapon at my
            side. Yep, still there, rookie.
         

         
         It was 1978, and my first case as a newly minted FBI agent was to respond to a bank robbery in downtown Phoenix, Arizona,
            with my training agent, who insisted that I take lead. I had no idea what to expect. By the time we got there, the suspect
            was already gone—the Phoenix Police Department was in hot pursuit. My job wouldn’t be to run the guy down after all. Instead,
            it would be to conduct an investigation and help bring the perpetrator to justice after the boys in blue caught up with him.
         

         
         I was the first law enforcement officer on the scene, and as I entered the bank, I felt a roomful of desperate eyes turn to me, like abandoned puppies at a shelter. The next few minutes were a whirl of anxiety and trauma, as I tried to make sense of what the rattled witnesses had just survived. The branch manager talking about gunshots at the speed of an auctioneer just inches from my face, palpable fear still lighting up his eyes. The elderly customers, their expressions aghast, in shock. The five young bank tellers, so stiff with terror they looked like a light breeze would blow them over and shatter them to pieces as they hugged one another in communal fright. The gunman had pointed a gun directly at each of these individuals and threatened to shoot them in the face if anyone moved. Fortunately, none of them were hurt, at least not physically. Now they all looked to me—a very young, inexperienced me—as if I’d know what to do. 

         
         In the coming decades I spent at the Bureau, I’d learn a lot of lessons. Some of them the easy way and some of them the hard
            way—and by “the hard way,” I mean that some things can be learned only by, well, getting stabbed by a criminal. But one of
            the most important lessons I ever learned in all of my career came to me on that very first case, as I stood in that bank
            in Phoenix, trying to remember my training. It was a lesson that would help me throughout my entire Bureau career and beyond,
            something I was not taught at the FBI Academy.
         

         
         Law enforcement isn’t like it’s represented in the movies and TV shows. Sure, there’s plenty of high-stakes moments of excitement.
            But the very best agents—the ones who manage to solve the most cases—aren’t necessarily the strongest ones, or the fastest,
            or even the bravest. What makes a great agent is the keen ability to observe. To notice things that others miss. To absorb
            information in high-pressure environments and connect the dots in ways other people can’t. In the FBI, if you can learn to
            decode the world around you, you’ll reign supreme. In other words, as they said back at the academy in Quantico, learn to
            read the room.
         

         
         I looked around at all the shaken victims surrounding me. Each of them was a treasure trove of vital information, a human repository of data I needed in order to deliver justice to the person who put them through the worst day of their lives. But most people aren’t prepared to deliver information like that on a silver platter, especially after experiencing a violent crime. In those moments, right after a crime takes place, what’s relevant and what’s not, what’s accurately remembered and what’s blurred by memory, what’s safe to say and what could throw a witness into a fit of nerves—sometimes it’s more than even law enforcement officers can handle, let alone innocent bystanders. They had all the answers that would help me apprehend a criminal, but it was up to me to draw those answers out of them. I had to find a way, right in that moment, to earn their trust, to get them talking, to encourage them to open up. To invite me in. To reveal their secrets. To have faith in me. 

         
         I announced to everyone in the bank that I was leading the investigation, that I recognized how traumatizing the morning had
            been for them, and that I needed their cooperation. That statement alone quieted the crowd. They exchanged glances with one
            another, then turned their eyes to me.
         

         
         I reached into my Samsonite briefcase—yes, we used briefcases back then—and pulled out several sheets of paper. Handing them
            out, I instructed everyone to write down the most detailed description of the suspect they could remember. While I wouldn’t
            rely solely on their notes, I needed them to focus, to have something to do—both as a distraction from their trauma and as
            a way to gather the best possible information. In Bureau parlance, I got them to think and not emote.
         

         
         I then asked everyone, even the husband and wife present, to refrain from speaking to each other while writing, so that they
            wouldn’t influence each other’s memories. As is often the case, they immediately focused on jotting down their thoughts, allowing
            me to turn my attention to the other officers and agents arriving and to delegate the work ahead. My role was to interview
            the branch manager—who had nearly been shot when the robber brazenly cocked the slide on the pistol while pointing it at him—and
            two tellers who had seen the suspect up close the most.
         

         
         Meanwhile, the other agents would speak to the remaining witnesses and, with assistance from the Phoenix Police Department, collect evidence. Among the findings were a spent 9mm shell casing and a bullet lodged in a wooden cabinet that had been fired past the manager’s head to motivate the clerks to fill the robber’s bag with money—a threat no one in that room would ever forget. I should note that in the middle of all of this, the manager was very concerned about our need to saw through a beautifully burnished wooden cabinet to collect that bullet that had been fired. He was adamant that we do as little damage as possible, saying he’d have to answer to his boss. You don’t see that in the movies. But in real life, people focus on strange things in moments of duress. He was shaking in fright one minute and bravely defending bank property from evidence collection the next. 

         
         I separated the witnesses I needed to interview, beginning with the manager, who was overwhelmed with information, as if trying
            to douse me with a fire hose of details. The gunshot right past his head must have impacted his hearing, and he spoke in a
            very loud voice. To ease his nerves, I asked if he had family and suggested we arrange a phone call to assure his wife he
            was safe.
         

         
         I also fell back on my years of experience analyzing body language to help ensure my interaction with the manager went as
            smoothly as possible. My job now wasn’t just to be an investigator but to also be a performer, in a sense—striking all the
            right notes of body language. I made sure not to stand too close to the manager, because violating someone’s personal space
            will put them on edge. I stood at an angle, rather than facing him directly, because the subconscious can perceive someone
            directly in front of you as an impediment, an obstacle in your path. I kept my hand gestures slow, easy, and open-palmed,
            because the brain processes sudden movements and fidgety tics as threats, and because pointing at someone with your finger
            subconsciously registers as aggressive and accusatory.
         

         
         These simple but effective body language tips—just a few of many we’ll explore in this book—helped him calm down enough to provide information—and boy, was he full of useful information: details about the weapon, the suspect’s clothing, and even a possible lookout who had been pacing outside, though he wasn’t certain because everything had happened so fast. As he spoke, I was already thinking ahead to what would be required for trial, knowing I would need him to testify clearly and effectively before a jury. 

         
         To get the best information, I first let him vent—about how terrifying the ordeal had been, how sudden and chaotic it felt,
            his anger, his concern for his customers and employees. At the same time, I reassured him that he had handled things well
            and he was safe now. From his tone, his words, and the way he speculated about the crime, I could tell he was deeply shaken.
            Still using a calm and steady voice—and still giving him some personal space, facing him at an angle so as not to threaten
            him—I worked to bring him back to what most people call “normal,” helping him regain a baseline of composure so he could think
            and recall events more clearly.
         

         
         By then he was finally ready for the call with his wife. I wanted him to have privacy, but I needed to be present for the
            call to ensure he didn’t inadvertently say anything that could compromise the investigation or later affect the trial. After
            the brief conversation—one he clearly appreciated—he seemed noticeably more at ease. Seizing the moment, I handed him some
            paper and asked him to diagram his location in the bank that morning, what he had observed leading up to the robbery, and
            what he saw when the suspects fled.
         

         
         With the manager occupied, I turned my attention to the two tellers. I interviewed each separately, taking care to reassure them, just as I had with the manager. They were visibly shaken, and I knew it was crucial to help them feel safe—letting them know that while the robbery had happened, the “cavalry,” as we often say, had arrived. I was especially careful to tilt my head as I spoke to them; it makes you look more receptive and less threatening, and it encourages more open communication. That reassurance helped them focus, but their recollections were more limited than I had hoped. They did remember one particularly helpful detail: the patterned red bandana the suspect had worn over his face. That matched the description of a bank robber who had hit several banks in the Phoenix area over the past few months. 

         
         Midway through the interviews, another agent pulled me aside. The husband and wife who had been inside the bank were insisting
            they wanted no part in the investigation—it was too stressful for them, as he had had a heart attack a few years earlier.
            Honestly, I couldn’t blame them. But as it turned out, they were the only witnesses who had seen the suspect outside before
            entering the bank, accompanied by another individual who, according to them, appeared to be acting as a lookout—perhaps the
            same person the manager had seen pacing.
         

         
         I asked the husband to step outside with me and point out where he had seen the second individual. He agreed. In the blazing
            Arizona sun, we discovered several fresh cigarette butts left at the scene. At the time, DNA analysis wasn’t yet in use, but
            we routinely collected cigarette butts because 80 percent of people secrete their blood type in their saliva, which was often
            helpful in identifying or ruling out suspects. With some luck, I found a torn match that had been used to light one of the
            cigarettes. That seemingly small piece of evidence would later prove critical—matching perfectly to a book of matches found
            in the pocket of a suspect later charged as an accessory and identified as the getaway driver. If you want to see how that
            works, take a piece of paper and tear it with both hands any way you wish. Those two pieces will match perfectly to the exclusion
            of any other similarly torn paper.
         

         
         While outside, I took the opportunity to connect with the elderly man, letting him know how valuable his help was. I assured
            him that, while his involvement was an inconvenience for him, the information he and his wife provided could ultimately prevent
            future robberies. I noticed that he went from calling me Agent Navarro to eventually referring to me simply as Joe. Believe
            it or not, that is progress.
         

         
         Somehow, we hit it off. He shared stories about his life, including his time serving in Korea. I told him about escaping from Cuba as a child with my family. We had only a few tidbits of commonality, but we were still able to forge a genuine connection. Back inside, he convinced his wife that cooperating was the right thing to do, and that Joe had an interesting background. They could trust me.
         

         
         To put it mildly, it was a long day—not just because of the investigation itself but because of the time I spent getting to
            know the witnesses, earning their trust, and helping them understand the significance of their testimony in a future trial.
            While we had surveillance footage from the bank, the resolution in those days was so poor that the images were barely discernible.
            Still, once we had the suspects in custody, it was just enough to help piece the case together. It was also the day I realized
            that, contrary to what you might see on TV, Bureau work is a lot of paperwork. All that information had to be written up;
            evidence had to be sent to the lab. Endless hours of writing and collating, writing and collating.
         

         
         A few months before the trial, the US Attorney’s Office reached out, instructing me to contact all the witnesses and prepare
            them for court. Once again, I had to reconnect with everyone from that day. But I was relieved to discover that the hardest
            part of my job had already been done: Because I had built trust with them early on, they were willing to cooperate. No one
            was thrilled about going to trial, but they were supportive and kind. That experience reinforced an important lesson about
            the value of establishing real connections with people, even under difficult circumstances. Nearly a year and a half later,
            those relationships still held.
         

         
         The gentleman who had observed the suspects outside and helped collect evidence told me something that stuck with me: If I
            hadn’t taken the time to get to know him and his background, he likely wouldn’t have been willing to assist further. That
            conversation had made all the difference. In fact, after getting home, a neighbor of his who was an attorney told him that
            he had no duty to testify or cooperate. But because of the efforts I had spent in developing his trust, he followed through
            anyway.
         

         
         “I didn’t want to let you down,” he told me.

         
         As he spoke, I reflected on just how critical it is to have a willing, cooperative witness. A reluctant witness can be a nightmare—not
            only for the agent handling them but also for the courtroom and the jury, who may perceive their hesitation as dishonesty.
         

         
         This was my first major case, and it shaped me as I moved on to investigate even more complex ones. I came to realize that,
            at its core, my job wasn’t just about solving crimes—it was about people. The relationships I built, even in the most challenging
            circumstances, were what truly mattered.
         

         
         Evidence could always be collected. But human testimony—the narrative that brings a case to life for a jury—was never guaranteed.
            The only way to come close to securing it was to connect with people. That was the most important lesson I learned that day,
            and it was one that would serve me for the rest of my career.
         

         
         

         Over my years in law enforcement, I’d encounter just about every kind of person you can imagine, often in circumstances I’m
            quite confident you can’t imagine. People of all ages, from all walks of life, from every conceivable background. Some were well composed and highly
            capable of working with me; others were falling apart at the seams. No two thought the same way, saw the same thing, remembered
            the details equally—no matter how hard they tried.
         

         
         People could be reliable and unreliable all in the same sentence, because the brain is not a video camera. We are fallible
            and fragile beings, us humans. But I discovered that how I interacted with them—the way I carried myself, the way I modulated my voice, the way I sensed when a reassuring hand on the shoulder could provide a small amount of comfort—made all the difference. If I navigated our interaction just right, like finding my way through a social maze, I’d locate that perfect piece of information that would make a confoundingly blurry case suddenly lock into focus. 

         
         In other words, to be an effective FBI agent, I didn’t just have to learn how to handle my service weapon, navigate the law,
            or execute a search warrant. I had to learn to connect with people. With victims, with bystanders, with witnesses—and yes,
            even with criminals. That is what really mattered.
         

         
         On that day in late May 1978, when I entered the bank in Phoenix, I also walked into a new dimension I needed to master, one
            in which no college degree can help. In fact, there is no degree in this field that I can think of. I stepped through the
            doors of that bank and into the Twilight Zone, a brand-new domain where building human relationships was the coin of the realm.
         

         
         I would spend all of my career there.

         
         In my quarter-century as an FBI agent—from analyzing reports to catching spies—what I was really doing was trying to connect
            with other people, over and over and over again.
         

         
         Every informant I recruited, every foreign enemy I helped convince to betray their own country, every criminal I got to confess—the
            one skill that made it all possible was my ability to connect with them. It became my sole priority, my primary objective,
            my guiding light.
         

         
         Connect with someone, I mean genuinely connect with them, and they will trust you with the facts and do their best to help
            you. Connect with them, truly connect with them, and you can even get a suspect to confess.
         

         
         It didn’t just apply to law enforcement, either. Learning to connect with people gave me the ability to make strangers into
            fast friends, coworkers into colleagues, and even a passing interest into a lifelong relationship.
         

         
         For fifty years, in the FBI and my second career teaching others about human behavior and nonverbal communication, I have continually tested and reaffirmed this truth. It wasn’t the badge that defined my success—I’ve been without one for more than two decades. What truly made the difference was my ability to connect. 

         
         And I’m going to show you how to tap into that endlessly valuable skill set in your own life. You won’t even have to rush
            toward a bank robbery to unlock its limitless potential. All you need to do is pour yourself a beverage, sit back, and enjoy
            the book in your hands.
         

         
         Let’s get ready to connect.

         
         
            
               
                  Key Takeaways

                  
                     	In any situation, learn to read the room. Scan the environment and everyone in it to determine where you are, who you’re with, and what is going on. Gather the data,
                        then decide how to act.
                     

                     	Don’t dismiss emotions—notice and address them. I acknowledged the victims’ fears, anxieties, and trauma, and tried my best
                        to accommodate them—letting them vent or talk about their families. If I hadn’t eased their stress—if I’d ignored their emotions
                        and barreled ahead with aggressive questions right away—they might never have shared information we ultimately needed to catch
                        and convict the criminal.
                     

                     	Your presence and behavior have a powerful effect on others. When I interviewed the victims, I reassured them—told them they
                        were safe, that they’d handled themselves admirably. Kindness is a key to more doors than you’d think.
                     

                     	Body language is a powerful tool for both clocking and relieving stress. I read the victim’s trauma in their jitteriness, their pained facial expressions, their panicked speech. Then I helped diffuse it with my own body language: smooth hand gestures, respecting personal space, facing victims at an angle, and speaking in a smooth, calm tone. 

                     	Validate what others have experienced so that they will trust you. If I had told the bank manager to calm down, he probably
                        would have done the opposite—and I wouldn’t blame him. Meet people where they are.
                     

                     	Cooperation is a skill set that can be developed, but it requires respect, empathy, and establishing good rapport with others.
                        Think of the older gentleman who agreed to cooperate with my investigation—but only after I’d gotten on a first-name basis
                        with him.
                     

                  

               

            

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
We All Speak the Same Language

         
         Eyebrows taught me how to survive.

         
         The way they arched in delight when someone recognized a friend on the street. The way they pulled downward, crinkling the
            eyes, at a comment that registered confusion. The way they furrowed together to express suspicion, even anger. Friendly or
            not friendly, safe or not safe—eyebrows showed me the way.
         

         
         At eight years old, my family fled Communist Cuba for the United States, just months after the Bay of Pigs disaster. It was
            a time when a lack of honest communication took the world to the brink—when coded messages and disinformation and all the
            ways politics and espionage can twist the written and spoken word threatened the very existence of human civilization. One
            misinterpreted action, one poorly translated message intercepted on its trip from one operative to another, and the planet
            could have been engulfed in flames.
         

         
         But that was between adults. I just wanted to learn to fit in around my new home of Miami. I was desperate to be able to communicate,
            to understand and be understood.
         

         
         The stakes weren’t quite so high as a geopolitical conflict, but as a kid, they often felt like it. I was in a new school, in a new city, in a new country—and at first, I didn’t speak English. Of course you’ll have guessed from reading this that I learned it over time. But before that, if I stood any chance of blending in, of being a successful student, maybe even of making a friend—if I was going to connect to people, really get to know them and let them get to know me—I had to develop a fluency in another dialect. 

         
         This dialect wasn’t taught in school. I didn’t get formal lessons about its grammar and vocabulary at home. I never read a
            book about its origin or its authenticity. But it was spoken all around me.
         

         
         It was a dialect I later learned had connected people, across vast distances and cultures, spanning continents and oceans
            and borders throughout time. It was the first dialect early settlers used with Native Americans, the universal language that
            united early seafaring peoples as they landed on strange shores for the first time. An ancient dialect we all practice but
            can’t all decipher—at least not without some guidance.
         

         
         Out of necessity, I learned to decode body language.

         
         The eyebrows, yes, but so much more. A squint could tell me someone wasn’t so happy to see me and I’d better steer clear.
            A furrowed brow let me know someone was feeling upset. A fellow student might touch their face when the teacher asked a tough
            question, a response I’d later learn is a way of subconsciously soothing yourself to deal with stress.
         

         
         Without even knowing it, without saying a word, my new classmates and teachers communicated the equivalent of paragraphs upon
            paragraphs of information. And unlike speech, I could always trust that this information was accurate—something that, in time,
            would save my life.
         

         
         I suspect that shortly after language was invented, lying soon followed. But the body didn’t get that memo; we reveal our inner feelings all over our bodies. Inner truth practically leaks through our pores. Even when we lie, our physical cues keep us honest. My early reliance on body language taught me about deception at a young age. I can’t tell you how often I’d hear one thing in someone’s words but see something altogether different on their face—little signs of nervousness, indifference, stress. Little tells—to borrow a word from poker—many of which you’ll learn to recognize in this book.
         

         
         That talent for finding the truth hidden in the turn of a hand, the twitch of a lip, or the tapping of a foot led me to the
            FBI, where I became the second-youngest member to join the force at the time. Suddenly the stakes of communication felt nearly
            as dire as the firestorm that brought me to America in the first place, back in the days of the Cold War.
         

         
         For twenty-five years, thirteen of them in the Bureau’s elite National Security Behavioral Analysis Program, I applied my
            skills for reading people to catch spies, ferret out moles, and reveal hostile intelligence officers whose words were smooth
            as butter—but whose body language was rough as steel wool.
         

         
         I put away killers because of how they moved their eyelids or shifted their jaws. I caught military spies over a cigarette
            trembling between two fingers, or eyes that squinted at the wrong time, as they were helpless to hide their truthful body
            language beneath their tongue’s slick lies. I wrote about this in my book Three Minutes to Doomsday (Scribner)—a true espionage case based on body language.
         

         
         But body language analysis is not always so grave a matter. What it’s really all about is connection—trying to understand
            someone, truly understand them, perhaps even in ways they don’t understand themselves.
         

         
         My expertise allowed me to tell the difference between good guys and bad guys because it allowed me to see past the false
            images they tried to construct with their words, to reveal the truth behind the proverbial mask. Long before I was in law
            enforcement, it was that quality that ignited my passion for understanding all the nuances of nonverbal communication. Not
            the desire to catch bad guys—though that proved quite useful, of course—but the desire to understand, to be understood, to
            connect.
         

         
         I’ve come a long, long way since that eight-year-old refugee boy set foot in a strange land, unable to connect, as the other kids did, through the English language. After retiring from the FBI, I wanted to share what I’d studied for decades with the public, so I wrote a book, What Every BODY Is Saying, about all the nonverbal behaviors we use to express comfort and discomfort, ease and unease, confidence or lack of confidence,
            without even meaning to. To my surprise, it became an international bestseller. It’s been translated into dozens of languages
            and has sold more than a million copies around the world.
         

         
         That was just the beginning. What Every BODY Is Saying sparked what turned out to be a long-running literary career of writing books on the endlessly fascinating world of nonverbal
            communication and human behavior. To garner such widespread readership is both an edifying and humbling experience, and one
            I have a responsibility to consider. I hope it does not sound overly sentimental to say that I hoped my books would help people.
            But I knew most of my readers wouldn’t use body language as I had, to lock up criminals and put away spies. No offense, but
            most of you won’t be taking my old job at the FBI any time soon.
         

         
         But that does not mean how you use nonverbal communication is any less impactful, whether you are communicating kindness and
            empathy to a child, someone you are interested in dating, or while mentoring a junior colleague at work. To me, sharing the
            secrets of body language is equally important in any situation, no matter how it is used.
         

         
         So what is it that I really want to share with you? What is it that compelled millions of people to shell out their hard-won
            cash to buy my books? Why, in our world of constant distraction, did you turn off the TV, put down your phone, pluck this
            tome from the shelf (or pull it up on your favorite e-book or audiobook program), and read your way down to this sentence,
            written by a guy who uses silly words like glabella (the space between your eyebrows), zygomaticus major (a muscle that pulls the mouth superolaterally), and prosody (the sounds and rhythms of speaking)?
         

         
         These questions ricocheted around the pinball machine of my mind. And then I started reading the latest headlines about a
            loneliness epidemic in America, with more and more people saying they have few, if any, close friends. About breakdowns in
            civic trust, the suspicion that anything we hear online could be untrue. Parents not knowing how to talk to children; children
            unwilling to talk to their parents. I read about a tumultuous job market where people have trouble knowing where they stand.
            About a treacherous gap widening between red states and blue states, us and them, you and me. Or the inability of a screen-fixated
            generation to accurately observe others and interpret what they are seeing, let alone communicate with them effectively—without
            the aid of emojis (no offense to those of you fluent in smiley faces).
         

         
         It is all so familiar. The number one problem in business, according to experts, is and has always been communication—and
            it is the same in families and with couples. It shouldn’t be. Breakdowns in communication and understanding threaten interpersonal
            cohesiveness, work performance, and cooperation. They inhibit our ability to react to situations and respond appropriately
            to new circumstances. Poor communication skills limit our ability to empathize, to demonstrate how we truly feel. And in the
            end, they prevent us from enjoying a richer life, isolating us from those around us—just like me when I was eight years old.
         

         
         And what is it I wanted then, before I wanted to excel as an FBI agent or share my knowledge with the world in books? What
            was it I wanted when I so carefully scrutinized eyebrows as a child, when I began scribbling down observations about body
            language on index cards as a teenager, when I sat down to start writing this book?
         

         
         What got all of this started?

         
         It is simple.

         
         I think of that little boy, looking at all the American kids, with their shared culture, mannerisms, and language—chasing
            one another across the playground, cracking jokes together in the halls, beaming with pride when a teacher gave them praise.
            I, too, wanted that.
         

         
         I wanted to connect.

         
         I wanted to feel connected.

         
         I wanted to know and be known, to be accepted, to be heard.

         
         It is this fundamental human desire that unites us. After all, we are a social species, driven by our inherent biology to
            strive for connection with others. And I learned at a young age that body language is one of the best tools we have for establishing
            those connections. You simply have to learn to use it effectively.
         

         
         In this book, I’m going to teach you how to use body language to forge new relationships and strengthen the bonds you already
            have.
         

         
         You’ll learn how nonverbal behaviors have cascaded through our ancestors, down the long ladder of evolution, to grant us the
            superpower of speaking without speaking.
         

         
         I’ll teach you how recognizing body language in others—and developing a greater awareness of your own unconscious body language—can
            make you a better family member, coworker, partner, and leader.
         

         
         I’ll even tell you how body language impacts a first date.

         
         My goal isn’t to help you use body language to manipulate others or contrive an outward image of yourself. Like I said before,
            body language keeps us honest. And while some people may use it to help them lie, they do so at the peril of undermining trust,
            and so I don’t recommend it. Instead, my goal is to help you see the truth—of what others feel, of what you unconsciously
            communicate to them, and of what all of us really want: to know others, to be known, to connect.
         

         
         
            What Is Body Language Anyway?

            In popular culture, body language often sounds ambiguous. “His body language was off,” we might say about someone who made
               us suspicious. “I didn’t like her—there was something off about her body language that gave me a bad vibe,” we’d say about
               a standoffish friend of a friend.
            

            
            But what specifically was it about their body language that prompted those interpretations? How does body language work, really?

            
            Body language, or nonverbal communication, is a means of sharing information with others. Human beings do not only speak with
               our mouths. Our faces, our posture, our gestures, the way we touch (called haptics) and the way we move (called kinesics) all resonate with data. In fact, researchers have determined that we say more with our bodies than our language. Even the
               longest-winded person you know communicates more through nonverbal actions than through words.
            

            
            Of course, unlike speaking or writing, we’re not always aware of our own nonverbal communication. We speak through our bodies,
               but our bodies also speak for us. And in doing so, they may unintentionally reveal when we are nervous, lacking confidence, or uncomfortable. This, in turn,
               can impact how we are perceived.
            

            
            But developing a certain level of fluency in nonverbal communication allows us to better understand others. And it can help
               us manage our own behaviors so that others see us the way we want to be seen.
            

            
            Both professionally and personally, practicing nonverbal communication skills will enrich your life, strengthen your relationships,
               and help you build new and more robust ones.
            

            
            The best part about studying nonverbal communication is that it’s universal. Regardless of your background, your personality,
               your ethnicity, or anything else, nonverbal communication will help you understand those around you.
            

            
            I know from decades of experience that anyone can learn it if they apply themselves. I’ve taught the skill to thousands of
               people just like you. And in this book, we’ll embark together on a journey of discovery, research, field observations, and
               empathetic understanding that leads to better connections. In just a few chapters, you’ll develop the ability to read body
               language like a pro—or at least well enough to become a more effective communicator.
            

            
            
               
                  
                     Key Takeaways

                     
                        	Body language communicates even more information than the squiggly symbols you are reading right now—you just have to learn
                           how to see it. We reveal our feelings through our bodies, whether we mean to or not.
                        

                        	Because body language is often unconscious, it tends to be more honest and forthcoming than verbal or written communication.
                           Even when we lie, our bodies usually tell the truth.
                        

                        	Poor communication is a primary source of conflict, both at home and at work—but it doesn’t have to be. Practicing nonverbal
                           communication skills can help us better connect with and understand others.
                        

                        	In fact, those skills are a key element of establishing and maintaining good relationships in the first place. Learning more
                           about nonverbal communication can take those relationships to the next level.
                        

                        	Body language is shaped by culture, but its roots are universal. Anyone and everyone can benefit from learning more about
                           nonverbal communication.
                        

                     

                  

               

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter 3
The Ancient Roots That Connect Us

         
         What does the baby want when he cries?

         
         Does my friend have something they’re afraid to tell me?

         
         Am I safe at the ATM right now?

         
         Nonverbal communication has the power to answer so many important questions. But it also presents a question, one that gets at the very essence of our human experience—who we are, where we come from, and what it means to
            be.
         

         
         I’ll state it simply: How?

         
         When your joke doesn’t land with your date, and you can tell their laugh is fake . . . how is it that you know?

         
         When a kid tells a fib, fiddling with their thumbs and avoiding eye contact, obvious as can be . . . how do we all naturally
            recognize these odd behaviors as a sign that something is off, that he may be bending the truth?
         

         
         When that coworker you always complain to your spouse about has a little too much to drink at the office Christmas party and spills red wine all over his polar bear sweater, and your spouse makes that face at you—you know the face, just a hint of a smirk, too subtle for anyone else to notice—and you can already tell exactly what you’re both going to say on the car ride home . . . how do you understand it without even thinking? 

         
         How is it that we all speak this language of nonverbal communication, even without studying it like an FBI agent does? How
            is it that most every one of the 8.5 billion separate and unique individuals on this planet each displays some of the very
            same subconscious behaviors?
         

         
         The purpose of this book isn’t just to teach you how to use nonverbal communication to build strong connections—though it’ll
            certainly help. It’s to teach you that nonverbal communication already connects you to every other person. It proves that, even in our atomized times, even in our wildly different individual lives,
            we all share a commonality that runs deeper than words—a common set of roots going back to the very origins of our species.
         

         
         The lives of early humans echo through our long-established neural networks, especially those areas of the brain often referred
            to as the “limbic system” that govern our instincts and basic emotions. When we raise our eyebrows in surprise or squint in
            consternation, our long-dead ancestors move within us.
         

         
         How do we all “speak” this nonverbal language?

         
         Turns out it was out of necessity. And the answer goes all the way back to the very beginning, to an old friend of mine.

         
         I’m talking, of course, about my good friend Lucy.

         
         Lucy had a really tough life. In 1974, Dr. Donald Johanson and his team of paleoanthropologists unceremoniously unearthed
            her from her no-longer-final resting place in modern-day Ethiopia. She looked pretty good to be approximately 3.2 million
            years old.
         

         
         Lucy was the first skeleton of Australopithecus afarensis that we Homo sapiens discovered. You won’t find this early hominid species on Ancestry.com, but they nonetheless occupy a branch close to the
            base of our family tree, sharing a common ancestor with us.
         

         
         Unlike apes, whose legs run straight down from the hip joint, causing them to sort of waddle as they walk, Lucy’s femurs angled inward, like ours. She and her kind could walk just as smoothly as us. She was the paleolithic version of a runway model. 

         
         The same biological adaptations that allowed Lucy to bend her knees and walk with an efficient stride would trickle down through
            the millennia to allow early humans to flee predators and chase prey—and eventually empower vast excursions populating the
            planet. They’d make ballet dancers pirouette across stages and football players charge and pivot down the field.
         

         
         Even next to tragedies like Swan Lake—or, depending on your team, the last Super Bowl—Lucy’s life, much like the lives of early humans who emerged a few million
            years later, was punishingly harsh. Our ancestors moved through a world full of teeth and claws. They weren’t as fast as big
            cats, as strong as hyenas, or as mobile as spotted dogs. But they had another tool for fighting their way through the Darwinian
            struggle for survival: larger brains with an innate and ingenious capacity for communication.
         

         
         For early hominids, the ability to communicate quietly—to point out danger, plan a hunt, or make an escape without alerting
            a predator—was the difference between life and death. It kept them alive long enough to develop tools, to harness fire, even
            to eventually develop farming. These early modes of nonverbal communication embedded themselves in our very DNA, forming paleo-circuits, as the renowned anthropologist Dr. David Givens taught me to call them. In evolutionary terms, these are the oldest parts
            of our brains, predating the neocortex and its logic, written and verbal language, and capacity for abstract reasoning. These
            paleo-circuits control our most basic emotions and survival behaviors—including much of our body language.
         

         
         That means body language is literally encoded in us at the most fundamental level. It connects us to our distant ancestors—and
            therefore to one another. Our facial expressions, the tones of our voices, even our laughter likely has its origins in this
            chain of nonverbal evolution.
         

         
         It’s still the subject of debate, but one prominent theory among researchers is that laughter helped early humans to bond, to show we mean well even in low light when smiles are obscured, and to indicate when danger or discomfort has passed—an expression of safety. Lucy most likely did not know how to tell a joke, but she knew how to laugh when someone did something silly, and she could express herself sufficiently to survive in an environment most of us would not exactly thrive in now. 

         
         Today, the majority of my readers aren’t at risk of becoming an apex predator’s lunch. But that nonverbal heritage remains
            the primary means by which we communicate, no matter where you live or where you come from. It’s part of who we are, every
            bit as much as our skin, our hands and feet, even our faces.
         

         
         

         Nonverbal communication goes back to our shared beginnings, but it also defines our individual beginnings. Before we’re even
            born, when we’re still in the womb, we display self-soothing behaviors, sucking our thumbs and hugging ourselves—some of the
            very same behaviors we’ll use to deal with stress, insecurities, and pain as we grow older.
         

         
         From the moment each of us is born, we physically express discomfort at the cold, bright, overwhelming new world, scrunching
            our faces and sucking air into our lungs so we can cry. Then we immediately display signs of comfort when we are hugged and
            swaddled.
         

         
         How do we know how to express such a wide range of feelings, without anyone teaching us? It’s implanted in our brains—literally.

         
         Right in the middle of your noggin, there’s a curved structure that bridges the left and right hemispheres: the cingulate gyrus. This fascinating part of your neuroanatomy has the incredible ability to take the emotional and turn it into the physical. Think of it like a translator, turning happiness into a smile, anger into a scowl, stress into an elevated heart rate. It’s also
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