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      Leonardo da Vinci once said, “Simplicity is the ultimate sophistication.” Albert Einstein
        said that if you can’t explain something to a six-year-old, then you don’t understand it
        yourself. Occam’s razor states that the simplest answer is usually the right one. Still, a
        simpleton like me worries that it’s oversimplifying to say, and it pains me to write this,
        that this book is about being nice. 

      You may have just cringed a little. I know I did. 

      Other very successful authors and researchers have published seminal works on “nice,” and
        it is not my intention either to add to or subtract (but definitely steal) from the body of
        work they’ve contributed to the topic. For one thing, I am neither a
            successful author nor a very good researcher. 

      I wanted to write a true self-help book—one that would help me.
        Because something you must understand first and foremost is that I am
            not a People Person. Sure, I possess certain characteristics that
        are traditional to People People like affability and a firm handshake, and I’m a bit fun
        loving (as evidenced by the cover photo), but as you’ll discover in the following pages,
        there’s a lot more to it than just being a bit extroverted. 

      I’ve approached this topic from a more personal perspective than other books I’ve written,
        sharing truths that I’ve discovered in my various career iterations. Or maybe they’re not
        altogether “truths.” Perhaps they’re just my opinions and what I personally consider to be
        truths. Either way, you’re stuck with the book now, so you may as well accept them as
        truths. (Trust me, it’ll make the reading seem less tedious.) Rest assured, this is not
        entirely an autobiographical, whimsical collection of anecdotes and experience. I have
        mingled some data and relevant business examples into the argument as well. 

      People People are nice people, truly nice people. Not temporary, “how will it benefit me
        to be nice?” people. But people who care . . . about business—sure;
        about pleasing clients—absolutely; about doing excellent work—of course. But more to the
        point: people who genuinely care about other people. 

      I hope you’ll indulge me the following reminiscences here; my intent is to provide some
        context, frame the argument, set the stage, lay the table and fill the tub. 

      
Watching Scotty Grow 

      I was born in Michigan and my parents divorced when I was still a baby. Without a father
        in the home, life was difficult for the four of us kids (two boys, two girls) and our
        mother, Lillian. She was committed to being an at-home, traditional mother to the greatest
        possible extent, often sacrificing well-paying work so she could be there for us in the
        mornings and after school. She chose to forgo the luxuries that pursuing a full-time career
        might provide, rather than raise us in absentia, even if that sometimes meant living in
        government housing projects, small apartments or other humble quarters. But we were happy
        enough, and I have fond memories of those simple, hand-to-mouth days. I had some interesting
        friends growing up, to say the least, and the neighborhood games and goofing off lasted late
        into the night. 

      But as with all kids, especially boys it seems, I needed the role model, love, security
        and balance that a father in the home can provide. Many good men from our neighborhood and
        church would invite me to join them and their kids on campouts and fishing and hunting
        outings. Usually two men from the church would visit our home at least monthly to assess how
        we were doing and provide material help when times were tight, which wasn’t infrequently.
        Christmases were always highlighted by sweet acts of service and charity, as caring people
        would often anonymously leave foods, treats or gifts at our doorstep. They would help get me
        involved in Boy Scouts and other youth activities to provide discipline, direction and
        preparation for adult life. 

      As Mom tried to find a suitable man for both her and us, the occasional nutjob would
        surface. One such was a college professor that rubbed all four of us kids the wrong way. He
        was a bit stern, quite creepy, a neat freak and stereotypically nerdy. Though we didn’t
        really mind that some guy would take our dad’s place at home, we
        certainly didn’t want it to be this guy. Mom wasn’t too crazy about him
        either, and one spring evening in a park as they sat and talked on a picnic blanket she told
        him it was over. This didn’t sit well with him. He began to curse her and, filled with rage,
        held her down and began choking her. He was strong and fit but somehow my spunky little
        mother was able to get him off her and run. She ran scream-praying
            (“Hellllllp me, sweet Jesus—strengthen my legs! God above, save me
        now!”) through the park to the main road and, miraculously, he was never able to catch up to
        her. 

      She hailed a passing car and without waiting yanked a door open and jumped in. A shocked
        but understanding couple drove her straight home. She woke us up and told us we were moving
        the next day. She wasn’t sure where, but it was time to go and the “good Lord would
        provide.” She called the men from the church for help. 

      That next morning one of them rented a U-Haul and helped us load everything up. His
        parents lived out in Utah, and he suggested that out West would be a good place to start
        over: a clean and friendly environment where we could distance ourselves from the kooks Mom
        had been dating. Another kind man showed up with his comfortable new Ford LTD. We left our
        1971 Volkswagen Beetle behind, knowing full well that it stood no chance of crossing the
        Great Plains, as it could barely make it to the A&P without suffering seizures and
        spasms befitting a poisoning victim. We piled into the spacious Ford and the cab of the
        U-Haul. Both men took time off from their jobs and, leaving their families for a week, drove
        us 1,900 miles west. 

      I don’t recall either of those two saintly men being charming or having bigger-than-life
        personalities. Neither was terribly flashy or slick. In fact, both of them seemed a little
        on the quiet, humble side. But their selfless actions reflected their genuine concern for
        us. They cared. 

      In Utah there was no lack of people reaching out to offer assistance or service to a
        single mom with a full load. Once again other men became role models for me, mostly my
        friends’ dads, who were patient and accepting. Most were hard-working, honest men who cared
        for their own and extended kindnesses to others. Still, I never felt entirely comfortable
        with kids who had both a mom and dad at home, especially if the dad made a decent living.
        Somehow I felt inferior to these kids and unworthy of their friendship, feelings my sweet
        mother exorcised with positive and uplifting words of encouragement. And she mostly
        succeeded. 

      I remember one girl I really liked told me her dad made $32,000 a
            year! (This was 1979, mind you—and Utah, to boot!) I was crushed. I knew I
        could never be with her. We were in totally different worlds—a princess and a pauper,
        separated by the chasm of disparate incomes. Hers was the kind of home where they could buy
        two or three gallons of milk at the same time! My mom would buy one
        half gallon and mix it with powdered milk and water in an empty gallon jug. I had serious
        doubts that any member of this girl’s family had ever, out of absurd necessity, used
        newspaper, grocery bags or hand towels as a substitute for toilet paper like we did. Her
        family drove a beautiful blue Chevy Suburban, with automatic transmission, leather seats and
        air conditioning; we had a mud brown Chevy Nova, with a “three on the tree” tranny, plastic
        seats and squeaky-stiff roll-down windows. I reasoned that anybody whose dad could pull up
        to a gas station and fill the tank instead of just putting in whatever
        they had dug from their purse or car ashtray ($3.86 or $7.04) was as likely to be my
        girlfriend as I was likely to ever let her see, much less step foot in, our rental unit. (It
        would be years before I finally allowed a girl to visit me at home, and that was in college,
        when you were expected to live in squalor without suffering any dings to your pride.) 

      
It Takes a Thief 

      And so, due to my social insecurity, I made close friends with boys whose parents were
        divorced or had economic circumstances that more closely matched my own. We had a bond: we
        were all pretty poor . . . and so we stole. Once we got past the initial conscience-rending
        guilt of stealing (sadly, it didn’t take us long), we hardened our hearts and embraced the
        ease of breaching society’s trust. Sure, many decent people would offer us summer work in
        their cherry or apple orchards, mowing lawns or chopping wood to try to teach us hard work
        and self-sufficiency, but we rarely lasted more than a day or two on the job before we
        reckoned stealing what we wanted was easier. We’d rather have been sneaking in to see
            Star Wars or Smokey and the Bandit on a hot
        summer day than balancing for our lives on top of a rickety wooden ladder leaning against
        the bough of a cherry tree and filling our buckets for 25¢ a crate. 

      Well-intentioned adults would pay us up front to deliver the Shopper’s
            Guide, a free weekly newspaper, to a hundred or so doorsteps. We’d take the
        cash and dump the papers in a garbage bin. We needed money to play all those arcade games
        and foosball, and my friends knew where their older siblings hid their savings. And if we
        were out of quarters, we knew where to get slugs or how to use static electricity to shock
        the games and get free credits. 

      When we were hungry we’d go to the supermarket and eat right off the shelves. We’d walk
        into restaurants and ask to use the bathroom. On our way out of the restaurant, we’d split
        up and steal the tips left on the tables. On Labor Day weekend we’d use fake names and sign
        up at 7-Eleven to take around milk cartons to collect donations for the Jerry Lewis Telethon
        and then keep the money (I didn’t care for that scheme too much; in fact, often my
        conscience would rear its long-dormant head and poke at me from somewhere deep down). 

      At some point we upped the ante and began stealing out of cars. Then homes. Anything
        people left in plain sight was fair game. We stole from lockers at the city pool. We stole
        from school. We stole from church (curiously, and I would say significantly, we never stole
        a dime from offerings we were assigned to collect from church members). We stole from people
        who went to church, while they were at church. Our neighbors. Our
        friends. We stole from the very men who reached out to us in love and patience. 

      We were lazy, ungrateful, disrespectful and shameless. We were bad kids, but we didn’t
        have “hearts of gold.” Not unless we ripped them off from someone else. What made matters
        infinitely worse was we were truant. We were wreaking much of this havoc during
            school. My dear mother, to be able to better provide for our teenager needs
        like food, food and more food (and Clearasil and terry cloth polo shirts), eventually caved
        and took a job that required her to leave the house each day at 7 a.m. She trusted that I
        was getting myself up, getting ready and getting to school; being responsible—a good young
        man. 

      I did, nor was, none of those things. 

      I was in seventh grade. I was sleeping in until nine or ten or whenever The
            Price Is Right came on. I’d lie around watching TV until my friends came over
        and it was time to go out and find something illegal to do. In a single term of forty-five
        school days, I was absent thirty-eight of them. My grade point average was a negative
        integer. I’d intercept phone calls and messages from the school. 

      And then I got caught. 

      We all did, really. We weren’t exactly criminal masterminds; we were just felonious
        juveniles living on the edge. One Sunday afternoon we skipped out of church services early
        to raid the faithful’s homes—as was our custom. While climbing into a neighbor’s home
        through a back window in broad daylight, my friend Casey suddenly stopped halfway in. From
        where Eric, our other accomplice, and I were standing we saw nothing, but we could hear a
        female voice. The wonderful mother of the home, Mrs. Fielding, was sitting in a chair right
        by the window. The curtains were closed, so we hadn’t seen her. Without skipping a beat,
        Casey—as nonchalantly as he could sound on all fours climbing through the window, his rear
        end pointing back out at us—pleasantly said, “Oh, hi. Is Curtis [her son] home?” 

      At this point, Eric and I would have been smart to turn tail and run. This was Casey’s
        problem now. There’s no honor among thieves. So long, sucker. But, ever the actor, I felt
        compelled to corroborate Casey’s brilliant cover ploy and piped up, “What time
            is it anyway? Is Curtis at church?” Mrs. Fielding pulled the
        curtains back and saw Eric and me. She didn’t have the usual warm smile that was typical of
        her. She looked disappointed. 

       “Oh, hello, Mrs. Fielding. How are you?” I continued the charade. “Is it time for church
        already?” 

      She said nothing. She looked unhappy, but not angry. 

      “Daylight savings,” Eric contributed. “That’s right. It’s an hour later than what we
        thought. Shoot.” He was good. 

      “I guess we’d better get over to the church, then,” I said. “Great to see you. Please tell
        Curtis we said ‘Hi.’ Oh, wait, I guess we’ll just tell him ourselves over there. Ha ha.” 

      Casey slowly backed out and dropped down to the ground. We took off, thinking we were in
        the clear, giggling to shake off the nervous rush we felt. Rather than cut our losses and
        race back to church, we actually had the audacity to move on to the next house, where we
        found $33 in cash in the bureau of the master bedroom. We took it and buried it under a rock
        in a field near my apartment and then headed back to the chapel to be there when the
        meetings ended, innocent as can be. 

      The very next morning my new life as a former criminal began. 

      My mother entered my room to wake me up at 7 a.m. She had that look on her face that shot
        terror through me from my head to my toes, and I knew that she knew about everything—about
        stealing, about school, about lying to her; that look only a mother can authentically muster
        that simultaneously registers shock, anger and deep hurt. 

      Before we were taken into police custody to be booked, the officers agreed to hold a sort
        of informal court for the benefit of the adult neighbors. The detective assigned to
        investigate the rash of burglaries and thefts in the area was keen to hear our full
        confessions, as were our parents and the other adult victims. They gathered, some twenty or
        so, in the front room of the Fielding’s home. Every schoolkid, friend or foe, within two
        miles was waiting on the front lawn while the closed-door testimonials took place. Each of
        us, five in total, took our turns one by one spilling our guts and baring our souls to the
        gallery. 

      The shame I felt was indescribable. We had hurt people. Lost their trust. Caused them
        grief and trouble. We had disrespected them and victimized them. Entered their homes,
        violated their privacy and their property. We had no excuses for our actions. We knew what
        we were doing was wrong. We chose to break the law. We wanted money and we didn’t want to
        work for it. 

      After several hours of painful testimony, and to my eternal horror, we were frisked,
        handcuffed and paraded out the front door past all the other noncriminal kids (later my
        mother told me that the police didn’t actually require any of the showy displays of
        collaring us like hardened criminals on the lam, but our parents had insisted so that we
        felt the full impact of our actions). We were fingerprinted, arrested and put in a holding
        cell for many hours before being released to go home with our parents. 

      The months leading up to my court appearance before a juvenile judge were the most
        agonizing imaginable. I did everything in my power to change my ways, to mend my errors, to
        pay back my debts (we recovered the money under the rock and gave it back) and to try to
        erase the look of sadness and embarrassment in my mother’s eyes. I confessed everything to
        the judge and bawled my eyes out. It required no acting talent at all; I was sincerely
        remorseful. I was ready to mow His Honor’s lawns, take out His Honor’s garbage and massage
        His Honor’s smelly feet for a year to stay out of a juvenile facility. Fortunately, that
        wasn’t necessary. He put me on probation for six months and ordered restitution. 

      But the most lasting memory is how the people forgave us. And I don’t just mean those who
        were offended by our brazen lawlessness and the shame we brought upon the neighborhood and
        its good reputation, but most importantly those from whom we stole: our victims. These
        people were amazing. They didn’t stop reaching out to see how they could help my family. The
        good men and women of the church and neighborhood still took an interest in helping me learn
        life skills, have appropriate fun and reconstruct my hardened heart. It seemed, even more
        than before, they cared about me. 

      And there’s the point (finally!). In spite of everything awful that I’d done, every
        obvious and justifiable reason they had to shun me and give up on me as a lost cause, they
        just kept caring. They were genuinely concerned to see me succeed. I suspect much of their
        concern was based more on their love and respect for my mother, whom most held in the
        highest esteem. She was positive, optimistic, outgoing and hardworking. An inspiration,
        really. But they forgave me and didn’t look back. 

      In fact, one of the men from whom I’d stolen was handy with electronics. For Christmas
        that year Mom had saved up enough to get me a tape recorder from Radio Shack. Given my
        shameless behavior over the previous few months, I couldn’t believe how fortunate I was to
        have received such an amazing present. Fittingly, it turned out to be about as amazing as
        you would expect a Tandy Radio Shack electronic device to be, and it quickly went on the
        fritz. My mother strongly suggested I call this kind gentleman to ask if he could help me
        fix it. I felt sure he was still very upset with me and I didn’t dare. She made me call him
        anyway. He invited me to come over to his home, where I sat with him in his little workshop
        and he carefully took apart my cherished Christmas gift. He spoke to me kindly. There was no
        judgment or frustration in his tone. He asked about my interests, hobbies (the new, legal
        ones) and what I wanted to be someday. We had a sweet conversation as he generously fixed my
        tape recorder. He never once even mentioned what I had done, much less availed himself of
        the opportunity to chew me out. 

      For as humble, quiet and calm as this man was, it would be impossible for me to categorize
        him as anything but a People Person. 

      A few years later another genuinely caring family, the Millers, took me in for a summer
        while Mom was back in Michigan visiting her mother and siblings. Though the Millers were far
        better off financially than anyone I had met until then, and of another faith than my own,
        they made me feel as comfortable as if I were at home (except their
        home had a swimming pool, new cars and limitless rolls of cushiony, two-ply toilet paper!).
        They were unpretentious, authentic and fun, like my family. They had two sons, Todd and
        Matt, who were both about my age. We all enjoyed the same playful and somewhat irreverent
        sense of humor. Mr. Miller amazed me with his piano skills. He played by ear and could
        conjure up pretty much any tune we requested. Mrs. Miller was a wonderful mother, requiring
        each of us to perform daily house chores (just like my mom) before allowing—and
        encouraging—us to enjoy the summer days of our youth playing in the pool or chasing girls.
        Often simultaneously. 

      They opened their home to me, together with all the attendant niceties they gave to their
        own sons—money for this or that, summer movies, keys to the cars and a comfortable bed. My
        mom didn’t pay them to put me up. She offered, of course, but they refused reimbursement;
        they understood our situation and were happy to welcome me. 

      These people, like so many others that influenced me in my youth, stand out in my memory
        as examples of real People People. They weren’t necessarily outgoing, gregarious and
        transparent, but a few were. They didn’t regularly go out of their way to socialize with
        strangers or grow their ever-expanding circle of friends, but some would. A few of them were
        even flat-out shy and reserved. 

      But every one of them, in their own way, was happy and successful. 

      For many years I have admired and appreciated People People for the impact they have had
        on my personal and professional life. I have carefully observed certain character traits,
        attitudes and actions that People People share. This book is about discovering how to become
        more like them, especially as adults at work, who likely make up a majority of readers.
        Subsequently, it won’t be too difficult to apply the principles learned here in your
        personal life as well. If you’re at all like me, you’ll quickly identify how far short you
        fall stacked up to a real People Person, but with a simple game plan plus a dump truck of
        medication and a decade of therapy you’ll probably improve some.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
What Is a People Person and Why Should I CARE? Part One 

          

        

      

      On a mid-January Saturday afternoon in San Francisco, Vernon Leonard Davis, 6 feet 3
        inches and 250 pounds of ripped, lean muscle, wrapped his massive arms around his boss in a
        bear hug and bawled on his shoulder like a baby in front of millions of people watching on
        live television. 

      With only eight seconds left on the clock and the San Francisco 49ers comeback season on
        the brink of terminating, Davis had just caught the winning pass from quarterback Alex
        Smith. A first-round draft pick in 2006, Davis was the highest paid tight end in league
        history at the time, but it took three seasons of injuries and mediocre performances before
        Davis finally started to exhibit hints of his much-hyped potential. Still, under the
        guidance of Mike Singletary, a serious and stern coach who offered little in the way of
        praise and kindness to his players, especially to Davis, the team won only eight games in
        2009 and only six in 2010. 

      Then the organization made a significant change. They spent millions to lure Jim Harbaugh
        away from Stanford University to come coach the woeful 49ers. Harbaugh was considered by
        many to be a gamble. Still relatively new to head coaching, he had only delivered two
        winning seasons at Stanford and was known as much for his unconventional “people” approach
        to coaching players as for his NFL career as a quarterback. A few players were swapped out
        for others, but the core of the underachieving team remained. In 2011, under Harbaugh’s
        guidance, San Francisco broke its decade-long slump and won fourteen games, including the
        heart-stopping playoff match against the New Orleans Saints. 

      From six wins to fourteen in a single year—what made the difference? The team more than
        doubled its victories without major player changes. How? 

      There’s a reason Coach Harbaugh was the first person Davis went to on the sidelines and
        embraced. He trusted him. Davis knew that he could safely wrap his coach in a bear hug and
        weep on his shoulder without fear of rejection or humiliation. Harbaugh personified a
        massive overhaul in the culture of the program, a new atmosphere that cornerback Carlos
        Rogers credited as one of the main reasons for his own successes on the field (six
        interceptions in 2011–12). Harbaugh was a head coach who truly cared about his players as
        people, a competent football strategist who also recognized the silliness and joy of grown
        husbands and fathers playing a kids’ game for millions of dollars. 

      “It’s fun. He’s a little crazy,” said Rogers. “You’ll see the guy holding field goals for
        [the kicker], taking snaps at quarterback, throwing the ball to the receivers when they’re
        going over their routes . . . talking to DBs . . . just having fun throughout the whole
        practice. He has fun and he interacts with every position.” [1]
    

      Here was a coach that treated his players like people and not merely chess pieces and,
        significantly, encouraged fun. The kickoff team danced to upbeat music just before each
        kick. Opposing teams tried to stare them down with serious, manly growls and glares, but the
        Niners’ players just kept on bouncing, grooving and loosening themselves up with their
        playful, crowd-pleasing dancing. In postgame speeches Harbaugh was effusive and specific
        with his praise and love for his players. His calling guys out for the good things they did
        earned him far more respect than berating them for missing a tackle or blowing an
        assignment. At the end of every postgame speech, the team huddled up as Harbaugh shouted,
        “Whoooooooo’s got it better than us?” In unison the entire team,
        including assistant coaches, trainers and any other employee of the 49ers organization
        present responded, “Noooooooo-body!” 

      But don’t misunderstand. Harbaugh successfully mixed that personable, fun spirit with hard
        work. “Long practices, long meetings,” Rogers said. “We [were] there from I guess eight in
        the morning ’til probably eight at night.” [2]
    

      As with any high-profile job, Harbaugh had his share of critics. Many believed that his
        soft approach to leadership would have a short shelf life in the high-pressure arena of
        professional football. But Harbaugh’s authentic approach to coaching has served his teams
        well, so far. 

      “They absolutely love the guy [Harbaugh],” a TV announcer said as Harbaugh hugged the
        sobbing Davis. “That’s why they play so hard for him.” 

      This book is not so much about defining what makes a People Person, but instead about
            redefining it. Or better put, adding to it. I decided a long time
        ago that the commonly held view of People People—outgoing, social and comfortable among the
        species—was severely lacking. It also had a certain ambiguity to it. Hard to define, and not
        quickly understood. “We hired a new CEO who’s a real ‘people person,’
        ya know? Things are totally different around here now.” I’ve heard something like this
        dozens of times and I’m confident that in every case the speaker had a different reason for
        describing their new CEO as a People Person. Is the new CEO outgoing and likable? Or does
        she have compassion for people? Or both? 

      A People Person is so much more than just someone who can hold their own at a social
        gathering or successfully host a team of potential business clients from China over an
        entire weekend. That describes the most traditional type of People Person, a Type I. 

      
Type I People People 

      A Type I People Person (T1) is someone who can smoothly engage in effective, pleasant
        human interactions. T1s are completely comfortable around other humans, even total
        strangers, with whom they seem to always want to connect. They aim to please. They are
        cheerful, engaging and outgoing. In a group setting, classroom or auditorium they’ll sit
        right up front or in the middle of others. A T1 greets others, remembers their names and
        asks about family members. They want—even need—to be around other humans and interact with
        them. Most Type I People People are excellent at networking. 

      You’ve likely heard a Type I described like this: “Oh, that Hortense; she’s a real
            people person. You’re going to love her!” Or
        possibly: “His success doesn’t surprise me at all, because Flabio’s a real
            people person.” If you’re like me (after first quietly snickering
        at the names Hortense and Flabio) you probably assessed the comment, nodded in agreement and
        thought, “You know, we could use more people like that around here.” 

      And you’d be right. Type I People People are somewhat rare, because in many cases they
        come by it naturally. Like a special, inherited gift. It is who they are, either due to
        environmental conditions in their childhood or because they were just born that way. They
        add variety and spice to whatever environment they’re in. There seems to be more jocularity
        and levity when a T1 is around. The assets that T1s possess can, of course, be learned, and
        myriad are the converted to their ranks. 

      Many of us, and I include myself in this group, are less naturally inclined to make
        seeking out human contact as persistent a practice as a T1. For any number of reasons, it
        requires effort for us to exhibit Type I traits. We occasionally enjoy
        spontaneous conversations with strangers or dining with clients or prospects, but we can
        also happily go lengthy stretches without collaborating, connecting or
        conversing. Our packed rush-hour freeways are evidence of our preference for solitude, as
        carpools and buses filled with T1s zip by in the commuter lane while the rest of us loners
        stop and start in bumper-to-bumper traffic. We like and need our time in the car alone.
            We select the song or talk station and set the volume that best
        suits our mood. Sometimes we talk out loud to ourselves, or to the man
        upstairs. 

      This self-selected seclusion does not make us any less gifted than Type I People People;
        our people strengths simply lie in other areas. We may not be as personable or social,
        either because we choose not to be or because we don’t know how, but we can
            learn to be those things, and it would serve us well to do so.
        Especially as our Jetsons, space-age, hi-tech society makes connecting with people more
        challenging day by day. 

      Consider the following totally plausible scenario with a wholly fictional character not at
        all meant to resemble anyone living, dead or from a Twilight novel: 

      
        
          	Byron Van Mangents starts his day by throwing on a robe or a pair of shorts to go in
            search of the newspaper somewhere on, in or around his driveway. He grumbles to himself
            about the “good old days” when a paperboy made sure the paper was delivered right on his
            doorstep, where Byron could crack the door open in his underwear, reach down and safely
            pull the paper inside. The deliverer, probably a kid named Corky, knew that this kind of
            service would insure a nice tip when he came around to Byron’s house each month to
            collect subscription fees. Byron himself had a paper route when he was a boy and
            remembered the dreaded collecting chores. He was only ten or eleven years old, out
            knocking on dozens of neighbors’ doors, making his rounds, engaging customers in
            conversation and handling checks, cash and sometimes extending credit to those who were
            strapped. “I’ll catch you next month, okay?” they’d tell him. No such interaction even
            remotely exists now. Once or twice in the past few years Byron has been up early enough
            to see the anonymous adult delivery person hurl the newspaper from their car window like
            a ransom note taped to a rock and speed away to the next customer’s home three blocks
            away. Read it online, they must be thinking, you’re
                really inconveniencing me here! Of course Byron will eventually check
            updated news online and other information throughout the workday, but he still likes the
            feel of reading printed words. 
        

        
          	Two days a week Byron telecommutes from the comfort of his home office. He spends
            the entire workday in his sky blue boxer briefs and Styx Mr. Roboto
            World Tour concert tee, and rarely communicates with anyone beyond a handful of e-mails. 
        

        
          	But today is an “office” day. On his way to work, Byron stops for gas at the
            self-serve island, where he dispenses the fuel himself and pays at the pump. He listens
            to a little music on the radio, which is programmed and broadcast by computer. There is
            no live DJ, just an occasional recorded voice track naming the song and artist. Byron is
            cost conscious and green so he parks his car in the commuter lot and takes the bus to
            work. He self-scans his bus pass without a look at the driver. He and the other
            seventeen passengers pop in their earbuds and tune in to their music, audio books or
            podcasts. Some are busy on their iPads, others rapidly sending off texts, still others
            are playing video games or watching season three of Blossom.
            

        

        
          	At work, Byron uses his employee badge to securely enter the facility, walking past
            the long-retired security booth. Once snugly in his office cocoon, he begins his work
            behind a computer screen, writing code, answering e-mails and texts and occasionally
            chatting with coworkers and friends on Facebook or Windows Live until lunch. He brought
            his lunch from home and eats at his desk, where he can catch up on the news of the day,
            funny YouTube links sent to him by others and an episode of Swamp
                People on Netflix. After work he stops off at the library to check out an
            audio book through the self-checkout kiosk. He also buys a few necessary items from the
            grocery store using the automated checkstand. Just outside the grocery store is a Redbox
            kiosk. He pauses to scroll through the new releases, then decides to go to the Cineplex
            instead. At the movie theater, Byron avoids the lines of people and uses the automated
            ticket machine to select his movie and buy his ticket. 
        

        
          	Once home, after checking his voice messages, e-mails and Facebook messages, Byron
            drops into bed, realizing he has completed an eighteen-hour day without interacting with
            a single human being face to face. 
        

      

      In this increasingly complicated and competitive world, developing and consistently
        exhibiting Type I behaviors is a challenge. As technology evolves at blinding speed and
        gradually sedates the masses by simplifying and automating daily routines, allowing people
        to hide behind their monitors, avatars and usernames, Type I People People would prefer
        torture such as waterboarding or a Tyler Perry movie over losing touch with humanity. When
        given the choice, they prefer a phone call to a text. A face-to-face chat over an e-mail. A
        handshake and a grin over an emoticon. 

      Type I People People are anxious to get to parties or social events where they can meet
        and connect with real live people. They engage in friendly, trivial conversations with
        people in line at the grocery store because they genuinely enjoy the interaction. If they
        could, they would pick up a hitchhiker every single day on their way to work just to have a
        total stranger to talk to and learn about. (You don’t see a lot of hitchhikers anymore, do
        you? Most are probably on death row, you know, because they’re all psychopathic killers!)
        T1s love the idea of sharing a cab with a total stranger; I’m not even a fan of sharing one
        with people I know. (“How do we split the fare?” “Who’s paying the
        tip?” “Why is your knee almost touching mine?”) 

      T1s have firm handshakes and look you in the eye when they speak. They don’t stand too
        close to you, but not too far away either. They aren’t uncomfortable giving hugs or kisses
        in greetings or goodbyes. They aren’t shy or nervous addressing an audience. In fact, they
        are good public communicators; from the boardroom to the auditorium they can do
        razzle-dazzle or straight talk, and they’re loud, proud and good with the crowd. They smile,
        wink, wave and say “hello” to neighbors, coworkers and passersby. They’re cheerful and
        sometimes even, yes, bubbly. Their outwardly positive gestures and kind, polite words
        actually serve to brighten others’ moods and constitute a form of service to those around
        them. 

      Big question: Why? Why do T1s act the way they do? 

      Answer: I don’t know. I am not a social scientist, biologist, physician, geneticist or
        even very smart at all. My intent is to help others identify some fairly obvious differences
        between themselves and people that, to me at least (and I am the one writing the book here),
        seem to enjoy a higher level of satisfaction, joy and reward in their professional and
        personal lives. 
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