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FROM THE AUTHOR OF THE
BESTSELLING BIOGRAPHIES OF
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN AND ALBERT
EINSTEIN, THIS IS THE EXCLUSIVE
BIOGRAPHY OF STEVE JOBS.

Based on more than forty interviews with
Jobs conducted over two years—as well as
interviews with more than a hundred family
members, friends, adversaries, competitors,
and colleagues—Walter Isaacson has written
a riveting story of the roller-coaster life and
searingly intense personality of a creative en-
trepreneur whose passion for perfection and
ferocious drive revolutionized six industries:
personal computers, animated movies, mu-
sic, phones, tablet computing, and digital
publishing.

At a time when America is seeking ways to
sustain its innovative edge, Jobs stands as
the ultimate icon of inventiveness and



applied imagination. He knew that the best
way to create value in the twenty-first cen-
tury was to connect creativity with techno-
logy. He built a company where leaps of the
imagination were combined with remarkable
feats of engineering.

Although Jobs cooperated with this book,
he asked for no control over what was writ-
ten nor even the right to read it before it was
published. He put nothing offlimits. He en-
couraged the people he knew to speak hon-
estly. And Jobs speaks candidly, sometimes
brutally so, about the people he worked with
and competed against. His friends, foes, and
colleagues provide an unvarnished view of
the passions, perfectionism, obsessions,
artistry, devilry, and compulsion for control
that shaped his approach to business and the
innovative products that resulted.

Driven by demons, Jobs could drive those
around him to fury and despair. But his per-
sonality and products were interrelated, just



as Apple’s hardware and software tended to
be, as if part of an integrated system. His tale
is instructive and cautionary, filled with les-
sons about innovation, character, leadership,
and values.
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The people who are crazy enough
to think they can change
the world are the ones who do.

—Apple’s “Think Different” commercial,
1997
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INTRODUCTION

How This Book Came to Be

In the early summer of 2004, I got a phone
call from Steve Jobs. He had been scatter-
shot friendly to me over the years, with occa-
sional bursts of intensity, especially when he
was launching a new product that he wanted
on the cover of Time or featured on CNN,
places where I'd worked. But now that I was
no longer at either of those places, I hadn’t
heard from him much. We talked a bit about
the Aspen Institute, which I had recently
joined, and I invited him to speak at our



summer campus in Colorado. He’d be happy
to come, he said, but not to be onstage. He
wanted instead to take a walk so that we
could talk.

That seemed a bit odd. I didn’t yet know
that taking a long walk was his preferred way
to have a serious conversation. It turned out
that he wanted me to write a biography of
him. I had recently published one on Ben-
jamin Franklin and was writing one about
Albert Einstein, and my initial reaction was
to wonder, half jokingly, whether he saw
himself as the natural successor in that se-
quence. Because I assumed that he was still
in the middle of an oscillating career that
had many more ups and downs left, I de-
murred. Not now, I said. Maybe in a decade
or two, when you retire.

I had known him since 1984, when he
came to Manhattan to have lunch with
Time’s editors and extol his new Macintosh.
He was petulant even then, attacking a Time



correspondent for having wounded him with
a story that was too revealing. But talking to
him afterward, I found myself rather captiv-
ated, as so many others have been over the
years, by his engaging intensity. We stayed in
touch, even after he was ousted from Apple.
When he had something to pitch, such as a
NeXT computer or Pixar movie, the beam of
his charm would suddenly refocus on me,
and he would take me to a sushi restaurant
in Lower Manhattan to tell me that whatever
he was touting was the best thing he had ever
produced. I liked him.

When he was restored to the throne at
Apple, we put him on the cover of Time, and
soon thereafter he began offering me his
ideas for a series we were doing on the most
influential people of the century. He had
launched his “Think Different” campaign,
featuring iconic photos of some of the same
people we were considering, and he found
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the endeavor of assessing historic influence
fascinating.

After I had deflected his suggestion that I
write a biography of him, I heard from him
every now and then. At one point I emailed
to ask if it was true, as my daughter had told
me, that the Apple logo was an homage to
Alan Turing, the British computer pioneer
who broke the German wartime codes and
then committed suicide by biting into a
cyanide-laced apple. He replied that he
wished he had thought of that, but hadn’t.
That started an exchange about the early his-
tory of Apple, and I found myself gathering
string on the subject, just in case I ever de-
cided to do such a book. When my Einstein
biography came out, he came to a book event
in Palo Alto and pulled me aside to suggest,
again, that he would make a good subject.

His persistence baffled me. He was known
to guard his privacy, and I had no reason to
believe he’d ever read any of my books.
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Maybe someday, I continued to say. But in
2009 his wife, Laurene Powell, said bluntly,
“If you're ever going to do a book on Steve,
you’d better do it now.” He had just taken a
second medical leave. I confessed to her that
when he had first raised the idea, I hadn’t
known he was sick. Almost nobody knew,
she said. He had called me right before he
was going to be operated on for cancer, and
he was still keeping it a secret, she explained.

I decided then to write this book. Jobs sur-
prised me by readily acknowledging that he
would have no control over it or even the
right to see it in advance. “It’s your book,” he
said. “I won’t even read it.” But later that fall
he seemed to have second thoughts about co-
operating and, though I didn’t know it, was
hit by another round of cancer complica-
tions. He stopped returning my calls, and I
put the project aside for a while.

Then, unexpectedly, he phoned me late on
the afternoon of New Year’s Eve 2009. He



was at home in Palo Alto with only his sister,
the writer Mona Simpson. His wife and their
three children had taken a quick trip to go
skiing, but he was not healthy enough to join
them. He was in a reflective mood, and we
talked for more than an hour. He began by
recalling that he had wanted to build a fre-
quency counter when he was twelve, and he
was able to look up Bill Hewlett, the founder
of HP, in the phone book and call him to get
parts. Jobs said that the past twelve years of
his life, since his return to Apple, had been
his most productive in terms of creating new
products. But his more important goal, he
said, was to do what Hewlett and his friend
David Packard had done, which was create a
company that was so imbued with innovative
creativity that it would outlive them.

“I always thought of myself as a humanit-
ies person as a kid, but I liked electronics,”
he said. “Then I read something that one of
my heroes, Edwin Land of Polaroid, said



about the importance of people who could
stand at the intersection of humanities and
sciences, and I decided that’s what I wanted
to do.” It was as if he were suggesting themes
for his biography (and in this instance, at
least, the theme turned out to be valid). The
creativity that can occur when a feel for both
the humanities and the sciences combine in
one strong personality was the topic that
most interested me in my biographies of
Franklin and Einstein, and I believe that it
will be a key to creating innovative econom-
ies in the twenty-first century.

I asked Jobs why he wanted me to be the
one to write his biography. “I think you’re
good at getting people to talk,” he replied.
That was an unexpected answer. I knew that
I would have to interview scores of people he
had fired, abused, abandoned, or otherwise
infuriated, and I feared he would not be
comfortable with my getting them to talk.
And indeed he did turn out to be skittish



when word trickled back to him of peopl
that I was interviewing. But after a couple of
months, he began encouraging people to talk
to me, even foes and former girlfriends. Nor
did he try to put anything off-limits. “I've
done a lot of things I'm not proud of, such as
getting my girlfriend pregnant when I was
twenty-three and the way I handled that,” he
said. “But I don’t have any skeletons in my
closet that can’t be allowed out.” He didn’t
seek any control over what I wrote, or even
ask to read it in advance. His only involve-
ment came when my publisher was choosing
the cover art. When he saw an early version
of a proposed cover treatment, he disliked it
so much that he asked to have input in
designing a new version. I was both amused
and willing, so I readily assented.

I ended up having more than forty inter-
views and conversations with him. Some
were formal ones in his Palo Alto living
room, others were done during long walks



and drives or by telephone. During my two
years of visits, he became increasingly intim-
ate and revealing, though at times I wit-
nessed what his veteran colleagues at Apple
used to call his “reality distortion field.” So-
metimes it was the inadvertent misfiring of
memory cells that happens to us all; at other
times he was spinning his own version of
reality both to me and to himself. To check
and flesh out his story, I interviewed more
than a hundred friends, relatives, competit-
ors, adversaries, and colleagues.

His wife also did not request any restric-
tions or control, nor did she ask to see in ad-
vance what I would publish. In fact she
strongly encouraged me to be honest about
his failings as well as his strengths. She is
one of the smartest and most grounded
people I have ever met. “There are parts of
his life and personality that are extremely
messy, and that’s the truth,” she told me
early on. “You shouldn’t whitewash it. He’s



good at spin, but he also has a remarkable
story, and I'd like to see that it’s all told
truthfully.”

I leave it to the reader to assess whether I
have succeeded in this mission. I'm sure
there are players in this drama who will re-
member some of the events differently or
think that I sometimes got trapped in Jobs’s
distortion field. As happened when I wrote a
book about Henry Kissinger, which in some
ways was good preparation for this project, I
found that people had such strong positive
and negative emotions about Jobs that the
Rashomon effect was often evident. But I've
done the best I can to balance conflicting ac-
counts fairly and be transparent about the
sources I used.

This is a book about the roller-coaster life
and searingly intense personality of a creat-
ive entrepreneur whose passion for perfec-
tion and ferocious drive revolutionized six
industries: personal computers, animated



movies, music, phones, tablet computing,
and digital publishing. You might even add a
seventh, retail stores, which Jobs did not
quite revolutionize but did reimagine. In ad-
dition, he opened the way for a new market
for digital content based on apps rather than
just websites. Along the way he produced not
only transforming products but also, on his
second try, a lasting company, endowed with
his DNA, that is filled with creative designers
and daredevil engineers who could carry for-
ward his vision. In August 2011, right before
he stepped down as CEO, the enterprise he
started in his parents’ garage became the
world’s most valuable company.

This is also, I hope, a book about innova-
tion. At a time when the United States is
seeking ways to sustain its innovative edge,
and when societies around the world are try-
ing to build creative digital-age economies,
Jobs stands as the ultimate icon of inventive-
ness, imagination, and sustained innovation.



He knew that the best way to create value in
the twenty-first century was to connect cre-
ativity with technology, so he built a com-
pany where leaps of the imagination were
combined with remarkable feats of engineer-
ing. He and his colleagues at Apple were able
to think differently: They developed not
merely modest product advances based on
focus groups, but whole new devices and ser-
vices that consumers did not yet know they
needed.

He was not a model boss or human being,
tidily packaged for emulation. Driven by
demons, he could drive those around him to
fury and despair. But his personality and
passions and products were all interrelated,
just as Apple’s hardware and software ten-
ded to be, as if part of an integrated system.
His tale is thus both instructive and caution-
ary, filled with lessons about innovation,
character, leadership, and values.



Shakespeare’s Henry V—the story of a
willful and immature prince who becomes a
passionate but sensitive, callous but senti-
mental, inspiring but flawed king—begins
with the exhortation “O for a Muse of fire,
that would ascend / The brightest heaven of
invention.” For Steve Jobs, the ascent to the
brightest heaven of invention begins with a
tale of two sets of parents, and of growing up
in a valley that was just learning how to turn
silicon into gold.
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CHAPTER ONE




CHILDHOOD

Abandoned and Chosen

The Adoption

When Paul Jobs was mustered out of the
Coast Guard after World War II, he made a
wager with his crewmates. They had arrived
in San Francisco, where their ship was de-
commissioned, and Paul bet that he would
find himself a wife within two weeks. He was
a taut, tattooed engine mechanic, six feet tall,
with a passing resemblance to James Dean.
But it wasn’t his looks that got him a date
with Clara Hagopian, a sweet-humored
daughter of Armenian immigrants. It was the
fact that he and his friends had a car, unlike
the group she had originally planned to go
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out with that evening. Ten days later, in
March 1946, Paul got engaged to Clara and
won his wager. It would turn out to be a
happy marriage, one that lasted until death
parted them more than forty years later.

Paul Reinhold Jobs had been raised on a
dairy farm in Germantown, Wisconsin. Even
though his father was an alcoholic and some-
times abusive, Paul ended up with a gentle
and calm disposition under his leathery ex-
terior. After dropping out of high school, he
wandered through the Midwest picking up
work as a mechanic until, at age nineteen, he
joined the Coast Guard, even though he
didn’t know how to swim. He was deployed
on the USS General M. C. Meigs and spent
much of the war ferrying troops to Italy for
General Patton. His talent as a machinist and
fireman earned him commendations, but he
occasionally found himself in minor trouble
and never rose above the rank of seaman.



Clara was born in New Jersey, where her
parents had landed after fleeing the Turks in
Armenia, and they moved to the Mission
District of San Francisco when she was a
child. She had a secret that she rarely men-
tioned to anyone: She had been married be-
fore, but her husband had been killed in the
war. So when she met Paul Jobs on that first
date, she was primed to start a new life.

Like many who lived through the war, they
had experienced enough excitement that,
when it was over, they desired simply to
settle down, raise a family, and lead a less
eventful life. They had little money, so they
moved to Wisconsin and lived with Paul’s
parents for a few years, then headed for Indi-
ana, where he got a job as a machinist for In-
ternational Harvester. His passion was
tinkering with old cars, and he made money
in his spare time buying, restoring, and
selling them. Eventually he quit his day job
to become a full-time used car salesman.



Clara, however, loved San Francisco, and
in 1952 she convinced her husband to move
back there. They got an apartment in the
Sunset District facing the Pacific, just south
of Golden Gate Park, and he took a job work-
ing for a finance company as a “repo man,”
picking the locks of cars whose owners
hadn’t paid their loans and repossessing
them. He also bought, repaired, and sold
some of the cars, making a decent enough
living in the process.

There was, however, something missing in
their lives. They wanted children, but Clara
had suffered an ectopic pregnancy, in which
the fertilized egg was implanted in a fallopi-
an tube rather than the uterus, and she had
been unable to have any. So by 1955, after
nine years of marriage, they were looking to
adopt a child.

Like Paul Jobs, Joanne Schieble was from a
rural Wisconsin family of German heritage.
Her father, Arthur Schieble, had immigrated



to the outskirts of Green Bay, where he and
his wife owned a mink farm and dabbled
successfully in various other businesses, in-
cluding real estate and photoengraving. He
was very strict, especially regarding his
daughter’s relationships, and he had strongly
disapproved of her first love, an artist who
was not a Catholic. Thus it was no surprise
that he threatened to cut Joanne off com-
pletely when, as a graduate student at the
University of Wisconsin, she fell in love with
Abdulfattah “John” Jandali, a Muslim teach-
ing assistant from Syria.

Jandali was the youngest of nine children
in a prominent Syrian family. His father
owned oil refineries and multiple other busi-
nesses, with large holdings in Damascus and
Homs, and at one point pretty much con-
trolled the price of wheat in the region. His
mother, he later said, was a “traditional
Muslim woman” who was a “conservative,
obedient housewife.” Like the Schieble
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family, the Jandalis put a premium on edu-
cation. Abdulfattah was sent to a Jesuit
boarding school, even though he was
Muslim, and he got an undergraduate degree
at the American University in Beirut before
entering the University of Wisconsin to pur-
sue a doctoral degree in political science.

In the summer of 1954, Joanne went with
Abdulfattah to Syria. They spent two months
in Homs, where she learned from his family
to cook Syrian dishes. When they returned to
Wisconsin she discovered that she was preg-
nant. They were both twenty-three, but they
decided not to get married. Her father was
dying at the time, and he had threatened to
disown her if she wed Abdulfattah. Nor was
abortion an easy option in a small Catholic
community. So in early 1955, Joanne
traveled to San Francisco, where she was
taken into the care of a kindly doctor who
sheltered unwed mothers, delivered their ba-
bies, and quietly arranged closed adoptions.
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Joanne had one requirement: Her child
must be adopted by college graduates. So the
doctor arranged for the baby to be placed
with a lawyer and his wife. But when a boy
was born—on February 24, 1955—the desig-
nated couple decided that they wanted a girl
and backed out. Thus it was that the boy be-
came the son not of a lawyer but of a high
school dropout with a passion for mechanics
and his salt-of-the-earth wife who was work-
ing as a bookkeeper. Paul and Clara named
their new baby Steven Paul Jobs.

When Joanne found out that her baby had
been placed with a couple who had not even
graduated from high school, she refused to
sign the adoption papers. The standoff lasted
weeks, even after the baby had settled into
the Jobs household. Eventually Joanne re-
lented, with the stipulation that the couple
promise—indeed sign a pledge—to fund a
savings account to pay for the boy’s college
education.



T,

There was another reason that Joanne was
balky about signing the adoption papers. Her
father was about to die, and she planned to
marry Jandali soon after. She held out hope,
she would later tell family members, some-
times tearing up at the memory, that once
they were married, she could get their baby
boy back.

Arthur Schieble died in August 1955, after
the adoption was finalized. Just after Christ-
mas that year, Joanne and Abdulfattah were
married in St. Philip the Apostle Catholic
Church in Green Bay. He got his PhD in in-
ternational politics the next year, and then
they had another child, a girl named Mona.
After she and Jandali divorced in 1962,
Joanne embarked on a dreamy and peripat-
etic life that her daughter, who grew up to
become the acclaimed novelist Mona
Simpson, would capture in her book Any-
where but Here. Because Steve’s adoption



had been closed, it would be twenty years be-
fore they would all find each other.

Steve Jobs knew from an early age that he
was adopted. “My parents were very open
with me about that,” he recalled. He had a
vivid memory of sitting on the lawn of his
house, when he was six or seven years old,
telling the girl who lived across the street.
“So does that mean your real parents didn’t
want you?” the girl asked. “Lightning bolts
went off in my head,” according to Jobs. “I
remember running into the house, crying.
And my parents said, ‘No, you have to under-
stand.” They were very serious and looked
me straight in the eye. They said, ‘We spe-
cifically picked you out.” Both of my parents
said that and repeated it slowly for me. And
they put an emphasis on every word in that
sentence.”

Abandoned. Chosen. Special. Those con-
cepts became part of who Jobs was and how
he regarded himself. His closest friends



think that the knowledge that he was given
up at birth left some scars. “I think his desire
for complete control of whatever he makes
derives directly from his personality and the
fact that he was abandoned at birth,” said
one longtime colleague, Del Yocam. “He
wants to control his environment, and he
sees the product as an extension of himself.”
Greg Calhoun, who became close to Jobs
right after college, saw another effect. “Steve
talked to me a lot about being abandoned
and the pain that caused,” he said. “It made
him independent. He followed the beat of a
different drummer, and that came from be-
ing in a different world than he was born
into.”

Later in life, when he was the same age his
biological father had been when he aban-
doned him, Jobs would father and abandon a
child of his own. (He eventually took re-
sponsibility for her.) Chrisann Brennan, the
mother of that child, said that being put up



for adoption left Jobs “full of broken glass,”
and it helps to explain some of his behavior.
“He who is abandoned is an abandoner,” she
said. Andy Hertzfeld, who worked with Jobs
at Apple in the early 1980s, is among the few
who remained close to both Brennan and
Jobs. “The key question about Steve is why
he can’t control himself at times from being
so reflexively cruel and harmful to some
people,” he said. “That goes back to being
abandoned at birth. The real underlying
problem was the theme of abandonment in
Steve’s life.”

Jobs dismissed this. “There’s some notion
that because I was abandoned, I worked very
hard so I could do well and make my parents
wish they had me back, or some such non-
sense, but that’s ridiculous,” he insisted.
“Knowing I was adopted may have made me
feel more independent, but I have never felt
abandoned. I've always felt special. My par-
ents made me feel special.” He would later



bristle whenever anyone referred to Paul and
Clara Jobs as his “adoptive” parents or im-
plied that they were not his “real” parents.
“They were my parents 1,000%,” he said.
When speaking about his biological parents,
on the other hand, he was curt: “They were
my sperm and egg bank. That’s not harsh,
it’s just the way it was, a sperm bank thing,
nothing more.”

Silicon Valley

The childhood that Paul and Clara Jobs cre-
ated for their new son was, in many ways, a
stereotype of the late 1950s. When Steve was
two they adopted a girl they named Patty,
and three years later they moved to a tract
house in the suburbs. The finance company
where Paul worked as a repo man, CIT, had
transferred him down to its Palo Alto office,
but he could not afford to live there, so they
landed in a subdivision in Mountain View, a
less expensive town just to the south.
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There Paul tried to pass along his love of
mechanics and cars. “Steve, this is your
workbench now,” he said as he marked off a
section of the table in their garage. Jobs re-
membered being impressed by his father’s
focus on craftsmanship. “I thought my dad’s
sense of design was pretty good,” he said,
“because he knew how to build anything. If
we needed a cabinet, he would build it. When
he built our fence, he gave me a hammer so I
could work with him.”

Fifty years later the fence still surrounds
the back and side yards of the house in
Mountain View. As Jobs showed it off to me,
he caressed the stockade panels and recalled
a lesson that his father implanted deeply in
him. It was important, his father said, to
craft the backs of cabinets and fences prop-
erly, even though they were hidden. “He
loved doing things right. He even cared
about the look of the parts you couldn’t see.”



His father continued to refurbish and re-
sell used cars, and he festooned the garage
with pictures of his favorites. He would point
out the detailing of the design to his son: the
lines, the vents, the chrome, the trim of the
seats. After work each day, he would change
into his dungarees and retreat to the garage,
often with Steve tagging along. “I figured I
could get him nailed down with a little mech-
anical ability, but he really wasn’t interested
in getting his hands dirty,” Paul later re-
called. “He never really cared too much
about mechanical things.”

“I wasn’t that into fixing cars,” Jobs admit-
ted. “But I was eager to hang out with my
dad.” Even as he was growing more aware
that he had been adopted, he was becoming
more attached to his father. One day when
he was about eight, he discovered a photo-
graph of his father from his time in the Coast
Guard. “He’s in the engine room, and he’s
got his shirt off and looks like James Dean. It



was one of those Oh wow moments for a kid.
Wow, oooh, my parents were actually once
very young and really good-looking.”
Through cars, his father gave Steve his
first exposure to electronics. “My dad did not
have a deep understanding of electronics,
but he’d encountered it a lot in automobiles
and other things he would fix. He showed me
the rudiments of electronics, and I got very
interested in that.” Even more interesting
were the trips to scavenge for parts. “Every
weekend, there’d be a junkyard trip. We’d be
looking for a generator, a carburetor, all
sorts of components.” He remembered
watching his father negotiate at the counter.
“He was a good bargainer, because he knew
better than the guys at the counter what the
parts should cost.” This helped fulfill the
pledge his parents made when he was adop-
ted. “My college fund came from my dad
paying $50 for a Ford Falcon or some other
beat-up car that didn’t run, working on it for



a few weeks, and selling it for $250—and not
telling the IRS.”

The Jobses’ house and the others in their
neighborhood were built by the real estate
developer Joseph Eichler, whose company
spawned more than eleven thousand homes
in various California subdivisions between
1950 and 1974. Inspired by Frank Lloyd
Wright’s vision of simple modern homes for
the American “everyman,” Eichler built inex-
pensive houses that featured floor-to-ceiling
glass walls, open floor plans, exposed post-
and-beam construction, concrete slab floors,
and lots of sliding glass doors. “Eichler did a
great thing,” Jobs said on one of our walks
around the neighborhood. “His houses were
smart and cheap and good. They brought
clean design and simple taste to lower-in-
come people. They had awesome little fea-
tures, like radiant heating in the floors. You
put carpet on them, and we had nice toasty
floors when we were kids.”



Jobs said that his appreciation for Eichler
homes instilled in him a passion for making
nicely designed products for the mass mar-
ket. “I love it when you can bring really great
design and simple capability to something
that doesn’t cost much,” he said as he poin-
ted out the clean elegance of the houses. “It
was the original vision for Apple. That’s what
we tried to do with the first Mac. That’s what
we did with the iPod.”

Across the street from the Jobs family
lived a man who had become successful as a
real estate agent. “He wasn’t that bright,”
Jobs recalled, “but he seemed to be making a
fortune. So my dad thought, ‘T can do that.’
He worked so hard, I remember. He took
these night classes, passed the license test,
and got into real estate. Then the bottom fell
out of the market.” As a result, the family
found itself financially strapped for a year or
so while Steve was in elementary school. His
mother took a job as a bookkeeper for Varian



Associates, a company that made scientific
instruments, and they took out a second
mortgage. One day his fourth-grade teacher
asked him, “What is it you don’t understand
about the universe?” Jobs replied, “I don’t
understand why all of a sudden my dad is so
broke.” He was proud that his father never
adopted a servile attitude or slick style that
may have made him a better salesman. “You
had to suck up to people to sell real estate,
and he wasn’t good at that and it wasn’t in
his nature. I admired him for that.” Paul
Jobs went back to being a mechanic.

His father was calm and gentle, traits that
his son later praised more than emulated. He
was also resolute. Jobs described one
example:

Nearby was an engineer who was
working at Westinghouse. He was a
single guy, beatnik type. He had a girl-
friend. She would babysit me some-
times. Both my parents worked, so I



would come here right after school for a
couple of hours. He would get drunk
and hit her a couple of times. She came
over one night, scared out of her wits,
and he came over drunk, and my dad
stood him down—saying “She’s here, but
you’re not coming in.” He stood right
there. We like to think everything was
idyllic in the 1950s, but this guy was one
of those engineers who had messed-up
lives.

What made the neighborhood different
from the thousands of other spindly-tree
subdivisions across America was that even
the ne’er-do-wells tended to be engineers.
“When we moved here, there were apricot
and plum orchards on all of these corners,”
Jobs recalled. “But it was beginning to boom
because of military investment.” He soaked
up the history of the valley and developed a
yearning to play his own role. Edwin Land of



Polaroid later told him about being asked by
Eisenhower to help build the U-2 spy plane
cameras to see how real the Soviet threat
was. The film was dropped in canisters and
returned to the NASA Ames Research Center
in Sunnyvale, not far from where Jobs lived.
“The first computer terminal I ever saw was
when my dad brought me to the Ames
Center,” he said. “I fell totally in love with it.”

Other defense contractors sprouted nearby
during the 1950s. The Lockheed Missiles and
Space Division, which built submarine-
launched ballistic missiles, was founded in
1956 next to the NASA Center; by the time
Jobs moved to the area four years later, it
employed twenty thousand people. A few
hundred yards away, Westinghouse built fa-
cilities that produced tubes and electrical
transformers for the missile systems. “You
had all these military companies on the cut-
ting edge,” he recalled. “It was mysterious



and high-tech and made living here very
exciting.”

In the wake of the defense industries there
arose a booming economy based on techno-
logy. Its roots stretched back to 1938, when
David Packard and his new wife moved into
a house in Palo Alto that had a shed where
his friend Bill Hewlett was soon ensconced.
The house had a garage—an appendage that
would prove both useful and iconic in the
valley—in which they tinkered around until
they had their first product, an audio oscil-
lator. By the 1950s, Hewlett-Packard was a
fast-growing company making technical
instruments.

Fortunately there was a place nearby for
entrepreneurs who had outgrown their gar-
ages. In a move that would help transform
the area into the cradle of the tech revolu-
tion, Stanford University’s dean of engineer-
ing, Frederick Terman, created a seven-
hundred-acre industrial park on university



land for private companies that could com-
mercialize the ideas of his students. Its first
tenant was Varian Associates, where Clara
Jobs worked. “Terman came up with this
great idea that did more than anything to
cause the tech industry to grow up here,”
Jobs said. By the time Jobs was ten, HP had
nine thousand employees and was the blue-
chip company where every engineer seeking
financial stability wanted to work.

The most important technology for the re-
gion’s growth was, of course, the semicon-
ductor. William Shockley, who had been one
of the inventors of the transistor at Bell Labs
in New Jersey, moved out to Mountain View
and, in 1956, started a company to build
transistors using silicon rather than the more
expensive germanium that was then com-
monly used. But Shockley became increas-
ingly erratic and abandoned his silicon tran-
sistor project, which led eight of his engin-
eers—most notably Robert Noyce and



Gordon Moore—to break away to form
Fairchild Semiconductor. That company
grew to twelve thousand employees, but it
fragmented in 1968, when Noyce lost a
power struggle to become CEO. He took Gor-
don Moore and founded a company that they
called Integrated Electronics Corporation,
which they soon smartly abbreviated to Intel.
Their third employee was Andrew Grove,
who later would grow the company by shift-
ing its focus from memory chips to micro-
processors. Within a few years there would
be more than fifty companies in the area
making semiconductors.

The exponential growth of this industry
was correlated with the phenomenon fam-
ously discovered by Moore, who in 1965
drew a graph of the speed of integrated cir-
cuits, based on the number of transistors
that could be placed on a chip, and showed
that it doubled about every two years, a tra-
jectory that could be expected to continue.



This was reaffirmed in 1971, when Intel was
able to etch a complete central processing
unit onto one chip, the Intel 4004, which
was dubbed a “microprocessor.” Moore’s
Law has held generally true to this day, and
its reliable projection of performance to price
allowed two generations of young entrepren-
eurs, including Steve Jobs and Bill Gates, to
create cost projections for their forward-
leaning products.

The chip industry gave the region a new
name when Don Hoefler, a columnist for the
weekly trade paper Electronic News, began a
series in January 1971 entitled “Silicon Valley
USA.” The forty-mile Santa Clara Valley,
which stretches from South San Francisco
through Palo Alto to San Jose, has as its
commercial backbone El Camino Real, the
royal road that once connected California’s
twenty-one mission churches and is now a
bustling avenue that connects companies
and startups accounting for a third of the



venture capital investment in the United
States each year. “Growing up, I got inspired
by the history of the place,” Jobs said. “That
made me want to be a part of it.”

Like most kids, he became infused with
the passions of the grown-ups around him.
“Most of the dads in the neighborhood did
really neat stuff, like photovoltaics and bat-
teries and radar,” Jobs recalled. “I grew up in
awe of that stuff and asking people about it.”
The most important of these neighbors,
Larry Lang, lived seven doors away. “He was
my model of what an HP engineer was sup-
posed to be: a big ham radio operator, hard-
core electronics guy,” Jobs recalled. “He
would bring me stuff to play with.” As we
walked up to Lang’s old house, Jobs pointed
to the driveway. “He took a carbon micro-
phone and a battery and a speaker, and he
put it on this driveway. He had me talk into
the carbon mike and it amplified out of the
speaker.” Jobs had been taught by his father
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that microphones always required an elec-
tronic amplifier. “So I raced home, and I told
my dad that he was wrong.”

“No, it needs an amplifier,” his father as-
sured him. When Steve protested otherwise,
his father said he was crazy. “It can’t work
without an amplifier. There’s some trick.”

“I kept saying no to my dad, telling him he
had to see it, and finally he actually walked
down with me and saw it. And he said, ‘Well
I'll be a bat out of hell.”

Jobs recalled the incident vividly because
it was his first realization that his father did
not know everything. Then a more discon-
certing discovery began to dawn on him: He
was smarter than his parents. He had always
admired his father’s competence and savvy.
“He was not an educated man, but I had al-
ways thought he was pretty damn smart. He
didn’t read much, but he could do a lot. Al-
most everything mechanical, he could figure
it out.” Yet the carbon microphone incident,
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Jobs said, began a jarring process of realiz-
ing that he was in fact more clever and quick
than his parents. “It was a very big moment
that’s burned into my mind. When I realized
that I was smarter than my parents, I felt tre-
mendous shame for having thought that. I
will never forget that moment.” This discov-
ery, he later told friends, along with the fact
that he was adopted, made him feel
apart—detached and separate—from both his
family and the world.

Another layer of awareness occurred soon
after. Not only did he discover that he was
brighter than his parents, but he discovered
that they knew this. Paul and Clara Jobs
were loving parents, and they were willing to
adapt their lives to suit a son who was very
smart—and also willful. They would go to
great lengths to accommodate him. And soon
Steve discovered this fact as well. “Both my
parents got me. They felt a lot of responsibil-
ity once they sensed that I was special. They



found ways to keep feeding me stuff and put-
ting me in better schools. They were willing
to defer to my needs.”

So he grew up not only with a sense of hav-
ing once been abandoned, but also with a
sense that he was special. In his own mind,
that was more important in the formation of
his personality.

School

Even before Jobs started elementary school,
his mother had taught him how to read. This,
however, led to some problems once he got
to school. “I was kind of bored for the first
few years, so I occupied myself by getting in-
to trouble.” It also soon became clear that
Jobs, by both nature and nurture, was not
disposed to accept authority. “I encountered
authority of a different kind than I had ever
encountered before, and I did not like it. And
they really almost got me. They came close to
really beating any curiosity out of me.”


CR!BJHPA831ES3B3F7WSRKZ17DMGSM7_split_104.html#filepos1480811

His school, Monta Loma Elementary, was
a series of low-slung 1950s buildings four
blocks from his house. He countered his
boredom by playing pranks. “I had a good
friend named Rick Ferrentino, and we’'d get
into all sorts of trouble,” he recalled. “Like
we made little posters announcing ‘Bring
Your Pet to School Day.” It was crazy, with
dogs chasing cats all over, and the teachers
were beside themselves.” Another time they
convinced some kids to tell them the com-
bination numbers for their bike locks. “Then
we went outside and switched all of the
locks, and nobody could get their bikes. It
took them until late that night to straighten
things out.” When he was in third grade, the
pranks became a bit more dangerous. “One
time we set off an explosive under the chair
of our teacher, Mrs. Thurman. We gave her a
nervous twitch.”

Not surprisingly, he was sent home two or
three times before he finished third grade.



By then, however, his father had begun to
treat him as special, and in his calm but firm
manner he made it clear that he expected the
school to do the same. “Look, it’s not his
fault,” Paul Jobs told the teachers, his son re-
called. “If you can’t keep him interested, it’s
your fault.” His parents never punished him
for his transgressions at school. “My father’s
father was an alcoholic and whipped him
with a belt, but 'm not sure if I ever got
spanked.” Both of his parents, he added,
“knew the school was at fault for trying to
make me memorize stupid stuff rather than
stimulating me.” He was already starting to
show the admixture of sensitivity and insens-
itivity, bristliness and detachment, that
would mark him for the rest of his life.

When it came time for him to go into
fourth grade, the school decided it was best
to put Jobs and Ferrentino into separate
classes. The teacher for the advanced class
was a spunky woman named Imogene Hill,



known as “Teddy,” and she became, Jobs
said, “one of the saints of my life.” After
watching him for a couple of weeks, she
figured that the best way to handle him was
to bribe him. “After school one day, she gave
me this workbook with math problems in it,
and she said, ‘T want you to take it home and
do this.” And I thought, ‘Are you nuts?’” And
then she pulled out one of these giant lolli-
pops that seemed as big as the world. And
she said, ‘When you’re done with it, if you get
it mostly right, I will give you this and five
dollars.” And I handed it back within two
days.” After a few months, he no longer re-
quired the bribes. “I just wanted to learn and
to please her.”

She reciprocated by getting him a hobby
kit for grinding a lens and making a camera.
“I learned more from her than any other
teacher, and if it hadn’t been for her I'm sure
I would have gone to jail.” It reinforced, once
again, the idea that he was special. “In my



class, it was just me she cared about. She saw
something in me.”

It was not merely intelligence that she saw.
Years later she liked to show off a picture of
that year’s class on Hawaii Day. Jobs had
shown up without the suggested Hawaiian
shirt, but in the picture he is front and center
wearing one. He had, literally, been able to
talk the shirt off another kid’s back.

Near the end of fourth grade, Mrs. Hill had
Jobs tested. “I scored at the high school
sophomore level,” he recalled. Now that it
was clear, not only to himself and his parents
but also to his teachers, that he was intellec-
tually special, the school made the remark-
able proposal that he skip two grades and go
right into seventh; it would be the easiest
way to keep him challenged and stimulated.
His parents decided, more sensibly, to have
him skip only one grade.

The transition was wrenching. He was a
socially awkward loner who found himself



with kids a year older. Worse yet, the sixth
grade was in a different school, Crittenden
Middle. It was only eight blocks from Monta
Loma Elementary, but in many ways it was a
world apart, located in a neighborhood filled
with ethnic gangs. “Fights were a daily occur-
rence; as were shakedowns in bathrooms,”
wrote the Silicon Valley journalist Michael S.
Malone. “Knives were regularly brought to
school as a show of macho.” Around the time
that Jobs arrived, a group of students were
jailed for a gang rape, and the bus of a neigh-
boring school was destroyed after its team
beat Crittenden’s in a wrestling match.

Jobs was often bullied, and in the middle
of seventh grade he gave his parents an ulti-
matum. “I insisted they put me in a different
school,” he recalled. Financially this was a
tough demand. His parents were barely mak-
ing ends meet, but by this point there was
little doubt that they would eventually bend
to his will. “When they resisted, I told them I



would just quit going to school if I had to go
back to Crittenden. So they researched where
the best schools were and scraped together
every dime and bought a house for $21,000
in a nicer district.”

The move was only three miles to the
south, to a former apricot orchard in Los Al-
tos that had been turned into a subdivision
of cookie-cutter tract homes. Their house, at
2066 Crist Drive, was one story with three
bedrooms and an all-important attached gar-
age with a roll-down door facing the street.
There Paul Jobs could tinker with cars and
his son with electronics.

Its other significant attribute was that it
was just over the line inside what was then
the Cupertino-Sunnyvale School District, one
of the safest and best in the valley. “When I
moved here, these corners were still orch-
ards,” Jobs pointed out as we walked in front
of his old house. “The guy who lived right
there taught me how to be a good organic



gardener and to compost. He grew
everything to perfection. I never had better
food in my life. That’s when I began to ap-
preciate organic fruits and vegetables.”

Even though they were not fervent about
their faith, Jobs’s parents wanted him to
have a religious upbringing, so they took him
to the Lutheran church most Sundays. That
came to an end when he was thirteen. In July
1968 Life magazine published a shocking
cover showing a pair of starving children in
Biafra. Jobs took it to Sunday school and
confronted the church’s pastor. “If I raise my
finger, will God know which one I'm going to
raise even before I do it?”

The pastor answered, “Yes, God knows
everything.”

Jobs then pulled out the Life cover and
asked, “Well, does God know about this and
what’s going to happen to those children?”

“Steve, I know you don’t understand, but
yes, God knows about that.”



Jobs announced that he didn’t want to
have anything to do with worshipping such a
God, and he never went back to church. He
did, however, spend years studying and try-
ing to practice the tenets of Zen Buddhism.
Reflecting years later on his spiritual feel-
ings, he said that religion was at its best
when it emphasized spiritual experiences
rather than received dogma. “The juice goes
out of Christianity when it becomes too
based on faith rather than on living like Je-
sus or seeing the world as Jesus saw it,” he
told me. “I think different religions are dif-
ferent doors to the same house. Sometimes I
think the house exists, and sometimes I
don’t. It’s the great mystery.”

Paul Jobs was then working at Spectra-
Physics, a company in nearby Santa Clara
that made lasers for electronics and medical
products. As a machinist, he crafted the pro-
totypes of products that the engineers were
devising. His son was fascinated by the need



for perfection. “Lasers require precision
alignment,” Jobs said. “The really sophistic-
ated ones, for airborne applications or med-
ical, had very precise features. They would
tell my dad something like, ‘This is what we
want, and we want it out of one piece of met-
al so that the coefficients of expansion are all
the same.” And he had to figure out how to
do it.” Most pieces had to be made from
scratch, which meant that Paul had to create
custom tools and dies. His son was im-
pressed, but he rarely went to the machine
shop. “It would have been fun if he had got-
ten to teach me how to use a mill and lathe.
But unfortunately I never went, because I
was more interested in electronics.”

One summer Paul took Steve to Wisconsin
to visit the family’s dairy farm. Rural life did
not appeal to Steve, but one image stuck with
him. He saw a calf being born, and he was
amazed when the tiny animal struggled up
within minutes and began to walk. “It was
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not something she had learned, but it was in-
stead hardwired into her,” he recalled. “A hu-
man baby couldn’t do that. I found it re-
markable, even though no one else did.” He
put it in hardware-software terms: “It was as
if something in the animal’s body and in its
brain had been engineered to work together
instantly rather than being learned.”

In ninth grade Jobs went to Homestead
High, which had a sprawling campus of two-
story cinderblock buildings painted pink that
served two thousand students. “It was de-
signed by a famous prison architect,” Jobs
recalled. “They wanted to make it indestruct-
ible.” He had developed a love of walking,
and he walked the fifteen blocks to school by
himself each day.

He had few friends his own age, but he got
to know some seniors who were immersed in
the counterculture of the late 1960s. It was a
time when the geek and hippie worlds were
beginning to show some overlap. “My friends



were the really smart kids,” he said. “I was
interested in math and science and electron-
ics. They were too, and also into LSD and the
whole counterculture trip.”

His pranks by then typically involved elec-
tronics. At one point he wired his house with
speakers. But since speakers can also be used
as microphones, he built a control room in
his closet, where he could listen in on what
was happening in other rooms. One night,
when he had his headphones on and was
listening in on his parents’ bedroom, his
father caught him and angrily demanded
that he dismantle the system. He spent many
evenings visiting the garage of Larry Lang,
the engineer who lived down the street from
his old house. Lang eventually gave Jobs the
carbon microphone that had fascinated him,
and he turned him on to Heathkits, those
assemble-it-yourself kits for making ham ra-
dios and other electronic gear that were be-
loved by the soldering set back then.



“Heathkits came with all the boards and
parts color-coded, but the manual also ex-
plained the theory of how it operated,” Jobs
recalled. “It made you realize you could build
and understand anything. Once you built a
couple of radios, you'd see a TV in the cata-
logue and say, ‘I can build that as well,” even
if you didn’t. I was very lucky, because when
I was a kid both my dad and the Heathkits
made me believe I could build anything.”
Lang also got him into the Hewlett-Pack-
ard Explorers Club, a group of fifteen or so
students who met in the company cafeteria
on Tuesday nights. “They would get an en-
gineer from one of the labs to come and talk
about what he was working on,” Jobs re-
called. “My dad would drive me there. I was
in heaven. HP was a pioneer of light-emitting
diodes. So we talked about what to do with
them.” Because his father now worked for a
laser company, that topic particularly inter-
ested him. One night he cornered one of



HP’s laser engineers after a talk and got a
tour of the holography lab. But the most last-
ing impression came from seeing the small
computers the company was developing. “I
saw my first desktop computer there. It was
called the 9100A, and it was a glorified calcu-
lator but also really the first desktop com-
puter. It was huge, maybe forty pounds, but
it was a beauty of a thing. I fell in love with
it.”

The kids in the Explorers Club were en-
couraged to do projects, and Jobs decided to
build a frequency counter, which measures
the number of pulses per second in an elec-
tronic signal. He needed some parts that HP
made, so he picked up the phone and called
the CEO. “Back then, people didn’t have un-
listed numbers. So I looked up Bill Hewlett
in Palo Alto and called him at home. And he
answered and chatted with me for twenty
minutes. He got me the parts, but he also got
me a job in the plant where they made



frequency counters.” Jobs worked there the
summer after his freshman year at
Homestead High. “My dad would drive me in
the morning and pick me up in the evening.”

His work mainly consisted of “just putting
nuts and bolts on things” on an assembly
line. There was some resentment among his
fellow line workers toward the pushy kid
who had talked his way in by calling the
CEO. “I remember telling one of the super-
visors, ‘I love this stuff, I love this stuff,” and
then I asked him what he liked to do best.
And he said, ‘To fuck, to fuck.” Jobs had an
easier time ingratiating himself with the en-
gineers who worked one floor above. “They
served doughnuts and coffee every morning
at ten. So I'd go upstairs and hang out with
them.”

Jobs liked to work. He also had a newspa-
per route—his father would drive him when
it was raining—and during his sophomore
year spent weekends and the summer as a



stock clerk at a cavernous electronics store,
Haltek. It was to electronics what his father’s
junkyards were to auto parts: a scavenger’s
paradise sprawling over an entire city block
with new, used, salvaged, and surplus com-
ponents crammed onto warrens of shelves,
dumped unsorted into bins, and piled in an
outdoor yard. “Out in the back, near the bay,
they had a fenced-in area with things like
Polaris submarine interiors that had been
ripped and sold for salvage,” he recalled. “All
the controls and buttons were right there.
The colors were military greens and grays,
but they had these switches and bulb covers
of amber and red. There were these big old
lever switches that, when you flipped them,
it was awesome, like you were blowing up
Chicago.”

At the wooden counters up front, laden
with thick catalogues in tattered binders,
people would haggle for switches, resistors,
capacitors, and sometimes the latest memory



chips. His father used to do that for auto
parts, and he succeeded because he knew the
value of each better than the clerks. Jobs fol-
lowed suit. He developed a knowledge of
electronic parts that was honed by his love of
negotiating and turning a profit. He would
go to electronic flea markets, such as the San
Jose swap meet, haggle for a used circuit
board that contained some valuable chips or
components, and then sell those to his man-
ager at Haltek.

Jobs was able to get his first car, with his
father’s help, when he was fifteen. It was a
two-tone Nash Metropolitan that his father
had fitted out with an MG engine. Jobs
didn’t really like it, but he did not want to tell
his father that, or miss out on the chance to
have his own car. “In retrospect, a Nash Met-
ropolitan might seem like the most wickedly
cool car,” he later said. “But at the time it
was the most uncool car in the world. Still, it
was a car, so that was great.” Within a year



he had saved up enough from his various
jobs that he could trade up to a red Fiat 850
coupe with an Abarth engine. “My dad
helped me buy and inspect it. The satisfac-
tion of getting paid and saving up for
something, that was very exciting.”

That same summer, between his sopho-
more and junior years at Homestead, Jobs
began smoking marijuana. “I got stoned for
the first time that summer. I was fifteen, and
then began using pot regularly.” At one point
his father found some dope in his son’s Fiat.
“What’s this?” he asked. Jobs coolly replied,
“That’s marijuana.” It was one of the few
times in his life that he faced his father’s an-
ger. “That was the only real fight I ever got in
with my dad,” he said. But his father again
bent to his will. “He wanted me to promise
that I'd never use pot again, but I wouldn’t
promise.” In fact by his senior year he was
also dabbling in LSD and hash as well as ex-
ploring the mind-bending effects of sleep
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deprivation. “I was starting to get stoned
bit more. We would also drop acid occasion-
ally, usually in fields or in cars.”

He also flowered intellectually during his
last two years in high school and found him-
self at the intersection, as he had begun to
see it, of those who were geekily immersed in
electronics and those who were into literat-
ure and creative endeavors. “I started to
listen to music a whole lot, and I started to
read more outside of just science and techno-
logy—Shakespeare, Plato. 1 loved King
Lear.” His other favorites included Moby-
Dick and the poems of Dylan Thomas. I
asked him why he related to King Lear and
Captain Ahab, two of the most willful and
driven characters in literature, but he didn’t
respond to the connection I was making, so I
let it drop. “When I was a senior I had this
phenomenal AP English class. The teacher
was this guy who looked like Ernest
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Hemingway. He took a bunch of us snow-
shoeing in Yosemite.”

One course that Jobs took would become
part of Silicon Valley lore: the electronics
class taught by John McCollum, a former
Navy pilot who had a showman’s flair for ex-
citing his students with such tricks as firing
up a Tesla coil. His little stockroom, to which
he would lend the key to pet students, was
crammed with transistors and other com-
ponents he had scored.

McCollum’s classroom was in a shed-like
building on the edge of the campus, next to
the parking lot. “This is where it was,” Jobs
recalled as he peered in the window, “and
here, next door, is where the auto shop class
used to be.” The juxtaposition highlighted
the shift from the interests of his father’s
generation. “Mr. McCollum felt that elec-
tronics class was the new auto shop.”

McCollum believed in military discipline
and respect for authority. Jobs didn’t. His



aversion to authority was something he no
longer tried to hide, and he affected an atti-
tude that combined wiry and weird intensity
with aloof rebelliousness. McCollum later
said, “He was usually off in a corner doing
something on his own and really didn’t want
to have much of anything to do with either
me or the rest of the class.” He never trusted
Jobs with a key to the stockroom. One day
Jobs needed a part that was not available, so
he made a collect call to the manufacturer,
Burroughs in Detroit, and said he was
designing a new product and wanted to test
out the part. It arrived by air freight a few
days later. When McCollum asked how he
had gotten it, Jobs described—with defiant
pride—the collect call and the tale he had
told. “I was furious,” McCollum said. “That
was not the way I wanted my students to be-
have.” Jobs’s response was, “I don’t have the
money for the phone call. They've got plenty
of money.”



Jobs took McCollum’s class for only one
year, rather than the three that it was
offered. For one of his projects, he made a
device with a photocell that would switch on
a circuit when exposed to light, something
any high school science student could have
done. He was far more interested in playing
with lasers, something he learned from his
father. With a few friends, he created light
shows for parties by bouncing lasers off mir-
rors that were attached to the speakers of his
stereo system.



CHAPTER TWO




ODD COUPLE

The Two Steves

Jobs and Wozniak in the garage, 1976

Woz
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While a student in McCollum’s class, Jobs
became friends with a graduate who was the
teacher’s all-time favorite and a school le-
gend for his wizardry in the class. Stephen
Wozniak, whose younger brother had been
on a swim team with Jobs, was almost five
years older than Jobs and far more know-
ledgeable about electronics. But emotionally
and socially he was still a high school geek.
Like Jobs, Wozniak learned a lot at his
father’s knee. But their lessons were differ-
ent. Paul Jobs was a high school dropout
who, when fixing up cars, knew how to turn a
tidy profit by striking the right deal on parts.
Francis Wozniak, known as Jerry, was a bril-
liant engineering graduate from Cal Tech,
where he had quarterbacked the football
team, who became a rocket scientist at Lock-
heed. He exalted engineering and looked
down on those in business, marketing, and
sales. “I remember him telling me that en-
gineering was the highest level of importance



you could reach in the world,” Steve Wozniak
later recalled. “It takes society to a new
level.”

One of Steve Wozniak’s first memories was
going to his father’s workplace on a weekend
and being shown electronic parts, with his
dad “putting them on a table with me so I got
to play with them.” He watched with fascina-
tion as his father tried to get a waveform line
on a video screen to stay flat so he could
show that one of his circuit designs was
working properly. “I could see that whatever
my dad was doing, it was important and
good.” Woz, as he was known even then,
would ask about the resistors and transistors
lying around the house, and his father would
pull out a blackboard to illustrate what they
did. “He would explain what a resistor was
by going all the way back to atoms and elec-
trons. He explained how resistors worked
when I was in second grade, not by equations
but by having me picture it.”



Woz’s father taught him something else
that became ingrained in his childlike, so-
cially awkward personality: Never lie. “My
dad believed in honesty. Extreme honesty.
That’s the biggest thing he taught me. I never
lie, even to this day.” (The only partial excep-
tion was in the service of a good practical
joke.) In addition, he imbued his son with an
aversion to extreme ambition, which set Woz
apart from Jobs. At an Apple product launch
event in 2010, forty years after they met,
Woz reflected on their differences. “My fath-
er told me, ‘You always want to be in the
middle,”” he said. “I didn’t want to be up with
the high-level people like Steve. My dad was
an engineer, and that’s what I wanted to be. I
was way too shy ever to be a business leader
like Steve.”

By fourth grade Wozniak became, as he
put it, one of the “electronics kids.” He had
an easier time making eye contact with a
transistor than with a girl, and he developed



the chunky and stooped look of a guy who
spends most of his time hunched over circuit
boards. At the same age when Jobs was
puzzling over a carbon microphone that his
dad couldn’t explain, Wozniak was using
transistors to build an intercom system fea-
turing amplifiers, relays, lights, and buzzers
that connected the kids’ bedrooms of six
houses in the neighborhood. And at an age
when Jobs was building Heathkits, Wozniak
was assembling a transmitter and receiver
from Hallicrafters, the most sophisticated ra-
dios available.

Woz spent a lot of time at home reading
his father’s electronics journals, and he be-
came enthralled by stories about new com-
puters, such as the powerful ENIAC. Because
Boolean algebra came naturally to him, he
marveled at how simple, rather than com-
plex, the computers were. In eighth grade he
built a calculator that included one hundred
transistors, two hundred diodes, and two



hundred resistors on ten circuit boards. It
won top prize in a local contest run by the
Air Force, even though the competitors in-
cluded students through twelfth grade.

Woz became more of a loner when the
boys his age began going out with girls and
partying, endeavors that he found far more
complex than designing circuits. “Where be-
fore I was popular and riding bikes and
everything, suddenly I was socially shut out,”
he recalled. “It seemed like nobody spoke to
me for the longest time.” He found an outlet
by playing juvenile pranks. In twelfth grade
he built an electronic metronome—one of
those tick-tick-tick devices that keep time in
music class—and realized it sounded like a
bomb. So he took the labels off some big bat-
teries, taped them together, and put it in a
school locker; he rigged it to start ticking
faster when the locker opened. Later that day
he got called to the principal’s office. He
thought it was because he had won, yet



again, the school’s top math prize. Instead he
was confronted by the police. The principal
had been summoned when the device was
found, bravely ran onto the football field
clutching it to his chest, and pulled the wires
off. Woz tried and failed to suppress his
laughter. He actually got sent to the juvenile
detention center, where he spent the night. It
was a memorable experience. He taught the
other prisoners how to disconnect the wires
leading to the ceiling fans and connect them
to the bars so people got shocked when
touching them.

Getting shocked was a badge of honor for
Woz. He prided himself on being a hardware
engineer, which meant that random shocks
were routine. He once devised a roulette
game where four people put their thumbs in
a slot; when the ball landed, one would get
shocked. “Hardware guys will play this game,
but software guys are too chicken,” he noted.



During his senior year he got a part-time
job at Sylvania and had the chance to work
on a computer for the first time. He learned
FORTRAN from a book and read the manu-
als for most of the systems of the day, start-
ing with the Digital Equipment PDP-8. Then
he studied the specs for the latest microchips
and tried to redesign the computers using
these newer parts. The challenge he set him-
self was to replicate the design using the few-
est components possible. Each night he
would try to improve his drawing from the
night before. By the end of his senior year, he
had become a master. “I was now designing
computers with half the number of chips the
actual company had in their own design, but
only on paper.” He never told his friends.
After all, most seventeen-year-olds were get-
ting their kicks in other ways.

On Thanksgiving weekend of his senior
year, Wozniak visited the University of Col-
orado. It was closed for the holiday, but he



found an engineering student who took him
on a tour of the labs. He begged his father to
let him go there, even though the out-of-
state tuition was more than the family could
easily afford. They struck a deal: He would
be allowed to go for one year, but then he
would transfer to De Anza Community Col-
lege back home. After arriving at Colorado in
the fall of 1969, he spent so much time play-
ing pranks (such as producing reams of prin-
touts saying “Fuck Nixon”) that he failed a
couple of his courses and was put on proba-
tion. In addition, he created a program to
calculate Fibonacci numbers that burned up
so much computer time the university
threatened to bill him for the cost. So he
readily lived up to his bargain with his par-
ents and transferred to De Anza.

After a pleasant year at De Anza, Wozniak
took time off to make some money. He found
work at a company that made computers for
the California Motor Vehicle Department,



and a coworker made him a wonderful offer:
He would provide some spare chips so
Wozniak could make one of the computers
he had been sketching on paper. Wozniak
decided to use as few chips as possible, both
as a personal challenge and because he did
not want to take advantage of his colleague’s
largesse.

Much of the work was done in the garage
of a friend just around the corner, Bill
Fernandez, who was still at Homestead High.
To lubricate their efforts, they drank large
amounts of Cragmont cream soda, riding
their bikes to the Sunnyvale Safeway to re-
turn the bottles, collect the deposits, and buy
more. “That’s how we started referring to it
as the Cream Soda Computer,” Wozniak re-
called. It was basically a calculator capable of
multiplying numbers entered by a set of
switches and displaying the results in binary
code with little lights.



When it was finished, Fernandez told
Wozniak there was someone at Homestead
High he should meet. “His name is Steve. He
likes to do pranks like you do, and he’s also
into building electronics like you are.” It may
have been the most significant meeting in a
Silicon Valley garage since Hewlett went into
Packard’s thirty-two years earlier. “Steve and
I just sat on the sidewalk in front of Bill’s
house for the longest time, just sharing stor-
ies—mostly about pranks we’d pulled, and
also what kind of electronic designs we’d
done,” Wozniak recalled. “We had so much
in common. Typically, it was really hard for
me to explain to people what kind of design
stuff I worked on, but Steve got it right away.
And I liked him. He was kind of skinny and
wiry and full of energy.” Jobs was also im-
pressed. “Woz was the first person I'd met
who knew more electronics than I did,” he
once said, stretching his own expertise. “I
liked him right away. I was a little more



mature than my years, and he was a little less
mature than his, so it evened out. Woz was
very bright, but emotionally he was my age.”

In addition to their interest in computers,
they shared a passion for music. “It was an
incredible time for music,” Jobs recalled. “It
was like living at a time when Beethoven and
Mozart were alive. Really. People will look
back on it that way. And Woz and I were
deeply into it.” In particular, Wozniak turned
Jobs on to the glories of Bob Dylan. “We
tracked down this guy in Santa Cruz who put
out this newsletter on Dylan,” Jobs said.
“Dylan taped all of his concerts, and some of
the people around him were not scrupulous,
because soon there were tapes all around.
Bootlegs of everything. And this guy had
them all.”

Hunting down Dylan tapes soon became a
joint venture. “The two of us would go
tramping through San Jose and Berkeley and
ask about Dylan bootlegs and collect them,”



said Wozniak. “We’d buy brochures of Dylan
lyrics and stay up late interpreting them.
Dylan’s words struck chords of creative
thinking.” Added Jobs, “I had more than a
hundred hours, including every concert on
the ’65 and ’66 tour,” the one where Dylan
went electric. Both of them bought high-end
TEAC reel-to-reel tape decks. “I would use
mine at a low speed to record many concerts
on one tape,” said Wozniak. Jobs matched
his obsession: “Instead of big speakers I
bought a pair of awesome headphones and
would just lie in my bed and listen to that
stuff for hours.”

Jobs had formed a club at Homestead
High to put on music-and-light shows and
also play pranks. (They once glued a gold-
painted toilet seat onto a flower planter.) It
was called the Buck Fry Club, a play on the
name of the principal. Even though they had
already graduated, Wozniak and his friend
Allen Baum joined forces with Jobs, at the



end of his junior year, to produce a farewell
gesture for the departing seniors. Showing
off the Homestead campus four decades
later, Jobs paused at the scene of the es-
capade and pointed. “See that balcony?
That’s where we did the banner prank that
sealed our friendship.” On a big bedsheet
Baum had tie-dyed with the school’s green
and white colors, they painted a huge hand
flipping the middle-finger salute. Baum’s
nice Jewish mother helped them draw it and
showed them how to do the shading and
shadows to make it look more real. “I know
what that is,” she snickered. They devised a
system of ropes and pulleys so that it could
be dramatically lowered as the graduating
class marched past the balcony, and they
signed it “SWAB JOB,” the initials of
Wozniak and Baum combined with part of
Jobs’s name. The prank became part of
school lore—and got Jobs suspended one
more time.



Another prank involved a pocket device
Wozniak built that could emit TV signals. He
would take it to a room where a group of
people were watching TV, such as in a dorm,
and secretly press the button so that the
screen would get fuzzy with static. When
someone got up and whacked the set,
Wozniak would let go of the button and the
picture would clear up. Once he had the un-
suspecting viewers hopping up and down at
his will, he would make things harder. He
would keep the picture fuzzy until someone
touched the antenna. Eventually he would
make people think they had to hold the an-
tenna while standing on one foot or touching
the top of the set. Years later, at a keynote
presentation where he was having his own
trouble getting a video to work, Jobs broke
from his script and recounted the fun they
had with the device. “Woz would have it in
his pocket and we’d go into a dorm . . . where
a bunch of folks would be, like, watching



Star Trek, and he’d screw up the TV, and
someone would go up to fix it, and just as
they had the foot off the ground he would
turn it back on, and as they put their foot
back on the ground he’d screw it up again.”
Contorting himself into a pretzel onstage,
Jobs concluded to great laughter, “And with-
in five minutes he would have someone like
this.”

The Blue Box

The ultimate combination of pranks and
electronics—and the escapade that helped to
create Apple—was launched one Sunday af-
ternoon when Wozniak read an article in Es-
quire that his mother had left for him on the
kitchen table. It was September 1971, and he
was about to drive off the next day to Berke-
ley, his third college. The story, Ron Rosen-
baum’s “Secrets of the Little Blue Box,” de-
scribed how hackers and phone phreakers
had found ways to make long-distance calls
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for free by replicating the tones that routed
signals on the AT&T network. “Halfway
through the article, I had to call my best
friend, Steve Jobs, and read parts of this long
article to him,” Wozniak recalled. He knew
that Jobs, then beginning his senior year,
was one of the few people who would share
his excitement.

A hero of the piece was John Draper, a
hacker known as Captain Crunch because he
had discovered that the sound emitted by the
toy whistle that came with the breakfast cer-
eal was the same 2600 Hertz tone used by
the phone network’s call-routing switches. It
could fool the system into allowing a long-
distance call to go through without extra
charges. The article revealed that other tones
that served to route calls could be found in
an issue of the Bell System Technical Journ-
al, which AT&T immediately began asking
libraries to pull from their shelves.



As soon as Jobs got the call from Wozniak
that Sunday afternoon, he knew they would
have to get their hands on the technical
journal right away. “Woz picked me up a few
minutes later, and we went to the library at
SLAC [the Stanford Linear Accelerator
Center] to see if we could find it,” Jobs re-
counted. It was Sunday and the library was
closed, but they knew how to get in through a
door that was rarely locked. “I remember
that we were furiously digging through the
stacks, and it was Woz who finally found the
journal with all the frequencies. It was like,
holy shit, and we opened it and there it was.
We kept saying to ourselves, ‘It’s real. Holy
shit, it’s real.” It was all laid out—the tones,
the frequencies.”

Wozniak went to Sunnyvale Electronics
before it closed that evening and bought the
parts to make an analog tone generator. Jobs
had built a frequency counter when he was
part of the HP Explorers Club, and they used



it to calibrate the desired tones. With a dial,
they could replicate and tape-record the
sounds specified in the article. By midnight
they were ready to test it. Unfortunately the
oscillators they used were not quite stable
enough to replicate the right chirps to fool
the phone company. “We could see the in-
stability using Steve’s frequency counter,” re-
called Wozniak, “and we just couldn’t make
it work. I had to leave for Berkeley the next
morning, so we decided I would work on
building a digital version once I got there.”

No one had ever created a digital version
of a Blue Box, but Woz was made for the
challenge. Using diodes and transistors from
Radio Shack, and with the help of a music
student in his dorm who had perfect pitch,
he got it built before Thanksgiving. “I have
never designed a circuit I was prouder of,” he
said. “I still think it was incredible.”

One night Wozniak drove down from
Berkeley to Jobs’s house to try it. They



attempted to call Wozniak’s uncle in Los
Angeles, but they got a wrong number. It
didn’t matter; their device had worked. “Hi!
We're calling you for free! We're calling you
for free!” Wozniak shouted. The person on
the other end was confused and annoyed.
Jobs chimed in, “We’re calling from Califor-
nia! From California! With a Blue Box.” This
probably baffled the man even more, since
he was also in California.

At first the Blue Box was used for fun and
pranks. The most daring of these was when
they called the Vatican and Wozniak preten-
ded to be Henry Kissinger wanting to speak
to the pope. “Ve are at de summit meeting in
Moscow, and ve need to talk to de pope,”
Woz intoned. He was told that it was 5:30
a.m. and the pope was sleeping. When he
called back, he got a bishop who was sup-
posed to serve as the translator. But they
never actually got the pope on the line. “They
realized that Woz wasn’t Henry Kissinger,”



Jobs recalled. “We were at a public phone
booth.”

It was then that they reached an important
milestone, one that would establish a pattern
in their partnerships: Jobs came up with the
idea that the Blue Box could be more than
merely a hobby; they could build and sell
them. “I got together the rest of the compon-
ents, like the casing and power supply and
keypads, and figured out how we could price
it,” Jobs said, foreshadowing roles he would
play when they founded Apple. The finished
product was about the size of two decks of
playing cards. The parts cost about $40, and
Jobs decided they should sell it for $150.

Following the lead of other phone phreaks
such as Captain Crunch, they gave them-
selves handles. Wozniak became “Berkeley
Blue,” Jobs was “Oaf Tobark.” They took the
device to college dorms and gave demonstra-
tions by attaching it to a phone and speaker.
While the potential customers watched, they



would call the Ritz in London or a dial-a-joke
service in Australia. “We made a hundred or
so Blue Boxes and sold almost all of them,”
Jobs recalled.

The fun and profits came to an end at a
Sunnyvale pizza parlor. Jobs and Wozniak
were about to drive to Berkeley with a Blue
Box they had just finished making. Jobs
needed money and was eager to sell, so he
pitched the device to some guys at the next
table. They were interested, so Jobs went to a
phone booth and demonstrated it with a call
to Chicago. The prospects said they had to go
to their car for money. “So we walk over to
the car, Woz and me, and I've got the Blue
Box in my hand, and the guy gets in, reaches
under the seat, and he pulls out a gun,” Jobs
recounted. He had never been that close to a
gun, and he was terrified. “So he’s pointing
the gun right at my stomach, and he says,
‘Hand it over, brother.” My mind raced.
There was the car door here, and I thought



maybe I could slam it on his legs and we
could run, but there was this high probability
that he would shoot me. So I slowly handed
it to him, very carefully.” It was a weird sort
of robbery. The guy who took the Blue Box
actually gave Jobs a phone number and said
he would try to pay for it if it worked. When
Jobs later called the number, the guy said he
couldn’t figure out how to use it. So Jobs, in
his felicitous way, convinced the guy to meet
him and Wozniak at a public place. But they
ended up deciding not to have another en-
counter with the gunman, even on the off
chance they could get their $150.

The partnership paved the way for what
would be a bigger adventure together. “If it
hadn’t been for the Blue Boxes, there
wouldn’t have been an Apple,” Jobs later re-
flected. “'m 100% sure of that. Woz and I
learned how to work together, and we gained
the confidence that we could solve technical
problems and actually put something into



production.” They had created a device with
a little circuit board that could control bil-
lions of dollars’ worth of infrastructure. “You
cannot believe how much confidence that
gave us.” Woz came to the same conclusion:
“It was probably a bad idea selling them, but
it gave us a taste of what we could do with
my engineering skills and his vision.” The
Blue Box adventure established a template
for a partnership that would soon be born.
Wozniak would be the gentle wizard coming
up with a neat invention that he would have
been happy just to give away, and Jobs
would figure out how to make it user-
friendly, put it together in a package, market
it, and make a few bucks.



CHAPTER THREE




THE DROPOUT

Turn On, Tune In.. ..

Chrisann Brennan

Toward the end of his senior year at
Homestead, in the spring of 1972, Jobs star-
ted going out with a girl named Chrisann
Brennan, who was about his age but still a
junior. With her light brown hair, green eyes,
high cheekbones, and fragile aura, she was
very attractive. She was also enduring the
breakup of her parents’ marriage, which
made her vulnerable. “We worked together
on an animated movie, then started going
out, and she became my first real girlfriend,”
Jobs recalled. As Brennan later said, “Steve
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was kind of crazy. That’s why I was attracted
to him.”

Jobs’s craziness was of the cultivated sort.
He had begun his lifelong experiments with
compulsive diets, eating only fruits and ve-
getables, so he was as lean and tight as a
whippet. He learned to stare at people
without blinking, and he perfected long si-
lences punctuated by staccato bursts of fast
talking. This odd mix of intensity and aloof-
ness, combined with his shoulder-length hair
and scraggly beard, gave him the aura of a
crazed shaman. He oscillated between cha-
rismatic and creepy. “He shuffled around
and looked half-mad,” recalled Brennan. “He
had a lot of angst. It was like a big darkness
around him.”

Jobs had begun to drop acid by then, and
he turned Brennan on to it as well, in a
wheat field just outside Sunnyvale. “It was
great,” he recalled. “I had been listening to a
lot of Bach. All of a sudden the wheat field



was playing Bach. It was the most wonderful
feeling of my life up to that point. I felt like
the conductor of this symphony with Bach
coming through the wheat.”

That summer of 1972, after his graduation,
he and Brennan moved to a cabin in the hills
above Los Altos. “I'm going to go live in a
cabin with Chrisann,” he announced to his
parents one day. His father was furious. “No
you're not,” he said. “Over my dead body.”
They had recently fought about marijuana,
and once again the younger Jobs was willful.
He just said good-bye and walked out.

Brennan spent a lot of her time that sum-
mer painting; she was talented, and she did a
picture of a clown for Jobs that he kept on
the wall. Jobs wrote poetry and played gui-
tar. He could be brutally cold and rude to her
at times, but he was also entrancing and able
to impose his will. “He was an enlightened
being who was cruel,” she recalled. “That’s a
strange combination.”



Midway through the summer, Jobs was al-
most killed when his red Fiat caught fire. He
was driving on Skyline Boulevard in the
Santa Cruz Mountains with a high school
friend, Tim Brown, who looked back, saw
flames coming from the engine, and casually
said to Jobs, “Pull over, your car is on fire.”
Jobs did. His father, despite their argu-
ments, drove out to the hills to tow the Fiat
home.

In order to find a way to make money for a
new car, Jobs got Wozniak to drive him to
De Anza College to look on the help-wanted
bulletin board. They discovered that the
Westgate Shopping Center in San Jose was
seeking college students who could dress up
in costumes and amuse the kids. So for $3 an
hour, Jobs, Wozniak, and Brennan donned
heavy full-body costumes and headgear to
play Alice in Wonderland, the Mad Hatter,
and the White Rabbit. Wozniak, in his earn-
est and sweet way, found it fun. “I said, ‘I
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want to do it, it’s my chance, because I love
children.’ I think Steve looked at it as a lousy
job, but I looked at it as a fun adventure.”
Jobs did indeed find it a pain. “It was hot,
the costumes were heavy, and after a while I
felt like I wanted to smack some of the kids.”
Patience was never one of his virtues.

Reed College

Seventeen years earlier, Jobs’s parents had
made a pledge when they adopted him: He
would go to college. So they had worked hard
and saved dutifully for his college fund,
which was modest but adequate by the time
he graduated. But Jobs, becoming ever more
willful, did not make it easy. At first he toyed
with not going to college at all. “I think I
might have headed to New York if I didn’t go
to college,” he recalled, musing on how dif-
ferent his world—and perhaps all of
ours—might have been if he had chosen that
path. When his parents pushed him to go to
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college, he responded in a passive-aggressive
way. He did not consider state schools, such
as Berkeley, where Woz then was, despite the
fact that they were more affordable. Nor did
he look at Stanford, just up the road and
likely to offer a scholarship. “The kids who
went to Stanford, they already knew what
they wanted to do,” he said. “They weren’t
really artistic. I wanted something that was
more artistic and interesting.”

Instead he insisted on applying only to
Reed College, a private liberal arts school in
Portland, Oregon, that was one of the most
expensive in the nation. He was visiting Woz
at Berkeley when his father called to say an
acceptance letter had arrived from Reed, and
he tried to talk Steve out of going there. So
did his mother. It was far more than they
could afford, they said. But their son respon-
ded with an ultimatum: If he couldn’t go to
Reed, he wouldn’t go anywhere. They relen-
ted, as usual.



Reed had only one thousand students, half
the number at Homestead High. It was
known for its free-spirited hippie lifestyle,
which combined somewhat uneasily with its
rigorous academic standards and core cur-
riculum. Five years earlier Timothy Leary,
the guru of psychedelic enlightenment, had
sat cross-legged at the Reed College com-
mons while on his League for Spiritual Dis-
covery (LSD) college tour, during which he
exhorted his listeners, “Like every great reli-
gion of the past we seek to find the divinity
within. . . . These ancient goals we define in
the metaphor of the present—turn on, tune
in, drop out.” Many of Reed’s students took
all three of those injunctions seriously; the
dropout rate during the 1970s was more than
one-third.

When it came time for Jobs to matriculate
in the fall of 1972, his parents drove him up
to Portland, but in another small act of rebel-
lion he refused to let them come on campus.
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In fact he refrained from even saying good-
bye or thanks. He recounted the moment
later with uncharacteristic regret:

It’s one of the things in life I really
feel ashamed about. I was not very sens-
itive, and I hurt their feelings. I
shouldn’t have. They had done so much
to make sure I could go there, but I just
didn’t want them around. I didn’t want
anyone to know I had parents. I wanted
to be like an orphan who had bummed
around the country on trains and just
arrived out of nowhere, with no roots,
no connections, no background.

In late 1972, there was a fundamental shift
happening in American campus life. The na-
tion’s involvement in the Vietnam War, and
the draft that accompanied it, was winding
down. Political activism at colleges receded
and in many late-night dorm conversations



was replaced by an interest in pathways to
personal fulfillment. Jobs found himself
deeply influenced by a variety of books on
spirituality and enlightenment, most notably
Be Here Now, a guide to meditation and the
wonders of psychedelic drugs by Baba Ram
Dass, born Richard Alpert. “It was pro-
found,” Jobs said. “It transformed me and
many of my friends.”

The closest of those friends was another
wispy-bearded freshman named Daniel Kot-
tke, who met Jobs a week after they arrived
at Reed and shared his interest in Zen,
Dylan, and acid. Kottke, from a wealthy New
York suburb, was smart but low-octane, with
a sweet flower-child demeanor made even
mellower by his interest in Buddhism. That
spiritual quest had caused him to eschew
material possessions, but he was nonetheless
impressed by Jobs’s tape deck. “Steve had a
TEAC reel-to-reel and massive quantities of



Dylan bootlegs,” Kottke recalled. “He was
both really cool and high-tech.”

Jobs started spending much of his time
with Kottke and his girlfriend, Elizabeth
Holmes, even after he insulted her at their
first meeting by grilling her about how much
money it would take to get her to have sex
with another man. They hitchhiked to the
coast together, engaged in the typical dorm
raps about the meaning of life, attended the
love festivals at the local Hare Krishna
temple, and went to the Zen center for free
vegetarian meals. “It was a lot of fun,” said
Kottke, “but also philosophical, and we took
Zen very seriously.”

Jobs began sharing with Kottke other
books, including Zen Mind, Beginner’s Mind
by Shunryu Suzuki, Autobiography of a Yogi
by Paramahansa Yogananda, and Cutting
Through Spiritual Materialism by Chogyam
Trungpa. They created a meditation room in
the attic crawl space above Elizabeth



Holmes’s room and fixed it up with Indian
prints, a dhurrie rug, candles, incense, and
meditation cushions. “There was a hatch in
the ceiling leading to an attic which had a
huge amount of space,” Jobs said. “We took
psychedelic drugs there sometimes, but
mainly we just meditated.”

Jobs’s engagement with Eastern spiritual-
ity, and especially Zen Buddhism, was not
just some passing fancy or youthful dabbling.
He embraced it with his typical intensity,
and it became deeply ingrained in his per-
sonality. “Steve is very much Zen,” said Kot-
tke. “It was a deep influence. You see it in his
whole approach of stark, minimalist aesthet-
ics, intense focus.” Jobs also became deeply
influenced by the emphasis that Buddhism
places on intuition. “I began to realize that
an intuitive understanding and conscious-
ness was more significant than abstract
thinking and intellectual logical analysis,” he
later said. His intensity, however, made it



difficult for him to achieve inner peace; his
Zen awareness was not accompanied by an
excess of calm, peace of mind, or interper-
sonal mellowness.

He and Kottke enjoyed playing a
nineteenth-century German variant of chess
called Kriegspiel, in which the players sit
back-to-back; each has his own board and
pieces and cannot see those of his opponent.
A moderator informs them if a move they
want to make is legal or illegal, and they have
to try to figure out where their opponent’s
pieces are. “The wildest game I played with
them was during a lashing rainstorm sitting
by the fireside,” recalled Holmes, who served
as moderator. “They were tripping on acid.
They were moving so fast I could barely keep
up with them.”

Another book that deeply influenced Jobs
during his freshman year was Diet for a
Small Planet by Frances Moore Lappé,
which extolled the personal and planetary



benefits of vegetarianism. “That’s when I
swore off meat pretty much for good,” he re-
called. But the book also reinforced his tend-
ency to embrace extreme diets, which in-
cluded purges, fasts, or eating only one or
two foods, such as carrots or apples, for
weeks on end.

Jobs and Kottke became serious vegetari-
ans during their freshman year. “Steve got
into it even more than I did,” said Kottke.
“He was living off Roman Meal cereal.” They
would go shopping at a farmers’ co-op,
where Jobs would buy a box of cereal, which
would last a week, and other bulk health
food. “He would buy flats of dates and al-
monds and lots of carrots, and he got a
Champion juicer and we’d make carrot juice
and carrot salads. There is a story about
Steve turning orange from eating so many
carrots, and there is some truth to that.”
Friends remember him having, at times, a
sunset-like orange hue.



Jobs’s dietary habits became even more
obsessive when he read Mucusless Diet
Healing System by Arnold Ehret, an early
twentieth-century German-born nutrition
fanatic. He believed in eating nothing but
fruits and starchless vegetables, which he
said prevented the body from forming harm-
ful mucus, and he advocated cleansing the
body regularly through prolonged fasts. That
meant the end of even Roman Meal cer-
eal—or any bread, grains, or milk. Jobs
began warning friends of the mucus dangers
lurking in their bagels. “I got into it in my
typical nutso way,” he said. At one point he
and Kottke went for an entire week eating
only apples, and then Jobs began to try even
purer fasts. He started with two-day fasts,
and eventually tried to stretch them to a
week or more, breaking them carefully with
large amounts of water and leafy vegetables.
“After a week you start to feel fantastic,” he
said. “You get a ton of vitality from not



having to digest all this food. I was in great
shape. I felt I could get up and walk to San
Francisco anytime I wanted.”

Vegetarianism and Zen Buddhism, medit-
ation and spirituality, acid and rock—Jobs
rolled together, in an amped-up way, the
multiple impulses that were hallmarks of the
enlightenment-seeking campus subculture of
the era. And even though he barely indulged
it at Reed, there was still an undercurrent of
electronic geekiness in his soul that would
someday combine surprisingly well with the
rest of the mix.

Robert Friedland

In order to raise some cash one day, Jobs de-
cided to sell his IBM Selectric typewriter. He
walked into the room of the student who had
offered to buy it only to discover that he was
having sex with his girlfriend. Jobs started to
leave, but the student invited him to take a
seat and wait while they finished. “I thought,
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“This is kind of far out,” Jobs later recalled.
And thus began his relationship with Robert
Friedland, one of the few people in Jobs’s life
who were able to mesmerize him. He adop-
ted some of Friedland’s charismatic traits
and for a few years treated him almost like a
guru—until he began to see him as a
charlatan.

Friedland was four years older than Jobs,
but still an undergraduate. The son of an
Auschwitz survivor who became a prosper-
ous Chicago architect, he had originally gone
to Bowdoin, a liberal arts college in Maine.
But while a sophomore, he was arrested for
possession of 24,000 tablets of LSD worth
$125,000. The local newspaper pictured him
with shoulder-length wavy blond hair smil-
ing at the photographers as he was led away.
He was sentenced to two years at a federal
prison in Virginia, from which he was pa-
roled in 1972. That fall he headed off to
Reed, where he immediately ran for student



body president, saying that he needed to
clear his name from the “miscarriage of
justice” he had suffered. He won.

Friedland had heard Baba Ram Dass, the
author of Be Here Now, give a speech in Bo-
ston, and like Jobs and Kottke had gotten
deeply into Eastern spirituality. During the
summer of 1973, he traveled to India to meet
Ram Dass’s Hindu guru, Neem Karoli Baba,
famously known to his many followers as
Maharaj-ji. When he returned that fall,
Friedland had taken a spiritual name and
walked around in sandals and flowing Indian
robes. He had a room off campus, above a
garage, and Jobs would go there many after-
noons to seek him out. He was entranced by
the apparent intensity of Friedland’s convic-
tion that a state of enlightenment truly exis-
ted and could be attained. “He turned me on
to a different level of consciousness,” Jobs
said.



Friedland found Jobs fascinating as well.
“He was always walking around barefoot,” he
later told a reporter. “The thing that struck
me was his intensity. Whatever he was inter-
ested in he would generally carry to an irra-
tional extreme.” Jobs had honed his trick of
using stares and silences to master other
people. “One of his numbers was to stare at
the person he was talking to. He would stare
into their fucking eyeballs, ask some ques-
tion, and would want a response without the
other person averting their eyes.”

According to Kottke, some of Jobs’s per-
sonality traits—including a few that lasted
throughout his career—were borrowed from
Friedland. “Friedland taught Steve the real-
ity distortion field,” said Kottke. “He was
charismatic and a bit of a con man and could
bend situations to his very strong will. He
was mercurial, sure of himself, a little dictat-
orial. Steve admired that, and he became



more like that after spending time with
Robert.”

Jobs also absorbed how Friedland made
himself the center of attention. “Robert was
very much an outgoing, charismatic guy, a
real salesman,” Kottke recalled. “When I first
met Steve he was shy and self-effacing, a
very private guy. I think Robert taught him a
lot about selling, about coming out of his
shell, of opening up and taking charge of a
situation.” Friedland projected a high-
wattage aura. “He would walk into a room
and you would instantly notice him. Steve
was the absolute opposite when he came to
Reed. After he spent time with Robert, some
of it started to rub off.”

On Sunday evenings Jobs and Friedland
would go to the Hare Krishna temple on the
western edge of Portland, often with Kottke
and Holmes in tow. They would dance and
sing songs at the top of their lungs. “We
would work ourselves into an ecstatic
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frenzy,” Holmes recalled. “Robert would go
insane and dance like crazy. Steve was more
subdued, as if he was embarrassed to let
loose.” Then they would be treated to paper
plates piled high with vegetarian food.
Friedland had stewardship of a 220-acre
apple farm, about forty miles southwest of
Portland, that was owned by an eccentric
millionaire uncle from Switzerland named
Marcel Miiller. After Friedland became in-
volved with Eastern spirituality, he turned it
into a commune called the All One Farm,
and Jobs would spend weekends there with
Kottke, Holmes, and like-minded seekers of
enlightenment. The farm had a main house,
a large barn, and a garden shed, where Kot-
tke and Holmes slept. Jobs took on the task
of pruning the Gravenstein apple trees.
“Steve ran the apple orchard,” said Fried-
land. “We were in the organic cider business.
Steve’s job was to lead a crew of freaks to



prune the orchard and whip it back into
shape.”

Monks and disciples from the Hare
Krishna temple would come and prepare ve-
getarian feasts redolent of cumin, coriander,
and turmeric. “Steve would be starving when
he arrived, and he would stuff himself,”
Holmes recalled. “Then he would go and
purge. For years I thought he was bulimic. It
was very upsetting, because we had gone to
all that trouble of creating these feasts, and
he couldn’t hold it down.”

Jobs was also beginning to have a little
trouble stomaching Friedland’s cult leader
style. “Perhaps he saw a little bit too much of
Robert in himself,” said Kottke. Although the
commune was supposed to be a refuge from
materialism, Friedland began operating it
more as a business; his followers were told to
chop and sell firewood, make apple presses
and wood stoves, and engage in other com-
mercial endeavors for which they were not



paid. One night Jobs slept under the table in
the kitchen and was amused to notice that
people kept coming in and stealing each oth-
er’s food from the refrigerator. Communal
economics were not for him. “It started to get
very materialistic,” Jobs recalled. “Every-
body got the idea they were working very
hard for Robert’s farm, and one by one they
started to leave. I got pretty sick of it.”

Many years later, after Friedland had be-
come a billionaire copper and gold mining
executive—working out of Vancouver, Singa-
pore, and Mongolia—I met him for drinks in
New York. That evening I emailed Jobs and
mentioned my encounter. He telephoned me
from California within an hour and warned
me against listening to Friedland. He said
that when Friedland was in trouble because
of environmental abuses committed by some
of his mines, he had tried to contact Jobs to
intervene with Bill Clinton, but Jobs had not
responded. “Robert always portrayed himself



as a spiritual person, but he crossed the line
from being charismatic to being a con man,”
Jobs said. “It was a strange thing to have one
of the spiritual people in your young life turn
out to be, symbolically and in reality, a gold
miner.”

... Drop Out

Jobs quickly became bored with college. He
liked being at Reed, just not taking the re-
quired classes. In fact he was surprised when
he found out that, for all of its hippie aura,
there were strict course requirements. When
Wozniak came to visit, Jobs waved his
schedule at him and complained, “They are
making me take all these courses.” Woz
replied, “Yes, that’s what they do in college.”
Jobs refused to go to the classes he was as-
signed and instead went to the ones he
wanted, such as a dance class where he could
enjoy both the creativity and the chance to
meet girls. “I would never have refused to
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take the courses you were supposed to, that’s
a difference in our personality,” Wozniak
marveled.

Jobs also began to feel guilty, he later said,
about spending so much of his parents’
money on an education that did not seem
worthwhile. “All of my working-class par-
ents’ savings were being spent on my college
tuition,” he recounted in a famous com-
mencement address at Stanford. “I had no
idea what I wanted to do with my life and no
idea how college was going to help me figure
it out. And here I was spending all of the
money my parents had saved their entire life.
So I decided to drop out and trust that it
would all work out okay.”

He didn’t actually want to leave Reed; he
just wanted to quit paying tuition and taking
classes that didn’t interest him. Remarkably,
Reed tolerated that. “He had a very inquiring
mind that was enormously attractive,” said
the dean of students, Jack Dudman. “He



refused to accept automatically received
truths, and he wanted to examine everything
himself.” Dudman allowed Jobs to audit
classes and stay with friends in the dorms
even after he stopped paying tuition.

“The minute I dropped out I could stop
taking the required classes that didn’t in-
terest me, and begin dropping in on the ones
that looked interesting,” he said. Among
them was a calligraphy class that appealed to
him after he saw posters on campus that
were beautifully drawn. “I learned about
serif and sans serif typefaces, about varying
the amount of space between different letter
combinations, about what makes great typo-
graphy great. It was beautiful, historical,
artistically subtle in a way that science can’t
capture, and I found it fascinating.”

It was yet another example of Jobs con-
sciously positioning himself at the intersec-
tion of the arts and technology. In all of his
products, technology would be married to



great design, elegance, human touches, and
even romance. He would be in the fore of
pushing friendly graphical user interfaces.
The calligraphy course would become iconic
in that regard. “If I had never dropped in on
that single course in college, the Mac would
have never had multiple typefaces or propor-
tionally spaced fonts. And since Windows
just copied the Mac, it’s likely that no per-
sonal computer would have them.”

In the meantime Jobs eked out a bohemi-
an existence on the fringes of Reed. He went
barefoot most of the time, wearing sandals
when it snowed. Elizabeth Holmes made
meals for him, trying to keep up with his ob-
sessive diets. He returned soda bottles for
spare change, continued his treks to the free
Sunday dinners at the Hare Krishna temple,
and wore a down jacket in the heatless gar-
age apartment he rented for $20 a month.
When he needed money, he found work at
the psychology department lab maintaining



the electronic equipment that was used for
animal behavior experiments. Occasionally
Chrisann Brennan would come to visit. Their
relationship sputtered along erratically. But
mostly he tended to the stirrings of his own
soul and personal quest for enlightenment.

“I came of age at a magical time,” he re-
flected later. “Our consciousness was raised
by Zen, and also by LSD.” Even later in life
he would credit psychedelic drugs for mak-
ing him more enlightened. “Taking LSD was
a profound experience, one of the most im-
portant things in my life. LSD shows you that
there’s another side to the coin, and you
can’t remember it when it wears off, but you
know it. It reinforced my sense of what was
important—creating great things instead of
making money, putting things back into the
stream of history and of human conscious-
ness as much as I could.”



CHAPTER FOUR




ATARI AND INDIA

Zen and the Art of Game Design

Atari

In February 1974, after eighteen months of
hanging around Reed, Jobs decided to move
back to his parents’ home in Los Altos and
look for a job. It was not a difficult search. At
peak times during the 1970s, the classified
section of the San Jose Mercury carried up
to sixty pages of technology help-wanted ads.
One of those caught Jobs’s eye. “Have fun,
make money,” it said. That day Jobs walked
into the lobby of the video game manufac-
turer Atari and told the personnel director,
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who was startled by his unkempt hair and at-
tire, that he wouldn’t leave until they gave
him a job.

Atari’s founder was a burly entrepreneur
named Nolan Bushnell, who was a charis-
matic visionary with a nice touch of show-
manship in him—in other words, another
role model waiting to be emulated. After he
became famous, he liked driving around in a
Rolls, smoking dope, and holding staff meet-
ings in a hot tub. As Friedland had done and
as Jobs would learn to do, he was able to
turn charm into a cunning force, to cajole
and intimidate and distort reality with the
power of his personality. His chief engineer
was Al Alcorn, beefy and jovial and a bit
more grounded, the house grown-up trying
to implement the vision and curb the enthu-
siasms of Bushnell. Their big hit thus far was
a video game called Pong, in which two play-
ers tried to volley a blip on a screen with two



movable lines that acted as paddles. (If
you’re under thirty, ask your parents.)

When Jobs arrived in the Atari lobby
wearing sandals and demanding a job, Al-
corn was the one who was summoned. “I was
told, ‘We’ve got a hippie kid in the lobby. He
says he’s not going to leave until we hire him.
Should we call the cops or let him in?’ I said
bring him on in!”

Jobs thus became one of the first fifty em-
ployees at Atari, working as a technician for
$5 an hour. “In retrospect, it was weird to
hire a dropout from Reed,” Alcorn recalled.
“But I saw something in him. He was very in-
telligent, enthusiastic, excited about tech.”
Alcorn assigned him to work with a strait-
laced engineer named Don Lang. The next
day Lang complained, “This guy’s a goddamn
hippie with b.o. Why did you do this to me?
And he’s impossible to deal with.” Jobs clung
to the belief that his fruit-heavy vegetarian
diet would prevent not just mucus but also



body odor, even if he didn’t use deodorant or
shower regularly. It was a flawed theory.

Lang and others wanted to let Jobs go, but
Bushnell worked out a solution. “The smell
and behavior wasn’t an issue with me,” he
said. “Steve was prickly, but I kind of liked
him. So I asked him to go on the night shift.
It was a way to save him.” Jobs would come
in after Lang and others had left and work
through most of the night. Even thus isol-
ated, he became known for his brashness. On
those occasions when he happened to inter-
act with others, he was prone to informing
them that they were “dumb shits.” In retro-
spect, he stands by that judgment. “The only
reason I shone was that everyone else was so
bad,” Jobs recalled.

Despite his arrogance (or perhaps because
of it) he was able to charm Atari’s boss. “He
was more philosophical than the other
people I worked with,” Bushnell recalled.
“We used to discuss free will versus
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determinism. I tended to believe that things
were much more determined, that we were
programmed. If we had perfect information,
we could predict people’s actions. Steve felt
the opposite.” That outlook accorded with
his faith in the power of the will to bend
reality.

Jobs helped improve some of the games by
pushing the chips to produce fun designs,
and Bushnell’s inspiring willingness to play
by his own rules rubbed off on him. In addi-
tion, he intuitively appreciated the simplicity
of Atari’s games. They came with no manual
and needed to be uncomplicated enough that
a stoned freshman could figure them out.
The only instructions for Atari’s Star Trek
game were “1. Insert quarter. 2. Avoid
Klingons.”

Not all of his coworkers shunned Jobs. He
became friends with Ron Wayne, a drafts-
man at Atari, who had earlier started a com-
pany that built slot machines. It



subsequently failed, but Jobs became fascin-
ated with the idea that it was possible to start
your own company. “Ron was an amazing
guy,” said Jobs. “He started companies. I had
never met anybody like that.” He proposed
to Wayne that they go into business together;
Jobs said he could borrow $50,000, and they
could design and market a slot machine. But
Wayne had already been burned in business,
so he declined. “I said that was the quickest
way to lose $50,000,” Wayne recalled, “but I
admired the fact that he had a burning drive
to start his own business.”

One weekend Jobs was visiting Wayne at
his apartment, engaging as they often did in
philosophical discussions, when Wayne said
that there was something he needed to tell
him. “Yeah, I think I know what it is,” Jobs
replied. “I think you like men.” Wayne said
yes. “It was my first encounter with someone
who I knew was gay,” Jobs recalled. “He
planted the right perspective of it for me.”



Jobs grilled him: “When you see a beautiful
woman, what do you feel?” Wayne replied,
“It’s like when you look at a beautiful horse.
You can appreciate it, but you don’t want to
sleep with it. You appreciate beauty for what
it is.” Wayne said that it is a testament to
Jobs that he felt like revealing this to him.
“Nobody at Atari knew, and I could count on
my toes and fingers the number of people I
told in my whole life. But I guess it just felt
right to tell him, that he would understand,
and it didn’t have any effect on our
relationship.”

India

One reason Jobs was eager to make some
money in early 1974 was that Robert Fried-
land, who had gone to India the summer be-
fore, was urging him to take his own spiritual
journey there. Friedland had studied in India
with Neem Karoli Baba (Maharaj-ji), who
had been the guru to much of the sixties
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hippie movement. Jobs decided he should do
the same, and he recruited Daniel Kottke to
go with him. Jobs was not motivated by mere
adventure. “For me it was a serious search,”
he said. “I'd been turned on to the idea of en-
lightenment and trying to figure out who I
was and how I fit into things.” Kottke adds
that Jobs’s quest seemed driven partly by not
knowing his birth parents. “There was a hole
in him, and he was trying to fill it.”

When Jobs told the folks at Atari that he
was quitting to go search for a guru in India,
the jovial Alcorn was amused. “He comes in
and stares at me and declares, ‘T’'m going to
find my guru,” and I say, ‘No shit, that’s su-
per. Write me!” And he says he wants me to
help pay, and I tell him, ‘Bullshit!”” Then Al-
corn had an idea. Atari was making kits and
shipping them to Munich, where they were
built into finished machines and distributed
by a wholesaler in Turin. But there was a
problem: Because the games were designed



for the American rate of sixty frames per
second, there were frustrating interference
problems in Europe, where the rate was fifty
frames per second. Alcorn sketched out a fix
with Jobs and then offered to pay for him to
go to Europe to implement it. “It’s got to be
cheaper to get to India from there,” he said.
Jobs agreed. So Alcorn sent him on his way
with the exhortation, “Say hi to your guru for
me.”

Jobs spent a few days in Munich, where he
solved the interference problem, but in the
process he flummoxed the dark-suited Ger-
man managers. They complained to Alcorn
that he dressed and smelled like a bum and
behaved rudely. “I said, ‘Did he solve the
problem?’ And they said, ‘Yeah.” I said, ‘If
you got any more problems, you just call me,
I got more guys just like him!” They said, ‘No,
no we’ll take care of it next time.” For his
part, Jobs was upset that the Germans kept
trying to feed him meat and potatoes. “They



don’t even have a word for vegetarian,” he
complained (incorrectly) in a phone call to
Alcorn.

He had a better time when he took the
train to see the distributor in Turin, where
the Italian pastas and his host’s camaraderie
were more simpatico. “I had a wonderful
couple of weeks in Turin, which is this
charged-up industrial town,” he recalled.
“The distributor took me every night to din-
ner at this place where there were only eight
tables and no menu. You'd just tell them
what you wanted, and they made it. One of
the tables was on reserve for the chairman of
Fiat. It was really super.” He next went to
Lugano, Switzerland, where he stayed with
Friedland’s uncle, and from there took a
flight to India.

When he got off the plane in New Delhi, he
felt waves of heat rising from the tarmac,
even though it was only April. He had been
given the name of a hotel, but it was full, so



he went to one his taxi driver insisted was
good. “I'm sure he was getting some bak-
sheesh, because he took me to this complete
dive.” Jobs asked the owner whether the wa-
ter was filtered and foolishly believed the an-
swer. “I got dysentery pretty fast. I was sick,
really sick, a really high fever. I dropped
from 160 pounds to 120 in about a week.”

Once he got healthy enough to move, he
decided that he needed to get out of Delhi. So
he headed to the town of Haridwar, in west-
ern India near the source of the Ganges,
which was having a festival known as the
Kumbh Mela. More than ten million people
poured into a town that usually contained
fewer than 100,000 residents. “There were
holy men all around. Tents with this teacher
and that teacher. There were people riding
elephants, you name it. I was there for a few
days, but I decided that I needed to get out of
there too.”



He went by train and bus to a village near
Nainital in the foothills of the Himalayas.
That was where Neem Karoli Baba lived, or
had lived. By the time Jobs got there, he was
no longer alive, at least in the same incarna-
tion. Jobs rented a room with a mattress on
the floor from a family who helped him recu-
perate by feeding him vegetarian meals.
“There was a copy there of Autobiography of
a Yogi in English that a previous traveler had
left, and I read it several times because there
was not a lot to do, and I walked around
from village to village and recovered from
my dysentery.” Among those who were part
of the community there was Larry Brilliant,
an epidemiologist who was working to erad-
icate smallpox and who later ran Google’s
philanthropic arm and the Skoll Foundation.
He became Jobs’s lifelong friend.

At one point Jobs was told of a young
Hindu holy man who was holding a gather-
ing of his followers at the Himalayan estate



of a wealthy businessman. “It was a chance
to meet a spiritual being and hang out with
his followers, but it was also a chance to have
a good meal. I could smell the food as we got
near, and I was very hungry.” As Jobs was
eating, the holy man—who was not much
older than Jobs—picked him out of the
crowd, pointed at him, and began laughing
maniacally. “He came running over and
grabbed me and made a tooting sound and
said, ‘You are just like a baby,” recalled Jobs.
“I was not relishing this attention.” Taking
Jobs by the hand, he led him out of the wor-
shipful crowd and walked him up to a hill,
where there was a well and a small pond.
“We sit down and he pulls out this straight
razor. I'm thinking he’s a nutcase and begin
to worry. Then he pulls out a bar of soap—I
had long hair at the time—and he lathered
up my hair and shaved my head. He told me
that he was saving my health.”



Daniel Kottke arrived in India at the be-
ginning of the summer, and Jobs went back
to New Delhi to meet him. They wandered,
mainly by bus, rather aimlessly. By this point
Jobs was no longer trying to find a guru who
could impart wisdom, but instead was seek-
ing enlightenment through ascetic experi-
ence, deprivation, and simplicity. He was not
able to achieve inner calm. Kottke remem-
bers him getting into a furious shouting
match with a Hindu woman in a village mar-
ketplace who, Jobs alleged, had been water-
ing down the milk she was selling them.

Yet Jobs could also be generous. When
they got to the town of Manali, Kottke’s
sleeping bag was stolen with his traveler’s
checks in it. “Steve covered my food ex-
penses and bus ticket back to Delhi,” Kottke
recalled. He also gave Kottke the rest of his
own money, $100, to tide him over.

During his seven months in India, he had
written to his parents only sporadically,
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getting mail at the American Express office
in New Delhi when he passed through, and
so they were somewhat surprised when they
got a call from the Oakland airport asking
them to pick him up. They immediately
drove up from Los Altos. “My head had been
shaved, I was wearing Indian cotton robes,
and my skin had turned a deep, chocolate
brown-red from the sun,” he recalled. “So
I'm sitting there and my parents walked past
me about five times and finally my mother
came up and said ‘Steve?’ and I said ‘Hi!””

They took him back home, where he con-
tinued trying to find himself. It was a pursuit
with many paths toward enlightenment. In
the mornings and evenings he would medit-
ate and study Zen, and in between he would
drop in to audit physics or engineering
courses at Stanford.

The Search


CR!BJHPA831ES3B3F7WSRKZ17DMGSM7_split_104.html#filepos1484177

Jobs’s interest in Eastern spirituality, Hin-
duism, Zen Buddhism, and the search for en-
lightenment was not merely the passing
phase of a nineteen-year-old. Throughout his
life he would seek to follow many of the basic
precepts of Eastern religions, such as the
emphasis on experiential prajiia, wisdom or
cognitive understanding that is intuitively
experienced through concentration of the
mind. Years later, sitting in his Palo Alto
garden, he reflected on the lasting influence
of his trip to India:

Coming back to America was, for me,
much more of a cultural shock than go-
ing to India. The people in the Indian
countryside don’t use their intellect like
we do, they use their intuition instead,
and their intuition is far more developed
than in the rest of the world. Intuition is
a very powerful thing, more powerful
than intellect, in my opinion. That’s had
a big impact on my work.



Western rational thought is not an in-
nate human characteristic; it is learned
and is the great achievement of Western
civilization. In the villages of India, they
never learned it. They learned
something else, which is in some ways
just as valuable but in other ways is not.
That’s the power of intuition and experi-
ential wisdom.

Coming back after seven months in
Indian villages, I saw the craziness of
the Western world as well as its capacity
for rational thought. If you just sit and
observe, you will see how restless your
mind is. If you try to calm it, it only
makes it worse, but over time it does
calm, and when it does, there’s room to
hear more subtle things—that’'s when
your intuition starts to blossom and you
start to see things more clearly and be in
the present more. Your mind just slows
down, and you see a tremendous



expanse in the moment. You see so
much more than you could see before.
It’s a discipline; you have to practice it.

Zen has been a deep influence in my
life ever since. At one point I was think-
ing about going to Japan and trying to
get into the Eihei-ji monastery, but my
spiritual advisor urged me to stay here.
He said there is nothing over there that
isn’t here, and he was correct. I learned
the truth of the Zen saying that if you
are willing to travel around the world to
meet a teacher, one will appear next
door.

Jobs did in fact find a teacher right in his
own neighborhood. Shunryu Suzuki, who
wrote Zen Mind, Beginner’s Mind and ran
the San Francisco Zen Center, used to come
to Los Altos every Wednesday evening to lec-
ture and meditate with a small group of fol-
lowers. After a while he asked his assistant,
Kobun Chino Otogawa, to open a full-time



center there. Jobs became a faithful follower,
along with his occasional girlfriend, Chris-
ann Brennan, and Daniel Kottke and Eliza-
beth Holmes. He also began to go by himself
on retreats to the Tassajara Zen Center, a
monastery near Carmel where Kobun also
taught.

Kottke found Kobun amusing. “His Eng-
lish was atrocious,” he recalled. “He would
speak in a kind of haiku, with poetic, sug-
gestive phrases. We would sit and listen to
him, and half the time we had no idea what
he was going on about. I took the whole
thing as a kind of lighthearted interlude.”
Holmes was more into the scene. “We would
go to Kobun’s meditations, sit on zafu cush-
ions, and he would sit on a dais,” she said.
“We learned how to tune out distractions. It
was a magical thing. One evening we were
meditating with Kobun when it was raining,
and he taught us how to use ambient sounds
to bring us back to focus on our meditation.”



As for Jobs, his devotion was intense. “He
became really serious and self-important and
just generally unbearable,” according to Kot-
tke. He began meeting with Kobun almost
daily, and every few months they went on re-
treats together to meditate. “I ended up
spending as much time as I could with him,”
Jobs recalled. “He had a wife who was a
nurse at Stanford and two kids. She worked
the night shift, so I would go over and hang
out with him in the evenings. She would get
home about midnight and shoo me away.”
They sometimes discussed whether Jobs
should devote himself fully to spiritual pur-
suits, but Kobun counseled otherwise. He as-
sured Jobs that he could keep in touch with
his spiritual side while working in a business.
The relationship turned out to be lasting and
deep; seventeen years later Kobun would
perform Jobs’s wedding ceremony.

Jobs’s compulsive search for self-aware-
ness also led him to undergo primal scream



therapy, which had recently been developed
and popularized by a Los Angeles psycho-
therapist named Arthur Janov. It was based
on the Freudian theory that psychological
problems are caused by the repressed pains
of childhood; Janov argued that they could
be resolved by re-suffering these primal mo-
ments while fully expressing the pain—some-
times in screams. To Jobs, this seemed
preferable to talk therapy because it involved
intuitive feeling and emotional action rather
than just rational analyzing. “This was not
something to think about,” he later said.
“This was something to do: to close your
eyes, hold your breath, jump in, and come
out the other end more insightful.”

A group of Janov’s adherents ran a pro-
gram called the Oregon Feeling Center in an
old hotel in Eugene that was managed by
Jobs’s Reed College guru Robert Friedland,
whose All One Farm commune was nearby.
In late 1974, Jobs signed up for a twelve-



week course of therapy there costing $1,000.
“Steve and I were both into personal growth,
so I wanted to go with him,” Kottke recoun-
ted, “but I couldn’t afford it.”

Jobs confided to close friends that he was
driven by the pain he was feeling about being
put up for adoption and not knowing about
his birth parents. “Steve had a very profound
desire to know his physical parents so he
could better know himself,” Friedland later
said. He had learned from Paul and Clara
Jobs that his birth parents had both been
graduate students at a university and that his
father might be Syrian. He had even thought
about hiring a private investigator, but he
decided not to do so for the time being. “I
didn’t want to hurt my parents,” he recalled,
referring to Paul and Clara.

“He was struggling with the fact that he
had been adopted,” according to Elizabeth
Holmes. “He felt that it was an issue that he
needed to get hold of emotionally.” Jobs



admitted as much to her. “This is something
that is bothering me, and I need to focus on
it,” he said. He was even more open with
Greg Calhoun. “He was doing a lot of soul-
searching about being adopted, and he
talked about it with me a lot,” Calhoun re-
called. “The primal scream and the mucus-
less diets, he was trying to cleanse himself
and get deeper into his frustration about his
birth. He told me he was deeply angry about
the fact that he had been given up.”

John Lennon had undergone the same
primal scream therapy in 1970, and in
December of that year he released the song
“Mother” with the Plastic Ono Band. It dealt
with Lennon’s own feelings about a father
who had abandoned him and a mother who
had been killed when he was a teenager. The
refrain includes the haunting chant “Mama
don’t go, Daddy come home.” Jobs used to
play the song often.



Jobs later said that Janov’s teachings did
not prove very useful. “He offered a ready-
made, buttoned-down answer which turned
out to be far too oversimplistic. It became
obvious that it was not going to yield any
great insight.” But Holmes contended that it
made him more confident: “After he did it,
he was in a different place. He had a very ab-
rasive personality, but there was a peace
about him for a while. His confidence im-
proved and his feelings of inadequacy were
reduced.”

Jobs came to believe that he could impart
that feeling of confidence to others and thus
push them to do things they hadn’t thought
possible. Holmes had broken up with Kottke
and joined a religious cult in San Francisco
that expected her to sever ties with all past
friends. But Jobs rejected that injunction. He
arrived at the cult house in his Ford
Ranchero one day and announced that he
was driving up to Friedland’s apple farm and



she was to come. Even more brazenly, he
said she would have to drive part of the way,
even though she didn’t know how to use the
stick shift. “Once we got on the open road, he
made me get behind the wheel, and he shif-
ted the car until we got up to 55 miles per
hour,” she recalled. “Then he puts on a tape
of Dylan’s Blood on the Tracks, lays his head
in my lap, and goes to sleep. He had the atti-
tude that he could do anything, and there-
fore so can you. He put his life in my hands.
So that made me do something I didn’t think
I could do.”

It was the brighter side of what would be-
come known as his reality distortion field. “If
you trust him, you can do things,” Holmes
said. “If he’s decided that something should
happen, then he’s just going to make it
happen.”

Breakout
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One day in early 1975 Al Alcorn was sitting in
his office at Atari when Ron Wayne burst in.
“Hey, Stevie is back!” he shouted.

“Wow, bring him on in,” Alcorn replied.

Jobs shuffled in barefoot, wearing a saf-
fron robe and carrying a copy of Be Here
Now, which he handed to Alcorn and in-
sisted he read. “Can I have my job back?” he
asked.

“He looked like a Hare Krishna guy, but it
was great to see him,” Alcorn recalled. “So I
said, sure!”

Once again, for the sake of harmony, Jobs
worked mostly at night. Wozniak, who was
living in an apartment nearby and working at
HP, would come by after dinner to hang out
and play the video games. He had become
addicted to Pong at a Sunnyvale bowling al-
ley, and he was able to build a version that he
hooked up to his home TV set.

One day in the late summer of 1975, Nolan
Bushnell, defying the prevailing wisdom that



paddle games were over, decided to develop
a single-player version of Pong; instead of
competing against an opponent, the player
would volley the ball into a wall that lost a
brick whenever it was hit. He called Jobs into
his office, sketched it out on his little black-
board, and asked him to design it. There
would be a bonus, Bushnell told him, for
every chip fewer than fifty that he used.
Bushnell knew that Jobs was not a great en-
gineer, but he assumed, correctly, that he
would recruit Wozniak, who was always
hanging around. “I looked at it as a two-for-
one thing,” Bushnell recalled. “Woz was a
better engineer.”

Wozniak was thrilled when Jobs asked
him to help and proposed splitting the fee.
“This was the most wonderful offer in my
life, to actually design a game that people
would use,” he recalled. Jobs said it had to be
done in four days and with the fewest chips
possible. What he hid from Wozniak was



that the deadline was one that Jobs had im-
posed, because he needed to get to the All
One Farm to help prepare for the apple har-
vest. He also didn’t mention that there was a
bonus tied to keeping down the number of
chips.

“A game like this might take most engin-
eers a few months,” Wozniak recalled. “I
thought that there was no way I could do it,
but Steve made me sure that I could.” So he
stayed up four nights in a row and did it.
During the day at HP, Wozniak would sketch
out his design on paper. Then, after a fast-
food meal, he would go right to Atari and
stay all night. As Wozniak churned out the
design, Jobs sat on a bench to his left imple-
menting it by wire-wrapping the chips onto a
breadboard. “While Steve was breadboard-
ing, I spent time playing my favorite game
ever, which was the auto racing game Gran
Trak 10,” Wozniak said.



Astonishingly, they were able to get the job
done in four days, and Wozniak used only
forty-five chips. Recollections differ, but by
most accounts Jobs simply gave Wozniak
half of the base fee and not the bonus Bush-
nell paid for saving five chips. It would be
another ten years before Wozniak discovered
(by being shown the tale in a book on the
history of Atari titled Zap) that Jobs had
been paid this bonus. “I think that Steve
needed the money, and he just didn’t tell me
the truth,” Wozniak later said. When he talks
about it now, there are long pauses, and he
admits that it causes him pain. “I wish he
had just been honest. If he had told me he
needed the money, he should have known I
would have just given it to him. He was a
friend. You help your friends.” To Wozniak,
it showed a fundamental difference in their
characters. “Ethics always mattered to me,
and I still don’t understand why he would’ve
gotten paid one thing and told me he’d



gotten paid another,” he said. “But, you
know, people are different.”

When Jobs learned this story was pub-
lished, he called Wozniak to deny it. “He told
me that he didn’t remember doing it, and
that if he did something like that he would
remember it, so he probably didnt do it,”
Wozniak recalled. When I asked Jobs dir-
ectly, he became unusually quiet and hesit-
ant. “I don’t know where that allegation
comes from,” he said. “I gave him half the
money I ever got. That’s how I've always
been with Woz. I mean, Woz stopped work-
ing in 1978. He never did one ounce of work
after 1978. And yet he got exactly the same
shares of Apple stock that I did.”

Is it possible that memories are muddled
and that Jobs did not, in fact, shortchange
Wozniak? “There’s a chance that my memory
is all wrong and messed up,” Wozniak told
me, but after a pause he reconsidered. “But
no. I remember the details of this one, the



$350 check.” He confirmed his memory with
Nolan Bushnell and Al Alcorn. “I remember
talking about the bonus money to Woz, and
he was upset,” Bushnell said. “I said yes,
there was a bonus for each chip they saved,
and he just shook his head and then clucked
his tongue.”

Whatever the truth, Wozniak later insisted
that it was not worth rehashing. Jobs is a
complex person, he said, and being manipu-
lative is just the darker facet of the traits that
make him successful. Wozniak would never
have been that way, but as he points out, he
also could never have built Apple. “I would
rather let it pass,” he said when I pressed the
point. “It’s not something I want to judge
Steve by.”

The Atari experience helped shape Jobs’s ap-
proach to business and design. He appreci-
ated the user-friendliness of Atari’s insert-
quarter-avoid-Klingons games. “That simpli-
city rubbed off on him and made him a very



focused product person,” said Ron Wayne.
Jobs also absorbed some of Bushnell’s take-
no-prisoners attitude. “Nolan wouldn’t take
no for an answer,” according to Alcorn, “and
this was Steve’s first impression of how
things got done. Nolan was never abusive,
like Steve sometimes is. But he had the same
driven attitude. It made me cringe, but dam-
mit, it got things done. In that way Nolan
was a mentor for Jobs.”

Bushnell agreed. “There is something in-
definable in an entrepreneur, and I saw that
in Steve,” he said. “He was interested not just
in engineering, but also the business aspects.
I taught him that if you act like you can do
something, then it will work. I told him, ‘Pre-
tend to be completely in control and people
will assume that you are.”



CHAPTER FIVE




THE APPLE 1

Turn On, Boot Up, Jack In . ..

Daniel Kottke and Jobs with the Apple I at the
Atlantic City computer fair, 1976



Machines of Loving Grace

In San Francisco and the Santa Clara Valley
during the late 1960s, various cultural cur-
rents flowed together. There was the techno-
logy revolution that began with the growth of
military contractors and soon included elec-
tronics firms, microchip makers, video game
designers, and computer companies. There
was a hacker subculture—filled with wire-
heads, phreakers, cyberpunks, hobbyists,
and just plain geeks—that included engineers
who didn’t conform to the HP mold and their
kids who weren’t attuned to the wavelengths
of the subdivisions. There were quasi-aca-
demic groups doing studies on the effects of
LSD; participants included Doug Engelbart
of the Augmentation Research Center in Palo
Alto, who later helped develop the computer
mouse and graphical user interfaces, and
Ken Kesey, who celebrated the drug with
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music-and-light shows featuring a house
band that became the Grateful Dead. There
was the hippie movement, born out of the
Bay Area’s beat generation, and the rebelli-
ous political activists, born out of the Free
Speech Movement at Berkeley. Overlaid on it
all were various self-fulfillment movements
pursuing paths to personal enlightenment:
Zen and Hinduism, meditation and yoga,
primal scream and sensory deprivation,
Esalen and est.

This fusion of flower power and processor
power, enlightenment and technology, was
embodied by Steve Jobs as he meditated in
the mornings, audited physics classes at
Stanford, worked nights at Atari, and
dreamed of starting his own business. “There
was just something going on here,” he said,
looking back at the time and place. “The best
music came from here—the Grateful Dead,
Jefferson Airplane, Joan Baez, Janis



Joplin—and so did the integrated circuit, and
things like the Whole Earth Catalog.”

Initially the technologists and the hippies
did not interface well. Many in the counter-
culture saw computers as ominous and Or-
wellian, the province of the Pentagon and the
power structure. In The Myth of the
Machine, the historian Lewis Mumford
warned that computers were sucking away
our freedom and destroying “life-enhancing
values.” An injunction on punch cards of the
period—“Do not fold, spindle or mutil-
ate”—became an ironic phrase of the antiwar
Left.

But by the early 1970s a shift was under
way. “Computing went from being dismissed
as a tool of bureaucratic control to being em-
braced as a symbol of individual expression
and liberation,” John Markoff wrote in his
study of the counterculture’s convergence
with the computer industry, What the
Dormouse Said. It was an ethos lyrically



expressed in Richard Brautigan’s 1967 poem,
“All Watched Over by Machines of Loving
Grace,” and the cyberdelic fusion was certi-
fied when Timothy Leary declared that per-
sonal computers had become the new LSD
and years later revised his famous mantra to
proclaim, “Turn on, boot up, jack in.” The
musician Bono, who later became a friend of
Jobs, often discussed with him why those
immersed in the rock-drugs-rebel counter-
culture of the Bay Area ended up helping to
create the personal computer industry. “The
people who invented the twenty-first century
were pot-smoking, sandal-wearing hippies
from the West Coast like Steve, because they
saw differently,” he said. “The hierarchical
systems of the East Coast, England, Ger-
many, and Japan do not encourage this dif-
ferent thinking. The sixties produced an
anarchic mind-set that is great for imagining
a world not yet in existence.”



One person who encouraged the denizens
of the counterculture to make common cause
with the hackers was Stewart Brand. A puck-
ish visionary who generated fun and ideas
over many decades, Brand was a participant
in one of the early sixties LSD studies in Palo
Alto. He joined with his fellow subject Ken
Kesey to produce the acid-celebrating Trips
Festival, appeared in the opening scene of
Tom Wolfe’s The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test,
and worked with Doug Engelbart to create a
seminal sound-and-light presentation of new
technologies called the Mother of All Demos.
“Most of our generation scorned computers
as the embodiment of centralized control,”
Brand later noted. “But a tiny contin-
gent—later called hackers—embraced com-
puters and set about transforming them into
tools of liberation. That turned out to be the
true royal road to the future.”

Brand ran the Whole Earth Truck Store,
which began as a roving truck that sold



useful tools and educational materials, and
in 1968 he decided to extend its reach with
the Whole Earth Catalog. On its first cover
was the famous picture of Earth taken from
space; its subtitle was “Access to Tools.” The
underlying philosophy was that technology
could be our friend. Brand wrote on the first
page of the first edition, “A realm of intim-
ate, personal power is developing—power of
the individual to conduct his own education,
find his own inspiration, shape his own en-
vironment, and share his adventure with
whoever is interested. Tools that aid this
process are sought and promoted by the
Whole Earth Catalog.” Buckminster Fuller
followed with a poem that began: “I see God
in the instruments and mechanisms that
work reliably.”

Jobs became a Whole Earth fan. He was
particularly taken by the final issue, which
came out in 1971, when he was still in high
school, and he brought it with him to college



and then to the All One Farm. “On the back
cover of their final issue” Jobs recalled, “was
a photograph of an early morning country
road, the kind you might find yourself hitch-
hiking on if you were so adventurous.
Beneath it were the words: ‘Stay Hungry.
Stay Foolish.”” Brand sees Jobs as one of the
purest embodiments of the cultural mix that
the catalog sought to celebrate. “Steve is
right at the nexus of the counterculture and
technology,” he said. “He got the notion of
tools for human use.”

Brand’s catalog was published with the
help of the Portola Institute, a foundation
dedicated to the fledgling field of computer
education. The foundation also helped
launch the People’s Computer Company,
which was not a company at all but a news-
letter and organization with the motto “Com-
puter power to the people.” There were
occasional Wednesday-night potluck din-
ners, and two of the regulars, Gordon French



and Fred Moore, decided to create a more
formal club where news about personal elec-
tronics could be shared.

They were energized by the arrival of the
January 1975 issue of Popular Mechanics,
which had on its cover the first personal
computer Kkit, the Altair. The Altair wasn’t
much—just a $495 pile of parts that had to
be soldered to a board that would then do
little—but for hobbyists and hackers it heral-
ded the dawn of a new era. Bill Gates and
Paul Allen read the magazine and started
working on a version of BASIC, an easy-to-
use programming language, for the Altair. It
also caught the attention of Jobs and
Wozniak. And when an Altair kit arrived at
the People’s Computer Company, it became
the centerpiece for the first meeting of the
club that French and Moore had decided to
launch.

The Homebrew Computer Club
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The group became known as the Homebrew
Computer Club, and it encapsulated the
Whole Earth fusion between the countercul-
ture and technology. It would become to the
personal computer era something akin to
what the Turk’s Head coffeehouse was to the
age of Dr. Johnson, a place where ideas were
exchanged and disseminated. Moore wrote
the flyer for the first meeting, held on March
5, 1975, in French’s Menlo Park garage: “Are
you building your own computer? Terminal,
TV, typewriter?” it asked. “If so, you might
like to come to a gathering of people with
like-minded interests.”

Allen Baum spotted the flyer on the HP
bulletin board and called Wozniak, who
agreed to go with him. “That night turned
out to be one of the most important nights of
my life,” Wozniak recalled. About thirty oth-
er people showed up, spilling out of French’s
open garage door, and they took turns de-
scribing their interests. Wozniak, who later



admitted to being extremely nervous, said he
liked “video games, pay movies for hotels,
scientific calculator design, and TV terminal
design,” according to the minutes prepared
by Moore. There was a demonstration of the
new Altair, but more important to Wozniak
was seeing the specification sheet for a
microprocessor.

As he thought about the micropro-
cessor—a chip that had an entire central pro-
cessing unit on it—he had an insight. He had
been designing a terminal, with a keyboard
and monitor, that would connect to a distant
minicomputer. Using a microprocessor, he
could put some of the capacity of the
minicomputer inside the terminal itself, so it
could become a small stand-alone computer
on a desktop. It was an enduring idea: key-
board, screen, and computer all in one integ-
rated personal package. “This whole vision of
a personal computer just popped into my
head,” he said. “That night, I started to



sketch out on paper what would later be-
come known as the Apple I.”

At first he planned to use the same micro-
processor that was in the Altair, an Intel
8080. But each of those “cost almost more
than my monthly rent,” so he looked for an
alternative. He found one in the Motorola
6800, which a friend at HP was able to get
for $40 apiece. Then he discovered a chip
made by MOS Technologies that was elec-
tronically the same but cost only $20. It
would make his machine affordable, but it
would carry a long-term cost. Intel’s chips
ended up becoming the industry standard,
which would haunt Apple when its com-
puters were incompatible with it.

After work each day, Wozniak would go
home for a TV dinner and then return to HP
to moonlight on his computer. He spread out
the parts in his cubicle, figured out their
placement, and soldered them onto his
motherboard. Then he began writing the



software that would get the microprocessor
to display images on the screen. Because he
could not afford to pay for computer time, he
wrote the code by hand. After a couple of
months he was ready to test it. “I typed a few
keys on the keyboard and I was shocked! The
letters were displayed on the screen.” It was
Sunday, June 29, 1975, a milestone for the
personal computer. “It was the first time in
history,” Wozniak later said, “anyone had
typed a character on a keyboard and seen it
show up on their own computer’s screen
right in front of them.”

Jobs was impressed. He peppered
Wozniak with questions: Could the computer
ever be networked? Was it possible to add a
disk for memory storage? He also began to
help Woz get components. Particularly im-
portant were the dynamic random-access
memory chips. Jobs made a few calls and
was able to score some from Intel for free.
“Steve is just that sort of person,” said



Wozniak. “I mean, he knew how to talk to a
sales representative. I could never have done
that. I'm too shy.”

Jobs began to accompany Wozniak to
Homebrew meetings, carrying the TV monit-
or and helping to set things up. The meetings
now attracted more than one hundred en-
thusiasts and had been moved to the audit-
orium of the Stanford Linear Accelerator
Center. Presiding with a pointer and a free-
form manner was Lee Felsenstein, another
embodiment of the merger between the
world of computing and the counterculture.
He was an engineering school dropout, a
participant in the Free Speech Movement,
and an antiwar activist. He had written for
the alternative newspaper Berkeley Barb and
then gone back to being a computer
engineer.

Woz was usually too shy to talk in the
meetings, but people would gather around
his machine afterward, and he would



proudly show off his progress. Moore had
tried to instill in the Homebrew an ethos of
swapping and sharing rather than com-
merce. “The theme of the club,” Woz said,
“was ‘Give to help others.”” It was an expres-
sion of the hacker ethic that information
should be free and all authority mistrusted.
“I designed the Apple I because I wanted to
give it away for free to other people,” said
Wozniak.

This was not an outlook that Bill Gates
embraced. After he and Paul Allen had com-
pleted their BASIC interpreter for the Altair,
Gates was appalled that members of the
Homebrew were making copies of it and
sharing it without paying him. So he wrote
what would become a famous letter to the
club: “As the majority of hobbyists must be
aware, most of you steal your software. Is
this fair? . . . One thing you do is prevent
good software from being written. Who can
afford to do professional work for nothing? .



. . I would appreciate letters from anyone
who wants to pay up.”

Steve Jobs, similarly, did not embrace the
notion that Wozniak’s creations, be it a Blue
Box or a computer, wanted to be free. So he
convinced Wozniak to stop giving away cop-
ies of his schematics. Most people didn’t
have time to build it themselves anyway,
Jobs argued. “Why don’t we build and sell
printed circuit boards to them?” It was an
example of their symbiosis. “Every time I'd
design something great, Steve would find a
way to make money for us,” said Wozniak.
Wozniak admitted that he would have never
thought of doing that on his own. “It never
crossed my mind to sell computers. It was
Steve who said, ‘Let’s hold them in the air
and sell a few.”

Jobs worked out a plan to pay a guy he
knew at Atari to draw the circuit boards and
then print up fifty or so. That would cost
about $1,000, plus the fee to the designer.



They could sell them for $40 apiece and per-
haps clear a profit of $700. Wozniak was du-
bious that they could sell them all. “I didn’t
see how we would make our money back,” he
recalled. He was already in trouble with his
landlord for bouncing checks and now had to
pay each month in cash.

Jobs knew how to appeal to Wozniak. He
didn’t argue that they were sure to make
money, but instead that they would have a
fun adventure. “Even if we lose our money,
we’ll have a company,” said Jobs as they
were driving in his Volkswagen bus. “For
once in our lives, we’ll have a company.” This
was enticing to Wozniak, even more than any
prospect of getting rich. He recalled, “I was
excited to think about us like that. To be two
best friends starting a company. Wow. I
knew right then that I'd do it. How could I
not?”

In order to raise the money they needed,
Wozniak sold his HP 65 calculator for $500,



though the buyer ended up stiffing him for
half of that. For his part, Jobs sold his Volk-
swagen bus for $1,500. But the person who
bought it came to find him two weeks later
and said the engine had broken down, and
Jobs agreed to pay for half of the repairs.
Despite these little setbacks, they now had,
with their own small savings thrown in,
about $1,300 in working capital, the design
for a product, and a plan. They would start
their own computer company.

Apple Is Born

Now that they had decided to start a busi-
ness, they needed a name. Jobs had gone for
another visit to the All One Farm, where he
had been pruning the Gravenstein apple
trees, and Wozniak picked him up at the air-
port. On the ride down to Los Altos, they
bandied around options. They considered
some typical tech words, such as Matrix, and
some neologisms, such as Executek, and
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some straightforward boring names, like
Personal Computers Inc. The deadline for
deciding was the next day, when Jobs
wanted to start filing the papers. Finally Jobs
proposed Apple Computer. “I was on one of
my fruitarian diets,” he explained. “I had just
come back from the apple farm. It sounded
fun, spirited, and not intimidating. Apple
took the edge off the word ‘computer.’ Plus,
it would get us ahead of Atari in the phone
book.” He told Wozniak that if a better name
did not hit them by the next afternoon, they
would just stick with Apple. And they did.
Apple. It was a smart choice. The word in-
stantly signaled friendliness and simplicity.
It managed to be both slightly off-beat and as
normal as a slice of pie. There was a whiff of
counterculture, back-to-nature earthiness to
it, yet nothing could be more American. And
the two words together—Apple Com-
puter—provided an amusing disjuncture. “It
doesn’t quite make sense,” said Mike
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Markkula, who soon thereafter became the
first chairman of the new company. “So it
forces your brain to dwell on it. Apple and
computers, that doesn’t go together! So it
helped us grow brand awareness.”

Wozniak was not yet ready to commit full-
time. He was an HP company man at heart,
or so he thought, and he wanted to keep his
day job there. Jobs realized he needed an ally
to help corral Wozniak and adjudicate if
there was a disagreement. So he enlisted his
friend Ron Wayne, the middle-aged engineer
at Atari who had once started a slot machine
company.

Wayne knew that it would not be easy to
make Wozniak quit HP, nor was it necessary
right away. Instead the key was to convince
him that his computer designs would be
owned by the Apple partnership. “Woz had a
parental attitude toward the circuits he de-
veloped, and he wanted to be able to use
them in other applications or let HP use



them,” Wayne said. “Jobs and I realized that
these circuits would be the core of Apple. We
spent two hours in a roundtable discussion
at my apartment, and I was able to get Woz
to accept this.” His argument was that a
great engineer would be remembered only if
he teamed with a great marketer, and this re-
quired him to commit his designs to the
partnership. Jobs was so impressed and
grateful that he offered Wayne a 10% stake in
the new partnership, turning him into a tie-
breaker if Jobs and Wozniak disagreed over
an issue.

“They were very different, but they made a
powerful team,” said Wayne. Jobs at times
seemed to be driven by demons, while Woz
seemed a naif who was toyed with by angels.
Jobs had a bravado that helped him get
things done, occasionally by manipulating
people. He could be charismatic, even mes-
merizing, but also cold and brutal. Wozniak,
in contrast, was shy and socially awkward,



which made him seem childishly sweet.
“Woz is very bright in some areas, but he’s
almost like a savant, since he was so stunted
when it came to dealing with people he
didn’t know,” said Jobs. “We were a good
pair.” It helped that Jobs was awed by
Wozniak’s engineering wizardry, and
Wozniak was awed by Jobs’s business drive.
“I never wanted to deal with people and step
on toes, but Steve could call up people he
didn’t know and make them do things,”
Wozniak recalled. “He could be rough on
people he didn’t think were smart, but he
never treated me rudely, even in later years
when maybe I couldn’t answer a question as
well as he wanted.”

Even after Wozniak became convinced
that his new computer design should become
the property of the Apple partnership, he felt
that he had to offer it first to HP, since he
was working there. “I believed it was my duty
to tell HP about what I had designed while



working for them. That was the right thing
and the ethical thing.” So he demonstrated it
to his managers in the spring of 1976. The
senior executive at the meeting was im-
pressed, and seemed torn, but he finally said
it was not something that HP could develop.
It was a hobbyist product, at least for now,
and didn’t fit into the company’s high-quality
market segments. “I was disappointed,”
Wozniak recalled, “but now I was free to
enter into the Apple partnership.”

On April 1, 1976, Jobs and Wozniak went
to Wayne’s apartment in Mountain View to
draw up the partnership agreement. Wayne
said he had some experience “writing in le-
galese,” so he composed the three-page doc-
ument himself. His “legalese” got the better
of him. Paragraphs began with various flour-
ishes: “Be it noted herewith . . . Be it further
noted herewith . . . Now the refore [sic], in
consideration of the respective assignments
of interests . . .” But the division of shares



and profits was clear—45%-45%-10%—and it
was stipulated that any expenditures of more
than $100 would require agreement of at
least two of the partners. Also, the responsib-
ilities were spelled out. “Wozniak shall as-
sume both general and major responsibility
for the conduct of Electrical Engineering;
Jobs shall assume general responsibility for
Electrical Engineering and Marketing, and
Wayne shall assume major responsibility for
Mechanical Engineering and Documenta-
tion.” Jobs signed in lowercase script,
Wozniak in careful cursive, and Wayne in an
illegible squiggle.

Wayne then got cold feet. As Jobs started
planning to borrow and spend more money,
he recalled the failure of his own company.
He didn’t want to go through that again.
Jobs and Wozniak had no personal assets,
but Wayne (who worried about a global fin-
ancial Armageddon) kept gold coins hidden
in his mattress. Because they had structured



Apple as a simple partnership rather than a
corporation, the partners would be person-
ally liable for the debts, and Wayne was
afraid potential creditors would go after him.
So he returned to the Santa Clara County of-
fice just eleven days later with a “statement
of withdrawal” and an amendment to the
partnership agreement. “By virtue of a re-as-
sessment of understandings by and between
all parties,” it began, “Wayne shall herein-
after cease to function in the status of ‘Part-
ner.”” It noted that in payment for his 10% of
the company, he received $800, and shortly
afterward $1,500 more.

Had he stayed on and kept his 10% stake,
at the end of 2010 it would have been worth
approximately $2.6 billion. Instead he was
then living alone in a small home in
Pahrump, Nevada, where he played the
penny slot machines and lived off his social
security check. He later claimed he had no
regrets. “I made the best decision for me at



the time. Both of them were real whirlwinds,
and I knew my stomach and it wasn’t ready
for such a ride.”

Jobs and Wozniak took the stage together for
a presentation to the Homebrew Computer
Club shortly after they signed Apple into ex-
istence. Wozniak held up one of their newly
produced circuit boards and described the
microprocessor, the eight kilobytes of
memory, and the version of BASIC he had
written. He also emphasized what he called
the main thing: “a human-typable keyboard
instead of a stupid, cryptic front panel with a
bunch of lights and switches.” Then it was
Jobs’s turn. He pointed out that the Apple,
unlike the Altair, had all the essential com-
ponents built in. Then he challenged them
with a question: How much would people be
willing to pay for such a wonderful machine?
He was trying to get them to see the amazing
value of the Apple. It was a rhetorical



flourish he would use at product presenta-
tions over the ensuing decades.

The audience was not very impressed. The
Apple had a cut-rate microprocessor, not the
Intel 8080. But one important person stayed
behind to hear more. His name was Paul
Terrell, and in 1975 he had opened a com-
puter store, which he dubbed the Byte Shop,
on Camino Real in Menlo Park. Now, a year
later, he had three stores and visions of
building a national chain. Jobs was thrilled
to give him a private demo. “Take a look at
this,” he said. “You'’re going to like what you
see.” Terrell was impressed enough to hand
Jobs and Woz his card. “Keep in touch,” he
said.

“I'm keeping in touch,” Jobs announced
the next day when he walked barefoot into
the Byte Shop. He made the sale. Terrell
agreed to order fifty computers. But there
was a condition: He didn’t want just $50
printed circuit boards, for which customers



would then have to buy all the chips and do
the assembly. That might appeal to a few
hard-core hobbyists, but not to most custom-
ers. Instead he wanted the boards to be fully
assembled. For that he was willing to pay
about $500 apiece, cash on delivery.

Jobs immediately called Wozniak at HP.
“Are you sitting down?” he asked. Wozniak
said he wasn’t. Jobs nevertheless proceeded
to give him the news. “I was shocked, just
completely shocked,” Wozniak recalled. “I
will never forget that moment.”

To fill the order, they needed about
$15,000 worth of parts. Allen Baum, the
third prankster from Homestead High, and
his father agreed to loan them $5,000. Jobs
tried to borrow more from a bank in Los Al-
tos, but the manager looked at him and, not
surprisingly, declined. He went to Haltek
Supply and offered an equity stake in Apple
in return for the parts, but the owner decided
they were “a couple of young, scruffy-looking



guys,” and declined. Alcorn at Atari would
sell them chips only if they paid cash up
front. Finally, Jobs was able to convince the
manager of Cramer Electronics to call Paul
Terrell to confirm that he had really commit-
ted to a $25,000 order. Terrell was at a con-
ference when he heard over a loudspeaker
that he had an emergency call (Jobs had
been persistent). The Cramer manager told
him that two scruffy kids had just walked in
waving an order from the Byte Shop. Was it
real? Terrell confirmed that it was, and the
store agreed to front Jobs the parts on thirty-
day credit.

Garage Band

The Jobs house in Los Altos became the as-
sembly point for the fifty Apple I boards that
had to be delivered to the Byte Shop within
thirty days, when the payment for the parts
would come due. All available hands were
enlisted: Jobs and Wozniak, plus Daniel
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Kottke, his ex-girlfriend Elizabeth Holmes
(who had broken away from the cult she’d
joined), and Jobs’s pregnant sister, Patty.
Her vacated bedroom as well as the kitchen
table and garage were commandeered as
work space. Holmes, who had taken jewelry
classes, was given the task of soldering chips.
“Most I did well, but I got flux on a few of
them,” she recalled. This didn’t please Jobs.
“We don’t have a chip to spare,” he railed,
correctly. He shifted her to bookkeeping and
paperwork at the kitchen table, and he did
the soldering himself. When they completed
a board, they would hand it off to Wozniak.
“I would plug each assembled board into the
TV and keyboard to test it to see if it
worked,” he said. “If it did, I put it in a box.
If it didn’t, I'd figure what pin hadn’t gotten
into the socket right.”

Paul Jobs suspended his sideline of repair-
ing old cars so that the Apple team could
have the whole garage. He put in a long old



workbench, hung a schematic of the com-
puter on the new plasterboard wall he built,
and set up rows of labeled drawers for the
components. He also built a burn box bathed
in heat lamps so the computer boards could
be tested by running overnight at high tem-
peratures. When there was the occasional
eruption of temper, an occurrence not un-
common around his son, Paul would impart
some of his calm. “What’s the matter?” he
would say. “You got a feather up your ass?”
In return he occasionally asked to borrow
back the TV set so he could watch the end of
a football game. During some of these
breaks, Jobs and Kottke would go outside
and play guitar on the lawn.

Clara Jobs didn’t mind losing most of her
house to piles of parts and houseguests, but
she was frustrated by her son’s increasingly
quirky diets. “She would roll her eyes at his
latest eating obsessions,” recalled Holmes.
“She just wanted him to be healthy, and he
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would be making weird pronouncements
like, T'm a fruitarian and I will only eat
leaves picked by virgins in the moonlight.”

After a dozen assembled boards had been
approved by Wozniak, Jobs drove them over
to the Byte Shop. Terrell was a bit taken
aback. There was no power supply, case,
monitor, or keyboard. He had expected
something more finished. But Jobs stared
him down, and he agreed to take delivery
and pay.

After thirty days Apple was on the verge of
being profitable. “We were able to build the
boards more cheaply than we thought, be-
cause I got a good deal on parts,” Jobs re-
called. “So the fifty we sold to the Byte Shop
almost paid for all the material we needed to
make a hundred boards.” Now they could
make a real profit by selling the remaining
fifty to their friends and Homebrew
compatriots.



Elizabeth Holmes officially became the
part-time bookkeeper at $4 an hour, driving
down from San Francisco once a week and
figuring out how to port Jobs’s checkbook in-
to a ledger. In order to make Apple seem like
a real company, Jobs hired an answering ser-
vice, which would relay messages to his
mother. Ron Wayne drew a logo, using the
ornate line-drawing style of Victorian illus-
trated fiction, that featured Newton sitting
under a tree framed by a quote from
Wordsworth: “A mind forever voyaging
through strange seas of thought, alone.” It
was a rather odd motto, one that fit Wayne’s
self-image more than Apple Computer. Per-
haps a better Wordsworth line would have
been the poet’s description of those involved
in the start of the French Revolution: “Bliss
was it in that dawn to be alive / But to be
young was very heaven!” As Wozniak later
exulted, “We were participating in the



biggest revolution that had ever happened, I
thought. I was so happy to be a part of it.”
Woz had already begun thinking about the
next version of the machine, so they started
calling their current model the Apple I. Jobs
and Woz would drive up and down Camino
Real trying to get the electronics stores to
sell it. In addition to the fifty sold by the Byte
Shop and almost fifty sold to friends, they
were building another hundred for retail out-
lets. Not surprisingly, they had contradictory
impulses: Wozniak wanted to sell them for
about what it cost to build them, but Jobs
wanted to make a serious profit. Jobs pre-
vailed. He picked a retail price that was
about three times what it cost to build the
boards and a 33% markup over the $500
wholesale price that Terrell and other stores
paid. The result was $666.66. “I was always
into repeating digits,” Wozniak said. “The
phone number for my dial-a-joke service was
255-6666.” Neither of them knew that in the



Book of Revelation 666 symbolized the
“number of the beast,” but they soon were
faced with complaints, especially after 666
was featured in that year’s hit movie, The
Omen. (In 2010 one of the original Apple I
computers was sold at auction by Christie’s
for $213,000.)

The first feature story on the new machine
appeared in the July 1976 issue of Interface,
a now-defunct hobbyist magazine. Jobs and
friends were still making them by hand in his
house, but the article referred to him as the
director of marketing and “a former private
consultant to Atari.” It made Apple sound
like a real company. “Steve communicates
with many of the computer clubs to keep his
finger on the heartbeat of this young in-
dustry,” the article reported, and it quoted
him explaining, “If we can rap about their
needs, feelings and motivations, we can re-
spond appropriately by giving them what
they want.”



By this time they had other competitors, in
addition to the Altair, most notably the
IMSAI 8080 and Processor Technology Cor-
poration’s SOL-20. The latter was designed
by Lee Felsenstein and Gordon French of the
Homebrew Computer Club. They all had the
chance to go on display during Labor Day
weekend of 1976, at the first annual Personal
Computer Festival, held in a tired hotel on
the decaying boardwalk of Atlantic City, New
Jersey. Jobs and Wozniak took a TWA flight
to Philadelphia, cradling one cigar box with
the Apple I and another with the prototype
for the successor that Woz was working on.
Sitting in the row behind them was Felsen-
stein, who looked at the Apple I and pro-
nounced it “thoroughly unimpressive.”
Wozniak was unnerved by the conversation
in the row behind him. “We could hear them
talking in advanced business talk,” he re-
called, “using businesslike acronyms we’d
never heard before.”
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Wozniak spent most of his time in their
hotel room, tweaking his new prototype. He
was too shy to stand at the card table that
Apple had been assigned near the back of the
exhibition hall. Daniel Kottke had taken the
train down from Manhattan, where he was
now attending Columbia, and he manned the
table while Jobs walked the floor to inspect
the competition. What he saw did not im-
press him. Wozniak, he felt reassured, was
the best circuit engineer, and the Apple I
(and surely its successor) could beat the
competition in terms of functionality.
However, the SOL-20 was better looking. It
had a sleek metal case, a keyboard, a power
supply, and cables. It looked as if it had been
produced by grown-ups. The Apple I, on the
other hand, appeared as scruffy as its
creators.
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As Jobs walked the floor of the Persona
Computer Festival, he came to the realiza-
tion that Paul Terrell of the Byte Shop had
been right: Personal computers should come
in a complete package. The next Apple, he
decided, needed to have a great case and a
built-in keyboard, and be integrated end to
end, from the power supply to the software.
“My vision was to create the first fully pack-
aged computer,” he recalled. “We were no
longer aiming for the handful of hobbyists
who liked to assemble their own computers,
who knew how to buy transformers and key-
boards. For every one of them there were a
thousand people who would want the ma-
chine to be ready to run.”

In their hotel room on that Labor Day
weekend of 1976, Wozniak tinkered with the
prototype of the new machine, to be named
the Apple II, that Jobs hoped would take
them to this next level. They brought the
prototype out only once, late at night, to test



it on the color projection television in one of
the conference rooms. Wozniak had come up
with an ingenious way to goose the ma-
chine’s chips into creating color, and he
wanted to see if it would work on the type of
television that uses a projector to display on
a movie-like screen. “I figured a projector
might have a different color circuitry that
would choke on my color method,” he re-
called. “So I hooked up the Apple II to this
projector and it worked perfectly.” As he
typed on his keyboard, colorful lines and
swirls burst on the screen across the room.
The only outsider who saw this first Apple II
was the hotel’s technician. He said he had
looked at all the machines, and this was the
one he would be buying.

To produce the fully packaged Apple II
would require significant capital, so they
considered selling the rights to a larger com-
pany. Jobs went to Al Alcorn and asked for
the chance to pitch it to Atari’s management.



He set up a meeting with the company’s
president, Joe Keenan, who was a lot more
conservative than Alcorn and Bushnell.
“Steve goes in to pitch him, but Joe couldn’t
stand him,” Alcorn recalled. “He didn’t ap-
preciate Steve’s hygiene.” Jobs was barefoot,
and at one point put his feet up on a desk.
“Not only are we not going to buy this thing,”
Keenan shouted, “but get your feet off my
desk!” Alcorn recalled thinking, “Oh, well.
There goes that possibility.”

In September Chuck Peddle of the Com-
modore computer company came by the
Jobs house to get a demo. “We’d opened
Steve’s garage to the sunlight, and he came
in wearing a suit and a cowboy hat,”
Wozniak recalled. Peddle loved the Apple II,
and he arranged a presentation for his top
brass a few weeks later at Commodore
headquarters. “You might want to buy us for
a few hundred thousand dollars,” Jobs said
when they got there. Wozniak was stunned
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by this “ridiculous” suggestion, but Jobs per-
sisted. The Commodore honchos called a few
days later to say they had decided it would be
cheaper to build their own machine. Jobs
was not upset. He had checked out Com-
modore and decided that its leadership was
“sleazy.” Wozniak did not rue the lost
money, but his engineering sensibilities were
offended when the company came out with
the Commodore PET nine months later. “It
kind of sickened me. They made a real
crappy product by doing it so quick. They
could have had Apple.”

The Commodore flirtation brought to the
surface a potential conflict between Jobs and
Wozniak: Were they truly equal in what they
contributed to Apple and what they should
get out of it? Jerry Wozniak, who exalted the
value of engineers over mere entrepreneurs
and marketers, thought most of the money
should be going to his son. He confronted
Jobs personally when he came by the
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Wozniak house. “You don’t deserve shit,” he
told Jobs. “You haven’t produced anything.”
Jobs began to cry, which was not unusual.
He had never been, and would never be, ad-
ept at containing his emotions. He told Steve
Wozniak that he was willing to call off the
partnership. “If we’re not fifty-fifty,” he said
to his friend, “you can have the whole thing.”
Wozniak, however, understood better than
his father the symbiosis they had. If it had
not been for Jobs, he might still be handing
out schematics of his boards for free at the
back of Homebrew meetings. It was Jobs
who had turned his ingenious designs into a
budding business, just as he had with the
Blue Box. He agreed they should remain
partners.

It was a smart call. To make the Apple II
successful required more than just
Wozniak’s awesome circuit design. It would
need to be packaged into a fully integrated
consumer product, and that was Jobs’s role.
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He began by asking their erstwhile partner
Ron Wayne to design a case. “I assumed they
had no money, so I did one that didn’t re-
quire any tooling and could be fabricated in a
standard metal shop,” he said. His design
called for a Plexiglas cover attached by metal
straps and a rolltop door that slid down over
the keyboard.

Jobs didn’t like it. He wanted a simple and
elegant design, which he hoped would set
Apple apart from the other machines, with
their clunky gray metal cases. While haunt-
ing the appliance aisles at Macy’s, he was
struck by the Cuisinart food processors and
decided that he wanted a sleek case made of
light molded plastic. At a Homebrew meet-
ing, he offered a local consultant, Jerry
Manock, $1,500 to produce such a design.
Manock, dubious about Jobs’s appearance,
asked for the money up front. Jobs refused,
but Manock took the job anyway. Within
weeks he had produced a simple foam-
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molded plastic case that was uncluttered and
exuded friendliness. Jobs was thrilled.

Next came the power supply. Digital geeks
like Wozniak paid little attention to
something so analog and mundane, but Jobs
decided it was a key component. In particu-
lar he wanted—as he would his entire ca-
reer—to provide power in a way that avoided
the need for a fan. Fans inside computers
were not Zen-like; they distracted. He
dropped by Atari to consult with Alcorn, who
knew old-fashioned electrical engineering.
“Al turned me on to this brilliant guy named
Rod Holt, who was a chain-smoking Marxist
who had been through many marriages and
was an expert on everything,” Jobs recalled.
Like Manock and others meeting Jobs for the
first time, Holt took a look at him and was
skeptical. “I'm expensive,” Holt said. Jobs
sensed he was worth it and said that cost was
no problem. “He just conned me into



working,” said Holt, who ended up joining
Apple full-time.

Instead of a conventional linear power
supply, Holt built one like those used in os-
cilloscopes. It switched the power on and off
not sixty times per second, but thousands of
times; this allowed it to store the power for
far less time, and thus throw off less heat.
“That switching power supply was as revolu-
tionary as the Apple II logic board was,” Jobs
later said. “Rod doesn’t get a lot of credit for
this in the history books, but he should.
Every computer now uses switching power
supplies, and they all rip off Rod’s design.”
For all of Wozniak’s brilliance, this was not
something he could have done. “I only knew
vaguely what a switching power supply was,”
Woz admitted.

Jobs’s father had once taught him that a
drive for perfection meant caring about the
craftsmanship even of the parts unseen. Jobs
applied that to the layout of the circuit board



inside the Apple II. He rejected the initial
design because the lines were not straight
enough.

This passion for perfection led him to in-
dulge his instinct to control. Most hackers
and hobbyists liked to customize, modify,
and jack various things into their computers.
To Jobs, this was a threat to a seamless end-
to-end user experience. Wozniak, a hacker at
heart, disagreed. He wanted to include eight
slots on the Apple II for users to insert
whatever smaller circuit boards and peri-
pherals they might want. Jobs insisted there
be only two, for a printer and a modem.
“Usually I'm really easy to get along with, but
this time I told him, ‘If that’s what you want,
go get yourself another computer,” Wozniak
recalled. “I knew that people like me would
eventually come up with things to add to any
computer.” Wozniak won the argument that
time, but he could sense his power waning. “I
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was in a position to do that then. I wouldn’t
always be.”

Mike Markkula

All of this required money. “The tooling of
this plastic case was going to cost, like,
$100,000,” Jobs said. “Just to get this whole
thing into production was going to be, like,
$200,000.” He went back to Nolan Bushnell,
this time to get him to put in some money
and take a minority equity stake. “He asked
me if I would put $50,000 in and he would
give me a third of the company,” said Bush-
nell. “I was so smart, I said no. It’s kind of
fun to think about that, when I'm not
crying.”

Bushnell suggested that Jobs try Don
Valentine, a straight-shooting former mar-
keting manager at National Semiconductor
who had founded Sequoia Capital, a pioneer-
ing venture capital firm. Valentine arrived at
the Jobses’ garage in a Mercedes wearing a
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blue suit, button-down shirt, and rep tie. His
first impression was that Jobs looked and
smelled odd. “Steve was trying to be the em-
bodiment of the counterculture. He had a
wispy beard, was very thin, and looked like
Ho Chi Minh.”

Valentine, however, did not become a
preeminent Silicon Valley investor by relying
on surface appearances. What bothered him
more was that Jobs knew nothing about
marketing and seemed content to peddle his
product to individual stores one by one. “If
you want me to finance you,” Valentine told
him, “you need to have one person as a part-
ner who understands marketing and distri-
bution and can write a business plan.” Jobs
tended to be either bristly or solicitous when
older people offered him advice. With
Valentine he was the latter. “Send me three
suggestions,” he replied. Valentine did, Jobs
met them, and he clicked with one of them, a
man named Mike Markkula, who would end



up playing a critical role at Apple for the nex
two decades.

Markkula was only thirty-three, but he had
already retired after working at Fairchild and
then Intel, where he made millions on his
stock options when the chip maker went
public. He was a cautious and shrewd man,
with the precise moves of someone who had
been a gymnast in high school, and he ex-
celled at figuring out pricing strategies, dis-
tribution networks, marketing, and finance.
Despite being slightly reserved, he had a
flashy side when it came to enjoying his
newly minted wealth. He built himself a
house in Lake Tahoe and later an outsize
mansion in the hills of Woodside. When he
showed up for his first meeting at Jobs’s gar-
age, he was driving not a dark Mercedes like
Valentine, but a highly polished gold Cor-
vette convertible. “When I arrived at the gar-
age, Woz was at the workbench and immedi-
ately began showing off the Apple II,”



Markkula recalled. “I looked past the fact
that both guys needed a haircut and was
amazed by what I saw on that workbench.
You can always get a haircut.”

Jobs immediately liked Markkula. “He was
short and he had been passed over for the
top marketing job at Intel, which I suspect
made him want to prove himself.” He also
struck Jobs as decent and fair. “You could
tell that if he could screw you, he wouldn’t.
He had a real moral sense to him.” Wozniak
was equally impressed. “I thought he was the
nicest person ever,” he recalled. “Better still,
he actually liked what we had!”

Markkula proposed to Jobs that they write
a business plan together. “If it comes out
well, I'll invest,” Markkula said, “and if not,
you've got a few weeks of my time for free.”
Jobs began going to Markkula’s house in the
evenings, kicking around projections and
talking through the night. “We made a lot of
assumptions, such as about how many
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houses would have a personal computer, and
there were nights we were up until 4 a.m.,”
Jobs recalled. Markkula ended up writing
most of the plan. “Steve would say, ‘T will
bring you this section next time,” but he usu-
ally didn’t deliver on time, so I ended up do-
ing it.”

Markkula’s plan envisioned ways of get-
ting beyond the hobbyist market. “He talked
about introducing the computer to regular
people in regular homes, doing things like
keeping track of your favorite recipes or bal-
ancing your checkbook,” Wozniak recalled.
Markkula made a wild prediction: “We’re go-
ing to be a Fortune 500 company in two
years,” he said. “This is the start of an in-
dustry. It happens once in a decade.” It
would take Apple seven years to break into
the Fortune 500, but the spirit of Markkula’s
prediction turned out to be true.

Markkula offered to guarantee a line of
credit of up to $250,000 in return for being
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made a one-third equity participant. Apple
would incorporate, and he along with Jobs
and Wozniak would each own 26% of the
stock. The rest would be reserved to attract
future investors. The three met in the cabana
by Markkula’s swimming pool and sealed the
deal. “I thought it was unlikely that Mike
would ever see that $250,000 again, and I
was impressed that he was willing to risk it,”
Jobs recalled.

Now it was necessary to convince Wozniak
to come on board full-time. “Why can’t I
keep doing this on the side and just have HP
as my secure job for life?” he asked.
Markkula said that wouldn’t work, and he
gave Wozniak a deadline of a few days to de-
cide. “I felt very insecure in starting a com-
pany where I would be expected to push
people around and control what they did,”
Wozniak recalled. “I'd decided long ago that
I would never become someone
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authoritative.” So he went to Markkula’s
cabana and announced that he was not leav-
ing HP.

Markkula shrugged and said okay. But
Jobs got very upset. He cajoled Wozniak; he
got friends to try to convince him; he cried,
yelled, and threw a couple of fits. He even
went to Wozniak’s parents’ house, burst into
tears, and asked Jerry for help. By this point
Wozniak’s father had realized there was real
money to be made by capitalizing on the
Apple II, and he joined forces on Jobs’s be-
half. “I started getting phone calls at work
and home from my dad, my mom, my broth-
er, and various friends,” Wozniak recalled.
“Every one of them told me I'd made the
wrong decision.” None of that worked. Then
Allen Baum, their Buck Fry Club mate at
Homestead High, called. “You really ought to
go ahead and do it,” he said. He argued that
if he joined Apple full-time, he would not
have to go into management or give up being
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an engineer. “That was exactly what I needed
to hear,” Wozniak later said. “I could stay at
the bottom of the organization chart, as an
engineer.” He called Jobs and declared that
he was now ready to come on board.

On January 3, 1977, the new corporation,
the Apple Computer Co., was officially cre-
ated, and it bought out the old partnership
that had been formed by Jobs and Wozniak
nine months earlier. Few people noticed.
That month the Homebrew surveyed its
members and found that, of the 181 who
owned personal computers, only six owned
an Apple. Jobs was convinced, however, that
the Apple II would change that.

Markkula would become a father figure to
Jobs. Like Jobs’s adoptive father, he would
indulge Jobs’s strong will, and like his biolo-
gical father, he would end up abandoning
him. “Markkula was as much a father-son re-
lationship as Steve ever had,” said the ven-
ture capitalist Arthur Rock. He began to



teach Jobs about marketing and sales. “Mike
really took me under his wing,” Jobs re-
called. “His values were much aligned with
mine. He emphasized that you should never
start a company with the goal of getting rich.
Your goal should be making something you
believe in and making a company that will
last.”

Markkula wrote his principles in a one-
page paper titled “The Apple Marketing
Philosophy” that stressed three points. The
first was empathy, an intimate connection
with the feelings of the customer: “We will
truly understand their needs better than any
other company.” The second was focus: “In
order to do a good job of those things that we
decide to do, we must eliminate all of the un-
important opportunities.” The third and
equally important principle, awkwardly
named, was impute. It emphasized that
people form an opinion about a company or
product based on the signals that it conveys.



“People DO judge a book by its cover,” he
wrote. “We may have the best product, the
highest quality, the most useful software etc.;
if we present them in a slipshod manner,
they will be perceived as slipshod; if we
present them in a creative, professional man-
ner, we will impute the desired qualities.”
For the rest of his career, Jobs would un-
derstand the needs and desires of customers
better than any other business leader, he
would focus on a handful of core products,
and he would care, sometimes obsessively,
about marketing and image and even the de-
tails of packaging. “When you open the box
of an iPhone or iPad, we want that tactile ex-
perience to set the tone for how you perceive
the product,” he said. “Mike taught me that.”

Reqgis McKenna

The first step in this process was convincing
the Valley’s premier publicist, Regis
McKenna, to take on Apple as a client.
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McKenna was from a large working-class
Pittsburgh family, and bred into his bones
was a steeliness that he cloaked with charm.
A college dropout, he had worked for
Fairchild and National Semiconductor be-
fore starting his own PR and advertising
firm. His two specialties were doling out ex-
clusive interviews with his clients to journal-
ists he had cultivated and coming up with
memorable ad campaigns that created brand
awareness for products such as microchips.
One of these was a series of colorful
magazine ads for Intel that featured racing
cars and poker chips rather than the usual
dull performance charts. These caught Jobs’s
eye. He called Intel and asked who created
them. “Regis McKenna,” he was told. “I
asked them what Regis McKenna was,” Jobs
recalled, “and they told me he was a person.”
When Jobs phoned, he couldn’t get through
to McKenna. Instead he was transferred to
Frank Burge, an account executive, who tried
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to put him off. Jobs called back almost every
day.

Burge finally agreed to drive out to the
Jobs garage. “Holy Christ, this guy is going
to be something else,” he recalled thinking.
“What’s the least amount of time I can spend
with this clown without being rude.” Then,
when he was confronted with the unwashed
and shaggy Jobs, two things hit him: “First,
he was an incredibly smart young man. Se-
cond, I didn’t understand a fiftieth of what
he was talking about.”

So Jobs and Wozniak were invited to have
a meeting with, as his impish business cards
read, “Regis McKenna, himself.” This time it
was the normally shy Wozniak who became
prickly. McKenna glanced at an article
Wozniak was writing about Apple and sug-
gested that it was too technical and needed
to be livened up. “I don’t want any PR man
touching my copy,” Wozniak snapped.
McKenna suggested it was time for them to



leave his office. “But Steve called me bac
right away and said he wanted to meet
again,” McKenna recalled. “This time he
came without Woz, and we hit it off.”
McKenna had his team get to work on bro-
chures for the Apple II. The first thing they
did was to replace Ron Wayne’s ornate
Victorian woodcut-style logo, which ran
counter to McKenna’s colorful and playful
advertising style. So an art director, Rob Jan-
off, was assigned to create a new one. “Don’t
make it cute,” Jobs ordered. Janoff came up
with a simple apple shape in two versions,
one whole and the other with a bite taken out
of it. The first looked too much like a cherry,
so Jobs chose the one with a bite. He also
picked a version that was striped in six col-
ors, with psychedelic hues sandwiched
between whole-earth green and sky blue,
even though that made printing the logo sig-
nificantly more expensive. Atop the brochure
McKenna put a maxim, often attributed to



Leonardo da Vinci, that would become ’:he
defining precept of Jobs’s design philosophy:
“Simplicity is the ultimate sophistication.”

The First Launch Event

The introduction of the Apple II was sched-
uled to coincide with the first West Coast
Computer Faire, to be held in April 1977 in
San Francisco, organized by a Homebrew
stalwart, Jim Warren. Jobs signed Apple up
for a booth as soon as he got the information
packet. He wanted to secure a location right
at the front of the hall as a dramatic way to
launch the Apple II, and so he shocked
Wozniak by paying $5,000 in advance.
“Steve decided that this was our big launch,”
said Wozniak. “We would show the world we
had a great machine and a great company.”
It was an application of Markkula’s ad-
monition that it was important to “impute”
your greatness by making a memorable im-
pression on people, especially when
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launching a new product. That was reflected
in the care that Jobs took with Apple’s dis-
play area. Other exhibitors had card tables
and poster board signs. Apple had a counter
draped in black velvet and a large pane of
backlit Plexiglas with Janoff’s new logo. They
put on display the only three Apple IIs that
had been finished, but empty boxes were
piled up to give the impression that there
were many more on hand.

Jobs was furious that the computer cases
had arrived with tiny blemishes on them, so
he had his handful of employees sand and
polish them. The imputing even extended to
gussying up Jobs and Wozniak. Markkula
sent them to a San Francisco tailor for three-
piece suits, which looked faintly ridiculous
on them, like tuxes on teenagers. “Markkula
explained how we would all have to dress up
nicely, how we should appear and look, how
we should act,” Wozniak recalled.



It was worth the effort. The Apple II
looked solid yet friendly in its sleek beige
case, unlike the intimidating metal-clad ma-
chines and naked boards on the other tables.
Apple got three hundred orders at the show,
and Jobs met a Japanese textile maker,
Mizushima Satoshi, who became Apple’s first
dealer in Japan.

The fancy clothes and Markkula’s injunc-
tions could not, however, stop the irrepress-
ible Wozniak from playing some practical
jokes. One program that he displayed tried to
guess people’s nationality from their last
name and then produced the relevant ethnic
jokes. He also created and distributed a hoax
brochure for a new computer called the
“Zaltair,” with all sorts of fake ad-copy su-
perlatives like “Imagine a car with five
wheels.” Jobs briefly fell for the joke and
even took pride that the Apple II stacked up
well against the Zaltair in the comparison
chart. He didn’t realize who had pulled the



prank until eight years later, when Woz gajlve
him a framed copy of the brochure as a
birthday gift.

Mike Scott

Apple was now a real company, with a dozen
employees, a line of credit, and the daily
pressures that can come from customers and
suppliers. It had even moved out of the
Jobses’ garage, finally, into a rented office on
Stevens Creek Boulevard in Cupertino, about
a mile from where Jobs and Wozniak went to
high school.

Jobs did not wear his growing responsibil-
ities gracefully. He had always been tem-
peramental and bratty. At Atari his behavior
had caused him to be banished to the night
shift, but at Apple that was not possible. “He
became increasingly tyrannical and sharp in
his criticism,” according to Markkula. “He
would tell people, ‘That design looks like
shit”” He was particularly rough on
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Wozniak’s young programmers, Randy Wig-
ginton and Chris Espinosa. “Steve would
come in, take a quick look at what I had
done, and tell me it was shit without having
any idea what it was or why I had done it,”
said Wigginton, who was just out of high
school.

There was also the issue of his hygiene. He
was still convinced, against all evidence, that
his vegan diets meant that he didn’t need to
use a deodorant or take regular showers.
“We would have to literally put him out the
door and tell him to go take a shower,” said
Markkula. “At meetings we had to look at his
dirty feet.” Sometimes, to relieve stress, he
would soak his feet in the toilet, a practice
that was not as soothing for his colleagues.

Markkula was averse to confrontation, so
he decided to bring in a president, Mike
Scott, to keep a tighter rein on Jobs.
Markkula and Scott had joined Fairchild on
the same day in 1967, had adjoining offices,



and shared the same birthday, which they
celebrated together each year. At their birth-
day lunch in February 1977, when Scott was
turning thirty-two, Markkula invited him to
become Apple’s new president.

On paper he looked like a great choice. He
was running a manufacturing line for Na-
tional Semiconductor, and he had the ad-
vantage of being a manager who fully under-
stood engineering. In person, however, he
had some quirks. He was overweight, afflic-
ted with tics and health problems, and so
tightly wound that he wandered the halls
with clenched fists. He also could be argu-
mentative. In dealing with Jobs, that could
be good or bad.

Wozniak quickly embraced the idea of hir-
ing Scott. Like Markkula, he hated dealing
with the conflicts that Jobs engendered.
Jobs, not surprisingly, had more conflicted
emotions. “I was only twenty-two, and I
knew I wasn’t ready to run a real company,”



he said. “But Apple was my baby, and I
didn’t want to give it up.” Relinquishing any
control was agonizing to him. He wrestled
with the issue over long lunches at Bob’s Big
Boy hamburgers (Woz’s favorite place) and
at the Good Earth restaurant (Jobs’s). He fi-
nally acquiesced, reluctantly.

Mike Scott, called “Scotty” to distinguish
him from Mike Markkula, had one primary
duty: managing Jobs. This was usually ac-
complished by Jobs’s preferred mode of
meeting, which was taking a walk together.
“My very first walk was to tell him to bathe
more often,” Scott recalled. “He said that in
exchange I had to read his fruitarian diet
book and consider it as a way to lose weight.”
Scott never adopted the diet or lost much
weight, and Jobs made only minor modifica-
tions to his hygiene. “Steve was adamant that
he bathed once a week, and that was ad-
equate as long as he was eating a fruitarian
diet.”



Jobs’s desire for control and disdain for
authority was destined to be a problem with
the man who was brought in to be his regent,
especially when Jobs discovered that Scott
was one of the only people he had yet en-
countered who would not bend to his will.
“The question between Steve and me was
who could be most stubborn, and I was
pretty good at that,” Scott said. “He needed
to be sat on, and he sure didn’t like that.”
Jobs later said, “I never yelled at anyone
more than I yelled at Scotty.”

An early showdown came over employee
badge numbers. Scott assigned #1 to
Wozniak and #2 to Jobs. Not surprisingly,
Jobs demanded to be #1. “I wouldn’t let him
have it, because that would stoke his ego
even more,” said Scott. Jobs threw a tan-
trum, even cried. Finally, he proposed a solu-
tion. He would have badge #0. Scott relen-
ted, at least for the purpose of the badge, but
the Bank of America required a positive
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integer for its payroll system and Jobs’s re-
mained #2.

There was a more fundamental disagree-
ment that went beyond personal petulance.
Jay Elliot, who was hired by Jobs after a
chance meeting in a restaurant, noted Jobs’s
salient trait: “His obsession is a passion for
the product, a passion for product perfec-
tion.” Mike Scott, on the other hand, never
let a passion for the perfect take precedence
over pragmatism. The design of the Apple II
case was one of many examples. The Pantone
company, which Apple used to specify colors
for its plastic, had more than two thousand
shades of beige. “None of them were good
enough for Steve,” Scott marveled. “He
wanted to create a different shade, and I had
to stop him.” When the time came to tweak
the design of the case, Jobs spent days agon-
izing over just how rounded the corners
should be. “I didn’t care how rounded they
were,” said Scott, “I just wanted it decided.”
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Another dispute was over engineering
benches. Scott wanted a standard gray; Jobs
insisted on special-order benches that were
pure white. All of this finally led to a show-
down in front of Markkula about whether
Jobs or Scott had the power to sign purchase
orders; Markkula sided with Scott. Jobs also
insisted that Apple be different in how it
treated customers. He wanted a one-year
warranty to come with the Apple II. This
flabbergasted Scott; the usual warranty was
ninety days. Again Jobs dissolved into tears
during one of their arguments over the issue.
They walked around the parking lot to calm
down, and Scott decided to relent on this
one.

Wozniak began to rankle at Jobs’s style.
“Steve was too tough on people. I wanted our
company to feel like a family where we all
had fun and shared whatever we made.”
Jobs, for his part, felt that Wozniak simply
would not grow up. “He was very childlike.
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He did a great version of BASIC, but then
never could buckle down and write the
floating-point BASIC we needed, so we
ended up later having to make a deal with
Microsoft. He was just too unfocused.”

But for the time being the personality
clashes were manageable, mainly because
the company was doing so well. Ben Rosen,
the analyst whose newsletters shaped the
opinions of the tech world, became an enthu-
siastic proselytizer for the Apple II. An inde-
pendent developer came up with the first
spreadsheet and personal finance program
for personal computers, VisiCalc, and for a
while it was available only on the Apple II,
turning the computer into something that
businesses and families could justify buying.
The company began attracting influential
new investors. The pioneering venture capit-
alist Arthur Rock had initially been unim-
pressed when Markkula sent Jobs to see him.
“He looked as if he had just come back from



seeing that guru he had in India,” Rock re-
called, “and he kind of smelled that way too.”
But after Rock scoped out the Apple II, he
made an investment and joined the board.
The Apple II would be marketed, in vari-
ous models, for the next sixteen years, with
close to six million sold. More than any other
machine, it launched the personal computer
industry. Wozniak deserves the historic cred-
it for the design of its awe-inspiring circuit
board and related operating software, which
was one of the era’s great feats of solo inven-
tion. But Jobs was the one who integrated
Wozniak’s boards into a friendly package,
from the power supply to the sleek case. He
also created the company that sprang up
around Wozniak’s machines. As Regis
McKenna later said, “Woz designed a great
machine, but it would be sitting in hobby
shops today were it not for Steve Jobs.”
Nevertheless most people considered the
Apple II to be Wozniak’s creation. That



would spur Jobs to pursue the next great ad-
vance, one that he could call his own.



CHAPTER SEVEN




CHRISANN AND LISA

He Who Is Abandoned. ..

Ever since they had lived together in a cabin
during the summer after he graduated from
high school, Chrisann Brennan had woven in
and out of Jobs’s life. When he returned
from India in 1974, they spent time together
at Robert Friedland’s farm. “Steve invited me
up there, and we were just young and easy
and free,” she recalled. “There was an energy
there that went to my heart.”

When they moved back to Los Altos, their
relationship drifted into being, for the most
part, merely friendly. He lived at home and
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worked at Atari; she had a small apartment
and spent a lot of time at Kobun Chino’s Zen
center. By early 1975 she had begun a rela-
tionship with a mutual friend, Greg Calhoun.
“She was with Greg, but went back to Steve
occasionally,” according to Elizabeth
Holmes. “That was pretty much the way it
was with all of us. We were sort of shifting
back and forth; it was the seventies, after
all.”

Calhoun had been at Reed with Jobs,
Friedland, Kottke, and Holmes. Like the oth-
ers, he became deeply involved with Eastern
spirituality, dropped out of Reed, and found
his way to Friedland’s farm. There he moved
into an eight-by twenty-foot chicken coop
that he converted into a little house by rais-
ing it onto cinderblocks and building a sleep-
ing loft inside. In the spring of 1975 Brennan
moved in with him, and the next year they
decided to make their own pilgrimage to In-
dia. Jobs advised Calhoun not to take



Brennan with him, saying that she would in-
terfere with his spiritual quest, but they went
together anyway. “I was just so impressed by
what happened to Steve on his trip to India
that I wanted to go there,” she said.

Theirs was a serious trip, beginning in
March 1976 and lasting almost a year. At one
point they ran out of money, so Calhoun
hitchhiked to Iran to teach English in
Tehran. Brennan stayed in India, and when
Calhoun’s teaching stint was over they hitch-
hiked to meet each other in the middle, in
Afghanistan. The world was a very different
place back then.

After a while their relationship frayed, and
they returned from India separately. By the
summer of 1977 Brennan had moved back to
Los Altos, where she lived for a while in a
tent on the grounds of Kobun Chino’s Zen
center. By this time Jobs had moved out of
his parents’ house and was renting a $600
per month suburban ranch house in



Cupertino with Daniel Kottke. It was an odd
scene of free-spirited hippie types living in a
tract house they dubbed Rancho Suburbia.
“It was a four-bedroom house, and we occa-
sionally rented one of the bedrooms out to
all sorts of crazy people, including a stripper
for a while,” recalled Jobs. Kottke couldn’t
quite figure out why Jobs had not just gotten
his own house, which he could have afforded
by then. “I think he just wanted to have a
roommate,” Kottke speculated.

Even though her relationship with Jobs
was sporadic, Brennan soon moved in as
well. This made for a set of living arrange-
ments worthy of a French farce. The house
had two big bedrooms and two tiny ones.
Jobs, not surprisingly, commandeered the
largest of them, and Brennan (who was not
really living with him) moved into the other
big bedroom. “The two middle rooms were
like for babies, and I didn’t want either of
them, so I moved into the living room and



slept on a foam pad,” said Kottke. They
turned one of the small rooms into space for
meditating and dropping acid, like the attic
space they had used at Reed. It was filled
with foam packing material from Apple
boxes. “Neighborhood kids used to come
over and we would toss them in it and it was
great fun,” said Kottke, “but then Chrisann
brought home some cats who peed in the
foam, and then we had to get rid of it.”

Living in the house at times rekindled the
physical relationship between Brennan and
Jobs, and within a few months she was preg-
nant. “Steve and I were in and out of a rela-
tionship for five years before I got pregnant,”
she said. “We didn’t know how to be together
and we didn’t know how to be apart.” When
Greg Calhoun hitchhiked from Colorado to
visit them on Thanksgiving 1977, Brennan
told him the news: “Steve and I got back to-
gether, and now I'm pregnant, but now we
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are on again and off again, and I don’t know
what to do.”

Calhoun noticed that Jobs was disconnec-
ted from the whole situation. He even tried
to convince Calhoun to stay with them and
come to work at Apple. “Steve was just not
dealing with Chrisann or the pregnancy,” he
recalled. “He could be very engaged with you
in one moment, but then very disengaged.
There was a side to him that was frighten-
ingly cold.”

When Jobs did not want to deal with a dis-
traction, he sometimes just ignored it, as if
he could will it out of existence. At times he
was able to distort reality not just for others
but even for himself. In the case of Brennan’s
pregnancy, he simply shut it out of his mind.
When confronted, he would deny that he
knew he was the father, even though he ad-
mitted that he had been sleeping with her. “I
wasn’t sure it was my kid, because I was
pretty sure I wasn’t the only one she was



sleeping with,” he told me later. “She and I
were not really even going out when she got
pregnant. She just had a room in our house.”
Brennan had no doubt that Jobs was the
father. She had not been involved with Greg
or any other men at the time.

Was he lying to himself, or did he not
know that he was the father? “I just think he
couldn’t access that part of his brain or the
idea of being responsible,” Kottke said. Eliza-
beth Holmes agreed: “He considered the op-
tion of parenthood and considered the op-
tion of not being a parent, and he decided to
believe the latter. He had other plans for his
life.”

There was no discussion of marriage. “I
knew that she was not the person I wanted to
marry, and we would never be happy, and it
wouldn’t last long,” Jobs later said. “I was all
in favor of her getting an abortion, but she
didn’t know what to do. She thought about it
repeatedly and decided not to, or I don’t



know that she ever really decided—I think
time just decided for her.” Brennan told me
that it was her choice to have the baby: “He
said he was fine with an abortion but never
pushed for it.” Interestingly, given his own
background, he was adamantly against one
option. “He strongly discouraged me putting
the child up for adoption,” she said.

There was a disturbing irony. Jobs and
Brennan were both twenty-three, the same
age that Joanne Schieble and Abdulfattah
Jandali had been when they had Jobs. He
had not yet tracked down his biological par-
ents, but his adoptive parents had told him
some of their tale. “I didn’t know then about
this coincidence of our ages, so it didn’t af-
fect my discussions with Chrisann,” he later
said. He dismissed the notion that he was
somehow following his biological father’s
pattern of getting his girlfriend pregnant
when he was twenty-three, but he did admit
that the ironic resonance gave him pause.



“When I did find out that he was twenty-
three when he got Joanne pregnant with me,
I thought, whoa!”

The relationship between Jobs and Bren-
nan quickly deteriorated. “Chrisann would
get into this kind of victim mode, when she
would say that Steve and I were ganging up
on her,” Kottke recalled. “Steve would just
laugh and not take her seriously.” Brennan
was not, as even she later admitted, very
emotionally stable. She began breaking
plates, throwing things, trashing the house,
and writing obscene words in charcoal on the
wall. She said that Jobs kept provoking her
with his callousness: “He was an enlightened
being who was cruel.” Kottke was caught in
the middle. “Daniel didn’t have that DNA of
ruthlessness, so he was a bit flipped by
Steve’s behavior,” according to Brennan. “He
would go from ‘Steve’s not treating you right’
to laughing at me with Steve.”



Robert Friedland came to her rescue. “He
heard that I was pregnant, and he said to
come on up to the farm to have the baby,”
she recalled. “So I did.” Elizabeth Holmes
and other friends were still living there, and
they found an Oregon midwife to help with
the delivery. On May 17, 1978, Brennan gave
birth to a baby girl. Three days later Jobs
flew up to be with them and help name the
new baby. The practice on the commune was
to give children Eastern spiritual names, but
Jobs insisted that she had been born in
America and ought to have a name that fit.
Brennan agreed. They named her Lisa Nicole
Brennan, not giving her the last name Jobs.
And then he left to go back to work at Apple.
“He didn’t want to have anything to do with
her or with me,” said Brennan.

She and Lisa moved to a tiny, dilapidated
house in back of a home in Menlo Park. They
lived on welfare because Brennan did not
feel up to suing for child support. Finally, the



County of San Mateo sued Jobs to try to
prove paternity and get him to take financial
responsibility. At first Jobs was determined
to fight the case. His lawyers wanted Kottke
to testify that he had never seen them in bed
together, and they tried to line up evidence
that Brennan had been sleeping with other
men. “At one point I yelled at Steve on the
phone, ‘You know that is not true,” Brennan
recalled. “He was going to drag me through
court with a little baby and try to prove I was
a whore and that anyone could have been the
father of that baby.”

A year after Lisa was born, Jobs agreed to
take a paternity test. Brennan’s family was
surprised, but Jobs knew that Apple would
soon be going public and he decided it was
best to get the issue resolved. DNA tests were
new, and the one that Jobs took was done at
UCLA. “I had read about DNA testing, and I
was happy to do it to get things settled,” he
said. The results were pretty dispositive.



“Probability of paternity . . . is 94.41%,” the
report read. The California courts ordered
Jobs to start paying $385 a month in child
support, sign an agreement admitting pa-
ternity, and reimburse the county $5,856 in
back welfare payments. He was given visita-
tion rights but for a long time didn’t exercise
them.

Even then Jobs continued at times to warp
the reality around him. “He finally told us on
the board,” Arthur Rock recalled, “but he
kept insisting that there was a large probabil-
ity that he wasn’t the father. He was delu-
sional.” He told a reporter for Time, Michael
Moritz, that when you analyzed the statistics,
it was clear that “28% of the male population
in the United States could be the father.” It
was not only a false claim but an odd one.
Worse yet, when Chrisann Brennan later
heard what he said, she mistakenly thought
that Jobs was hyperbolically claiming that
she might have slept with 28% of the men in



the United States. “He was trying to paint me
as a slut or a whore,” she recalled. “He spun
the whore image onto me in order to not take
responsibility.”

Years later Jobs was remorseful for the
way he behaved, one of the few times in his
life he admitted as much:

I wish I had handled it differently. I
could not see myself as a father then, so
I didn’t face up to it. But when the test
results showed she was my daughter, it’s
not true that I doubted it. I agreed to
support her until she was eighteen and
give some money to Chrisann as well. I
found a house in Palo Alto and fixed it
up and let them live there rent-free. Her
mother found her great schools which I
paid for. I tried to do the right thing. But
if I could do it over, I would do a better
job.



Once the case was resolved, Jobs began to
move on with his life—maturing in some re-
spects, though not all. He put aside drugs,
eased away from being a strict vegan, and cut
back the time he spent on Zen retreats. He
began getting stylish haircuts and buying
suits and shirts from the upscale San Fran-
cisco haberdashery Wilkes Bashford. And he
settled into a serious relationship with one of
Regis McKenna’s employees, a beautiful
Polynesian-Polish woman named Barbara
Jasinski.

There was still, to be sure, a childlike re-
bellious streak in him. He, Jasinski, and Kot-
tke liked to go skinny-dipping in Felt Lake
on the edge of Interstate 280 near Stanford,
and he bought a 1966 BMW R60/2 motor-
cycle that he adorned with orange tassels on
the handlebars. He could also still be bratty.
He belittled waitresses and frequently re-
turned food with the proclamation that it
was “garbage.” At the company’s first



Halloween party, in 1979, he dressed in
robes as Jesus Christ, an act of semi-ironic
self-awareness that he considered funny but
that caused a lot of eye rolling. Even his ini-
tial stirrings of domesticity had some quirks.
He bought a proper house in the Los Gatos
hills, which he adorned with a Maxfield Par-
rish painting, a Braun coffeemaker, and
Henckels knives. But because he was so ob-
sessive when it came to selecting furnishings,
it remained mostly barren, lacking beds or
chairs or couches. Instead his bedroom had a
mattress in the center, framed pictures of
Einstein and Maharaj-ji on the walls, and an
Apple II on the floor.



CHAPTER EIGHT




XEROX AND LISA

Graphical User Interfaces

A New Baby

The Apple II took the company from Jobs’s
garage to the pinnacle of a new industry. Its
sales rose dramatically, from 2,500 units in
1977 to 210,000 in 1981. But Jobs was rest-
less. The Apple II could not remain success-
ful forever, and he knew that, no matter how
much he had done to package it, from power
cord to case, it would always be seen as
Wozniak’s masterpiece. He needed his own
machine. More than that, he wanted a
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product that would, in his words, make a
dent in the universe.

At first he hoped that the Apple III would
play that role. It would have more memory,
the screen would display eighty characters
across rather than forty, and it would handle
uppercase and lowercase letters. Indulging
his passion for industrial design, Jobs de-
creed the size and shape of the external case,
and he refused to let anyone alter it, even as
committees of engineers added more com-
ponents to the circuit boards. The result was
piggybacked boards with poor connectors
that frequently failed. When the Apple III
began shipping in May 1980, it flopped.
Randy Wigginton, one of the engineers,
summed it up: “The Apple III was kind of
like a baby conceived during a group orgy,
and later everybody had this bad headache,
and there’s this bastard child, and everyone
says, ‘It’s not mine.”



By then Jobs had distanced himself from
the Apple III and was thrashing about for
ways to produce something more radically
different. At first he flirted with the idea of
touchscreens, but he found himself frus-
trated. At one demonstration of the techno-
logy, he arrived late, fidgeted awhile, then
abruptly cut off the engineers in the middle
of their presentation with a brusque “Thank
you.” They were confused. “Would you like
us to leave?” one asked. Jobs said yes, then
berated his colleagues for wasting his time.

Then he and Apple hired two engineers
from Hewlett-Packard to conceive a totally
new computer. The name Jobs chose for it
would have caused even the most jaded psy-
chiatrist to do a double take: the Lisa. Other
computers had been named after daughters
of their designers, but Lisa was a daughter
Jobs had abandoned and had not yet fully
admitted was his. “Maybe he was doing it out
of guilt,” said Andrea Cunningham, who



worked at Regis McKenna on public rela-
tions for the project. “We had to come up
with an acronym so that we could claim it
was not named after Lisa the child.” The one
they reverse-engineered was “local integ-
rated systems architecture,” and despite be-
ing meaningless it became the official ex-
planation for the name. Among the engin-
eers it was referred to as “Lisa: invented stu-
pid acronym.” Years later, when I asked
about the name, Jobs admitted simply, “Ob-
viously it was named for my daughter.”

The Lisa was conceived as a $2,000 ma-
chine based on a sixteen-bit microprocessor,
rather than the eight-bit one used in the
Apple II. Without the wizardry of Wozniak,
who was still working quietly on the Apple II,
the engineers began producing a straightfor-
ward computer with a conventional text dis-
play, unable to push the powerful micropro-
cessor to do much exciting stuff. Jobs began



to grow impatient with how boring it was
turning out to be.

There was, however, one programmer who
was infusing the project with some life: Bill
Atkinson. He was a doctoral student in neur-
oscience who had experimented with his fair
share of acid. When he was asked to come
work for Apple, he declined. But then Apple
sent him a nonrefundable plane ticket, and
he decided to use it and let Jobs try to per-
suade him. “We are inventing the future,”
Jobs told him at the end of a three-hour
pitch. “Think about surfing on the front edge
of a wave. It’s really exhilarating. Now think
about dog-paddling at the tail end of that
wave. It wouldn’t be anywhere near as much
fun. Come down here and make a dent in the
universe.” Atkinson did.

With his shaggy hair and droopy mous-
tache that did not hide the animation in his
face, Atkinson had some of Woz’s ingenuity
along with Jobs’s passion for awesome



products. His first job was to develop a pro-
gram to track a stock portfolio by auto-dial-
ing the Dow Jones service, getting quotes,
then hanging up. “I had to create it fast be-
cause there was a magazine ad for the Apple
IT showing a hubby at the kitchen table look-
ing at an Apple screen filled with graphs of
stock prices, and his wife is beaming at
him—but there wasn’t such a program, so I
had to create one.” Next he created for the
Apple II a version of Pascal, a high-level pro-
gramming language. Jobs had resisted,
thinking that BASIC was all the Apple II
needed, but he told Atkinson, “Since you’re
so passionate about it, I'll give you six days
to prove me wrong.” He did, and Jobs re-
spected him ever after.

By the fall of 1979 Apple was breeding
three ponies to be potential successors to the
Apple IT workhorse. There was the ill-fated
Apple III. There was the Lisa project, which
was beginning to disappoint Jobs. And



somewhere off Jobs’s radar screen, at least
for the moment, there was a small skunk-
works project for a low-cost machine that
was being developed by a colorful employee
named Jef Raskin, a former professor who
had taught Bill Atkinson. Raskin’s goal was
to make an inexpensive “computer for the
masses” that would be like an appliance—a
self-contained unit with computer, keyboard,
monitor, and software all together—and have
a graphical interface. He tried to turn his col-
leagues at Apple on to a cutting-edge re-
search center, right in Palo Alto, that was pi-
oneering such ideas.

Xerox PARC

The Xerox Corporation’s Palo Alto Research
Center, known as Xerox PARC, had been es-
tablished in 1970 to create a spawning
ground for digital ideas. It was safely located,
for better and for worse, three thousand
miles from the commercial pressures of
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Xerox corporate headquarters in Connectic-
ut. Among its visionaries was the scientist
Alan Kay, who had two great maxims that
Jobs embraced: “The best way to predict the
future is to invent it” and “People who are
serious about software should make their
own hardware.” Kay pushed the vision of a
small personal computer, dubbed the “Dyna-
book,” that would be easy enough for chil-
dren to use. So Xerox PARC’s engineers
began to develop user-friendly graphics that
could replace all of the command lines and
DOS prompts that made computer screens
intimidating. The metaphor they came up
with was that of a desktop. The screen could
have many documents and folders on it, and
you could use a mouse to point and click on
the one you wanted to use.

This graphical user interface—or GUI, pro-
nounced “gooey”’—was facilitated by another
concept pioneered at Xerox PARC: bitmap-
ping. Until then, most computers were
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character-based. You would type a character
on a keyboard, and the computer would gen-
erate that character on the screen, usually in
glowing greenish phosphor against a dark
background. Since there were a limited num-
ber of letters, numerals, and symbols, it
didn’t take a whole lot of computer code or
processing power to accomplish this. In a
bitmap system, on the other hand, each and
every pixel on the screen is controlled by bits
in the computer’s memory. To render
something on the screen, such as a letter, the
computer has to tell each pixel to be light or
dark or, in the case of color displays, what
color to be. This uses a lot of computing
power, but it permits gorgeous graphics,
fonts, and gee-whiz screen displays.
Bitmapping and graphical interfaces be-
came features of Xerox PARC’s prototype
computers, such as the Alto, and its object-
oriented programming language, Smalltalk.
Jef Raskin decided that these features were
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the future of computing. So he began urging
Jobs and other Apple colleagues to go check
out Xerox PARC.

Raskin had one problem: Jobs regarded
him as an insufferable theorist or, to use
Jobs’s own more precise terminology, “a
shithead who sucks.” So Raskin enlisted his
friend Atkinson, who fell on the other side of
Jobs’s shithead/genius division of the world,
to convince Jobs to take an interest in what
was happening at Xerox PARC. What Raskin
didn’t know was that Jobs was working on a
more complex deal. Xerox’s venture capital
division wanted to be part of the second
round of Apple financing during the summer
of 1979. Jobs made an offer: “I will let you
invest a million dollars in Apple if you will
open the kimono at PARC.” Xerox accepted.
It agreed to show Apple its new technology
and in return got to buy 100,000 shares at
about $10 each.



By the time Apple went public a year later,
Xerox’s $1 million worth of shares were
worth $17.6 million. But Apple got the better
end of the bargain. Jobs and his colleagues
went to see Xerox PARC’s technology in
December 1979 and, when Jobs realized he
hadn’t been shown enough, got an even
fuller demonstration a few days later. Larry
Tesler was one of the Xerox scientists called
upon to do the briefings, and he was thrilled
to show off the work that his bosses back east
had never seemed to appreciate. But the oth-
er briefer, Adele Goldberg, was appalled that
her company seemed willing to give away its
crown jewels. “It was incredibly stupid, com-
pletely nuts, and I fought to prevent giving
Jobs much of anything,” she recalled.

Goldberg got her way at the first briefing.
Jobs, Raskin, and the Lisa team leader John
Couch were ushered into the main lobby,
where a Xerox Alto had been set up. “It was a
very controlled show of a few applications,



primarily a word-processing one,” Goldberg
said. Jobs wasn’t satisfied, and he called Xer-
ox headquarters demanding more.

So he was invited back a few days later,
and this time he brought a larger team that
included Bill Atkinson and Bruce Horn, an
Apple programmer who had worked at Xerox
PARC. They both knew what to look for.
“When I arrived at work, there was a lot of
commotion, and I was told that Jobs and a
bunch of his programmers were in the con-
ference room,” said Goldberg. One of her en-
gineers was trying to keep them entertained
with more displays of the word-processing
program. But Jobs was growing impatient.
“Let’s stop this bullshit!” he kept shouting.
So the Xerox folks huddled privately and de-
cided to open the kimono a bit more, but
only slowly. They agreed that Tesler could
show off Smalltalk, the programming lan-
guage, but he would demonstrate only what
was known as the “unclassified” version. “It



will dazzle [Jobs] and he’ll never know he
didn’t get the confidential disclosure,” the
head of the team told Goldberg.

They were wrong. Atkinson and others had
read some of the papers published by Xerox
PARC, so they knew they were not getting a
full description. Jobs phoned the head of the
Xerox venture capital division to complain; a
call immediately came back from corporate
headquarters in Connecticut decreeing that
Jobs and his group should be shown
everything. Goldberg stormed out in a rage.

When Tesler finally showed them what
was truly under the hood, the Apple folks
were astonished. Atkinson stared at the
screen, examining each pixel so closely that
Tesler could feel the breath on his neck. Jobs
bounced around and waved his arms ex-
citedly. “He was hopping around so much I
don’t know how he actually saw most of the
demo, but he did, because he kept asking
questions,” Tesler recalled. “He was the



exclamation point for every step I showed.”
Jobs kept saying that he couldn’t believe that
Xerox had not commercialized the techno-
logy. “You're sitting on a gold mine,” he
shouted. “I can’t believe Xerox is not taking
advantage of this.”

The Smalltalk demonstration showed
three amazing features. One was how com-
puters could be networked; the second was
how object-oriented programming worked.
But Jobs and his team paid little attention to
these attributes because they were so amazed
by the third feature, the graphical interface
that was made possible by a bitmapped
screen. “It was like a veil being lifted from
my eyes,” Jobs recalled. “I could see what the
future of computing was destined to be.”

When the Xerox PARC meeting ended
after more than two hours, Jobs drove Bill
Atkinson back to the Apple office in Cuper-
tino. He was speeding, and so were his mind
and mouth. “This is it!” he shouted,



emphasizing each word. “We’ve got to do it!”
It was the breakthrough he had been looking
for: bringing computers to the people, with
the cheerful but affordable design of an
Eichler home and the ease of use of a sleek
kitchen appliance.

“How long would this take to implement?”
he asked.

“I'm not sure,” Atkinson replied. “Maybe
six months.” It was a wildly optimistic as-
sessment, but also a motivating one.

“Great Artists Steal”

The Apple raid on Xerox PARC is sometimes
described as one of the biggest heists in the
chronicles of industry. Jobs occasionally en-
dorsed this view, with pride. As he once said,
“Picasso had a saying—‘good artists copy,
great artists steal’—and we have always been
shameless about stealing great ideas.”
Another assessment, also sometimes en-
dorsed by Jobs, is that what transpired was
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less a heist by Apple than a fumble by Xerox.
“They were copier-heads who had no clue
about what a computer could do,” he said of
Xerox’s management. “They just grabbed de-
feat from the greatest victory in the com-
puter industry. Xerox could have owned the
entire computer industry.”

Both assessments contain a lot of truth,
but there is more to it than that. There falls a
shadow, as T. S. Eliot noted, between the
conception and the creation. In the annals of
innovation, new ideas are only part of the
equation. Execution is just as important.

Jobs and his engineers significantly im-
proved the graphical interface ideas they saw
at Xerox PARC, and then were able to imple-
ment them in ways that Xerox never could
accomplish. For example, the Xerox mouse
had three buttons, was complicated, cost
$300 apiece, and didn’t roll around
smoothly; a few days after his second Xerox
PARC visit, Jobs went to a local industrial



design firm, IDEO, and told one of its
founders, Dean Hovey, that he wanted a
simple single-button model that cost $15,
“and I want to be able to use it on Formica
and my blue jeans.” Hovey complied.

The improvements were in not just the de-
tails but the entire concept. The mouse at
Xerox PARC could not be used to drag a win-
dow around the screen. Apple’s engineers
devised an interface so you could not only
drag windows and files around, you could
even drop them into folders. The Xerox sys-
tem required you to select a command in or-
der to do anything, ranging from resizing a
window to changing the extension that loc-
ated a file. The Apple system transformed
the desktop metaphor into virtual reality by
allowing you to directly touch, manipulate,
drag, and relocate things. And Apple’s engin-
eers worked in tandem with its design-
ers—with Jobs spurring them on daily—to
improve the desktop concept by adding



delightful icons and menus that pulled down
from a bar atop each window and the capab-
ility to open files and folders with a double
click.

It’s not as if Xerox executives ignored what
their scientists had created at PARC. In fact
they did try to capitalize on it, and in the
process they showed why good execution is
as important as good ideas. In 1981, well be-
fore the Apple Lisa or Macintosh, they intro-
duced the Xerox Star, a machine that fea-
tured their graphical user interface, mouse,
bitmapped display, windows, and desktop
metaphor. But it was clunky (it could take
minutes to save a large file), costly ($16,595
at retail stores), and aimed mainly at the net-
worked office market. It flopped; only thirty
thousand were ever sold.

Jobs and his team went to a Xerox dealer
to look at the Star as soon as it was released.
But he deemed it so worthless that he told
his colleagues they couldn’t spend the money



to buy one. “We were very relieved,” he re-
called. “We knew they hadn’t done it right,
and that we could—at a fraction of the price.”
A few weeks later he called Bob Belleville,
one of the hardware designers on the Xerox
Star team. “Everything you've ever done in
your life is shit,” Jobs said, “so why don’t you
come work for me?” Belleville did, and so did
Larry Tesler.

In his excitement, Jobs began to take over
the daily management of the Lisa project,
which was being run by John Couch, the
former HP engineer. Ignoring Couch, he
dealt directly with Atkinson and Tesler to in-
sert his own ideas, especially on Lisa’s graph-
ical interface design. “He would call me at all
hours, 2 a.m. or 5 a.m.,” said Tesler. “I loved
it. But it upset my bosses at the Lisa divi-
sion.” Jobs was told to stop making out-of-
channel calls. He held himself back for a
while, but not for long.



One important showdown occurred when
Atkinson decided that the screen should
have a white background rather than a dark
one. This would allow an attribute that both
Atkinson and Jobs wanted: WYSIWYG,
pronounced “wiz-ee-wig,” an acronym for
“What you see is what you get.” What you
saw on the screen was what you’d get when
you printed it out. “The hardware team
screamed bloody murder,” Atkinson recalled.
“They said it would force us to use a phos-
phor that was a lot less persistent and would
flicker more.” So Atkinson enlisted Jobs,
who came down on his side. The hardware
folks grumbled, but then went off and
figured it out. “Steve wasn’t much of an en-
gineer himself, but he was very good at as-
sessing people’s answers. He could tell
whether the engineers were defensive or un-
sure of themselves.”

One of Atkinson’s amazing feats (which we
are so accustomed to nowadays that we



rarely marvel at it) was to allow the windows
on a screen to overlap so that the “top” one
clipped into the ones “below” it. Atkinson
made it possible to move these windows
around, just like shuffling papers on a desk,
with those below becoming visible or hidden
as you moved the top ones. Of course, on a
computer screen there are no layers of pixels
underneath the pixels that you see, so there
are no windows actually lurking underneath
the ones that appear to be on top. To create
the illusion of overlapping windows requires
complex coding that involves what are called
“regions.” Atkinson pushed himself to make
this trick work because he thought he had
seen this capability during his visit to Xerox
PARC. In fact the folks at PARC had never
accomplished it, and they later told him they
were amazed that he had done so. “I got a
feeling for the empowering aspect of
naiveté,” Atkinson said. “Because I didn’t
know it couldn’t be done, I was enabled to do
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it.” He was working so hard that one morn-
ing, in a daze, he drove his Corvette into a
parked truck and nearly killed himself. Jobs
immediately drove to the hospital to see him.
“We were pretty worried about you,” he said
when Atkinson regained consciousness.
Atkinson gave him a pained smile and
replied, “Don’t worry, I still remember
regions.”

Jobs also had a passion for smooth
scrolling. Documents should not lurch line
by line as you scroll through them, but in-
stead should flow. “He was adamant that
everything on the interface had a good feel-
ing to the user,” Atkinson said. They also
wanted a mouse that could easily move the
cursor in any direction, not just up-down/
left-right. This required using a ball rather
than the usual two wheels. One of the engin-
eers told Atkinson that there was no way to
build such a mouse commercially. After
Atkinson complained to Jobs over dinner, he



arrived at the office the next day to discover
that Jobs had fired the engineer. When his
replacement met Atkinson, his first words
were, “I can build the mouse.”

Atkinson and Jobs became best friends for
a while, eating together at the Good Earth
most nights. But John Couch and the other
professional engineers on his Lisa team,
many of them buttoned-down HP types, re-
sented Jobs’s meddling and were infuriated
by his frequent insults. There was also a
clash of visions. Jobs wanted to build a Volk-
sLisa, a simple and inexpensive product for
the masses. “There was a tug-of-war between
people like me, who wanted a lean machine,
and those from HP, like Couch, who were
aiming for the corporate market,” Jobs
recalled.

Both Mike Scott and Mike Markkula were
intent on bringing some order to Apple and
became increasingly concerned about Jobs’s
disruptive behavior. So in September 1980,



they secretly plotted a reorganization. Couch
was made the undisputed manager of the
Lisa division. Jobs lost control of the com-
puter he had named after his daughter. He
was also stripped of his role as vice president
for research and development. He was made
non-executive chairman of the board. This
position allowed him to remain Apple’s pub-
lic face, but it meant that he had no operat-
ing control. That hurt. “I was upset and felt
abandoned by Markkula,” he said. “He and
Scotty felt I wasn’t up to running the Lisa di-
vision. I brooded about it a lot.”



CHAPTER NINE




Options

GOING PUBLIC

A Man of Wealth and Fame

With Wozniak, 1981
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When Mike Markkula joined Jobs and
Wozniak to turn their fledgling partnership
into the Apple Computer Co. in January
1977, they valued it at $5,309. Less than four
years later they decided it was time to take it
public. It would become the most oversub-
scribed initial public offering since that of
Ford Motors in 1956. By the end of Decem-
ber 1980, Apple would be valued at $1.79 bil-
lion. Yes, billion. In the process it would
make three hundred people millionaires.
Daniel Kottke was not one of them. He had
been Jobs’s soul mate in college, in India, at
the All One Farm, and in the rental house
they shared during the Chrisann Brennan
crisis. He joined Apple when it was
headquartered in Jobs’s garage, and he still
worked there as an hourly employee. But he
was not at a high enough level to be cut in on
the stock options that were awarded before
the IPO. “I totally trusted Steve, and I as-
sumed he would take care of me like I'd



taken care of him, so I didn’t push,” said Kot-
tke. The official reason he wasn’t given stock
options was that he was an hourly techni-
cian, not a salaried engineer, which was the
cutoff level for options. Even so, he could
have justifiably been given “founder’s stock,”
but Jobs decided not to. “Steve is the oppos-
ite of loyal,” according to Andy Hertz-feld, an
early Apple engineer who has nevertheless
remained friends with him. “He’s anti-loyal.
He has to abandon the people he is close to.”

Kottke decided to press his case with Jobs
by hovering outside his office and catching
him to make a plea. But at each encounter,
Jobs brushed him off. “What was really so
difficult for me is that Steve never told me I
wasn’t eligible,” recalled Kottke. “He owed
me that as a friend. When I would ask him
about stock, he would tell me I had to talk to
my manager.” Finally, almost six months
after the IPO, Kottke worked up the courage
to march into Jobs’s office and try to hash



out the issue. But when he got in to see him,
Jobs was so cold that Kottke froze. “I just got
choked up and began to cry and just couldn’t
talk to him,” Kottke recalled. “Our friendship
was all gone. It was so sad.”

Rod Holt, the engineer who had built the
power supply, was getting a lot of options,
and he tried to turn Jobs around. “We have
to do something for your buddy Daniel,” he
said, and he suggested they each give him
some of their own options. “Whatever you
give him, I will match it,” said Holt. Replied
Jobs, “Okay. I will give him zero.”

Wozniak, not surprisingly, had the oppos-
ite attitude. Before the shares went public, he
decided to sell, at a very low price, two thou-
sand of his options to forty different midlevel
employees. Most of his beneficiaries made
enough to buy a home. Wozniak bought a
dream home for himself and his new wife,
but she soon divorced him and kept the
house. He also later gave shares outright to



employees he felt had been shortchanged, in-
cluding Kottke, Fernandez, Wigginton, and
Espinosa. Everyone loved Wozniak, all the
more so after his generosity, but many also
agreed with Jobs that he was “awfully naive
and childlike.” A few months later a United
Way poster showing a destitute man went up
on a company bulletin board. Someone
scrawled on it “Woz in 1990.”

Jobs was not naive. He had made sure his
deal with Chrisann Brennan was signed be-
fore the IPO occurred.

Jobs was the public face of the IPO, and he
helped choose the two investment banks
handling it: the traditional Wall Street firm
Morgan Stanley and the untraditional
boutique firm Hambrecht & Quist in San
Francisco. “Steve was very irreverent toward
the guys from Morgan Stanley, which was a
pretty uptight firm in those days,” recalled
Bill Hambrecht. Morgan Stanley planned to
price the offering at $18, even though it was



obvious the shares would quickly shoot up.
“Tell me what happens to this stock that we
priced at eighteen?” Jobs asked the bankers.
“Don’t you sell it to your good customers? If
so, how can you charge me a 7% commis-
sion?” Hambrecht recognized that there was
a basic unfairness in the system, and he later
went on to formulate the idea of a reverse
auction to price shares before an IPO.

Apple went public the morning of Decem-
ber 12, 1980. By then the bankers had priced
the stock at $22 a share. It went to $29 the
first day. Jobs had come into the Hambrecht
& Quist office just in time to watch the open-
ing trades. At age twenty-five, he was now
worth $256 million.

Baby You'’re a Rich Man

Before and after he was rich, and indeed
throughout a life that included being both
broke and a billionaire, Steve Jobs’s attitude
toward wealth was complex. He was an
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antimaterialistic hippie who capitalized on
the inventions of a friend who wanted to give
them away for free, and he was a Zen devotee
who made a pilgrimage to India and then de-
cided that his calling was to create a busi-
ness. And yet somehow these attitudes
seemed to weave together rather than
conflict.

He had a great love for some material ob-
jects, especially those that were finely de-
signed and crafted, such as Porsche and
Mercedes cars, Henckels knives and Braun
appliances, BMW motorcycles and Ansel
Adams prints, Bosendorfer pianos and Bang
& Olufsen audio equipment. Yet the houses
he lived in, no matter how rich he became,
tended not to be ostentatious and were fur-
nished so simply they would have put a
Shaker to shame. Neither then nor later
would he travel with an entourage, keep a
personal staff, or even have security protec-
tion. He bought a nice car, but always drove



himself. When Markkula asked Jobs to join
him in buying a Lear jet, he declined (though
he eventually would demand of Apple a Gulf-
stream to use). Like his father, he could be
flinty when bargaining with suppliers, but he
didn’t allow a craving for profits to take pre-
cedence over his passion for building great
products.

Thirty years after Apple went public, he re-
flected on what it was like to come into
money suddenly:

I never worried about money. I grew up
in a middle-class family, so I never
thought I would starve. And I learned at
Atari that I could be an okay engineer,
so I always knew I could get by. I was
voluntarily poor when I was in college
and India, and I lived a pretty simple life
even when I was working. So I went
from fairly poor, which was wonderful,
because I didn’t have to worry about
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money, to being incredibly rich, when I
also didn’t have to worry about money.

I watched people at Apple who made a
lot of money and felt they had to live dif-
ferently. Some of them bought a Rolls-
Royce and various houses, each with a
house manager and then someone to
manage the house managers. Their
wives got plastic surgery and turned into
these bizarre people. This was not how I
wanted to live. It’s crazy. I made a
promise to myself that I'm not going to
let this money ruin my life.

He was not particularly philanthropic. He
briefly set up a foundation, but he discovered
that it was annoying to have to deal with the
person he had hired to run it, who kept talk-
ing about “venture” philanthropy and how to
“leverage” giving. Jobs became contemptu-
ous of people who made a display of philan-
thropy or thinking they could reinvent it.
Earlier he had quietly sent in a $5,000 check



to help launch Larry Brilliant’s Seva Founda-
tion to fight diseases of poverty, and he even
agreed to join the board. But when Brilliant
brought some board members, including
Wavy Gravy and Jerry Garcia, to Apple right
after its IPO to solicit a donation, Jobs was
not forthcoming. He instead worked on find-
ing ways that a donated Apple II and a
VisiCalc program could make it easier for the
foundation to do a survey it was planning on
blindness in Nepal.

His biggest personal gift was to his par-
ents, Paul and Clara Jobs, to whom he gave
about $750,000 worth of stock. They sold
some to pay off the mortgage on their Los Al-
tos home, and their son came over for the
little celebration. “It was the first time in
their lives they didn’t have a mortgage,” Jobs
recalled. “They had a handful of their friends
over for the party, and it was really nice.”
Still, they didn’t consider buying a nicer
house. “They weren’t interested in that,”



Jobs said. “They had a life they were happy
with.” Their only splurge was to take a Prin-
cess cruise each year. The one through the
Panama Canal “was the big one for my dad,”
according to Jobs, because it reminded him
of when his Coast Guard ship went through
on its way to San Francisco to be
decommissioned.

With Apple’s success came fame for its
poster boy. Inc. became the first magazine to
put him on its cover, in October 1981. “This
man has changed business forever,” it pro-
claimed. It showed Jobs with a neatly
trimmed beard and well-styled long hair,
wearing blue jeans and a dress shirt with a
blazer that was a little too satiny. He was
leaning on an Apple II and looking directly
into the camera with the mesmerizing stare
he had picked up from Robert Friedland.
“When Steve Jobs speaks, it is with the gee-
whiz enthusiasm of someone who sees the
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future and is making sure it works,” the
magazine reported.

Time followed in February 1982 with a
package on young entrepreneurs. The cover
was a painting of Jobs, again with his hyp-
notic stare. Jobs, said the main story, “prac-
tically singlehanded created the personal
computer industry.” The accompanying pro-
file, written by Michael Moritz, noted, “At
26, Jobs heads a company that six years ago
was located in a bedroom and garage of his
parents’ house, but this year it is expected to
have sales of $600 million. . . . As an execut-
ive, Jobs has sometimes been petulant and
harsh on subordinates. Admits he: ‘T've got
to learn to keep my feelings private.”

Despite his new fame and fortune, he still
fancied himself a child of the counterculture.
On a visit to a Stanford class, he took off his
Wilkes Bashford blazer and his shoes,
perched on top of a table, and crossed his
legs into a lotus position. The students asked



questions, such as when Apple’s stock price
would rise, which Jobs brushed off. Instead
he spoke of his passion for future products,
such as someday making a computer as
small as a book. When the business ques-
tions tapered off, Jobs turned the tables on
the well-groomed students. “How many of
you are virgins?” he asked. There were
nervous giggles. “How many of you have
taken LSD?” More nervous laughter, and
only one or two hands went up. Later Jobs
would complain about the new generation of
kids, who seemed to him more materialistic
and careerist than his own. “When I went to
school, it was right after the sixties and be-
fore this general wave of practical purpose-
fulness had set in,” he said. “Now students
aren’t even thinking in idealistic terms, or at
least nowhere near as much.” His genera-
tion, he said, was different. “The idealistic
wind of the sixties is still at our backs,
though, and most of the people I know who



are my age have that ingrained in them
forever.”



CHAPTER TEN




THE MAC IS BORN

You Say You Want a Revolution

Jobs in 1982

Jef Raskin’s Baby
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Jef Raskin was the type of character who
could enthrall Steve Jobs—or annoy him. As
it turned out, he did both. A philosophical
guy who could be both playful and ponder-
ous, Raskin had studied computer science,
taught music and visual arts, conducted a
chamber opera company, and organized
guerrilla theater. His 1967 doctoral thesis at
U.C. San Diego argued that computers
should have graphical rather than text-based
interfaces. When he got fed up with teaching,
he rented a hot air balloon, flew over the
chancellor’s house, and shouted down his
decision to quit.

When Jobs was looking for someone to
write a manual for the Apple II in 1976, he
called Raskin, who had his own little consult-
ing firm. Raskin went to the garage, saw
Wozniak beavering away at a workbench,
and was convinced by Jobs to write the
manual for $50. Eventually he became the
manager of Apple’s publications department.



One of Raskin’s dreams was to build an inex-
pensive computer for the masses, and in
1979 he convinced Mike Markkula to put him
in charge of a small development project
code-named “Annie” to do just that. Since
Raskin thought it was sexist to name com-
puters after women, he redubbed the project
in honor of his favorite type of apple, the
MclIntosh. But he changed the spelling in or-
der not to conflict with the name of the audio
equipment maker McIntosh Laboratory. The
proposed computer became known as the
Macintosh.

Raskin envisioned a machine that would
sell for $1,000 and be a simple appliance,
with screen and keyboard and computer all
in one unit. To keep the cost down, he pro-
posed a tiny five-inch screen and a very
cheap (and underpowered) microprocessor,
the Motorola 6809. Raskin fancied himself a
philosopher, and he wrote his thoughts in an
ever-expanding notebook that he called “The



Book of Macintosh.” He also issued occa-
sional manifestos. One of these was called
“Computers by the Millions,” and it began
with an aspiration: “If personal computers
are to be truly personal, it will have to be as
likely as not that a family, picked at random,
will own one.”

Throughout 1979 and early 1980 the
Macintosh project led a tenuous existence.
Every few months it would almost get killed
off, but each time Raskin managed to cajole
Markkula into granting clemency. It had a
research team of only four engineers located
in the original Apple office space next to the
Good Earth restaurant, a few blocks from the
company’s new main building. The work
space was filled with enough toys and radio-
controlled model airplanes (Raskin’s pas-
sion) to make it look like a day care center
for geeks. Every now and then work would
cease for a loosely organized game of Nerf
ball tag. Andy Hertzfeld recalled, “This



inspired everyone to surround their work
area with barricades made out of cardboard,
to provide cover during the game, making
part of the office look like a cardboard
maze.”

The star of the team was a blond, cherubic,
and psychologically intense self-taught
young engineer named Burrell Smith, who
worshipped the code work of Wozniak and
tried to pull off similar dazzling feats. Atkin-
son discovered Smith working in Apple’s ser-
vice department and, amazed at his ability to
improvise fixes, recommended him to
Raskin. Smith would later succumb to
schizophrenia, but in the early 1980s he was
able to channel his manic intensity into
weeklong binges of engineering brilliance.

Jobs was enthralled by Raskin’s vision, but
not by his willingness to make compromises
to keep down the cost. At one point in the fall
of 1979 Jobs told him instead to focus on
building what he repeatedly called an



o

“insanely great” product. “Don’t worry about
price, just specify the computer’s abilities,”
Jobs told him. Raskin responded with a sar-
castic memo. It spelled out everything you
would want in the proposed computer: a
high-resolution color display, a printer that
worked without a ribbon and could produce
graphics in color at a page per second, un-
limited access to the ARPA net, and the cap-
ability to recognize speech and synthesize
music, “even simulate Caruso singing with
the Mormon tabernacle choir, with variable
reverberation.” The memo concluded, “Start-
ing with the abilities desired is nonsense. We
must start both with a price goal, and a set of
abilities, and keep an eye on today’s and the
immediate future’s technology.” In other
words, Raskin had little patience for Jobs’s
belief that you could distort reality if you had
enough passion for your product.

Thus they were destined to clash, espe-
cially after Jobs was ejected from the Lisa
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project in September 1980 and began casting
around for someplace else to make his mark.
It was inevitable that his gaze would fall on
the Macintosh project. Raskin’s manifestos
about an inexpensive machine for the
masses, with a simple graphic interface and
clean design, stirred his soul. And it was also
inevitable that once Jobs set his sights on the
Macintosh project, Raskin’s days were
numbered. “Steve started acting on what he
thought we should do, Jef started brooding,
and it instantly was clear what the outcome
would be,” recalled Joanna Hoffman, a
member of the Mac team.

The first conflict was over Raskin’s devo-
tion to the underpowered Motorola 6809 mi-
croprocessor. Once again it was a clash
between Raskin’s desire to keep the Mac’s
price under $1,000 and Jobs’s determination
to build an insanely great machine. So Jobs
began pushing for the Mac to switch to the
more powerful Motorola 68000, which is



what the Lisa was using. Just before Christ-
mas 1980, he challenged Burrell Smith,
without telling Raskin, to make a redesigned
prototype that used the more powerful chip.
As his hero Wozniak would have done, Smith
threw himself into the task around the clock,
working nonstop for three weeks and em-
ploying all sorts of breathtaking program-
ming leaps. When he succeeded, Jobs was
able to force the switch to the Motorola
68000, and Raskin had to brood and recal-
culate the cost of the Mac.

There was something larger at stake. The
cheaper microprocessor that Raskin wanted
would not have been able to accommodate
all of the gee-whiz graphics—windows,
menus, mouse, and so on—that the team had
seen on the Xerox PARC visits. Raskin had
convinced everyone to go to Xerox PARC,
and he liked the idea of a bitmapped display
and windows, but he was not as charmed by
all the cute graphics and icons, and he



absolutely detested the idea of using a point-
and-click mouse rather than the keyboard.
“Some of the people on the project became
enamored of the quest to do everything with
the mouse,” he later groused. “Another ex-
ample is the absurd application of icons. An
icon is a symbol equally incomprehensible in
all human languages. There’s a reason why
humans invented phonetic languages.”

Raskin’s former student Bill Atkinson
sided with Jobs. They both wanted a power-
ful processor that could support whizzier
graphics and the use of a mouse. “Steve had
to take the project away from Jef,” Atkinson
said. “Jef was pretty firm and stubborn, and
Steve was right to take it over. The world got
a better result.”

The disagreements were more than just
philosophical; they became clashes of per-
sonality. “I think that he likes people to jump
when he says jump,” Raskin once said. “I felt
that he was untrustworthy, and that he does



not take kindly to being found wanting. He
doesn’t seem to like people who see him
without a halo.” Jobs was equally dismissive
of Raskin. “Jef was really pompous,” he said.
“He didn’t know much about interfaces. So I
decided to nab some of his people who were
really good, like Atkinson, bring in some of
my own, take the thing over and build a less
expensive Lisa, not some piece of junk.”

Some on the team found Jobs impossible
to work with. “Jobs seems to introduce ten-
sion, politics, and hassles rather than enjoy-
ing a buffer from those distractions,” one en-
gineer wrote in a memo to Raskin in Decem-
ber 1980. “I thoroughly enjoy talking with
him, and I admire his ideas, practical per-
spective, and energy. But I just don’t feel that
he provides the trusting, supportive, relaxed
environment that I need.”

But many others realized that despite his
temperamental failings, Jobs had the cha-
risma and corporate clout that would lead



them to “make a dent in the universe.” Jobs
told the staff that Raskin was just a dreamer,
whereas he was a doer and would get the
Mac done in a year. It was clear he wanted
vindication for having been ousted from the
Lisa group, and he was energized by compet-
ition. He publicly bet John Couch $5,000
that the Mac would ship before the Lisa. “We
can make a computer that’s cheaper and bet-
ter than the Lisa, and get it out first,” he told
the team.

Jobs asserted his control of the group by
canceling a brown-bag lunch seminar that
Raskin was scheduled to give to the whole
company in February 1981. Raskin happened
to go by the room anyway and discovered
that there were a hundred people there wait-
ing to hear him; Jobs had not bothered to
notify anyone else about his cancellation or-
der. So Raskin went ahead and gave a talk.

That incident led Raskin to write a blister-
ing memo to Mike Scott, who once again
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found himself in the difficult position of be-
ing a president trying to manage a com-
pany’s temperamental cofounder and major
stockholder. It was titled “Working for/with
Steve Jobs,” and in it Raskin asserted:

He is a dreadful manager. . . . I have
always liked Steve, but I have found it
impossible to work for him. . . . Jobs

regularly misses appointments. This is
so well-known as to be almost a running

joke. . . . He acts without thinking and
with bad judgment. . . . He does not give
credit where due. . . . Very often, when

told of a new idea, he will immediately
attack it and say that it is worthless or
even stupid, and tell you that it was a
waste of time to work on it. This alone is
bad management, but if the idea is a
good one he will soon be telling people
about it as though it was his own.



That afternoon Scott called in Jobs and
Raskin for a showdown in front of Markkula.
Jobs started crying. He and Raskin agreed
on only one thing: Neither could work for the
other one. On the Lisa project, Scott had
sided with Couch. This time he decided it
was best to let Jobs win. After all, the Mac
was a minor development project housed in
a distant building that could keep Jobs occu-
pied away from the main campus. Raskin
was told to take a leave of absence. “They
wanted to humor me and give me something
to do, which was fine,” Jobs recalled. “It was
like going back to the garage for me. I had
my own ragtag team and I was in control.”

Raskin’s ouster may not have seemed fair,
but it ended up being good for the Macin-
tosh. Raskin wanted an appliance with little
memory, an anemic processor, a cassette
tape, no mouse, and minimal graphics. Un-
like Jobs, he might have been able to keep
the price down to close to $1,000, and that



may have helped Apple win market share.
But he could not have pulled off what Jobs
did, which was to create and market a ma-
chine that would transform personal com-
puting. In fact we can see where the road not
taken led. Raskin was hired by Canon to
build the machine he wanted. “It was the
Canon Cat, and it was a total flop,” Atkinson
said. “Nobody wanted it. When Steve turned
the Mac into a compact version of the Lisa, it
made it into a computing platform instead of

a consumer electronic device.”*

Texaco Towers

A few days after Raskin left, Jobs appeared
at the cubicle of Andy Hertzfeld, a young en-
gineer on the Apple II team, who had a cher-
ubic face and impish demeanor similar to his
pal Burrell Smith’s. Hertzfeld recalled that
most of his colleagues were afraid of Jobs
“because of his spontaneous temper tan-
trums and his proclivity to tell everyone
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exactly what he thought, which often wasn’t
very favorable.” But Hertzfeld was excited by
him. “Are you any good?” Jobs asked the
moment he walked in. “We only want really
good people working on the Mac, and I'm
not sure youre good enough.” Hertzfeld
knew how to answer. “I told him that yes, I
thought that I was pretty good.”

Jobs left, and Hertzfeld went back to his
work. Later that afternoon he looked up to
see Jobs peering over the wall of his cubicle.
“I've got good news for you,” he said. “You're
working on the Mac team now. Come with
me.”

Hertzfeld replied that he needed a couple
more days to finish the Apple II product he
was in the middle of. “What’s more import-
ant than working on the Macintosh?” Jobs
demanded. Hertzfeld explained that he
needed to get his Apple II DOS program in
good enough shape to hand it over to
someone. “Youre just wasting your time



with that!” Jobs replied. “Who cares about
the Apple II? The Apple II will be dead in a
few years. The Macintosh is the future of
Apple, and you’re going to start on it now!”
With that, Jobs yanked out the power cord to
Hertzfeld’s Apple 11, causing the code he was
working on to vanish. “Come with me,” Jobs
said. “I'm going to take you to your new
desk.” Jobs drove Hertzfeld, computer and
all, in his silver Mercedes to the Macintosh
offices. “Here’s your new desk,” he said,
plopping him in a space next to Burrell
Smith. “Welcome to the Mac team!” The
desk had been Raskin’s. In fact Raskin had
left so hastily that some of the drawers were
still filled with his flotsam and jetsam, in-
cluding model airplanes.

Jobs’s primary test for recruiting people in
the spring of 1981 to be part of his merry
band of pirates was making sure they had a
passion for the product. He would some-
times bring candidates into a room where a



prototype of the Mac was covered by a cloth,
dramatically unveil it, and watch. “If their
eyes lit up, if they went right for the mouse
and started pointing and clicking, Steve
would smile and hire them,” recalled Andrea
Cunningham. “He wanted them to say
‘Wow!”

Bruce Horn was one of the programmers
at Xerox PARC. When some of his friends,
such as Larry Tesler, decided to join the
Macintosh group, Horn considered going
there as well. But he got a good offer, and a
$15,000 signing bonus, to join another com-
pany. Jobs called him on a Friday night.
“You have to come into Apple tomorrow
morning,” he said. “I have a lot of stuff to
show you.” Horn did, and Jobs hooked him.
“Steve was so passionate about building this
amazing device that would change the
world,” Horn recalled. “By sheer force of his
personality, he changed my mind.” Jobs
showed Horn exactly how the plastic would



be molded and would fit together at perfect
angles, and how good the board was going to
look inside. “He wanted me to see that this
whole thing was going to happen and it was
thought out from end to end. Wow, I said, I
don’t see that kind of passion every day. So I
signed up.”

Jobs even tried to reengage Wozniak. “I
resented the fact that he had not been doing
much, but then I thought, hell, I wouldn’t be
here without his brilliance,” Jobs later told
me. But as soon as Jobs was starting to get
him interested in the Mac, Wozniak crashed
his new single-engine Beechcraft while at-
tempting a takeoff near Santa Cruz. He
barely survived and ended up with partial
amnesia. Jobs spent time at the hospital, but
when Wozniak recovered he decided it was
time to take a break from Apple. Ten years
after dropping out of Berkeley, he decided to
return there to finally get his degree,



enrolling under the name of Rocky Raccoon
Clark.

In order to make the project his own, Jobs
decided it should no longer be code-named
after Raskin’s favorite apple. In various in-
terviews, Jobs had been referring to com-
puters as a bicycle for the mind; the ability of
humans to create a bicycle allowed them to
move more efficiently than even a condor,
and likewise the ability to create computers
would multiply the efficiency of their minds.
So one day Jobs decreed that henceforth the
Macintosh should be known instead as the
Bicycle. This did not go over well. “Burrell
and I thought this was the silliest thing we
ever heard, and we simply refused to use the
new name,” recalled Hertzfeld. Within a
month the idea was dropped.

By early 1981 the Mac team had grown to
about twenty, and Jobs decided that they
should have bigger quarters. So he moved
everyone to the second floor of a brown-



shingled, two-story building about three
blocks from Apple’s main offices. It was next
to a Texaco station and thus became known
as Texaco Towers. In order to make the of-
fice more lively, he told the team to buy a
stereo system. “Burrell and I ran out and
bought a silver, cassette-based boom box
right away, before he could change his
mind,” recalled Hertzfeld.

Jobs’s triumph was soon complete. A few
weeks after winning his power struggle with
Raskin to run the Mac division, he helped
push out Mike Scott as Apple’s president.
Scotty had become more and more erratic,
alternately bullying and nurturing. He finally
lost most of his support among the employ-
ees when he surprised them by imposing a
round of layoffs that he handled with atypic-
al ruthlessness. In addition, he had begun to
suffer a variety of afflictions, ranging from
eye infections to narcolepsy. When Scott was
on vacation in Hawaii, Markkula called



together the top managers to ask if he should
be replaced. Most of them, including Jobs
and John Couch, said yes. So Markkula took
over as an interim and rather passive presid-
ent, and Jobs found that he now had full rein
to do what he wanted with the Mac division.



CHAPTER ELEVEN




THE REALITY
DISTORTION FIELD

Playing by His Own Set of Rules

The original Mac team in 1984: George Crow, Joanna
Hoffman, Burrell Smith, Andy Hertzfeld, Bill Atkinson, and
Jerry Manock
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When Andy Hertzfeld joined the Macintosh
team, he got a briefing from Bud Tribble, the
other software designer, about the huge
amount of work that still needed to be done.
Jobs wanted it finished by January 1982, less
than a year away. “That’s crazy,” Hertzfeld
said. “There’s no way.” Tribble said that Jobs
would not accept any contrary facts. “The
best way to describe the situation is a term
from Star Trek,” Tribble explained. “Steve
has a reality distortion field.” When
Hertzfeld looked puzzled, Tribble elaborated.
“In his presence, reality is malleable. He can
convince anyone of practically anything. It
wears off when he’s not around, but it makes
it hard to have realistic schedules.”

Tribble recalled that he adopted the
phrase from the “Menagerie” episodes of
Star Trek, “in which the aliens create their
own new world through sheer mental force.”
He meant the phrase to be a compliment as
well as a caution: “It was dangerous to get



caught in Steve’s distortion field, but it was
what led him to actually be able to change
reality.”

At first Hertzfeld thought that Tribble was
exaggerating, but after two weeks of working
with Jobs, he became a keen observer of the
phenomenon. “The reality distortion field
was a confounding mélange of a charismatic
rhetorical style, indomitable will, and eager-
ness to bend any fact to fit the purpose at
hand,” he said.

There was little that could shield you from
the force, Hertzfeld discovered. “Amazingly,
the reality distortion field seemed to be ef-
fective even if you were acutely aware of it.
We would often discuss potential techniques
for grounding it, but after a while most of us
gave up, accepting it as a force of nature.”
After Jobs decreed that the sodas in the of-
fice refrigerator be replaced by Odwalla or-
ganic orange and carrot juices, someone on
the team had T-shirts made. “Reality



Distortion Field,” they said on the front, and
on the back, “It’s in the juice!”

To some people, calling it a reality distor-
tion field was just a clever way to say that
Jobs tended to lie. But it was in fact a more
complex form of dissembling. He would as-
sert something—be it a fact about world his-
tory or a recounting of who suggested an
idea at a meeting—without even considering
the truth. It came from willfully defying real-
ity, not only to others but to himself. “He can
deceive himself,” said Bill Atkinson. “It al-
lowed him to con people into believing his
vision, because he has personally embraced
and internalized it.”

A lot of people distort reality, of course.
When Jobs did so, it was often a tactic for ac-
complishing something. Wozniak, who was
as congenitally honest as Jobs was tactical,
marveled at how effective it could be. “His
reality distortion is when he has an illogical
vision of the future, such as telling me that I
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could design the Breakout game in just a few
days. You realize that it can’t be true, but he
somehow makes it true.”

When members of the Mac team got en-
snared in his reality distortion field, they
were almost hypnotized. “He reminded me
of Rasputin,” said Debi Coleman. “He laser-
beamed in on you and didn’t blink. It didn’t
matter if he was serving purple Kool-Aid.
You drank it.” But like Wozniak, she believed
that the reality distortion field was empower-
ing: It enabled Jobs to inspire his team to
change the course of computer history with a
fraction of the resources of Xerox or IBM. “It
was a self-fulfilling distortion,” she claimed.
“You did the impossible, because you didn’t
realize it was impossible.”

At the root of the reality distortion was
Jobs’s belief that the rules didnt apply to
him. He had some evidence for this; in his
childhood, he had often been able to bend
reality to his desires. Rebelliousness and
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willfulness were ingrained in his character.
He had the sense that he was special, a
chosen one, an enlightened one. “He thinks
there are a few people who are spe-
cial—people like Einstein and Gandhi and
the gurus he met in India—and he’s one of
them,” said Hertzfeld. “He told Chrisann
this. Once he even hinted to me that he was
enlightened. It’s almost like Nietzsche.” Jobs
never studied Nietzsche, but the philosoph-
er’s concept of the will to power and the spe-
cial nature of the Uberman came naturally to
him. As Nietzsche wrote in Thus Spoke
Zarathustra, “The spirit now wills his own
will, and he who had been lost to the world
now conquers the world.” If reality did not
comport with his will, he would ignore it, as
he had done with the birth of his daughter
and would do years later, when first dia-
gnosed with cancer. Even in small everyday
rebellions, such as not putting a license plate
on his car and parking it in handicapped



spaces, he acted as if he were not subject to
the strictures around him.

Another key aspect of Jobs’s worldview
was his binary way of categorizing things.
People were either “enlightened” or “an as-
shole.” Their work was either “the best” or
“totally shitty.” Bill Atkinson, the Mac de-
signer who fell on the good side of these di-
chotomies, described what it was like:

It was difficult working under Steve,
because there was a great polarity
between gods and shitheads. If you were
a god, you were up on a pedestal and
could do no wrong. Those of us who
were considered to be gods, as I was,
knew that we were actually mortal and
made bad engineering decisions and far-
ted like any person, so we were always
afraid that we would get knocked off our
pedestal. The ones who were shitheads,
who were brilliant engineers working
very hard, felt there was no way they
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could get appreciated and rise above
their status.

But these categories were not immutable,
for Jobs could rapidly reverse himself. When
briefing Hertzfeld about the reality distortion
field, Tribble specifically warned him about
Jobs’s tendency to resemble high-voltage al-
ternating current. “Just because he tells you
that something is awful or great, it doesn’t
necessarily mean he’ll feel that way tomor-
row,” Tribble explained. “If you tell him a
new idea, he’ll usually tell you that he thinks
it’s stupid. But then, if he actually likes it, ex-
actly one week later, he’ll come back to you
and propose your idea to you, as if he
thought of it.”

The audacity of this pirouette technique
would have dazzled Diaghilev. “If one line of
argument failed to persuade, he would deftly
switch to another,” Hertzfeld said. “Some-
times, he would throw you off balance by



suddenly adopting your position as his own,
without acknowledging that he ever thought
differently.” That happened repeatedly to
Bruce Horn, the programmer who, with
Tesler, had been lured from Xerox PARC.
“One week I'd tell him about an idea that I
had, and he would say it was crazy,” recalled
Horn. “The next week, he’d come and say,
‘Hey I have this great idea’—and it would be
my idea! You'd call him on it and say, ‘Steve,
I told you that a week ago,” and he’d say,
‘Yeah, yeah, yeah’ and just move right along.”

It was as if Jobs’s brain circuits were miss-
ing a device that would modulate the ex-
treme spikes of impulsive opinions that
popped into his mind. So in dealing with
him, the Mac team adopted an audio concept
called a “low pass filter.” In processing his
input, they learned to reduce the amplitude
of his high-frequency signals. That served to
smooth out the data set and provide a less
jittery moving average of his evolving
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attitudes. “After a few cycles of him taking
alternating  extreme  positions,” said
Hertzfeld, “we would learn to low pass filter
his signals and not react to the extremes.”
Was Jobs’s unfiltered behavior caused by a
lack of emotional sensitivity? No. Almost the
opposite. He was very emotionally attuned,
able to read people and know their psycholo-
gical strengths and vulnerabilities. He could
stun an unsuspecting victim with an
emotional towel-snap, perfectly aimed. He
intuitively knew when someone was faking it
or truly knew something. This made him
masterful at cajoling, stroking, persuading,
flattering, and intimidating people. “He had
the uncanny capacity to know exactly what
your weak point is, know what will make you
feel small, to make you cringe,” Joanna Hoff-
man said. “It’s a common trait in people who
are charismatic and know how to manipulate
people. Knowing that he can crush you
makes you feel weakened and eager for his



approval, so then he can elevate you and put
you on a pedestal and own you.”

Ann Bowers became an expert at dealing
with Jobs’s perfectionism, petulance, and
prickliness. She had been the human re-
sources director at Intel, but had stepped
aside after she married its cofounder Bob
Noyce. She joined Apple in 1980 and served
as a calming mother figure who would step
in after one of Jobs’s tantrums. She would go
to his office, shut the door, and gently lecture
him. “I know, I know,” he would say. “Well,
then, please stop doing it,” she would insist.
Bowers recalled, “He would be good for a
while, and then a week or so later I would get
a call again.” She realized that he could
barely contain himself. “He had these huge
expectations, and if people didn’t deliver, he
couldn’t stand it. He couldn’t control him-
self. I could understand why Steve would get
upset, and he was usually right, but it had a
hurtful effect. It created a fear factor. He was



self-aware, but that didn’t always modify his
behavior.”

Jobs became close to Bowers and her hus-
band, and he would drop in at their Los Ga-
tos Hills home unannounced. She would
hear his motorcycle in the distance and say,
“I guess we have Steve for dinner again.” For
a while she and Noyce were like a surrogate
family. “He was so bright and also so needy.
He needed a grown-up, a father figure, which
Bob became, and I became like a mother
figure.”

There were some upsides to Jobs’s de-
manding and wounding behavior. People
who were not crushed ended up being
stronger. They did better work, out of both
fear and an eagerness to please. “His behavi-
or can be emotionally draining, but if you
survive, it works,” Hoffman said. You could
also push back—sometimes—and not only
survive but thrive. That didn’t always work;
Raskin tried it, succeeded for a while, and



then was destroyed. But if you were calml
confident, if Jobs sized you up and decided
that you knew what you were doing, he
would respect you. In both his personal and
his professional life over the years, his inner
circle tended to include many more strong
people than toadies.

The Mac team knew that. Every year, be-
ginning in 1981, it gave out an award to the
person who did the best job of standing up to
him. The award was partly a joke, but also
partly real, and Jobs knew about it and liked
it. Joanna Hoffman won the first year. From
an Eastern European refugee family, she had
a strong temper and will. One day, for ex-
ample, she discovered that Jobs had changed
her marketing projections in a way she found
totally reality-distorting. Furious, she
marched to his office. “As I'm climbing the
stairs, I told his assistant I am going to take a
knife and stab it into his heart,” she recoun-
ted. Al Eisenstat, the corporate counsel,
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came running out to restrain her. “But Steve
heard me out and backed down.”

Hoffman won the award again in 1982. “I
remember being envious of Joanna, because
she would stand up to Steve and I didn’t
have the nerve yet,” said Debi Coleman, who
joined the Mac team that year. “Then, in
1983, I got the award. I had learned you had
to stand up for what you believe, which Steve
respected. I started getting promoted by him
after that.” Eventually she rose to become
head of manufacturing.

One day Jobs barged into the cubicle of
one of Atkinson’s engineers and uttered his
usual “This is shit.” As Atkinson recalled,
“The guy said, ‘No it’s not, it’s actually the
best way,” and he explained to Steve the
engineering trade-offs he’d made.” Jobs
backed down. Atkinson taught his team to
put Jobs’s words through a translator. “We
learned to interpret ‘This is shit’ to actually
be a question that means, ‘Tell me why this is



the best way to do it.”” But the story had a
coda, which Atkinson also found instructive.
Eventually the engineer found an even better
way to perform the function that Jobs had
criticized. “He did it better because Steve had
challenged him,” said Atkinson, “which
shows you can push back on him but should
also listen, for he’s usually right.”

Jobs’s prickly behavior was partly driven
by his perfectionism and his impatience with
those who made compromises in order to get
a product out on time and on budget. “He
could not make trade-offs well,” said Atkin-
son. “If someone didn’t care to make their
product perfect, they were a bozo.” At the
West Coast Computer Faire in April 1981, for
example, Adam Osborne released the first
truly portable personal computer. It was not
great—it had a five-inch screen and not
much memory—but it worked well enough.
As Osborne famously declared, “Adequacy is
sufficient. All else is superfluous.” Jobs



found that approach to be morally appalling,
and he spent days making fun of Osborne.
“This guy just doesn’t get it,” Jobs repeatedly
railed as he wandered the Apple corridors.
“He’s not making art, he’s making shit.”

One day Jobs came into the cubicle of
Larry Kenyon, an engineer who was working
on the Macintosh operating system, and
complained that it was taking too long to
boot up. Kenyon started to explain, but Jobs
cut him off. “If it could save a person’s life,
would you find a way to shave ten seconds
off the boot time?” he asked. Kenyon allowed
that he probably could. Jobs went to a white-
board and showed that if there were five mil-
lion people using the Mac, and it took ten
seconds extra to turn it on every day, that ad-
ded up to three hundred million or so hours
per year that people would save, which was
the equivalent of at least one hundred life-
times saved per year. “Larry was suitably im-
pressed, and a few weeks later he came back
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and it booted up twenty-eight seconds
faster,” Atkinson recalled. “Steve had a way
of motivating by looking at the bigger
picture.”

The result was that the Macintosh team
came to share Jobs’s passion for making a
great product, not just a profitable one.
“Jobs thought of himself as an artist, and he
encouraged the design team to think of
ourselves that way too,” said Hertzfeld. “The
goal was never to beat the competition, or to
make a lot of money. It was to do the greatest
thing possible, or even a little greater.” He
once took the team to see an exhibit of
Tiffany glass at the Metropolitan Museum in
Manhattan because he believed they could
learn from Louis Tiffany’s example of creat-
ing great art that could be mass-produced.
Recalled Bud Tribble, “We said to ourselves,
‘Hey, if we're going to make things in our
lives, we might as well make them
beautiful.”
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Was all of his stormy