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Preface

December 1992

It was all going to hell.

His followers were abandoning him. His friends no longer believed in him. The press, which had adored him for so long, now excoriated him. His money was running out. An awesome fortune—nearly squandered. He had made a hundred million in a handful of years, and now he was blowing it just as quickly on his failing startups. Within a few months, it could all be gone. Super rich and world famous in his twenties, and now, in his thirties, he was . . . what? A has-been? A guy who got lucky once but couldn’t do it again? A fallen hero, the victim of his own hubris?

He had vowed to show that his precocious success at Apple wasn’t a fluke, that the board had been wrong to kick him out, that he could launch another great company and once again change the world with a revolutionary machine. But after seven years of intense struggle, his new venture, Next, was one of the most conspicuous flops in American business. Apple sold more computers in a single day than Next sold in a full year. Next was bleeding money, hemorrhaging money, and seemingly everyone was walking away: his sales honcho, his hotshot marketing chief, even four of his five cofounders.

Steve himself was very close to quitting. He told a friend that he contemplated giving up entirely, abandoning his career. He was right at the edge—emotionally, psychologically, financially. He felt trapped. He dreaded the shame of walking away from a great public failure, the embarrassment of conceding that he couldn’t do it again, that he couldn’t go it alone, that maybe it had all been a fluke.

In a meeting at Next’s headquarters on the shore of San Francisco Bay, he looked around at the besieged refugees of his thinned-out executive team and he told them, in a tone of bitterness and envy: “Everyone here can leave—except me.”

• • •

ON FEBRUARY 10, 1993, Next announced that it was shutting its factory, killing its computer, and laying off most of its people. The following day, a newspaper reporter went to Next’s headquarters for a conversation with Steve. She asked him point-blank: “Does this mean that Next is a failure?”

Steve sunk his head into his folded arms on the table.

He rubbed his fingers into his temples.

“I don’t want to do this interview,” he said softly. “I don’t want to do this interview.” He seemed fragile, depressed, and withdrawn.

He got up and walked away.

For months he was emotionally distraught. He had failed, and it was devastating to him. Gut-wrenching. Humbling, even.

On May 25, 1993, Steve was scheduled to deliver the keynote address at the annual Next convention at San Francisco’s Moscone Center. He was going to talk about his plans for resuscitating the company. That morning The Wall Street Journal ran a front-page story about him—a brutal put-down. It said that Steve had taken “a steep fall from a very lofty perch” and that he was “fighting to show that he still matters in the computer industry.”

His public relations handler saw him as he prepared to go onstage in front of a thousand people.

He had read the article.

“It could have been worse,” she said, trying to lighten the mood.

“Yeah,” he shot back morosely. “If you were me.”

• • •

THE NEXT LAYOFFS PROCEEDED BITTERLY. Three hundred people cleared out of headquarters. The place seemed like a wasteland. A bunch of salvagers and used-furniture dealers went to the Next factory for an auction of what was still left. They bid on hundreds of lots that were laid out on the barren cement floor. They bought everything on the cheap—the chairs, the trash cans, the paper shredders, all the surplus Next computers and laser printers and oversized monitors. It was weirdly reminiscent of the famous scene from Citizen Kane when the many possessions of the vanquished mogul are carted up and then either shipped away or burned in a great fire.

Steve’s dream was being liquidated. He was at the nadir.

• • •

BY THE END OF 1993, he had virtually disappeared from the public’s consciousness. And then, only two years later, something happened that was sublimely bizarre. He suddenly reemerged in the spotlight: triumphant, vindicated, and far richer than ever before. His stunning redemption came from an unexpected source: it turned out that he owned another company, Pixar, which had struggled quietly for a decade. In November 1995, Pixar released the first full-length computer-animated feature film, Toy Story. The following week, Steve took Pixar public, and investors clamored to buy the shares. His 70 percent stake was suddenly worth more than a billion dollars. And then, only a year later, he returned to Apple, which during his long absence had suffered a desperate decline and began spiraling toward its demise. In the summer of 1997 he took the title of interim chief executive officer and became the company’s unexpected savior. He propelled Apple’s stock price from $13 a share to $118 a share in late 1999, raising the market valuation from less than $2 billion to almost $20 billion. It was an extraordinary resurgence.

On January 5, 2000, he stood at San Francisco’s Moscone Center, where only a few years earlier he had agonized over the premature postmortem in The Wall Street Journal. This time, though, he was facing the crowd as a conquering hero.

He stalked the stage for a very long time—two hours and thirteen minutes. Who else, besides Fidel Castro, could command the attention of his troops for such a long oration? No one in American business was so hypnotic. No one was so charismatic. And so they sat there patiently, four thousand people waiting for the news. By now, they knew exactly what to expect from one of Steve’s grand speeches. He always saved his biggest revelation for the very end. He created an unbearable sense of anticipation. And when he finally got around to it, he always dropped the bomb in the most casual way, as though it were an afterthought, as if he were oblivious to all the excitement.

“One last thing,” he said nonchalantly. After two and a half years of hesitation and indecision, he was finally accepting the title of chief executive officer of Apple Computer.

The thousands rose and rejoiced. Wave after wave of applause resonated through the vast hall. They chanted his name like a mantra: “STEVE! STEVE! STEVE! STEVE!”

His attempt at stoical coolness finally gave way to a half-smile that betrayed his pride and then to a look of bashfulness at the unbridled commotion he had caused.

“Thank you, thank you,” he said, and within seconds an eerie quiet was restored, as the faithful waited for more words from their leader.

“You guys are making me feel funny now,” he said sheepishly, “because I . . .”

He was so emotional that he had to stop for a moment and regain his composure.

“. . . because I get to come to work every day and work with the most talented people on the planet,” he said. “It’s the best job in the world.”

• • •

AS THE YEAR 2000 BEGAN, Steve Jobs was adulated by a press corps that only a few years earlier had delighted in lambasting him. The old rap claimed that he was some kind of mystical visionary but he couldn’t run a company—he wasn’t a “manager.” But now his photo appeared on the cover of the January 10th issue of Business Week for its story “The Top 25 Managers of the Year.” The following week Fortune, which had once called him a “snake-oil salesman,” put his smiling face on its cover with a headline exclaiming “Stevie Wonder!”

As he turned forty-five in February 2000, he was as legendary and celebrated as when he first became a pop-culture icon during the glory years of his twenties—maybe even more so. Still, for all the press coverage, it was hard to find a profile of Steve Jobs that went beyond the sycophantic and the smoothly superficial. His public image had become a cliché: the ex-hippie vegetarian, barefoot, in faded blue jeans and black mock turtleneck shirt, raging in his relentless and fiery passion for great technology and cool design. The legend was well entrenched, but it represented little more than a crude sketch. The man himself remained largely a mystery, and he liked it that way.

For nearly two decades he had refused the requests of writers who wanted to discuss his personal life in any sort of detail. In the late 1990s he exerted fierce control over the media coverage of his companies, Apple and Pixar, often walking out of interviews abruptly or refusing to cooperate with publications that hadn’t proven their willingness to stick to his official version of his story. He met only sporadically with tough-minded journalists from newspapers like the New York Times, and he limited them to fleeting fifteen-minute sessions during which he would only talk about the latest product or service that he was promoting. He had the temerity to stand up a Times reporter. He stood up an entire PBS film crew. He walked out on The Wall Street Journal after its reporter asked him a single question. When he wanted to kill a Wired cover story about him, he called the executives of Wired’s owner, the Condé Nast publishing company, with the implicit threat of withdrawing Apple’s advertisements from its many magazines. And still the press treated him with awe.

He succeeded in becoming the Jackie Kennedy Onassis of business and technology—a figure who was ubiquitous as a symbol of his times but little known as a human being.

When I set out on interviews for this book, I was looking for Steve Jobs the person rather than Steve Jobs the icon. He is an exceptional person, to be sure, but I wanted to get at what made him exceptional as well as what made him real. I set out to discover the deep sources of his character and motivation. I strived to find where he got his unusual ideas about leadership, management, and the creative process. I tried to trace how he had been changed by his years of wealth and celebrity and by his years of struggle and failure.

Between February 1999 and February 2000, I talked with nearly one hundred people who have known and worked with Steve Jobs, including many of his closest colleagues and friends from the various stages of his life. Drawing primarily on their recollections, anecdotes, and insights, I have focused this narrative on Steve’s long comeback, his so-called second coming. The story begins in the summer of 1985, when he was exiled from Apple, and goes through early 2000, when he officially became Apple’s chief executive.

Since Steve Jobs is the head of a movie studio, it seems oddly appropriate that his real-life scenario fits so neatly into the “three-act” structure of a classic Hollywood screenplay. In Act One, the protagonist sets forth on his quest, in this case a bid for vindication after an embarrassing fall. Act Two brings the dramatic complications: our hero struggles, he fails, he comes perilously close to the edge. In Act Three, he overcomes the formidable forces aligned against him and achieves his goal, though in a way that he could never have anticipated when the story began. . . .

—Alan Deutschman

San Francisco

February 2000
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Andrea “Andy” Cunningham was so tired when she got home from work that she went to sleep without checking her answering machine. The following morning, around eight-thirty, she played the tape. The message was short and cryptic: Andy should show up at Steve’s house at 10 A.M. for a press conference about his new company, Next.

The idea troubled her. Andy was a public relations consultant, one of the shrewdest and most insightful in the technology business. She wasn’t summoned to press conferences as a last-minute thought. She was supposed to be the one who orchestrated the events following weeks of careful preparation, reflection, brainstorming, and strategizing, after thoroughly thinking through the message and exactly how it would be conveyed.

She didn’t even know where Steve lived. And besides, he wasn’t even her client.

She called around to get the address, then drove the five minutes from Palo Alto to the village of Woodside, which lay in the foothills of the Santa Cruz Mountains. It was just beyond the Stanford campus. Woodside was not far from the banal concrete sprawl of Silicon Valley but at least it felt isolated and remote, with narrow winding country roads and dozens of bridle paths but no street lamps or sidewalks. Traditionally favored by hillbillies and folksingers, it had more recently become home to a few centimillionaires, who made their money by promoting futuristic visions but, ironically, preferred to live in a semirural hamlet that evoked the romance of a lost era.

A few minutes before ten, Andy pulled through the wrought-iron gate to Steve’s house. The gravel driveway was crowded with parked cars. She beheld a sprawling, dilapidated robber baron mansion in the Spanish mission style, that numbingly ubiquitous cliché of California architecture, with the de rigueur stucco walls and the sloping red adobe roofs, like tens of thousands of little anonymous tract houses throughout the valley’s brutally cramped suburbs. The difference was that this crumbling monstrosity was large enough to be a real eighteenth-century Spanish mission. It had enough space for an entire order of monks to go about their daily routines.

She passed through the grand arched entrance loggia and came to a huge cavernous living room. Standing around, idle, restless, gossiping among themselves, were twenty reporters Andy knew well. The Business Week correspondent. The Newsweek writer. The reporter from USA Today. They were shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot because there was simply nowhere to sit other than the cold wooden floorboards. The living room was devoid of furniture, barren, austere, unwelcoming, a hollow decaying shell like the rest of the whole empty spooky house, the maze of echo chambers where Steve lived as a solitary bachelor. The closest thing to furnishings was a clear plastic case with an architect’s carefully crafted and scaled topographical model of the property—just the lush pure mountainside land, not the presumptuous robber baron manse that Steve had never gotten around to demolishing.

Andy made her way into the kitchen. Still no furniture at all, no tables or chairs, just a few computers strewn across the floor and another bunch of people huddled together. Andy recognized them as refugees from Apple. They had worked with her on the launch of the Macintosh the previous year, in January 1984. Now they were the cofounders of Steve’s new company, which was going to do . . . who knew what it would do?

Steve was on his feet, talking about what he was going to tell the reporters.

Screw John Sculley, he was going to say. Screw him!

Screw the Apple board!

We are going to change the world!

Andy was appalled. There was no news for the putative news conference. There was only Steve’s impulse to express his anger, his rage, his raw hurt, his need for vindication and healing and honor. He wanted to flail out against the injustices and betrayals he had suffered. It was understandable. It was human. But this wasn’t the way to do it, not the time or the place. You don’t summon the cynical elite of the West Coast press corps, with their notebooks open and their cassette tapes rolling, to participate in some kind of group therapy session. This wasn’t an encounter group or primal scream or gestalt or est, it wasn’t some kind of 1970s Californian human-potential seminar; this was business.

At first Andy didn’t recognize the man sitting on the floor right beside Steve, though she quickly surmised that this was Steve’s new lawyer. He was visibly starstruck, comically awed, his mouth agape, his eyes glazed by the proximity to celebrity. He clearly wasn’t in the proper state of mind to offer cautious advice. No one was telling Steve what should have been obvious, a matter of the simplest common sense. No one would confront the legendary figure and play the necessary role of tough naysayer.

Well, Andy thought, I have nothing to lose. I haven’t even signed the account.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” she told them flatly. Apple was suing Steve and his apostates, accusing them of stealing secrets. And they had no legal strategy for defending themselves. It wasn’t going to help win public opinion if Steve treated the reporters to an impassioned tirade against Apple.

She looked at Steve with seeming disbelief at his rashness and thoughtlessness.

“Why did you let all these journalists know where you live?” she wondered aloud.

• • •

IN THE SUMMER OF 1985, when Steve Jobs was stripped of power at the company he cofounded, when his office was moved to a vacant building he called Siberia, he didn’t know what to do. He was thirty years old, and he owned more than $100 million worth of Apple stock. He didn’t have to work, not for the money, at least, and not for the fame. He had appeared on the cover of Time and had accepted the National Technology Award at the White House. His niche in economic history was already secure as the preeminent popularizer of the personal computer. His mention in American cultural history was certain as well. In an era when commerce was equated with conformity, when industry was seen as the staid and soulless province of balding older men, he was an unprecedented phenom. He was a businessman posing as an idealistic revolutionary, striving for social change. He was a capitalist who appropriated the rhetoric of the commune where he had lived. He was a barefooted chairman of the board who took his girlfriend to Grateful Dead concerts and quoted an entire verse of Bob Dylan lyrics at a shareholders meeting. He was a “young industrialist,” as he preferred to call himself, an epithet that sounded delightfully unlikely. He was a pop-culture icon, a media hero, a role model, a sex symbol, and teen heartthrob.

Born at the midpoint of the postwar baby boom, Steve Jobs was one of the most enduring symbols of his generation, reflecting all of its virtues and failings and self-delusions. He was the figure who turned business leaders into rock stars, objects of public fascination. And like so many actual rock stars, he could have quit, or faded, after a brief, spectacular career.

Steve told his closest friends that he was thinking of cultivating his garden. He wasn’t alluding to Voltaire’s famous line. He didn’t mean it in the metaphorical sense of exploring his own mind and spirit rather than trying to change the world. He had already explored his mind and spirit in a whirlwind of eclectic experimentation in his late teens and early twenties, when he dabbled in bizarre diets and Eastern mystics and rural communes and primal screams and hallucinogenic drugs. For that matter, he had already changed the world. No, he was thinking of cultivating his garden in the literal sense: he would devote his extraordinary intelligence and his frighteningly intense energy and his unremitting aesthetic perfectionism to planting flowers on his eight-acre plot. Rather than the finale of Candide, his scenario was more like a chapter from Atlas Shrugged, in which the world’s most brilliant industrialists drop out of a society that scorns their genius; as a weird act of protest, they apply their heroic talents to conspicuously trivial endeavors. Perhaps a select few friends would eventually have the privilege of visiting his private garden, and they would think: What artistry! What unique creativity! If only those damn fools had let him keep on making truly useful things for the good of millions upon millions of people!

At times he would lay around the house, abject, depressed. One of his closest colleagues, Mike Murray, feared that Steve would kill himself. When Steve emerged from his funk, he pondered all kinds of escapist notions. He thought of asking NASA if he could fly on one of the space shuttles, maybe as soon as the following year on the Challenger. He visited Moscow, where he suspected that the television repairman who came to his hotel room unsolicited, for no apparent reason, was actually some kind of spy. Nonetheless, he considered living in Cold War Russia and promoting computers in the Soviet schools for Mikhail Gorbachev. He talked with shadowy behind-the-scenes political consultants about making a bid for a Senate seat in California. He approached the architect I. M. Pei with the idea of building a perfect new house on the Woodside property once he tore down the robber baron embarrassment. They got as far as making the scale model of the land. Impulsively he ran away to Europe, bicycled through Tuscany. He telephoned one of his loyalists at Apple, Susan Barnes, and said that he had to cancel their dinner plans for that evening because he wasn’t in California, he was in the south of France, and he was thinking about staying and living there as an expatriate, assuming the pose of an alienated artist. Barnes listened and cried.

He suffered his midlife crisis at thirty and compressed it into three months, an overachiever even at personal trauma. He spent the summer flirting with romanticized notions of self-imposed exile, but ultimately he wasn’t able to resist the siren of public life. For all his accomplishments and fame, he still hadn’t fully proven himself, not to his own satisfaction and not to the world.

No one denied that Apple’s rise was aided immeasurably by his astonishing energy and persuasiveness and charisma and chutzpah (a word that he loved). And it was his personality that created the company’s culture and mystique. He was the media sensation. But from the early days Apple was actually run by older and more experienced businessmen, who were put in place first by the financial backers and later by the board of directors. Steve was allowed to head a renegade division, not the whole company. He never had the authority to approve expenditures of more than $250,000. He could buy a Bösendorfer grand piano for his team of engineers or fill up the office refrigerators with freshly squeezed fruit juices, but he couldn’t build a new factory or create a new computer without arduously lobbying for approval from other men. When he had wanted to try something spectacular, like risking $20 million in an effort to build a radically flat computer screen, the Apple board lacked confidence in him and rejected his plans.

By 1985 he hadn’t proven that he could thrive as the chief executive officer of an important corporation. Nor had he proven that he could repeat his initial success and show the skeptics that it wasn’t just a lucky accident of time and place, a once-in-a-lifetime historical fluke. His latest creation, the Macintosh, was greatly admired by the technocracy and attracted a small cultlike following on college campuses, but it seemed doomed to remain a commercial flop. Apple had optimistically projected sales of fifty thousand Macintoshes a month in 1985. The actual sales fell to five thousand a month, a pitifully low figure, an embarrassment. Wall Street blamed Steve for the financial failure of the ballyhooed machine; when he was ousted, the stock price rose. To the outside world it looked as though he had been fired by John Sculley, the executive he had recruited to run Apple. Their falling-out was incredibly painful, a “divorce,” as Steve told his friends. Before the split he had never felt so close to another person as he had felt to John, he said, but now he understood what divorce must feel like.

The rift with Apple’s board member Mike Markkula was also wrenching. Markkula had been something of a father figure to him. When Apple was still in Steve’s garage, Markkula had invested his own money in the company and helped write the business plan. Now, Steve told his friends, Markkula was bullying him, trying to scare him off, threatening to put him in prison for leaving Apple and supposedly stealing its technology.

Steve needed vindication. He openly ached to show that his vision of the future of computing was correct, that Apple’s board was wrong for pushing him aside, that he could change the world again. He left Apple with his cool hundred million, his “fuck-you money,” an expression he loved. And now, in September 1985, with the press assembled in his living room, he had the uncensored raw urge to say “fuck you” to Apple.

Andy Cunningham entered his kitchen and talked him out of it.

For her good advice, she received the most dubious of rewards: she was the one who had to go out there and try to tell the impatient reporters that the speech was off.

• • •

APPLE COMPUTER BEGAN in a tract house; Next Computer was founded in a mansion a few miles away. In the early days of Apple, Steve would play Bob Dylan tunes on his guitar in the backyard while his mother, Clara, washed his baby nephew in the kitchen sink. They had the luxury of beginning in obscurity. During the early days of Next, in September 1985, his cofounders lounged on the lawn behind the mansion, reading about themselves in Newsweek. They were on the cover of the Asian edition, which they’d had specially delivered to the house. They had been slated for the American cover, too, but they were knocked off by the devastating 8.1-magnitude earthquake in Mexico.

On the early autumn days they would get some sun and then go back inside and dial away at their Rolodexes. During the daytime they would venture out without Steve to look at office spaces. This way the landlords wouldn’t recognize their fabulously wealthy proprietor and raise the lease rates. They had to sneak Steve in at night to see the buildings. They considered making a deal with the Catholic archdiocese to take over an abandoned monastery not far from the Apple campus. The building, with its gracefully proportioned bell tower rising above a straw-colored pasture, looked like it belonged in Tuscany. Working there would have been a nicely ironic twist in Steve’s personal history, since he had thought of entering a monastery (albeit a Zen Buddhist one in Japan) instead of starting Apple. Finally they rented a small structure of concrete and glass on Deer Park Road, a secluded stretch of the voluptuous Stanford hills. They would be surrounded by the scenic undeveloped open land where Steve loved to walk, where he had spent hour after hour walking with Sculley. In the divorce Sculley kept Apple, but Steve was claiming possession of the Stanford hills.

One day Steve was driving in his black Porsche with his finance executive, Susan Barnes, the only woman among the six cofounders. She had a master’s of business administration from Wharton, the top school for finance. She was in her late twenties, smart and even-tempered and quietly self-confident, which were all advantages in dealing with such a fierce-willed, emotional boss.

What bank should we use? Steve asked. They didn’t need money, because Steve was putting in $7 million, but they had to set up a payroll account and print their checks.

Let’s call Citicorp, she said. That’s a big, solid, fancy bank.

So she lifted Steve’s cellular phone and dialed the number for Citicorp. The call was patched through to a random bank officer, one of hundreds. Steve took the phone.

“This is Steve Jobs.”

The banker was utterly incredulous. Steve Jobs! Coincidentally, at that moment he had his newspaper open to an article about Steve Jobs leaving Apple and starting a new computer company. And now some guy was on the phone saying he was Steve Jobs. It had to be a practical joke. It had to be one of his buddies trying to get an easy laugh.

The banker decided to have some harmless fun toying with the obvious prankster.

Sorry, Mr. Jobs, but we don’t handle startups, he said dismissively. Call us back when you’re a real company, when you’ve got at least $50 million in annual revenues.

The phone went dead.

Steve told Susan that he knew what to do. He called the headquarters of Bank of America and asked for an appointment with the president. Steve always believed in starting at the top. And with his extraordinary fame, he could start at the top. The head of the nation’s largest bank was happy to see him, even ostensibly for the most comically trivial of matters, something they could have easily handled at any local suburban branch office.

Steve’s fame opened nearly all doors for him, and he wasn’t at all reluctant to take advantage of it. At Apple, he had liked to personally deliver Macintoshes to other celebrities he had long admired. That was his calling card for meeting the likes of Mick Jagger and Yoko Ono and Andy Warhol. Apple had a philanthropic program, called The Kids Can’t Wait, that donated computers to public schools, but the inside joke was that Steve ran a rival program, “The Stars Can’t Wait.” He paid millions for the top two floors of one of the towers of Manhattan’s San Remo, the great art deco apartment house on Central Park West, and he made periodic pilgrimages to New York to go out with accomplished actresses, artists, and writers. On his Gotham excursions he dated Maya Lin, the designer of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, D.C., and saw Lisa Birnbaum, the best-selling author of The Preppy Handbook. At one point a friend wanted to set him up on a blind date with a downstairs neighbor from the San Remo, a woman named Diane, so Steve called her, not even knowing her surname. They chatted amiably for a while, then Steve suggested a time and place for their rendezvous.

“Okey dokey,” she said.

The way she said it, so cheerful and flippant and charmingly goofy, was oddly familiar. It sounded a lot like . . . Annie Hall, the character from the Woody Allen movie.

“Diane, what’s your last name?” he asked.

“Keaton.”

Fame facilitated his social life but it often complicated his work. He had a love-hate relationship with his own celebrity. When he started Next, he wanted to put together a team of people who were comfortable with him, people who weren’t awed or intimidated by his presence, people who didn’t believe his mythology, people who wouldn’t treat him as an icon. When Susan Barnes invited partners from major law firms and accounting firms to visit Next and pitch for its business, Steve subjected them to a cruel, quick, calculated test. He would show up wearing a suit, as though he were a respectable businessman, sit across the conference table, and ask good-naturedly to see their client list. When they handed it over, he would hardly glance at the printout before he crudely insulted them.

“This is a lousy client list,” he would say.

In almost every case, the sycophantic pitchmen would acquiesce immediately, confessing sheepishly that Steve was right, their client list was lousy. But one accounting partner from Peat Marwick was so incensed by the arrogant, cavalier, cursory treatment that he reacted furiously, looking as though he would throw a knockout punch at Steve. That’s what Steve deserved for his impertinent behavior. And that’s exactly what he was hoping for. That was the kind of outside counsel he wanted to hire.

Susan Barnes and Dan’l Lewin, Next’s marketing executive, had worked with him at Apple. He knew from experience that they had the self-assurance to stand up to him when necessary. But even they had trouble accepting his happy conceit that he was really one of them, a peer.

For Dan’l, a telling moment came one morning soon after they moved to Deer Park Road. He arrived at the office around six, wearing blue jeans, since they all preferred casual dress for the days when they didn’t have to represent the company in outside meetings. A few hours later Steve showed up in one of his elegant Brioni suits from Wilkes Bashford, the most expensive and highly regarded men’s clothing store in San Francisco.

“Hey, we’re going to the bank today,” Steve said enthusiastically, as if he were a schoolchild opening his very first savings account. They had to drive up to the city to meet with the head of Bank of America in the hulking dark tower that dominated the skyline.

“I’ll go home and put on a suit,” Dan’l said.

“Go to my house and get one of my suits,” Steve insisted.

Dan’l knew that Steve’s clothes wouldn’t fit him. Dan’l had been a swimming star at Princeton, and he had a swimmer’s physique that required custom tailoring. He was six two and weighed 200 pounds with a broad 46-inch chest but a disproportionately slender 32-inch waist. He needed unusually large arm holes in his jackets to accommodate his big shoulders. Steve was shorter and smaller, around six feet and 160 pounds. They simply couldn’t swap a suit. And besides, Dan’l’s house wasn’t far from the office. But then Dan’l had an insight. He grasped the unconscious subtext of Steve’s friendly offhand gesture. Steve was looking at him and thinking: I’m just like you; I’m one of the guys. Steve was treating him like a brother, implying: We’re the same.

But they weren’t the same, Dan’l knew. Steve was the kid with all the marbles.

Steve would often talk about “the other Steve,” the character portrayed by the press, as if it were a purely fictional creation. He would say that he only kept from going insane by thinking of his media image as someone else entirely, another person. He sometimes yearned for his lost anonymity. Once, as he walked through Palo Alto, he rushed to help a woman who had fallen on the street. As he reached out his hand, she recognized him and exclaimed: “Oh my God, it’s Steve Jobs!” The episode made him deeply upset. He hated calling attention to himself. He disliked it when the travel agency would send aides in conspicuous yellow jackets to meet him at the airport gate, blatantly signaling that he was some kind of very important person. He began to enjoy walking through the streets of New York City for the surprising anonymity they conferred, if only for an hour or two at a time.

Steve could be charmed and amused when people failed to recognize him. Once at the video rental store in Woodside, the clerk had a newspaper open to a story about Steve Jobs. When the real-life Steve stepped up to pay for a video, he pointed out the article.

“Yeah, he’s a customer here,” the clerk said nonchalantly.

Then he added: “You sort of look like him, but he’s much better looking.”

• • •

IF THE FAME WAS BOTH a blessing and a curse, so was the money.

In the earliest days of Apple, Steve was the ideal person for the challenge of starting a business with hardly any money or experience and few connections. It was a struggle that would reward his scrappy ingenuity and his shocking brazenness. But at Next, the situation was entirely different. Now he had seemingly limitless amounts of his own money to invest. He quickly sold $70 million of his Apple stock, and Susan Barnes put it into short-term Treasury bonds, safe and liquid, ready for him whenever he needed capital. And he had as much time as he wanted to take. His legend ensured that he could recruit people who were exceptionally talented and motivated. His access to the media was unrivaled by any other entrepreneur. This time he had every possible advantage. Paradoxically, that was the hardest obstacle. His personality thrived on scarcity and adversity but struggled with abundance and ease. Obsessive perfectionists are in constant need of severe constraints and hard deadlines. They need strict budgets. They need limits that force them to choose, commit, and move on. Otherwise they can be paralyzed by their powers of self-criticism or, alternately, overwhelmed by the excess of promising ideas that they can envision.

At Apple, his background had prepared him perfectly for running a garage startup deprived of resources. He initially discovered his talent for making money out of nothing when he was growing up in a family that wasn’t poor but never had very much. They didn’t own a color television. His mother, Clara, had to baby-sit other people’s children to pay for Steve’s swimming lessons when he was five years old. Later she worked part-time as a payroll clerk. His father, Paul, was an earnest journeyman, a high school dropout who worked at various times as a machinist, a used-car salesman, a repo man, a real estate broker. Paul Jobs moonlighted by buying old cars and fixing them up. He always had incisive judgment about finding value and getting good deals. He’d muck around junkyards looking for parts he could purchase cheaply. But when it came to selling, Paul had a quaint sense of honor and fairness that bespoke his Midwestern background. He was a good person but not necessarily a very good business person. He didn’t ask for more than he thought his work had been worth. That high-minded ethic was not assimilated by his adopted son. Steve had his father’s sense for shrewd buying but combined it with a more opportunistic approach to selling. Even as a teenager Steve had the soul and the skill of a dealmaker. If his father was a self-consciously fair trader, Steve was more in the image of a Persian-rug merchant. His father had a cynical, dour outlook, but Steve was an optimist. He would go to a yard sale, buy a stereo receiver, fix the headphone jack, and then hawk it for a substantial profit. His closest friend in high school, Bill Fernandez, lusted for the great TEAC reel-to-reel tape deck that Steve acquired through his artful trading. Bill realized even then that Steve could become a good businessman. Steve knew it too. In tenth grade he told his girlfriend Chris-Ann that he was going to be a millionaire.

Steve even talked his way into going to college for free. His parents couldn’t afford to send him to an expensive private school, but he went ahead nonetheless and enrolled in one, willful and defiant and unafraid to improvise his way through an impossible situation. Dan Kottke, who became Steve’s best friend at Reed College, recalls that Steve’s adventure in higher education was something of a scam, a boondoggle. By the time Dan met Steve in October of their freshman year, only a month into their first semester on campus, Steve had already dropped out. More accurately, he had never really dropped in. He enrolled in courses and moved into the dorms but he never paid for tuition, room, and board. When the bill for thousands of dollars was thirty days overdue, the money wasn’t there. Steve’s parents weren’t paying. Steve didn’t have the funds. So the college couldn’t recognize him officially as an undergraduate. But Steve had already established an easy rapport with the dean of students, Jack Dudman. He convinced the dean to let him audit classes and live in the dorms for free. There were plenty of empty dorm rooms. Many students dropped out of Reed during their first year because of the academic rigor. Other prestigious colleges had responded to the loose permissiveness of the sixties by easing their standards, but Reed remained uncompromisingly intellectual. It wasn’t surprising when freshman transferred to other schools with shorter reading lists and lower expectations. Steve wasn’t dropping out to escape the college and its intellectual life. He was finding a creative way to be part of it.

He freeloaded and scrounged out of necessity but he learned that he was good at it. He found free sources of vegetarian food at the local Hare Krishna temple and the All-One Farm commune. For an impromptu getaway he and Dan hitchhiked to the Oregon coast and spent the night sleeping on the beach. The teenage bohemians didn’t figure on the shifting of the tides. In the morning they woke up drenched in cold salty seawater. At least the vacation was free. When Steve wanted to go to Mexico, he hung out for a while at the Portland airport and talked his way onto a private plane that got him as far as San Diego.

He could talk his way into almost anything.

Steve knew how to get along without money, but then the money came and he didn’t know what to do with it. The money came so suddenly. He went from impoverished freeloader to instant millionaire in a frighteningly short time. At twenty-one he was a boomerang kid living rent-free in his old bedroom in his parents’ house. When Apple was incorporated in January 1977, the month before he turned twenty-two he had almost nothing. Then the Apple II began selling. “When I was twenty-three, I had a net worth of one million dollars,” Steve later told a reporter. “At twenty-four it was over ten million dollars, and at twenty-five it was over a hundred million dollars.” The figures were accurate. But he remained ambivalent about his windfall, uncomfortable with it, uncertain and self-conscious and insecure about how to spend it. His conflicted attitude toward money was confusing to his friends. When he had traveled to India with Dan Kottke, they often talked about their shared belief in renouncing materialism. Later Dan was astonished when Steve’s high school girlfriend Chris-Ann mentioned Steve’s teenage aspirations of becoming a millionaire. Dan realized that Steve was a complex personality who kept aspects of himself hidden even from the few people who knew him well.

As the millions accumulated, as his wealth increased exponentially each year, his official residence was a cheap comical crash pad of a house that he shared with Dan and Chris-Ann. Dan named the property Rancho Suburbio as an ironic appreciation of its consummate shag-carpeted tract-house tackiness. He filled the spare bedroom with foam packing material and invited the neighborhood kids to jump around in it as though it were an amusement park attraction. They had picked the location because it was a short walk from Apple’s office. (Curiously, it was down the street from Steve’s alma mater, Homestead High School, where he had been something of a loner.) Steve moved in with his meditation cushion but he was rarely there. For two years he really lived in a rickety little wooden shack in the Santa Cruz Mountains with his new girlfriend, Barbara Jasinski, an astonishingly attractive Eurasian who worked for Apple’s public relations firm. He didn’t even own the shack; it belonged to her. It had the Zen virtues of simplicity and modesty. Steve would occasionally drop by Rancho Suburbio to pick up a change of clothing. On his way out he would glance around and pause to remark good-naturedly: “What a dump!”

Dan had grown up in a well-off family in New York’s Westchester County, and he could enjoy the campiness of the Rancho, but Steve had grown up poorer, and he reacted against the down-market banality of the suburbs. Following the example of his role models, the older hippies, he romanticized the purity of the country, the lush damp redwood forests in the hills, but at the same time he aspired, instinctively but vaguely, to the sophisticated, refined tastes of the urban elite. His money was new but his mindset was never nouveau riche. He rejected wastefulness and ostentation. From the early days at Apple he had a fascination with design and an innate sense of the importance of aesthetics. He had wanted Apple’s computers to come in cases made from koa, a beautiful blond wood. He possessed a few koa boxes and loved their appearance. But the wood proved far too costly, and the Apple I was sold without a case. For the Apple II he was forced to settle on plastic cases but he insisted that the edges be rounded and sleek, and the computer’s appealing look was an important factor in its unprecedented commercial success.

In 1977 Apple’s headquarters was in the same building in Cupertino as the regional sales office for Sony, a company that was known for good design. The Sony suite was where Steve met Dan’l Lewin, who had recently graduated from Princeton and was working as a field salesman. Steve would come over and look with great interest at Sony’s marketing materials, its letterheads and logos and graphics, the paraphernalia of its corporate identity. He would feel the paper stock to get a sense of its weight and quality. He had an obsession with the visual and the physical, but his judgment was not yet highly developed. He had the impulse for aesthetic perfectionism, but not the unshakable self-confidence that he needed to achieve it. He had the money and the desire but not the knowledge or the skill.

He relied on ad hoc gurus for aesthetic guidance. One of his closest friends from college, Elizabeth Holmes, had minored in art history, and she had showed him a book about the artist Maxfield Parrish, whose work she admired. He decided to purchase a Parrish. It turned out that a well-known collector lived not far away in northern California, in Atherton, an exclusive old-money enclave. Gary Atherton was the scion of the family that had given its name to the town. He owned about twenty Parrish canvases, though he hadn’t expected that a twenty-four-year-old kid would come trying to buy one. Where was he going to put it? Steve had just bought a house in Los Gatos, a prosperous village not far from Barbara’s shabby hill shack. He needed to remodel. Could Gary suggest someone?

Gary sent over a man named Jamis MacNiven, a somewhat older hippie who was as inexperienced as a building contractor and interior designer as Steve was at being a millionaire and tycoon. MacNiven had bluffed his way into contracting, relying on his offbeat charm to distinguish himself from others who had real credentials. He was a gleeful jokester, irreverent and gregarious, which helped conceal the inconvenient fact that he didn’t know very much about his craft. Gary Atherton’s estate in Atherton had been his first job and so far his only job. “I went to fix a doorknob and stayed for three years,” he recalls.

Jamis went to call on Steve at the address in Los Gatos. He drove through a hillside development to find an old plain stucco house without architectural distinction. The yard was half dead. It was a kind of nothing house, he thought. It certainly wasn’t a showplace.

There was no furniture. Steve and Barbara had moved in with just a mattress flopped in the bedroom. Jamis saw an Apple II on the floor. Steve showed him a VisiCalc spreadsheet, demonstrating the software with great enthusiasm. So what? Jamis thought.

“How many people do you have?” Jamis asked.

“Five or six hundred.”

Jamis took the job and quickly discovered that Steve was very vulnerable emotionally. He was forced to grow up while in the public eye, like a teenage pop star. Steve found it excruciatingly hard to make decisions about spending his money and committing to statements about his personal style. He drove a Mercedes 240D, the kind of Mercedes that nobody wanted, one of the German manufacturer’s rare flops, but he kept driving it because he couldn’t pick another car. He never had a couch in the Los Gatos house. The only pieces of furniture in the living room were two enormous seventeenth-century highboy chairs. He never had a bed. He looked at many beds, but nothing ever pleased him, so he slept on a mattress. Jamis thought: He’s a millionaire and he’s still sleeping on the floor. It wasn’t that Steve didn’t try hard enough. He lavished time on decorating and remodeling, and he was willing to spend whatever was necessary to ensure the highest possible quality. Jamis took him on many expeditions to antiques stores and furniture showrooms, but the contractor constantly felt frustrated: they saw so much good stuff, but Steve just couldn’t choose. “He was a victim of over-choice,” Jamis recalls. Steve wasn’t prepared to commit to a fixed conception of his taste, his persona, his image of himself. He couldn’t articulate his aesthetic vision, which was half-formed but nonetheless uncompromising and burdensome. Unless he could have the best, most perfect things, he would have nothing. The problem was that he wasn’t sure what constituted the best.

He already had an appreciation for austere minimalism, but at times he would show a more playful side. At an antiques store he saw an authentic medieval suit of armor priced at $40,000. Steve was intrigued. He told Jamis that the people at Disney wanted to give him a set of “animatronics,” the robotics that controlled the mechanical characters in the attractions at Disneyland. Steve asked: What if we stuffed some animatronics into this suit of armor, so it could walk around the living room as if it had magically come to life?

“Great idea,” said Jamis. At last, progress! But Steve soon abandoned the notion. He suppressed his momentary lapse of gleeful exuberance for what his wealth could bring.

Steve treated his hired contractor as an equal, a personal friend and confidant. They would meet at MacNiven’s house way up beyond the ridge, on the Pacific side of the mountains, near where the Hell’s Angels congregated and where Ken
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