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			In memory of Douglas Engelbart, whose ideas, like many things, Stewart Brand discovered early on
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			“Throw a Brand in the river and they will float upstream.”

			—Brand family wisdom

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Shoppenagon

			Preserved in a large photograph, he was a mythic presence in the living room of the cabin where Stewart Brand spent his childhood summers. David Shoppenagon was a Chippewa Indian and a popular hunting and fishing guide for the wealthier residents of frontier Saginaw, Michigan, when in 1875 he brought Stewart Brand’s great-great-grandfather, former New York congressman Lorenzo Burrows, and his family to Higgins Lake. The lake would soon become the summer gathering spot for four closely knit Saginaw families—the Barnards, Brands, Burrowses, and Morleys.

			In a world that was collapsing for his people, Shoppenagon was an anomaly. Most of his compatriots had either been defeated in battle, herded onto reservations, sickened, or starved, but he had managed to coexist with an encroaching white civilization.

			Shoppenagon lived more than a century after the period in which James Fenimore Cooper’s historical novel The Last of the Mohicans was set, but in many ways, he fit the story line well. A member of a dying race, he was an anachronism who offered the newcomers a window into the world their civilization was obliterating. A journalist who had been invited to tour timber country by the railroads described him as wearing a fur turban topped by a crown of eagle plumes. From his belt hung deer hooves, eagle claws, shells. A band of leather over his shoulder was covered with a rattlesnake skin.[1]

			To the white families who encountered him, Shoppenagon represented the “good Indian.”[2] He became a fixture at the summer hunting camps, where he sold handcrafted items, including paddles, blankets, and baskets made by his relatives. He gave visitors Chippewa nicknames, and on occasions when he visited the home of Brand’s great-grandfather, Lorenzo’s son George, he slept in front of the fireplace on the living room floor.[3]

			During the summer the Saginaw families would use the lumber trains to escape to the lake from the hot and mosquito-infested city. Established in 1875, the first campsite, known as Lakeside, remained a seasonal encampment for several years. At first they stayed in tents, which were later supplanted by small shacks and then eventually summer homes. Soon other small communities were built adjoining Lakeside, including Cottage Grove, where the Brand family, part owners of Saginaw’s flour mill, summered. (The product of a marriage between the two camps, Brand would summer at Lakeside.) Brand’s grandfather Ralph Chase Morley, heir to the Saginaw-based Morley Brothers wholesalers, ran what by 1892 had become the nation’s second-largest hardware business, as well as one of the largest horse and buggy retailers in the country. The business prospered and expanded through World War I, as the Morley Brothers were major suppliers to the US Army. Soon the Morleys opened a bank as well. They became part of a prosperous, upwardly mobile business class that built Saginaw during the great Michigan timber boom. As the frontier outpost became a thriving city, they prospered, giving their families freedom during holidays to escape to the countryside. And so each summer the Saginaw families would come with an entourage of cooks and nannies to the lake.

			The family’s role in the horse and carriage business might have blinded them to changing transportation technology. Ralph Morley is said to have turned down a neighbor, Henry Ford, who offered him the opportunity to invest in his new motorcar company. Sometime later, another Morley, AJ, who had been sent to the West Coast to extend the family timber interests, turned down a similar offer to invest in a new airplane company named Boeing.[4]

			Attracted by the Michigan logging boom, George Burrows arrived in Saginaw and set up a private bank in 1862, the year before the Morley brothers arrived. He would become one of Saginaw’s city fathers. He was treasurer of the company that built the city’s first streetcar line; he served as chief of the Saginaw Volunteer Fire Department and in that capacity oversaw the construction of the city’s Water Works. He became a Saginaw investor in mining and forest land, and an early venture capitalist as well, providing a loan that helped establish the Eastman Kodak company.

			The Morleys were able to navigate the logging boom and the following bust, growing their hardware supply business statewide beyond logging and creating a department store as well. Yet logging remained in the blood, and the families followed it west. Members of the Morley and Barnard families went to Washington and Oregon and created what would become the Western Logging Company. Decades later they sold it to Georgia-Pacific in a deal that some family members perceived as a giveaway.

			The immigrant West Coast Brands could have been the Stampers, the tough-as-nails Oregon logging family imagined in Ken Kesey’s novel Sometimes a Great Notion. Stewart Brand’s oldest brother, Mike, spent three summers in the woods in the family logging business in the Northwest and at one time hoped that he might someday be able to take over the logging operation. A decade later Stewart would follow in Mike’s footsteps.

			Michigan’s Lower Peninsula had been completely logged by the end of the nineteenth century, and the Indians had almost entirely vanished as well.[*] However, for the young man who summered each year on the shores of Higgins Lake from the late 1930s into the 1950s, both towered in his imagination. Years later the photograph of David Shoppenagon on the summer cottage wall remained an influence on Brand when he reinterpreted America’s view of Indians and the role they played in caring for the land on which they lived. It would be a message that he would bring to an emerging American counterculture in the sixties, and it would have a powerful resonance with a budding modern environmental movement as well.
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			It would be a modest continuing family inheritance from these various commercial ventures that would give a young Stewart Brand, then fresh from the army in 1962, the ability to avoid immediately getting a job and the freedom to pursue a variety of potentially sketchy notions throughout the sixties.

			The Lakeside community was rustic in the best sense of the word. Even as late as World War II there was only one radio (it belonged to Brand’s grandfather Ralph) and one phone in the camp. It was a perfect summer refuge for a boy whose connection to the outdoors began early and ran deep. At age seven he would memorize Outdoor Life’s Conservation Pledge: “I give my pledge as an American to save and faithfully to defend from waste the natural resources of my country—its air, soil, and minerals, its forests, waters, and wildlife.” Even decades later, after he’d run afoul of the modern environmental movement he had helped create, Brand could recite the pledge by heart.

			He in effect ran a wild animal refuge each summer in the Michigan woods. Every Easter he would be given two baby ducklings, named Fry and Riley, which he would care for until the family left for the lake—a four-hundred-mile drive—on Memorial Day, at which point the ducks would be released into the local pond around the corner on the banks of the Rock River. Once at the lake, Brand would tame chipmunks, squirrels, and feral cats. It was not unusual to find him with a peanut tied to the line of a fishing pole as bait, carefully training a chipmunk. At one point he had one such critter so comfortable that it would ride around all day in his shirt pocket.

			Brand and his siblings played in the forest and swam and sailed on a lake that a century earlier had been described by the Detroit Free Press as “the most beautiful of Michigan’s 3000 gems.”[5] A generation earlier, when their parents had first summered at Higgins, the lake had been so pristine that the vacationers drank from it directly. All of the Brand children lived for summer, when for several months, freed from the bonds of city life, they would become “free-range” kids.

			It was like a Nick Adams boyhood taken from the pages of Ernest Hemingway’s short story collection In Our Time. Indeed, Brand’s childhood was in many ways parallel to Hemingway’s. Several decades earlier Hemingway had grown up in the suburbs of Chicago and summered at Windemere Cottage on Walloon Lake in northern Michigan, less than a two hours’ drive northwest of Higgins Lake. Hemingway spent his first twenty-one summers fishing and hunting at Windemere.

			The Brand family lived a day’s drive from Higgins Lake in Rockford, Illinois, a heavy machinery and manufacturing center, where Stewart’s father was a partner in a small advertising agency. On Memorial Day weekend each summer, the entire family, including his mother, Julia Morley Brand, sister, Mary Clare, and brothers, Mike and Peter, would pack up and make the annual summer road trip to Higgins Lake. On occasion they would loop under Lake Michigan, and more frequently they would take the ferry from Milwaukee to Muskegon. The family would stay at the lake until September, while Stewart’s father would return to the city periodically to run his advertising agency.

			Brand’s group of Lakeside friends nicknamed him Screwy Stewy—not in censure but because they were in awe of his nonstop scheming and offbeat ideas. It was Brand who would persuade them to leap off the woodshed behind the family cabin while holding only an umbrella as a parachute, explore one of the old logging camps that dotted the countryside, or undertake a fifteen-mile forced march to a nearby town in search of postcards.

			Yet there was something more. His young friends could see it even before they were teenagers. To be sure, Brand was a natural leader. But what his young friends sensed was not simply leadership but an unceasing font of ideas that would sweep them along in pursuit of each new whim.

			And occasionally Stewart Brand would have a great notion.
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			Rockford, Illinois, was the quintessential midwestern town.

			The September 12, 1949, issue of Life magazine featured a photo essay taken by the legendary Margaret Bourke-White. Her subject: Rockford, which the magazine’s editors had decided was the most typical city in America.

			For Brand, it was a world circumscribed by the range of his bicycle, including downtown Rockford, which Life celebrated: “Parking meters line the streets of the shopping district. A fleet of cabs line up at the station to meet the seven daily passenger trains. On Saturdays, farmers pour in from the surrounding country to shop while their children go to the movies or roller-skate across the street from C.I.O. headquarters.”[6]

			The article divided American society into classes from “lower-lower” to “upper-upper.” The magazine chose a factory worker and his wife to represent the bottom of the pyramid. Their home was in a trailer park on the outskirts of town, and the magazine noted that their neighbors included “blacks who were moving in to take unskilled jobs.” At the other end of the scale, it placed an heiress of the founder of the Gunite Foundries Corporation, who continued to reside in the “old Forbes house” in a “fine old residential area.”

			The Brand family fell somewhere in between. Stewart, born December 14, 1938, was the youngest, ten years younger than his sister, Mary Clare, whom the family called Clare; seven years younger than oldest brother Mike; and five years younger than his middle brother, Peter. Although Peter was closer in age to Stewart, it would be Mike whom the youngest Brand would worship and feel a kinship with. Pete went on to become an electrical engineer and then changed professions and became a physician. Clare married a career army officer. Stewart would harbor a mild suspicion that he had been an accident.

			Trained as a mechanical engineer at MIT, Stewart’s father, Arthur “Bob” Brand, had moved to Rockford after college to work in the machine tool industry that then dominated the city but gravitated to the advertising business. He would become a partner in a local advertising agency. Without fail he ended his letters with the valediction “73,” the mark of a committed ham radio operator.

			Not only had Stewart’s mother gone to Vassar, but her sister and her mother were graduates as well. The school was legendary for its skeptical academic mantra, “Go to primary sources,” an outlook that was repeatedly conveyed to Brand through the maternal side of his family. Julia was also an avid reader, and when the children were growing up, she would inevitably be devouring three or four books simultaneously. It was a habit that a young Brand would inherit; throughout his life, much of his outlook on the world has come from reading. If one of the children developed an interest, their mother would make sure they had all the books imaginable to pursue their subject. If Julia and Arthur Brand thought Stewart was their brightest child, they gave him few clues. He was startled once, after he’d done something particularly inept, when his father, in an exasperated tone of voice, said, “You’re supposed to be the smart one!” That was news to him.

			At one point so many books had made it into the third-story room where Brand would hide away and read that his father expressed concern that the house might tip over. The family was nominally a member of the Second Congregational Church in town, but after several weeks of Sunday school, Brand complained to his mother that it was screwing up his Sunday reading, so she gave him a pass and that was the end of it.

			Brand grew up believing that he was part of upper-class society in a midwestern city that defined the America of the 1950s. Julia was president of the Junior League and the family belonged to both the Rockford Country Club and the University Club. He was educated mostly in private schools; his parents had attended two of the finest colleges in the nation; and his extended family was populated by department store owners, bankers, and timber magnates.

			But by opting not to join a family business and settling his family away from Michigan, Brand’s father had set out on his own and started fresh. That could be seen most clearly in the Brand family home, on Harlem Boulevard, a broad avenue divided by a grassy, tree-lined median. The home itself was a solid but modest three-story affair with a steeply pitched roof, a front porch, and a driveway running down the left side of the lot to a garage.

			Harlem Boulevard ran parallel to National Avenue, a leafier and quieter six-block stretch that fronted the Rock River, where the homes were expansive mansions. The Brand home, in contrast, felt crowded inside, with a small backyard that was shaded by a single apple tree.

			At the corner of Harlem and Guard Street was the home of Mr. Pennypacker, headmaster of the Keith Country Day School, which Brand attended through the eighth grade. Next door was another equally stately home where Brand’s closest childhood friend, John Edson, lived.

			Harlem Boulevard ran through what was a solidly middle-class neighborhood. Several miles up the river, however, the family had purchased a choice piece of property they called the Hill. Close to the Rockford Country Club and with the same elevated on-the-river status as the National Avenue mansions, the Hill was an integral part of the Brand family plan—one day they would build their dream home on the river, a beacon to signify completely establishing their clan as part of Rockford’s upper class.

			The reality, however, was that the Brands were on a budget. At home, neither money nor sex was ever talked about. It was made clear that private educations, while a priority, were expensive. Dinners most nights were eaten at a table in the center of a crowded kitchen. With four kids there was no room to walk around the table, which was squeezed up against the stove. And the Hill would remain a pipe dream, never built.
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			In the early 1950s, Stewart’s oldest brother, Mike, was getting straight As and playing football at West Rockford High School when his father decided that he had become too much of a big fish in a small pond and put him on a train to Phillips Exeter Academy, the elite New Hampshire preparatory school that has educated generations of the New England establishment. While a star athlete at Exeter, Mike was already looking at other horizons beyond the predictable—which at Exeter meant heading off to the Ivy League. Instead, he applied to Stanford after reading in an article in the Saturday Evening Post that the university had rehired its football coach even after it had lost every game the previous season. That struck Mike as remarkable: “That’s the place I want to go. The place that realizes that this is a game and you don’t have to be training all year.”

			Mike’s decision to attend Stanford would prove momentous for his younger brother, first and foremost in giving Stewart and his parents a reason to head west to visit the campus. On the two-day train trip from Chicago to Oakland, Stewart, along with his parents on his first real adventure, camped out in the top story of the domed observation car of the California Zephyr most of the way. As the train came through the Sierra Nevada, he was transfixed by the forests and mountains that stretched off into the distance in every direction. On the final day of the journey, the train made its way out of the mountains and through the Feather River Canyon, leaving him with a deep desire to return and explore the countryside.

			It was the next day, on his arrival at the California shore, when he waded into the Pacific Ocean that his fate was sealed. First the mountains and then the ocean—it all grabbed him viscerally. Even as a twelve-year-old he realized he was not long for Illinois.
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			Almost a decade after Mike Brand was sent to Exeter, Stewart followed in his footsteps. Arriving on campus in the fall of 1954, he immediately found his way to a tall spruce tree with a grand view of the campus. Rear Window, the Alfred Hitchcock thriller starring Jimmy Stewart, had appeared that year, and Brand, now enamored with the idea of photojournalism, would use the spruce as a regular perch to survey the Exeter campus, occasionally with camera in hand.

			In the weeks after he arrived at Exeter, there was no evidence of a homesick sixteen-year-old boy away from his family for the first time. He was studying math, history, French, English, and chemistry and waiting tables at his dormitory. His first-year roommate was a brilliant teenager named Gordon Park Baker. The son of a New York City attorney and a biochemist, Baker would go on to study math at Harvard and then philosophy at Oxford. The two became close enough that Brand would invite Baker to visit him in his spruce hideaway.

			While at Exeter, Brand would be awarded a scholarship that would have paid most of his college tuition if there was a family need, but his father was too proud to accept any aid and so it would remain an honorary award. However, he soon learned that he had a financial safety net to call on. In the fall of 1954, within a week after taking the train to Boston and then on to Exeter, he posted a short airmail letter to his mother: “I hate to write for money but now it’s necessary. They charge heavily for books and athletic equipment. Send whatever you think is adequate.—Stew”

			Adequate. It would establish a pattern that would repeat itself throughout college and even after the army when, fascinated by the Beats, he settled in San Francisco. And it would continue in the 1970s, which he spent trying to reinvent himself. Stewart Brand was wealthy in an “as needed” way. Whether it was several thousand dollars in family stock from his grandfather Ralph Morley or the occasional check for $100 or $500 from home, it meant freedom to be “lazy” and follow his interests wherever they led. Those supplements changed the world.
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			Brand’s father had decided on Exeter for Mike and Stewart because of its well-known Socratic teaching approach, known as the Harkness method, in which a small group of students sit around an oval table with a teacher who, rather than engaging in dry lectures, encourages participation. Initially, Brand was overwhelmed by the capability and the intelligence of his fellow students—a sense of inferiority underscored by the fact that he had dropped back a grade when he arrived, repeating his junior year of high school. His challenge was further complicated by the fact that his brother Mike had been not only a prize student but also captain of both the football and the basketball teams. But Exeter taught him how to study and learn independently. Never an academic star, he compensated with a polymath’s intense interest in many subjects. Moreover, he soon learned an even more useful coping mechanism that would become an operating manual for him throughout his adult life. Brand figured out that the best way to compete was not to follow the crowd but to instead chart his own iconoclastic path. It was simple—go where the others weren’t, and you had the field to yourself. But it was a strategy that had downsides. At Exeter, and more intensely beyond, Brand often saw attachment as a functional need, not an emotional one. Again and again he would insist on moving forward to the next great thing—project or person—without looking back or reminiscing.

			When he arrived at Exeter, Stewart Brand was a bright and curious young man who was a perfect match for the school’s Harkness method, which made it possible for students to build close bonds with their instructors. Exeter offered a deeply personal education, giving the students a close set of faculty connections right up to the principal, William Gurdon Saltonstall, who took a deep interest in his young charges.

			Brand’s Exeter education not only equipped him with a set of skills that gave him the capacity to learn independently, it also exposed him to members of an American elite and allowed him to get close enough to see their character. During the height of the Joseph McCarthy Red Scare era, Robert Oppenheimer, just a year after he had been stripped of his security clearance over suspicions of communist sympathies, came to spend a week at Exeter and to give a campus lecture on science and society that Brand described as “one of the most brilliant and sincere speeches I have ever heard.”

			Soon afterward, Brand’s faculty mentor tracked him down and invited him to tea with Oppenheimer. Too intimidated to ask questions, Brand remained captivated by the physicist. He appeared to be a normal, even an innocuous, figure until Brand looked at his eyes. “He has the wisest and friendliest, and most sincere eyes I have ever seen,” he wrote in his journal. Above all, he was struck by Oppenheimer’s utter humility.

			At Exeter, Brand’s passion for conservation continued to sharpen, but with an idiosyncratic twist. His roommate had read a New York Times profile of a watershed conservation activist in western Massachusetts and planned to visit the man as part of his research for a history paper. Brand decided to accompany him on the visit. They traveled by train to meet with the director of the Upper Hoosac Valley Water Association. His roommate’s paper focused on watershed conservation, and Brand wrote a paper profiling the activist as an example of leadership.

			At Exeter, he would read Sweet Thursday and Cannery Row, John Steinbeck’s lightly fictionalized accounts of marine biologist Ed Ricketts. In Rockford, Brand had become close to a high school science teacher who would take him bird-watching. That had sparked an early interest in biology. Now it was deepened; Brand was captivated by Steinbeck’s portrait of an iconoclastic scientist and philosopher. He decided he wanted to be Ricketts, or someone very much like him. Reading Steinbeck from rural New England only intensified the siren call of California.
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			The summer after his first year at Exeter, Brand tacked a handwritten note that read “Gone Fission” on his bedroom door. He had been lent the family Pontiac station wagon, and the day after he arrived home from the East, he headed to California with Rockford friends John Edson and Hank Taylor. Edson’s relatives had a small cabin on a mining claim on the Feather River—the same river Brand had glimpsed on his train ride to California—which seemed a perfect spot to search for gold. The idea of a summer road trip caught their collective imagination, and because they would be passing through much of the West on their way, Edson decided that they could take some time and hunt for uranium as well.

			Brand had spent the spring of his first Exeter year meticulously planning the adventure, studying US Geological Survey (USGS) maps for hours as he traced an ideal route that included a detour through Fort Sill, the vast army base near Lawton, Oklahoma, where his brother Mike was serving in an army artillery unit. From there they would swing south to stop and see Carlsbad Caverns, and then on to the Grand Canyon before heading north to Reno and then the Feather River claim. In addition to the fishing and camping gear they brought, he purchased a Geiger counter at Radio Shack and talked his father into lending the trio two field telephones. On Brand’s initiative, they also acquired a set of scarlet felt hats. “If all three of us have them,” he wrote, “we would have a uniform and we could spot each other easier in the canyon.”

			Before they were ready to get on the road, there was one final argument. When John and Hank saw that Brand was bringing a .22 rifle on the trip, they were alarmed. Both boys were committed fishermen, but neither of them was a hunter—if anything, they were antigun. Brand overruled them and the rifle went along.

			They crossed the Mississippi before midday and stopped that night at a farm outside of Springfield, Missouri. The farmer offered them food and water and a place to sleep outside under the stars. The next night they made it to Fort Sill, where they spent several days with Brand’s brother.

			When they arrived at Bright Angel Lodge, on the Grand Canyon rim, they read about the trail to the bottom and decided to take a look. Captivated by Higgins Lake Indian lore, Brand had ordered a pair of moccasins before the trip began that he was proudly wearing as the three of them skipped down the trail. Oblivious to the soaring temperature, they hadn’t bothered to think about the wisdom of carrying some water.

			It was almost ten miles and a 4,400-foot drop in elevation to the Colorado River. After an hour or so, they realized it was getting really hot and they were barely halfway down. The boys turned around and headed back uphill, but now the sun was in full force. The trio struggled to find the shade of a boulder above the trail and huddled under it. Edson and Taylor were on the edge of delirium. Finally, two rangers leading a string of burros passed them. Seeing their distress, one ranger said, “You stupid kids. Here’s my canteen. Go ahead and drink it up. I’ll get something at the bottom.”

			Back in the lodge they drank endless cups of water and celebrated with two scoops of strawberry ice cream. Recovered, in the middle of the night they hopped in the car and headed off. The road through the Arizona desert was unbelievably straight—“You could see the main street of a town 20 miles away,” Edson wrote. California, here we come.
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			By the end of June, they had established themselves at the mining claim on the Feather River. There was a cable across the river, and they used it to get some of their luggage to the cabin, fashioned from a train caboose that had rolled down the hill from the railroad bed up above. Getting the rest of the equipment across required a lot of wading back and forth carrying loads from the car.

			After several days, they determined a routine. Brand organized a more elaborate cable car system for getting across the river, and they cleaned the cabin and then spent their days alternating between fishing, panning for gold, and exploring. They met an old miner who lived on the other side of the river and had just two remaining teeth. He was very proud, however, because, as he said: “And they meet.”

			An early sweep of the surroundings with the Geiger counter revealed that they weren’t going to strike a nuclear-age bonanza, so they settled on fishing and hunting for gold nuggets. Several days after their arrival Edson and Taylor had panned two small gold nuggets each, and the fishing wasn’t much better. Three weeks after they had set up camp, they packed up and headed home, this time through the Donner Pass.

			Back at Exeter after his summer adventure, Brand, now an upperclassman, took control of his room in Williams House before his new roommate arrived, quickly claiming the bed that was under the light, the desk by the windows and the radiator, the better bureau, and the larger closet.

			His new roommate, Ben Mason, was nice enough, Brand thought, but an “athletic type” who lacked the intellectual qualities of Gordon Baker. He soon discovered that Mason was different in other ways as well. Returning to their dorm room one evening, the two got into a prolonged argument about the purpose of college. Brand mentioned that he was tired of people who decided to go to college just to be collegians, crowding out those who were actually seeking an education. Mason responded that the only reason to go to college was to make friends, ready oneself for a successful career, and have a good time. Indeed, he took pity on people like Brand who did not realize the value of friends, a good time, and money and who wasted their time studying as an end in itself.

			Brand didn’t acknowledge it, but Mason’s dismissal flattered him. While for the most part a B and C student, he had thrown himself in with the campus intellectuals. It wasn’t quite clear that they saw Brand as one of their ranks, but if Mason did—well, that was something.
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			The summer Brand was fourteen a forest fire broke out at one end of Higgins Lake and a crew was sent from the state prison in Jackson to control it. Brand took it upon himself to volunteer to help fight the blaze and was accepted as a member of the crew. It wasn’t a big fire—midwestern fires were not like the conflagrations in the West. Afterward, however, he was as proud as he had ever been.

			As he considered life after Exeter, it occurred to Brand that forestry and firefighting could make for a career out west. He soon stumbled upon the University of Idaho, which offered a PhD in his newly chosen vocation. Coincidentally, his Rockford friend Hank Taylor had similar thoughts, and the two struck upon the idea of studying forestry together in Idaho.

			The plan was foiled, however, when Taylor’s mother accidentally opened a letter from Brand about the plan. She promptly let his mother know, and letters immediately came from both his father and his brother counseling him that he might be setting his sights too low.

			Additionally, his parents enlisted the aid of Darcy Curwen, a legendary Exeter English instructor who had taught Mike and was a friend of the family. Curwen had studied at Harvard and had been offered a one-year appointment in the history department but had come to Exeter to teach instead. Brand was transferred into Curwen’s English class, and it was largely his new teacher who convinced him that he should set his sights higher.

			“Well, you know, if you really want to get a graduate degree in firefighting, you can do that after you get an undergraduate degree somewhere else,” Curwen told him.

			The idea hadn’t occurred to Brand and he began casting around for better schools—still in the West—adding Reed College, Whitman College, and Stanford University to his list of possibilities.

			His brother Mike wrote him a letter suggesting he take a look at Reed but noted in passing that there was talk that the school had communist tendencies. Brand immediately sent an inquiry to Reed noting that “the college had a reputation of being ‘pink,’ ” and that many of its students seemed “a shade odd.” An admissions counselor quickly assured Brand that Reed’s student body was no “odder” than those attending Oberlin, Swarthmore, Haverford (to name a few colleges with programs similar to Reed’s), or “your own eastern private colleges and universities.” The college’s reply seemed to put Brand’s mind at ease, and he tentatively decided to apply. However, after discussing it with Curwen that evening, he changed his mind. The next morning he sent a letter to Stanford applying for admission.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			On the Golden Shore

			One evening in September of 1956, Stewart Brand arrived in the Bay Area long after the sun had gone down. Accustomed to the open roads of the West, he suddenly found himself with nowhere to easily pull off. He spent his first night at college in the back of his station wagon in a campus parking lot.

			After graduating from Exeter, Brand had returned home to Rockford just long enough to pack. For the second summer in a row, he had loaded the family station wagon and driven west. This time the car was his, a present the previous Christmas.

			Freshly minted from two years at an eastern prep school, Brand was something of a square peg when he arrived at Stanford. He didn’t know all the dance steps and didn’t quite fit in. He was a little too earnest and a little too talkative.

			He was also full of ambition. Stewart Brand went to college wanting to make his mark. To do so, he followed an unusual path—in a sea of 1950s conformity, he charted his own course.

			Brand’s long-standing love of the natural world had deepened at Exeter after reading John Steinbeck’s lightly fictionalized accounts of the iconoclastic marine biologist Ed Ricketts, and he had arrived in New Hampshire intending to study biology. But Darcy Curwen woke him up to writing as well, and so early on at Stanford, he began thinking about becoming a journalist.

			Stewart’s landing at Stanford was softened by his connection to an old acquaintance of his brother Mike’s, a man named Dick Raymond, and his wife, Ann Meilstrup. Raymond was an entrepreneur who had befriended Mike Brand and his wife after Mike left the army to work for Tektronix, the upstart electronics firm in Portland, Oregon. Meilstrup, a painter, had been a childhood friend of Mike’s wife, Gale. By the time Stewart arrived at Stanford, the Raymond family had moved to the Midpeninsula, the suburban stretch between San Francisco and San Jose, and Dick Raymond had gone to work for the Stanford Research Institute (SRI), a think tank that then was part of the university. Although SRI was a major military contractor, it was actively trying to grow a civilian consulting business and hired people like Raymond to develop new business.

			Raymond had attended college at Miami University in Ohio and then obtained a Harvard MBA. He referred to himself as an economic consultant who specialized in land use, recreational economics, and community development, but his entrepreneurial spirit was expansive. (A serious runner, often putting in more than one hundred miles a week, he helped create Shoe Goo to extend the life of his running shoes, and in 1973 he started a company to sell it.) His clients at SRI ranged from the city of Menlo Park to the 1962 Seattle World’s Fair—he had convinced the fair organizers that the buildings, including the Space Needle, should be permanent.

			Dick and Ann had moved to the tiny neighborhood of Ladera, in Portola Valley. Decades before Silicon Valley would blossom and transform Portola Valley into a woodsy and elegant retreat for technologists and venture capitalists, it was a rustic community in the hills west of Stanford that had a distinct bohemian tinge. Ladera was located on Alpine Road, just a short drive from Perry Lane—described by writer Ed McClanahan as “the lunatic fringe on Stanford’s stiff upper lip”[1]—where Ken Kesey and the Merry Pranksters first took root in the early sixties, and around the corner from where the Grateful Dead took up residence in an old mansion in the midsixties.

			Prepped by Mike, the Raymonds met Brand the morning after he arrived at Stanford and promptly drove him to Brooks Brothers in San Francisco to buy clothes for his new college career. They spent the rest of the day exploring the city. Ann sensed a spirit of mischief in Brand, which she shared. Not that much older than the college student who would frequently come to their home for dinner, she would become like an older sister.

			Stanford in the 1950s was not yet the elite international institution it would become. The insular campus had little contact with the towns that surrounded it, in marked contrast to the University of California at Berkeley, across the bay, which spilled noisily and publicly out of its official boundaries. By decree, the Stanfords, its founders, mandated that the area around the school should be dry, and liquor was still not sold close to campus in the 1950s.

			There were only hints of the school that would become instrumental in the creation of Silicon Valley, but during his freshman year Brand got a first intimation of what later became a key part of the region’s lore. In his dorm, students were playing with an illicit technology that preceded a gadget, later perfected by a group of outlaw hobbyists, that would become known as a blue box—a simple electronic device that allowed you to make free phone calls from a pay phone. When Brand was at Stanford, placing a resistor in contact with the telephone handset and grounding it against the hinges of the phone booth produced a dial tone and—presto!—you were able to make a free phone call. Schooled in basic electronics by his ham-radio-operator father, Brand obtained a stack of the necessary transistors from Zack Electronics, a local supply store, and passed them out freely. He was ahead of his time: thirteen years later Steve Jobs and Steve Wozniak would famously meet Captain Crunch (John Draper), an early hacker, who taught them how to build blue boxes, which they then sold in Wozniak’s dormitory at Berkeley.

			From the start his regular letters home were peppered with optimism and superlatives: “The class this year looks the best ever”; “the top man in the philosophy department”; “the liveliest guy in the classics department”; “experience excellent”; “a damn good man.” His first-quarter courses included French, English, Western civilization, biology, and ROTC, the military officer training program that was then on most college campuses. When the first essay test was assigned in Western civ, he watched as his classmates found the experience terrifying. “Hearing these complaints, I suddenly began to appreciate Exeter a great deal,” he wrote in his journal. “For two years now I have regularly been having objective-essay tests covering a large area and limited to 50 minutes. Consequently, I was right at home with the first test, and I think I may have done fairly well. I wonder in what else I have a head start on the other guys here.”

			It took just three days to realize his optimism might have been misplaced. His first essay came back with a C grade, leaving him mortified. “Big Exeter hero: know how to study, how to take essay exams. Hah!” he noted.

			He decided that he was too reflective most of the time and needed to find a way to “hurry up” his mind. But competing against his goal of learning to be a better scholar were an increasing number of distractions as he got deeper into his first year of college. For the first time in his life, he was dating (Exeter didn’t become coed until 1970), although it was awkward in that particular way that 1950s college life made almost inevitable. Colleges practiced what was known as in loco parentis control of their students, and for Stanford women (far outnumbered by men) it meant they were locked in their dormitories at night. Brand’s Pontiac made it possible to drive to San Francisco for a dinner date and a movie or to head up into the redwoods behind campus. At one point he even obtained a portable record player and placed it in the back seat of the car.

			Brand was coming of age in a world where the operating assumption was that women were at school to meet someone and marry. For many of the men on campus in the 1950s, female students were distinguishable mostly by qualities exclusive of brainpower. (One of Brand’s chemistry professors illustrated the difference between qualitative and quantitative methods by explaining, “Qualitatively you might say a certain girl is shapely; the quantitative terms would be 36–24–36.”) That traditional worldview did not immediately leave Brand.

			At the end of his first quarter, encouraged by his parents, he went through fraternity rush. Mike had been a member of the Phi Delta Theta fraternity, and as a legacy, Stewart had a high likelihood of being accepted as a pledge. Brand found the whole process odd and hypocritical. But there was something more to it than just that.

			“The thing is I really don’t want to commit myself anywhere till I have a better idea who I am,” he wrote his parents. “I’m changing, I know that much and am enjoying it, but I’m not too certain of direction yet.” Ultimately, it was a nonissue. The Phi Delts weren’t interested in him either, nor were any of Stanford’s eating clubs.

			Instead, he found common ground with some outsiders—specifically Stanford’s foreign students. Beginning in his freshman year he became increasingly involved in the Institute for International Relations (IIR), putting him in contact with students who were often far less provincial than the typical upper-middle-class Stanford freshman.

			His classmates would later remember him as a tall, straitlaced and earnest, even “square” young man with close-cut hair. Though he came across as square, his intensity caught the attention of Vartan Gregorian, an Iranian-born Armenian who had arrived as a twenty-two-year-old freshman the same year as Brand. The two were both deeply involved in the IIR, and although they were not close, Gregorian would remember Brand for his military posture on campus. He could frequently be seen in his dress ROTC uniform, something that would permanently impress the young Armenian, who graduated from Stanford in just two years and then obtained a PhD before eventually heading the New York Public Library, Brown University, and the Carnegie Corporation.

			The IIR was Brand’s window into the upper echelons of the Stanford administration, and it also gave him a more intimate view of the faculty. For a while he became excited about organizing the students to evaluate the faculty. He was promptly shot down by the dean of students, who told him, “Well, that’s admirable initiative. . . . But I’m not sure you realize that the faculty is actually the best judge of who’s the best faculty.” Brand cringed and backed down. It was something he would regret for years afterward.

			Reading was almost always the portal through which Brand veered off in new directions. In the spring quarter, he was thrilled by a powerful Western civ lecture on population, food, and conservation. Things were bleak, but the lecturer speculated that there might yet be hope—South America might have enough unused capacity to support a burgeoning human population. After class, he cornered his professor and was told to read Our Plundered Planet. Written by Fairfield Osborn in 1948, it was one of several books that would touch off a Malthusian revival and had influenced Paul Ehrlich, a Stanford biologist who would be Brand’s adviser at Stanford during his senior year.

			Eventually, Brand would become far more optimistic about technology and the human condition. But he left that class on fire, writing at the end of the day: “All these things grab me right by the ambition. South America, conservation, biology. I came out of class with my eyes on the stars.”

			In rapid succession, two more events—one later that evening and another the following day—conspired to create a new certainty that he was ready to set off on a path to become a scientist. The campus film that night was Our Mr. Sun. Produced the previous year and directed by Frank Capra, it was the first of what became known as the Bell System Science Series. Blending clever animation with authoritative presentations by scientists, the films would captivate American schoolchildren on rainy days for decades to come.

			“It was educational, exciting, and—yes—inspiring,” Brand wrote afterward. “Maybe I’m doomed to be a scientist. Can’t get rid of those damned stars!”

			The next day he attended a lecture by Aldous Huxley, the author of Brave New World, who argued that in the future, biology would become the world’s dominant science. Inspired, Brand decided that the path was inescapable. Huxley was also the author of The Doors of Perception, which recounted his experiences with psychedelics (in his case, mescaline) as tools to unlock an otherwise barricaded path to spiritual ascendance. It was a book that became a bible for many who experimented with psychedelics, and one that Brand would initially find valuable—and then ultimately find useless.

			In the spring of 1957, he was finally baptized as a true Californian. Lying in the grass outside of his freshman dormitory, he felt the earth shake for half a minute while the sky held still. California was in the midst of a long quiet period without major earthquakes. This one measured just 5.3, but it was strong enough to kill one person and to injure forty.

			He had been lying on his back under a sunny sky, talking with friends. It was a moment of an unsettling loss of trust in the stability of the ground that he had always taken for granted. He was struck by the calm sky over a suddenly very uncalm earth. It gave him a new perspective on the Golden State.
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			From family lore about logging in the Northwoods, to fighting fires at Higgins Lake, to Hollywood movies that captured the spirit of adventure in the West, Brand had long been looking to prove his character in a way that would be unlikely to be within the bounds of his comfortable and cloistered Stanford education. Although the family had sold Western Logging to Georgia-Pacific, Ed Morley was still running Tree-O, a small “highball” logging firm that was logging near Sweet Home, Oregon, and Brand successfully wrote his way into a job there. Highball meant moving at a fast clip, the kind of work that would provide exactly the kind of test that Brand was looking for.

			With another freshman, a Stanford gymnast, he showed up in July in Sweet Home, a small logging boom town set along the banks of the Santiam River northeast of Eugene. With a third young logger, they rented a motel room, splitting the thirty-five-dollar-a-month rent (one got the bed, another the cot, and the last a mattress on the floor, though the gymnast friend quit after a couple of weeks, making things a bit less crowded).

			Each day would start when the first alarm went off at 4:55 a.m., and they would be in bed and fall asleep each night a little after 9:00 p.m. They were paid $2.25 an hour. Brand was hired as a choker setter—the logger who attached a special cable end to a skyline that would pull the log up to a central area. The job required wrangling a cable through brush on a steep hillside, tying it to the downed tree, and then getting the hell out of the way.

			The Tree-O logging operation was conducted on terrain so steep, it might have been illegal because of the danger of causing erosion and landslides, but Brand came away from the summer without serious injury as well as a certainty that someone had to write a Moby-Dick about logging. The characters were so extraordinary, so violent, amazing, and wonderful—surely the logging world was at least as interesting as whaling.

			But who could do it, and how? “God, I don’t know if I can do fiction,” Brand wrote. “The only thing I can do is non-fiction. What am I going to do?” The dilemma hung over him for years until, after leaving the army, he read Ken Kesey’s Sometimes a Great Notion. Kesey nailed it, Brand decided. (Kesey never logged but knew the world well—partly thanks to extensive research in the local bars.)

			At the end of August, Brand spent a last day taking photos of the logging operation and then headed to Higgins Lake for a family vacation. On one of his last nights at the lake he was reading in the cabin when he heard his brother Pete outside.

			“Stew, come on out! The Northern Lights are back. There’s red, green, and purple. Get Mom.”

			He wrapped himself in a blanket and went out and lay on the boat dock on the lake. The night air was cold, and a three-quarter moon hanging above reflected off the ripples a breeze blew in on the lake. The moon was surrounded by the sheets of light that made up the aurora borealis, which stretched across the entire sky. The sky was completely alive. At one point a single shaft of light stabbed toward an apex in the north and then the lights subsided.

			He stayed on the dock for a long time that night. He would later recall it as a night apt for visitations from God, he thought, maybe for murdering kings. At the least, it was a night for wonder and reflection.
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			In October 1956, Soviet tanks rolled into Hungary, crushing a revolt against the Communist regime. Brand was studying military history in his ROTC class, being trained as a soldier with the nuclear standoff between the United States and the USSR as backdrop. In March he wrote a gloomy three-page entry in his journal speculating on a surprise Soviet attack on the United States, acknowledging that up until then he had never considered that America might lose the war and “become a distant but very important industrially [sic] province of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. . . . That I would become part of the Communist Civilization. That my life would necessarily become small, a gear with its place on a certain axle of the Communist machine. Perhaps only a tooth on the gear.”

			If it came to war, he would fight, he decided, but not for the president or even for democracy but rather for his “individualism and personal liberty. If I must be a fool, I want the freedom to be foolish in my own way—not somebody else’s. I will fight to avoid becoming a number—to others and myself.”

			At Stanford he read both The Fountainhead and Atlas Shrugged, and was seduced by Ayn Rand’s romantic view of free-market capitalism as well as her view of businessmen as heroic.

			It is tempting to read a great deal of significance into Brand’s journal entry. However, in the mid-1950s taking a stance against communism was, to put it mildly, very much in vogue. In high school, like many Americans, he was a fan of the TV series I Led Three Lives, which celebrated “counterspying” on communist infiltrators in America. He was also part of a generation too young to have ever known the Soviets as an ally. But Brand was anything but a textbook anticommunist. Growing up in a relatively liberal family, he feared and reviled Joe McCarthy and his methods. Within a few years, as an army lieutenant, Brand would have to make a personal decision about whether he actually did want to fight against communism, not in America but in Asia—and when he was faced with that decision, he chose not to.

			Nevertheless, his stated fear of communism, described in his journal soon after he’d read Eric Hoffer’s The True Believer, was revealing. Hoffer was a German immigrant and a San Francisco longshoreman who had become an acclaimed social philosopher, and Brand was channeling his warnings about the dangers of mass movements and their threat to personal freedom.

			In February of 1958, one of Brand’s classmates, a crew-cut tennis player named Thomas Cordry III, picked up a high school girl who lived across the street from him in Palo Alto and shot her in the head with a .22 rifle. He then drove her body to the police station, confessed, and turned himself in. He told the police that he had been beset with the “urge to kill” for some time and had planned to rape her and bury her body, before changing his mind.

			From the vantage point of six decades, a single senseless killing in a world in which mass murder with military-grade automatic weapons is routine seems almost quaint. In the winter of 1958, however, the murder stunned the Stanford campus and forced Brand to look more closely at his classmates. He sent newspaper clippings describing the killing home to his father with a reflective letter about the shortcomings of his generation. He concluded that Cordry’s evil was lurking just below the surface in many of his fellow students and that the only thing keeping such insanity at bay was a binding web of friendships and family. It occurred to him that there was a basic flaw in the American way of life—the nation was moving so fast that it was getting much harder to form meaningful relationships. Even he had felt the pressure to accelerate. Toward the end of his first quarter at Stanford, he had summarized his frustrations in an essay titled “Stewart Brand, Slow Thinker.” The world was divided into fast and slow thinkers, he wrote, and the way to make the transition would be through diligence and focus: “By the end of this year, you may expect to hear an extraordinary freshman who has his studying down to a science, who cools his tests with an easygoing competence, who inspires all those who hear him with his brilliant conversation, who is accustomed to making decisions with the speed and accuracy of a well-oiled calculating machine. This will be Stew Brand, fast thinker.” Decades later he would still be thinking of the slow/fast dichotomy and its impact on society. It would be a perspective that would become instrumental in the formation of the Long Now Foundation, an organization dedicated to promoting long-term thinking.

			Mike Brand had counseled his brother not to focus on selecting individual courses but rather to find the best professors. One of those he recommended was a charismatic professor of religion, Frederic Spiegelberg.

			Brand had been more or less agnostic through his late teens, but at Stanford he had become seduced into a loose Christian mysticism by listening to Huxley and several of his professors as well as falling under the spell of Nikos Kazantzakis, the Greek novelist, socialist, and spiritual seeker. However, when Spiegelberg walked into the huge lecture hall early in the quarter and announced in his booming voice, “We study the East, not for escape, but that we may find ourself [sic],” Brand was duly smitten.

			Spiegelberg, who fled the Hitler regime to America in 1937 and arrived at Stanford in 1941, would become a significant bridge between Eastern and Western thought in America. In Germany he had studied with both Martin Heidegger and Paul Tillich, modern philosophers who had explored existentialism, phenomenology, and Christianity, and he carried the seeds of their thought with him to America. In 1949 he traveled to India on a Rockefeller scholarship, visiting ashrams and meeting notable religious figures, including Ramana Maharshi and Sri Aurobindo. With Alan Watts, he helped establish the American Academy of Asian Studies in San Francisco in 1950, a powerful catalyst that introduced Zen Buddhist and other Eastern mystical ideas into the San Francisco community of Beat poets. The academy became a magnet for a remarkable group of artists during the 1950s: not only were Gary Snyder and Allen Ginsberg regular attendees but other important Beats such as Michael McClure and David Meltzer also fell into its orbit.[2]

			During one of his lectures, Spiegelberg shook Brand by casually commenting, “I don’t actually read the news. I think the important news shows up with contemporary poets, and so I read the Beat poets and I’m very interested in what Allen Ginsberg has to say, what Michael McClure has to say, what Gary Snyder has to say.” Remarkably enough, all those people were living in North Beach, the San Francisco neighborhood an hour’s drive north of the campus. Finding the Beats would eventually open a window into a world that Brand had never encountered in the Midwest. The quirky San Francisco bohemian community lit him up intellectually. Still, there was no direct path to enlightenment. That would require a couple of years and a bit of serendipity.
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			Stanford had been dubbed “the Farm” for a reason. Mrs. Stanford had designed the school intending to separate the students from the outside world, a sort of prep school insularity, and Brand could feel the inward-looking culture of the university closing in around him—so much so that at times it felt more like prison than palace.

			Decades before the western exit from campus led to the roost of Silicon Valley’s venture capitalists and the world’s most expensive real estate, Sand Hill Road offered the quickest route from Stanford to the Pacific Ocean and the California coast. It was a gateway to the fog-shrouded Santa Cruz Mountains and a way out through La Honda and the ribbon of Highway 1 running along the luminescent coastline down to Big Sur and Slates Hot Springs. This was a California that offered everything Brand hadn’t found in midwestern Illinois or even at Higgins Lake. Sand Hill Road became his get-out-of-jail pass.

			He first discovered Big Sur at an IIR foreign policy retreat held at Slates Hot Springs (now more commonly known simply as Big Sur Hot Springs). Located a little more than an hour’s drive south of Monterey on Highway 1, the springs were owned by the Murphy family, who had purchased the land in 1910 and had originally intended to create a European-style health spa once the highway was completed. The spa, however, wouldn’t materialize until the early sixties, when one of the Murphys’ renegade sons was able to persuade the family to transform the hot springs into a New Age retreat.

			Brand rhapsodized about his first weekend in a letter home. There were “jungles of redwood canyons,” “velvety spring nights,” “the magnificent steep Big Sur coast: sand, cliffs, waterfall and buried jade,” he wrote to his mother.

			Brand’s encounters in Big Sur would introduce him to two distinct and peculiarly Northern California communities—Big Sur writers like Henry Miller and John Steinbeck, and a pioneering group of San Francisco photographers exemplified by Ansel Adams and Imogen Cunningham, known as f/64. Several years later, in the early 1960s, he became deeply immersed in both worlds, bathing himself in the Beat culture of North Beach through his friendships with Beats like the poet Gerd Stern, and Jean Varda, the European-born collage artist who had introduced Miller to Big Sur.

			Brand was the student organizer for the IIR weekend, and he was attempting to be the unofficial trip photographer as well. On Saturday evening, hanging out in the lodge, the Stanford students were introduced to one of the two sons of the Murphy family. Their father was John Steinbeck’s best friend, and their grandfather had delivered Steinbeck. It had even been rumored that Michael and Dennis Murphy (both Stanford graduates) were the models for the two brothers in Steinbeck’s autobiographical novel East of Eden (something that Dennis would deny).

			That evening the Stanford students drank from an “inexhaustible supply of Gallo wine.” Brand wanted to photograph Dennis Murphy, who was becoming a national celebrity based on his bestselling first novel, The Sergeant, “but he and the wine had weaved a spell I was afraid to break,” he wrote afterward. “No matter,” he decided. “I got a lot out of the evening without pictures.”

			Brand’s school year ended on a spooky note. In addition to contemplating a career as a journalist, he continued to fantasize about life as a novelist. That spring he wrote a short story about logging using the characters he had met in the Oregon woods the previous summer. The story revolved around an imaginary fatal grisly accident that befell one of the loggers on a small-scale crew like the one he had worked for.

			Immediately after finishing the story, he opened a letter from Frankie Brawn, his boss in the logging crew from the previous summer—and the man he had killed off in his story—asking for any photos he had taken of one of the loggers who had worked with Brand that summer. Three weeks earlier—just when he had dreamed up the plot for his story—the logger had been involved in a bad accident and had taken two days to die. Brand couldn’t shake the feeling that somehow he had been to blame.
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			In the summer of 1958, Brand boarded the Arosa Kulm, a converted troop transport that was one year away from the junkyard, and headed for Europe to spend time with a Swiss family in Lausanne as part of the Experiment in International Living student exchange program, which sent students abroad to live with families and be immersed in a foreign culture. He spent much of the passage feeling seasick and wrote home inquiring if it would be possible to consider coming home by plane—it was hardly any more expensive, he noted.

			His group of exchange students reached port in Le Havre, France, and went first to Paris to see the sights of the city. The next day he headed to Lausanne by train.

			Much of the summer was taken up with language lessons and getting to know the city. There were also bike trips and climbing adventures in the Swiss countryside. The locals got something out of it too: Brand had brought his Frisbee and helped introduce them to the sport.

			Throughout the summer he had a lot of contact with the coeds who were in the program, but like his Stanford dates, the encounters were entirely cerebral. And so in August he returned to Paris with a fellow exchange student and headed to a seedy neighborhood known as Pigalle for consummation of a less noble sort. To steel themselves for the challenge of picking up two prostitutes, they had consumed a large quantity of beer—more than Brand had ever had, and when it came time to lose his virginity, all he could think about was the stale taste in his mouth. There was no excitement and everything was over almost before it began. “No fanfare, nothing romantic,” he wrote later in his journal, “just a Paris whore at Pigalle.” Afterward he decided that it had been a learning experience, although it was not clear what the lesson had been.

			Back at school, he continued in his volunteer role at IIR. That brought him in closer contact with a tall blond woman who was a new regular at foreign student events. Joan Squires was younger than Brand, but years more worldly. The daughter of an American business executive based in India, she was horrified by being abruptly thrust into a largely nonintellectual upper-middle-class American environment at Stanford and spent her first year desperately trying to transfer to Radcliffe. Failing to find an intelligent community interested in more than beer and football, she took refuge with Stanford’s foreign students and in doing so met Brand.

			They were an unexpected pair. Brand, remarkably straitlaced, still had a Boy Scout quality about
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