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The Last Autumn

October 5, 2011.

Steve lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

Light came through the window. October in California was, strangely, always beautiful. The season when the heat retreated and the air grew thin. When the leaves could not decide whether to stay green or turn yellow. He watched that light for a long time without blinking.

Is this the end?

He did not push the thought away. He had long learned to live alongside it. Fight death as an enemy, and you must battle every moment. Simply sit it down beside you. Death seated next to you makes life sharper.

His daughter Reed took his hand.

He turned his head and looked at her face. She looked like him. He didn't know exactly where the resemblance came from, but the eyes were the same. Eyes that looked directly at things.

Laurene was on the other side. Erin and Eve were there. Reed too.

Of everything I ever made, these are what I made best.

Not the company. Not the products. These people.

He could not say that aloud. Or rather, he didn't. He had always been a person who couldn't easily say such things. The more important the words, the more they caught somewhere in his throat. Instead he squeezed. Laurene's hand. Reed's hand.

That was all. That was enough.

His breathing slowed.

His eyes opened wide.

Looking toward the light through the window—or toward something beyond it—he spoke his final words.

"Oh wow. Oh wow. Oh wow."

And then he was quiet.

For a long moment no one in the room spoke. No one could. No one knew what Steve Jobs had seen in those last seconds. But everyone remembered his expression. It was wonder. Wonder that bordered on joy.

This is the story of what led to that expression.

The story of a man who was abandoned, who wandered, who was cast out, and who rose again—and who in his final moment could wear that face. The story of why he could.
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The Unchosen Child (1955–1972)

Chapter 1
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Born Twice
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February 1955. San Francisco.

Joanne Schieble lay alone in the hospital bed. She was twenty-three years old. Her stomach still ached. She had just given birth. The child was somewhere else now.

A nurse came in and asked something. Joanne shook her head. She didn't want to see him. No—she couldn't. If she saw him, she wouldn't be able to give him up.

I'm sorry. I'm sorry. This is the best I can do.

She placed her hand on her belly. Nothing there now. What had been inside it for all those months was gone. The room was too quiet.

She had insisted on one thing: the adoptive parents must be college graduates. Educated people. People who could give this child what she could not.

The first couple selected was a pair of lawyers. But when they heard the child was a boy, they said they wanted a girl and withdrew.

Joanne heard this and felt something freeze inside her. There is a world where people choose children like merchandise. Into that world I must send my child.

The hospital found another couple. Paul and Clara Jobs. Joanne looked at their paperwork. Paul had not finished high school. He did not meet the condition she had set.

She almost refused. But there was no other way. So she named one condition: a written pledge. They would send this child to college. Their signatures.

Paul and Clara signed without hesitation.

Joanne stared at the document for a long time. These are the people who will raise my child. She did not know their faces. Did not know what kind of people they were. She knew only their names on a page.

Please take care of him. Please.

* * *
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Meanwhile, Paul and Clara Jobs drove home from the hospital with the baby and said nothing to each other.

They had wanted a child for a long time. One hadn't come. And then, at the end of that long waiting, this child arrived.

Clara looked down at the baby's face. Small eyes closed. Hands clenched into fists.

"We'll call him Steve," Paul said, eyes on the road.

"Steve," Clara repeated. She pressed her lips to the baby's forehead.

Steven Paul Jobs. That is how one child was born twice. Once from Joanne's body. Once into the arms of the Jobs family.

Chapter 2
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The Garage in Mountain View
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One evening when Steve was six years old, Paul opened the garage door and said:

"Come in here."

Steve followed his father inside the garage. The smell of oil, the smell of metal. The fluorescent light flickered and came on.

"Okay, this side is my workbench," Paul said, pointing to the larger half. Then he pointed to the smaller half. "This side is yours."

Steve stared at the workbench that had been designated his. A wooden surface with scratches. A small shelf attached to it.

"Mine?"

"Yours. You can make anything you want. But when you use my tools, they go back where they belong."

Steve couldn't sleep well that night. I have my own workbench. Something more than the ownership glowed in his chest. That workbench was saying something to him. You too can make things.

Paul went into the garage every evening to fix up used cars. Steve watched from beside him. Paul talked while he worked. "Do you know why this part broke? Look here." Steve crawled in to see. "Why?" "It wore out. Use anything long enough and this is what happens. That's why you replace it regularly."

Why do adults here feel different from the teachers at school? School teachers give you answers and make you memorize them. Dad shows you things and thinks alongside you. That's what I like.

There was an engineer named Larry Lang who lived in the neighborhood. A Hewlett-Packard employee.

One day Steve watched from over the fence as Larry
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