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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 He seemed fragile, depressed, and withdrawn.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 Kesey and the Merry Pranksters had lived in the heyday of psychedelic drugs. They’d hike through the redwoods on the trails near Skyline Drive and then put salmon steaks on the barbecue. Steve was essentially a vegetarian but sometimes he ate fish. He consumed healthy foods but limited himself to very small quantities. One Sunday afternoon, Jamis took Steve and Barbara on a hike to visit a modern house by a prominent architect. As they explored the structure, the owner was so absorbed with work at his desk that he ignored them.

Weeks later, Jamis mentioned to the owner that the mysterious visitor had been Steve Jobs.

“That was Steve Jobs? The one person in the world I’ve wanted to meet!”

As the remodeling began, Steve and Barbara moved back into the rickety cabin. Steve’s friendship with Jamis devolved into an acrimonious working relationship. Steve demanded a level of extraordinary craftsmanship and obsessive attention to detail that Jamis couldn’t deliver or even grasp the rationale for. There was a panel in the basement for telephone wires. Steve insisted that the wires must be laid out with meticulous neatness and the wood cabinetry built with fine detail. Jamis balked. Who was going to see a wiring box?

“I want the very best I can get!” Steve insisted.

“This house isn’t worth it,” Jamis argued. “It’s not economic.”

As the work progressed, the two men would yell at each other. They managed to put in beautiful hardwood floors and a Bösendorfer piano, but the remodeling was never done. “It was hairy,” recalls Jamis. “He had demands I just couldn’t fulfill. He really wanted an I. M. Pei but at that point he didn’t know who I. M. Pei was. So he got me.”

• • •

HIS OBSESSIVENESS was one of the reasons for his success, but it carried the potential for his self-destruction as well. His impulse for perfectionism was there even as a teenager. While they were at Reed College together, Elizabeth Holmes was deeply concerned that Steve suffered from eating disorders. “His attitude was, What I eat has to be perfect, who I am has to be perfect,” she recalls. Steve’s diets were extreme. He fasted for long periods. When he did eat, he consumed shockingly few calories. He would go through phases of eating only fruit—a “fruitarian” diet—and then only grain for a while. He would subsist on Roman Meal, the kind of grainy bread that the Romans supposedly ate, which was very popular in the 1970s counterculture. To Elizabeth, he always seemed “starving.” There was abundant food at the All-One Farm, some forty miles southwest of Portland, where their group of friends would go for weekends, holidays, and summers: Chris-Ann, Elizabeth, Dan, Steve, and his classmate Robert Friedland, an LSD proselytizer who dressed in flowing Indian robes. It was Robert’s rich Swiss uncle who owned the 220-acre farm. Elizabeth had studied with an organic gardening pioneer, so she helped to lay out the commune’s garden. The volcanic soil was spectacularly rich. They grew their own wheat, blowing on conch shells to chase away the deer that strayed near the fields. But even amidst this bounty of natural foods, Steve was intent on self-denial. Robert’s wife, Abha, the mother figure at the commune, would prepare magnificent feasts, which they called subji, the Hindi term for vegetarian dinners. They shared the great meals with an eclectic array of visiting mystics: Tibetan monks, Buddhists, swamis, healers, meditation gurus. “The meals were a big pull for the hungry Steve,” Elizabeth recalls. Steve would gorge himself on the delicious food but then induce himself to vomit it all up, acting as though he were bulimic. Abha was appalled. She thought that Steve’s actions were extremely disrespectful. Food was sacred, she believed. Moreover, she put so much hard effort into the cooking.

Such was the degree of his perfectionism. In his youth it was tempered and turned inward. His friends from his high school and college years knew him as an easygoing guy, highly intelligent but not maniacally driven. But at twenty-one when he cofounded Apple and envisioned the potential of the personal computer to change society, he was transformed by his revelation. He became motivated by a missionary zeal, a sense of his own destiny.

At thirty that destiny seemed uncertain for the first time. As he flirted with ideas of becoming an expatriate or an astronaut or a gardener, he also saw the impatience of his followers. His loyalists who remained at Apple were restless and unhappy there. The people he trusted were beginning to disperse, to move on. If he wanted them, he had to act.

• • •

THE FIRST PERSON he approached was Dan’l Lewin. In September 1985, on the Tuesday after Labor Day, at nine in the morning, he telephoned Dan’l. He said that he wanted to start a new company that would make great computers specifically geared for students at colleges and universities.

Higher education was Dan’l’s forte. At Apple he had put together a consortium of twenty-four elite universities, including all the Ivy League schools, which committed to buy Macintoshes and resell them to students, usually at a substantial discount from the prohibitively high list price. The program was a terrific success, helping to turn the Macintosh into a campus cult. So far it was the only conspicuous success for the machine.

Dan’l was interested. The team came together quickly: Susan for finance, Bud Tribble for software, George Crow and Rich Page for hardware. The following week, on the evening of Friday the thirteenth, the five recruits all came to Woodside. The iron gate was open. The front door was unlocked, as it always was. Even as a centimillionaire, Steve had no security at his house, where there was very little that anyone could possibly steal. An hour later Steve arrived, dressed in a suit. He had just told the Apple board about their new venture.

Apple sued him. The company filed legal papers alleging that Steve was the mastermind of a “nefarious plot” to steal its technology and undermine its business.

Steve hired a law firm from San Francisco. One of its attorneys drove to the house to talk with Steve’s five cofounders and gather facts for the defense. There were few facts to assemble. The Next colleagues had only the vaguest notion of what they were going to do.

“Do you have a business plan?” the lawyer asked.

No, they didn’t.

“What about equity? Are you getting stock in the new company?”

No. They hadn’t really talked about it.

“Do you know where you’re going to work?”

No. They were camped out on the floor of the unfurnished run-down house.

Dan’l Lewin thought he grasped what the lawyer was politely trying to tell them.

“You mean that we have a great case against Apple but we’re stupid?” he said.

• • •

THEY WEREN’T STUPID, but their decision to join the new company was undeniably an act of blind faith. They were committing to a risky new venture based on little more than their belief in the leadership of Steve Jobs, his creativity and his drive and his will.

The five of them had much in common. They were smart and idealistic, with softer-edged, lower-key personalities than Steve. They were young, mostly in their early thirties, roughly the same age as their leader. They had impressive academic credentials. Bud Tribble, the software guy, had a combined M.D.-Ph.D., a “mud phud,” as the degree was known. He had worked on the creation of the Macintosh during a three-year break from medical school. Susan Barnes had an MBA from Wharton, the business school known for its preeminence in finance, which was her role at the new company. The fancy academic credentials were important to Steve, even though he was the most celebrated college dropout in American business, a compelling argument against credentialism. His colleagues understood his psychology: they thought of him as a “brand-name shopper,” someone who demanded the highest quality but was insecure in his own judgment. Prestigious pedigrees offered a sense of comfort, safety, and reassurance. All he had to do was to tell people that Bud had an M.D.-Ph.D. and they would know that Bud was exceptionally smart.

Of the five disciples, Dan’l Lewin was the closest to Steve, a brother figure. They looked as though they could be brothers, both slender and tall with straight dark hair. Dan’l projected more of the chiseled handsomeness of a sports hero or matinee idol, while Steve’s features hinted vaguely at the Middle Eastern heritage of his birth father. There was a visible sense of mutual admiration between the two men. As a child Steve didn’t take part in team sports, but he did try to compete in swimming, with its emphasis on individual performance. Dan’l was a swimming star in college. They also shared an interest in the music and life of Bob Dylan. For his senior-year thesis for the politics department at Princeton in 1976, Dan’l asked his faculty adviser if he could apply academic theories of charismatic leadership to Dylan’s exploits in the 1960s. (To his astonishment, the adviser not only encouraged the idea and agreed to sponsor it, but said that Dan’l could also study David Bowie if he liked.) That same year, Steve was playing Dylan tunes on his guitar in the backyard while he took breaks from assembling Apple I’s in the garage. Since Steve was a teenager he had idolized Dylan. For hours and hours he would listen to bootlegged Dylan recordings on his reel-to-reel tape player. Elizabeth Holmes believed that Steve became the lover of Joan Baez in large measure because Baez had been the lover of Dylan.

• • •

THE NAME OF THE COMPANY, NEXT, was intentionally vague. Steve had a notion of creating computers for students, but they had little idea of what exactly that meant. It would be foolish to commit to specific plans until they resolved the Apple lawsuit and knew where and how they would be free to compete with their old employer. While their product had to remain undefined. Steve turned his energy and his obsessiveness to the process of creating the perfect company.

With his seemingly unlimited money and the luxury of time, he could devote extraordinary attention to the most minute details. He paid $100,000 to Paul Rand, a septuagenarian Yale art professor and design guru, to create the Next logo. The price was astonishingly high, especially for a startup company with few employees and no products or revenues. Rand came up with the image of a black cube, tilted at an oblique twenty-eight-degree angle, with brightly colored letters in orange, yellow, green, and purple spelling “NeXT.” He presented his design to Steve along with a pamphlet explaining that the conspicuous lowercase e could stand for “education, excellence, expertise, exceptional, excitement, e=mc2.” It said that the logo “brims with the informality, friendliness, and spontaneity of a Christmas seal and the authority of a rubber stamp.” Steve read the explanation and was so enthused that he rushed to embrace the professor. News of the design was covered prominently in the national media. Such was the public fascination with Steve and the intense curiosity about his next move.

The office on Deer Park Road was costly and attractive to begin with, but he gutted it anyway and spent lavishly on the remodeling. How could they create truly great products unless first they created an ideal place where they could think and work? They needed inspiration! If they were going to design objects of the highest quality, they needed to be surrounded by objects of the highest quality! Steve put in a circular staircase in the lobby and beautiful hardwood floors throughout the two levels. He purchased large black-and-white Ansel Adams photographs to adorn the walls. He had couches and chairs made from the most supple and elegant black leather. There were walls of glass. Even the kitchen counters were made from fine granite. He achieved an environment of austere elegance, though it was subverted a bit when his colleagues set up a sunbathing deck on the roof, complete with a campy little inflatable children’s pool, and called it Silicon Beach.

The business press was anxious to learn what Steve was plotting. Never before had a technology startup incited such attention or anticipation. The national publications hardly noticed when Intel was created in 1968, even though its cofounder, Bob Noyce, was the inventor of the silicon chip, which was already a revolutionary product. Through the 1970s The Wall Street Journal didn’t bother to cover entrepreneurial ventures like Intel. The newspaper’s editors rationed their ink for real companies that were already large and well established and had public stocks that were traded on the New York Stock Exchange. But Steve was the first businessman as rock star, and the media craved a look inside his new company the way that teenage groupies fantasized about sneaking into a recording studio.

In early 1986 Dan’l Lewin called the Business Week technology correspondent, Katie Hafner, and invited her to come to Deer Creek Road and meet with Steve. It was a shrewd choice. Katie was the perfect reporter to cultivate a relationship with: she was very new on the beat and still in awe of the Silicon Valley scene. She had just taken over the assignment from Deborah Wise, who had written a sycophantic article about Apple while the company was foundering. Business Week had run the story on its cover under the bold headline “Apple’s Dynamic Duo,” with a photograph of Steve Jobs and John Sculley together, smiling, framed by a sunset. Her story implied they were still a harmonious team, even though by that time they were fierce rivals. The piece was an embarrassment, especially when John ousted Steve a few months later.

It’s easy to understand why reporters fell for Steve Jobs. He was seductive, that was the most accurate word for it. When he was trying to woo a person—a reporter new on the beat, an executive he wanted to hire for a job, a potential customer, a strategic partner looking to make a deal—he could be extraordinarily charming. He had the kind of rare hypnotic eyes that are perhaps the most essential quality of a Hollywood star. If you were meeting him for the first time, he would look at you eye-to-eye with a searching, unyielding, laserlike stare. He would say your first name, say it often, insert it casually at the beginning or end of a sentence. You would be flattered by the personal attention and recognition that you were receiving from such a vaunted pop-culture icon. One-on-one he was better than anyone in the valley. No one was nearly as good at explaining the technology, making it seem understandable to people who weren’t engineers or executives, and conveying a sense of excitement about it.

Even more important than the substance of what Steve said was the compelling way that he said it. His enthusiasm was carried by the rhythms and tones of his speech. It was the kind of verbal gift that belonged to the most persuasive politicians and evangelists. JFK had it. So did Billy Graham. It was so powerful and infectious. You met him and listened to him and then you just wanted to be around him as much as you possibly could. It affected men as well as women. And there was something undeniably sexual about him. “He flirted outrageously, in a pleasant way,” recalls one prominent reporter who often interviewed him when she was single and in her twenties. “He always invaded my space a little.”

Katie Hafner was new on the technology beat for Business Week, and she too was attractive, single, and in her twenties. When she met Steve at Deer Creek Road, he was extremely gracious to her. He suggested that they go out to lunch. As they walked through the Next parking lot, they saw a Porsche. It was one of the lower-priced models.

“That’s the kind of Porsche that dentists drive,” Steve said dismissively.

Moments later they were standing in front of Steve’s car, which was . . . a Porsche.

“I assume this is the kind of Porsche that dentists don’t drive,” Katie shot back.

They drove to the center of the Stanford campus and enjoyed a pleasant lunch at the student cafeteria. Katie was impressed by Steve, who seemed exceptionally smart and charming. As they were leaving, she mentioned that she had recently met with John Sculley and she had talked with John about his ideas for creating innovative new products at Apple.

As he listened, Steve’s gracious charm quickly gave way to blatant anger. “Are you kidding?” he said. “John Sculley wouldn’t know a new product if it hit him on the head.”

• • •

AT THIRTY, Steve had a sleek black Porsche and he couldn’t help but show it off, like a teenager with a new hot rod. But in the unwritten code of Old Silicon Valley, an expensive car signaled a character flaw. One of his former mentors, Arthur Rock, wouldn’t have approved of the Porsche. Art was the highly prestigious San Francisco venture capitalist who invested in Apple in the early days. He was a legend in his field. He was the brilliant financier who four decades earlier had helped to form Fairchild Semiconductor, the company that made the first microchips and turned the Santa Clara Valley, a thinly populated expanse of orchards, into what became known as Silicon Valley.

Like Steve Jobs, Art Rock had also appeared solo on the cover of Time. And Art had a rule about the entrepreneurs he was willing to invest in, the ones who seem destined to succeed. If the founder of a startup was driving a fancy, expensive car, the deal was off. Art wanted to entrust his money to guys like Bob Noyce, the cofounder of Fairchild and later the cofounder of Intel. Bob’s colleagues joked about how he drove “the oldest car in the world,” a 1940s Ford that was falling apart. The car was such an embarrassment that they asked him to hide it in the back of the parking lot so it wouldn’t scare off customers who visited. That was the kind of entrepreneur Art Rock idealized: a guy who hated spending money unnecessarily, even once he was already wealthy.

When Steve started Apple, he had the same frugal scrounging mentality. But his mindset was changing. It was most apparent when his five cofounders traveled with him to Austin, Texas, for Educom, a national convention about computers in higher education. Susan Barnes insisted that they economize and all fly together in coach. Steve agreed. But when they were on the plane, he was so frustrated by the experience that he repeatedly complained to the hapless flight attendants, as if they were responsible for the airline.

“Aren’t you embarrassed to serve such shitty food?” he said.

Later, as Dan’l Lewin walked through the cabin, one of the beleaguered crewmates accosted him and said: “We’ve heard that Steve Jobs is on the plane. Who is he?”

Dan’l pointed to the handsome but obnoxious passenger.

The flight attendant was visibly disappointed. “That’s what we were afraid of.”

• • •

STEVE JOBS WAS TRANSFORMING HIMSELF from frugal operator into free-spending aesthete. Was it time for Silicon Valley to change, too? It was no longer a business of engineers making tiny electrical components that they sold to other engineers, an insular technocratic priesthood. Now it was a business of making lifestyle products for millions of ordinary people. It was about design and image as well as efficiency and performance. If he wanted to create the Porsche of computers, a machine that was superior in aesthetics as well as engineering, why shouldn’t he spend a few minutes every day in the Porsche of automobiles? Why couldn’t that be a source of inspiration? He wondered why most personal computers were aggressively ugly with their beige boxes and their disdain for styling. Why couldn’t computers look like pieces of stereo equipment, which were black and sleek and beautiful and functional. It couldn’t be a simple matter of cost, because even a cheap $100 stereo looked so much nicer than a $2,000 personal computer.

Steve wanted to inspire his Next cofounders with his passion for aesthetics, and took them on a junket in the fall of 1985, when they all flew to Pittsburgh to spend a few days at Carnegie Mellon University, one of the most distinguished research centers for computer science. The main purpose of the trip was to meet with professors, recruit the best graduate students, and collect ideas that they could use for the new computer they were conceiving. But then, at the end of the visit, Steve took them on an unusual day trip. He had arranged for them to drive two hours into the Pennsylvania countryside and spend an entire day on a special private tour of Fallingwater, the architectural masterpiece by Frank Lloyd Wright, the landmark modernistic house of concrete, glass, and steel, cantilevered above a waterfall. He wanted them to understand the nature of good design by studying a creation that was both beautiful and functional.

“Ever since I’ve known Steve, he had a very strong affinity for thinking of things involving aesthetics and style,” recalls Bud Tribble. “He approached it by seeking out and gathering around him people who could teach him about it. He’s kind of a name-brand shopper in the world of aesthetics.” When Next needed a logo, Steve asked around to find who was considered the best person in the world at logos. He found Paul Rand. When he took an interest in architecture, he asked many intelligent, cultivated people about who they thought was the best architect. Frank Lloyd Wright was the winner of the informal poll.

Tribble thought of Steve’s method as “the Delphi approach”; this was how Steve overcame his insecurities about determining his own style. He relied on what was most popular among the people he admired; this method would ensure that his tastes were safe and respectable, and it wouldn’t result in a quirky iconoclastic choice. Conducting a survey in the middle of the 1980s would give you a perennial pop favorite like Frank Lloyd Wright, a dead genius enshrined in every college textbook, not a controversial figure like Frank Gehry, a living radical whose work wouldn’t be fully appreciated for another decade. If you asked around about the greatest composer and the best piece of music, you’d probably get Beethoven and the Ninth Symphony. No one could fault you for liking Beethoven. The Ninth Symphony may well be the most wonderful piece of music in Western culture, but an independent thinker would probably try to distinguish himself by advocating the subtler virtues of a composer whose work hadn’t been so thoroughly assimilated by the masses.

Steve wasn’t that kind of boldly independent thinker about art and aesthetics. Although he had good instincts, he lacked the self-assurance that came from real mastery. He hadn’t studied art, architecture, or design, at least not formally; he couldn’t draw on a deep reserve of training or knowledge. But once the Delphi method produced a winner, Steve was a remarkably quick and thorough learner. When the survey came up with Frank Lloyd Wright, Steve devoured books about the great man. “He soaks up information,” recalls Bud Tribble. “The guy’s a sponge once he zeroes in.”

• • •

IN JANUARY 1986, four months after Steve Jobs revealed that he was starting the new company, Apple dropped its lawsuit against Next. Once the tensions had dissipated somewhat, the Apple executives realized that suing their legendary founder wasn’t a good public relations ploy. When your company has a wonderful Genesis mythology, you don’t impugn Adam. Besides, the lawsuit had a number of unintended effects. It kept Next in the news and made the startup seem like a serious threat to Apple’s business. And for the band of five Next cofounders and their leader, being sued and demonized by their ex-employer was an intense “bonding experience,” as Bud Tribble recalls. It solidified their resolve to make Next work. With the lawsuit ended, now they could really begin to build a company.

Steve was fanatical about hiring the best people. He said that they would interview one hundred people for every one whom they finally chose. And he would fill positions with people who were massively overqualified. The example that everyone talked about was a reputedly brilliant guy named Alex, a young hipster who had made it to the middle ranks at Apple. He had an undergraduate degree from Harvard. He was an art collector. His colleagues found him fascinating. He came to Next. Maybe he would become a marketing executive? A project manager? Steve made him the receptionist. The offer was something of an insult, but he took the job just to get in the door. “They were in the habit of hiring extremely experienced people to do fairly menial jobs,” recalls David Wertheimer, himself an early hire. “Because of Steve’s legend, he was able to recruit great people to be receptionists. The attitude was that we can get very senior-level people to take low-level jobs.”

Wertheimer had to interview with thirty different employees there before he was hired. “You basically had to meet everyone in the entire company and they all had to give you the thumbs-up. It really felt like a fraternity. Everyone had to love you. So the feeling you got was that anyone who got through had to be ’the best of the best’—that was the phrase they used. In the early days they had the ability to hire anybody. There was one after another phenomenally talented person. People wanted to be around Steve and be a part of this.” And if the receptionists needed Harvard degrees, the engineers had to be geniuses.

Steve could recruit prodigies seemingly at will. The hires were young and driven by a sense of idealism. Who wouldn’t want to be part of a small group that was trying to change the world, with a leader who had already proved that he could change the world? His pitch was enticing: They were making computers for education, they were trying to give great tools to students, they were taking a powerful lever and placing it right on the fulcrum that had the greatest possible influence on the future of society. Steve liked to say that they were making a radically new machine that might enable some obscure kid to simulate a multimillion-dollar microbiology laboratory on his screen and then . . . find a cure for cancer! “We signed up with Steve because we were going to revolutionize education,” recalls Allison Thomas, who was a consultant to the company. She had gotten to know Steve Jobs in the early 1980s when they worked together on California governor Jerry Brown’s commission on industrial competitiveness. “In the early days at Next, there was a sense of mission and crusade. It was like how he inspired the original Macintosh.”

Dan’l Lewin was Next’s marketing honcho, and he needed to recruit a vice president of sales. Through the circles of Princeton alumni in the Bay Area, he had developed a friendship with Todd Rulon-Miller, who was a star salesman at IBM. Todd was an Australian who had studied Russian history and played football at Princeton.

Dan’l called, speaking in tones that were crisper and more formal than usual.

“Come work for Steve,” he said.

Todd hesitated. “I hear he’s tough to work with.”

“No way. It’s Sculley who’s the asshole.”

Todd agreed to meet Steve. He was curious, lured by the chance to meet a legend.

The salesman came to Deer Park Road and sat in a conference room, waiting for his interview. In the center of the table, he saw a block-shaped object covered by an opaque drape. It had to be the Next computer! Todd was charged with a sense of anticipation and drama. He was going to see it! It was October 1986. For the past year, all of Silicon Valley had been speculating about what the hell Steve Jobs was doing. Next sustained an aura of mystery. Steve insisted on strict secrecy. Hardly any details had leaked out. Near his desk Steve had hung a vintage poster from the World War II era: “Loose Lips Sink Ships.”

And now, Todd thought, I’m going to see what’s under the veil!

Steve made his big entrance, bounding into the room, dressed in old blue jeans with conspicuous holes. Immediately he launched into an energetic half-hour speech about his vision for the company. “He was the most ingratiating, personable guy I’ve ever met in my life,” recalls Todd. Throughout the monologue, Todd kept glancing at the draped object.

Finally, with the timing of a master dramatist, Steve said:

“Are you ready to see what’s beneath the drape?”

Steve pulled off the cloth. He revealed . . . a cinderblock, not a state-of-the-art computer. A cinderblock that was roughly the same size and shape as a computer monitor.

Isn’t it cool? Steve asked.

Todd was baffled. He was looking at a cinderblock propped up on a stand.

Isn’t this a cool new monitor stand? Steve said. It tilts! It’s patented! Isn’t it cool?

After a year of work, Next didn’t have a computer. It didn’t even have a monitor. What it had was a monitor stand. But Steve was maniacally focused on every detail. It was important to him that they have the best monitor stand, a breakthrough in monitor stands. As a practical test, they had found a cinderblock that was the same weight as a monitor.

Todd knew he was expected to show enthusiasm and say: “Oh, wow.”

But he was really thinking: Oh, my God! What am I getting myself into?

Still, Steve Jobs was just so incredibly compelling. He took the job.

For Todd Rulon-Miller and all of the first two hundred employees, joining Next was an act of faith. New recruits weren’t allowed to know any specific details of the company’s plans beyond the vague notion of creating a computer for higher education. It was only once you had actually gone to work there that you began to get the details. You had to commit based solely on your conviction in Steve and his charismatic leadership, not based on even a cursory appraisal of the company’s technology or strategy. The secrecy persisted even into the summer of 1988, three years into the life of the company. That’s when Steve interviewed a marketing guy named Paul Vais. They sat for forty-five minutes at a picnic table in a patch of dirt behind the offices on Deer Creek Road. Vais was physically uncomfortable. It was late afternoon and the California sun was “hot as hell,” he recalls, and ants were crawling through the dirt all around. Steve wanted him to hire a bunch of people and put together a dramatic public event for the introduction of the Next computer. But Vais couldn’t see the computer or know anything about it, not until he took the job.

“It was a real leap of faith,” he recalls.

But Steve was so extraordinarily compelling. He made the leap.

• • •

THREE YEARS AFTER ITS FOUNDING, Next was burning through money, bleeding money, hemorrhaging money, without ever having released a single product under its own name. “All we’ve shipped is a T-shirt,” went the joke at Deer Creek Road.

The faithful still believed in Steve: after all, hadn’t the creation of Macintosh taken so much longer than planned? But now Apple was earning hundreds of millions of dollars a year thanks to the Mac’s delayed success. Anyone who doubted Steve’s vision could find reassurance by looking at the contrast between the interfaces of the Microsoft-Intel PC and the Mac. In 1988, almost everyone with a PC was still staring at a single font of clunky fluorescent text against a black screen. Mac users enjoyed the intuitive ease-of-use of pointing and clicking with the mouse and icons and windows, while PC people were still forced to struggle with arcane keyboard commands—Alt-Shift-F5!—to perform simple tasks. Microsoft’s programmers had tried to imitate the look and feel of the Mac, but their Windows was still so buggy, unreliable, and artless that it was considered something of a joke, and it had attracted few users. It would take Bill Gates’s crew a long struggle to catch up—another four years until the 1992 release of Windows 3.1, the first version of Windows that worked passably well, and then another three years after that until the debut of Windows 95, which was remarkably like the Mac.

But during the years when Steve’s technological achievement was still far ahead and his legend was far greater, Bill was beginning to eclipse him in wealth. In 1980, when Apple Computer had its initial public offering, Steve was a folk hero with stock worth $240 million, and Bill was still an obscure figure. But Bill catalyzed his career by making the deal to provide software for the IBM personal computer. In 1986, when Microsoft went public, Bill’s stock was worth $375 million, and his face was on the cover of Fortune as the computer industry’s rising young star. Meanwhile, Steve’s wealth had diminished to around $100 million.

During the early days at Next, Steve discovered that one of his business associates, a young software entrepreneur named Heidi Roizen, was a good friend of Bill’s. He told her that he’d like to know more about the Microsoft centimillionaire.

“I think it’s odd,” she said, “that Bill lives right next door to Gary Larson but has no idea who he is.”

“Who is he?” Steve asked guilelessly.

Larson was the famous creator of The Far Side, a humorous cartoon with a dark, twisted sensibility. It was one of the most popular features on the comic-strip pages of daily newspapers. It was the source of best-selling books and desk calendars. Larson’s work was part of the zeitgeist. It was easily recognized by much of the American population, but not by the two moguls, who remained oddly aloof from mass culture. It was even stranger for Steve not to know than for Bill, since Steve was famous for his instincts about the tastes of the masses.

Heidi, who was single and had a crush on Steve, realized that she could exploit his fascination with Bill as a way of drawing Steve into accompanying her on social occasions. At the time, Bill was in a long-distance romance with one of Heidi’s closest friends, Ann Winblad, a brilliant self-made software entrepreneur who had sold her startup company for $15 million and moved from her native Minneapolis to an Edwardian mansion in San Francisco’s fashionable Pacific Heights district. When Bill was in town, the foursome—Bill and Ann, Steve and Heidi—would meet in the city and go out for what Ann thought of as “double dates.”

Their first outing was inauspicious. It was January 1987. Macworld magazine was holding a ceremony: the first annual Eddy Awards for excellence in Macintosh software. Heidi was accepting the award for the best Mac word processor, WriteNow. Bill was the winner for best spreadsheet, with Microsoft Excel. Ann was planning to accompany them to the black-tie event at the Four Seasons Clift Hotel near San Francisco’s Union Square. Heidi invited Steve to meet them at the Redwood Room, the elegant art deco bar next to the hotel’s lobby, scheduling the rendezvous for around the time the awards presentation was supposed to end. But she purposely didn’t mention that they were coming to the city to take part in an Apple event; otherwise, he surely wouldn’t have shown up. It was eighteen months since his ouster from the company, but he was still deeply embittered.

When Steve arrived at the bar, the others weren’t there yet. He looked around, appalled. The hotel was filled with Apple people in town for the Macworld Expo. Crawling with them! This wasn’t where he wanted to be. He was annoyed at Heidi for inviting him.

The awards presentation was running late. Bill and Heidi had to stay to the end, so Ann Winblad rushed down to the bar to talk with Steve and keep him from walking out. She introduced herself, expecting to engage in a few minutes of small talk or conversational icebreakers. But then, abruptly and apropos of nothing in particular, Steve said:

“I would have married Joan Baez but she was too old to have my children.”

Ann was taken aback. Why did he feel compelled to tell this to her?

She wasn’t susceptible to his famous charisma. When they sat next to each other at dinner, she felt that he was trying to assert some kind of moral superiority by flaunting his vegetarianism.

“What do you recommend here?” asked Ann, since Steve had picked the restaurant.

“I assume that you eat meat,” he said casually but a bit condescendingly.

“I haven’t eaten meat for fifteen years,” she shot back.

Bill was upset with Heidi for plotting to arrange the date. Bill and Ann were always trying to set her up, but Bill had trouble understanding why she had a crush on Steve Jobs.

“What do you see in him?” he asked.

• • •

A FEW MONTHS LATER, Bill and Ann and Heidi were together at Bill’s house in the suburbs of Seattle. It was two in the morning. They were drunk. They were having a merry time. In a fit of inebriated exuberance, they joked that it would be fun to make a few prank phone calls. How about calling . . . Steve Jobs! Heidi knew Steve’s home phone number. She had gotten it initially because they were partners in the software business, but she had memorized it because she had that persistent crush on him. She took the phone and dialed Steve’s number. The answering machine came on. Bill seized the phone and began recording a message in a comically thick Gallic accent. He was pretending to be Philippe Kahn, the bombastic Frenchman who was one of the biggest players in the software industry. As the tape rolled, he exulted in a hyperbolic rant about the flaws of Steve’s cherished creations.

“Zeez eeez Feee-LEEEP Kahn!” he exclaimed. “Zeee Macintosh sucks!”

He hung up the receiver and they laughed hysterically.

Then Heidi dialed Steve’s number again. This time, Bill pretended to be a disgruntled Next engineer who had finally summoned the nerve to tell his boss to fuck off.

Inspired by the alcohol and the camaraderie, they all broke into hysterics again.

The next day, when they were finally sober, Bill asked Heidi: “Who were we really calling last night?”

“Steve Jobs!” she said.

Shit! They really had called Steve Jobs!

Bill didn’t know that he was really leaving a message on Steve’s answering machine. He thought it was all a pretense!

Heidi had to play the diplomat. She made an appointment to see Steve, who kept her waiting in the Next lobby at Deer Park Road for an hour and forty-five minutes. An eternity. When Steve finally emerged, she calmly explained the embarrassing situation.

“That was dumb,” Steve said.

Still, he didn’t fully grasp what had happened.

“What was Philippe Kahn doing at Bill’s house?” he wondered aloud.

Time passed, and eventually Steve and Bill were slated to appear together on a panel discussion at an industry conference. As they saw each other on the dais, Steve reached into his pocket and pulled out a tape—the kind that’s found in answering machines.

“This is the tape,” he said mischievously, as if he intended to play it for the crowd.

• • •

THE ANTICS BETWEEN Bill Gates and Steve Jobs hinted at a rivalry that would become one of the most enduring and fascinating in American business. It was more than a competition for money and media attention. Each man quietly envied the other’s image. The media portrayed Steve as the visionary and Bill as the businessman. But Bill believed that he, too, was a seer of the technologic future. While only a trivial percentage of the population owned personal computers, he predicted that there would be a computer on every desk and in every home (all running his software). The media recognized Bill for his tough dealmaking skills, the way that he had gotten the better of IBM in the deal of the century, but Steve was just as fierce and unyielding a negotiator. Bill envied Steve’s movie-star charisma, his ability to captivate an audience of a thousand people, and Steve watched along with the rest of the world as Bill became the richest person on earth. But each man saw himself as the complete mogul rather than his typecast character in the press.

But they did represent opposite approaches to business and technology. Bill was the ultimate pragmatist. He put out bad software, buggy and flawed, but he got it out to the market, and then he fixed some of the problems in the next version, and then the next and the next. He persisted and he struggled and eventually he wound up with a good piece of software. He was poor Sisyphus pushing the rock up the hill, but he kept pushing. It was a messy process, it was infuriatingly incremental, it was full of angst, but it worked. He had a bias for action. He took pride in the fact that his company shipped products.

Steve, in contrast, was the ultimate perfectionist. When he came out with a new computer, it had to be revolutionary, astonishing. In his own words, it had to be “insanely great.” He wanted a huge leap forward, not an incremental push. He wanted something that people would love, not tolerate grudgingly because they had no other viable alternatives. He conceived of his engineers as artists and even had them sign their names on the inside of the Macintosh. He had exhorted them with the mantra “Great artists ship.” Picasso and Matisse didn’t hold on to their canvases for years; they finished them and sold them off.

But Steve had trouble shipping. The Macintosh was a creative triumph but it took years longer than he had anticipated. He had planned for Next to release its first computer by spring 1987, within eighteen months of the company’s founding. But as 1987 began, they weren’t even close to completion. Steve’s ambitions were constantly aggrandizing. It wasn’t enough for the new machine to be distinguished by one particular breakthrough. Everything about it had to be a breakthrough. For the software, he was taking an entirely new approach, starting from scratch, trying to create the most elegant lines of software code ever written. The industrial design had to be like no computer ever created. It had to be as gorgeous and sleek as Steve’s black Porsche. Even the factory had to be beautiful, and it had to be as fully automated as any factory in the world. At first, the Next founders thought that they would hire a larger company to make the machines for them. But Steve had created a highly automated factory to build the Macintosh, and he had to do even better this time. The Next computer was going to be in the image of the Macintosh, but much, much better. Steve would take his earlier creation, with all of its flaws and compromises, and now, with the benefit of money and time, he would make it absolutely perfect. Unlike his years at Apple, this time there was no one else to answer to, not even a board of directors to provide oversight or serve as a voice for restraint. Steve was in complete control.

But time was passing, and the money, the $7 million that Steve had invested, was nearly gone. Seven million . . . in a little more than a year! The company was bleeding money. Steve still had a fortune left. He could easily put in more. But Next needed independent investors who would give it more credibility in the industry. At this point it had to look like a real business, not just the expensive frivolous hobby of some rich guy. Steve had thought that he could finance the company entirely on his own, which would let him keep total control. But now he realized that it was a good idea to bring in some “smart money.” He began talking with venture capitalists, the professional investors who specialize in risky technology startups. He was willing to sell a 10 percent ownership stake in Next for $3 million, but the investors thought that was too high a price for a company that still wasn’t close to actually shipping a product and beginning to bring in revenues.

Then Next received an unsolicited call from one of the most famous names in the computer business, H. Ross Perot, the legendary founder of Electronic Data Systems.

“You’d never guess who just called,” Steve told a colleague. “This is incredible.”

The irascible Texas mogul had seen video clips of Steve on a television documentary, The Innovators, and he was mightily impressed. Steve seemed like a brilliant iconoclastic entrepreneur, a visionary. He was sort of . . . a reincarnation of Ross himself! An image of Ross in his own youth! Only much taller and much better looking.

“If you ever need an investor, call me,” Ross said.

Steve badly needed an investor, especially one with that kind of prestige.

In January 1987 Ross’s limousine pulled up to the Next factory building in the working-class eastern side of San Francisco Bay, in a town called Fremont, not far from the state-of-the-art Macintosh factory Steve had created. The Next structure was still an empty shell. There was nothing to see, but they could imagine what would rise here with the help of Ross’s millions: the smooth hum of smart machines making other smart machines. In the center of the cold bare floor there was a long conference table with folding chairs and an overhead projector. A screen was attached to one of the narrow steel support columns. They were going to have lunch and then Steve would make his big presentation. But before they could sit down, Steve saw that something wasn’t exactly the way he wanted it. 

Suddenly he began screaming at one of the Next employees, berating him, subjecting him to a brutal verbal assault while Ross and other Next executives looked on.

Was Steve losing his mind?

Why risk blowing the deal with Perot?

Ross seemed oddly unfazed as Steve humiliated one of his own people. Ross turned to the man next to him and said: “I used to be like that when I was his age, but then I learned you catch more flies with honey. Steve, leave him alone and let’s get to work.”

• • •

IN FEBRUARY 1987 they did the deal. Perot paid $20 million for 16 percent of the company, or $1.25 million per percentage point. Steve had snookered him. Days earlier Steve had been offering stock to the Silicon Valley venture capitalists at one-fourth that price, only $300,000 per point, and they had rejected the offer as far too expensive. But Steve shrewdly grasped how excited Ross was. The older guy didn’t even flinch when Steve lost control and revealed his dark side. So Steve asked for an outrageously high price, and Ross paid up without hesitation.

Ross craved a piece of the future and he didn’t want to blow his chance over a few lousy million dollars. In 1979 he had talked with Bill Gates about buying Microsoft but he had balked at the asking price, which was less than $60 million. In 1986, after Microsoft went public, its stock had a value of well over $1 billion. Ross had passed up the opportunity to make more than sixteen times his money, a billion-dollar profit in only seven years. The easiest billion dollars . . . ever! He had blown it with Bill Gates! He wasn’t going to blow his second chance now with Steve.

So he visited the empty factory, he toured the Next headquarters at Deer Park Road, he met the staffers. They were wary of his media image as a jingoistic curmudgeon—Susan Barnes’s mother in Dallas had a bumper sticker that said “Honk if you hate Ross Perot”—but Steve asked them to decide for themselves. When they actually met Ross, they were charmed by him.

Weeks later, on his second visit to Deer Park, he bounded out of his limousine, entered the building, and greeted the receptionist by name. Then he went on to greet everyone by their first names. He amiably chatted up every employee who passed him randomly as he went through the hallways, no matter whether their positions were lofty or lowly. He would talk with them all as if they were old buddies. His approach to human relations was straight from Dale Carnegie’s How to Win Friends and Influence People. He was an old-school salesman, a master of a dying art.

He did the deal, and he expected a lot of attention for it. When Ross talked about holding a press conference, he said: “Steve, you know we’ll get a lot of people to come, because you’re a white monkey and I’m a white monkey. Put the two of us in a cage and it’s a real circus.”

It was a circus. Louise Kehoe, a correspondent for London’s Financial Times, was astonished by how the aging billionaire was so visibly awed by the younger entrepreneur, how Ross Perot was exhibiting such fawning admiration. “He was acting like a starstruck teenager,” she recalls. “He was just totally blown away by Steve.”

• • •

IN THEIR BRIEF COURTSHIP Ross Perot saw the captivating side of Steve Jobs, though that day in the factory he also had a glimpse of Steve’s darker side, his penchant for turning on colleagues with a wicked tongue. Ross was wrong in his quick appraisal that as Steve got a little older he too would learn that “you catch more flies with honey.” Steve already knew how to catch flies with honey. He could be all sweetness and seduction, especially when he was wooing prospective employees or business partners. But when it came to realizing his vision, he used every possible strategy to get people to strive for perfection as he saw it. He would praise them and inspire them, often in very creative ways, but he would also resort to intimidating, goading, berating, belittling, and even humiliating them. He could be Good Steve or he could be Bad Steve. When he was Bad Steve, he didn’t seem to care about the severe damage he caused to egos or emotions so long as he pushed for greatness.

From his years at Apple his reputation was known throughout the valley. People had heard about the Steve Jobs “reality distortion field,” how his persuasiveness was so powerful that it could be blinding. Some of them even heard about the “hero-shithead roller coaster,” how Steve would go to such extraordinary efforts to hire brilliant people, his heroes, and brag to everyone about their exceptional talents, and then, suddenly and unexpectedly, he would look at something they were working on and say that it “sucked,” it was “shit.” Susan Barnes labeled this practice the “seduce and abandon” technique. People became entranced by Steve’s approval and acceptance; then, when he abruptly withheld it, they would struggle mightily to regain it, if only for a fleeting time. “The charm is all the more valuable if it is withheld, especially with the people who see him every day,” says Heidi Roizen.

No one was really sure where Steve got his ideas about managing people, whether he was motivated by a consciously held philosophy or if he was just acting on his instincts, if that was simply what he was like as a person. Somehow, though, it worked. He got his people to push themselves extremely hard, to strive maniacally, and often to achieve personal goals or improve the technology far beyond what they had thought was possible.

The perplexing fact was that Bad Steve seemed as integral to his success as Good Steve. And somehow they were two faces of the same man. At other companies, the good cops and the bad cops were different people. At Intel, Chairman Bob Noyce had been the wonderfully charming guy who got people to do things because they loved him. His No. 2, Andy Grove, was the harsh taskmaster who got people to do things because they feared him. Bob flashed the irresistible smile, Andy wielded the whip. Steve was a casual friend of Bob Noyce, and greatly admired Bob, but he had a lot of Andy Grove in him, too.

Steve was willing to be loved or feared, whatever worked. “Steve was the master of knowing which buttons to push with different people,” recalls Susan Barnes.

“He applied charm or public humiliation in a way that in most cases proved to be pretty effective,” says Bud Tribble. “I think he continued to do it because he got positive reinforcement from the world that this was a way to get things to happen.”

Bud believes that Steve’s occasional outbursts of fierce criticism helped to create an expectation of unremitting quality that was assimilated by the engineers at Next. Most of the time Steve left them alone. Ninety-nine percent of the time, in Bud’s estimation, Steve wasn’t looking over their shoulders. But that other one percent “he would just come down like a hammer,” and his verbal assaults could be terrifying. Engineers would be so disturbed by the episodes that the rest of the time they would feel as though Steve were looking over their shoulders with his uncompromising eye, even though he wasn’t. He was the corporate superego, the surrogate parent they all wanted so much to please.

Bud believed that Steve operated this way intentionally. Receiving criticism from Steve “wasn’t a pleasant experience,” he says, “but it let the engineers know that it wasn’t OK to be sloppy in anything they did, even the ninety-nine percent that Steve would never look at. It’s almost like a training mechanism, and it’s effective.” It was Steve’s way of infusing his perfectionism into the work of hundreds of people, his way of making them internalize his own striving. A classic example came when Steve tormented his people by scrutinizing countless look-alike paint samples before he decided on the precise pigment of black for the casing of the Next computer. “He was incredibly picky,” Bud says, “but it set the tone for thousands of other decisions that Steve was not involved in at all.”

Other people were shocked by the fierce behavior of Bad Steve, but Bud wasn’t. As a graduate of medical school, Bud was used to that kind of treatment from his brilliant teachers. When he was an intern, the chief surgeon would come down like a hammer and berate the pupils over seemingly trivial matters. That was how the great surgeons demonstrated the discipline and carefulness that their trainees would need to acquire. The interns might have cursed the chiefs, but later they would appreciate the crucial experience.

Bud believes that Steve reinforced his perfectionism by using his charm and creativity just as much as by applying criticism and intimidation. He was the master of inspiration through example, like that time he took his cofounders on the tour of Fallingwater. When he held an “off-site” meeting for the entire staff at the Garden Court, a small luxury hotel in Palo Alto, Steve brought in aikido masters to conduct an hour-long demonstration and explanation of their art. The Next employees realized that this martial-arts class was supposed to be a metaphor for their relationship to the rest of the industry. Like an aikido master, Steve wanted them to deflect the hostility and negative energy of the outside world and turn it into their own positive force or energy. He never explicitly made the connection; that would have been too heavy-handed. But the Next people understood the subtle message, and it impressed them so much that they would remember it for many years. What other business executive would think of something so creative and original?

He was Good Steve at least as often as he was Bad Steve, and probably more often, but the Bad Steve episodes began to color his reputation. Even a single anecdote of humiliation would be passed along like a virus through gossip and storytelling and would add a negative strand to his evolving image. He was no longer just the admirable wunderkind; by now, he was also known as an enfant terrible.

• • •

SOMETIMES THE BAD STEVE persona was simply a theatrical mask that he could put on at will whenever he thought it would get results. Once, when they were still at Apple, Susan Barnes walked over to ask Steve to sign some papers. As she stood at the side of his cubicle, she saw that he was screaming into the phone, shouting a stream of derogatory and obscene epithets while hyperventilating as if he were about to be overcome by a heart attack. Then he hung up, the tension instantly disappeared, and he began laughing, obviously pleased with his dramatic performance.

“Well, we’ll see if that method works!” he said optimistically.

Most of the time, though, when Steve seemed angry or upset, he wasn’t acting. His passion and his perfectionism would plague him with intense aggravation when his people couldn’t grasp his grand visions or figure out how to fulfill them. “His frustration level would build up when he thought that he was the only one who got it,” Susan recalls.

Steve’s people reacted to his foul temper and his foul language in a variety of ways. Sometimes they simply tried to ignore him. Susan once asked Bud Tribble: “When he’s screaming at you because the software isn’t done, does that upset you?”

“No,” Bud said. “Steve can scream at the sun but that’s not going to get the sun to set any sooner.”

Bud could be preternaturally even-tempered, a quiet, thoughtful guy with the self-confidence that comes from great mastery of a craft. A few other Next executives were also able to listen calmly to Steve’s outbursts. They believed that Steve was simply a passionate soul given to hyperbole, so his fiery words needed to be discounted from their face value, translated to find their real message. “When Steve says you’re an idiot, that doesn’t mean he thinks you’re an idiot,” says David Wertheimer. “It means he disagrees with you.”

Some members of Steve’s inner circle had a harder time controlling their own emotions when they got into confrontations with their leader. “He told me: ’Susan, when you’re upset, you’re not articulate,’” recalls Susan Barnes. “The same is true of Steve. But when he’s upset, it’s for a reason. Steve had brutal delivery mechanisms, but if you listened through his yelling, Steve had good ideas. And Steve is a rare person because even if he’s really mad at you, you can hang up and later he’ll call you and talk more calmly.”

Another trick to working well with Steve was understanding that while he was a smart, ruthless editor of other people’s ideas, he desperately needed other people to be smart, ruthless editors of his own constant onslaught of brainstorms. “Steve’s great strength is throwing out a hundred ideas and ninety-nine are stupid but one is great,” says Susan Barnes. If she thought his latest idea was stupid, she would just ignore it. “That’s what I like about you,” he once said. “If I tell you to do something, you either do it or not.”

• • •

STEVE WAS PRONE to speaking with radical honesty, raw and uncensored and undiplomatic. He often seemed like a child who hadn’t learned that he wasn’t supposed to say out loud exactly what he was thinking. When French president François Mitterrand held a formal dinner during a visit to California, Steve didn’t want to partake in the refined French cuisine. He asked Mitterrand whether he could have some pasta instead, since he had recently been to Tuscany and enjoyed such great pasta there. Imagine, the outrageousness! Asking the French leader for Italian food!

Once he abruptly interrupted his business partner Heidi Roizen in the middle of a negotiation and asked her whether she was really a blonde.

“Do you color your hair?” he asked. “Why do you color your hair? What color is it naturally?”

Another time they bumped into each other and Steve said: “Have you gained weight?” And when Heidi introduced Steve to her mother, he blurted out: “So, you’re Heidi’s mother? What drugs were you on when you conceived her?”

Whether with a head of state or a corporate colleague or a personal friend, he was astonishingly uninhibited, but his wide-eyed questions often seemed more innocent than insolent, and his unconventional behavior almost always passed without repercussions.

Steve’s colleagues learned to accept and even to appreciate his bizarre frankness, his disarming directness, his aura of what-you-see-is-what-you-get. “Working with him you never felt that you were getting false praise or that he was being gracious to you when he was really mad at you,” says Susan Barnes. While the Next insiders came to understand Steve’s personality, they were always fearful that his childlike antics would embarrass them in front of outsiders and jeopardize their most important business relationships. Before Susan took Steve for meetings with investment bankers on Wall Street, she gave him a warning speech during the flight to New York, as if she were a mother imploring a rambunctious five-year-old to be on his best behavior in the presence of adults.

“You’re going to be good,” she instructed. “You’re not going to tell them that their suits are lousy or their food is lousy.”

It worked. He behaved.

The odd thing was that Steve wasn’t the stereotypically introverted nerd who lacked social skills and simply didn’t know how to comport himself. He knew. When he wanted to charm, no one was more charming. Susan thinks that Steve persisted with his innocent-insolent routine because ninety-nine times out of a hundred he got away with it. He wasn’t entirely innocent. He used the rude-child persona to disarm other powerful people, to make them slightly uncomfortable and thus give himself a subtle advantage.

• • •

STEVE ACTED WITH extraordinary chutzpah—a posture of nerve and brazenness reinforced by a presumptuous sense of entitlement—and the people who worked with him either had to respond in kind or acquiesce to his dominating will. The result was that his inner circle sometimes seemed like the archetypal Jewish family that was bound by unspoken love but thrived on acrimonious confrontation. One of the young superstars of Next’s software team was Avie Tevanian, a brilliant Ph.D. from Carnegie Mellon. Avie’s persona was gentle, quiet, and a bit shy, but when Steve tested him Avie could defend himself unyieldingly.

“Steve, you’re just wrong!” he’d say.

“Avie, you’re missing the entire point.”

“No, you’re just wrong.”

Avie could wrangle acrimoniously with his leader because Steve had so much respect for his talents. Similarly, Steve had great admiration for a Next employee named Susan Kare, a young artist and graphic designer who had created the friendly “icons” for the Macintosh. Susan’s colleagues marveled at how confidently she could hold her positions against Steve. Though her personality was usually sweet and huggy, she wasn’t afraid to speak out with brutal sarcasm or to say, “Steve, you’re full of shit,” in front of the whole crew. But the confrontations were so emotionally draining that sometimes she would call friends in the industry and confess that she had spent the morning crying in the bathroom.

For Andy Cunningham, Next’s public relations consultant, working with Steve was like a master class in self-assertiveness and spine. One day Steve called Andy into the conference room at Deer Creek Road for a meeting with him and Susan Barnes.

“We called you here because we’re not happy with your work and we’re going to fire you,” Steve said.

Fire her? For a smallish startup company that still hadn’t shipped a product or revealed more than the vaguest conception of what it was doing, Next had received a surfeit of publicity. It was the subject of big articles in all the major magazines: Newsweek, Time, Fortune, Business Week. And still, Steve wasn’t satisfied? He was firing her?

Andy looked at Susan Barnes, who nodded but remained silent.

“What about my bills?” Andy asked. Next owed her $25,000, which was a lot of money for her. She was in her twenties and hadn’t been working for herself for very long.

Steve said coolly: We’re not going to pay because we’re unhappy with your work.

Andy was nearly in tears as she left the building and drove home. That night, she asked her husband what she should do.

“Talk to Regis,” he said.

Regis was her old mentor, Regis McKenna, a shrewd, polished Silicon Valley veteran who had been Steve’s marketing guru in the early days at Apple. Andy had learned her profession at Regis’s large p.r. agency before deciding to open her own small firm.

Andy approached Regis.

He said: “You’ve got to think of what you have over Steve Jobs.”

I don’t have anything over Steve Jobs, she thought. I’m just a kid starting out on my own. He’s a powerful person, a legend in the industry.

“If you know something he doesn’t know, you’re in great shape,” Regis advised.

Then Andy finally grasped what she had.

She went back for another meeting with Steve.

She summoned her bravado and said: “I talk to members of the business press fifteen times a day, and they’re always asking me: ’What is Steve Jobs really like?’”

Steve went for his checkbook and paid her the $25,000 right away.

It wouldn’t be long before he would try to hire her back.

• • •

CONFRONTATION was a basic requirement for Steve’s colleagues. So was commitment. Steve’s life was overwhelmed by his work, and he expected the same of his people. At times it seemed that he didn’t realize how hard he was pushing them, or how hard they were pushing themselves. In the autumn of 1986, he assembled the several dozen Next staffers and exhorted them to work nights and weekends until Christmas, when they could take a week off. Someone said: “Steve, we already are working nights and weekends.” Steve would schedule meetings for Saturdays, seemingly unaware that Dan’l Lewin had a wife and young children to be with then. Dan’l would bravely say, “I’m unavailable.”

• • •

FOR THE FULL DECADE of his life since college, Steve’s obsession with his work had put extraordinary stress on his friendships and romances. At twenty-two, when he moved into the Rancho Suburbio house-share with Dan Kottke, his best male friend, and Chris-Ann, the only serious girlfriend he had ever had, Chris-Ann was still in love with him. But by then Steve had been transformed by his newfound sense of destiny. “From the time Apple started, Steve was never interested in Chris-Ann,” recalls Dan. “It was clear to me that he was never emotionally involved with her. He was emotionally involved in his company.”

While he felt wedded to his work, his libido remained healthy. On a visit to the offices of the Regis McKenna agency, Steve met a public relations consultant named Barbara Jasinski. She was half Eastern European, half Southeast Asian, with striking dark hair and high cheekbones, a model-like beauty in comparison to Chris-Ann’s hippie-chick variation on the girl-next-door. “She made a big impression on him the first day he met her,” recalls Dan.

Steve and Barbara began a romantic relationship, and Steve essentially lived in Barbara’s shack in the mountains. Sometime during that period, Chris-Ann became pregnant and insisted that the child was Steve’s. When he didn’t seem to care, she reacted with violent outbursts. She threw plates at him, scrawled angry words in charcoal on the walls of the bedroom where he hardly ever slept. Steve denied his parentage and refused his support, even though some of his most trusted friends—including Dan Kottke and Elizabeth Holmes—believed that he was the father. They couldn’t understand how the Steve they knew, who had struggled emotionally for so many years with the knowledge of his own abandonment and adoption, could make an orphan of his own child. They had trouble thinking that the Steve they knew—honest, generous, sharing, empathetic, spiritual, searching—would deny his role and refuse his responsibility. It was bad karma.

Chris-Ann went off to the commune in Oregon, the All-One Farm, where she gave birth to Lisa in 1978. But soon the mother and daughter were back in northern California, living on welfare. The county sued Steve for child support and subjected him to a blood test at UCLA, which determined a 94.4 percent probability that he was the father. Still, he doggedly denied his parentage and refused to provide financial support. Chris-Ann asked for a settlement of $20,000, a sliver of Steve’s paper wealth. His colleagues on the Apple board implored him to settle. They worried about the potential for adverse publicity, especially since the company was preparing to go public. Just before Apple’s initial public offering in 1980, Steve finally agreed to pay $385 a month in child support.

The Chris-Ann story remained quiet, but as Steve’s celebrity grew, it was inevitable that it would be revealed. In 1982, Time’s San Francisco correspondent, an affable Oxford graduate named Michael Moritz, interviewed Steve for a story on American entrepreneurs. Steve’s portrait ran on the magazine’s cover. Soon after, Steve agreed to give him unhindered access to write a behind-the-scenes book about Apple. Michael interviewed Dan Kottke, who talked about the episodes with Chris-Ann and Lisa. Dan didn’t think that he was revealing anything that wasn’t public knowledge: he thought the story had run in the local newspapers, and surely it was openly discussed by all the other Apple insiders.

As 1982 came to a close, Steve knew that Time was planning to make him its “Man of the Year” for his role in the computer revolution. Then Moritz informed his editors about the darker side of Steve’s personality. So the issue was published with “the computer” as “Machine of the Year.” The cover story was followed by a shorter three-page piece on Steve, an accurate, well-balanced portrait that described his accomplishments as well as his autocratic bent. It also revealed his prolonged refusal to support his out-of-wedlock child.

Steve was enraged. He gathered together the entire Macintosh team and accused Dan Kottke of betrayal. The two men had been the closest of friends in college. They had dropped acid together and traveled to India together. They had worked side by side in the now-legendary garage. But from that day onward, Steve would no longer talk to Dan.

• • •

WHILE HIS EX-GIRLFRIEND Chris-Ann had shared his interest in the counterculture, Barbara was part of the realm of business and technology, where Steve was now immersed. He could take Barbara along with him on social outings with techno-geniuses like his buddy Bob Metcalfe, an MIT Ph.D. who had done breakthrough work in computer science. Steve and Bob were neighbors in Woodside and they liked to double-date together, driving up to San Francisco and staying over at Bob’s crash pad there. Once, on the way home, they pulled onto the shoulder and struggled trying to replace a flat. There they were, the father of the personal computer and the father of computer networking, and neither of them was any good at changing a tire.

Bob invited Steve and Barbara to his wedding in 1980, but Steve didn’t RSVP either way. Bob and his fiancée, Robyn, had no idea whether Steve was going to show up. He knew that Steve was always oddly noncommittal about coming to public events.

As Steve and Barbara made their unexpected entrance at the little white church in Woodside, the crowd was instantly captivated by the celebrity among them and his companion. “When Steve showed up with such a really gorgeous woman, devastatingly attractive, it was almost like Robyn and I were irrelevant,” Bob would recall two decades later. “To this day, people say, ’Yeah, I remember your wedding. Steve Jobs was there!’”

• • •

STEVE AND BARBARA were a brilliant couple, but their romance was frustrated by Steve’s nearly messianic sense of mission. Their contractor, Jamis MacNiven, recalls the couple’s interaction as “stormy.” Steve would call his confidant Elizabeth Holmes, one of his closest friends from Reed College, and talk about the relationship. “Barbara was first of all beautiful, physically striking, very intelligent,” Elizabeth recalls. “She had this steel spine. You could push her so far and no further. I think she was a bit bewildered by Steve. She was genuinely in love with Steve, and she liked the life, but Steve was so driven in those years. He was just focused on what he was doing, and he had a sense of destiny.”

Elizabeth herself was in the mold of Steve’s girlfriends, a bright, creative woman, fascinated by the counterculture, who had a striking appearance (five ten and slender, with beautiful blond hair). They were never involved romantically: she was Dan Kottke’s girlfriend in college and for a while after. But Steve had a kind of brotherly affection for her, and they often talked about life. Over the years, one of Steve’s favorite topics of conversation was the importance of finding the right woman. Elizabeth wasn’t convinced that he was ready for the “wear and tear” of an intense relationship. She suspected that it would be easier for Steve to fall for women who were in awe of his renown. Instead, it turned out that Steve was the one who was in awe of other celebrities.

In the early 1980s, Steve and Barbara went together to a Joan Baez concert on a lawn of the Stanford campus, where they picnicked with Dan Kottke and Elizabeth Holmes. Before long, Steve would abruptly end his relationship with Barbara and begin an affair with the charismatic singer-activist. Then came Steve’s period of courting New York women. In late 1984 he told Business Week that he liked “young, superintelligent, artistic women.” He added: “I think they’re in New York rather than Silicon Valley.”

But soon afterward he did meet a Silicon Valley woman and began a relationship that would last, on and off, tempestuously, for five years. Christina Redse was a graphic designer who had worked for computer makers such as Osborne and Hewlett-Packard. People often said that she looked like a young Daryl Hannah, a Hollywood starlet of the day, but they added that Tina was even prettier. She was strangely beautiful in an utterly unpretentious, earthy way. She didn’t wear makeup and she almost always dressed in blue jeans and a simple black T-shirt that contrasted starkly with her fair skin and her extremely blond hair. Her friends remember the one time she wore a dress, for a company dinner, and how awkward she looked that night, as if her natural beauty was somehow diminished or corrupted by the formality. She dressed almost like a twin to Steve, who had taken to the bohemian artists’ uniform of Levi’s and turtlenecks. And the sexual chemistry between the two of them was intense and palpable. Many years later, Next veterans would still recall the couple’s passionate “make-out sessions” in the Deer Creek lobby. At what other company would the chief executive be seen acting that way?

Like Barbara before her, Tina had the strong and fiery will that Steve needed from the people around him, whether they were his lovers or his business colleagues. Tina was unimpressed by his wealth and uninterested in his financial help. She was determined to live on her own modest means. When Steve bought her a new car, Tina was so mad at him that as she rushed to drive away from the Deer Creek parking lot, she shifted into reverse instead of drive and crashed against the building, totaling the vehicle.

Tina would try living with Steve for a while in the nearly barren Woodside mansion but she wasn’t happy there. When she told Heidi Roizen that she had moved out once again, Heidi asked why.

“Because I’m tired of living in a house with no furniture,” Tina said. She had lived there for a year without even a living-room couch, but Steve wouldn’t let her buy furniture.

Tina was young and artistic and intelligent, if not “superintelligent,” but she didn’t share Steve’s ambitiousness. “Tina wasn’t hard-driving at all,” recalls Heidi Roizen. “She was smart, but it wasn’t connected in a directed way. Tina would work capably on things but she didn’t have a CEO mentality.” She was lax enough that she was surprised when Pacific Bell disconnected her phone because she hadn’t paid the bill. She was also a gentle idealistic soul. While Steve worked on Next, she volunteered to help people with mental disabilities. She was a hippie chick, like Chris-Ann, and an industry insider, like Barbara.

• • •

WHILE HE WAS PURSUING his romance with Tina, he was also getting to know two other women who would become vitally important to his life: his sister and his daughter.

In the early 1980s, Steve finally discovered his biological family, whose identity had always been a mystery to him. He found that his mother, Joanne Simpson, had been a speech therapist in Green Bay, Wisconsin. His father was a political science professor of Middle Eastern heritage. Steve was born out of wedlock in 1955, and they immediately put him up for adoption. Within two and a half years, though, they had married and Joanne had given birth to a daughter, Mona Simpson, whom she kept and raised.

When Steve met his sister in the early 1980s, she was living in Manhattan and beginning a career as a novelist. She studied fiction writing in the prestigious Masters of Fine Arts program at Columbia University and worked as an editorial assistant for The Paris Review while she completed her first novel, Anywhere But Here. It was the story of the relationship between a quirky, egotistical mother and her teenage daughter as they move to Los Angeles and build a new life without the father. The novel was funny, emotional, acutely observed, gracefully written, and transparently autobiographical.

“My sister’s a writer!” Steve exclaimed to Elizabeth Holmes with the utmost delight, as if he had found genetic confirmation for his own innate artistry and specialness. He was thrilled that Mona was in so many ways a reflection of himself: extraordinarily intelligent, driven, creative, and intense. They even looked very much alike, both lean and angular and dark-haired. It was a little like a feature that ran every month in Spy magazine, called “Separated At Birth,” that matched photos of two celebrities to reveal an unexpected resemblance. The difference was that Steve and Mona really were separated at birth.

Steve had never gotten along that well or felt particularly close to his younger sister Patti, who was also adopted. Paul and Clara Jobs had wanted children so much that they adopted two of them, and as parents they were unfailingly loving, supportive, and self-sacrificing. They even let their college-dropout son take over their small house for his screwy idea of starting a company. They were good people, earnest and hardworking, but they weren’t intellectuals or artists (and neither was Patti). Steve returned their love and accepted them as his “real” parents, but he had always been deeply troubled by the fact of his adoption, the mystery of why he was abandoned. Discovering Mona was a way of more fully understanding himself, perhaps even envisioning what his life could have been like if he had been born in the home of a professor rather than that of a blue-collar worker.

In 1987, the editor of The Paris Review, George Plimpton, threw a party at his Manhattan townhouse to celebrate the publication of Anywhere But Here. Mona made her entrance along with the two people to whom the book was dedicated: her mother, Joanne, and the man she introduced as her brother, Steve Jobs. The Steve Jobs. His identity was a revelation even to the well-informed elite of Manhattan’s media circles. Mona’s famous literary agent, Amanda “Binky” Urban, later told the New York Times: “I had known Mona for quite a while. She had said she had a brother who worked in the computer industry. But that party was the first time I learned that her brother was Steve Jobs.”

Anywhere But Here was a publishing rarity, a finely crafted “literary” novel that was both a critical success and a strong seller. It established Mona as one of the most promising novelists of her generation. Steve was so proud of his sister’s work that he filled one of his office’s bookshelves with copies and gave them out freely to his colleagues. Mona began composing her prose on a Macintosh.

Mona became very close to Steve and to the other women in his life. Mona spent time in northern California and got to know his adoptive mother, Clara, before she succumbed to cancer in 1986 after a prolonged illness. Her death had a profound and enduring effect on Steve. Some years later, when he heard that his friend Heidi Roizen’s father had died, he would rush to her house and sit with her for hours, listening to her with the concern and empathy of someone who deeply understood her loss and her need for catharsis.

Mona developed a friendship with Tina. She also spent time with Chris-Ann and Lisa, who turned nine in 1987. Steve had finally overcome his denial and accepted the sweet precocious little girl as his daughter. He brought her to the Next offices. As Steve’s colleagues walked by, she sprang cartwheels through the hallways, gleefully shouting “Look at me!” in her high-pitched voice. He was trying to get more involved in her life. It was happening slowly, fitfully, and a bit awkwardly, but it was happening.

Steve himself was growing up.

Steve was intensely private about his family and especially protective about the women who loved him. One of his public relations consultants from that period recalls: “We knew Tina but we were admonished severely never to talk about her or about Mona.” They were off-limits to reporters, and details about their relationships with Steve never appeared in the media. But there was one thing that Steve couldn’t possibly control:

Mona drew on her closest personal relationships for her autobiographical fiction. And Mona was remembering everything.

• • •

IN 1987, as Steve began resolving the conflicts in his personal life, he was still driven by the intense need for vindication in his career. His passionate work and his accomplishments at Next remained shrouded by self-imposed secrecy; meanwhile, no one in the industry could ignore the stunning comeback that Apple was making in his conspicuous absence. When Steve left the company, Apple’s stock was trading below $10. He dumped his seven million shares quietly, in staggered sales over several months, always at prices under $15. By early 1986, he had disposed of all but one share, which he held on to as a symbolic gesture. As a financial maneuver his timing was remarkably bad. The stock began climbing. Before the start of 1987 it surpassed $20 a share. Within months it rocketed to a high of nearly $60 before settling in the mid-$40s for most of 1988. With Steve out of his way, Sculley had doubled Apple’s sales, tripled its profits, quadrupled its stock price, and restored the faith of Wall Street, and he did it all in the brief period of only three years.

But Steve’s earlier struggles were at least partly responsible for Apple’s renewed success: his cherished creation, the Macintosh, was enjoying an impressive resurgence. Steve was looking on: he talked about Apple “like a proud father,” recalls Bud Tribble. There were hints that he quietly yearned to be asked to come back to Apple now that the swift course of history had proved him right, a latter-day Napoleon returning from Elba.

In 1987, a high-ranking Apple executive named Larry Tesler called Steve, albeit accidentally. Larry wanted to offer a consulting contract to a Macintosh software developer named Steve Jasik. He looked through his phone directory, and his eyes fixed not on the correct number but on the very next number in the alphabetical listing. Unknowingly he dialed the digits for Steve Jobs, not Steve Jasik. He heard an answering machine tape:

“This is Steve. Leave a message.”

“Steve, I want to talk to you about a job.”

A while later, when Larry was out, there was a response from Steve Jobs.

“Larry, I got your message, and I have one question. Are you talking about you coming to Next or me going to Apple?”

In reality, Apple didn’t want him back. Many people argued that the Mac’s triumph came about because of the undoing of Steve’s worst decision. The Mac was saved by the phenomenon of “desktop publishing,” as artists and designers used the machine to print homemade newsletters and magazines and brochures with stylish graphics. And desktop publishing was only practical if you could open up the casing of your Macintosh and load in all kinds of extra memory cards and graphic boards and such. Steve had demanded that the Mac’s case be bolted closed. He viewed the Mac as his finished product, an artistic creation that shouldn’t be tampered with. Sculley turned it into the equivalent of a hot rod with an engine that could be souped up for better performance by kids who liked to tinker under the hood. That’s what proved to be the salvation of the computer and the company.

Steve’s bitterness toward John Sculley remained intense. Bob Metcalfe, a friend and neighbor of the two men, invited them to his big Christmas party at his mansion in Woodside. Steve and John both showed up, but they were so unhappy to be in each other’s presence that they spent the evening on opposite sides of the house. The tension between them was only exacerbated when Sculley published his book, Odyssey, a detailed account of their friendship, their falling out, and his own subsequent success.

With Sculley redeemed and Apple resurgent, the pressure intensified for Steve to unveil something great. His people felt the worsening stress. When Steve took them to a resort for another “off-site” retreat, he put a transparency on the overhead projector. It was a list of the problems they faced. At the top Steve had written: “Deep Shit.” That wasn’t all. He removed the transparency and replaced it with another one: “Ankle Deep Shit.”

His perfectionism raged. He was obsessed with minute details that no one else in the computer business was even slightly concerned about. Even the hidden electronic guts of the Next computer—the “motherboard”—had to have a clever, visually appealing design.

“Who’s ever going to see the inside?” one of the Next designers asked.

“I will,” Steve said.

Sometimes his quest for creativity had comical results, like when he searched for the most innovative designers of the day to create the shape and look of his new machine. He noticed a London firm that won a contest for its styling of a flashlight, and he hired the firm to build a prototype for the Next computer. When the work was completed, Steve and Bud Tribble flew to London. They sat in a conference room looking at a shrouded form on the table. These guys had the same sense of drama as Steve did! The British designers talked at length about the thinking that informed their approach. Then, finally, they pulled off the shroud and revealed . . . a computer in the shape of a human head! Steve was shocked, appalled. He had flown thirteen hours from San Francisco to London for . . . this?

Finally Steve ended his search for new talent and wound up rehiring the industrial designer of the Macintosh, Hartmut Esslinger of the German firm frogdesign. But his new creation couldn’t look at all like the Mac. It had to be radically different, radically better.

• • •

IN THE SUMMER OF 1988, Steve’s on-and-off artistic muse, Susan Kare, had a ridiculously large bulge under her coat as she walked through Sausalito to the apartment of one of her favorite photographers. Steve had insisted on secrecy. No one from the outside was allowed to see the Next computer. But Susan needed to have some publicity stills taken so they’d be ready for the unveiling in September. So she covered the prototype with her coat, which made her look as though she were in an advanced stage of pregnancy. With twins.

Safely inside the apartment, she pulled away the garment to reveal an oddly beautiful box of the sleekest blackest magnesium. It was a perfect cube, exactly twelve inches long and wide and deep. It looked like abstract minimalist sculpture, but it housed the complex circuitry of the computer. The monitor was also black and starkly elegant. Steve had wanted the black Porsche of computers, and that’s what he finally got.

Susan didn’t like it. She thought it was too much. As the photographer planned the lighting and the camera angles, she treated him to a sarcastic critique of the design. It was the Terminator look, the clichéd boys-and-their-toys aesthetic. She despised how it shouted ne plus ultra, like a gadget from the Sharper Image catalog. It didn’t have any of the virtues of the Macintosh, which seemed so accessible, friendly, even cuddly and lovable. The Next machine was very elegant, yes, but it also looked intimidating, even forbidding. It was the Death Star of computers.

As the photographer readied to shoot, Susan took out a bunch of children’s toys, playful little dinosaurs in bright colors. She arranged the figurines on top of the austere black box. It was a whimsical gesture, her own subversive way of restoring the softer human element that she loved.

The camera clicked and clicked.

• • •

THAT SUMMER, Steve would drive through the mountains to San Francisco and camp out at Susan Kare’s old Victorian house. They worked together preparing the graphics that he would show during his speech onstage for the Next unveiling. Susan’s husband, Jay, would work the espresso machine and bring them café lattes as Steve sat there, obsessed with finding the perfect shade of green for the background color of his slides. He looked at twenty-seven subtly different hues before determining the color that would be precisely right.

He put equal care into composing his text. “Every slide was written like a piece of poetry,” recalls Paul Vais, a Next executive who worked closely with Steve on the event. “We spent hours on what most people would consider low-level detail. Steve would labor over the presentation. We’d try to orchestrate and choreograph everything and make it more alive than it really is.” Steve wanted to achieve a powerful visual impact. So they paid $60,000 for the video projectors used at rock concerts. Steve wanted to show off the Next computer’s ability to play stereo-quality music, an astonishing capability at a time when most personal computers couldn’t honk out more than a few crude beeps. He wanted a setting with superb acoustics, so he rented the Davies Symphony Hall in San Francisco. He even hired the symphony’s principal violinist to play a Bach duet with the computer.

As the launch approached, Steve was plagued by nervousness, and his scrutiny of fine details remained relentless and obsessive. He read all the copy for every advertisement that would go out for the computer. He approved the invitation list, vetting everyone who would get a coveted ticket for one of the three thousand seats. He even edited the menu for lunch.

The night before the event, he assembled his two hundred employees for a kind of locker-room inspirational speech. He began by closing his palms together in front of him, as if he were praying in church. They knew that gesture well. It was Steve’s signal that he was plotting something, that he was scheming about his next move, that he was up to something slyly conspiratorial and they were about to be let in on the whispered secret.

Tomorrow he would talk publicly of his lofty vision of a computer that could revolutionize higher education, a noble goal, and no one would doubt his sincerity. Tonight, though, he spoke of his own dark personal vendetta, which was equally honest.

He locked his praying hands and he spoke bitterly about Apple.

“We’re going to get our revenge,” he told them.

“We’re going to kick their ass.”
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