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For Lee, with love

—P. L.


Click. Boom. Amazing!

—Steve Jobs (Macworld Expo, 2006)



INTRODUCTION

CONNECTING THE DOTS

HOW DID A YOUNG BOY who was a Little terror in elementary school, a first-class prankster, and a college dropout grow up to become a man who not only led one of the world’s most innovative companies but was also revered for his brilliant creations?

By following his passions, Steve Jobs created one world-famous company, Apple Inc., and nurtured another, Pixar Studios. Along the way, he revolutionized home computers and the music and telephone industries and helped bring computer-animated films like Toy Story and WALL-E to life. With a team of technical artists like himself, he produced the iPod, the iPhone, and the iPad.

Perhaps Steve would say it’s because he connected the dots in his life.

As an adult, he said of those dots, “You can only connect them looking backwards. So you have to trust that the dots will somehow connect in your future. You have to trust in something—your gut, destiny, life, karma. . . . And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition.”



CHAPTER 1

BEGINNINGS

GIVING UP A CHILD FOR adoption has to be an extraordinarily difficult and heart-wrenching decision. But in 1955, one particular couple felt they had no choice.

Abdulfattah “John” Jandali and Joanne Scheible were graduate students at the University of Wisconsin who wanted desperately to complete their education. They believed their studies would end, their subsequent careers would be nonexistent, if they chose to keep their child. And so, in San Francisco, California, on February 24, 1955, when their baby boy was born, they put him up for adoption.

Joanne Scheible, the baby’s birth mother, felt strongly that the adoptive parents had to be college graduates. Her first choice was a lawyer and his wife. But that couple wanted a girl.

The next family on the adoption agency’s list was Clara and Paul Jobs. They were delighted to adopt either a boy or a girl and open their home and their hearts to this infant.

The Jobses—unbeknownst to Joanna Scheible at first—were not college graduates. Clara Jobs had only finished high school. She worked as an accountant. Paul Jobs hadn’t even completed high school. He had served in the coast guard during World War II and worked as a machinist.

When Joanne Scheible discovered that the Jobses weren’t college graduates, she revised her conditions: In order for the adoption to go through, they had to promise they would send the child to college. The Jobses simply wanted to nurture and love their baby boy. How they would pay for his education was a question they would tackle in the future. But promise they did. Papers were signed and the adoption became official. A family was born. They named their son Steven Paul Jobs.

At the time of the adoption, Paul and Clara lived in a small apartment in San Francisco. Soon after Steven came into their lives, they moved to an inexpensive rental home in South San Francisco. In 1958 the Jobses added to their family once again when they adopted a baby girl, whom they named Patty.

In 1960, when Steve was five, Paul’s job transfer brought his family to a modest three-bedroom rental house in Mountain View, California—a new suburban area south of San Francisco, where small houses and new businesses were quickly developing.

Steve was inquisitive, energetic, and imaginative. As a toddler, he often woke up at four o’clock in the morning. To make sure they could get their rest, his parents bought him a rocking horse to play with. They also put a phonograph in his room with records by Little Richard, a rock-and-roll singer popular in the 1950s. Maybe Little Richard was their favorite artist and that’s why they chose his music. But it was an interesting choice: Little Richard’s songs, from “Good Golly, Miss Molly” to “Tutti Frutti,” were fast-paced and loud—not exactly music to relax to. During those few early morning hours, their son could safely “rock” in more ways than one.

Many women in the 1950s were stay-at-home mothers, and Steve was fortunate that Clara was able to spend a great deal of time with him, even teaching him to read before he started school. When not at work, Paul was a constant presence in Steve’s life too.

“I was very lucky. . . . My father, Paul, was a pretty remarkable man. . . . He was a machinist by trade and worked very hard and was kind of a genius with his hands. . . . He . . . showed me how to use a hammer and saw and how to build things. It really was very good for me. He spent a lot of time with me.”

Paul had a workbench in his garage, and when Steve was about five or six years old, his father sectioned off a part of it for him. “Steve, this is your workbench now,” he said. He kept his tools and workbench clean and in perfect order, and while many parents might have been reluctant to let a young child “invade their space,” Paul welcomed Steve to share his tools, his space, and his own joy in creating.

Paul liked to buy old cars, fix them up, and sell them. Refurbishing those cars gave him some experience working with a car’s electronics parts and exposed Steve to the auto’s inner workings. Paul passed along not only his fascination with electronics but also his pride in workmanship. He often told his son that when building something, every part should be well made and put together with precision and care, whether the part showed or not.

Steve said of his father, “He can fix anything and make it work and take any mechanical thing apart and get it back together. That was my first glimpse of it. I started to gravitate more toward electronics, and he used to get me things I could take apart and put back together.”

Even though Steve knew how to read and build things when he started at Monta Loma Elementary School in Mountain View, it was still a difficult time for him. “School was pretty hard for me at the beginning. . . . When I got there I really just wanted to do two things: I wanted to read books, because I loved reading books, and I wanted to go outside and chase butterflies. You know, do the things that five-year-olds like to do.”

It’s possible he didn’t have teachers who knew how to reach—or teach—him. And it’s possible that the controlled, structured environment—having to sit still at a desk from early morning until midafternoon—was uninviting and a challenge for Steve. He said of that time, “I encountered authority of a different kind than I had ever encountered before, and I did not like it. And they really almost got me. They came close to really beating any curiosity out of me.”

Also, Steve was a bit of a loner, used to getting his own way. When something didn’t go as he wished at home, he’d storm off and cry. Those qualities may have made it more difficult for him to fit in with his classmates at school. His way of dealing with the day-to-day life at school that he thought was boring and a waste of his time was to make mischief. Lots of it.

In third grade Steve’s partner in crime was his buddy Rick Ferrentino. They let snakes loose in the classroom and set explosives off in the teacher’s desk. With Rick, more complex pranks were possible.

Outside the school, all the kids’ bikes were lined up and locked in the bike racks. Steve and Rick found out who owned each bike and traded their own bike lock combinations for that person’s combination. When they amassed all the combinations for each of the bike locks, they went into action.

They opened every bike lock and reattached it to someone else’s bike. When school was dismissed and the kids went to open their locks, they couldn’t figure out why their locks weren’t opening. Steve recalled the outcome years later: “It took them until about ten o’clock that night to get all the bikes sorted out.”

In fourth grade the principal was determined to separate the two boys. By chance, Mrs. Imogene “Teddy” Hill, who taught an advanced fourth-grade class, volunteered to take one of the boys. She was assigned to be Steve’s teacher. He would later remember her as “one of the other saints of my life.”

Imogene Hill followed her own instincts growing up. At the age of three, she acted onstage and went by the name “Little Imogene.” She was part of a sister-and-brother dancing act and was described as being a bundle of energy. She kept up her love of acting even in college.

She was now a married woman and a dedicated teacher. Perhaps her love of theater and performing made her an unorthodox teacher. Or perhaps she was simply a passionate teacher who wanted to inspire every student in her classroom. Whatever it was, she must have been sizing up this particular fourth-grade boy to figure out how to reach him.

After the first few weeks of school, she approached Steve with a challenge: If he took a math workbook home, completed it all on his own, and got 80 percent of it correct, she’d give him a huge lollipop and five dollars. Steve responded. He accepted the challenge, succeeded, and got the candy and the five dollars. He said, “She got hip to my whole situation in about a month and kindled a passion in me for learning things.”

As Jobs recalled, “She got me kits for making cameras. I ground my own lens and made a camera. . . . I think I probably learned more academically that one year than I’ve ever learned in my life.”

Fourth grade with Mrs. Hill has to be considered a turning point in Steve’s life. In a 1995 interview he said, “I’m a hundred percent sure that if it hadn’t been for Mrs. Hill in fourth grade and a few others, I absolutely would have ended up in jail. I could see those tendencies in myself to have a certain energy to do something. It could have been directed at doing something interesting that other people thought was a good idea or doing something interesting that other people maybe didn’t like so much.” He went on to say, “When you’re young, a little bit of course correction goes a long way.”

At the end of the school year, Steve had done so well academically that the administrators had him tested. He scored so high that the school system wanted to advance this former troublemaker directly to high school.

Luckily for Steve, his parents thought sending an eleven-year-old to high school was a terrible idea. They agreed to have him skip one grade (fifth) but no more than that. So, in the fall of 1966, Steve entered sixth grade at Crittenden Middle School in Mountain View.



CHAPTER 2

LEARNING IN A GARAGE

MOUNTAIN VIEW GAVE STEVE A Plethora of educational opportunities outside of school. It was a place where Steve, with his intellect and single-minded interest in anything electrical and electronic, could feed his curiosity.

In order to understand how and why the Jobses’ neighborhood and the surrounding area was so important and influential to Steve’s development, it’s necessary to go back to the year after Steve was born—1956.

This was the year that scientist William Bradford Shockley, along with John Bardeen and Walter H. Brattain, won the Nobel Prize in Physics “for their researches on semiconductors and their discovery of the transistor effect.” A transistor is the fundamental building block of modern electronic devices. It revolutionized the electronics field and paved the way for smaller and less expensive radios, calculators, and computers.

Shortly after winning the Nobel Prize, Shockley moved back to his hometown of Palo Alto, in the valley area south of San Francisco. He was to head a company called Shockley Semiconductor Laboratory, which was to be located in Mountain View. One of the products they worked on was this relatively new device—a transistor. Shockley was at the forefront of using silicon as a semiconductor for these transistors.

Shockley’s company stood alongside other institutions and companies that were starting out or already based nearby. This northern spot in California was an ideal location for burgeoning industries. The United States government’s space program, NASA (National Aeronautics and Space Administration), was also in high gear at this time. Lockheed, the aeronautics firm and a major NASA contractor, had a significant presence in this part of the country. And two famous local men, Bill Hewlett and Dave Packard (who started their business in a garage), located their electronics company, Hewlett-Packard, in Palo Alto.

As business boomed, young professionals—professors, engineers, designers, electricians, and scientists—were moving into the area in droves. A few years earlier, Mountain View and its surrounding valley communities had been blooming with apricot orchards. Now they were blooming with new businesses and new housing.

One young, newly married engineer moved onto Steve’s Mountain View street, just a few houses away. His name was Larry Lang, and Steve gravitated to him when he was about twelve years old. Steve described their introduction: “There was a man that moved in down the street . . . with his wife, and it turned out he was an engineer at Hewlett-Packard and he was a ham radio operator and really into electronics. What he did to get to know the kids in the block was rather a strange thing. He put out a carbon microphone and a battery and a speaker on his driveway, where you could talk into the microphone and your voice would be amplified in the speaker.”

Steve’s father had taught him that in order for a voice to be amplified, an amplifier was needed. So Jobs raced home to tell his dad what he’d just witnessed—an amplified voice with no amplifier. Father and son argued back and forth until Steve dragged his dad down the block so he could show him Lang’s microphone. Even Steve’s father learned something new that day.

After that initial introduction, Steve spent a great deal of time with Lang in his electronics-workshop garage. In a 1995 interview he recalled Lang’s influence: “He taught me a lot of electronics too. . . . He used to build Heathkits. . . . Heathkits were these products that you would buy in kit form. You’d actually pay more money for them than you would if you just went and bought the finished product if it was available. These Heathkits would come with detailed manuals on how to put this thing together and all the parts would be laid out in a certain way and color coded. You’d actually build this thing yourself. I would say that gave one several things. It gave one an understanding of what was inside a finished product and how it worked, because it would include a theory of operation. But maybe even more importantly, it gave one the sense that one could build the things that one saw around oneself in the universe. These things were not mysteries anymore. I mean, you looked at a television set, you would think, ‘Well, I haven’t built one of those, but I could.’ ”

Jobs went on to say, “Things became much more clear . . . not these magical things that just appeared in one’s environment, that one had no knowledge of their interiors. It gave one a tremendous degree of self-confidence, that through exploration and learning one could understand seemingly very complex things in one’s environment. My childhood was very fortunate in that way.”

Lang’s influence went beyond what Steve learned by hanging out in his neighbor’s garage workshop. The engineer was also able to arrange for Steve to join Hewlett-Packard’s Explorer Club in 1967.

The Explorer Club was open to budding adolescent engineers and met every Tuesday evening in the company cafeteria. At that time, firms like Hewlett-Packard were only too happy to share with young people all the new technologies and products they were developing. Various engineers from Hewlett-Packard would describe their latest projects—calculators, lasers, holograms, and the like. Jobs remembered one particular meeting: “They showed us one of their new desktop computers and let us play on it. I wanted one badly. . . . I just thought they were neat. I just wanted to mess around with one.”

It’s important to remember that when Steve Jobs was growing up, computers weren’t found in people’s homes. The first computers were originally created to produce error-free, speedy mathematical calculations, for use in laboratories and universities. They were massive contraptions, and they generated so much heat they had to be stored in designated rooms, kept cool so that the computers wouldn’t overheat.

Desktop computers began to be developed in the early 1950s. Heathkit even created a kit to build one toward the end of the decade. In 1972 Hewlett-Packard introduced a desktop computer, which was considered a programmable calculator and was marketed to scientists and engineers.

Unfortunately, what was intriguing to Steve in the “outside” world was not in the curriculum at Crittenden Middle School. His sixth-grade classroom was nothing like Larry Lang’s garage or Hewlett-Packard’s cafeteria with scientists and engineers.

His new school wasn’t a happy place for eleven-year-old Steve. He was now officially called “gifted.” But instead of being placed with similarly gifted kids his own age, he was put in a classroom with kids far older. The school system didn’t offer any help in trying to ease his adjustment, and to make matters worse, there was an element of kids at school who were serious troublemakers. According to one Steve Jobs biographer, “The police were often called to the school to break up fights. The situation was basically out of control. For Steve, who was extremely bright but also a little wild, an environment where his wildness went unnoticed in all the commotion, as did his intelligence, was a prescription for unhappiness.”

Jobs was so bullied and miserable at Crittenden that one summer day before he was to enter seventh grade, he told his parents he refused to return to that school. He’d have to change schools or he’d simply stop attending any school.

Legally, Steve wouldn’t have been allowed to quit school. But Paul and Clara Jobs knew his threat could cause them problems—not least of which was their promise (when they adopted him) to send their son to college. The obvious choice was to change schools. Changing schools meant changing communities.

Since Steve’s birth, Paul and Clara had already moved from San Francisco to its southern suburbs on two separate occasions. Would they consider moving yet again?

They did, and for two reasons. First, they were used to taking their son’s threats seriously. Second, Patty (who was three years younger than Steve) would soon be attending Crittenden Middle School. Steve’s experiences influenced his parents’ decision to find a better school environment for both children.

In 1967 the Jobs family moved farther south to another San Francisco valley suburb, Los Altos. Their three-bedroom home brought the family closer to Paul’s job. And it put Steve into the Cupertino school system, a district that at the time had a far better reputation than Mountain View. Los Altos was also considered to be part of the booming high-tech area.

In January of 1971, just five years after the Jobs family moved to Los Altos, this California valley area was given a nickname by Don Hoefler, a writer for a weekly trade paper, Electronic News. Thinking of the element that Shockley used in his transistors, he dubbed the area Silicon Valley, the name by which it’s still known today.

Now that he was enrolled in a better school—Cupertino Junior High—Steve’s school life should have been better. It wasn’t. Steve was a year younger than the other kids in his grade. Although he was grouped with kids who were on his same intellectual level, he still didn’t mix easily with his classmates.

He wasn’t very interested in sports or being part of any team, which can be ways to make new friends. His only physical activity was swimming at his old community’s Mountain View Dolphins Swim Club. But swimming isn’t really a team sport, and Steve remained a loner—at least with kids his own age.

Fortunately, he did make a friend—Bill Fernandez. He was also a bit of a loner and older than Steve, but in the same class at Cupertino Junior High. He too was uninterested in sports. His garage, like many in this neighborhood, was a well-stocked electronic workshop. Bill’s house was on Steve’s route home from school and was a frequent after-school stopping place for him.
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