


[image: image]



[image: image][image: image]


 

To Brad


[image: image]

 

Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Introduction: Three stories

Part 1

  1: Seeds

  2: Woz

  3: Phreaks

  4: College

  5: Searching

  6: Apple

  7: Garage

  8: Apple II

  9: Rich

10: Pirates

11: Sculley

Part 2

12: Next

13: Family

14: Siliwood

15: Return

16: Different

17: Turnaround

18: Music

Part 3

19: Cancer

20: Redemption

21: Life

22: Legacy

Time Line

Author’s Note

Bibliography

Notes

Glossary

Index

Photo Credits

Copyright


[image: image]

 

Introduction

Three stories

On a warm June day in 2005, Steve Jobs went to his first college graduation—as the commencement speaker. The billionaire founder and leader of Apple Computer wasn’t just another stuffed-shirt businessman. Though only fifty years old, the college dropout was a technology rock star, a living legend to millions of people around the world.

In his early twenties, Jobs almost single-handedly introduced the world to the first computer that could sit on your desk and actually do something all by itself. He revolutionized music and the ears of a generation with a spiffy little music player called the iPod and a wide selection of songs at the iTunes store. He funded and nurtured a company called Pixar that made the most amazing computer-animated movies—Toy Story, Cars, and Finding Nemo—bringing to life imaginary characters like never before.

Though he was neither an engineer nor a computer geek, he helped create one gotta-have-it product after another by always designing it with you and me, the actual users, in mind. Unknown to those listening to him that day, more insanely awesome technology was in the works, including the iPhone, which would put much of the power of a computer neatly into the palm of your hand. The father of four would be repeatedly compared with the inventor Thomas Edison and auto magnate Henry Ford, who both introduced affordable, life-changing conveniences that transformed the way Americans lived.

Yet for all his successes, Jobs also endured some very public failures. When he was thirty years old, he was summarily stripped of his duties at Apple for being too disruptive and difficult. He set out to build another computer company and missed the mark, blowing through millions of dollars of investors’ money. He could be volatile, screaming at associates, competitors, and reporters. He sometimes cried when things didn’t go his way and he regularly took credit for the ideas of others. He could be both charming and gratingly abrasive, sensitive and stunningly mean-spirited.

Some parts of his life sounded like a fairy tale right out of the movies: There was a promise made when he was a baby, romances, remarkable rebounds, and riches almost too big to be believed. Other parts were so messy and ugly, so very human, that they would never be considered family entertainment. He was both loved and hated, intensely admired and widely dismissed. People described him with the strongest words: Visionary. Showman. Artist. Tyrant. Genius. Jerk.

Wearing blue jeans and sandals under his graduation-day robe, Jobs stepped up to the microphone to speak in the same way he did just about everything: with intensity and passion. In a short speech to the twenty-three thousand students, parents, and friends gathered, he very publicly shared very personal insights into his own life.

“Today I want to tell you three stories from my life,” he said.

No more. Just three stories that defined an amazing life and provided a guide designed for people at the beginning of their adult lives. To understand who Steve Jobs was and what he became, it helps to start there, with the first of those three stories.


 

Part 1

“The journey is the reward.”


[image: image]

Steve Jobs (far left) hamming it up with school friends in the seventh grade.

 

1

Seeds

Steve Jobs’s first story involved connecting dots, and it began with a most unusual promise.

Joanne Schieble was just twenty-three and attending graduate school in Wisconsin when she learned she was pregnant. Her father didn’t approve of her relationship with a Syrian-born graduate student, and social customs in the 1950s frowned on a woman having a child outside of marriage. To avoid the glare, Schieble moved to San Francisco and was taken in by a doctor who took care of unwed mothers and helped arrange adoptions.

Originally, a lawyer and his wife agreed to adopt the new baby. But when the child was born on February 24, 1955, they changed their minds.

Clara and Paul Jobs, a modest San Francisco couple with some high school education, had been waiting for a baby. When the call came in the middle of the night, they jumped at the chance to adopt the newborn, and they named him Steven Paul.

Schieble wanted her child to be adopted by college-educated parents. Before the adoption could be finalized, however, she learned that neither parent had a college degree. She balked and only agreed to complete the adoption a few months later, “when my parents promised that I would go to college,” Jobs said.

Signing on to the hope of a bright future for their baby, the Jobs family settled in, adopting a daughter, Patty, a couple of years later. Little Steve proved to be a curious child, and a challenging one to rear. He put a bobby pin into an electrical outlet, winning a trip to the emergency room for a burned hand. He got into ant poison, requiring yet another trip to the hospital to have his stomach pumped. To keep Steve busy when he got up before the rest of the household, his parents bought him a rocking horse, a record player, and some Little Richard records. He was so difficult as a toddler, his mother once confided, that she wondered if she had made a mistake adopting him.

When Steve was five, his father, Paul, was transferred to Palo Alto, about forty-five minutes south of San Francisco. After serving in the Coast Guard during World War II, Paul had worked as a machinist and used-car salesman, and now was working for a finance company collecting bad debts. In his free time, he fixed up used cars and sold them for a profit, money that would go to Steve’s future college fund.
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Patty Jobs, freshman yearbook photo, 1972.

The area south of San Francisco was largely undeveloped then and dotted with apricot and prune orchards. The family bought a house in Mountain View, and as Paul put together his workshop in the garage, he set aside a part of it, telling his son, “Steve, this is your workbench now.” He taught Steve how to use a hammer and gave him a set of smaller tools. Over the years, Jobs remembered, his dad “spent a lot of time with me … teaching me how to build things, how to take things apart, put things back together.”

His father’s careful craftsmanship and commitment to the finest details made a deep impression. He “was a sort of genius with his hands. He can fix anything and make it work and take any mechanical thing apart and get it back together,” Jobs told an interviewer in 1985. His father also stressed the importance of doing things right. For instance, his son learned, “When you’re a carpenter making a beautiful chest of drawers, you’re not going to use a piece of plywood on the back, even though it faces the wall and nobody will ever see it. You’ll know it’s there, so you’re going to use a beautiful piece of wood on the back.”

That was a lesson Jobs would apply over and over to new products from Apple. “For you to sleep well at night, the aesthetic, the quality, has to be carried all the way through,” he said.

Clara supported her young son as well, babysitting the children of friends in the evenings to pay for swimming lessons. And because Steve was precocious and interested, she taught him to read, giving him a big head start at school.

Unfortunately for Steve, knowing how to read became something of a problem. Once in school, “I really just wanted to do two things,” he remembered. “I wanted to read books because I loved reading books and I wanted to go outside and chase butterflies.” What he didn’t want to do was follow instructions. He bucked at the structure of the school day and soon was bored with being in class. He felt different from his classmates.

When he was six or seven years old, he told the girl across the street that he was adopted. “So does that mean your real parents didn’t want you?” she asked.

The innocent question hit him like a punch to the stomach, planting a frightening thought that had never occurred to him. He ran into his house, sobbing. His parents quickly moved to comfort him and shoot down that notion. “They were very serious and looked me straight in the eye,” he said. “They said, ‘We specifically picked you out.’”

In fact, his parents thought he was very special—exceptionally bright, though also exceptionally strong-willed. Later, friends and colleagues would say that his drive and need for control grew out of a deep-rooted sense of abandonment. But he didn’t see it that way. “Knowing I was adopted may have made me feel more independent, but I have never felt abandoned,” he told a biographer. “I’ve always felt special. My parents made me feel special.”

Some of his teachers, however, saw him more as a troublemaker than as a special kid. Jobs found school so dull and dreadful that he and a buddy got their biggest kicks out of causing havoc. Many of the kids rode bikes to school, locking them up in racks outside Monta Loma Elementary School, and in third grade, Jobs and his friend traded the combination to their bike locks with many of their classmates. Then one day, they went out and switched the locks all around. “It took them until about ten o’clock that night to get all the bikes sorted out,” he recalled.

The worst behavior was reserved for the teacher. Jobs and his friend let a snake loose in the classroom and created a small explosion under her chair. “We gave her a nervous twitch,” he said later.

He was sent home two or three times for his misbehavior, but he doesn’t remember being punished for it. Instead, his father defended him, telling teachers, “If you can’t keep him interested, it’s your fault.”

In fourth grade, he was rescued by a special teacher, Imogene “Teddy” Hill, who kindly showered attention on him during a particularly trying time at home. Impressed by a neighbor who seemed to be making a successful living selling real estate, Paul Jobs went to school at night and earned a real-estate license. But his timing was bad and the demand for housing slumped just as he was trying to break into the business.

One day, Mrs. Hill asked her students, “What is it that you don’t understand about the universe?” Young Jobs answered: “I don’t understand why all of a sudden my dad is so broke.” Clara took a part-time job in the payroll department of a local company and the family took out a second loan on their house. For a year or so, money in the Jobs home was very tight.

Within a few weeks of having Jobs in her class, Mrs. Hill had sized up her unusual student. She offered Jobs a sweet bargain: If he could finish a math workbook on his own and get at least 80 percent right, she would give him five dollars and a giant lollipop.

“I looked at her like, ‘Are you crazy, lady?’” Jobs said. But he took the challenge. Before long, his admiration and respect for Mrs. Hill were so great that he didn’t need bribes anymore.

She returned the admiration, providing her precocious student with a kit for making a camera by grinding his own lens. But that didn’t mean Jobs became an easy kid. Many years later, Mrs. Hill entertained some of Jobs’s coworkers by showing them a photo of her class on Hawaiian Day. Jobs was in the middle, wearing a Hawaiian shirt. But the photo didn’t tell the whole story: Jobs hadn’t actually worn a Hawaiian shirt that day—but he had managed to convince a classmate to give him the shirt off his back.

Calling the teacher “one of the saints in my life,” Jobs said, “I learned more that year than I think I learned in any year in school.” And he credits her with moving him onto the right path. “I’m one hundred percent sure that if it hadn’t been for Mrs. Hill in fourth grade and a few others, I would absolutely have ended up in jail,” he said later.

With his interest in school reignited and his performance seemingly on track, Jobs was tested and scored so high that school officials recommended he skip a couple of grades. His parents agreed to let him skip just one.

Middle school was tougher academically and he still wanted to chase butterflies. A sixth-grade report called him “an excellent reader,” but noted “he has great difficulty motivating himself or seeing the purpose of studying reading.” He was also “a discipline problem at times.”

Seventh grade brought a much rougher crowd of classmates. Fights were common. Some students bullied the wiry kid who was a year younger than everyone else. Jobs was miserable, and in the middle of that year, he gave his parents an ultimatum: He said “if he had to go back to school there again, he just wouldn’t go,” his father recalled. They took him seriously. “So we decided we better move,” his dad said.

His parents pulled together what little they had and bought a three-bedroom home in Los Altos, where the schools were top-notch—and safe. There, presumably, their gifted son might focus on his studies. But in the mid-1960s, times were changing. Jobs would soon have other things on his mind.
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Woz

The new school was indeed an improvement, and Jobs found other boys who shared his interests. There, he would form friendships that eventually would change his life.

He was also lucky to be growing up in the Santa Clara Valley, a place chock-full of engineers and tinkerers who would help feed his growing passion for the expanding field of electronics.

Realizing his son didn’t share his interest in cars and other kinds of mechanics, Paul Jobs had brought him electronic gizmos to take apart and study from the time he was in grade school. Steve Jobs also found a mentor in his old neighborhood, a Hewlett-Packard Company engineer named Larry Lang, who intrigued Jobs with an old-fashioned carbon microphone set up in his driveway that didn’t need an electronic amplifier. Lang introduced the boy to Heathkits, a conglomeration of electronic parts and detailed instructions that let hobbyists build radios and other gadgets.

“You actually paid more money for them than if you just went and bought the finished product,” Jobs remembered. But he was intrigued by how putting together the kits helped him understand how things worked and gave him confidence in what he could build. “These things were not mysteries anymore. I mean you looked at a television set (and) you would think that ‘I haven’t built one of those but I could. There’s one of those in the Heathkit catalog and I’ve built two other Heathkits so I could build that,’” Jobs said. “It gave a tremendous level of self-confidence that, through exploration and learning, one could understand seemingly very complex things in one’s environment.”

Even after the family moved, Jobs stayed in touch with Lang, who helped get him involved in a Hewlett-Packard Explorers Club. Jobs and other students gathered on Tuesday nights in the company’s cafeteria to hear engineers talk about their work. It was during one of those visits that Jobs saw a desktop computer for the first time. Computers in the 1960s ranged from refrigerator- to room-sized, usually requiring extra air-conditioning to keep from overheating. Hewlett-Packard had developed the 9100A, its first desktop scientific calculator, in 1968, advertising it as a “personal computer” that was “ten times faster than most machines at solving science and engineering problems.”

“It was huge, maybe forty pounds, but it was a beauty of a thing,” Jobs said. “I fell in love with it.”

While trying to build his own frequency counter, which measures the pulses in an electronic signal, Jobs found himself short of parts. Without thinking twice about it, he looked up H-P founder, Bill Hewlett, in the phone book and called him at home. Hewlett graciously took the call and visited with Jobs for twenty minutes. By the time the chat ended, Jobs had gotten the parts as well as a contact for a summer job. He spent a summer on the manufacturing line, putting screws in frequency counters, which were used in laboratories and factories. “I was in heaven,” he remembered.

People like Bill Hewlett helped make the Santa Clara Valley a magnet for engineers and technical specialists. In addition to the growing Hewlett-Packard operation in Palo Alto, the missile division of Lockheed Corporation in Sunnyvale, a nearby NASA research center, and Fairchild Semiconductor in San Jose offered an increasing number of jobs for the technically inclined. In addition, Stanford University in nearby Palo Alto and the University of California–Berkeley, a bit to the north, were hotbeds of science and technology.

The years of Jobs’s childhood were a time of rapid innovation in the world of electronics, the science and technology of controlling the unseen flow of electricity to make things work. In the late 1940s, three scientists working at AT&T’s Bell Labs—John Bardeen, Walter Brattain, and William Shockley—invented the transistor, a tiny device that could direct and amplify electrons. The transistor was built around a material called a “semiconductor,” neither a true insulator nor a conductor, which could send electric currents in one direction, but not the other. In time, silicon would become the preferred semiconducting material, and the tiny devices that resulted would become known as semiconductors or “chips.”

In replacing bulkier, less reliable vacuum tubes, the transistor became the basis for all electronic devices, allowing scientists and engineers to make ever-smaller gadgets, like transistor radios that fit in a pocket, televisions that could sit on a shelf, calculators that fit in one’s hand, and eventually a computer that could sit on a desk.

As Hewlett-Packard and the other companies grew and moved into making new kinds of equipment, semiconductors, and gadgets with increasing abilities, ambitious men left to start their own companies to come up with more innovations. It was, Jobs said later, “like those flowers or weeds that scatter seeds in hundreds of directions when you blow on them.”

With so much activity and focus on chips and circuits, more and more people moved into the area. Orchards were bulldozed for new housing developments, and San Jose’s population doubled in size between 1960 and 1970, while nearby Cupertino’s quadrupled. The area would soon become known as Silicon Valley.

By the time Jobs was in junior high, his father was working for a company that made lasers for electronics and medical products. Jobs developed an interest in that as well, building his own with spare parts he scrounged up or that his dad brought home, sometimes sharing his projects at junior high school.

A classmate, Bill Fernandez, became a good friend, working with Jobs on a science fair project and sharing other interests. Over the years, they would take long walks in the evening, talking about all sorts of serious matters, from the Vietnam War to girls, from drugs to religion. (In fact, throughout his life, Jobs would wrestle with big ideas and difficult matters by talking through them on long walks.)

At thirteen, Jobs had stopped going to the Lutheran church after confronting the church pastor with a magazine story about children starving in Africa. “Does God know about this and what’s going to happen to those children?” he asked the pastor. When the pastor acknowledged that “yes, God knows about that,” Jobs decided that he couldn’t worship such a God.

Even so, he and Fernandez spent hours discussing spiritual matters. “We were both interested in the spiritual side of things, the big questions: Who are we? What is it all about? What does it mean?” Fernandez said. “Mostly it was Steve who would do the talking.… He would have a grand passion of the day, or something that was on his mind, and he would bend my ear for hours as we walked.”

The year Jobs entered high school, 1968, was one of most tumultuous in modern American history. Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr., who had fought racial discrimination with nonviolent means, was assassinated in April. Robert Kennedy, a candidate for president, was shot and killed after a campaign speech a couple of months later. Opposition to the Vietnam War reached a fever pitch, with antiwar demonstrators rioting at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago.

Meanwhile, there was a curious new social phenomenon. In a 1967 cover story titled “The Hippies,” Time magazine described the mostly white, middle-class, and well-educated young people who were “dropping out,” rejecting college and traditional job paths in favor of seeking love, peace, and enlightenment—partly by experimenting with hallucinogenic drugs like marijuana and LSD. Getting their nickname from the 1950s beatnik term “hip” or “hipster,” these hippies dressed in wildly colorful clothes, listened to “acid rock” like Jefferson Airplane and the Grateful Dead, and wore their hair long. The epicenter of the movement was the Haight-Ashbury neighborhood in nearby San Francisco.

By contrast, the Homestead High School that Jobs entered that year was still classic, sheltered suburbia. Made up of a series of one- and two-story buildings and surrounded by barbed wire, the campus looked something like a prison. The five hundred students in the class of 1972 were almost entirely white, with just two black students and a handful of Asian classmates. A strict dress code required boys’ hair to be trimmed above the ear. Blue jeans were forbidden, so boys wore slacks and girls wore dresses and skirts, which had to be within three inches of their knees.

To classmates, Jobs could be cold and brittle and came off as extremely confident—maybe overly so. But he was also considered brainy and a very good student. Carlton Ho, who was the band drum major and now is a civil engineering professor, recalls that he and Jobs frustrated a math teacher by spending their class time scanning through Edmund Scientific catalogs and discussing the choices.

During their junior year, Jobs’s friend Bill Fernandez began to spend evenings and weekends helping his neighbor Steve Wozniak build a small computer in Wozniak’s garage. Wozniak, who was almost five years older than Jobs and four years ahead of him in school, had been a star math, science, and electronics student at Homestead. Though his family couldn‘t really afford it, his parents had allowed him to spend a year at the University of Colorado in Boulder. But Wozniak, or Woz, as his friends called him, was more interested in experimenting with the possibilities of the big computers on campus and playing bridge late into the night. By the end of the year, his other grades suffered, and he returned home to attend a community college for a year to study computer science.
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Steve Jobs, junior yearbook photo, 1971.

Then, unsure about whether he might be drafted into the military during the Vietnam War and in need of more funds for college, Wozniak took a year off from school and joined a company as a computer programmer. (At that point, young men were drafted when they were twenty years old according to the number assigned to your birthday in an annual lottery; ultimately Wozniak’s birthday had a high lottery number, meaning he wasn’t likely to be drafted at all.)

While Jobs and Fernandez were deeply interested in electronics, Wozniak was obsessed with it. For years, he had collected manuals that explained how minicomputers, a smaller version of mainframes, were made, and he studied their components and connections. For fun, he then tried to sketch out designs that would allow them to be built with fewer parts.

The computer Wozniak and Fernandez were building wasn’t much to see. Composed of spare parts they scrounged up, it had only enough memory to hold 256 typed characters, or about a sentence. Wozniak could write small programs on punch cards that prompted the computer to beep every three seconds or perform a function by flashing lights attached to the front. There was no keyboard or screen, and too little memory to do even simple math. Still, it could run a program. They dubbed it the Cream Soda Computer because they consumed so many bottles of cream soda while building it. (The computer died an early death when a surge from the power supply caused the circuits to blow out in a plume of smoke.)

Fernandez realized his two friends both loved electronics and playing pranks, and that they should meet. So one day, Jobs rode his bike over. Wozniak was washing his car down the street. “Hey, Woz,” Fernandez shouted. “Come over here and meet Steve.”

Despite the age difference, the two hit it off from the start. Jobs admired that Wozniak knew more about electronics than he did, and felt like his maturity, and Woz’s immaturity, just about matched. Wozniak appreciated that “Steve got it right away. And I liked him. He was kind of skinny and wiry and full of energy.”

They began hanging out together. Wozniak introduced Jobs to the music and powerful lyrics of Bob Dylan and the two began hunting down bootleg tapes of Dylan concerts. Before long, they would even be partners in a most unusual—and illegal—business.
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Phreaks

The transition from sophomore year to junior year was an eventful one for Jobs.

The summer after tenth grade, he continued his school-year job as a stock clerk at a local store that carried a vast array of electronics parts, much like the auto-parts outlets his father had taken him to as a kid. There, he had developed a vast knowledge of electronics parts and prices, as well as learning the basic rules of business. Almost intuitively, he understood profits, the difference between what the store paid for goods and what it could sell them for; occasionally, he would purchase parts at a local flea market and sell them for a profit to the store owner, who would then resell them at an even higher price.

With his various earnings, Jobs was able to buy a car, a small and often unreliable red Fiat, which allowed him to explore and visit older friends at Stanford and Berkeley.

As the 1970s arrived, the Vietnam War started to slowly wind down and the hippie culture began to creep into the valley. Jobs, always testing boundaries, began to experiment. He grew his hair long. He began smoking marijuana. His father was angry and upset to discover the drugs in his son’s car and tried to get his son to promise he wouldn’t do it again. The younger Jobs refused. “That was the only real fight I ever got in with my dad,” he said.

At the same time, his interests began to broaden beyond science, math, and electronics. “I discovered Shakespeare, Dylan Thomas, and all that classic stuff. I read Moby-Dick and went back as a junior, taking creative-writing classes,” he said.

Homestead High relaxed its dress code and allowed blue jeans. With a friend, Jobs formed the Buck Fry club, an inappropriate twist on the principal’s last name that nevertheless had a faculty sponsor. The small group organized concerts with student bands that played jazz, blues, and progressive rock. Drawing on Jobs’s knowledge of lasers, the club members created elaborate laser shows to pulse dots with the music and cover the stage in a rainbow of colors.

Buck Fry was also known for small pranks, like painting a toilet seat gold and cementing it on a planter. Once, they invited the principal to join them for breakfast. The place turned out to be a special setting—on the roof above the cafeteria, where they had set up a table and chairs. They also managed to hoist a Volkswagen Beetle to the roof.

After school, Wozniak introduced Jobs to a pocket-sized “TV jammer” he built during his freshman year of college that fuzzed up a television’s picture by interfering with the transmission. While his college dorm mates were watching television, Woz would turn the device on. Someone watching the television would get up to try to fiddle with the picture by twisting knobs on the set. Woz would mess with the hapless viewer, turning the jammer on and off when the person touched the set so that it appeared that the touch had made the difference. Sometimes, by turning the device off and on, Wozniak could contort an unknowing viewer into a pretzel. (The prank so impressed Jobs that more than thirty years later, when his presentation clicker stopped working during an iPhone introduction, he stopped for a minute to share the story of Woz’s jammer and demonstrate how someone might end up with one leg in the air and arms twisted all around.)

At the end of Jobs’s junior year, the two Steves and a Wozniak friend conspired to congratulate the graduating class with a special banner. Using a tie-dyed sheet, they drew a highly realistic hand displaying the universal sign of disapproval, and then added a cheery “Best Wishes.” They signed it SWAB JOB, a mix of their initials and Jobs’s name.

The three planned to install the banner on the roof of one of the buildings and unfurl it as the graduates walked by. But they had trouble getting the sheet to unroll properly. They spent several nights working on it. But the day of graduation, Wozniak got a call from Jobs. Someone else had pulled the sign down, and Jobs had gotten caught.

Only later did Wozniak learn that Jobs had bragged about the stunt to some friends, one of whom spoiled it.

In the fall of 1971, Wozniak returned to college, this time at Berkeley, about an hour north of Los Altos. He hadn’t even started classes when his mom alerted him to an unusual article in Esquire: a group of pre-computer hackers was building little devices they called “blue boxes,” which emitted the same sounds that the phone company used to transmit calls. Copying the tones to the exact frequency allowed users to capture phone lines and make calls for free anywhere in the world. They called themselves “phone phreaks.”

Outsmarting the telephone company captivated Wozniak. Individuals had only recently been able to dial overseas calls themselves without going through an operator. Decades before cell phones, customers had only one phone company to choose from. And long distance was expensive: A three-minute, coast-to-coast call on the weekends cost 70¢, equivalent to almost $4 today. Calling during the week cost even more. The potential was startling.

Enthralled, Wozniak called his friend Steve Jobs and started reading the article to him. That same day, the pair headed to the library to research the subject, discovering the exact frequencies in technical documents. Over several months, Wozniak worked on designing and building his own blue box. Others had used recordings on cassette tapes or their own whistles to capture the lines, but he wanted to use the digital chips that were coming out of the companies around him to make it work.

They also began looking for a character in the Esquire story. “Captain Crunch,” one of the pioneers of the technology, had adopted the handle after learning that the plastic whistle inside the Cap’n Crunch cereal box, if blown properly, could hit just the right frequency to take over a long distance call. Through an acquaintance, Jobs and Wozniak tracked him down and invited him to meet.

The man who appeared at Wozniak’s dorm-room door was no dashing captain. His hair was hanging to one side, some of his teeth were missing, and because he was living in his Volkswagen van, he hadn’t showered in some time. Over several hours, they learned more details of how they could use the box, trading dialing codes and techniques.

Late that night, Wozniak and Jobs were heading back to Jobs’s house in Los Altos when the little red Fiat broke down. Locating a pay phone, they asked an operator to dial an 800 number, intending to use the blue box to call for assistance. But the phone company operator sniffed trouble and kept breaking into the call. Just as they were putting real money in the pay phone to make a legal call, a police car pulled up.

The police patted both of them down. One pulled the box from Wozniak’s coat pocket and asked what it was. Wozniak told him it was a music synthesizer, a relatively new invention. As the police quizzed them, the pair grew increasingly nervous. Their answers apparently were satisfactory, however, and the police gave them a ride to a gas station and handed back the box.

Initially, Wozniak and Jobs used the box for their own amusement. Jobs used it to make calls from the school pay phone, for instance, to call a dial-a-joke line in Great Britain. He left a note on the phone for classmates to “listen, but don’t hang up.” One very late night, Wozniak even called the Vatican. Pretending to be Henry Kissinger, then President Richard Nixon’s national security adviser, he asked to speak to the pope. Initially, the person on the other end said someone would be sent to wake him up—but then wised up when the caller couldn’t control his laughter.

Despite the brush with the law, Jobs soon had a brainstorm. “Let’s sell these,” he told Wozniak. As orders came in, Wozniak figured out how to drive the cost of parts down from $80 to $40, and they sold boxes for $150 to students and $300 to others. With Wozniak taking the phreak handle “Berkeley Blue” and Jobs adopting “Oaf Tobark,” they made a tidy profit.

Then one summer evening, the two went to meet a potential customer. They were making their pitch when the customer pulled out a gun and aimed it at Jobs. Quickly realizing that nothing good would come from arguing, Jobs handed over the box.

Shortly after, he decided to get out of the business. He was getting bored with it, and the combined risk of getting shot or getting caught selling something illegal was too great. Wozniak, however, continued, and ultimately sold about two hundred boxes. Even after Jobs dropped out, Wozniak split his profit equally with his friend, just as they had done at the beginning.

The experience may have had one unexpected and long-lasting result. Ron Rosenbaum, who wrote that 1971 Esquire story, said later that Jobs’s and Wozniak’s early connection to the notorious outlaw Captain Crunch—whose real name was John Draper—may have been one reason that years later, computer hackers concentrated on computers made by other companies and left the Apple Macintosh alone.
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