CHAPTER ONE

Reversals of Fortune

l t was a warm, breezy day in the early summer of 1994 as I drove south
on Middlefield Road in Mountain View, California, on my way to a
new startup named Mosaic Communications, Inc. I had arranged to
meet some old Apple Computer friends who had bailed out of Apple to
join the new company only a few days earlier. My nethead friends were
overly enamored, for my tastes, with the recently commercialized
ARPANet, now becoming the Internet. In fact, Apple Computer hadn’t
paid much attention to their Internet dreams, so they left. Apple was
never going to care about networks, so why not move to a networking
company? Even I thought the “Internet business” was far too techie for
consumers., But when my friends were offered stock options to play with
the Internet, they bolted.

I thought my friends crazy for jumping the Apple Computer ship to
swim with an unknown startup. After all, Apple Computer was going
strong, growing its worldwide share of the personal computer market to
nearly 10 percent, making it second only to all-powerful IBM. The per-
sonal computer market was up for grabs as nobody had more than
11-12 percent of the blooming global market. Things could only get bet-
ter for Apple. Mosaic could be gone in 6 months.

A classic rock station blasted from my radio as I waited for a red
stoplight to turn. The emblem of a polished horse glistened from the car
next to me. These Ferrari’s are a dime a dozen in Silicon Valley, I
thought. They are usually the first things a software engineer buys when
his or her stock options mature. It is a common story. First, a college
grad takes any old job long enough to get a foot in the door. Then he or
she works 80 hours per week, makes a mark, and quits to join a startup!
Visions of fat stock options dance in the youngster’s head. I was jarred
back to reality when the Ferrari roared off into the distance—layering






