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Why not just tell people I’m an alien from Mars. Tell them | eat
live chickens and do a voodoo dance at midnight. They’ll believe
anything you say, because you’re a reporter. But if I, Michael
Jackson, were to say, ‘I’m an alien from Mars and | eat live
chickens and do a voodoo dance at midnight,” people would say,
‘Oh, man, that Michael Jackson is nuts. He’s cracked up. You can’t
believe a damn word that comes out of his mouth.’

Michael Jackson to J. Randy Taraborrelli, September 1995
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Prologue

| first met Michael Jackson when we were both children. The
Jackson 5 had just appeared at the Philadelphia Convention Center
on Saturday evening, 2 May 1970, their first performance
subsequent to signing with Motown Records. It was a heady time
for the boys; Michael was a very young eleven-year-old trying to
come to terms with it all. | remember him then being happy, so full
of life. Something happened along the way, though... we both
grew up, but in very different ways.

When | moved to Los Angeles at the age of eighteen to begin
my career as a writer, | regularly interviewed Michael for
magazine features. | clearly remember the day | wrote ‘Michael
Jackson Turns 21.” Then, there was ‘Michael Jackson Turns 25.”
‘Michael Jackson Turns 30,” and so many other articles about him
in celebration of milestones along the way, and those of his
talented family members. As he grew older, | watched with
mounting concern and confusion as Michael transformed himself
from a cute little black kid to... what he is, today. As a journalist
and frequent chronicler of Michael's life, | had somehow to make
sense of what was happening, putting the pieces of the puzzle
together to see how they fit in with the Michael | had known of
yesteryear. Thanks to my many encounters with him, | am able to
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quote at first hand his intimate reactions to so much of what has
taken place during his life and career.

In 1977, when | was at the Jackson home in Encino,
California, to interview the family, Michael wandered into the
room with bandages on his face; he was nineteen at the time. |
remember being dismayed. | thought then that rumours his father,
Joseph, was beating him might be true, and that bothered me for
many years. Actually, as | later learned, he had just had the second
of many plastic surgeries.

In another interview, conducted after Michael had just
returned from making The Wiz in New York in 1978, he mentioned
to me that he had certain “secrets’ he didn't wish to reveal to me,
adding that ‘everybody has deep, dark secrets’. | never forgot his
words, especially as the years went by and he became stranger, his
behaviour more opaque and incomprehensible to many people.

Why are we still so fascinated by Michael Jackson after all of
this time? Is it because of his awe-inspiring talent? Of course,
that's part of it. The voice is instantly recognizable, and the dance
moves are his and his alone. Just as he had been influenced by
trailblazers before him, such as Jackie Wilson and James Brown,
he has influenced a generation of entertainers. When you watch
Justin Timberlake perform, does he remind you of anyone else?
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Introduction

The bucolic town of Los Olivos in Santa Barbara County is a
little more than a hundred years old. If a visitor wants a sense of
the local history, Mattei's Tavern, built in 1886, is the place to go.
One of many monuments to a by-gone era, it was a stagecoach
stop where guests stayed overnight during their journeys, back
when the only mode of transportation was horse-drawn carriage.
It also became a stop-off point for the Pacific Coast Railway
narrow gauge line, constructed in the 1880s when travel by land
along the coast ranged from difficult to impossible. At its zenith,
it stretched over seventy-five miles from what was once called
Harford Wharf on San Luis Bay, south to Los Olivos. Passengers
spent the night at Mattei's before taking the stagecoach to Santa
Barbara, the next day. Today, the Carriage Museum is on this site,
providing a visual history of the region. The original watering
hole is now a charming eatery called Brothers Restaurant at
Mattei's Tavern.

One recent day, a strange-looking man came through the
Museum with a boy, a girl and an infant. He was accompanied by
two women, senior citizens who tended to the youngsters, maybe
nursemaids, one cradling the baby in a blanket. Also present was
a male assistant who appeared to be in his early twenties. His
eyes darted about, as if he was on high alert, vigilantly aware of
his surroundings, of what others were doing in his presence.

The older man, wearing a deep-purple, silk surgical mask, a
fedora over ink-jet black hair and over-sized sunglasses, stood
before one of the photographic displays. ‘Prince! Paris!” he called
out. ‘Come here. Look at this.” The tots ran to his side. He
pointed to the picture with one chalky, spindly finger — at the tip
of which was wrapped a band-aid — and read the accompanying
description, his high-pitched voice sounding instructive. In the
middle of his reading, he admonished the boy to pay closer
attention, insisting that “this is important’. The group moved from
one display to the next, the masked man reading each narrative,
beseeching the children to listen, carefully.

After the day's lesson, the small group enjoyed a bite to eat in
the restaurant. While there, they laughed among themselves,
sharing private jokes, yet seeming closed off from their
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environment, never acknowledging the existence of anyone
outside their miniature world. The masked man fed himself by
lifting his disguise just a tad, rather than take it off. The locals
tried to ignore the odd contingent. However, it was difficult not to
stare, particularly since the children had been wearing masks, too
— not surgical, though... just Halloween. They took them off to
eat, and then put them back on, once again hiding their faces.

In the early 1900s, a major new rail line was built thirty miles
closer to the Pacific coast. Because Los Olivos had been bypassed
by it, the population of the once-thriving town dwindled.
However, it has since been rediscovered, thanks to an influx of
tourists in the last twenty years. Now, there is an Indian
reservation and gambling casino, as well as a number of spas and
New Age healing centres. Small and locally owned art galleries,
antique stores, gift shops, boutiques and wineries flourish in
restored western-themed buildings.

One afternoon, the masked man visited one of the art
galleries. ‘“Now, this one would be just perfect in the bedroom,
wouldn't it?” he said to his young assistant. He held up a small oil
painting of two angels floating ethereally above a sleeping child.
The assistant nodded. ‘Yoo-hoo,” called out the masked man.
‘How much for this one?” He and the curator conferred, privately.
Then the man in the disguise walked over to his assistant and
whispered into his ear. ‘Okay, very good,” he finally said to the
store-owner. ‘I'll take it.’

The proprietor scribbled on a piece of paper and handed it to
the younger man, who then extracted a wad of bills from his
wallet. He counted them off to pay for the purchase.

‘No, wait! That's too much,’ said the masked man who had
been watching, carefully. ‘I thought you said it was a hundred
dollars. Not a hundred and six dollars, and change.” There was a
quick, urgent conference. ‘What? Tax? Really? On this?’ He
made a show of thinking hard. ‘Well, okay, then,” he decided.
“Thanks, anyway.” He put the painting down.

More negotiation.

‘Really? Okay, good, then. A hundred dollars it is.’

The covered man regarded the painting, again. ‘My God, it's
so beautiful, isn't it?” he remarked, picking it up. ‘“The way those
children are so... protected. How sweet.” As he and his assistant
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walked out of the gallery, he turned and hollered back to the
proprietor, ‘I just want you to know that | think you're a
wonderful person, and | wish you all the luck in the world with
your store! I'll be back soon.’

Los Olivos is the home of about five hundred horse ranch
estates, Victorian-style homes and about two dozen businesses. A
thousand people, maybe less, call this remote and slumbering
place home (fewer than a dozen of them, black), including one
unlikely resident, the only man in town who wears a mask:
Michael Joseph Jackson.

Figueroa Mountain Road winds upward through the lush and
rolling Santa Ynez Valley of Los Olivos. A man sells apples under
a leafy old shade tree on the side of the road; he's been doing so
for years. Every day, he sits with nothing to do but sell his fruit,
enjoy his day and bake in the sun. It's just that kind of place.

A half mile back from the road, behind an imposing oak gate,
Is 5225 Figueroa Mountain Road, a massive Danish-style split-
level farmhouse, its brick and masonry walls crisscrossed with
wooden beams. This is where Michael Jackson lives.

This 2700-acre property, originally a ranch for farming dry
oats and running cattle, was once known as Sycamore Ranch. It
came on the market at $35 million; Michael purchased it for $17
million in May 1988. He then changed the name to Neverland
Valley Ranch - Neverland, for short — an homage to Peter Pan's
Never-Never Land. The first order of business for Michael was to
build his own amusement park own the acreage, including a
merry-go-round, giant sliding board, railway with its own train
and even a Ferris wheel. With his kind of money, he could pretty
much do anything he wanted to do... and he would do it all at
Neverland.

Michael's corner of the world is verdantly green as far as the
eye can see. Old-fashioned windmills dot the landscape. There is
an elegant softness to the grandeur; thousands of trees gently
shade superbly manicured grounds which include a five-acre
man-made, ice-blue lake with a soothing, never pummelling, five-
foot waterfall and a graceful, inviting stone bridge. It is here,
amidst the infinite silence of unfarmed, rolling and gentle
countryside, that Michael Jackson has created his own
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environment, a safe haven for him from an ever-pressing, ever-
difficult world.

Two thousand miles east, in the grimy industrial city of Gary,
Indiana, there is a small, two-bedroom, one-bath, brick-and-
aluminum-sided home on a corner lot. The property, at 2300
Jackson Street, is about a hundred feet deep and fifty feet wide.
There is no garage, no landscaping and no green grass. Thick
smoke plumes upward from nearby factories; it envelopes the
atmosphere in a way that makes a person breathing such air feel
just a little... sick. Joseph and Katherine Jackson, Michael's
parents, purchased the home in 1950 for $8,500, with a $500
down-payment.

This place, primarily a black neighbourhood, is where
Michael Jackson first lived as a child, with his parents and
siblings Maureen, Jackie, Tito, Jermaine, LaToya, Marlon, Janet
and Randy.

Like most parents, Joseph and Katherine wanted their
children to succeed. In the early fifties the best they could do was
two bedrooms and one bath for eleven people; clothes and shoes
bought in secondhand stores. They hoped that when the
youngsters graduated from high school, they would find steady
work, perhaps in the mills... unless they could do better than that.

However, when the Jackson parents discovered that some of
their kids had musical talent, their dreams expanded: the boys
with the surprising musical and dance abilities would win
contests, they decided, and be “discovered’.

After their sons cut their first records, the imaginings of the
parents grew more grandiose: a sprawling estate in California;
servants at their beck and call; expensive luxury cars for
everyone; three-piece suits, diamond rings and great power for
Joseph; mink coats, jewels and a better social life for Katherine.
They fantasized about flipping on their television and seeing their
celebrated children perform their number-one hit songs for an
appreciative world. As a result of the boys' fame, they figured, the
entire family would be recognized, sought-after, asked to pose for
pictures, sign autographs. They would all be stars. What a great
world it would be, for each of them. No more worries; everything
taken care of, handled by their good fortune.
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Was it too much to ask? It certainly seemed like a good idea,
at the time. However, as proverbial wisdom has it, be careful
what you wish for. You just might get it.

F_

Joseph and Katherine

Joseph Walter Jackson was born on 26 July 1929, to Samuel and
Chrystal Jackson in Fountain Hill, Arkansas. He is the eldest of
five children; a sister, Verna, died when she was seven. Samuel, a
high school teacher, was a strict, unyielding man who raised his
children with an iron fist. They were not allowed to socialize with
friends outside the home. “The Bible says that bad associations
spoil youthful habits,” Chrystal explained to them.

‘Samuel Jackson loved his family, but he was distant and hard
to reach,” remembered a relative. ‘He rarely showed his family any
affection, so he was misunderstood. People thought he had no
feelings, but he did. He was sensitive but didn't know what to do
with his sensitivities. Joseph would take after his father in so many
ways.’

Samuel and Chrystal divorced when Joseph was a teenager.
Sam moved to Oakland, taking Joseph with him, while Chrystal
took Joseph's brother and sisters to East Chicago. When Samuel
married a third time, Joseph decided to join his mother and
siblings in Indiana. He dropped out of school in the eleventh grade
and became a boxer in the Golden Gloves. Shortly thereafter, he
met Katherine Esther Scruse at a neighbourhood party. She was a
pretty and petite woman, and Joseph was attracted to her affable
personality and warm smile.

Katherine was born on 4 May 1930, and christened Kattie B.
Scruse, after an aunt on her father's side. (She was called Kate or
Katie as a child, and those closest to her today still call her that.)
Kattie was born to Prince Albert Screws and Martha Upshaw in
Barbour County, a few miles from Russell County, Alabama, a
rural farming area that had been home to her family for
generations. Her parents had been married for a year. They would
have another child, Hattie, in 1931.

23



Prince Scruse worked for the Seminole Railroad and also as a
tenant cotton farmer, as did Katherine's grandfather and great-
grandfather, Kendall Brown. Brown, who sang every Sunday in a
Russell County church and was renowned for his voice, had once
been a slave for an Alabama family named Scruse, whose name he
eventually adopted as his own.

‘People told me that when the church windows were opened,
you could hear my great-grandfather's voice ringing out all over
the valley,” Katherine would recall. ‘It would just ring out over
everybody else's. And when | heard this, | said to myself, “Well,
maybe it is in the blood.™

At the age of eighteen months, Katherine was stricken with
polio, at the time often called infantile paralysis because it struck
so many children. There was no vaccine in those days, and many
children — like Joseph's sister Verna — either died from it or were
severely crippled.

In 1934, Prince Scruse moved his family to East Chicago,
Indiana, in search of a steady job. He was employed in the steel
mills before finding work as a Pullman porter with the Illinois
Central Railroad. In less than a year, Prince and Martha divorced;
Martha remained in East Chicago with her young daughters.

Because of her polio, Katherine became a shy, introverted
child who was often taunted by her schoolmates. She was always
in and out of hospitals. Unable to graduate from high school, she
would take equivalency courses as an adult and get her diploma in
that way. Until she was sixteen, she wore a brace, or used crutches.
Today, she walks with a limp.

Her positive childhood memories have always been about
music. She and her sister, Hattie, grew up listening to country-
western radio programmes and admiring such stars as Hank
Williams and Ernest Tubbs. They were members of the high
school orchestra, the church junior band and the school choir.
Katherine, who also sang in the local Baptist church, dreamed of a
career in show business, first as an actress and then as a vocalist.

When she met Joseph, Katherine fell for him, immediately.
Though he had married someone else, it lasted only about a year.
After his divorce, Katherine began dating Joseph, and the couple
soon became engaged. She was under his spell, gripped by his
charisma, seduced by his charm, his looks, his power. He was a
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commanding man who took control, and she sensed she would
always feel safe with him. She found herself enjoying his stories,
laughing at his jokes. His eyes were large, set wide apart and a
colour of hazel she had never before seen, almost emerald.
Whenever she looked into them, as she would tell it, she knew she
was being swept away, and it was what she wanted for herself. Or,
as she put it, ‘I fell crazy in love.’

They were opposites in many ways. She was soft. Joseph was
hard. She was reasonable. Joseph was explosive. She was
romantic. Joseph was pragmatic. However, the chemistry was
there for them.

Both were musical: he was a bluesman who played guitar; she
was a country-western fan who played clarinet and piano. When
they were courting, the two would snuggle up together on cold
winter nights and sing Christmas carols. Sometimes they would
harmonize, and the blend was a good one, thanks to Katherine's
beautiful soprano voice. Michael Jackson feels he inherited his
singing ability from his mother. He has recalled that in his earliest
memory of Katherine, she is holding him in her arms and singing
songs such as “You Are My Sunshine’ and “Cotton Fields’.

Joseph, twenty, and Katherine, nineteen, were married by a
justice of the peace on 5 November 1949, in Crown Point, Indiana,
after a six-month engagement.

Katherine has said that she was so affected by her parents'
divorce, and the fact that she was raised in a broken home, she
promised herself once she found a husband, she would stay
married to him, no matter what circumstances may come their
way. It didn't seem that she had much to worry about with Joseph,
though. He treated her respectfully and showed her every
consideration. She enjoyed his company; he made her laugh like
no one ever had in the past. Importantly, there was a tremendous
sexual bonding between them. Joseph was a passionate man;
Katherine, less so a woman. However, they were in love; they
were compatible and they made it work.

The newlyweds settled in Gary, Indiana. Their first child,
Maureen, nicknamed Rebbie (pronounced Ree bie), was born on
29 May 1950. The rest of the brood followed in quick succession.
On 4 May 1951, Katherine's twenty-first birthday, she gave birth
to Sigmund Esco, nicknamed Jackie. Two years later, on 15
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October 1953, Tariano Adaryl was born; he was called Tito.
Jermaine LaJuane followed on 11 December 1954; LaToya
Yvonne on 29 May 1956; Marlon David on 12 March 1957 (one of
a set of premature twins; the other, Brandon, died within twenty-
four hours of birth); Michael Joseph on 29 August 1958 (‘with a
funny-looking head, big brown eyes, and long hands,” said his
mother); Steven Randall on 29 October 1961, and then Janet
Dameta on 16 May 1966.

P

Early Days

Talk about cramped quarters... once upon a God-forsaken time, all
eleven members of the Jackson family lived at 2300 Jackson
Street. “You could take five steps from the front door and you'd be
out the back,” Michael said of the house. ‘It was really no bigger
than a garage.’

Katherine and Joseph shared one bedroom with a double bed.
The boys slept in the only other bedroom in a triple bunk bed; Tito
and Jermaine sharing a bed on top, Marlon and Michael in the
middle, and Jackie alone on the bottom. The three girls slept on a
convertible sofa in the living room; when Randy, was born, he
slept on a second couch. In the bitter-cold winter months, the
family would huddle together in the kitchen in front of the open
oven.

“We all had chores,” Jermaine remembered. ‘There was always
something to do — scrubbing the floors, washing the windows,
doing whatever gardening there was to do,” he said with a smile.
“Tito did the dishes after dinner. I'd dry them. The four oldest did
the ironing — Rebbie, Jackie, Tito, and me — and we weren't
allowed out of the house until we finished. My parents believed in
work values. We learned early the rewards of feeling good about
work.’

Joseph worked a four o'clock-to-midnight shift as a crane
operator at Inland Steel in East Chicago. In Michael's earliest
memory of his father, he is coming home from work with a big
bag of glazed doughnuts for everyone. ‘The work was hard but
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steady, and for that | couldn't complain,” Joseph said. There was
never enough money, though; Joseph seldom made more than
sixty-five dollars a week, even though he often put in extra hours
as a welder. The family learned to live with it. Katherine made the
children's clothes herself, or shopped at a Salvation Army store.
They ate simple foods: bacon and eggs for breakfast; egg-and-
bologna sandwiches and sometimes tomato soup for lunch; fish
and rice for dinner. Katherine enjoyed baking peach cobblers and
apple pies for dessert.

There are few school pictures of the Jackson children today,
because they could not afford to purchase them after posing for
them. For the first five years that they lived on Jackson Street, the
family had no telephone. When Jermaine contracted nephritis, a
kidney disease, at the age of four and had to be hospitalized for
three weeks, it hit Katherine and Joseph hard, financially, as well
as emotionally.

Whenever Joseph was laid off, he found work harvesting
potatoes, and during these periods the family would fill up on
potatoes, boiled, fried or baked.

‘| was dissatisfied,” Joseph Jackson remembered. ‘Something
inside of me told me there was more to life than this. What | really
wanted more than anything was to find a way into the music
business.” He, his brother Luther and three other men formed The
Falcons, a rhythm and blues band that provided extra income for
all of their families by performing in small clubs and bars. Joseph's
three oldest sons — Jackie, Tito and Jermaine — were fascinated
with their father's music and would sit in on rehearsals at home.
(Michael has no recollection of The Falcons.)

In the end, The Falcons was not commercially successful;
when they disbanded, Joseph stashed his guitar in the bedroom
closet. That string instrument was his one vestige of a dream
deferred, and he didn't want any of the children to get their hands
on it. Michael referred to the closet as ‘a sacred place’.
Occasionally Katherine would take the guitar down from the shelf
and play it for the children. They would all gather around in the
living room and sing together, country songs like ‘Wabash
Cannonball’ and ‘The Great Speckled Bird’.

With his group disbanded, Joseph didn't know what to do with
himself. Now working the swing shift at Inland Steel and the day
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shift at American Foundries, all he knew was that he wanted much
more for himself and his family. It was the early sixties and
‘everybody we knew was in a singing group’, Jackie recalled.
“That was the thing to do, go join a group. There were gangs, and
there were singing groups. | wanted to be in a singing group, but
we weren't allowed to hang out with the other kids. So we started
singing together 'round the house. Our TV broke down and Mother
started having us sing together. And then what happened was that
our father would go to work, and we would sneak into his
bedroom and get that guitar down.’

‘And | would play it,” Tito continued. ‘It would be me, Jackie
and Jermaine, and we'd sing, learn new songs, and | would play.
Our mother came in one day and we all froze, like “Uh-oh, we're
busted,” but she didn't say anything. She just let us play.’

‘I didn't want to stop it because | saw a lot of talent there,’
Katherine would explain later.

This went on for a few months until one day Tito broke a
string on the guitar. ‘I knew | was in trouble,” Tito recalled. ‘We
were all in trouble. Our father was strict and we were scared of
him. So | put the guitar back in the closet and hoped he wouldn't
figure out what had happened. But he did, and he whooped me.
Even though my mother lied and said she had given me permission
to play the guitar, he tore me up.” When Tito tells the story, his
words tumble out and he gets tongue-tied. So many years later,
one can still sense his anxiety about it. *She just didn't want to see
me get whipped,’ he said, sadly. ‘Not again.’

‘Afterwards, when Joseph cooled off, he came into the room. |
was still crying on the bed. | said, “You know, | can play that
thing. | really can.” He looked at me and said, “Okay, lemme see
what you can do, smart guy.” So | played it. And Jermaine and
Jackie sang a little. Joseph was amazed. He had no idea, because
this was the big secret we had been keeping from him because we
were so scared of him.’

Joseph later said that when his sons revealed their talent to
him, he felt a surge of excitement about it. ‘I decided I would
leave the music to my sons,” he told me, many years later. ‘I had a
dream for them,” he said. ‘I envisioned these kids making
audiences happy by sharing their talent, talent that they'd maybe
inherited from me.” He seemed touched by his own words as he
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looked back on the past. ‘I just wanted them to make something of
themselves. That's all | wanted,” he added.

Joseph went off to work the next day and, that night, returned
home holding something behind his back. He called out to Tito
and handed him the package. It was a red electric guitar. “Now,
let's rehearse, boys,” Joseph said with a wide smile. He gathered
his three sons together — Jackie, nine, Tito, seven, and Jermaine,
six — and they practised. “We'd never been so close,” Tito would
recall. ‘It was as if we had finally found something in common.
Marlon and Mike, they would sit in the corner and watch. Our
mother would give us some tips. | noticed our mother and father
were happy. We were all happy. We had found something special.’

In the sixties, Gary was a tough, urban city, and the Jacksons'
neighbourhood was sometimes a dangerous place for youngsters.
Katherine and Joseph lived in constant fear that one of their
children would be hurt in the streets. “We were always protected
by our parents,” Jackie recalled. “We were never really allowed to
have fun in the streets like other kids. We had a strict curfew. The
only time we could actually play with people our own age was in
school. We liked the social aspect of school.’

Katherine Jackson, a strong force in the lives of her children,
passed on to them a deep and abiding respect for certain religious
convictions. She had been a Baptist and then a Lutheran but turned
from both faiths for the same reason: she discovered that the
ministers were having extramarital affairs. When Michael was five
years old Katherine became a Jehovah's Witness, converted by a
door-to-door worker. She was baptized in 1963 in the swimming
pool at Roosevelt High in Gary. From then on, she asked that the
rest of the family get dressed in their best clothes every Sunday
and walk with her to Kingdom Hall, their place of worship.
Joseph, who had been raised a Lutheran, accompanied his wife a
couple of times to placate her, but stopped going when the children
were still young because, as Marlon put it, ‘it was so boring.” As
time went on, Michael, LaToya, and Rebbie would become the
most devout about their religion.

Had that religion been any but the Jehovah's Witnesses,
Michael Jackson would probably have evolved in a completely
different way. So removed are Jehovah's Witnesses from
mainstream Protestantism, they were sometimes considered a cult,
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especially in the fifties and sixties. No matter where they live, no
Jehovah's Witness will salute a flag (they believe it is idolatrous to
do so) or serve in any armed forces (each Witness is considered an
ordained minister and, therefore, exempt). They don't celebrate
Christmas or Easter or birthdays. They usually will not contribute
money to any group outside their own church because they
consider preaching the gospel the most worthwhile, charitable
deed. Jehovah's Witnesses periodically make news because they
refuse to receive blood transfusions for themselves or their
children, no matter how gravely ill the patient may be.

In the strictest sense of the teachings, Jehovah's Witnesses
considered themselves the sheep; everybody else is a goat. When
the great battle of Armageddon is fought — it was expected in 1972
and then in 1975 — all the goats will be destroyed at once and the
sheep will be spared. The sheep will then be resurrected to a life
on earth as subjects of the Kingdom of God. They will be ruled by
Christ and a select group of 144,000 Witnesses who will reside in
heaven by Christ's side. At the end of a thousand years, Satan will
come forth to tempt those on earth. Those who succumb to his
wiles will be immediately destroyed. The rest will live, idyllically.
Of course, as with those who adhere to religious beliefs, some
Witnesses are more adamant about those teachings than others.

Estimates are that 20 to 30 per cent of its members are black.
Witnesses are judged solely by their good deeds — their witnessing,
or door-to-door proselytizing — and not on new cars, large homes,
expensive clothes and other status symbols. Because of her
devotion to the Jehovah's Witnesses, Katherine was mostly
satisfied with what she had in Gary, Indiana. She enjoyed her life,
and had little issue with it other than her concern that the city
didn't offer much promise for her children's future, other than
work in factories for the boys and domestic life for the girls.
Would that be so bad? Yes, Joseph would tell her, absolutely, yes.
Sometimes, she agreed. Sometimes, she wasn't so sure what to
think about any of it.

Every day, for at least three hours, the boys would rehearse,
whether they wanted to do so or not, with Joseph's only thought
being to get his family out of Gary.

‘When | found out that my kids were interested in becoming
entertainers, | really went to work with them,” Joseph Jackson
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would tell Time. “When the other kids would be out on the street
playing games, my boys were in the house working, trying to learn
how to be something in life, do something with their lives.’

Though the Jacksons' music may have brought them closer
together as a family unit, it also served to further alienate them
from everyone else in the neighbourhood. ‘Already, people
thought we were strange because of our religion,” Jackie would
remember. ‘Now they were sure of it. They'd say, “Yeah, look at
those Jacksons. They think they're something special.” Everyone
else used to hang out on the corners and sing with their groups.
But we weren't allowed to. We had to practise at home. So the
other kids thought we thought we were too good to sing with on
the corner.’

Rehearsals were still held twice a day, before school and after,
even though their peers in the neighbourhood thought the Jacksons
were wasting their time. As they practised, voices from outside
would taunt them through open windows, “You ain't nothing," you
Jacksons!” Rocks would be hurled into the living room. It didn't
matter to the Jacksons; they ignored the taunts and focused on
their practice sessions.

By 1962, five-year-old Marlon had joined the group, playing
bongos and singing, mostly off-key. (Marlon couldn't sing or
dance, but he was allowed in the group anyway because Katherine
would not have it any other way.) One day when the boys were
practising while Joseph was at work, Katherine watched as
Michael, who was four years old, began imitating Jermaine as he
sang a James Brown song. When Michael sang, his voice was so
strong and pure, Katherine was surprised. As soon as Joseph got
home, she met him at the door with some good news: ‘I think we
have another lead singer.’

S

Joseph Hits Michael

Today, Michael Jackson often speaks about the abuse he suffered
at the hands of his father. When he gave his controversial 2003
interview to Martin Bashir, quick tears came to his eyes when he
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remembered the way his dad treated him. ‘It was bad,” he said of
the beatings. ‘Real bad.” Watching Michael as he took himself
back to the days in Gary when his father hit him was truly painful.
Clearly, all these years later, he is still traumatized by that part of
his childhood.

Little Michael was a fascinating child. ‘Ever since Michael
was very young, he seemed different to me from the rest of the
children,” Katherine said. ‘I don't believe in reincarnation, but you
know how babies move so uncoordinated? Michael never moved
that way. When he danced, it was as if he were an older person.’

Michael was always precocious. His mother has recalled that
at the age of a year and a half he would hold his bottle and dance
to the rhythm of the washing machine. His grandmother, Chrystal
Johnson (her later married name), has recalled that he began
singing when he was about three. ‘And what a beautiful voice he
had,’ she enthused. ‘Even back then, he was a joy to listen to.’

Michael was too sensitive a boy to be manhandled the way he
was by his father. He was also quick on his feet, and determined to
avoid an altercation with Joseph. Tito remembered that Michael
was ‘so quick that if my mother or father used to swing at him,
he'd be out of their way. They'd be swinging at air.”

Joseph believed in the value and impact of brute force as a
disciplinary tool. ‘Either you're a winner in this life, or a loser,” he
liked to say. ‘And none of my kids are gonna be losers.” To be sure
of that, he would smack his kids without giving it a second thought
in order to keep them on the right track to being ‘winners’.
Shoving them into walls was not unusual behaviour for him,
especially the boys. Michael, however, was the one boy in the
family who would attempt to fight back when provoked by his
father. Once, when he was just three, Joseph spanked him for
something he had done. Crying, Michael then took off one of his
shoes and hurled it at his father. Joseph ducked; the shoe missed
him.

‘Are you crazy?’ Joseph screamed at him. ‘Boy, you just
signed your own death warrant. Get over here.’

Infuriated, Joseph grabbed Michael and, according to Marlon,
held him upside down by one leg and pummelled him over and
over again with his hand, hitting him on his back and buttocks.
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Soon, Michael was crying and screaming so loudly it seemed as if
he was trying to summon the entire neighbourhood to his aid.

‘Put him down, Joseph,” Katherine hollered. “You're gonna kill
him! You're gonna kill him.’

When Joseph released the boy, he ran to his room, sobbing, ‘I
hate you.” Those were fighting words for Joseph. He followed
Michael into the bedroom, slammed the door and then let him
have it.

‘Joseph once locked Michael in a closet for hours,” said a
friend of the Jackson family's. “That was traumatizing, horrible for
him.’

Katherine didn't know how to reconcile herself to her
husband's treatment of their children. How could a man so gentle
at times that he would kiss her fingertips in a romantic moment,
turn around and beat her children? His behaviour simply wasn't in
the sphere of her understanding, as a God-fearing woman.
However, she didn't know what to do about it. As much as she
loved him, she feared him. She would speak up at times, but
reluctantly.

In truth, Katherine had also been the target of Joseph's fury.
When Rebbie was a baby, Joseph was on edge because of sleep
deprivation and a heavy work schedule. One day, he returned
home to a crying baby, only to find Katherine outside talking to
one of the neighbours. He ran out to get her. “The kid is screaming
her head off,” he shouted. Katherine immediately returned to the
baby's side. ‘I'm sorry, Joseph,’ she said, according to her memory.
‘I didn't know she had awakened.” Suddenly, Joseph turned around
and smacked his wife across the face. “‘My cheek went numb,’
Katherine recalled. Her reaction was swift and immediate fury.
She took a ceramic bottle warmer and threw it at him with
everything she had in her. It struck him on his forearm and
shattered, cutting him deeply. Blood gushed from the wound as the
two argued. ‘Don't you ever hit me again,” Katherine warned him,
‘or I'll leave you so fast your head will spin.” Katherine says that
the violent episode marked the first and last time Joseph ever
struck her — but, apparently, he turned his violent temper on her
children.

When Michael was five, he toddled into a room and had his
breath taken away when Joseph tripped him and he fell to the
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ground, bloodied. “That's for whatcha' did yesterday,” Joseph said.
‘And tomorrow, I'm gonna get you for what you'll do today.’

Michael began to cry. ‘But I didn't even do nothin' yet,” he said
through his tears.

‘Oh, you will, boy,” Joseph said. “You will.’

From that point onward, whenever young Michael walked into
a room he looked left, then right, as if crossing the street. He was
hoping to avoid his father. How does a young boy deal with such
fear? ‘I began to be so scared of that man,” Michael later recalled.
‘In fact, | guess it's safe to say that | hated him.’

Michael recalled that his father ‘was always a mystery to me,
and he knows it. One of the things | regret most is never being able
to have a real closeness with him.” In truth, none of the Jackson
children ever developed “a real closeness’ with Joseph, who was
not affectionate toward them. Sometimes he took his boys
camping and fishing on weekends or taught them how to box to
defend themselves, but he never paid much attention to the girls.
(As a toddler, Janet liked to crawl into bed with her mother and
father, but she had to wait until Joseph was asleep.)

Aspects of Joseph's parenting were unconventional, to say the
least. Whenever the boys left their bedroom window open at night,
he would go outside and climb into their room and then scream at
them at the top of his lungs... while wearing a fright mask. The
youngsters would begin crying and hyperventilating, frightened
half to death. Why would a father cause his children such trauma?
Joseph explains that he was trying to demonstrate why they should
not leave the windows open at night. After all, what if a burglar
were to enter the house? Michael and Marlon would, for many
years afterwards, suffer from vivid nightmares of being kidnapped
from the safety of their bedrooms.

Suffice it to say that as he grew older Michael pulled about as
far away from Joseph as he could, clinging to his mother, whom he
adored, as if his very life depended on it (and maybe it did). ‘Even
with nine children, she treated each of us like an only child,” he
would remember to this writer in 1991. ‘Because of Katherine's
gentleness, warmth and attention, | can't imagine what it must be
like to grow up without a mother's love. [What an ironic statement,
considering that both of his children are, today, being raised
without their mother, Debbie Rowe.] The lessons she taught us
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were invaluable. Kindness, love and consideration for other people
headed her list.”

And, as for Joseph? ‘I used to throw up whenever | thought of
him,” Michael recalled, succinctly. In his 2003 Martin Bashir
interview, he noted that Joseph has blue eyes. Clearly, he hasn't
looked into his father's eyes in some time; they're hazel, almost
green.

_

Climbing Mountains

In 1963, at the age of five, Michael Jackson began attending
Garnett Elementary School. Katherine has said that he was
generous to a fault, so much so that he used to take jewellery from
her dresser and give it to his teachers as tokens of his affection for
them. A stubborn child, he continued to do so even after his
mother chastised him for giving away her possessions.

One of Michael's first memories concerns performing at the
age of five, when he sang ‘Climb Ev'ry Mountain’ from The Sound
of Music a cappella for his class. The other children were
impressed as much by his self-confidence as by his talent; he
received a standing ovation. The teacher started to sob. Katherine
attended the performance with Joseph's father, Samuel, who was
not a sentimental man, yet even he was moved to tears by
Michael's mellifluous performance. ‘I don't know where he got it
from,’

Katherine said of Michael's prowess as a singer. ‘He was just
S0 good, so young. Some kids are special. Michael was special.’

Five-year-old Michael had so much energy and charisma that
Jackie, who was twelve at the time, decided his younger brother
would become ‘the lead guy’. That was perfectly fine with
Michael; he enjoyed being the centre of attention. However,
Jermaine's feelings were hurt. He had been the lead singer of the
group, and now suddenly he wasn't good enough. Some family
members have theorized that one of the reasons he stuttered as a
child was a lack of confidence. Still, Jermaine would support the
family's decision because Michael was so obviously a natural
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entertainer. However, it must be said that it always seemed that
Jermaine competed with Michael, especially as an adult, often
trying to best him.

‘He became this great little imitator,” Jermaine would
remember of Michael. ‘He'd see something — another kid dance, or
maybe James Brown on TV - and next thing you knew, Michael
had it memorized and knew just what to do with it. He loved to
dance too. Marlon was a good dancer, maybe better than Mike.
But Mike loved it more. He was always dancin' 'round the house.
You'd always catch him dancin' for himself in the mirror. He'd go
off alone and practise and then come back and show us this new
step. We'd incorporate it into the act. Michael began
choreographing our show.’

‘Finally it was time for us to enter a talent contest,” Michael
recalled. “This is something | remember like it was just yesterday.

‘Everyone on the block wanted to be in the talent show and
win the trophy. | was about six years old but | had figured out then
that nobody gives you nothin'. You got to win it. Or, like Smokey
Robinson said in one of his songs, “You got to earn it”. We did this
talent contest at Roosevelt High School in Gary. We sang The
Temptations' “My Girl” and won first prize.’

The boys also performed their rendition of the Robert Parker
hit song, ‘Barefootin”. During a musical break in the middle of the
song, little Michael kicked off his shoes and started doing the
barefoot dance all over the stage, much to the crowd's delight.

‘After that, we started winning every talent show we entered,’
Michael said. ‘It was just going from one thing to another, up, up,
up. The whole house was full of trophies, and my father was so
proud. Probably, the happiest | ever saw my mother and father was
back there in Gary when we were winning those talent shows.
That's when we were closest, | think, back in the beginning when
we didn't have anything but our talent.”

By 1965, Joseph was making only about eight thousand
dollars a year working full-time at the mill. Katherine worked part-
time as a saleswoman at Sears. When Joseph wanted to start
spending more money on the group — musical equipment,
amplifiers, microphones — Katherine became concerned.

‘I was afraid we were getting in over our heads,” she would
recall. She and Joseph had vociferous disagreements about
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finances. ‘I saw this great potential in my sons,” Joseph once told
me, in his defence. ‘So yes, | did go overboard. I invested a lot of
money in instruments, and this was money we did not have. My
wife and | would have heated arguments about this “waste of
money”, as she would call it. She'd yell at me that the money
should have been put into food, not into guitars and drums. But |
was the head of the household and what I said was the final word.
| overran her opinion.

‘Black people were used to struggling and making ends meet.
This was nothing new for me or any of us. | came up struggling, so
my kids knew how to economize. They had no choice. We made a
penny stretch by eating foods like chitterlings and collard greens. |
used to tell them we were eating soul food in order to be able to
play soul. We were trying to move upward, trying to get ahead. |
wasn't going to let anything stop us.’

In the end, he and Katherine always got past the fights. After
the shouting, Joseph would lean in and kiss her lightly on the lips.
He could be surprisingly gentle. She later said she would tremble
whenever he took a romantic approach; he could always reason
with her in that way. ‘Joseph convinced me that the boys were
worth it,” she recalled. ‘No one ever believed in his sons more than
my husband believed in those boys. He used to tell me, “I'd spend
my last dime on those boys if that's what it took”.”

Soon Joseph was driving his children to Chicago to compete
in talent contests there. Chicago was a city bustling with
sensational sixties' soul music and teeming with talent like Curtis
Mayfield, The Impressions, Jerry Butler and Major Lance. Joseph
may not have been a showman, but he certainly knew about
performing. He taught his boys everything he knew - by
experience, observation and instinct — about how to handle and
win over an audience. ‘It's incredible how he could have been so
right about things. He was the best teacher we ever had,” Michael
would say.

‘He wouldn't make it fun, though,” Michael said. ““You're
doing it wrong; you gotta do it like this,” he'd say. Then he would
hit me. He made it hard for me. He would say, “Do it like
Michael,” and make me the example. | hated that.

‘I didn't want to be the example, | didn't want to be singled
out. My brothers would look at me with resentment because they
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couldn't do it like me. It was awful that Joseph did that to me. But
he was brilliant, too. He told me how to work the stage and work
the mike and make gestures and everything. | was always torn. On
one hand he was this horrible man, then on the other he was this
amazing manager.’

When the group played its first paying performance at a Gary
nightclub called Mr Lucky's, they made roughly seven dollars for
the engagement. The boys then began playing in other clubs and
the patrons would throw coins and bills on to the stage. ‘My
pockets would just be bustin' with money,” Michael once told me.
‘My pants couldn't even stay up. Then | would go and buy candy,
loads and loads of candy for me and for everyone.’

Many neighbourhood boys would accompany the Jacksons as
musicians from time to time, and by 1966, Johnny Porter Jackson
(no relation) was added to the group as a permanent drummer,
Johnny's family was friendly with the Jacksons, who, in time,
would consider Johnny a ‘cousin’. Ronny Rancifer, a keyboardist,
was also added to the band. The boys played clubs in Gary and as
far away as Chicago; Michael was eight years old and singing
lead. Tito was on guitar, Jermaine on bass guitar; Jackie played
shakers and Johnny Jackson was on drums. Marlon sang harmony
and danced, though he wasn't a very good dancer. (He worked at it,
though, and was so persistent at wanting to be good at it he,
eventually, would rival Michael!)

The Jacksons would pull up in their Volkswagen bus to 2300
Jackson Street at five in the morning on Monday, after an
exhausting weekend of performing. Joseph would kiss Katherine
on the nose upon their arrival, giving her a boyish grin. ‘How ya'
doing, Katie?” he would ask. For Katherine, there was nothing
better than the expression on her husband's face when everything
had gone well for the boys on the road. It was one of sheer joy.
Each of her sons would embrace her. Then, they would all sleep
for a couple of hours while Katherine unpacked their bags, and
cooked a tremendous breakfast for them before Joseph went off to
work, and the boys and their siblings to school.

Though thrilled about her sons' growing success, Katherine
was uneasy about the family's shifting priorities. Suddenly, the
emphasis was not only on making music for fun, but also to make
a living. It was as if earning money made it all right to want more
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money. However, as a Jehovah's Witness Katherine valued good
works over money. Therefore, she was concerned about how
jubilant the boys were when they'd come home from a concert date
with their pockets full of change. ‘Remember, that's not the
important thing,” she would tell them. But what kid would believe
her, especially when she herself was encouraging them to win
more talent shows — and, as a consequence, make more money?

It was in the inauspicious surroundings of a shopping mall in
Gary, Indiana, that The Jackson Five got their name. ‘I got to
talking with a lady, a model named Evelyn Leahy,” Joseph once
told me. “The boys were performing in a department store, and she
said to me after the show, “Joseph, | think The Jackson Brothers
sounds old-fashioned, like The Mills Brothers. Why don't you just
call them The Jackson Five?” Well, that sounded like a good name
to me, The Jackson Five. So that's what we called them from then
on. The Jackson Five.’

The group soon found themselves doing more club dates out
of town on weekends. Joseph put a luggage rack on top of the
family's Volkswagen bus for their equipment before hitting the so-
called ‘chitlin® (as in chitterling) circuit: two-thousand-seat
theatres in downtown, inner-city areas like Cleveland, Ohio;
Baltimore, Maryland and Washington, DC. There would always be
many other acts on the bill, all diligently vying for the audience's
favour. Sometimes these entertainers would be established artists —
like The Four Tops — but often they would be unknowns, like The
Jackson Five. This arrangement gave the upstarts an opportunity to
learn from the experienced players. After their act, Michael's
brothers would go off on their own, but Michael would stay behind
and observe the other performers on the bill. Whenever anyone
wanted to find eight-year-old Michael, they always knew where to
look: he'd be in the wings, watching, studying and, as he
remembered, ‘really taking note of every step, every move, every
twist, every turn, every grind, every emotion. It was the best
education for me.’

It wasn't long began Michael began to appropriate routines and
shtick from the best of the acts on the same bill with the brothers,
like James Brown, whom Michael would watch, repeatedly.
(Diana Ross used to do the same thing before The Supremes were
famous. She stole from everyone on the Motown Revue!)
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‘James Brown taught me a few things he does on stage,’
Michael remembered back in 1970. ‘It was a couple years ago. He
taught me how to drop the mike and then catch it before it hits the
stage floor. It only took me about thirty minutes to learn. It looks
hard, but it's easy. All I want now is a pair of patent leather shoes
like James Brown's. But they don't make them in kids' sizes.’

The Jackson Five won the amateur talent show at the Regal, a
theatre in Chicago, for three consecutive weeks, a major coup for
the family. The Jackson boys were becoming more experienced
and polished, their lead singer, Michael, more poised and
professional. They played St Louis, Kansas City, Boston,
Milwaukee and Philadelphia. Not only did they open for The
Temptations, The Emotions, The O'Jays, Jackie Wilson, Sam and
Dave, and Bobby Taylor and the Vancouvers, but they formed
friendships with these artists and learned first-hand from many of
them what to expect of the entertainment world.

Before one talent show, one performer remarked to another
that they'd better watch out for The Jackson Five, ‘because they
got this midget they're using as a lead singer’. Jackie overheard
and couldn't stop laughing.

When Michael heard about it, he was hurt. ‘I can't help it if
I'm the smallest,” he said, crying.

Joseph pulled his young son aside. “Listen here, Michael,” he
said, kneeling down to eye-to-eye level with him. *You need to be
proud that you're being talked about by the competition,” he said,
his tone gentle. ‘That means you're on your way. This is a good
thing.’

‘“Well, | don't like it,” Michael recalls saying. ‘They're talking
bad about me.’

Joseph kissed his son on the top of the head, a rare moment of
gentleness from him. “This is only the beginning, Mike,” he said,
smiling, “so, get used to it.’

In August 1967, The Jackson Five performed at the famed
Apollo Theater in Harlem, as contestants in its world-renowned
amateur show. Working at the Apollo was the dream of most
young black entertainers at the time. In his book Showtime at the
Apollo, writer Ted Fox observed, ‘[The Apollo was] not just the
greatest black theatre but a special place to come of age
emotionally, professionally, socially and politically.” Joseph and
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Jack Richardson, a close friend of his, drove the boys to New York
in the family's Volkswagen. At this time, Jackie was sixteen; Tito,
thirteen; Jermaine, twelve; Marlon, ten; and Michael had just
turned nine. The brothers entered the so-called Superdog Contest,
the winning of which was the most prestigious achievement in any
of the categories.

Michael once told me, ‘The Apollo was the toughest place of
all to play. If they liked you there, they really liked you. And if
they hated you, they'd throw things at you, food and stuff. But, you
know what? We weren't scared. We knew we were good. We had
so much self-confidence at that time. At the other gigs we'd
played, we had 'em in the palms of our hands. I'd be on stage
singing and I'd look over at Jermaine and we'd wink at one another
because we always knew we had it. | mean, you have to feel that
way just to get up on that stage and take the chance, you know?
Plus, Joseph would not have had it any other way. We wanted to
please him. | mean, that was as important as winning any contest.”

Backstage at the Apollo, The Jackson Five found a small log
that had been mounted on a pedestal, which supposedly came from
the fabled Tree of Hope.

According to legend, The Tree of Hope had stood in front of
Connie's; Inn, where Louis Armstrong performed in the famous
Harlem version of Fats Waller's Hot Chocolates. Over the years,
hundreds of performers would stand under that tree and touch it
for good luck. It became tradition. When Seventh Avenue was
widened during New York City road construction, the tree was
uprooted. However, Bill ‘Bojangles’ Robinson arranged for the
Tree of Hope — he was the one who named it — to be moved to a
street island, at Seventh Avenue, south of 132nd Street. Eventually,
the tree was cut down; no one remembers the reason, and a plaque
is all that remains at its final location. However, a small log from
the Tree of Hope was mounted on a pedestal backstage at the
Apollo. It then became tradition that the first-timer who touched
the tree before he went out on to the stage would be destined for
good luck: he would join the ranks of those black performers who
had struggled to make their dreams a reality, who had fought for
respect, who had paid their dues and eventually triumphed,
shaping American popular culture in the image of their race and
heritage.
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The pedestal was placed off to the side of the stage so that the
crowd could watch as the performers touched it. It was a
Wednesday night and The Jackson Five were on the bill with The
Impressions, one of the most popular vocal groups of the day. One
of its founding members, Fred Cash, once told me that he went to
nine-year-old Michael before the brothers hit the stage and told
him the legend about the tree. “No kiddin'?” Michael asked Fred,
his eyes wide as saucers. ‘Wow. That is so great. | love that. I'll bet
it works, too.’

‘Hey, guys, did you know 'bout this tree thing?’ Michael then
asked his brothers. ‘Touch this tree and we'll have good luck.’

‘Nah. | don't believe in luck,’ Tito deadpanned.

‘“Well, | sure do,” Michael countered. “Wish | could take that
log home with me. Then I'd always have good luck.’

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ the announcer said as the boys pulled
themselves together backstage, ‘here they are, The Jackson Five.’

The lights went up. It was time for The Jackson Five to take
their rightful place in history. Joseph watched proudly as each of
his sons touched the plague of the Tree of Hope: First, Jackie; then
Tito; Jermaine; Marlon; Michael; then, ‘cousin’ Johnny. The group
ran out on to the stage as the audience offered its applause.
Michael, though, was the last one at the footlights. He ran back to
touch the Tree of Hope one more time... just to be on the safe side.
It must have worked; the boys won the contest, an enthusiastic
audience response sealing their victory.

F_

‘My poor, poor family’

Ever since Michael Jackson was a teenager, the public has
speculated about his personal life. Straight, gay or even asexual, it
Is fascinating that the sexual proclivity of a performer with as
much on-stage sexual appeal as Michael has always been such a
mystery.

At an early age, Michael received mixed signals about sex.
The message from Katherine was loud and clear; with her strong
faith as a Jehovah's Witness, lust in thought or in deed was
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considered sinful. According to 1 Corinthians 6:9, none of the
unrighteous — “neither fornicators, nor idolaters, nor adulterers, nor
effeminate men, nor abusers of themselves with mankind’ — would
inherit the Kingdom of God. Therefore, physical intimacy was
reserved for marriage.

However, from Joseph, who shunned the religion Katherine
had embraced, the boys received a message that came more from
his actions than from his words. In the group's early days, Joseph
booked the boys into dives and strip joints. Ordinarily strict, he
apparently gave his sons free rein at those times, allowing nine-
year-old Michael to stand in the wings and watch as the male
audience leered and whistled at voluptuous women who stripped
until naked on stage. Once, Michael watched in fascination as a
well-endowed stripper took off everything but her underwear.
Then, at just the ‘right’ moment, she pulled two large oranges from
her bra and took off a wig to reveal that ‘she’ was actually a he.

When the boys played the Peppermint Lounge in Chicago,
there was a peephole in their dressing room through which they
had a clear view into the ladies' bathroom. They would each take
turns peering into it. “We learned everything there was to know
about ladies,” Marlon recalled. (Some years later, the group was
performing in London when Michael, thirteen, and Marlon,
fourteen, discovered a peephole that looked directly into an
adjoining dressing room occupied by theatre star Carol Channing.
‘Look, she's naked!” Marlon said excitedly as he peered through
the hole. ‘I can't look,” Michael protested. ‘But she's naked,’
Marlon enthused. ‘Carol Channing is naked. * Michael took a
quick look. “Ugh,” he groaned. *She is naked.”)

It's safe to say that these kinds of experiences would impact on
Michael for the rest of his life. At nine, Michael was not
psychologically equipped to fully understand any sexual
stimulation he may have received from what he had witnessed,
such as the strip teases. He must have been conflicted: he had an
overly rigid view of the world from his mother and an overly
promiscuous view of the world from his father.

One of The Jackson Five's early performance numbers was
their rendition of soul singer Joe Tex's raucous ‘Skinny Legs and
All’. As part of the act, Joseph encouraged young Michael to go
into the audience, crawl under tables, lift up women's skirts, and
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peek at their panties. No matter how embarrassed Michael was by
this gimmick, he embellished each performance by rolling his eyes
and smiling wickedly. He knew that the audience members loved
the bit enough to throw money on to the stage afterwards. The
boys would then scramble for the loose change. After a show like
this one, the boys would go home to their religious mother, who
would then tuck them into bed and remind them of the virtues of
being a good Jehovah's Witness. She truly never knew anything
about the nightclub act until many years later.

Of course, when the Jackson boys were on the road, Katherine
remained at home with the younger children. Her absence gave
Joseph carte blanche to date other women — mostly groupies. The
boys were well aware that he was exploiting their talent for the
purposes of having sex. Marlon has recalled his father coming into
his sons' hotel rooms with shapely beauties on both of his arms.
‘G'night, fellows,” he would say. The boys, in bed in their pyjamas,
would watch silently as their father and his lady friends closed the
door behind them. They could then hear laughter and other sounds
from Joseph's room, next door. It was as if he wanted them to
know what he was doing behind Katherine's back. What was he
thinking? Who knew? He'd become an enigma, just as much a
mystery then, in his thirties, as his son, Michael, would be at the
same age.

However, a few things about Joseph seemed clear: he was an
insecure man with crippled judgement. Also, he never felt fully
appreciated by his family. No matter how successful and popular
Joseph would make his sons, or how much he gave to his wife and
daughters, he always felt a lack of gratitude and respect from
them. They rarely showed him affection. Tender moments between
any of them were uncommon. Perhaps it was because he had
stopped being a demonstrative person once his focus in life
completely shifted to the success of his sons (and he had never
been that effusive, anyway). His family did not know how to relate
to him, and he couldn't understand them either. Therefore, Joseph
wandered outside the household for appreciation, for validation.

‘He used to do the meanest things to us,” Michael once told me
of his father. He said he was revolted by the thought of whatever
was occurring in Joseph's room with his girlfriends. (The lyrics to
his song ‘Scream’, come to mind: ‘Oh, father, please, have mercy
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‘cause | just can't take it/Stop fucking with me!’.) At such a young
age, Michael was forced to wonder how Joseph could repeatedly
betray Katherine and, apparently, not be the least bit ashamed of
his actions. Decades later, he is still conflicted by his father's
actions. ‘I loved Joseph,” he said during a break from his 2003
interview with Martin Bashir. Unexpectedly, tears welled in his
eyes. ‘At the same time, | hated him for what he did to my
mother.” He swallowed hard, trying to push back the emotion. ‘My
poor mother,” he said. ‘My poor family,” he added, sadly. ‘My
poor, poor family.’

None of her sons would ever hurt Katherine by revealing to
her what her husband was doing while they were on the road, and
they certainly didn't dare betray Joseph in that way, either. Having
to lie to their mother was an additional burden. ‘Katherine, of
course, has never had a lover. She's always been faithful to
Joseph,” recalled Susie Jackson, who was married to Johnny
Jackson, the group's drummer. “This only made them love their
mother even more. The kids just had to learn to lie to heir mother,
be hypocritical, and be very good at it. She would ask, “Well, what
does Joseph do while you guys are out there working?” And they
would say, “Nothing. He just lays around.” It was true, but not by
himself.”

Dr Carole Lieberman, a Los Angeles-based psychologist, who
has not treated Michael, speculated, ‘The father's infidelity would
certainly have hit the youngest child exposed to it the hardest. [In
this case, that would have been Michael, since he was the youngest
member of the group privy to Joseph's indiscretions. It would be
years before his younger brother and sister, Randy and Janet,
would know about their father's philandering.] He would have
thought that by not telling the mother he had betrayed her the
most. Of course, this would have impacted him in many ways, and
lying about it at such an early age obviously just taught him,
simply, that it was okay to lie.’

‘I may be young,’ little Michael used to say while introducing
the Smokey Robinson song ‘Who's Lovin' You’ in the group's act,
‘but |1 do know what the blues are all about.” Though the line was
just a part of the group's stage patter, the truth of it was more
accurate, and more painful, than anyone in the audience ever could
have guessed.
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The Jackson family was ecstatic over the boys' tremendous
success at the Apollo Theater, and with good reason: this success
marked a defining moment for them in terms of their future. ‘I'm
so damn happy, | could fly to Gary without an airplane,” Joseph
said afterward, his grin wide. Elated at their performance and
proud of their determination to be the best, Joseph was determined
to continue doing whatever was necessary to ensure his family's
fortune in a tough, competitive business. To that end, he decided to
work only part-time at Inland Steel so that he could devote more
time to his sons' careers.

In 1968, Joseph would earn only fifty-one hundred dollars
rather than his usual eight to ten thousand. He would give up
relative financial security in order to gamble on his family's future.
However, the gamble quickly paid off; the boys started making six
hundred dollars per engagement. With the influx of money,
Katherine and Joseph were able to redecorate their home and buy
their first colour television.

Now flushed with success, the Jacksons continued to work on
their performance in daily rehearsals that would often become
emotional. Once, when Joseph tried to convince Michael to
execute a dance step a certain way, Michael refused. According to
Johnny Jackson, Joseph smacked Michael across the face. Michael
fell backwards.

‘Now, you do it the way | told you to, you hear me?’ Joseph
hollered at the nine-year-old.

Michael began to cry, his right cheek red and sore. ‘I ain't
doin' it that way,” he said.

Joseph glared at him and took one step forward, his hand
raised to strike again.

Michael scrambled up off the floor. ‘Don't hit me,” he warned
his father. “'Cause if you ever hit me again, it'll be the last time |
ever sing, and | mean it.” Father and son exchanged angry stares.
However, Michael must have said the magic words because Joseph
turned and walked away, muttering something about his
‘ungrateful” son.

Michael has recalled that as Joseph got older, he became more
violent. It became a running theme in his young life: his father was
a bully, and he would have to live with it. ‘If you messed up
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during rehearsal, you got hit,” Michael would remember,
‘sometimes with a belt, a switch. Once, he ripped the wire cord off
the refrigerator and whooped me with it, that's how mad he was at
me.” It was a vicious cycle: the more his father beat him, the
angrier Michael became at him. The angrier he became, the more
he antagonized him...and the more he got beaten by his father. The
beatings were fierce, recurring and traumatizing. ‘I'd try to fight
back,” Michael would recall, ‘just swinging my fists. That's why |
got it more than all my brothers combined. | would fight back and
my father would kill me, just tear me up.’

Once, Michael was late arriving at rehearsal, and when he
walked in, Joseph came up from behind and shoved him into a
stack of musical instruments. Michael fell into the drums and was
badly bruised. “That'll teach you to be late,” Joseph said.

P

Rebbie Marries

At about this time, 1968, when Michael was almost ten, the
Jacksons faced a family crisis. Eighteen-year-old Maureen had
fallen in love with Nathaniel Brown, a devout Jehovah's Witness.
She announced that she wanted to marry him and move to
Kentucky. Katherine, happy for her daughter, encouraged her. In
Katherine's view, there was no more important role for any of her
daughters to play than that of being a wife and mother.

However, Joseph was against the marriage. ‘It was all cooked
up by Maureen and her mother,” he would later explain. ‘I wasn't
happy about it at all.’

Because Maureen — Rebbie, as she was known in the family —
had a powerful singing voice, her father had hoped she would
consider a career in show business. He felt that if she married and
raised a family, she would never be able to devote her attention to
the entertainment field. However, though Maureen had taken
dance and piano lessons as a child, she was not interested in a
musical career. She preferred the comfort and security of a happy
home life to the instability of show business.
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Also, of course, Rebbie wanted to get out of that house. There
was always so much drama occurring within the walls of that
small home on Jackson Street; from the exuberant high when the
boys would win a talent show, to the crashing low when they were
chased and bullied by Joseph. Rebbie wanted out. Who could
blame her? As it would happen, her defection from the ranks
would be just the first of such crises in the family, as several of the
children chose to marry at an early age against their father's wishes
in order to get away from him.

The arguments went on for weeks until, finally, Joseph
relented. Fine, Rebbie could get married.

However, he would have the final word: he would not give her
away.

F_

The First Record Deal

After winning another talent contest, this one at Beckman Junior
High in Gary, the boys were brought to the attention of a man
named Gordon Keith, who owned a small local label called
Steeltown Records. Keith immediately signed the brothers to a
limited record deal.

On a Saturday morning filled with great promise, Joseph took
his brood to Steeltown's recording studio. The boys were led into a
small glass booth. Michael was given a large set of metal
headphones which came halfway down his neck. His brothers
plugged their instruments into amplifiers. There were backup
singers and a horn section. This was the record business — at last!
The Jackson youngsters were thrilled, as anyone could see by
looking at their young, bright faces. Of course, this was a big day
for Joseph, too. It took a few hours to record that first song. After
that, they would return every Saturday for the next few weeks for
more recordings. One song was an instrumental; Michael sang
lead vocals on the other six. It was obvious that he was to be the
centrepiece of the group, he was so obviously unique with such a
true ‘sound’ and amazing self-assurance at an early age.
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Two singles were eventually released on Steeltown in 1968:
‘Big Boy’, backed with “You've Changed’, and “We Don't Have to
Be Over 21 (to Fall in Love)’, backed with ‘Jam Session’. Both
were mediocre numbers that don't really hint at Michael Jackson's
potential as a vocalist, but the boys were thrilled with them just the
same. After all, these were their first records. From here, it
seemed, anything might be possible. What a memorable moment it
must have been for them, then, when the family gathered around
the radio to hear the broadcast of that first recording. Michael
recalled that as it played, they sat in the living room, stunned.
“Then, when it was over, we all laughed and hugged one another.
We felt we had arrived. This was an amazing time for us as a
family. | can still feel the excitement when | think back on it.”

Ben Brown, then a high-level executive at Steeltown,
remembered the day the Jackson boys posed for publicity
photographs, in March 1968. ‘After the photographer positioned
the boys, Michael left the lineup and stood off to the side,
pouting,” Brown said. ““This isn't gonna look like a publicity
portrait,” Michael complained. “It's gonna look like a family
portrait.” “Well, fix it,” Joseph said. Then, Michael went and
rearranged the whole group, put himself in front on one knee, and
said, “Go ahead, take the picture now.” We took it, and you know
what? That was a great shot. How did he know how to do that,
how to take a publicity photo? He was such an old soul, as if he
had been a superstar in another life.’

In May 1968, the group was invited back to the Apollo to
perform and, this time, be paid for their appearance. They were on
a bill with Etta James, Joseph Simon and another family group,
The Five Stairsteps and Cubie — a singer who was just two years
old. “‘Michael was a hard worker,” rhythm-and-blues singer Joseph
Simon said in an interview, adding in an echo of the memories of
practically everyone who ever worked on the same stage as the
young Jackson star, ‘there was a part of me that thought he was a
midget. His father was a slick businessman, | had heard. It
would've been just like him to pass a midget off as a child, | heard.
| remember going up to Michael and looking at him real close,
thinking, Okay now, is this kid a midget or not?

““Hey man, stop starin' at me, okay?” he told me.”

49



‘I remember him Dbeing talented, yes,” Etta James said of
Michael, ‘but polite and very interested too. | was working my
show, doing my thing on stage, and as I'm singing “Tell Mama”, |
see this little black kid watching me from the wings. And I'm
thinking, Who is this kid? He's distracting me. So | go over to him
in between songs, while the people are clapping, and | whisper,
“Scat, kid! Get lost. You're buggin' me. Go watch from the
audience.” | scared the hell out of him. He had these big ol’ brown
eyes, and he opened them real wide and ran away.

‘About ten minutes later, there's this kid again. Now he's
standing in front of the stage, off to the side. And he's watching me
as | work.’

After the show, when Etta was in her dressing room taking off
her makeup, there was a knock on the door.

‘Who is it?” she asked.

‘It's me.’

‘Whao's me?’

‘Michael,’ the young voice said. ‘Michael Jackson.’

‘I don't know no Michael Jackson,’ Etta said.

“Yes, you do. I'm that little kid you told to scat.’

Etta, a robust black woman with dyed blond hair and a big,
booming voice, cracked the door open and looked down to find a
nine-year-old gazing up at her with large, wondering eyes.
‘Whatchu want, boy?’ she asked.

In @ manner that wasn't the least bit timid, Michael said, ‘Miss
James, my father told me to come on back here and 'pologize to
you. I'm sorry, ma‘'am, but | was just watchin' you 'cause you're so
good. You're just so good. How do you do that? | never seen
people clap like that.”

Etta, now flattered, smiled and patted the boy on the head.
‘Come on in here and sit with me,” she said. ‘I can teach you a few
tricks.’

‘l don't remember what | told him,” Etta recalled, ‘but I
remember thinking as he was leaving, Now, there's a boy who
wants to learn from the best, so one day he's gonna be the best.”

While Joseph was at the American Federation of Musicians'
hall in New York filling out certain forms for the Apollo
engagement, he met a young, white lawyer by the name of Richard
Arons. After talking to him for just a few moments, Joseph asked
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Arons to help him manage his sons. Joseph relished the idea of
having white assistance — a preference that would cause problems
for him in years to come. Arons, as a co-manager, began seeking
concert bookings for the group while Joseph tried to interest the
record industry in them. At one point, he tried to contact Berry
Gordy, president of Motown, by sending him an audiotape of some
of the Jacksons' songs; there was no reaction from Gordy, or from
anyone else at Motown.

In 1968, when The Jackson Five played The Regal Theater in
Chicago, Motown recording artist Gladys Knight arranged for
some of Motown's executives — but not Berry — to attend the show.
There was some interest in the group at that time; word got back to
Berry that the Jacksons were an up-and-coming act, but still, there
was no interest from him in terms of signing them to the label.

In July 1968 — when Jackie was seventeen; Tito, fourteen;
Jermaine, thirteen; Marlon, ten; and Michael, nine — the group
performed at Chicago's High Chaparral Club as an opening act for
a group called Bobby Taylor and the Vancouvers. After he saw the
Jackson boys in action, Taylor telephoned Ralph Seltzer, head of
Motown's creative department and also head of the company's
legal division, to suggest that the group be allowed to audition for
Motown.

‘l had some doubts,” Ralph Seltzer would recall. ‘Creative
considerations aside, | had concerns about their age and the way
they would change when they grew older, in terms of their
appearance and their voices. But there was so much excitement
about them from Bobby, | finally told him to bring them onto
Detroit.’

Though the Jacksons were scheduled to leave Chicago for a
local television programme in New York, Bobby Taylor convinced
Joseph that he should, instead, take the boys to Detroit for an
audition. Taylor arranged to film their performance. If the boys
were impressive, he said, Ralph Seltzer would then forward the
film to Berry Gordy, who was in Los Angeles, for his approval.

Later that day, Katherine called the High Chaparral Club to
talk to her husband. She was told that he and the boys had gone to
the Motor City. ‘Detroit?’ she asked, puzzled. “You mean to tell
me they gave up that television show to go to Detroit? What in the
world for?’
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‘Motown,’ said the voice on the other end. ‘They've gone to
Motown.’

F_

The Jacksons Sign with Motown

It was quarter to ten in the morning on 23 July 1968 when the
Jackson family's Volkswagen minibus eased into a parking space
in front of a cluster of small white bungalows at 2648 West Grand
Boulevard, Detroit. The sign above one of the structures said it all:
Hitsville U.S.A. This was Motown Records, the place from which
had sprung forth so many memorable, chart-topping hit records.
By 1968, Berry Gordy, Jr., had made an indelible impression on
the entertainment world with this company. Gordy was a maverick
in the record business in every way, a visionary who had plucked
young, black hopefuls from urban street corners to then transform
them into international superstars, with names such as The
Supremes, The Temptations, The Miracles, The Vandellas and The
Marvelettes. His success with those kinds of groups and solo
artists, like Stevie Wonder, Marvin Gaye and Tammi Terrell, was
largely the result of his brilliance at surrounding the singers with
the most talented writers, producers and arrangers Detroit had to
offer: Smokey Robinson, Brian Holland, Lamont Dozier and Eddie
Holland, Norman Whitfield, and Barrett Strong, to name just a
few. Using the notion of team work as their foundation, they and
the artists formulated an original, contagious style of music that
sold millions of records. It was called the Motown Sound.

A muscular rhythm section, engaging hook lines and choruses,
and witty lyrics were all standard elements of songs like “Where
Did Our Love Go?’ and ‘I Can't Help Myself’. ‘Dancing in the
Streets’, ‘Please Mr Postman’, ‘Stop! In the Name of Love’, ‘The
Tracks of My Tears’ and seemingly countless others became not
only anthems of an entire generation, but also emblems of the
period in American history in which they were recorded.

Berry Gordy was a tough taskmaster who encouraged intense
competition among his groups, writers and producers. The biggest
criticism levelled at Gordy — by outsiders at first and then, later, by
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the artists themselves — had to do with the complete control he
exercised over his dominion. Practically none of the artists had a
clue as to how much money they generated for the company, and
they were usually discouraged from asking questions about it.
They sang and performed, and that was all that was expected of
them. ‘I never saw a tax return until 1979,” Diana Ross, who
signed with Gordy in 1960, once said. “‘Berry was such a mentor
and strong personality, you found yourself relying on that. You
didn't grow.’

Joseph had heard some rumours about Motown — nonsense
about it being linked to the mob, for instance — and had also heard
that some artists had trouble being paid for their work. However,
none of that was on his mind when he took his boys there that day
in 1968 for their audition.

Joseph and Jack Richardson, a close family friend who
travelled with them and acted as a road manager, were in the front
seat of the van as they drove up to Hitsville. Crammed in the back
were the Jackson boys with a plethora of instruments, amplifiers
and microphones.

‘Get out and in line for inspection,” Joseph ordered.

The youngsters clambered out on to the already-warm Detroit
street, where, as if a military troop, they lined up according to age:
seventeen-year-old Jackie; fourteen-year-old Tito; thirteen-year-
old Jermaine; ten-year-old Marlon, and nine-year-old Michael.
Seventeen-year-old Johnny Jackson joined the group. Though they
were not related, Joseph treated him just like he treated his own
sons, and Johnny obeyed just as quickly. ‘All right,” Joseph
growled. “It's ten o'clock. Let's go. Remember everything | taught
you and, except when you're singing or being spoken to, keep your
mouths shut. And remember what | always say...” He looked at
Jermaine.

‘Either you're a winner in this life, or a loser,” Jermaine said.
‘And none of my Kids are losers.’

“Thata' boy,” Joseph said, patting him on the back.

Inside the main building, the first person to greet the gang was
a sharply dressed, black man. When he asked how he could assist
them, Joseph explained that they were the Jackson family from
Gary and that they had an appointment for an audition. The man
said that he'd been expecting them. “You must be Michael,” he
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said, looking at the smallest. Then, pointing to the boys in turn, he
correctly called each one by his name. ‘And you, sir, you must be
Joseph,” he announced as he and the family patriarch shook hands.
The boys looked at each other, amazed.

The family was then led into a small studio. As they walked
in, they noticed a person setting up a film camera on a tripod.
There were ten folding chairs in front of the small, elevated
wooden platform which would serve as a stage.

Suzanne dePasse, creative assistant to president Berry Gordy,
entered the studio wearing a blue miniskirt and a yellow blouse
with ruffles. Her high heels clicked as she approached the group to
introduce herself. She was an attractive, young black woman with
shoulder-length, soft hair and a bright, friendly smile. The boys
liked her immediately.

Ralph Seltzer was the next to appear. A tall white man wearing
a dark suit and conservative tie, Seltzer seemed more intimidating
than dePasse. He shook the hand of each boy, and then Joseph's
and Jack's.

‘We've heard a lot about your group,” he said to Joseph. ‘Mr
Gordy couldn't be here, but -’

“You mean Mr Gordy's not here?’ Joseph asked, unable to hide
his disappointment.

When Seltzer explained that Gordy was in Los Angeles,
Joseph said that they should reschedule the audition when he was
back in Detroit. He wanted his sons to audition for the boss, not
his flunkies. However, Seltzer explained that they intended to film
the audition, and then have it sent to Gordy on the West Coast. ‘Mr
Gordy will render a decision at that time,” he said.

‘He'll render a decision,” Joseph repeated, more to himself
than to Seltzer.

“Yes, he will,” Seltzer said, nodding his head. ‘Mr Gordy will
render a decision at that time.”

‘Mr Gordy's gonna render a decision,” Michael repeated to
Marlon.

‘What's that mean?’ Marlon whispered.

Michael shrugged his shoulders.

After all of the boys' equipment was lugged in from the van
and set up, eight more staffers who did not introduce themselves
filed into the studio, each with a notepad. Michael was ready to
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speak into the microphone when he heard someone in the corner
snicker and say, ‘Yeah, the Jackson Jive.” (“The Jackson Jive’ is an
old slang expression.) It sounded like an insult. Ralph Seltzer
cleared his throat and glared at the person who made the remark.

‘First song we'd like to do is James Brown's “lI Got the
Feeling”,” Michael announced. ‘Okay? Here we go.” He counted
off — “A-one, a-two, a-three’ — and then Tito on guitar, Jermaine on
bass, and Johnny Jackson on drums began to play.

‘Baby, baby, baa-ba. Baby, baby, baa-ba. Baby, baby, baa-ba,’
Michael sang. He grimaced and grunted, imitating James Brown.
‘I got the fe-e-e-lin' now. Good Gawwd almighty!” He skated
sideways across the floor, like Brown. ‘I feel goooood,” he
screamed into the microphone, a wicked expression playing on his
little face.

Suzanne dePasse and Ralph Seltzer smiled at each other and
nodded their heads. The other Motown executives kept time to the
music. Joseph, standing in a corner with his arms folded across his
chest, looked on approvingly.

After the boys finished, no one in the audience applauded.
Instead, everyone feverishly wrote on their notepads.

Confused, the youngsters looked at each other and then at their
father for a hint as to what they should do. Joseph motioned with
his hand that they should continue with the next number.

“Thank you. Thank you very much,” Michael said, as though
acknowledging an ovation. ‘We 'predate it.’

Michael then introduced the group, as he did in their live
show, after which they sang the bluesy ‘Tobacco Road’.

Again, no applause, just note-taking.

‘Next song we'd like to do is a Motown song,” Michael
announced. He paused, waiting for smiles of acknowledgement
that never materialized. ‘It's Smokey Robinson's “Who's Loving
You” Okay? Here we go. A-one, a-two, a-three...’

They closed the song with a big finish and waited for a
reaction from the Motown staffers. Again, everyone was writing.
‘Jackson Jive, huh?’ someone in the room said. ‘These boys ain't
jivin'. | think they're great.’

Michael beamed, his eyes dancing.

Ralph Seltzer cleared his throat and stood up. ‘I'd like to thank
you boys for coming,” he said. His voice gave no hint of how he
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felt the audition had gone. He shook each of their hands before
walking over to Joseph and explaining to him that the company
would put them all up at a nearby hotel. ‘I'll be in touch with you,’
Seltzer concluded, “in two days...’

‘When Mr Gordy renders a decision,” Joseph said, finishing
Seltzer's sentence. He didn't sound happy. The boys were also
clearly disappointed. As they filed out, no one said a word.

Two days later, Berry Gordy saw the sixteen-millimetre black-
and-white film. He made a quick decision. “Yes, absolutely, sign
these kids up,” he told Ralph Seltzer. ‘They're amazing. Don't
waste a second. Sign '‘em!’

On 26 July 968, Ralph Seltzer summoned Joseph into his
Motown office for a meeting. During the two-hour conference -
while the boys waited in the lobby — he explained that Berry
Gordy was interested in signing The Jackson Five to the label, and
then outlined the kind of relationship he hoped the company would
develop with the Jackson youngsters. He spoke of ‘the genius of
Berry Gordy’ and Gordy's hopes that The Jackson Five would
become major recording stars. ‘“These kids are gonna be big, big,
big,” Seltzer enthused, his manner much more cordial than it had
been on their first visit. ‘Believe me, if Mr Gordy says they're
gonna be big, they're gonna be big.” Joseph must have felt like he
was dreaming.

Then Seltzer presented Joseph with Motown's standard, nine-
page contract. It never occurred to Joseph that he should probably
have shown up with independent legal counsel for such an
Important discussion, and Seltzer hadn't suggested it.

‘Berry did not want outside lawyers looking over any of our
contracts,” Ralph Seltzer would explain in an interview long after
he and Gordy had parted ways. ‘Quite simply, he did not want
outsiders influencing the artists. | thought it was more than fair for
an artist to be able to take the contract home and read it, think it
over. Berry told me that if | ever allowed an artist to take a
contract home, that artist would not sign the contract. | tried once,
and he was right: the artist did not sign. It was best, Berry decided,
that potential contractees read over the agreement in my office and
then just sign. If they had a problem with that, they did not become
Motown artists. It was that simple.’
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Seltzer began with clause number one, which stated that the
agreement was for a term of seven years.

‘Hold it right there,” Joseph interrupted. ‘That's too long.’

Joseph felt that they should be committed for only one year.
That brief length of time was unheard of at Motown, where the
minimum arrangement was five years. Gordy felt it took that long
to fully develop an artist, and then see a return on the company's
Investment.

Ralph Seltzer picked up the telephone and called Berry Gordy
in Los Angeles. He explained the problem and handed the phone
to Joseph, whom Berry had never met. After a brief conversation,
Joseph hung up.

‘He said he was gonna think about it,” Joseph told Seltzer, who
smiled knowingly. Two minutes later, the phone rang again. It was
Gordy wanting to talk to Joseph. He explained to Joseph that, as
far as he was concerned, the real issue was a basic matter of trust.
If Joseph really believed in Gordy and Motown, he wouldn't mind
having his children obligated to the company for seven years.
After all, Gordy was willing to pay for their accommodation,
recording sessions, rehearsal time, and so forth. However, if
Joseph insisted on changing the clause, then it would be changed,
‘because, after all, | just want what's best for the kids,” Gordy
explained.

Joseph smiled and gave Richardson the thumbs-up signal. He
handed the phone to Seltzer who got back on the line and spoke to
Berry for a moment. Then Seltzer put Gordy on hold and
summoned an assistant into his office who took some quick
dictation from Gordy. About five minutes later, the assistant
returned with a new clause, which stated that the group was
obligated to Motown for only one year. Joseph beamed; he had
won a strategic battle against Berry Gordy.

Ralph Seltzer quickly explained the rest of the contract.
Joseph nodded his head, then called his boys into the office.

“We got it, boys,” he announced.

‘Oh, man, that's too much!’

‘We're on Motown!’

‘We got us a contract!’

They all began jumping up and down and hugging one
another.
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Ralph Seltzer gave each boy a contract. ‘Just sign right there
on that line, fellas.’

They looked at their father.

‘Go ahead. It's okay. Sign it.”

Though Joseph had not even read the contract — he just had it
explained to him - and neither had any of his sons, each boy
signed.

‘And here's an agreement for you, Mr Jackson,” Ralph Seltzer
said, handing Joseph a paper. ‘“This is a parental approval
agreement and it says, quite simply, that you will make certain that
the boys comply with the terms of the contract they just signed.”*

Joseph signed the agreement.

‘“Well, congratulations,” Ralph Seltzer said with a smile and a
firm handshake for Joseph. ‘And let me be the first to welcome
you to Motown.’

In years to come, many would wonder why Joseph Jackson
allowed his sons to sign Motown contracts — and why he himself
would sign an accompanying agreement — without first reading the
documents? In litigation against Motown, years later, Joseph
would explain, ‘I did not read these agreements nor did my sons
read these agreements because they were presented to us on a take-
it-or-leave-it basis. Since my sons were just starting out in the
entertainment field, we accepted these contracts based on the
representations of Ralph Seltzer that they were good contracts.’

Ralph Seltzer would disagree, and in a way that was a bit
unsettling. ‘I have no recollection of ever saying to Joseph Jackson
or The Jackson 5 that the agreement being offered by Motown was
a good agreement.’

Later, after leaving Ralph Seltzer's office, Joseph telephoned
Richard Arons, the man he had hired as his lawyer and the group's
unofficial co-manager. Arons would recall, ‘Joseph called me up
and said he had signed with Motown. There wasn't much | could
offer at that point.’

It's easy to understand why Joseph would just sign the deal. It
was Motown, after all. However, there were significant problems
with the contract, many of which would cause trouble for the
family later on down the road.

Clause Five, for instance, stated that The Jackson 5 would be
unable to record for any other label ‘at any time prior to the
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expiration of five years from the expiration or termination of this
agreement’. This was a standard Motown clause that applied
whether an act was signed for seven years, five years, or, as in the
case of The Jackson 5, one. So Berry Gordy's concession to Joseph
Jackson proved meaningless; The Jackson 5 were still tied up for
at least six years.

Furthermore, the third clause stated that Motown was under no
obligation to record the group or promote its music for five years,
even though this was purportedly a one-year contract! Some other
contractual stipulations that Joseph might have questioned had he
read the agreement: Motown would choose all of the songs that the
group would record, and the group would record each song until
‘they have been recorded to our [Motown's] satisfaction’.
However, Motown ‘shall not be obligated to release any
recording’, meaning that just because a song was recorded, it
would not necessarily be issued to the public. The group was paid
$12.50 per “master’, which is a completed recording of a song. But
in order for the recording to be considered a master, the song had
to be released. Otherwise, they were paid nothing. In other words,
they could record dozens of songs and see only one issued from
that session, and that would be the one for which they'd be paid.
As for the rest, well, they would just be a waste of time.

It's been written that the Jacksons received a 2.7 per cent
royalty rate, based on wholesale price, a standard Motown royalty
of the 1960s. Actually, according to their contract, the boys would
receive 6 per cent of 90 per cent of the wholesale price (less all
taxes and packaging) of any single or album released. It was the
same rate as Marvin Gaye, and also The Supremes, got. Marvin, as
a solo artist, did not have to split his percentage, though. The
Supremes had to divide it three ways. And this amount had to be
split five ways among the Jackson brothers. In other words,
Michael would receive one-fifth of 6 per cent of 90 per cent of the
wholesale price — or a little under one-half of a penny for any
single and $0.0216, about two cents, per album released (based on
an assumed wholesale price of $0,375 a single and $2.00 an
album).

Also, as per the terms of the contract, Motown was obligated
to pay the cost of arrangements, copying and accompaniment and
all other costs related to each recording session, whether the song
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was released or not — but these expenses and others would have to
be recouped by the company from the royalties generated by sales
of the records that were released. This arrangement would lead to
many complaints by Motown artists, and it would be a big
problem for The Jackson 5. But Joseph never imagined that the
group would record so many songs that would not be issued — and
they did, perhaps as many as a hundred! Later, it would be
virtually impossible for the group to make any money on the ones
that were released, because the boys would still have to pay for all
the ones that weren't.

Also, if Michael or any of his brothers were to leave the
group, he would have no right ever to say that he was a member of
The Jackson 5, ‘and shall have no further right to use the group
name for any purpose whatsoever’. Joseph may not have realized
it, but this could be a big problem. For instance, when Florence
Ballard was fired from The Supremes in 1967, she was not able to
promote herself as having been a member of the group. Her press
biography for ABC, when she signed to that label as a solo artist in
1968, could state only that she was ‘a member of a popular female
singing group’.

Also Motown could, at any time, replace any member of the
group with any person the company chose. In other words, if Tito
acted up, for instance, he could be bounced from the act and
replaced by someone else selected by Motown, and not by Joseph.

An even more limiting clause — number sixteen — stated that
‘Motown owns all rights, title and interest in the names Jackson
5 and Jackson Five.” In other words, they may have gone to the
company as The Jackson Five, but they sure weren't going to be
leaving that way. When The Supremes wanted to leave the label in
1972, they were welcome to go — but they'd have to change the
group's name to something else. They stayed.

The contract with Motown could have also stated that Joseph
would be obligated to hand Randy and Janet over to the company
to raise as Gordy saw fit, and he might have agreed to it. The
important thing was that the boys were with Motown, on any
terms.

Thus, on 26 July 1968, in tiny, barely legible handwriting,
Michael signed the deal: ‘Michael Joseph Jackson’.*
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‘Hollywood Livin”

On 27 September 1968, Motown Records booked The Jackson 5 to
appear in a benefit concert at Gilroy Stadium in Gary, Indiana, the
purpose of which was to defray the costs of Richard Hatcher's
mayoral campaign. On the bill that day were Motown recording
artists Gladys Knight and the Pips, Shorty Long, and Bobby Taylor
and the Vancouvers. The Jackson 5 opened the show. In years to
come, the official Motown story would be that this was where
Diana Ross saw the boys for the first time, ‘discovered’ them, and
brought them to Gordy's attention. In truth, The Jackson 5 were
already signed to the label. Moreover, Diana Ross was nowhere
near Gary at the time. She was in Los Angeles, rehearsing with
The Supremes.

Around Christmastime, Berry Gordy hosted a party at the
Detroit estate he had purchased in 1967 for a million dollars.
(Though he had moved to the West Coast, he still maintained his
Michigan residence.) The Jackson 5 were asked to perform at the
party for the Motown artists and other friends of Gordy's. This was
a big deal.

Gordy's three-storey mansion boasted a ballroom with marble
floors and columns, an Olympic-sized swimming pool, a billiard
room, a two-lane bowling alley, a private theatre linked to the
main house by a tunnel, and a pub whose furnishings were
imported from England. All of the rooms were decorated with gold
leaf, frescoed ceilings and elaborate crystal chandeliers. Expensive
oil portraits of Gordy's friends and family decorated the entryway.

If the Jacksons had ever seen a home like this before, it was
only in movies where the occupants usually were royalty — white
royalty. ‘Black people actually live like this?” Joseph recalled
asking himself as he wandered throughout the mansion, shaking
his head. ‘I just can't believe that this kind of thing is possible.’
When Gordy happened to overhear the comment, he put his hand
on Joseph's shoulder and whispered something in his ear that made
Joseph smile. The two men shook hands in agreement and Gordy
led Joseph into the living room.

‘So tell me, man, what do you think about this?” Gordy asked,
stopping before an enormous painting of Gordy dressed as

61



Napoleon Bonaparte. It had been commissioned by his sister,
Esther.

‘Jesus. What can | say?’ Joseph asked. ‘That's you? Man, it's
too much to believe.’

“Well, do you like it?’ Gordy pressed.

‘I, uh...You, uh...” All Joseph could do was stammer. Just at
that moment, his son Michael came running up to him. ‘Hey,
who's that funny-lookin' guy in the picture?’ he asked.

Joseph cringed and shot his son a look. Gordy smiled.

‘I'll never forget that night,” Michael would say. ‘There were
maids and butlers, and everyone was real polite. There were
Motown stars everywhere. Smokey Robinson was there. That's
when | met him for the first time. The Temptations were there, and
we were singing some of their songs, so we were real nervous.
And | looked out into the audience, and there was Diana Ross.
That's when | almost lost it.’

After the boys' performance, Berry introduced them to Diana
for the first time. Diana looked regal in a white, draped silk gown
and her hair pulled back in a chignon,

‘I just want to tell you how much | enjoyed you guys,’ she said
as she shook their hands. ‘“Mr Gordy tells me that we're going to be
working together.”

‘We are?’ Michael asked.

‘Yes, we are,” Diana said. Her smile was almost as
overwhelming as the diamonds she wore at her ears and around
her neck. ‘Whatever | can do to assist you,’ she said, ‘that's what
I'm going to do.’

‘Well, Miss Ross, we really appreciate it,” Joseph Jackson
managed to say. Usually a smooth talker, Joseph was not having an
easy time that night.

Diana's smile was warm and sincere. She turned to Michael.
‘And you, you're just so cute.” When she pinched his cheek,
Michael blushed.

Immediately after signing to the label, the Jacksons began to
record at the Motown studios under the direction of producer
Bobby Taylor, the man who had really discovered them in
Chicago. For the next few months, they would spend their weeks
In Gary attending school and their weekends — and many of their
weeks as well — in Detroit, sleeping on the floor of Taylor's
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apartment. They recorded fifteen songs, most of which would
surface later on their albums. Taylor would say later that he was
not paid for those sessions. ‘Sure, | would have liked the
recognition for having discovered The Jackson 5,” he said. ‘But
recognition don't pay the bills.’

(One day, Berry Gordy and Bobby Taylor were talking about
the boys, and Bobby was saying how thrilled he was to be in on
the ground floor of something as exciting as The Jackson 5.
‘“Taylor, let me tell you something,” Gordy said, according to
Bobby's memory. ‘As soon as they get rich, they're gonna forget
who you are.”)

The next eight months would prove to be difficult. Berry did
not feel The Jackson 5 were ready to have a single release yet; he
wasn't satisfied with any of the songs they had thus far recorded.
Everyone in the family was becoming impatient, especially since
conditions in Gary were getting worse with street gangs terrorizing
the neighbourhood. Joseph was mugged and, later, a punk pulled a
knife on Tito. Every day, the family would wait for that call from
someone — anyone — at Motown, telling them what the next step in
their lives would be.

On 11 March 1969, the Motown contract was finally fully
executed. The delay had been caused when Ralph Seltzer
discovered The Jackson 5 were still committed to Steeltown
Records, despite Richard Aron's previous efforts to extricate them
from that deal. Motown had to make a settlement with Steeltown,
much to Gordy's chagrin. By this time, according to Ralph Seltzer,
Motown had spent in excess of thirty thousand dollars on The
Jackson 5, and this sum did not include any settlement made to
Steeltown. Gordy was anxious to begin recouping his investment.

In August 1969, more than a year since their audition, the call
came from Motown: Gordy wanted Joseph, his five sons and
Johnny Jackson and Ronny Rancifer to move to Los Angeles.
They would attend school on the West Coast while recording at
Motown's new Hollywood facilities. Though Gordy wasn't
enthused by any of the Jacksons' songs, he was impressed with
young Michael. ‘Michael was a born star,” he would later say in an
interview. ‘He was a classic example of understanding everything.
| recognized that he had a depth that was so vast, it was just
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incredible. The first time | saw him, | saw this little kid as
something real special.”

Joseph, Tito, Jack Richardson, drummer Johnny Jackson, and
keyboardist Ronny Rancifer drove to Los Angeles in the family's
new Dodge Maxivan. Motown paid for Jackie, Jermaine, Marlon
and Michael to fly out a few days later. It was Joseph's decision
not to move the entire family from Gary to Los Angeles until he
was certain that their future there would be secure. It was possible,
after all, that Berry could be wrong, that the group would be a
failure, and that they would have to start all over again. So Janet,
Randy and LaToya stayed behind with Katherine in Gary.

Berry registered the family at one of the seediest motels in
Hollywood, the Tropicana, on Santa Monica Boulevard. Michael,
Marlon and Jermaine shared one room while Tito and Jackie were
in another. Joseph was down the hall. The family saw little of their
rooms. Since it was still school vacation, they spent most of their
waking hours at Motown's Hollywood studios rehearsing and
recording.

Eventually, Gordy pulled the family out of the Tropicana and
moved them to the Hollywood Motel, across the street from
Hollywood High and closer to Motown headquarters. This was an
even more dreadful residence for young boys; prostitutes and
pimps used it as a place to conduct business. However, none of
that mattered to the Jacksons. Why would it? They were living in
California. Even if they didn't see movie stars on every corner as
they had dreamed, Los Angeles was heaven compared to Gary.

To the Jacksons' young eyes, everything seemed new. Michael
had never seen a real palm tree before he got to California. ‘And
here were whole streets lined with them,” he once recalled. There
were expensive, luxury automobiles everywhere they looked, and
everyone driving them seemed to wear sunglasses, even on those
overcast mornings when the sun didn't emerge until noon. In fact,
as the young Jacksons would soon learn, many people wore their
sunglasses at night too. “Now that's Hollywood livin',” Joseph said.

One afternoon, Berry called a meeting of the gang at Diana
Ross's home. This was the first time the boys had seen her since
the show they gave at Berry's home in Detroit the previous winter,
Diana's house may not have been spectacular by Hollywood
standards — she was a single woman, at the time, living in a three-
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bedroom temporary residence in Hollywood Hills while in the
process of purchasing a new, more opulent home in Beverly Hills
— but when the five Jackson boys and their father compared her
digs to their garage-sized house in Gary, it was hard for them to
act cool.

Michael has recalled that Gordy sat the boys down in Diana's
living room and had a talk with them. ‘I'm gonna make you Kkids
the biggest thing in the world,” he told them. *You're gonna have
three number-one hits in a row. They're gonna write about you Kids
in history books. So get ready, 'cause it's coming.’

That was exactly what the Jacksons wanted to hear. Joseph
had wanted nothing more for his sons than to be successful, and it
seemed a sure-thing, now. He told them that they were to do
whatever ‘Mr Gordy’ asked of them, with no questions. Simply
put, Joseph was in awe of Berry. However, he was also intimidated
by him. ‘Here's a black man who has made millions of dollars in
show business,” Joseph had said. “If | can just learn a few things
from this guy, then I'll have it made too.’

As the meeting was about to conclude, Diana swept into the
room looking like... well, Diana Ross... in a black satin hot pants
outfit, huge natural hairstyle and gold hoop earrings. ‘She always
looked like a goddess,” Jermaine recalled. ‘I remember that when
she walked into the living room that day, all of our mouths
dropped open.” Although the boys had met her before, they were
still awed. Joseph fell all over himself to make an impression.

‘I just want to tell you boys once again that I'm here for you,’
she said. ‘If there's anything | can do for you, | hope you'll let me
know.’

She seemed sincere, Jermaine would remember. ‘It was hard
to believe that she was saying those words to us,” he said. ‘I mean,
what did we do to deserve her assistance? Talk about luck.’

What Jermaine remembers most about the day is the telegram
that Diana showed them. “This is from me to lots and lots of
people,” she explained. It read: ‘Please join me in welcoming a
brilliant musical group, The Jackson 5, on Monday, 11 August
6:30 to 9:30 p.m. at the Daisy, North Rodeo Drive, Beverly Hills.
The Jackson 5, featuring sensational eight-year-old Michael
Jackson, will perform live at the party, [signed] Diana Ross.’
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‘I think you made a mistake,” Michael told her. ‘I'm not eight.
I'm ten.’

‘Not any more you're not,” Berry said with a grin.

Berry explained that the discrepancy was a matter of public
relations. What ensued was a brief discussion with Michael about
the art of PR; he was reminded that, as far as the media were
concerned, Diana Ross was the one who had brought him and his
brothers to Motown. He should always remember that because, as
Diana explained to him, ‘It's all for your mage.’

‘Got it,” Michael said. ‘I'm eight. And we were discovered by
the great Miss Diana Ross.’

“You got it, all right,” Diana said with a grin. She hugged him
tightly. “You are just so cute,’ she said, again.

Michael would later recall, ‘I figured out at an early age that if
someone said something about me that wasn't true, it was a lie. But
If someone said something about my image that wasn't true, then it
was okay. Because then it wasn't a lie, it was public relations.’

On 11 August 1968, Diana Ross introduced her new proteges,
The Jackson 5, with the kind of pomp and pageantry usually
accorded major Hollywood debuts. Three hundred of Gordy's and
Diana's “closest’ friends and business associates crammed into the
chic Beverly Hills private club, the Daisy, all having been
personally invited via Diana Ross's telegram. They stood and
cheered as Michael Jackson and The Jackson 5 — as they were
introduced by Diana — performed Motown songs such as Smokey
Robinson's ‘Who's Loving You’ and even Disney classics like
‘Zip-a-dee-do-dah’. The boys wore identical lime green vest suits
with gold shirts and matching green boots. Every move had been
carefully choreographed for them, and rehearsed in the
professional Motown tradition. They were a hit. Afterwards, a
Motown press release was distributed to everyone in attendance,
with two years shaved off the age of each boy.

Beaming with pride at their reception, Berry announced that
The Jackson 5 would next appear in concert with Diana Ross and
The Supremes at the Forum five days later, and then later in
October when Diana would play hostess on The Hollywood Palace
television show.

Each Jackson boy met the press in a receiving line, with Diana
Ross making the introductions: “This one's Michael. Isn't he cute?
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And that one's Jermaine. Isn't he adorable? And over there's
Jackie. Look how tall he is,” and so forth.

Soul reporter Judy Spiegelman recalled, ‘I remember being
Impressed with the courteous, outgoing attitude of the youngsters.
After all, they were just kids but yet not at all affected by the
attention.’

Pauline Dunn, a reporter from the Sentinel, a Los Angeles
black newspaper, approached Michael.

‘How's it feel to be a star, Michael?’ she wanted to know.

“Well, to tell you the truth, | had just about given up hope,’
Michael said with a grin. He was wearing a black bowler hat over
his Afro-style hair. ‘I thought | was gonna be an old man before
being discovered.” Then, in a hushed, dramatic tone he concluded,
‘But then along came Miss Diana Ross to save my career. She
discovered me.’

‘And just how old are you, Michael?’ she asked.

Michael looked up at Diana, who was standing proudly behind
him, her hand on his shoulder. Berry Gordy stood nearby.

‘Eight,” Michael said.

‘But | thought you were older. Going on eleven, maybe,’ the
suspicious journalist pressed.

‘“Well, I'm not,” Michael insisted. ‘I'm eight.”

‘But | heard -

‘Look, the Kkid's eight, all right?” Berry broke in. ‘Next
question.’

‘Next question, please,” Michael corrected him. He smiled and
winked at Pauline Dunn as if to say, This is how we play the game.

S

Creating The Jackson 5's First Hit

The early 1970s were the most significant transitional years
Motown Records had undergone since shoring itself up as a major
musical force. By that time, although the company was still
producing superb pop and rhythm-and-blues music, some of its
biggest stars had begun grumbling about Motown's conveyor-belt
method of creating hit records.
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The seventies was a period of change, both socially and
politically, and the production of pop music did not go
unaffected. To keep pace with the times, many labels eventually
dismantled their songwriting/production staffs and signed prolific
singer-songwriters and self-contained bands who wrote and
performed their own music. Berry Gordy was not thrilled about
this trend. He had always discouraged his acts from writing and
producing their own material because, it was said, he did not wish
for them to share in the music's publishing, which was the
inevitable next request. He preferred having his own stable of
writers and producers, all of whom were signed to his own
publishing company, Jobete. In the end, much of the money
stayed in Motown's coffers.

However, some of Motown's acts craved more artistic
freedom. For instance, Stevie Wonder and Marvin Gaye both felt
that they'd outgrown manufacturing music the Motown way —
singing songs supplied to them by staff writers and producers.
They must have finally realized that staff producers and writers
like Smokey Robinson and Norman Whitfield were earning large
sums from songwriting royalties without having to sweat through
gruelling forty-city tours and public appearances. Wonder and
Gaye were now asking Berry for the opportunity to express
themselves musically through song-writing and, by extension,
share in the publishing of their songs.

The fact is that music wasn't at the forefront of founder Berry
Gordy's reasoning when he decided to relocate Motown from
Detroit to Los Angeles. Berry picked up and moved two decades'
worth of Michigan roots for the same reason optimistic high
school graduates and pretty young runaways swarm to the City of
Angels every day from all over the world: the Silver Screen.
Berry wanted to get into films, and his protegee Diana Ross was
to be his ticket. In masterminding the westward move, Gordy was
his usual methodical self. He used the occasion to clean house:
employees and artists considered deadweight would be left
behind in the Motor City, while desired staffers could keep their
jobs, but only if they were willing to relocate to Los Angeles.

When Berry Gordy saw the film of The Jackson Five's
Detroit audition, he realized that these youngsters had arrived at a
precipitous time. Not only would this group usher in a new
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musical era for Motown, but they would do so with a hit single
supplied by Motown's own production staff. These kids didn't
want to write and produce their own songs, they just wanted to be
stars. For Berry, this must have been deja vu. How he longed for
a time not so long ago when Stevie and Marvin cared only about
singing and not about publishing. Signing a group that would be
exclusively reliant on Motown for its material would validate the
tried-and-true Motown process for at least a few more years.
(Even Gordy couldn't have predicted, though, how much Jobete
would prosper as a result of his signing of The Jackson 5.)

In 1969, Motown's West Coast Division was operated under
the direction of one of the company's top staff writer-producers.
As an integral part of a writing-producing team at Motown called
the Clan, Deke Richards was responsible for some terrific songs
(such as The Supremes' ‘Love Child’). He and Berry enjoyed a
close relationship; Deke even had a phone line exclusively for
Berry's use, and Berry would call him at all hours of the early
morning, brimming with ideas.

Integral to Deke's job as Creative Director of Talent for
Motown's West Coast Division was an on-going search for
promising new writers and artists to bolster the company's roster.
That year, he was introduced to two talented young writers,
Freddie Perren and Fonce Mizell. He thought both had amazing
ability and couldn't wait to bring them into the Motown family.

For the next three months, Deke Richards, Freddie Perren and
Fonce Mizell collaborated on a song entitled ‘I Want to Be Free’,
which was intended for Gladys Knight and the Pips. The team
went into the Motown studios with a talented corps of musicians
to cut the instrumental track for ‘I Want to Be Free’, remembered
fondly by Perren as ‘one of Motown's greatest instrumental
performances’.

Meanwhile, Berry invited Deke to the show The Jackson 5
gave at the Daisy, presented by Diana Ross. Deke was impressed.

He had heard through the Motown grapevine that Bobby
Taylor was presently recording material with the brothers in
Detroit. Though Taylor was producing some good songs,
everyone knew that there wasn't a hit record to be found in the
bunch. When Deke played the track of ‘I Want to Be Free’ for
Berry, he liked it so much he thought it might be ideal for the
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Jackson boys. ‘Give the song a Frankie Lymon treatment,’ he told
Deke, “and we'll see what happens.’

Deke recalled, ‘Berry lived with the track for a while and had
a couple of ideas which were good. He was starting to get
excited. | wanted Berry to get involved. This was starting to
become a very exciting proposition for all of us.’

Deke decided to call the team of Fonce Mizell, Freddie
Perren, himself and Gordy the Corporation, which would
reinforce the democratic premise that there would be no
overblown egos involved in the work and that everyone would be
treated fairly. He remembered, ‘After the basic instrumental track
was finished, it was time to begin rehearsing the kids' vocals to
record over it. The boys came over to Berry's house, and that's
when we started talking about the song with them and developing
a rapport. For the next few weeks, those kids worked a
tremendous number of hours on this one song. It was hard work.
Eventually, the song was retitled “l Want You Back”.’

“The biggest problem with The Jackson 5 was not the
willingness to work,” said Deke. “The problem was that you not
only had to be a producer, you had to be a phonetics and English
teacher. It was draining, teaching them the pronunciation of
words. We had to go over and over words one at a time, which
was tough.

‘If Michael had any problems other than phonetics, they had
to do with attacking and sustaining words and notes. Like any
kid, he tended to throw away words, he would slur a note rather
than hold on to it. He'd be thinking about dancing or whatever
and not concentrate on getting the lyrics out. I'd have to tell him,
“I need those notes, Michael, every last one of them.”

‘As a singer, though, he was great. As far as tone and all, he
was terrific. We put a lot of pressure on him, because whenever
you find a little kid who can sing like that, the feeling is, “Yeah,
he's so great | want him to be even greater.” | felt that if he could
be that good in the raw, imagine how amazing he could be if you
really polished him up.’

‘I remember that Deke Richards was one of my first
teachers,” Michael Jackson said. ‘God, we spent so much time on
“l Want You Back”. He was really patient with me, all of us. |
think I must have recorded that thing two dozen times. | had no
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idea that recording could be such work. | remember falling asleep
at the mike. | wondered if it would ever be finished. Just when |
thought we were through, we'd have to go back and do it again.’

The final recording session for ‘I Want You Back’ lasted until
two in the morning. “This had to be the most expensive single in
Motown history, up to that point,” Deke Richards added. ‘It cost
about ten thousand dollars. At that time the cost of a Motown
single was about two thousand. We kept adding and subtracting
music until the very end. In fact, the original song started off with
just a guitar, but at the last minute | wanted a piano glissando at
the top. | had Freddie and Fonce go in there and run their fingers
down the piano to kick the song off.’

On 2 October 1969, after the final mixing of ‘I Want You
Back’, Berry asked Deke how he thought the group's name should
appear on the record's label. ‘Jackson Five’? ‘Jackson Five
featuring Michael Jackson’? Deke said he thought the group
should be called simply The Jackson 5, with the numeral 5. Berry
agreed. Joseph Jackson wasn't even consulted. Imagine what kind
of tension might have resulted in the family if Deke had
suggested ‘Jackson Five featuring Michael Jackson’?

F_

Michael Moves in with Diana

On 1 October 1969, as his father and brothers were being shuffled
from one hotel to another by the Motown brass, it was decided
that Michael Jackson would move in with Diana Ross in her
Hollywood Hills home. ‘It was a calculated thing. | wanted him
to be around her,” Berry Gordy explained. ‘People think it was an
accident that he stayed there. It wasn't. | wanted Diana to teach
him whatever she could. Diana's a very influential person. | knew
that Michael would pick up something just by being around her.
Diana had said that he sort of reminded her of herself at age
eleven. Michael was anxious and interested, as well as talented,
like Diana was when | first met her. She was sixteen, then.
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‘| asked her if she minded and she didn't. She wanted him
around. It was good for her to have someone else besides herself
to think about. It was just for four weeks, the month of October.’

As much as she may have wanted to help, Diana was so
consumed by the demands of her own career, she probably wasn't
prepared for the role of surrogate mother. Still, she gave it
everything she had, treated Michael like a son and became
attached to him. However, Michael's lifestyle in the Ross
household must have seemed to be everything he had been
brought up by his mother to shun as wicked. Nothing else really
mattered in these surroundings, it seemed, but show business.
“You are going to be a great, great star,” Diana would remind him
over breakfast. “Now, eat your cereal.’

Though Diana remained at home during the month of
October, she was extremely busy. She was about to leave The
Supremes and embark on a solo career. Meanwhile, she and Berry
were having a tumultuous romance. Michael, no doubt, heard
many arguments between the couple, and then probably watched
as they smiled and cooed at one another for the sake of reporters.
He was learning a lot about show business public relations, but
only time would tell how he would be affected by it.

Michael attended school during the day and recorded in the
studio until late at night, but had noted that during the time he
lived with Diana Ross, she found time to teach him about art.
‘We'd go out, just the two of us, and buy pencils and paint,’
Michael wrote of his time with Diana in his autobiography.
‘When we weren't drawing or painting, we'd go to museums.’

Michael's fascination with Diana — some would later see it as
an obsession — would last for many years. As well as a mother
figure when his own was thousands of miles away, she was an
accomplished performer; he studied her constantly. ‘I remember |
used to just sit in the corner and watch the way she moved,” he
recalled of Diana. ‘She was art in motion. Have you ever seen the
way she works her hands? | was,’ he struggled for the right word,
‘enthralled by her. All day long when | wasn't rehearsing my
songs, I'd be listening to hers. | watched her rehearse one day in
the mirror. She didn't know | was watching. | studied her, the way
she moved, the way she sang, just the way she was. Afterwards, |
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told her, “I want to be just like you, Diana.” And she said, “You
just be yourself and you'll be a great star.””

Michael, at age eleven, did have some lonely moments living
in the Ross home while she was away at work; he missed his
mother and talked to her on the telephone constantly, running up
Diana's phone bill.

Katherine was troubled by Michael's life during that time,
according to one family friend, a woman who asked for
anonymity because she is someone in whom Katherine still
confides. ‘Katie truly was concerned about Diana Ross's lifestyle
and how it might influence her son,” said the friend. ‘She didn't
want her son to be corrupted by Diana or her show-business circle
of friends. Also, she knew very little about Diana. She knew her
as a star with a reputation for being egotistical and self-involved.
The whole time Michael was away from her, Katie could only
Imagine what was going on in the Ross household and how
Michael was coping with it. Her imagination ran wild. It was a
time of great concern, wondering what kinds of values Diana
Ross was passing on to her son.’

Perhaps making matters more difficult for Katherine, Diana
seemed reluctant to talk to her directly. When Katherine would
telephone to check in on Michael, she would have to talk to one
of the household staff if Michael wasn't available. Diana would
usually not come to the phone.

If Katherine was distressed about the possibilities of wild
parties at the Diana Ross residence, she need not have been.
Diana was a serious person, not a party girl. She would go to bed
early in order to be up on time for her many appointments. If
anything, she passed on to Michael a work ethic that would serve
him well as a youngster. She wanted to be an example to him, and
she was sure to not allow him to see anything but her best side.

‘I got to know her well,” Michael would say many years later,
‘and she taught me so much by example. | remember she would
be in the recording studio until all hours of the morning, get
home, have a costume fitting, a rehearsal, lunch, a TV show, and
then she would crash for maybe two hours. Then back in the
studio. I remember thinking, | don't have it bad at all. Look at her.
And she's Diana Ross!”
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Success!

Stardom for The Jackson 5 was just around the corner, but with a
detour or two along the way. When ‘I Want You Back’ was
released in October 1969, it wasn't an immediate hit. The song
entered Billboard's Top 100 at number 90. Motown's promotion
and sales department had to continually encourage disc jockeys to
play it and record stores to stock it. Then, finally, ten weeks later,
on 31 January it shot to number one, displacing B. J. Thomas's
‘Raindrops Keep Falling on My Head’.

With ‘I Want You Back’, Berry Gordy, Deke Richards, Fonce
Mizell and Freddie Perren managed to launch Motown's latest find
with a blast, and the record label into a new and exciting decade. A
precocious yet completely adorable and endearing Michael led his
older brothers into the hearts, homes and stereos of middle-class
white America. The rousing single also found success on the black
or rhythm-and-blues charts.

As with the successful Supremes' formula of the sixties, The
Jackson 5 sound presented a wholesome, non-threatening soul
music, easily digested and readily accepted by all races of record
buyers. Though the record was only number one for a week in
America, it went on to sell an amazing 2,060,711 copies in the
United States, and another four million abroad. In the UK, the
song peaked at number two and remained on the chart for thirteen
weeks, selling 250,000 copies.

“The pros have told us that no group has ever had a better start
than we did,” Michael Jackson has remembered. ‘Ever.’

Once ‘I Want You Back’ was released, The Jackson 5 had an
image makeover. Motown's famous charm school — the artist
development classes held in Detroit to turn street kids like The
Temptations into savvy show people — was no longer in business
now that the company had relocated to Los Angeles. All of the
Image-changing work now had to be done by whomever Gordy
could coax into helping the cause. Suzanne dePasse — now
president of Motown Productions — became responsible for
repackaging the youngsters. Stylists with Colourform models
worked with them to come up with the best haircuts and stage
outfits for each group member. Suzanne and the boys went
shopping for the most outrageous outfits they could find — and
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some of them were truly atrocious, with wild colours and designs.
Yet, oddly, it all worked. It was the seventies, after all.

18 October 1969, marked another major milestone for The
Jackson 5: their first appearance on national television, on The
Hollywood Palace, hosted by Diana Ross. (The Supremes were
there, too, though Mary Wilson and Cindy Birdsong didn't get
much air time that night.) Backstage, Joseph kept peppering his
boys with last-minute advice, the way he always did before they
performed. Michael once recalled that it was usually easy to tune
Joseph out; he'd said the same things a hundred times before. This
evening, Joseph was even more intense, according to Jack Lewis, a
set designer on the ABC programme.

‘Joe paced back and forth backstage like a lion,” he
remembered. ‘There's no doubt in my mind he was more nervous
than his kids. The boys were excited about the break. Diana Ross
kept going backstage and having private conversations with
Michael. She patted him on the head a lot, which | noticed
annoyed Joe.’

Diana wore a white midriff-baring halter and white slacks
which emphasized her reed-thin figure. Her hair was pulled into an
elaborate topknot; her shoulder-length silver earrings flew to and
fro when she danced with Michael backstage before the show.
‘Come on, get down!’ she said, beckoning him. “You're the man!
You're the man!” Michael did a quick James Brown spin and
collapsed to the floor on his knees, then back up again in a flash.
‘I'm the man,” he said, laughing. “You got that right.’

Berry Gordy was backstage too. Right before they went on,
Gordy pulled all of them together in a huddle and had an
impromptu conference. Then when he finished, Joe — not to be
outdone — did the same thing.

From behind the curtain, they heard Diana's introduction:
“Tonight, | have the pleasure of introducing a young star who has
been in the business all of his life. He's worked with his family,
and when he sings and dances, he lights up the stage.’

At that moment, Sammy Davis, Jr., came bounding out on to
the stage for a comic bit. He supposedly thought Diana was
introducing him, but she explained that she was actually referring
to — and then she made the introduction — ‘Michael Jackson and
The Jackson 5.”
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At that, the curtain opened and The Jackson 5 bounded out,
singing the Sly Stone composition, ‘Sing a Simple Song’. The
fellows were dressed alike in the costumes they had worn for their
debut appearance at the Daisy: pale, lime-green, double-breasted,
wide-lapelled, sleeveless jackets with matching bell-bottom slacks
and suede boots in exactly the same shade. Their shirts, with the
full-gathered sleeves, were gold. (While many observers assumed
that these outfits were paid for by Motown, actually they were
purchased off the rack by Joseph and Katherine back in Gary.)

As they sang, according to set designer Jack Lewis, Joseph
Jackson and Berry Gordy became embroiled in a heated argument,
backstage.

‘What's this “Michael Jackson and the Jackson 5” stuff?’
Joseph demanded. ‘No one told me about that. No one cleared that
with me.’

Berry shrugged his shoulders. ‘It wasn't written that way on
the cue card,” he explained. ‘Diana just blurted it out. She's that
way. She does what she wants to do. Been trying to tell her what to
do for years,’ he said with an easy smile. ‘It ain't gonna happen.’

‘Well, | don't like it,” Joseph fumed. ‘All the boys are equal.
We're not singling Michael out from the rest. It'll just cause
problems.’

‘But, look, Joe, he's obviously the star.” Berry said, not taking
his eyes off the performance. ‘Come on! Look at him. You gotta be
kidding me?’

‘No, they're all stars,” Joseph countered.

‘Well, it's too late now,” Berry said, shrugging his shoulders,
again. Then the two of them watched the rest of the performance,
Berry with a big smile and Joseph with a sour frown.

When the brothers finished their next two songs — ‘Can You
Remember?’ and ‘I Want You Back’ — the applause, led by Diana,
was generous. They made a solid impression, there was no doubt
about it.

After the show, there was pandemonium backstage, with the
boys whooping and hollering, slapping one another on the back,
jumping up and down and hugging each other. Joseph was in the
middle of it all, enjoying a sweet moment of victory with his sons.

Diana walked into the backstage area and went right to
Michael. ‘I am so proud of you,” she enthused. “You are the best!
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Just the greatest. You're gonna be a big, big star.” She took such
pride in Michael's achievement; one might have thought she was
his actual mother, not just a figure-head in his life. Then, she
turned from her ‘son’.

‘Will someone please get me a towel?’ Diana asked no one in
particular. She raised her voice. ‘There should have been a towel
back here waiting for me. | want a towel. Now, where is it?
Somebody?’

‘I'llget you one, Miss Ross’ Michael offered. He disappeared
for a moment and came back with a fluffy white towel.

Diana smiled and took it. “Thanks, Michael,” she said, patting
him on the head.

He beamed and ran off.

Berry walked over to Diana and, as Jack Lewis listened, he
asked, ‘What was with that introduction, “Michael Jackson and
The Jackson 5”7’

Towelling off her bare shoulders, Diana looked at Berry with a
proud expression. ‘Oh, | threw that in myself,” she said. ‘Pretty
good, huh?’

‘I figured. But the father was really pissed off about it,” Berry
said.

Diana looked at Berry as if he were daft for caring what ‘the
father’ thought... ‘So what?’ she asked. “‘Here, take this,’ she said,
handing him the towel as if he was her assistant instead of the
president of her record company. ‘Michael! Oh, Michael,” she
called out as she walked away. ‘Now, where is that boy?’

Not since Sammy Davis, Jr., had the world seen a child
performer with as innate a command of himself on stage as
Michael Jackson. Both as a singer and dancer, young Michael
exuded a presence that was simply uncanny. After this youngster
was heard recording Smokey Robinson's plaintive, bluesy ‘Who's
Loving You?’ the question among Motown's staffers was “Where
did he learn that kind of emotion?’ The answer is that he didn't
have to learn it, it just seemed to be there for him.

Producers were always astonished at how Michael would, in
between recording sessions, play games that pre-teen children
enjoy such as cards and hide-and-seek, and then step behind a
microphone and belt out a song with the emotional agility and
presence of an old soul who's seen his share of heartache. Equally
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amazing was the fact that, aside from listening to demonstration
tapes of the songs sung by a session singer to give him direction
on the lead melody and Deke Richards' constant prodding to clean
up his diction, Michael was pretty much left to his own devices in
the studio. When he was told to sound like a rejected suitor, no one
in the studio actually expected him to do it, to understand the
emotion involved in heartbreak. How could they? After all, he was
eleven.

“‘I'll tell you the honest-to-God truth. | never knew what | was
doing in the early days,” Michael confessed to me once. ‘I just did
it. 1 never knew how to sing, really. | didn't control it. It just
formed itself. | don't know where it came from... it just came. Half
the time, I didn't even know what | was singing about, but I still
felt the emotion behind it.’

Producer Deke Richards used to have to sit Michael on top of
a trash can in order for him to sing into the boom mike above him.
Jermaine and Jackie would stand on either side of Michael —
Marlon and Tito rarely recorded backing vocals in the early days
since neither had a knack for harmony — and sheet music would be
positioned in front of Michael's face on a music stand. From the
control booth, all Richards could see in the studio were Jermaine
and Jackie standing on either side of two sneakers dangling at the
sides of a trash can.

When Michael and his brothers became professional
performers, there were probably a million youngsters with as
much raw dancing talent. What set Michael apart from the
schoolyard hoofers was his execution, undoubtedly gleaned from
years of observing headliners in the rhythm-and-blues revues in
which he and his brothers used to appear. The kid had an eye for
what worked.

From legendary soul singer Jackie Wilson, Michael mastered
the importance of onstage drama. He learned early on that
dropping dramatically to one knee, an old Wilson tactic, usually
made an audience whoop and holler. However, for the most part,
watching young Michael at work was like observing an honour
student of “‘James Brown 101°. Michael appropriated everything he
could from the self-proclaimed *‘hardest-working man in show
business’. Not only did he employ Brown's splits and the one-foot
slides, he worked a microphone bold-soul style just like Brown —
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passionately jerking the stand around like a drunk might handle his
girlfriend at the corner pool hall on a Saturday night.

Michael also pilfered James Brown's famous spin. However,
back then, the spin didn't go over nearly as well with a crowd as
Michael's version of another dance of the day that Brown
popularized, the Camel Walk. When Michael strode across the
floor of American Bandstand during The Jackson 5's first
appearance on that programme, even the audience of pretty white
teenagers got caught up in the frenzy of excitement.

From Diana Ross, Michael got not only a sense of style, but an
appreciation of power. Diana had a quiet authority, the power of
presence. He'd observed how people reacted to her when she
walked into a room. She was revered. She was given deferential
treatment. She had a special power. He liked that.

There was one other thing Michael got from Diana: his early
ooohs. Michael's early vocal ad-libs were almost always
punctuated with an oooh here or there; not a long-drawn-out oooh,
but rather a stab, an exclamation mark. Diana used this effect on
many of The Supremes' recordings. Michael delighted in it and put
it in his grab bag of influences. Indeed, for little Michael Jackson,
every little oooh helped.

At the beginning of November 1969, Berry Gordy leased a
house for the Jackson family at 1601 Queens Road in Los Angeles.
Michael moved out of Diana Ross's home and in with his father
and brothers. A month later, Katherine, LaToya, Janet and Randy
joined the rest of the family. Motown paid for their flights, their
first plane ride.

As they arrived at the house, the boys were waiting on the
front lawn. Michael was the first to throw himself into his mother's
arms. ‘But you got so big,” she exclaimed. Tears streamed down
her face as she hugged each of her boys in turn. Jackie, ever the
tease, lifted Marlon up and tossed him in the air. “Me next, me
next,” three-year-old Janet squealed.

Katherine would recall that, once inside the house, she took a
long look around the living room. It was so large — twice the size
of the entire house in Gary — that she was dumbstruck. ‘It ain't
Gary, that's for sure,” Joseph told her with a proud smile. Then
Joseph had Katherine close her eyes. He led his wife out to the
backyard patio. ‘Okay, you can open them now,’ he told her.
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A panorama of dusk-time Los Angeles lay stretched below the
hillside home, thousands of lights twinkling like earthbound stars.
A dark-blue sky above, clear and cloudless, was full of stars. ‘This
must be what heaven looks like,” Katherine said, when she could
speak. ‘I've never seen anything so beautiful.’

“Well, it's here for you every night,” Joseph told her. He was
happy to see her, his wife and partner. Sometimes, Katherine's
sadness was so acute, it bordered on depression. Joseph knew he
was responsible; he tried not to think about what he was doing to
her, focusing instead on what he was doing for her — such as being
able to present her with such a new and exciting lifestyle. Though
Joseph had his dalliances, he had always insisted that Katherine
Jackson was the only woman he had ever truly loved and the rest
were... diversions. Joseph could be cruel and unconscionable, at
times. He could be selfish. Over the years, he would watch as
Katherine's love for him foundered on the rocks of his blatant
infidelity and dogged ambition. However, when he was alone with
her, what they shared in those quiet moments was real and
powerful, and it lasts to this day. They have been married for fifty-
three years.

Katherine recalled that she asked to be left alone for a moment
in the outdoors of her new home. There she stood, among the
orange trees and flower beds, all illuminated in a spectacular way.
Joseph had turned on the outdoor sound-system so that romantic
music could be heard playing softly in the background. The air
smelled of jasmine. It was magical.

‘Lovely, isn't it?’

Katherine whirled around at the sound of the woman's
unfamiliar voice, but before either of them could say anything,
Michael was at Katherine's side. ‘Momma, this is her. This is
Diana Ross,” he said, excited. ‘Isn't she beautiful? Isn't she just
beautiful?’

Later, telling a friend about the incident, Katherine would
remember that Diana was as slim, young and attractive as she
appeared on the television screen. Katherine, who was short and
rounded, became painfully aware of how plain she herself may
have looked to the glamorous singer. She walked towards her with
a limp. Diana glided, as if on air. She was warm and friendly. Her
large, dark eyes dancing, she took Katherine's hand. ‘Mrs Jackson,
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| am so happy to meet you,” she said. “Your kids have talked about
you so much. They are just the best.’

As pleased as she was to hear her children praised, Katherine
could not help wondering why Diana was at the house, and when
she had arrived. Diana must have sensed her unspoken questions.
‘Oh, | was just visiting,” she said by way of explanation. She
hugged Katherine warmly and kissed her on the cheek.

Katherine told Diana that she was grateful for all she had done
for her boys, especially Michael, and that she was happy to be able
now to raise him herself. ‘He needs his mother,” she said, firmly. ‘I
have been gone too long,” she added pointedly. At that, Diana
seemed to become uncomfortable; her attitude changed. ‘I'm
happy for you,” she said, softly. She seemed crestfallen by the
subtle reminder that she might no longer be as influential in young
Michael's life. She loved being his ‘mother’, even for just such a
short time. She would miss it. Her life had been lonely, one
devoted to career pursuits since she was about fifteen. However, it
wouldn't be long before she would have children of her own -
three girls and then later two boys — and devote as much of herself
to them as she would to her career. ‘I'd love to chat,” she told
Katherine, ‘but I can't because I'm very busy.’

‘Can't you at least stay for a cup of coffee?’ Katherine offered.

‘No, not really. I must run now. I'm sure you understand.’

‘Oh... sure,” Katherine said.

Without another word, Diana turned and walked into the night.

‘Bye,” Michael called out after her, but Diana didn't answer.,

Katherine hugged Michael. Then, without a backward glance
at the breathtaking view, mother and son walked hand in hand into
the house to begin their new life.

F_

81



PART TWO
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‘ABC’ and ‘The Love You Save’

By the end of 1969, Michael Jackson, now eleven years old and
reunited with his mother, was a bubbly, energetic and happy
youngster. ‘All | want now is to see how far we can go as a
family,” he told Soul magazine reporter Judy Spiegelman. ‘I like
show business, Hollywood, and all that stuff, the things people like
Berry Gordy do to make you look good. I'm real excited about
things.’

In December, Motown Records released the brothers' first
album, Diana Ross Presents The Jackson 5. It would go on to sell
629,363 copies, an amazing number for a debut album. In Britain,
it peaked at number sixteen and remained in the Top 100 for four
weeks. “Honesty has always been a very special word for me — a
special idea,” Diana Ross wrote in the liner notes. ‘But when |
think of my own personal idea of honesty, | think of something
being straight out, all there, on the table — the way it is... That's
how | feel about The Jackson 5 — five brothers by the name of
Jackson whom | discovered in Gary, Indiana. They've got great
talent,” Diana Ross concluded. ‘And above all, they're honest.”

Michael read an advance proof of the album jacket in one of
the Motown offices as his brothers and a promotion man looked
on.

“Wouldn't even let us play our own instruments on the album,
Tito grumbled. ‘But here we are in the picture holdin' 'em like we
played 'em. Don't seem right to me.” In truth, Tito and Jermaine
were not permitted to play their bass and guitar in the Motown
sessions because Berry didn't think they were ready for studio
work. All of the instrumental music was recorded by Motown's top
team of musicians before the Jacksons even got to the studio. The
boys would then have to learn to duplicate the sound as best they
could for live performances.

‘I think we should be playin' on this record album, here,” Tito
decided.

Michael rolled his eyes. ‘So?’ he asked.

‘So, it's not true,” Tito said. ‘It's not honest, like Miss Ross
said on the jacket.’
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‘And what about this part?” Jermaine asked, still looking over
Michael's shoulder. He pointed to Diana's line about discovering
the group. ‘That ain't honest, either. Bobby Taylor was the one.’

Michael shrugged his shoulders. ‘It's called public relations,’
he said, matter-of-factly. ‘C'mon, guys. Get with it.’

‘He was really into this image thing at a pretty early age,” said
Stan Sherman, the independent promotion man who witnessed the
exchange. ‘The other boys were sort of befuddled about all the
lies, but not Michael. Once you explained it to him, he not only
agreed with it but, | think, he even started to believe it. To me, that
was frightening. He seemed willing and even eager to adjust to the
fantasy of it all.”

Later in the month, on 14 December 1969, The Jackson 5
appeared on The Ed Sullivan Show.

Although they had already made one national television
appearance on The Hollywood Palace, in October, being asked to
perform on The Ed Sullivan Show was an important milestone in
their career.

The programme couldn't credit its success to its host. Stiff and
usually unsmiling, Sullivan, a columnist for the New York Daily
News, did little more than introduce his guests, whose names he
routinely mispronounced or forgot. Once, when Smokey Robinson
and the Miracles appeared, he introduced them as ‘Smokey and his
little Smokeys’. The lure of the show was its roster of guests,
though. Newcomers knew they had the brass ring in their reach
when they were asked to perform; those already established were
assured they were still on top. Ed Sullivan never bothered with
has-beens or wanna-be's.

As soon as Sullivan introduced this ‘sensational group’,
Marlon, Jackie and Michael, flanked by Tito and Jermaine on
guitar, started their set with their rendition of the Sly Stone song
‘Stand’. They were dressed in a variety of mod clothes purchased
off the rack in Greenwich Village by Suzanne dePasse.

Michael, again, was the star. When he sang, his eyes sparkled.
He looked adorable in his magenta cowboy hat. Anyone who saw
the performance would remember how impossibly cute this little
kid was while on that stage. No diamond in the rough, he already
seemed a polished, seasoned performer. When he sang ‘Can You
Remember?’ his voice had a purity and range of tone that belied
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his years. By the time The Jackson 5 finished the set with a
rousing ‘1 Want You Back’, the audience had been completely won
over. Just to appear with Ed Sullivan was an accomplishment, but
to receive such rousing applause seemed a clear prophecy for
success.

As was his tradition, Sullivan engaged in some minimal banter
with his guests, but he soon turned his attention to a member of the
audience: ‘The person who discovered The Jackson 5, Diana
Ross.” Diana, clad in what can only be described as a grown-up
version of a little girl's pink organdy party dress, stood and
modestly took a bow.

The difficult task at hand for Motown was to follow The
Jackson 5's first number-one record with another chart-topper.
Since it was his policy to allow the writers and producers of a hit
song the opportunity to come up with another one just as
successful, Berry Gordy gave the chore to Deke Richards and the
Corporation. ‘One night | was at Fonce's [Mizell] and Freddie's
[Perren] apartment and we were fooling around on their electric
piano,” recalled Deke Richards, ‘and | started thinking about
Holland, Dozier and Holland and how they often did the same
types of records over and over again, using the same progressions.
Theirs was a proven hit formula. So | took a section of “l Want
You Back” - the part where the group sings the chorus — and
decided to make those exact same chords the foundation of their
next single.

‘| was sitting at the piano, playing chords and I came up with
the lyric, “A, B, C”. Fonce and Freddie looked at me like | was
crazy.

*“So, now what?” | asked myself. “I know, how about, one,
two, three.” By now the guys thought | was nuts. And then | came
up with the next line, “Do, re, mi.” And | finished with a big bang:
“You and me.””

“That's it,” Deke told his partners, laughing. ‘That's a hit.’

In a short time, the three men were in the studio recording the
song ‘ABC’, with Michael and his brothers.

‘I loved “ABC” from the first moment | heard it,” Michael
said. ‘I had more enthusiasm for that than | did for “I Want You
Back”. It was just such a hot song, such a great idea with a hot
track. | couldn't wait to record it. I remember when Deke and the
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other guys were coming up with the middle of the song right there
on the spot. “Siddown girl, I think I love you.” Then it was “Shake
it, shake it, baby”, you know, like The Contours and old groups
like that. | didn't know you could do that in the studio, just come
up with parts like that at the last minute.’

In February 1970, Motown released ‘ABC’ as the second
Jackson 5 single. It went straight to the top of the Billboard charts
in just six weeks, supplanting ‘Let It Be’ by The Beatles. The
song, which sold 2,214,790 copies — even more copies than ‘I
Want You Back’ — seemed to poke fun at, and also make
acceptable, a new and growing trend in popular music, the
predominantly white ‘bubble gum’ style. In the UK, the song
peaked at number eight and remained on the charts for almost
three months. With ‘ABC’'s buzzing bass, sprightly keyboard and
charming chorus, The Jackson 5 were on a roll.

Freddie Perren recalled, ‘After those two hits, Berry kept
asking, “What about the follow-up? What about the follow-up?”
He really wanted to bring that third one home. We were cutting the
track for that third song at the Sound Factory in Hollywood. Berry
never came to tracking sessions, but he came to this one. He
listened for about fifteen minutes and said, “I'm not worried. You
guys got another hit.” And he left. That's when we knew we had
the third hit.’

The song was ‘The Love You Save’, which was released in
May 1970, another terrific teenybopper song with a breathless lead
by Michael. For ‘The Love You Save’, a cute verse and a pleading
chorus was the bait, the infectious combination of guitars and
percussion the hook. Just as Deke Richards predicted, the
Corporation had developed a successful hit formula for The
Jackson 5 in much the same way that Holland-Dozier-Holland had
done for The Supremes. Diana and the girls' first three number one
hits, ‘Where Did Our Love Go?’ ‘Baby Love’ and ‘Come See
about Me’, were basically the same song with the chord structures
cleverly changed in the right spots. Deke and company applied the
same magical twist to ‘I Want You Back’, ‘ABC’ and “The Love
You Save’ — songs that sound so much alike, it's easy for the
uninitiated to confuse them. Berry had wanted three number-one
songs for The Jackson 5, and, as usual, he got what he wanted.

86



At 1,948,761 copies sold, ‘The Love You Save’ came up a bit
short in comparison to the sales of the preceding two singles but
was still considered a huge hit. In England, it reached number
seven and was in the charts for almost two months. The song also
gave The Jackson 5 the distinction of being the first group of the
rock and roll era to have their first three songs go to the top of the
charts. Again, they knocked The Beatles (“The Long and Winding
Road’) out of the number-one spot.

P

‘It just kept gettin' better...’

The Jackson 5 made their first concert appearance as a Motown
attraction at the Philadelphia Convention Center on Saturday
evening, 2 May 1970. Despite their terrific record sales, no one
could have guessed how popular they had become in barely five
months. More than thirty-five hundred screaming fans mobbed
Philadelphia International Airport hoping to catch a glimpse of the
young brothers. Only a huge force of Philadelphia's finest and
airport security officers protected the Jacksons from being
completely overwhelmed.

The scene was repeated the following evening at the concert,
with one hundred police officers forcing the audience back from
the stage time and time again. Three motorcycle-escorted
limousines managed to get The Jackson 5 back to their hotel after
the concert. Once Michael got into his room, he broke down and
started crying.

‘Michael [who was eleven years old] was scared to death,’
Jermaine said. ‘The rest of us were more amazed than scared, but
Mike was genuinely frightened. “l don't know if | can do this
forever,” he said. “Maybe for a little while, but not forever.”’

The pandemonium served as a warning to Motown that the
next time the brothers made a concert appearance, the company
should be better prepared.

That same month, The Jackson 5's second album, ABC, was
released. It would go on to be even more successful than the debut
album, selling 867,756 copies. After the second album was
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shipped, Berry arranged for the family to move from the home on
Queens Road to a bigger one on Bowmont Drive above Trousdale
Estates. Liberace lived nearby, as did Davy Jones of The Monkees.
“They [the Jacksons] were kicked out of several houses,” Berry
Gordy explained to Michael Goldberg in an interview in Rolling
Stone. “You see, they would make too much noise. They had their
band, and we would put them in a house, and then they would get
kicked out. We'd lease another place, and they would make too
much noise, and they would get kicked out.’

In July 1970, The Jackson 5 broke attendance records at the
Los Angeles Forum, raking up 18,675 paid admissions. The
concert grossed $105,000.

‘| was at that concert at the Forum with Berry and Diana,’ said
the group's producer Deke Richards. ‘We almost got trampled to
death. Before they started ‘The Love You Save’, Michael said
something like, “Here it is, the tune that knocked The Beatles out
of number one”, and that caused sheer pandemonium. We were in
the third row, and in the middle of the concert we heard this
tumultuous sound and the rows were folding one at a time, people
falling over themselves. Someone ran on to the stage and got the
kids off. They didn't even finish the song. Berry, Diana and | got
out of our row just in time before it was toppled over by kids
trying to get to the stage.’

A month later, the company issued The Jackson 5's first ballad,
‘I'll Be There’. Switching gears to a ballad seemed to Gordy to be
the obvious next step, yet it would have to be the right song in
order to be accepted by fans accustomed to an upbeat sound. “I'll
Be There’ was a tender blend of soulful pleading and sweetly
delivered inspiration. To the strains of harpsichords and keyboards,
Michael's performance was flawless. The song is considered to be
the one record that solidified The Jackson 5's success as versatile
recording stars. It was number one for five weeks in America,
selling more than two and half million copies worldwide (250,000
of these in the UK alone). Its top positioning in the UK was
number four, and it remained on the British charts for more than
four months!

‘I'l Be There’ pushed Neil Diamond's “‘Cracklin' Rose’ out of
the number-one position on Billboard's pop charts and became
Motown's biggest-selling record; the company claimed that over
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four million copies were eventually sold, but actually the figure
totalled some 800,000 copies less than that, at 3,178,523 copies. In
the end, The Jackson 5 became the first act in pop music history
whose first four singles each became number-one hits on the
Billboard chart. Or, as Michael put it, ‘It just kept gettin' better and
better.’

In October 1970, the group took their act on the road again for
additional dates on the East Coast. Three dates in Texas were
placed in jeopardy, though, when the concerts were opposed by
members of the Southern Christian Leadership Council's
Operation Breadbasket, an organization dedicated to improving
economic conditions in the black community. Dick Clark was
promoting the tour and Breadbasket representatives felt that
someone black should have been hired by Motown. ‘That's
absolutely ridiculous,” Berry Gordy said. ‘Black, white. What the
hell's the difference as long as we all make money?’

Still, the protestors had leaflets printed up and were preparing
to picket at the concert sites. The press was waiting for a scandal.
‘Just what we need,’ Berry told a Motown promoter working with
Dick Clark. ‘Cancel. Tell Clark to cancel the whole goddamn state.
They'll see The Jackson 5 when they get some sense.” The dates
were cancelled.

“The Jackson 5 are bigger than any race issue,” Berry Gordy
said later. ‘No one can tell me how to run these boys' careers.
Black or white, | make the decisions. This is my group.’

No doubt, Berry's declaration would have been news to
Joseph.

By January 1971, twelve-year-old Michael Jackson understood
that entertainment was a difficult business. He had witnessed as
much for the last couple of years, but still managed to take in his
stride the pressures of recording, touring and making television
appearances. His success was still too new to be anything but a
constant thrill. “This is the best thing that ever happened to us,’
Michael said of his family's accomplishments. ‘Miss Ross has told
me that people in show business can get hurt. | don't see how.”

At this time, Motown issued The Jackson 5's fifth single,
‘Mama's Pearl’. On a stylistic par with their previous upbeat
singles, this one featured Michael in the lead again, of course,
surrounded by his brothers offering an occasional lead line through
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the verses. There were buzzing guitars on the choruses, and the
Corporation's swirling production throughout.

From the beginning, there had been some hesitation about
‘Mama’s Pearl’. Deke Richards had decided to have Fonce Mizell
and Freddie Perren work on it without him to see what they would
create. Deke walked into the studio to find Michael singing the
lyric, “He said what's mine is his and his is all mine...” What they
had come up with for Michael was a song called ‘Guess Who's
Making Whoopie (With Your Girlfriend)’, which was about girl
swapping, certainly not the right image for the youngster. Deke
had Fonce and Freddie rework the lyrics — not the track — and, in a
short time, they came up with ‘Mama’s Pearl’.

Even though the record ‘only’ went to the number two on
Billboard's chart, it was number one on Cash Box's, so Berry was
satisfied. In the UK though, it only peaked at number 25.

The year had been off to a sentimental start when, on 31
January, The Jackson 5 returned to Gary, Indiana, their hometown.
At this time, Jackie was nineteen; Tito, seventeen; Jermaine,
sixteen; Marlon, thirteen; and Michael, twelve. On behalf of
Mayor Richard Gordon Hatcher's re-election campaign, the group
was asked to perform two concerts at Westside High School. The
distance between Gary and Los Angeles can be measured in miles,
but the distance between Gary and stardom can only be measured
in light years. Going home as stars, the Jackson brothers arrived in
grand style, in a helicopter that landed in Westside High's parking
lot where two thousand students had gathered in subzero weather
to greet them.

Both concerts were sell-outs. Fifteen thousand lucky ticket
holders came to pay homage to five homeboys. Two years ago,
many of these same neighbourhood kids had thrown stones at the
Jackson house to taunt the group as they rehearsed; now they were
sharing in their success, proud to know that they'd all come from
the same streets. As the spotlights revealed the Jacksons in their
rainbow-hued regalia, the group's fans could not be contained. The
gym was packed to the rafters with what was probably the noisiest
audience the boys had so far encountered. There were so many
flashbulbs popping at once, it looked as though flocks of fireflies
had come to swarm.
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After the first concert, Mayor Hatcher escorted the Jackson
family back to their former residence on Jackson Street, which
had, for the day, been renamed Jackson 5 Boulevard in their
honour. A sign was placed on the lawn in front of the old
homestead at 2300 Jackson Street: WELCOME HOME
JACKSON FIVE. KEEPERS OF THE DREAM. Afterwards, as
the limo pulled away, fans hurled themselves at its tightly closed
windows. Inside, the boys smiled and waved, amazed at the frenzy.
Their next stop was city hall, where the group was presented with
individual keys to the city. The boys had returned home as heroes,
symbols of hope. In his speech that day, Mayor Hatcher said he
was honoured that ‘The Jackson 5 has carried the name of Gary
throughout the country and the world, and made it a name to be
proud of.” Joseph could not have been more proud of his boys. He
stood at the podium and said, ‘One thing | have always told my
boys is that you're either a winner in this life or a loser, and none
of my kids were ever gonna be losers. I'm proud to say that they
proved me right.’

The Jackson 5's next single, ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’, would
be released in March 1971, and peak at number two a month later,
selling almost two million copies. It only managed a number
thirty-three positioning in the UK though, so Gordy was becoming
a little concerned about the group's international appeal. Still, it
was a memorable record. The song's writer, actor Clifton Davis,
recalled, ‘This was an emotional song that meant a lot to me when
| wrote it. | was worried that Michael might not understand the
lyrics of pain and heartbreak. | recall him asking about one of the
lines. “What's this word mean? Anguish” he asked me. | explained
it. He shrugged his shoulders and just sang the line. “There's that
anguish, there's that doubt,” he sang. And | believed him.’

S

Joseph and Katherine Buy an Estate

On 5 May 1971, after the boys returned from another national tour,
the Jacksons moved into their large estate at 4641 Hayvenhurst in
Encino, California, the one in which Joseph, Katherine and
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miscellaneous other Jacksons (who aren't Michael and Janet) still
live today.

Joseph and Katherine purchased the property for $250,000;
they moved in a day after Katherine's forty-first birthday.
Katherine had asked Joseph not to sell the two-bedroom home in
Gary, ‘just in case the family fortunes took a turn for the worse
and they all had to move back to Indiana.” Although Joseph didn't
think that such a reversal of fortunes was likely, he decided to rent,
rather than sell, the house, at 2300 Jackson Street. (Today, the
property is worth roughly $100,000, and still owned by the
family.)

Joseph and Katherine had never made as large a purchase as
the Encino estate and were naive as to how to go about it. Joseph
wanted to pay cash for the estate (‘At least, then we own it and no
one can kick us out.’), but he didn't have that much capital.
Anyway, Berry Gordy convinced him that the family needed as
much of a tax writeoff on the property as possible, since their
income was increasing monthly, and that the interest on a loan
could be written off their taxes. Although Joseph decided to put
down as little as possible on the Encino property, because his
credit profile was not a good one he had to raise nearly 40 per cent
in order to qualify for a mortgage. That was a lot of money for a
down-payment: $100,000. Berry offered to lend Joseph and
Katherine the funds, but Joseph declined. ‘If we're going to live in
that house, it's gotta be ours,” he told Berry. Motown already had
too much control over his kids; Joseph didn't want Berry also to
have a vested interest in the family home.

In the end, Joseph did manage to get the $100,000, but he had
to secure a large advance on his sons' future earnings. Of course,
that advance came from Motown... which was, Berry.

Encino, which is a thirty-five-minute drive from downtown
Los Angeles, is one of the wealthiest communities in Southern
California and home to many celebrities. The two-acre Jackson
estate, resplendent with eighteen citrus trees and countless exotic
plants, was guarded by an electronic gate and flanked by a guest
house, playhouse and servants' quarters.

Johnny Jackson and Ronny Rancifer, The Jackson 5's
drummer and organist, moved into the household with the rest of
the family. This arrangement occurred because Joseph and

92



Katherine were concerned about the influence both boys — but
particularly Johnny — were having on their sons. Both youngsters
liked to spend what little money they were given, rather than save
it. They were also smoking cigarettes and drinking liquor. Joseph
had considered letting them both go, but decided that it wouldn't
be fair since the boys had been a part of the band since the early
days in Gary.

“The house had five bathrooms and six bedrooms,’ recalled
Susie Jackson, Johnny's former wife. ‘Jackie and Ronny shared a
room. Tito was with Johnny, Jermaine with Marlon, Michael with
Randy, and LaToya with Janet. And then there was one left for
Joseph and Katherine, so there were a lot of people living there’.

The family room had a recessed floor surrounded by a
wraparound couch. The walls were lined with numerous plaques,
gold and platinum records signifying million-selling singles and
albums. One reporter noted that the room resembled ‘a cross
between a motel lobby and the foyer of a Sunset Boulevard record
company.’

The grounds contained an Olympic-size swimming pool, a
basketball half-court, a badminton court and an archery range. The
tranquil surroundings promised limitless peace for such a famous
family. Hopefully, here they could be soothed and refreshed in
their time away from the invasive eye of the public.

Plans were made to add a hundred-thousand-dollar recording
studio and a twenty-five-thousand-dollar darkroom.

Jackie Jackson's Datsun 240 Z was usually parked in the
driveway, along with Katherine's new Audi, Joseph's gold
Mercedes 300 SE convertible, and the family's huge van.

‘We had fun up the Big House,” said Susie Jackson. (In time,
many of the family's relatives referred to the Jackson estate as the
Big House because they felt it had become as much a prison to the
Jackson sons and daughters as it had been a home.) ‘It wasn't all
drama and backstabbing. There were parties and, in the beginning,
we had a special closeness. | remember a lot of fun times when
they first moved in. Every time you were in that house, they were
roasting peanuts.’

Though Katherine enjoyed the opulent estate and other aspects
of her new life, she missed Gary. Simply put, she was not as happy
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as she thought she might be in Los Angeles. She missed her old
friends and relatives.

If Southern California had to be her new home, Katherine
would not allow the glamorous surroundings to influence her or
her family to act in a pretentious manner. She was determined to
maintain a sense of normality around the household.

Also, the Jackson family did not hesitate to show their
appreciation to people who had helped them in their careers.
Instead of small, intimate gatherings, they preferred large,
ostentatious affairs where quantity was the most important
consideration. Katherine looked at these parties as come-on-overs.
Only instead of root beer and pretzels on the back porch, she put
out a lavish spread at the family estate. Always a gracious hostess,
she made everyone feel welcome. Joseph's pride in the house was
obvious. He would give tours to anyone who seemed interested. In
August 1972, after The Jackson 5 finished their engagement at the
Forum in Los Angeles, Katherine and Joseph held just such a party
at the family home for about fifty press and show-business friends.

Katherine and Joseph did not disappoint their guests. The
twelve-foot-long buffet offered hamburgers, roast beef, chilli,
shish kebabs, fresh chilled fruit and seafood. Pastries were heaped
on a cart decorated with red and yellow roses. In the middle of the
family's oval swimming pool, Joseph floated a huge J-5 logo made
of roses and tinted carnations. For entertainment, The Jackson 5
challenged The Temptations to a basketball game. The Jacksons
won.

(This writer was a guest at many of the Jackson family's
‘come-on-overs’ between the years 1976 and 1981 at the Jacksons'
estate in Encino.)

The Jacksons' phone number would be routinely changed by
the phone company every month to guard against outsiders having
it. Nevertheless, the number always got out. Once, a girl from
Newark called to talk to Michael at two in the morning — just one
day after the new number was assigned.

As always, Joseph limited phone calls to five minutes and
would not hesitate to use a strap on any junior family member who
broke that rule, pop star or no pop star. To say the least, the
children were well disciplined. In fact, the boys were known in
Hollywood circles as the best-behaved youngsters in show
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business. “You sometimes thought they were too nice,” said one
reporter. ‘It was as if something was wrong somewhere. They were
sort of spooky.’

Jermaine has recalled that when the family moved into the
Encino home their familial closeness began to dissipate, simply
because there was so much space. “We were real close when we
had the other homes, before Encino,” he remembered. ‘In Gary, we
had two bedrooms, one for our parents and one for all of us. You
had to be close. You felt that closeness as a family. But in Encino,
the place was so big we had to make plans in advance to see each
other. | think that Michael, in particular, was unhappy there. He
felt, as | did, that we were all losing touch with each other.’

In June 1971, The Jackson 5 released another single for
Motown, ‘Maybe Tomorrow’, which went on to sell 830,794
copies, not as many as previous efforts but still respectable. A
month later, the group taped its first television special, Goin' Back
to Indiana, for ABC-TV. (It would air in September.) Later, they
would even have their own cartoon series, that's how popular
they'd become in such a short time. (The Jacksons' actual voices
were heard in musical numbers, but their dialogue was provided
by young black actors.) That summer, The Jackson 5 performed
fifty shows on tour, the longest series of one-night performances
ever attempted by the boys. ‘I wish for once we could finish a
show and not have to leave before the end because of the crowds
rushing the stage,” Michael complained. ‘We have a real good
ending, but we never get the chance to do it.’

At Madison Square Garden in August of that year, the show
had to be stopped after only two minutes when the audience
stormed the stage. ‘Return to your seats, please,” a frightened
Michael begged. Ultimately, though, the group had to be extracted
from the crowd and rushed away from the premises. The show
resumed after the audience calmed down. Sixty minutes later,
when the concert was over, the Jacksons sprinted to waiting
limousines, without finishing their last number, in order to get
away as quickly as possible. The audience went berserk. Once the
fans realized that the group was gone, they surged on to the stage
like an angry mob, sweeping away police and security men, and
swarming the dressing room looking for their idols.
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This was a heady time for the boys from Gary, and they were
never again to be as close as they were during these early days —
nor would they have as much fun. Insulated from outsiders by the
Motown representatives and their father, they had only each other
for company. To occupy their free time, they enjoyed dropping
water balloons and paper bags filled with water from hotel-room
windows, having pillow fights with one another, and playing
Scrabble, Monopoly and card games. (They gave Jermaine the
nickname ‘Las Vegas’ because he became such a skilled card
shark.) Michael has fond memories of tag-team wrestling matches
and shaving-cream wars with his brothers while they were cooped
up in hotels, ‘or fast-walk races down hotel hallways once our
chaperone was asleep,’ he said. Michael, who was twelve at this
time, was quite a prankster. He liked to phone room service, order
huge meals, and then have them sent to the rooms of strangers in
the hotel; and he especially enjoyed setting up a bucket of water as
a booby trap above the doorway to his and Jermaine's room (they
always shared quarters), drenching whoever happened to walk into
the room.

‘Mike always blamed me,” Jermaine recalled with a grin. ‘He
loved practical jokes, locking us out of our rooms in our
underwear, squirting us with water pistols. They were almost
always his idea. We had so much fun. It was all fun, all the time.’

Indeed, success was sweet and innocent for The Jackson 5.
“We don't have no gold records,” Michael once told me during this
time, a sad expression on his face. Then, after a beat, he explained,
“They're all platinum! Ha-ha!’

Occasionally one of the Jackson brothers would show some
interest in the opposite sex. Backstage at the Hollywood Bowil,
when the group performed there, Berry Gordy's sixteen-year-old
daughter Hazel had her arm around Jermaine, also sixteen, and
seemed to be nibbling on his ear. Joseph watched with great
interest and pulled Jermaine aside.

‘What's the deal with her?” he demanded to know.

‘I don't know,” Jermaine said, shrugging his shoulders. ‘She
likes me, | guess.’

At first, Joseph was annoyed. Then, he became thoughtful and
nodded his approval. ‘Berry's kid,” he muttered to himself.
‘Hmmm. Not bad. Not bad at all.’
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During the concert, Jermaine decided to dedicate his solo of
‘Bridge Over Troubled Water’ to ‘Hazel, for her birthday’. The
audience's reaction was lukewarm. Whereas he usually got a
standing ovation for the number, this evening it seemed that the
female fans in the crowd did not appreciate Jermaine's honesty
about his friendship with Hazel.

Jermaine recalled, ‘My father pulled me aside, | remember,
and he said, “You'd better not do that again.” And | said, “You
know, you're right. I'd better not.” And | didn't.’

F_

Michael's First Solo Record

Joseph Jackson always had his eye on the competition, namely the
Osmond Brothers, a family group from Salt Lake City, Utah. In
June 1971, MGM Records released ‘Sweet and Innocent’ by the
youngest member of the group, Donny Osmond, as a solo act. That
record's success all but guaranteed him teen-star status in the
predominantly white teenybopper magazines. Because of their
colour, The Jackson 5 could never be perceived as teen idols in
those magazines, despite all of their success and good looks.
Though the Jacksons would make occasional appearances in
magazines like 16 and Fave, the Osmonds and other white stars
like them dominated the pages of such publications. This practice
chagrined Joseph, who viewed it as racism.

After Donny Osmond's hit, Joseph decided that Michael
should also record a song on his own. He and Berry Gordy decided
to release a song called ‘Got to Be There’, as Michael's first solo,
instead of as a group effort as originally planned. Michael would
still be a part of the group, just as Donny was a part of The
Osmonds, but he would now also be a solo Motown artist. ‘Then
we can all make more money,” Joseph reasoned. Joseph never
dreamed that he had just put into motion a plan that would one day
separate Michael not only from his brothers, but from him as well.

‘Got to Be There’ was issued in October. Although it would
not reach the top of the charts, it was a reality check of sorts for
the Jackson brothers when they saw that Michael could crack the
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Top Five on his own. In England it was a number five hit, and
stayed in the Top 50 for almost three months. Globally, ‘Got to be
There’ sold 1,583,850 copies.

This lushly produced and orchestrated, mid-tempo love song
was the perfect vehicle for launching Michael's solo career; it's
surely one of the most beautiful songs in Motown's publishing
catalogue. At the time, it was the envy of many artists whose
flagging careers could have been salvaged by such a versatile,
well-tailored number. Instead, it served to bolster the enormously
popular lead singer of The Jackson 5.

Immediately after Christmas in 1971, The Jackson 5 embarked
on a concert tour of the South. In Dallas, a reporter arranged an
interview in their hotel room. It wasn't long before fans had
congregated outside the door, chanting, ‘Michael! Michael!
Michael!” Tito went out in the hallway hoping to quieten them
down. When he opened the door, a group of girls burst into the
room and began kissing and hugging Michael, totally ignoring the
others. The brothers did not appear to be jealous and, rather,
treated the incident as a chance to tease Michael. ‘Just wait till |
get my solo song released,” Jermaine said. ‘Then I'll be the ladies'
man 'round here.’

‘“Well, right now Michael's the real ladies' man,” Jackie said
after the girls were escorted out of the room by security guards.

‘Aw, c'mon, you guys,” Michael said, bashfully.

“You are, Mike,” Jermaine agreed. ‘But not for long...”

Then all four brothers jumped on Michael, tickling him good
naturedly and wrestling him to the ground. One could hear their
laughter echo through the halls.

F_

Growing Up in the Public Eye

It's always tempting, when dissecting a person's life, to go back in
time and assign blame for the way things turned out, but it's not
always fair. Certainly, Joseph and Katherine had the best intentions
when they were raising their family, and didn't intend to harm their
children. It's the rare parent, one would hope, who purposely sets
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out to completely screw up his kids' lives. If Joseph had told his
brood to forget about show business, and focus on lives out of the
public eye, such a demand would not have gone over well, at all.
Try as they might have, the value system the Jackson parents
passed on to their children was, at best, warped. Whatever it takes
to get to the top, that's what they were told they had to do — that
was their value system. Katherine tried to fight it and hoped to
instill other ideals along the way — especially having to do with her
religion — but none of them really seemed to matter when applied
to the world in which her children were being raised, the world of
show business. They were all caught up in the powerful illusion
that if they became rich and famous, their lives would be better.
Fate and circumstance, along with an obvious inadequacy in
parental skills, set into motion a chain of events that would do
irreparable harm to all of the Jackson children, and especially, to
Michael. At least the older brothers had had a few years to act like
children. Michael never did; he was barely five years old when
thrust into show business.

Of course, the boys loved to perform and even wanted to
perform. They excelled in that arena. The look of satisfaction on
Michael's face when he was onstage made it clear that he was
doing what he wanted to do, and that if someone had given him
the choice between playing basketball with his friends and
entertaining them on a stage, he would have chosen the later.
However, a fine line exists between what children may want, and
what may be in their best interests. It's not likely that Joseph
understood as much, or was able to gauge the difference between
what might be in the best interest of his children, and what his own
agenda was for them.

It is not only the vast sums of money child stars earn which set
them apart. Most child performers are shortchanged on their
education, as well. Few have ever attended public school regularly.
In the film industry, they are often tutored on the set. MGM even
had a school for the youngsters who worked in their movies.
Although the children were supposed to study a certain number of
hours each day, filming often took precedence over education.
They gleaned from their studies what they were able to, and then
went back to their work in front of the cameras.
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What's more, child performers are often cheated out of
learning social skills — the all-important art of getting along with
people. The other boys and girls with whom they associate are
usually working children like themselves. Some of Judy Garland's
happiest memories were of the short time during her teens when
her career seemed to be going nowhere. She left the studio school,
enrolled in Hollywood High — hiding her background from her
fellow students — and enjoyed herself, immensely. (That happy
period came to an abrupt end when a vice-principal told her she
shouldn't be enrolled in school with “normal people’.)

The couple of years that the younger Jackson boys spent in
public schools are romanticized by Michael and Marlon as
highlights of their lives but, in truth, they weren't very happy.
Michael attended sixth grade at Gardner Street Elementary in Los
Angeles, though not consistently because of his work schedule. In
truth, he was just a guest there, making cameo appearances in the
classroom as he might on a television variety show. His sixth
grade teacher, Laura Gerson, remembered, ‘Once | was teaching
the kids a song with a three-part harmony, and I hit a flat note that
made my hair stand on end. Michael's eyes popped wide open.
Nobody but him noticed. He never talked about himself,
Occasionally, he would disappear and turn up on television...”

In the seventh grade, Michael joined Marlon at Emerson
Junior High. But by this time, The Jackson 5's accomplishments at
Motown had robbed them of their privacy. They only had two
weeks at Emerson, obviously no time to integrate into the
population or get to know anyone, before they were forced to
leave. There had been a death threat against them, and that was the
end of that: Joseph pulled them out of public school. His decision
was fine with the boys; they wanted to leave, anyway. ‘There were
mobs of people standing in the hallways just looking into the
classrooms,” Marlon recalled. ‘It was embarrassing, and
frightening.” From that time onward, the two were either enrolled
in private schools or tutored at home.

California law requires that minors have a minimum of three
hours of schooling a day when they are working. Mrs Rose Fine,
accredited by the state as a ‘children's welfare supervisor’, became
the tutor for all of the younger Jacksons. Much of their travelling
time was spent studying for tests that they would take as soon as
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they checked into their hotel rooms. Between their studies,
rehearsals, sound checks and concerts, and the usual goofing off,
the Jacksons were kept busy.

When in private school, which occurred from time to time in
between touring, Michael was bored by his studies, refused to do
his homework, and was a terrible student. During class, he would
draw pictures of animals and monsters when he should have been
paying attention to his lessons. When called upon for an answer,
Michael didn't have a clue as to what was going on, and he didn't
care.

Jackie and Tito have unpleasant memories of their time at
Fairfax High School, a public school in Los Angeles. The demands
of their careers made normal routines almost impossible; they
couldn't join any of the sports teams — a crushing disappointment
for Jackie, who loved baseball — because they were the focus of
attention. When they were singled out by classmates who had
previously ignored them, the two brothers became suspicious of
everyone. Who was legitimate in their intentions, and who had
ulterior motives in wanting to know them?

Jackie and Tito would graduate from Fairfax when they were
eighteen. At least they can reflect on a small period of time when
they were exposed to people who weren't in show business, even if
they did not enjoy that time. Michael, Marlon and Jermaine can
not do as much; they were granted high school equivalency
diplomas by Rose Fine, who was empowered to award them.
Though technically graduated, the three younger Jacksons
certainly did not obtain a good grounding in basic subjects, no
slight to Rose Fine who probably did the best she could with them.
To this day, each has problems with penmanship, grammar and
(Michael in particular) spelling. They also lack a sense of history,
except that which they managed to pick up during their travels.

As early as 1972, when Michael was about fourteen, he began
exhibiting behaviour unlike that of his brothers. While they took
the pressures of success in their stride, Michael seemed more
affected by it. “He's just more sensitive than the others,” Katherine
would explain. If anyone in show-business history could ever be
said to be lacking in ‘people skills’, it would be Michael Jackson.
To this day, he doesn't really understand people, or even try to
understand them, because when he was a youngster he was
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surrounded, for the most part, by either showbiz kids or wealthy
students who, like himself, were never exposed to the ‘normal’
masses.

By the time Michael was fourteen, Bill Bray (The Jackson 5's
security man, who still works for Michael) would arrange for him
to have access to freight elevators in hotels, rather than take public
lifts along with ‘normal people’, as Michael called them.

A year earlier Michael had told Judy Spiegelman of Soul
magazine, ‘I'm just like other kids.” However, he soon realized he
was not like them at all. The other group members didn't seem to
mind ‘normal people’ — as long as they weren't in the form of a
pack of rioting fans — even if they had nothing to do with them.
Michael, though, was always the one who attracted the most
attention. If he entered a room with any of his other brothers, he
was the one to whom the fans would flock. Being singled out,
being made to feel different, knowing all eyes were on him, had a
deep impact on Michael. He began to show signs of a deep
insecurity, and even inadequacy. It was as if he knew he didn't fit
in. If he could spend his life on stage, he felt he would be happy.
Unfortunately, the world was not his stage. He had to deal with the
public, and he wasn't able to do so in a way that made him feel
comfortable in his own skin.

‘He became a loner,” Katherine Jackson would remember. ‘I
was worried about him, but | hoped he would grow out of it, that it
was a phase. He didn't get along with other people his age. He was
better with adults. | don't know that he had friends his own age. |
think, probably not. As always, his brothers were his friends. As
long as we all had each other, | figured we would be okay. | prayed
we would be okay.’

F_

Tito Marries

Along with their incredible success in the music industry came, for
the Jacksons, the inevitable lure of available women. Women of all
shapes, sizes and colours began to proposition them, appearing
backstage after concerts and offering to do all sorts of “favours’ for
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them. Though Michael and Marlon were too young, Jermaine and
Jackie saw no reason not to take advantage of their young fans'
overworked libidos. Tito wasn't really interested in groupies,
though. He just wanted to settle down — and also get out of the
household and put some distance between him and Joseph.

In 1972, Tito announced that he wanted to marry seventeen-
year-old Delores (Dee Dee) Martes, whom he had met at Fairfax
High School a few months before the group became famous.
Joseph and Katherine were extremely upset, concerned that Dee
Dee might be a gold-digger and Tito too inexperienced to see it.
The least he could do, they argued, was insist that his fiancee sign
a pre-nuptial agreement. He did, and she agreed.

Michael felt strongly that Tito was letting their fans down by
marrying, and attempted to convince him to change his mind.
“Think about all of those girls out there who love us,” he said,
trying to reason with his brother one day in the Motown offices.

“They don't even know us, Mike,’ Tito said. ‘We can't live our
lives for perfect strangers.’

‘But they do know us,” Michael argued, according to a
witness, ‘and we owe them, Tito. We owe them.’

‘So what are we supposed to do?’ Tito wanted to know. ‘Put
up with Joseph for the rest of our lives? If that's the case, | don't
even want to be in the group, then.’

Michael stopped arguing with Tito at that point, perhaps
fearing Tito's next step might be to just quit the act.

Joseph and Katherine had hoped that Berry Gordy would
insist that Tito, as a Motown recording artist, remain single.
When Joseph presented the situation to Berry, however, he
wanted no part of it. ‘Keep me out of it,” he said. ‘As long as
Michael isn't getting married, I'm cool.”

Joseph's face darkened. ‘Michael ain't the only one in the
group, Berry,” he said, according to his recollection. ‘Thanks for
nothing.’

The wedding took place in June 1972 in a small,
unpretentious chapel in Inglewood, California. Joseph spent most
of the evening glaring at Dee Dee and her family. Katherine was
nicer, though one suspected she was just trying to get through the
day. (Their first baby, a son named after Tito, was born about a
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year later. Tito was on tour, so LaToya acted as Dee Dee's
Lamaze labour coach.)

F_

Groupies

Young Tito Jackson may have been off the open market, but Jackie
and Jermaine were young, single and ready to explore whatever
fame might bring their way in terms of female companionship.
Joseph had been a terrible example to them in the past, and he
didn't improve with time. In fact, when the boys became famous,
he starting having liaisons with their fans! With him as their guide,
was there any reason to think the brothers would act in a
responsible manner? By 1972, the older Jacksons had left a long
trail of broken hearts as they toured the country, city by city. Then,
they rented an apartment near their house in Encino, where they
could hang out with their female conquests away from Katherine's
scrutiny.

Rhonda Phillips was one of ‘those’ girls. Today, she is a forty-
nine-year-old divorcee who lives with her three children in Long
Beach, California. Back in August 1972, she was eighteen when
she met her idol, Jackie, who was twenty-one. She had been
selected from the audience by one of the group's road managers
when the brothers were on stage at the Forum in Inglewood,
California. Backstage, Jackie gave Rhonda a slip of paper with an
address on it and told her to meet him at that location in an hour.
As she mulled over his offer, she sensed someone behind her, and
turned around. It was Michael. ‘He was just a cute little guy,” she
said. ‘He had big teeth, a flat, wide nose, a perfectly combed
natural; he looked like any pretty fourteen-year-old black boy
you'd find in the neighbourhood. He noticed the slip of paper in
my hand.’

‘Did Jermaine give you that?’ he asked.

‘No, Jackie.’

‘He wants you to meet him, doesn't he?’ he asked.

“Yes,” Rhonda said. ‘I don't know if I should -’
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Michael cut her off. ‘Don't,” he said. ‘I don't think you should
meet him.’

Rhonda asked Michael why she shouldn't go. She remembered
his answer: ‘“My brothers don't treat girls too good. They can be
mean. Please, don't go.’

Rhonda remembered thinking that Michael was only fourteen;
what could he know? She changed the subject and asked him for
his autograph. She thrust forward the piece of paper Jackie had
given her, he scribbled on it and handed it back to her.

The group's representative had arranged the cab fare for
Rhonda to meet Jackie. She was taken to the Jacksons' apartment
in Encino. As the car pulled up to the curb, she happened to turn
over the slip of paper in her hand and realized that Michael had
written more than just his name on the back of it. There was a
message: ‘I hope you don't go.” It was signed ‘Michael Jackson’.

She went inside the apartment complex, found the Jacksons'
and had sex with Jackie. ‘I won't be able to see you after this,” he
told her when they were finished. She began to cry.

‘Suddenly, | was ashamed,’ she recalled many years later. ‘He
held me for a little while and then told me that someone from
Motown would be waiting outside to take me home. He kissed me,
and | left. The whole thing took less than half an hour.’

As Rhonda was walking down to the street, a white Rolls-
Royce pulled up. Michael and Marlon were sitting in the back seat.
The car pulled up to the curb. The boys got out and Marlon ran
past Rhonda up to the apartment. Michael came over to her.

‘What are you doing here?’ he asked, his tone accusatory.
“Were you up there with Jackie?’

“Yeah, | was,’ she answered.

‘Did you have sex?’ Michael wanted to know.

Rhonda began to cry.

Michael shook his head sadly. ‘I'm sorry,” he said. ‘Did he
make you do it?’

‘No, of course not. | wanted to.’

“You wanted to?’ Michael asked, seeming astonished. ‘But
why would you want to?’

Rhonda got into the car. She rolled down the window. Michael
was still standing at the curb. ‘Are you gonna be all right?” he
asked.
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“Yeah, | will be,” she answered.

‘By now, | was sobbing,” Rhonda recalled. ‘I rolled up the
window and the car pulled off. I looked out the back window and
the last thing | saw was Michael Jackson standing there waving
goodbye to me.’

During these salad days, Michael, fourteen, often shared a
room with his brother, Marlon, fifteen and Jermaine, seventeen.
Jermaine would wait for their security man, Bill Bray, to go to
sleep before sneaking down to the lobby to pick up girls. Often, he
would bring them back to the room and then instruct Michael and
Marlon to, as Marlon recalled it, ‘play sleep’.

Yolanda Lewis is, today, forty-six, married, and living in St
Louis. In an interview, she recalled an experience she had with
Jermaine Jackson in 1972 when she was sixteen. ‘I was a real
groupie,” she remembered, ‘and the boys did a concert in
Cleveland, where | was living at the time. Afterwards, a group of
us girls went to the hotel where we knew they were staying. We
had our J-5 buttons and posters, just wanting autographs, hoping to
see the guys, maybe get a picture with them. Jermaine came down
and struck up a conversation with a few of us. He was sweet, shy.
He pulled me off to the side and asked me if | would like to come
up to his room. Of course, | said yes. He was so handsome, with
his big natural and white teeth.

“We got up to the room, and | walked in behind Jermaine. It
was pitch-black, with just a night light on in a corner.’

“Michael and Marlon are sleeping,” he whispered to me. “So
we have to be quiet. Take off your clothes. Quick.” He wasn't
exactly romantic. | jumped into bed with him and he climbed on
top of me. As he climaxed, he shuddered so loudly I was afraid he
would wake up Michael and Marlon, who were sleeping three feet
away in the next bed. Or at least | thought they were sleeping. As |
was slipping out of the room, | heard Michael say to Jermaine,
“Nice job. Now, can we please get some sleep?”’

It would be a couple of years before Marlon began playing
around with groupies. However, Michael was never a player; he
simply wasn't interested, and thought his brothers' behaviour
towards their female fans was deplorable. After years of
traumatizing overexposure, it was as if the very idea of sex had
become abhorrent to him.
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A person who has known Michael since 1974, once told me, ‘I
was having a conversation with Rebbie when she said, “Michael
doesn't have time for girls.” | asked, “What kind of guy doesn't
have time for girls?” She said that there were special
circumstances with Michael. When | asked her what she was
talking about, she told me a horrible story.

‘She said that when Michael was fifteen years old, a certain
member of his family, someone he trusted — | won't say who, even
though Rebbie did — decided he was old enough to have sex, and
that he had to have it. This person then arranged the services of
two hookers for Michael. He told them to work him over, and then
locked Michael up in a room with them. Rebbie said that this
incident absolutely traumatized her brother. |1 don't know whether
or not Michael actually had sex with the hookers. Rebbie didn't
say.’

Certainly, if this story is true, such a scenario must have had a
deep psychological impact on Michael, as it would on any
youngster going through puberty. After that happened, it's been
said, Michael turned to prostitutes, not for sex - but for
conversation. It was as if Michael had retaliated against his
brothers' actions with groupies by trying to reassure himself that
women were good for more than just fun times in bed. James
McField, the group's former pianist and band director, recalled,
‘Sometimes — maybe once, maybe twice — Michael just needed to
have someone to talk to and — maybe once, maybe twice — a
woman would be introduced to him as someone very nice that he
could be with, to have the company of a female. But he wouldn't
have sex with her, to my knowledge. As far as | know, nothing
intimate would ever happen. He liked nice girls, pure girls who
appeared to have no street background.”

One such ‘date’ remembered meeting Michael after a concert
in New York. ‘I was hanging around backstage, working Madison
Square Garden's dressing area,’ said Lillias Harris, ‘when someone
who introduced himself as an employee of the Jacksons came over
to me and asked me if | wanted to spend an evening with Michael.
“Hell, yeah,” | said. He asked me how much, and | told him |
would do it for free. | wanted to have sex with Michael Jackson.
Who wouldn't?
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‘He brought me back to the dressing room. Michael was there,
alone. | walked in, and he told me to close the door. The first thing
out of his mouth was, “Why are you a prostitute?” | answered,
“Because | need the money.” He said to me, “Would you like to
have sex with me?” and | said, “Yes, of course | would.” He asked
me how much it would cost. | told him, “No charge.” He seemed
interested. So, | undid my blouse and showed him my breasts. He
then turned his head, repulsed. “Stop. | can't have sex with you,”
he said. “Please put them back,” he added, referring to my breasts.

‘When | asked him why, he told me, “Because | just can't.” |
thought he meant he couldn't get an erection, he looked so sad.
Then, he said, “Can we talk about you and your life?” | didn't want
to talk, that's not why | went there. So | gave him my telephone
number.’

“Anytime you want to get off, you call me,” | said. Michael
looked at me and asked, “What does that mean, get off?” He was
totally sincere. “It means screw, Michael,” | told him. “Anytime
you want to screw, call me. Get it?”

‘He said, “Oh, okay. Maybe I'll call you someday. | doubt it,
though.” And then | left.

‘He struck me as lonely and naive,” Lillias Harris concluded.
‘He was a nice, mixed-up, good-looking guy who wanted female
companionship. No way was he about to have sex that night,
though. He was scared to death. | wondered if he would ever call
me. He never did.’

F_

‘Rockin' Robin’ and ‘Ben’

By winter of 1972, Motown had released two more solo singles by
Michael Jackson, the first being ‘Rockin' Robin’. While Michael
twitters his way through the song, the session player bangs out the
easy ditty on the piano to create a song that was irresistible.
‘Rockin’ Robin' became an even bigger success than ‘Got to Be
There’. The song peaked in the same position for Michael as the
original did for the late Bobby Day, at number two.
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One early record of Michael's that still brings snickers today is
‘Ben.” The words of the song extol friendship, though there is no
clue in the lyrics that the song is actually about a rodent. (In the
film, Ben, a young boy befriends a rat named... Ben. A little-
known fact is that Bing Crosby was one of the movie's producers.)
Michael's voice complements the delicately orchestrated piece,
with its solo guitar accompaniment; the recording is layered at all
the emotional peaks with a precise string arrangement. The song
obviously stood on its own, independent from the film. It became
Michael's first number-one solo record, selling an amazing
1,701,475 copies. It was also nominated for an Oscar.

Michael saw the movie Ben many times, sitting in the back of
the theatre just waiting to hear his song and then see his credit on
the screen. As a child, Michael loved rats. At one point, Katherine
was horrified to find that Michael had thirty rats in a cage in his
bedroom. He was passionate about the rodents until the day he
discovered that they were eating each other — as rats will do.
Sickened by the sight, Michael put the rat cage outdoors.

In addition to his solo records, Michael started recording the
group's songs separately from his brothers, putting the lead vocal
on tape alone in the studio. Later, the brothers would come in and
record their background vocals. Often, additional — anonymous —
singers would be added to the mix. This was a decision made by
Motown to make the recording process more expedient. All it did
for Michael, though, was make him feel more singled out, and not
a part of the group. He didn't like it.

In November 1972, The Jackson 5 embarked on a twelve-day
European tour, which would begin with a royal command
performance before Queen Elizabeth. There was actually some
concern at Motown that the tour would not be a success, based on
the group's flagging record sales in Europe. Unlike the situation in
America, sales were down for The Jackson 5 in Europe, and
especially in Britain. The group's Maybe Tomorrow album, for
instance, didn't even make the UK Top 50. Their single ‘Sugar
Daddy’ also flopped in the UK. However, as a solo recording artist
Michael was faring well. ‘Got to Be There’ and ‘Rockin' Robin’
sailed to the British number five and three positions, respectively.
Later in the month, ‘Ben’ would peak at number seven and sell
more than a quarter of a million copies, just in the UK. So even if
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the group was falling short in record sales with a British audience,
it was hoped that thanks to Michael's popularity the tour would
draw audiences. It did, and in a big way. As British teenagers
swarmed London's Heathrow Airport to welcome the group, the
ensuing mob scene was reminiscent of Beatlemania.

‘Large plugs of hair were jerked from the scalp underneath
Jermaine's giant Afro by souvenir hunters,” reads Motown's 22
November press release. ‘Noise so intense that it drowned out the
whine of jet engines drove tears to Michael's and Marlon's eyes.
Tito was bruised and shaken by the stampede of the thundering
herd. Randy nearly panicked when frenzied females devoured him
with bear hugs and wet kisses. Jackie was cool but more than a
little bit worried. It was sheer pandemonium. It was near chaos. It
was frightening. It was JACKSONMANIA.’

Besides losing a shoe, Michael was almost choked to death.
‘He was really frightened,” recalled Jermaine. ‘They were pulling
on both ends of his scarf, actually choking him. He had to put his
hand up under his scarf and start screaming so that it wouldn't
tighten up on his neck.’

Michael loathed such mob scenes. He recalls having to run
through crowds of screaming girls with eyes covered by his hands
for fear that their nails would scratch him. He remembers hiding in
broom closets, hoping the throng would rush by and miss him.
“They grab your hair and pull hard and it hurts like fire,” he
recalled. “You feel as if you're going to suffocate or be
dismembered.’

Fans barricaded the entrance to the Churchill Hotel where the
group stayed in London, preventing them from leaving the scene
after their royal variety performance. Joseph called the police, who
arrived with water hoses, which they unleashed on the fans. The
next day, a nine-year-old girl threatened to use a knife on a hotel
doorman unless he allowed her access to Michael's room. She was
detained by the police. A Rolls-Royce limousine carrying the
group sustained twelve thousand dollars' worth of damage when it
was dented and scratched by young girls clawing to get to their
idols. Later, as the Jacksons performed at the Talk of the Town
nightclub, souvenir hunters stripped their limousine of its
cushions, radio, lights, tyres...
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It was this way wherever the brothers travelled on the rest of
their tour, whether in Amsterdam, Brussels, Munich, Frankfurt or
Paris.

F_

Katherine Files for Divorce

Katherine Jackson had tolerated many years of unfaithfulness from
Joseph. She knew he was cheating on her. Everyone knew. Joseph
had been on the road with the boys for years and having brief
encounters with their groupies. Not only had her friends told her,
several of Joseph's more audacious girlfriends had telephoned the
house over the years to brag about their encounters with him. ‘I
don't want those women calling the house,” she would scream at
Joseph, sometimes in front of the children. ‘I'm sick of it, Joseph.
Enough is enough.” The reasons for Joseph's actions didn't matter
to Katherine. She wasn't even sure she wanted him to stop his
philandering, as she told one friend. She simply wanted him to be
more discreet. ‘Do you have to play me for a fool?’ she would ask
him, tearfully. A terrible rage began to fulminate in her. ‘Don't you
dare treat me like I'm stupid,” she screamed at him. ‘There's
nothing worse than being made to feel this way.’

In truth, Joseph treated Katherine just as she had allowed him
to treat her for as long as they'd been husband and wife. There was
little reason for him to stop, as far as he was concerned. In his
view, he worked hard for the Jacksons, he supported his family, he
gave them a good life, so what he did on his free time was none of
their concern, as long as he was present when they needed him.

In January 1973, Katherine learned that one of Joseph's
girlfriends had become pregnant and had a miscarriage. At first,
she couldn't believe it; it was more than she could bear. However,
when she confirmed that it was true, she decided that she had no
choice but to end the marriage. ‘It's over,” she announced. ‘My
marriage is over.’

Immediately, the children sided with her; oldest daughter
Rebbie, who was twenty-three, couldn't bear to be in the same
room with her father. ‘I don't know how my mother hung in there
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all those years,” she later said. ‘She didn't need that heartache with
everything she had to deal with, being a mother, supporting the
children's performance, getting involved in the business end of
things. It was too much. | encouraged her to leave him. | knew that
he was damaging her spirit, that she couldn't possibly have peace
of mind.’

The Jackson offspring had seen Joseph mistreat Katherine for
so many Yyears, they were happy to see her finally take a stand
against him. ‘I hate Joseph,” Michael said to one of the Motown
staffers. ‘I hate him so much for what he has done to my mother. |
hate him more than | can even say.’

‘But, Michael,” the Motown employee said, “you shouldn't feel
that way. After all, he's your father.’

‘I wish he wasn't my father, sometimes,” said fourteen-year-
old Michael. ‘I wish it with all of my heart. He's the loser here,’
Michael said. “His whole thing is always about winners and losers
and who wins and who loses. With this thing, he loses. Big time.’

Katherine filed for divorce in Los Angeles on 9 March 1973.

Joseph was stunned. He had been controlling and
manipulating Katherine for so many years, he couldn't fathom her
righting back in this manner. He also knew that he could not live
without her. Plus, they had a family, growing children. He had to
change her mind. Who was going to raise all of those kids?

Katherine was faced with a dilemma when she and her
attorneys began filling out the required forms. She didn't have a
clue as to the value or extent of her community property with
Joseph. She had no idea how much her husband — or her children —
earned annually, or what the extent was of their now vast business
enterprises. She didn't even know Joseph's social security number.
Therefore, she had to leave two pages of questions regarding this
personal information unanswered. Her lawyer, Neil C. Newson,
typed on the form, ‘The information required in this declaration is
currently being compiled. A separate amended financial
declaration will be filed.” Katherine paid her attorney $150 and
then went back to the house on Hayvenhurst. She did not move out
of the house, and neither did Joseph. They just didn't speak to each
other.

‘When Motown heard that Katherine had filed for divorce, all
hell broke loose,” remembered one family friend. ‘This could have
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ruined everything in terms of their family image. All of those
stories about how close they were, what a loving family they
were... It had the potential to be a public relations disaster. It was
decided by Gordy that no one was to know that Katherine and
Joseph were splitting up. It would be a closely guarded secret by
the press department. Today, you couldn't keep something like
that out of the press, especially with a court filing. In the early
seventies, the press wasn't as intrusive as they are today. The
news was never leaked. However, Katherine was badgered
constantly by company officials who tried to convince her to
reconcile with Joseph for the sake of her family's image.’

‘I'm finished with Joseph,” Katherine told one Motown
official at a meeting to discuss the possible consequences of her
decision. She looked bone-tired, recalled the lawyer. She wore a
simple yet elegant black dress, pearls at her neck, a fine, diamond
pin on her shoulder. Her hair was a jet black coif around her head.
‘It should have nothing to do with the boys' career,” she said,
firmly. They can still make records and be famous, and their
parents can be divorced, and that will just have to be the end of it,
I'm afraid.”

Though the Motown adviser was not convinced, her son,
Michael, had made up his mind about his parents' marriage. ‘As
far as I'm concerned, it's over,’ he told Diana Ross, according to a
later recollection. ‘My father has hurt my mother, and that's all |
need to know. That, to me, is the end of it.’

‘But people are so complicated,” Diana told Michael, hinting
at the complexity of Joseph's problems. “Who knows why they do
the things they do.’

‘I know why,” Michael insisted. ‘It's because Joseph is a bad
man, that's why. My brothers are going down the same road,’ he
concluded. ‘I can see it, already.’

After a couple of months, Katherine withdrew her divorce
papers. Joseph promised her that he would try to change, and that
she should not break up the family over his past behaviour. Much
to the dismay of her children, Katherine and Joseph were
reconciled.

S
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The Downslide

Despite The Jackson 5's world-wide popularity with concert-goers,
trouble was brewing where their record sales were concerned. In
Europe, sales had always been uneven. However, record store
performance in America had always been strong. By April 1972
though, whether from overexposure or lack of promotion, the
group was losing steam. The April release of ‘Little Bitty Pretty
One’, was a huge disappointment. Except for a seasonal release of
‘Santa Claus is Coming to Town’, it became the poorest-selling
Jackson 5 single to date, netting only 590,629 copies, globally. Its
follow-up, ‘Lookin' Through the Windows’, fared even worse:
581,426 copies. This was a terrible showing. (It is interesting,
though, that this song marked a sudden sales resurgence in Britain
— a Top 10 hit that was no doubt a consequence of their recent
tour.) When ‘Corner of the Sky’, from the Broadway musical
Pippin (which Gordy had financed), sold only a disappointing
381,426 copies worldwide, Joseph became irate.

‘What the hell is going on?’ he fumed. He began showing up
at Motown, harassing the sales staff and badgering the promotion
executives. The problem was that Berry Gordy was no longer
personally involved in what was going on with the record
company. Instead, he put in charge a man named Ewart Abner, a
seasoned executive in the recording industry by the time he got to
Motown. For his part, Berry now devoted most of his time to
Diana Ross's film career, and to establishing Motown Productions
in the movie business. Although still Motown's chairman of the
board, he was interested only in filmmaking, not in record
production. A star vehicle for Diana Ross called Mahogany was in
the works, a venture that would monopolize most of Berry's time.

At the time, Motown was capitalizing on a more socially
conscious sound with Marvin Gaye and Stevie Wonder. Perhaps
The Jackson 5's audience had become hungry for a hipper sound
than what they got with the group's next release, ‘Hallelujah Day’.
It sold less than a quarter of a million discs; too bad, it was a
terrific little record with leads shared by Michael, Marlon and
Jackie.

In truth, Ewart Abner didn't care about The Jackson 5. He
wasn't involved in signing them to the company, and he felt their
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best days were behind them. ‘They already had their own cartoon,
for Christ's sake,” he argued. ‘Why spend any more money on
them?’ If sales figures were low and the group was losing its
audience, it was the group's fault, not Motown's, he decided. With
that point of view, it wasn't surprising that Joseph disliked Ewart
Abner, and in an intense, passionate way.

When an album, Skywriter, was released in March and sold
only 115,045 copies, it became the group's poorest-selling album.
(It didn't even reach the Top 50 in Britain.) Joseph believed that all
of the records which had been failures could have been more
successful if Motown had simply promoted them properly.

There was a reprieve in the downward slide when producer
Hal Davis put together a terrific track for the Jackson boys called
‘Get It Together’. The production was tight; the music,
background vocals and Michael's maturing lead all blended nicely
on this performance, a departure from the sweeter, pop music
styles previously associated with the group. Released in August
1973, it sold over 700,000 copies. Though not a million-seller, it
encouraged Joseph in his belief that his sons still had an audience.
To his way of thinking, The Jackson 5 was not finished. If
anything, he was finished... with Motown.

S

Jermaine Falls for the Boss's Daughter

In early 1973, while Katherine and Joseph were distracted by the
discord in their marriage, their son Jermaine was falling in love...
with Berry Gordy's daughter. He had been dating Hazel Gordy for
several months and, at just eighteen, seemed about to follow
Rebbie's and Tito's lead by using matrimony to extricate himself
from the Jackson homestead.

It was clear to the brothers that Hazel had become an
important and influential presence in his life. For example, at a
rehearsal in March, the group had been attempting to solve a
problem in choreography with Suzanne dePasse. After a decision
had been made about how best to handle the situation, the brothers
were in agreement. However Hazel, who had begun attending all
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practice sessions, pulled Jermaine aside and whispered something
In his ear. Jermaine listened, nodded absently, and walked back to
his brothers. ‘I think we oughta change this step,” he announced,
dutifully.

‘But why?’ Michael protested, according to a witness's
memory. ‘It's perfect as it is.’

‘Because Hazel has a better idea. Look, Mike, you stand here,’
he said positioning his brother. ‘And Tito here, Marlon there, and
Jackie over there.” Jermaine then demonstrated Hazel's ‘great idea’
which, upon execution, made Jermaine more prominent in the
presentation. When Suzanne realized what had happened, she shot
Hazel a look. Hazel smiled innocently. Since Hazel was Berry's
daughter, Suzanne had no choice but to agree with her suggestion.
‘Looks fine, guys,’ she said. “Let's keep it.’

‘Well, | hate it,” Michael announced, looking at Jermaine.
‘C'mon, Jermaine,” he said, ‘I thought we agreed.’

Jermaine looked away.

The other brothers tried to ignore what had happened. ‘It ain't
that important,” Tito decided.

‘Well, 1 think it is important,” Michael concluded. ‘But you
guys can do whatever you want.” He then looked over to Jermaine,
who now was in another conference with Hazel, shook his head
and rolled his eyes.

Jermaine had been attracted to Hazel when they first met in
1969, but not in the same way in which she fancied him. After a
short time, Hazel told Jermaine she was in love with him; he made
it clear that he was not sure he could return her affection. He was a
teenage idol, a star, and could have his pick of dozens of willing
young women. This kind of idolatry was heady stuff for a young
man like Jermaine. It made the idea of settling down with one
woman seem confining, no matter who she might be.

‘Jermaine likes girls too much to get married,” Michael had
said. ‘I think he'll be in his thirties before he does anything like
that.”

However, Hazel was a young, idealistic girl who wanted more
than anything to marry and have a family. Not only had her father
been divorced three times, she had witnessed his tumultuous,
heart-wrenching affair with Diana Ross. Though young, Hazel
believed that true love was elusive, she remained a romantic. ‘I
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can truthfully say that since | fell in love with Jermaine | have
never even thought about any other man,’ she said.

Delores Robertson, who was a friend of Hazel's at the time,
recalled, ‘Berry Gordy had been lavishing Hazel, his only
daughter, with gifts for as long as she could remember. She told
him that she was in love with one of The Jackson 5 and she wanted
him for her own. Her feelings for Jermaine were so strong, she
was afraid to let him slip through her fingers for fear that no one
like him would ever come along again. She was jealous when she
would see Jermaine with female fans. “Michael can have fans, but
you can't,” she used to tell him. Berry made sure she usually got
what she wanted. Now she wanted Jermaine. Berry got to know
Jermaine and, even though he felt there might be a problem with
Joseph, Dbelieved that Jermaine was right for Hazel. When
Jermaine asked Berry for her hand, he said, yes.’

Though Berry thought Joseph might be a stumbling block to
any union between his daughter and Jermaine, that wasn't the case,
at least not at first. Hazel actually found an unexpected ally in
Joseph, who might not have insisted on a pre-nuptial agreement
anyway (as he had with Tito's wife). He was certain that marriage
between his son and the boss's daughter would ensure job security
for the Jackson clan at Motown, especially since he was having a
difficult time of late in even getting Berry on the telephone. He did
all he could to help the youngsters, even referring to her as ‘my
Hazel’ and saying that he loved her.

Had Joseph given the matter more thought, he might have
been more concerned about the recent turn of events. When
Berry's sister, Anna, was married to Motown singer Marvin Gaye,
the alliance never gave Marvin special privileges at the company.
In fact, according to Marvin, it only served to complicate his life
and career because Anna acted as a spy for her brother during
times of conflict. Marvin was rarely able to make a move that
Berry didn't know about in advance. Also, Marvin said that he
always felt a strong conflict of interest whenever he and Berry
battled, which was often.

Many other Motown artists felt as Marvin did, that Jermaine
was about to be groomed by Berry to become a major star just as
Diana Ross had been lifted from The Supremes to superstar status;
that Jermaine's two solo releases for the company, ‘That's How
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Love Goes’ and ‘Daddy's Home’, had been successful, and he did
have the potential to be one of the company's biggest stars.
Actually, some critics cited strong similarities between Jermaine's
vocal style and Marvin Gaye's. The truth is that Jermaine had his
own sound, and it was a good one, too, full-bodied and always an
interesting contrast to Michael's high-pitch on the many songs the
two shared at Motown. (Actually, the reason Jermaine started
singing leads at the company was that the group's producer, Deke
Richards, was hospitalized with a slipped disk. He didn't want
Fonce Mizell and Freddie Perren, to work with Michael without
him, so he told them to write something for Jermaine. That song
was ‘I Found That Girl’, the flip side of “The Love You Save’.)

F_
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PART THREE
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Jermaine's and Hazel's Wedding

In November 1973, Katherine and Joseph had another serious
argument; distraught, she left town, leaving her family in a state of
confusion and bewilderment. ‘The children were devastated,
Michael in particular,” recalled Joyce Jillson, a friend of
Katherine's at the time. ‘He wanted to go with her. “If you're
leaving, so am 1,” he told her. “I'm not going to let you go without
me.” Michael didn't want to find himself in that house with his
brothers and sisters and father, unless Katherine was present as a
buffer. To Michael, she was his only link to sanity. But now even
she had become unpredictable. It was unlike her to disrupt the
family, but she just couldn't take it another second. She told
Michael to stay behind and assured him that she would return. He
cried. “Why can't Joseph go?” he kept asking. “He's the one who
should be going.””

When Katherine heard through friends that the press had
become aware of problems in her marriage, she became
concerned. She wanted Jermaine's upcoming wedding, not her
separation from Joseph, to be the focus of media attention.
Therefore, she returned home just days before the wedding.
Sensing in Joseph injured pride rather than true contrition, she
wasn't sure how long she would stay with him now, but she knew
she'd have to be at his side at Jermaine's wedding. She felt an
obligation to her son, to her family.

Jermaine's wedding to Hazel Gordy on 15 December 1973 was
an expensive, ostentatious affair. ‘If my Kkid is going to get
married,” Berry had said, ‘she's going to marry in style. Sky's the
limit,” he insisted. The wedding would cost him about a quarter of
a million dollars, a lot for the times. Berry's money would create a
winter wonderland at the exclusive Beverly Hills Hotel for the
festivities. Artificial snow-covered pine trees, 175 white doves in
white cages, and thousands of white camellias, chrysanthemums
and carnations decorated the rooms in which the wedding,
reception and luncheon took place. One hundred guests were
invited to the ceremony; five hundred-plus to the after-gatherings.

Ebony called it ‘the wedding of the century’. Guests were
overheard comparing it to the royal wedding in London when
Princess Anne had married Captain Mark Phillips a little more
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than a month earlier. Abe Lastfogel, a William Morris founder,
called it ‘the most lavish merger I've ever seen’. To ensure that the
media would report the details correctly, Motown handed out
publicity releases to the invited reporters.

Sixteen-year-old Marlon was the best man. Fifteen-year-old
Michael, along with brothers Jackie (twenty-two), Tito (twenty),
and Randy (eleven), were ushers. Michael's duties that day were
not complicated: escort the guests to their seats before the
ceremony, and escort one of the bridesmaids out of the chapel after
it. However, people close to the Jackson family have indicated that
Michael felt preoccupied on this day. Jermaine, who had always
been his favourite big brother, was getting married and, in his
view, it was going to make a difference in the way things were run.

‘At first Michael had thought it wouldn't matter,” said one
close family friend. ‘Tito was married and The Jackson 5 had
continued as before. His wife never had anything to do with group
business or politics. But Jermaine was marrying Hazel, the boss's
daughter, a lady who had strong opinions and got her own way. As
the wedding day got closer and closer, Michael noticed that
Jermaine was looking at things differently — through Hazel's eyes.
He was becoming less Michael's best friend and more Hazel's man.
Michael would feel the loss keenly. He and Jermaine were so
close, he felt he was losing his best friend.’

In truth, Joseph had also become disenchanted with Hazel
when he realized how much influence she had on Jermaine. He felt
that she could be manipulative and, therefore, might interfere with
group dynamics. Also, she had her dad's ear. There was no telling
how things would work out, and Joseph couldn't help but be
concerned.

At the reception, in the hotel's Lanai Room, show-business
luminaries such as Smokey Robinson, Diana Ross, Lola Falana,
Diahann Carroll and Billy Dee Williams mingled with other
notables such as Coretta Scott King, widow of Martin Luther.
Katherine forced herself to act as if nothing was wrong, even
though she was so unhappy. No matter how hard she tried to
conceal it, her sadness was apparent. As soon as the photographers
finished taking pictures of her and Joseph, she would pull away
from him. At one point a concerned Michael asked her if she
would like a glass of punch. Katherine shook her head
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absentmindedly as she gazed over her son's head at Joseph. ‘I don't
feel like dancing, honey,” she said. Michael watched, his eyes full
of warmth for her, as Katherine turned away and walked into the
crowd. To even the most casual observer, she seemed very alone.

It wasn't long before Diana Ross became the centre of
attention, posing and preening for photographers as only she can.
‘I brought him to Mr Gordy's attention,” she said, pulling Michael
into the frame, ‘and now look where he is today. Everybody wants
to have their picture taken with this cutie,” she said. ‘It's amazing.’
Diana squeezed Michael tightly, as if he were a trophy. A mixture
of love and pride illuminated her face. ‘And just look at his little
suit,” she said, tugging at Michael's lapel. A flicker of annoyance
crossed his face.

“You're awfully grateful to Miss Ross, aren't you, kid,” a
reporter asked Michael, “for discovering you?’

‘Uh... yeah,” Michael said. He must have wondered how long
he was going to have to live with the fabrication that Diana Ross
had ‘discovered’ him.

‘Oh, isn't he sweet?’ Diana cooed. ‘You see, how it happened
was, | was in Gary, Indiana, and | saw this group perform, and |
said to myself...’

S

Las Vegas

Joseph Jackson was always competitive. However, he seemed
even more so after Jermaine's wedding, as if his son's new alliance
with Berry Gordy had caused Joseph to consider himself a ‘David’
determined to slug it out with Motown's ‘Goliath’. To make more
of an impression on the entertainment industry, Joseph formed his
own record company, lvory Tower International Records, and
signed a female quartet from Ashtabula, Ohio, called M.D.L.T.
Willis. The company and the group would not go far, which only
served to reaffirm Berry's feeling that Joseph was well-meaning,
but inept.

However, one goal Joseph had that seemed to not occur to
Berry, or to his right-hand man at Motown, Ewart Abner, was to
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break his sons out of the teen-idol mould and into a more secure
niche. He realized that the careers of most teen idols last about two
years before newer stars come along to replace them. Joseph
wanted to change The Jackson 5's public image before it was too
late.

Joseph and Berry disagreed about the state of The Jackson 5's
career. Joseph thought it was in trouble, citing the recent string of
poorly selling records. However, Berry felt that the group was still
popular, and he cited their latest record ‘Dancing Machine’, a
rhythmic production by Hal Davis.

As the onslaught of disco began to homogenize the pop-R&B
scene, The Jackson 5 managed, with ‘Dancing Machine’, to
maintain their originality while capitalizing on the new trend. A
high-spirited Michael bantered the lyrics above his brothers' strong
choral chants, all to an infectious beat. In the pop-music world, the
Jackson Dbrothers were clearly holding their own alongside the
likes of The Temptations, The Spinners and The Four Tops, who
were no longer idols, but peers. The Jackson 5 were many years
ahead of their time and on to the electric sound of the eighties —
the style of ‘Dancing Machine’ is similar to a sound that, a dozen
years later, would be known as ‘techno-pop’.

As puberty set in, Michael's voice changed. Gone was the
pubescent shrill popularized on ‘I Want You Back’, ‘ABC’, and
“The Love You Save’. It was replaced by a clearer, more refined
tone, as heard on ‘Dancing Machine’.

‘Dancing Machine’ would eventually hit number two on the
Billboard charts and sell 2,170,327 copies, the most single sales
for the group since ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’. Therefore, as far as
Berry was concerned, all was well in the Jackson 5's world. Most
of those sales, though, were in America. In Europe, the song was
not as successful, and in Britain it didn't even make the Top 50!
(Future single and album releases in the UK would have such poor
sales that they're not even worth mentioning further.) But Joseph
didn't like such spotty sales; it was becoming impossible to predict
when Motown would get behind the group and when it would not
be supportive of the act. Joseph wasn't happy about any of it.

In the winter of 1974 during a family meeting, Joseph made
the announcement, ‘Boys, we're gonna play Las \egas.’
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‘But Vegas is the thing you do when you don't have hits,’
Jackie said, ‘when you don't have a choice.’

“The brothers thought hangin' out in the hotels with white
people would be no fun,” Michael recalled later. ‘But | wanted to
play Las Vegas. To me, Las Vegas was part of show-business
tradition. At that meeting, our father told us two things: first, he
said he was trying to show the world that we were every bit as
good as The Osmonds; then he told us about Sammy Davis and
what he went through so that guys like us could play Las Vegas.’

Joseph explained to his sons that in 1945 when Sammy Davis,
Jr., his father, Sammy, and his uncle, Will Mastin, were booked
into the El Rancho Vegas hotel in Las Vegas for five hundred
dollars a week. At the time, Las Vegas was the new show-business
Mecca. However, even though the Davis act was invited to appear
in the ElI Rancho showroom, they were not permitted to stay at that
hotel because they were black. Rather, they had to check into a
boarding house with the black porters and dishwashers who
worked at the hotels. This was not unusual. Even a major star like
Billy Eckstine, who was also working in Las Vegas at the same
time, could not stay at the hotel at which he appeared. The
showrooms and casinos were also off-limits to black patrons;
blacks could entertain but not gamble or socialize with whites.

In years to come, Sammy Davis, Jr., would break through
these barriers by virtue of his talent and persistence — and, also, a
little help from Frank Sinatra, who used his influence to open
certain doors for his pal, Sammy. Sammy went from being a
member of the Will Mastin Trio to being a solo star, paid over
$175,000 a week in Las Vegas. By using his celebrity power and
refusing to take no for an answer, ‘Mr Show Business’ was
instrumental in de-segregating the town so that blacks could not
only appear but also vacation and have fun there. By attending city
hotel board meetings and working within the political system
instead of against it, Davis also made it possible in the late fifties
for more blacks to be hired at the Sands, where he performed.
When Sammy died in May 1990, the Las Vegas strip went dark for
ten minutes in his memory.

‘I wanted more than anything to be a part of that great
tradition,” Michael said years later when recalling his first Las
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Vegas engagement. He had been a Sammy Davis admirer since the
age of ten. ‘“To me, it was important. It was a giant step.’

When it was finally confirmed that the Jackson 5 would open
in Las Vegas in April at the MGM Grand, the newest and most
prestigious hotel in the city, the Motown brass was unimpressed.
‘If you decide to do this thing, you'll be doing it on your own,’
Ewart Abner told Joseph. ‘“Motown won't be involved. These kids
aren't ready for Las Vegas.” Later, Berry telephoned Joseph,
personally, “You're makin' the biggest mistake of their career,” he
said.

‘Butt out!” was Joseph's response. ‘These are my goddamn
kids. Las Vegas has a good tradition, and | want them to know
about it. It's time for them to grow.”

‘Hey, man, that's my son-in-law's career, too. I'm worried
about him, about all of them.’

Joseph hung up on him.

Certainly, Berry understood the value and prestige of a
successful engagement in Las Vegas for any performer. After all,
he was the one who had championed the Las Vegas breakthrough
of The Supremes in 1966. However, that engagement occurred
only after years of carefully honing the trio's act to sophistication.
Berry wanted his Motown performers to appeal to adults,
especially to white adults, but he was certain that the Jacksons
would fail miserably because of their lack of experience with the
kind of material necessary to please a middle-of-the-road,
predominantly white audience.

‘Fine, then, let 'em go into Las Vegas if they want,” Berry
reasoned to one of his aides. He was still stung by Joseph's
reaction to him; few people ever hung up on him. ‘I'm afraid that
they'll fail there,” he added, ‘but maybe it'll teach Joseph a lesson.
Too bad the boys have to suffer on his account, especially
Jermaine.’

Joseph was anxious to teach Berry a lesson of his own. At his
urging, the entire family rallied together to prove Berry mistaken.
‘We knew that Motown didn't believe in what we were doing,’
Jermaine recalled. ‘“My father was out to prove them wrong, and
the brothers were behind him one hundred per cent. | was torn. |
had a suspicion that Berry was right.”
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To make his family's show unique for Las \egas, Joseph
followed an example set by The Osmonds. That group had brought
in younger brother, Jimmy, and sister, Marie, for their Caesars'
engagement, and to great acclaim. Not to be outdone, Joseph
recruited LaToya, seventeen, as well as Randy, twelve, and Janet,
seven. (Rebbie was also expected to perform. However, when she
sprained her ankle, her debut with the act was postponed a few
months, until June.)

None of the new additions to The Jackson 5 show was
overwhelmingly talented, but their marginal ability did help gloss
up the overall show. It was Katherine's idea to have Randy and
Janet do impressions of Sonny and Cher, rhythm-and-blues stars
Mickey and Sylvia, and even Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson
Eddy. Janet also did a cute Mae West in a backless, pink satin
gown and feather boa, which Variety would call “hilarious’.

LaToya joined the tap dancing routine to ‘Forty-second
Street’. There was a bit of a problem with LaToya, though. She
wanted to sing a solo in the act, but had limited vocal talent. ‘She
wanted the spotlight’ remembered a friend of hers. ‘She would rant
and rave, cry and throw fits. Joseph told her that all she would be
allowed to do was mouth the words of songs on stage in group
numbers, acting as if she were singing but not really singing at all.
She didn't like that, but she had no choice.’

On stage, the MGM Grand orchestra loomed large behind the
Jackson family on opening night, 7 April 1974. It was the kind of
oversized orchestra that could never fit on most stages. A small
group of musicians — Motown's rhythm section — was added to the
mix to help re-create the sound of the familiar Jackson 5 hit
records. Bright and colourful firework patterns burst across a pale
blue backdrop as the Jacksons appeared on stage, much to the
excitement of their audience.

Although The Jackson 5 had, for the most part, built their
reputation on rhythmic music, for their Las Vegas show they
showcased a variety of song styles, as typified by a centre-piece
medley which they introduced on opening night. The presentation
was different, for them. Instead of dancing, the brothers sat on tall
stools side by side, with mikes in front of them. Their outfits could
best be described as ‘mariachi-band mod’. The waist-length
jackets worn over ruffled, white, open-neck shirts were
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reminiscent of those that draped strolling Mexican musicians, but
the resemblance ended there. These costumes had sequin-scrolled
lapels and were in untraditional colours: olive, green, pumpkin,
pink, purple and gold. The bell-bottom trousers were light olive
green, pale orange, maroon, lavender and brown. White patent
shoes had clunky two-inch heels.

The medley began with Tito strumming on guitar, he played
his solo instead of singing it, followed by Michael with a fluid
rendition of Roberta Flack's ‘Killing Me Softly’. On the last line,
Michael turned to Jermaine, who sang a gentle version of Glen
Campbell's ‘By the Time | Get to Phoenix’. Midway through that
number, Michael and Jermaine harmonized the chorus. It seemed
so effortless, their voices blending together to create a sound so
natural, so right. They turned to Jackie. The music then segued
into the classic, ‘Danny Boy’, an excellent choice for Jackie's
falsetto voice. As Marlon joined in, the two sang as one. Though
there was none of the vocal interplay shared by Michael and
Jermaine a moment earlier; still, the two voices — sounding like
one — created a full-bodied, clear-as-a-bell tone. The set ended
with the three-song selections being interwoven — a line here, a
line there, each one joining the other. It was obvious the brothers
had devoted themselves to perfecting such an intricate, beautiful
arrangement, one that did not just feature Michael. The audience
could feel the closeness between them as brothers, much more
than just fellow performers. The standing ovation was loud and
long.

When Michael had his turn in the spotlight, though, it was
clear that he was the star. Spinning like a human top in his
sparkling suit and flanked by his siblings, Michael churned
effortlessly through each number — ‘I Want You Back’, ‘ABC,’
“The Love you Save’ and all the rest — changing pace again and
again but always maintaining the mesmerizing grip on his
audience so essential for a performer. “When we started out, | used
to be little, cute, and charming,” Michael said in the act. ‘Now I'm
big, cute and charming.” After each song, he would walk to the
footlights and accept the plaudits of his fans.

For their Las Vegas debut, the Jackson family had pulled out
all the stops, coming together as a family for a stellar performance.
As all of them joined hands and raised their arms triumphantly, the
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audience erupted into a standing ovation. Katherine was front and
centre, leading the applause.

In the wings, stage right, Joseph rocked back and forth on his
heels, hands jammed in his tux pockets, a grin spread across his
face. With the exception of the absent Rebbie, this night was the
realization of his greatest dream: all of his children on stage,
performing together. ‘They did it,” he said to no one in particular.
“They did it.”

When Berry learned that The Jacksons had enjoyed a
successful opening night in Las Vegas, he sent a contingent of
Motown executives to the city in order to present an image of
corporate solidarity behind the family. “We were always certain
that the boys had what it took,” he then noted in a prepared
statement sent to the press. ‘This is just the tip of the iceberg
where The Jacksons' talent is concerned...’

Backstage, after the fourth night's performance, Joseph read
the press release article to his family. The family felt betrayed,
except for Jermaine who had no comment to make about it. The
triumph in Las Vegas was Joseph's to claim, not Berry's. After he
finished reading the article, Joseph crumpled the newspaper in his
hands and flung it into a trash can.

In August 1974, the Jackson family was again booked into the
MGM Grand in Las Vegas, but behind the scenes things were no
less tense. Album releases were becoming less frequent. Whereas
they used to have at least three a year, in 1974 there was only one,
the Dancing Machine album. Two singles that were released at the
end of the year, ‘Whatever You Got | Want’ and ‘I Am Love’, were
not successful. Motown then cancelled the release of a Michael
Jackson single called ‘Doggin’ Around’. A string of unsuccessful
records usually put a disgruntled artist in his place when he was
going up against a major label like Motown, and the Jackson
family was having quite a losing streak on the charts.

As if all of the business problems were not enough of a
distraction for the young performers, their mother discovered that
Joseph had been having an affair with a Jackson 5 fan from
Kansas. She was a twenty-six-year-old black woman who had, at
first, been attracted to Jackie. When he expressed no interest, she
turned to his father.

128



It was rumoured that the woman was pregnant. The issue was
not discussed openly; the boys whispered about it among
themselves. The question was obvious: was Joseph the father of
her child? The thought that Joseph was having a child with another
woman was so upsetting to Michael, he could barely perform. It
was, as far as he was concerned, the ultimate betrayal of his
mother.

After one of the shows in Las Vegas, Joseph called a group
meeting to discuss glitches he saw in the boys' performances. As
far as he was concerned, the show had to go on, despite any
personal problems the family might be experiencing. However,
Michael decided to boycott the meeting.

Later, Joseph caught up with Michael as he was wandering
through the casino of the MGM Grand. He tapped Michael on the
shoulder. Michael glanced back, saw who it was, and continued
walking. Joseph roared, ‘What the hell?” He shouldered aside
patrons in an effort to reach his son.

‘I remember it like it was yesterday,’ recalled Steven Huck, a
Jackson 5 fan who had gone to Las Vegas to see the show.
‘Michael was dodging his father all over the casino, hopping
around like a jackrabbit, trying to outrun Joseph. “You listen to
me,” Joseph demanded. Then he grabbed Michael by the arm. |
had no idea what was happening, what the problem was, but I
couldn't help but watch.’

Huck recalled that Joseph spoke softly, rapidly into Michael's
ear. Michael listened, his face a blank. Then, in mid-sentence, it
seemed, he shook himself free of Joseph and pushed him away.
“Don't you ever touch me again. Do you hear me?” Michael's
voice could be heard above the din of the slot machines. People in
the vicinity turned to stare and, upon recognizing him, began to
whisper among themselves. No one came forward.

‘I never dreamed that Michael Jackson could raise his voice to
his father, or to anyone else,” Huck said. ‘I was shocked. He
sounded hurt. When he shouted, it was an odd sound, like a
wounded animal.’

Joseph seemed shaken. Father and son glared at each other for
a moment before Joseph raised his right hand as if he were about
to strike. It wouldn't have been the first time, but the expression on
Michael's face indicated that it would have been the last. Joseph's
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jaw sagged; he backed up two steps. Michael then ran off into the
bustling casino.

It would be years before he would learn the truth about his
father's affair — and about his half-sister, Joseph's secret daughter.

S

Jackie Marries

In the winter of 1974, Michael Jackson's twenty-three-year-old
brother, Jackie, made newspaper headlines when he suddenly
married Enid Spann. Jackie had met her at a birthday party for
Hazel Gordy five years earlier. Enid attended Beverly Hills High
(as did Hazel) and was just fifteen when she and Jackie, three
years her senior, became attracted to each other.

She got the news about a pre-nuptial agreement early on. She
and Jackie had barely started dating, but the Jackson attorney,
Richard Arons, heard through the family grapevine that she was
interested. He decided to take preventive measures and meet with
her, telling her that if she married Jackie, she would have to sign a
pre-nuptial agreement.

‘Let me tell you something,” the teenager said to the lawyer.
‘When | marry Jackie Jackson — which | now think will never
happen — if signing that marriage licence isn't good enough for
him, then | don't need him and | don't want him.’

Arons was surprised by her audacity.

‘And another thing,” she added, ‘I wouldn't talk, if | were you,
because you're the one who's living off of their gravy.’

Enid recalled that she was then “totally turned off’ the Jackson
family. *And when | told my mother what had happened, she was
upset. It was a mean thing to do to a fifteen-year-old. After that,
me and Jackie didn't hit it off. | thought he had something to do
with my conversation with Richard. However, when | finally told
him what Richard and | discussed, he got angry and told him,
“How dare you say that to her!””

Jackie and twenty-year-old Enid were married in a small
private ceremony in Jackie's room at the MGM Grand in Las
Vegas during another of the family's engagements there. Joseph
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suspected that Enid had ulterior motives for marrying his son,
especially since, unlike Tito's wife Dee Dee, she would not sign a
pre-nuptial agreement. He also felt that Enid was too outspoken
and independent, and would be a problem. That Joseph forbade
Jackie to marry Enid Spann only served to motivate his eldest son
towards the altar. For Jackie, the fact that he was uniting himself
with a woman with whom he presumably would spend the rest of
his life seemed less important than the fact that he was defying his
father.

As a manager, Joseph did his best. As a parent he was making
a mistake with his children by holding on so tightly, and it was one
he would pay dearly for in the future. In a way, it's the same
mistake Berry Gordy had made with many of his Motown
performers, but Joseph was a parent as well as a manager, and he
was unable to distinguish between where one role began and the
other ended. He treated his children the same way he did his
business associates: he negotiated by pounding his fist on the table
and yelling louder than anyone else in the room. His behaviour
was frightening to his wife and daughters, and emasculating to his
sons. “‘Michael said that they used to run down the hall and slam
their bedroom doors closed when they heard that Joseph was
coming home,’ Jane Fonda recalls.

F_

Michael's Private Meeting with Berry

In January 1975, Motown released Michael Jackson's fourth solo
album, Forever Michael. It was not a success, peaking at only 101
on the charts, eight notches lower than Michael's poorly selling
Music and Me album. Neither aloum would even make the Top 50
in the UK, and the rest of Europe also showed dismal sales. ‘That's
it!” Joseph decided. “He's not recording any more solo albums for
Gordy. That man's gonna ruin Michael!’

Joseph had become increasingly agitated by Motown's lack of
promotion and Berry's contention that the group had no potential
to write or produce their own music. Joseph realized that his sons
would never make big money unless they owned the publishing
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rights to their own songs. If an artist writes his own material, he
makes not only an artist's royalty, but an additional royalty, since
songwriters are paid a royalty on every record that is sold. At this
time, the rate was an additional two cents per copy sold, split fifty-
fifty with the song's publisher. Therefore, the B-side of a million-
selling song, the side that rarely if ever gets radio airplay, could be
worth up to twenty thousand dollars. At least, Joseph reasoned, the
boys should be able to write their own B-sides. Was that too much
to ask?

Most of Berry's songwriters were signed to Jobete, his
publishing company. Therefore, they had to split their two cents
with Berry. Joseph wanted his boys to establish their own
publishing company so that they could keep the money in the
family. The more he pressed the idea forward, the more Berry
resisted it.

In the past, Berry had always been reluctant to share the
money generated from publishing rights to Motown songs. At this
same time, Smokey Robinson, Berry's closest friend, was
negotiating with Berry to allow him to publish his own songs, as
well. Jobete owned all of Smokey's songs, too, and Smokey, like
Joseph Jackson, wanted a bigger piece of the pie. Eventually,
Berry did allow Smokey to share that money, so he could be
swayed. However, persistence was always the key when it came to
getting Berry Gordy to do something about which he was
reluctant. Smokey and Berry were friends, yet Smokey had to
endure a fair amount of tough negotiation. What could Joseph —
certainly no friend — expect from Berry? It seemed that he and his
sons would have little chance of controlling publishing rights to
their material as long he and Berry had such a contentious
relationship. Ewart Abner was now practically running the record
division of Motown, anyway... someone else Joseph disliked.

Joseph's mind was made up: The Jackson 5 would have to
leave Motown.

Was it even possible? If not for Berry and Motown, where
would The Jackson 5 be? Perhaps, still in Gary, Indiana, was the
answer. Still, if the circumstances didn't soon change at Motown, it
was clear that the group's commercial future would be in jeopardy.

Though the group hadn't yet voted on the decision — and it's
likely that Joseph's vote would sway his sons — Michael said later
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that he knew the brothers would agree with his father. Michael was
as unhappy as the rest of the family about what was going on at
Motown, yet he still felt a loyalty to Berry. After all, it was largely
due to Berry's confidence in The Jackson 5 that the family now
found itself in a position to be able to pick and choose among
other record companies. This was a major decision for young
Michael, and he didn't want his father, a man he didn't trust, or
even like, making it for him.

The other Jacksons thought of Michael as being bashful and
reserved, which was certainly true in most cases. However, there
was another dimension to Michael, a side he did not often show
but which was there just the same: his resolve. Where his future at
Motown was concerned, sixteen-year-old Michael Jackson was
prepared to take matters into his own hands. He picked up the
phone in his bedroom and dialled. ‘“Mr Gordy,” he said, ‘you and |
need to talk.’

None of the Jackson brothers had ever had a private meeting
with Berry Gordy. Until now, there had never been a reason for
one. It's unlikely that Berry would have consented to meet with
Jackie, Marlon, Randy or Tito. None of them possessed Michael's
commercial voice or magical showmanship. And Berry felt he
owed it to the teenager to hear him out. Though he liked Michael,
he considered him shy and meek, hardly the person to be blunt and
forthright. Therefore, he was probably intrigued by the notion of a
private conference with him,

Michael didn't care how his father felt about his decision to
meet with Berry. In fact, he didn't discuss it with him. Still angry
at Joseph for all he had done to Katherine, not to mention the
abuse he had heaped upon his sons, Michael made up his own
mind. Also, Michael would say later that his intuition told him the
difficult situation with Motown could have been resolved sooner if
only Joseph hadn't been so ill-tempered and possessive.

Others at the label agreed. Smokey Robinson said, in
retrospect, ‘Joe never got used to Berry being the one to tell his
kids what to do. He believed that since he was their father, he was
their boss, and that was the end of that. But Joe wasn't a
businessman. He kept screwing things up and pissing people off,
No one wanted to do business with him, and that was a poor
reflection not only on the Jacksons but also on Berry and Motown.
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Without Joe's involvement, Berry would have worked things out
with the Jacksons the way he did with me, Stevie Wonder, and
anyone else who was unhappy at Motown, but ultimately stayed
on.’

Nor did Michael tell his brothers of his plan to meet with
Berry, since he felt certain that they would try to talk him out of it.
The Jacksons prided themselves on one vote each, even though
Joseph's vote usually trumped everyone else's. Most certainly,
Michael's siblings would have felt that by meeting with Berry he
was seizing more power than he was entitled to have as part of the
group.

Michael and Berry arranged to meet at the Gordy estate in Bel
Air on 14 May 1975. ‘It was one of the most difficult things I've
ever done,” Michael would recall. Mustering up his courage, he
laid his cards on the table.

‘We're all unhappy, Mr Gordy,” he said, according to his
memory. ‘Do you really want us to leave Motown?’

‘Well, Michael, someone as smart as you,” Berry began,
‘should know that without Motown, The Jackson 5 would still be
in Gary, Indiana, today.’

Michael wasn't cowed by the fact that Berry had apparently
decided to play the guilt card. “That doesn't answer my question,’
he told him.

Michael would later recall that he complained to Berry about
the fact that Motown would not allow the brothers to write or
produce their own music or control publishing rights. He was
unhappy because he hadn't been allowed to contribute to The
Jackson 5's most recent album, Dancing Machine, despite the fact
that he thought he had some strong songs he could have added to
the package. If he could have had just one song on the album,
Michael said, it would have shown that Gordy had confidence in
him as a songwriter.

Berry remained calm. ‘I've been hearing this from my artists
for years,” he said. ‘However, we can work it out, Michael. Look, |
worked it out with Stevie [Wonder], and Marvin [Gaye], didn't 1?’
He was clear. He said he did not want the group to leave Motown.
However, he added, ‘If you think you can get a better deal
somewhere else, then you have to go somewhere else, | guess. But
it just won't be right... or fair.’
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In Michael's eyes, Berry Gordy was a hero. He respected him
and admired the tenacity with which he had transformed The
Jackson 5 of Gary, Indiana, from local homeboys to international
superstars. He thought of Berry as one of the smartest men he had
ever known, and was amazed by the way he had made Motown
such an international success story. Berry was an inspiration to
Michael. To hear him now say that the Jackson family was being
unfair to him — after he had brought the group to Los Angeles,
made arrangements for their living conditions, paid for their
educations, and made them stars — was difficult for Michael.

‘What makes you think you can write or produce your own
hit?” Berry asked Michael.

‘I just know it,” was Michael's quick answer.,

Berry looked at him sceptically. ‘I don't know that that's good
enough.’

“Well, what made you think you could build Motown into what
it is today?’

Berry didn't answer.

“You just knew it, right?” Michael challenged.

Berry flashed a tolerant grin. ‘He nodded at me as if to say,
“You're going places, kid,”” Michael recalled. It ended with Berry
emphasizing that he thought of himself as a father-figure to
Michael, yet also stressing that it was important for the teenager to
honour his natural father. “He said he believed | would do what
was best,” Michael told me later, when remembering the meeting.
Michael added that he ‘felt a little sick about the whole thing’,
especially when Berry hugged him as he was leaving because, in
his gut, he knew that no matter what he expressed to Joseph and
the brothers about it, the cards were stacked against the Jacksons
staying with Motown.

‘I can promise you this,” Berry concluded, ‘I won't do
anything to hurt you or your family.”

Michael's meeting with Berry Gordy showed surprising
Initiative, as well as no small measure of courage for a teenager. It
was the first hint to many at the time that he was more than just a
child prodigy. He had moxie. He seemed to understand what his
father didn't: that there are times when it makes sense to sit down
with your opponent and try to reason with him. In his own
uncomplicated way, Michael was able to cut through some of the

135



rhetoric that had lately been so prevalent in the communication
between Berry and the Jackson family. He was able to extract from
Berry a promise that he would not do anything to hurt the family,
which was quite a statement for him to make, and seemed genuine.

Joseph had heard from an associate at Motown that Michael
had seen Berry in private. Imagine his fury. When Michael got
back to Encino, he was pacing in the living room like a caged
animal waiting for dinner. Michael would not discuss with me the
details of the argument that ensued between him and his father, but
it isn't difficult to imagine that Joseph made it clear that, in his
view, Michael was out of his league in trying to negotiate with
someone like Berry Gordy. Once he calmed down, he had to
admire his son's nerve, though. At least, one would hope so. The
brothers, however, were annoyed.

‘Michael had no right to meet with Berry Gordy,” Jackie said,
years later. ‘It was unfair of him to go behind our backs. We were
all mad at him. And really, what did he accomplish?’

Perhaps Michael didn't accomplish much in terms of The
Jackson 5's future at Motown, but his meeting with Berry was an
important personal milestone. He had obtained Berry's attention,
which was something even his father, as well as his brothers (with
the exception of Jermaine), had not been able to do. However, it
did set him apart from the brothers and, from this time onward,
none of the brothers would be warm to any suggestion that
Michael be further individualized from the group. ‘Michael always
had his own idea of how things should be done,” Marlon Jackson
once said. ‘But The Jackson 5 was a group, not his special project,
and his was just one vote.’ In other words, Marlon saw the writing
on the wall.

The night after Michael's meeting with Berry, Joseph called a
group meeting in the living room of their Encino home. All of the
brothers were expected to appear, except for Randy and Jermaine.
Young Randy had no say in any group matters, at this time.
Jermaine was on holiday with Hazel, but he probably would have
been excluded, anyway, since the family felt he had lost his
objectivity about Motown. Jermaine later said, ‘Because of me
being married to Hazel, they thought they couldn't trust me so they
kept me in the dark.’
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Jackie, Tito, Marlon, Michael and Joseph voted unanimously
to leave Motown. Michael was ambivalent, but he knew it wasn't
smart to be the one dissenting vote. What good would it do him,
anyway?

‘| just want it to be done fairly, and something about this
doesn't seem fair to me,” Michael said. ‘Berry made us stars. Don't
forget that.’

‘Look, Berry's fine, but it's over,” one of the brothers said. “It's
time for us to be making the big bucks.’

‘| agree,” said another one. ‘It's time to go. We're dying at
Motown.’

‘He said he wouldn't hurt us,” Michael said, trying to stick up
for Berry.

“Yeah, right,” Joseph said, sarcastically. ‘Look, it's settled,” he
concluded.

‘But what about Jermaine?’ Michael wanted to know.

‘I'll take care of Jermaine,” Joseph said. ‘What do | always tell
you kids?’

“There are winners in this life, and losers,” Michael said,
parroting his father's credo. ‘And none of my kids are ever gonna
be losers.’

Joseph smiled. ‘If we stay at Motown,’ he concluded, “we lose.
And we're not losing.’

P

CBS Offers the Jacksons a “‘Sweet Deal’

After the die was cast, Joseph Jackson and his attorney, Richard
Arons, quietly began scouting for a new record deal, meeting first
with Atlantic Records, which had a long experience with rhythm-
and-blues music. Surprisingly, Atlantic's chairman, Ahmet
Ertegun, was unenthusiastic about The Jackson 5, he said, because
of their inconsistent record sales at Motown in recent years. Joseph
was not interested in trying to convince anyone of his sons'
popularity. He'd had enough of that at Motown. If anything
Ahmet's view helped to underscore Joseph's opinion that Motown
truly had damaged his sons' reputation in the music industry.
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Joseph was more interested in the CBS Records Group
anyway, at which most of the black acts were contracted to the
Epic subsidiary. CBS was renowned for its excellent record
distribution and promotion network. ‘They make Motown look
sick,’ is how Joseph put it.

Ron Alexenberg, president of Epic, and, ironically enough, a
former protege of Motown's Ewart Abner, was interested in
signing The Jackson 5. Joseph respected Alexenberg — under his
guidance, Epic had increased its annual billing from less than $10
million to over $100 million. A competitive leader with his finger
on the pulse of the record industry, he suspected that Berry Gordy
had tapped only a small percentage of the Jacksons' fullest
potential. He wanted to find out what else was there.

Joseph was also attracted by the company's profitable
relationship with Kenny Gamble and Leon Huff, producers of the
so-called Philly Sound that had generated millions with hit records
by black groups like The O'Jays and Three Degrees. Gamble and
Huff had their own label at CBS, which they called Philadelphia
International. Though Joseph felt that Philadelphia International
was too small a subsidiary for The Jackson 5, he admired CBS's
commitment to black music. Perhaps the company would one day
award him his own label, as well, he thought. He saw a future at
CBS, not just for his sons but for himself.

Ron Alexenburg told Walter Yetnikoff, president of CBS
Records, that he wanted to sign The Jackson 5 immediately. Walter
was sceptical. ‘“They haven't been hot in a long time,’ he said. ‘And
now look at them. They're into this kitschy, \egas thing.’

“Trust me,” Ron told him, according to his memory. ‘This
group isn't finished. It hasn't even begun yet.’

After quick and easy negotiations, an agreement was struck,
one that Joseph called “a sweet deal’. The Jackson 5 would receive
an advance — known in the record industry as a ‘signing bonus’ —
of $750,000. They would also receive an additional $500,000 from
a ‘recording fund’ — money meant specifically to produce the
group's albums. They were guaranteed to be paid $350,000 per
album, far more than they had ever received at Motown (but many
millions less than Michael Jackson would be paid for his services a
scant five years down the road).
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All of the advance money from CBS was to be recouped from
royalties, but the royalty rate the new label offered was 27 per cent
of the wholesale price for records released in the United States. At
Motown The Jackson 5 had been paid 2.7 per cent, and before they
saw that they knew they would have to pay back the costs of
expenses — including studio time, over which they had little to no
control — from royalties.

At this time, 1975, an album retailed for approximately $6.98,
$3.50 wholesale. So at Epic the Jacksons would make
approximately 94.5 cents per album sold in the United States, and
84 cents abroad. At Motown, they made roughly 11 cents per
aloum sold in the United States, with no difference in the
European rate.

As outlined in the Epic deal, after each Jackson 5 album
topped $500,000 in sales, the group's royalty rate would jump to
30 per cent, about $1.05 a disc. In terms of income, this new deal
was worth about five hundred times more than the one the group
had at Motown.

A snag in negotiations occurred when Walter Yetnikoff refused
to allow the Jacksons to write and produce, or even choose, all of
their own material. He simply did not have confidence in their
abilities as writers or producers since none of them had any
experience in that arena. Ron Alexenberg assured Walter that
‘demos’ — roughly recorded samples — of songs penned and
produced by the Jacksons, which Joseph had submitted, showed
great promise. Still, Walter was not swayed. Therefore, the best
Joseph could negotiate was that his sons would be able to choose
at least three songs on each album, written by them or someone
else. Also, there was an understanding that if the group came up
with three good songs of their own, those tunes would receive fair
consideration for use on an album. This, too, was more than they
had ever gotten at Motown. However, the concession was not to be
in the contract. It was verbal, and anyone knows that in the world
of business a verbal agreement is tough to enforce. Still, at least
there was some dialogue about the notion of the group having
artistic freedom. Joseph was confident that his boys would only
have to prove themselves one time... and after that they'd never
look back.
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Michael was amazed by the contract CBS had offered the
family. He had no idea that the group was worth so much and that
this was the kind of contract other superstar acts were accustomed
to in the record business. He had to admire his father's tenacity.
After all, had it not been for Joseph, The Jackson 5 might have slid
into obscurity at Motown. ‘I had to admit it,” Michael later noted,
‘this was one incredible record deal. My father did an amazing job
for us.’

Still, Michael was torn between the notion of loyalty to Berry
and that of good business sense. He decided to discuss the matter
with Diana Ross. Her reaction was predictable. She said that she
had no influence over Berry where business matters were
concerned — and she wasn't lying, she didn't — but that Michael
should listen to him because, as always, he knew what was best for
all of his artists. ‘I just believed that the boys should stay at
Motown,’ she recalled in a 1981 interview. ‘I was loyal to Berry at
that time, and | felt that they should be as well. I told Michael that
loyalty is the most important thing, not money.’

In six years Diana Ross would change her mind about being
loyal to Berry Gordy and Motown. When she was having her own
disagreements with him and decided to check on her value at other
companies, RCA offered her $20 million, much more than what
Berry could offer her. She turned to Smokey Robinson for advice.
Smokey gave her the same advice she had given Michael about
loyalty to Berry. However, she felt she had no choice. It didn't
make sense to turn down that much money: she signed with RCA.

P

Joseph to Jermaine: “‘Sign ItV

The CBS contracts were drawn up in a couple of days. Each of the
four brothers eagerly signed them.

The problem then became how to break the news to Jermaine,
and convince him to sign the deal. Jermaine's father-in-law, Berry
Gordy, was now considered to be the enemy, but Joseph realized
that Berry had a powerful influence over his son. Berry had
recently promised Jermaine an exciting and lucrative future at
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Motown; he suspected that the group would try to leave and he
wanted to assure Jermaine of his future at the company. He had
trusted him enough to give him his only daughter in marriage. It
would be Joseph's challenge to convince his son that his wishes
should prevail over Berry's. He waited three days before
summoning Jermaine, trying to determine a strategy. He soon
realized there was no easy way to coax Jermaine away from Berry.
It shouldn't be that difficult a decision for Jermaine, anyway, he
decided. After all, he was Jermaine's father, not Berry. He was
certain that Jermaine would make the ‘right’ decision. ‘After all,’
he said, ‘Jermaine's not stupid. | hope.’

‘Come to the house tonight,” he told Jermaine on the
telephone. “‘Come alone. Don't bring that wife of yours.’

“That's when | knew something was wrong,” Jermaine recalled,
years later. ‘Hazel is a very strong person and asks a lot of
questions. I'm sure my father thought he could get me to do
anything if Hazel wasn't there. | was afraid to go, afraid of what I'd
find.’

When Jermaine arrived at the Encino estate, Joseph escorted
him into the bedroom and closed the door. The contracts were
spread out on a bureau, signatures on four of them. A fifth contract
was unsigned. Joseph picked up Jermaine's contract and handed it
to him. “Sign it,” he ordered. He didn't attempt to reason with him,
or even explain anything to him... he just told him to ‘sign it’.
How Joseph could be so obtuse remains a mystery. He may have
been able to get Jermaine's signature if only he had used a
modicum of common sense in his approach. Of course, Jermaine
refused.

‘I said, sign it.”

‘No, Joseph,” Jermaine said. ‘I'm not signing.’

“You sign this damned contract, Jermaine.’

‘I ain't signin”

“Think about the money,’ Joseph shouted at him. ‘Real money.
You think Motown's gonna come close to this deal? Look at this
money.” He flipped through the pages, trying to find the clause that
outlined terms.

‘I don't care,” Jermaine said. ‘It's not about money for me.’

“You don't care? You're crazy. That's what you are,” Joseph
said, angrily. By now he was shaking his fist at his son. ‘You sign
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this goddamn contract, Jermaine, or you'll be sorry. CBS says The
Jackson 5 will be the next Beatles, and you know that's what we've
been working for.’

‘Hell no. | don't want to be no Beatle,” Jermaine said. ‘I'm not
signing it, Joseph. Forget it.’

With that, as Jermaine recalled it to me in an interview years
later, he ran from the bedroom and out of the house. He told me
that he knew he had to tell Berry what had happened — and that the
Jacksons were actually leaving Motown — and the news couldn't
wait until he got home. He pulled over to a pay telephone and
called his father-in-law.

“The brothers, they signed with CBS, Berry,” he blurted out as
soon as Berry picked up. ‘I can't believe it. But they did it. They
left Motown.”

Jermaine recalled that there was silence on the other end of the
connection. Finally, in a soft and calm voice, Berry spoke. ‘Are
you absolutely sure, Jermaine?’

“They already signed the contracts,” Jermaine answered, his
tone frantic. ‘I saw them with my own eyes.’

“Well, what about you? Did you sign?’ Berry asked.

“The brothers are leaving because there are problems at
Motown,” Jermaine said, ‘but | want to stay, Berry. | want to help
work out the problems.’

Jermaine later recalled, ‘I told him | didn't sign and that |
wasn't going to. He told me to come by his house, which I did. We
talked it out. That night, he became like a second father to me, a
sensible father. “You're on your way to the top,” he told me. “You
could be running Motown one day.” That's what | wanted. |
wanted to be the president of Motown. | knew I could do it. | knew
| had it in me, even if Joseph never believed | did. Berry gave me
the confidence to know that | could go places if I stayed with him
and with Motown. | believed him. | didn't believe anything my
father had to say about anything. | believed in Berry Gordy, not in
Joseph Jackson.’

Despite the fact that there was such turmoil in the family, the
group still had work to do on the road. When Jermaine came back
to the house a few days later to rehearse for the show, he and
Katherine had a loud discussion about his decision not to sign the
CBS contract. Katherine was angry with him, and she let him
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know it. Jermaine reminded her that Berry Gordy had been the one
‘who put steaks on our table and teeth in our mouths’. Katherine
couldn't believe her ears. ‘We were already eating steaks in Gary,’
she told her son heatedly. ‘And as for the teeth he put in Jackie's
and Tito's mouths, he's recouped that money hundreds of times
over, you can be sure of that.” (However, it doesn't seem likely that
the Jacksons were “eating steaks in Gary’.)

The next stop for the group was the Westbury Music Fair on
New York's Long Island. On the way, Michael attempted to act as
referee between Jermaine and Jackie, who argued loudly about the
question of Motown versus CBS. In the end, the brothers, with the
exception of Michael, had completely turned on Jermaine. ‘They
couldn't understand how they could go one way and | the other,’
Jermaine remembered. ‘It was tense. It was bad.’

Michael adopted a more even-handed position than his
brothers. ‘I thought he would see things our way, eventually,” he
later recalled. ‘I never had a doubt things would work out.’

In some ways, the familial pressure manifested itself in
predictable ways. Hazel, who almost always travelled with the
group, had become protective of her husband, not allowing him
out of her sight. One of the group's road managers recalled, ‘After
we checked into the hotel in Long Island, we were all down in the
lobby having fun, the other brothers and their friends. | went up to
Hazel and Jermaine's suite to see where Jermaine was, but Hazel
said that Jermaine couldn't “come out and play”. | thought that
odd, and pushed her on it. She got upset, “I said, he needs his rest.
Now, please go. Leave him alone.” Jermaine didn't have a
performance until the next evening, with the group. Why did he
suddenly need more rest than the others? Hazel continued, “I said
he can't come out, so he can't come out. And that's final.” It
seemed that her whole thing at that time was to separate Jermaine
from his family.’

Jermaine has said that, prior to the group's leaving for New
York, Berry Gordy sat down with him and Hazel ‘and told us that
the first loyalty of a husband and wife must be to themselves, not
to anyone else, not to anything else in the world.” According to
Jermaine, Berry said, ‘Whether it's me and Motown or the Jackson
family and CBS, everything comes second to yourselves as man
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and wife, because you are the two people who are going to have to
live with each other and with whatever decisions you make.’

Berry's diplomacy aside, he most certainly recognized the
truth: Jermaine would not be able to leave Motown, not if he
wanted to stay married to the boss's daughter.

After The Jackson 5's first performance at the Westbury Music
Fair, the telephone rang in the dressing room. It was Berry calling
for Jermaine.

As his family watched Jermaine's face for a hint as to what the
conversation was about, Jermaine clutched the telephone tightly.
He didn't say much, other than goodbye. He exhaled deeply, and
he hung up.

‘Okay, I guess | gotta go,” Jermaine announced.

‘Now? We go on in thirty minutes!”’

‘How're we gonna work around you?’ Jackie gasped,
incredulously.

‘I can't believe you're doing this to us,’ Tito added.

Everybody was talking at once, Joseph's voice being loudest
of the din. ‘Are you crazy?’ he stormed. ‘We're your family. Not
the Gordys. What's wrong with you, Jermaine? You ain't going
nowhere, boy.’

Berry had demanded that twenty-year-old Jermaine make the
most important decision in his life, and make it right then, right
there: Motown or CBS? The Jacksons or the Gordys. His birth
family or his family by marriage?

Whether Jermaine acted on impulse or understood the
ramifications of what he was about to do, he rushed out of the
dressing quarters with tears in his eyes. ‘I'm outta' here,” he said.
He took a car to his hotel room, where he packed his suitcase in
about five minutes. ‘What's goin' on? What's goin' on?’ Hazel
wanted to know. Jermaine could not speak through his racking
sobs. “We're leaving,” was all he could say. A black Motown
stretch limousine waited to whisk the couple to the airport, and
then back to Los Angeles.

‘We were surprised, really in shock, absolutely stunned,’
Marlon later remembered. ‘It was like a dream, Jermaine getting
that call and then walking out on us like that. We were about an
hour from show time. The place was already packed. We had a
show to do. We couldn't dwell on any of it. Michael was crying,
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and | said, “Not now, Mike. We have fans out there. We have to
buck up.” Wiping his eyes, he said, “I can do it, Marlon. But, later,
we gotta deal with this. We gotta get Jermaine back.”’

That night, The Jackson 5 exploded on to the stage of the
Westbury Music Fair with such elation, no one in the audience
would ever have guessed the backstage drama that had just
unfolded. Michael's first responsibility was to his audience. He
was just sixteen, but he knew what he had to do. During ‘Dancing
Machine’, he whip-lashed the mike stand into a wobble, did a
motorized shuffle across the stage as if he were a robot, and then
executed a split at the precise moment the stand crashed down
upon his shoulder. He then looked at the instrument with a disdain
that implied mortal insult. The crowd roared its approval.

This journalist — a teenager at the time — was present for this
show, a Jacksons' performance still recalled with vivid clarity.
Though Jermaine was missed — Michael announced that he had the
flu — it was still a dizzying performance.

During an ironic tribute to the Motown Sound, Michael
prowled the stage like a fierce, balletic wolf — ‘I Want You Back’,
‘ABC’, ‘The Love You Save’, ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’, all the
Motown hits and more were performed with graceful and often
demanding choreography. Whatever it took to please his fans,
that's what Michael did, transforming, as always, personal
frustrations into sheer energy. While accepting his audience's
approval, he seemed purged of all anxiety. Once again, he was
with the only people he knew he could completely trust: his fans.

The plaintive riff from The Jackson 5 hit ‘I'll Be There’ rang
even more bittersweet as Michael performed it during this
evening's show. Without any rehearsal, Marlon stepped in and took
Jermaine's ironic lines. ‘I'll be your strength,” he sang, ‘I'll keep
holding on.” Marlon had always been underrated as a singer, never
having had a chance to truly shine in his brothers' shadow.
Tonight, he held his own, and against great odds. Still, Jermaine
belonged on that stage, in his rightful place next to Michael. It just
wasn't right.

By the time the youngsters were finished, members of the
audience were bouncing out of their seats; there were three
encores. But afterwards, backstage, there was no music, no
partying, no laughing as usual after a stellar performance.
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Everyone returned to his own dark mood. ‘Why does the show
have to end?’” Michael asked his brother Jackie. He seemed
disheartened. Though he tried and tried to hide his feelings, they
always seemed to show. ‘I wish it could just go on for ever.’

| walked over to Michael. ‘Hey, man, what happened to
Jermaine?’ | asked. ‘But, what a great show, anyway,’ | added.
‘“Wow, man. Wow.’ If it was possible for a teenage admirer to be
too fawning, | wasn't aware of it at the time. “What a great show
that was,” | went on. ‘My God. The whole thing was just
s0...cool.”

Michael accepted my compliments with a soft, sad smile.
“Thanks. Jermaine will be back,’ he said. “‘He's... sick.’

Joseph sat in a corner silently. It appeared that the act — his
family — was breaking up, and that there was nothing he could do
about it. Anyone looking at him would have been heartbroken by
his forlorn expression. He seemed uncharacteristically vulnerable
as he sat slumped in a chair, shaking his head as if to say, | just
don't understand it. How in the world could this have happened?

Michael went over to his father and studied him. He put his
hand on Joseph's shoulder. There was a moment between them, a
genuine... moment.

Suddenly, Joseph stood up. In a matter of seconds, he went
from sadness to fury. ‘It's my blood that flows through Jermaine's
veins,” Joseph bellowed. ‘Not Berry Gordy's. Not Berry Gordy's.’
Then, he stormed out of the dressing room and slammed the door
behind him.

P

What's in a Name?

It seemed, at first, that leaving Motown would be easier than
Joseph thought it would be. Berry Gordy had done nothing to
prevent their departure; he was preoccupied with Motown's film
business, anyway, and didn't seem too dismayed by the fact that
The Jackson 5 was leaving the company. As long as he had
Jermaine in his corner, and had won that particular battle, Berry
seemed satisfied. Because he did not want to deal with Joseph
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anyway, Ewart Abner was the one handling most matters
concerning The Jackson 5, during their final days at Motown.

But few acts have ever left Motown without at least a little
melodrama. Unbeknownst to Joseph, Berry Gordy had one more
surprise in store for him.

In the last week in June 1975, Berry Gordy's vice-chairman of
Motown telephoned Joseph Jackson with a bombshell: Motown
owned the name The Jackson 5. The group could leave Motown,
Joseph was told, but they would have to leave the name. ‘Jackson
5” would stay behind with the company.

‘What are you talking about?’ Joseph demanded, according to
his memory. ‘We came to Motown as The Jackson 5. That's my
family name.’

‘I don't know if you came here as The Jackson 5, or not,’
Michael Roshkind told him, ‘but you're sure not leaving as The
Jackson 5, | can tell you that much.’

“‘What the hell do you mean?’ Joseph asked.

“The fact is that there are probably forty thousand people
named Jackson running around this world,” Roshkind said. ‘We
made five of them stars. We can find five more if we have to, and
we can make them stars, too,” Roshkind said.

‘Why, you son of a bitch,” Joseph exclaimed. He slammed the
phone down.

As it happened, clause sixteen of the Motown recording
contract, which Joseph had never read but had signed in 1968,
stated, ‘It is agreed that we [Motown] own all rights, title and
interest to the name “The Jackson 5.

Furthermore, to insure the company's ownership of the name,
on 30 March 1972, after The Jackson 5's first string of hit records,
Motown applied to the United States Patent Office to register the
logo “Jackson 5. The name “Jackson Five’ and ‘Jackson 5’ were
also exclusively owned by the Motown Record Corporation.

Of course, Joseph could have registered the names ‘Jackson
Five’, ‘Jackson 5’, and any other name he wanted to hold on to -
had he only thought to do it. It simply had not crossed his mind.
However, it had been common practice for Motown to register the
name of its acts, whenever possible. The company had done so
with The Supremes, the Temptations... and with many of its acts
over the years.
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With this latest salvo, the group's departure from Motown had
become bigger than the record business, it was now a battle
between two families: the Jacksons and the Gordys. It seemed to
some observers that anything Berry could do to demonstrate his
power to an ever-scrutinizing record industry and press, he would
do, even if that meant preventing the boys from using their name.
“That was hardball, of course,” Michael told me, later.

Michael was actually intrigued by Berry's tactic regarding the
group's name. ‘I never even thought of that,” he said. It was as if
he was as much a student of Berry's as he was an adversary. While
the other brothers watched, waited and fumed, Michael learned. ‘I
want to know how he did it,” Michael said of Berry's having
registered the name. ‘I'll have to remember all of this,” he added,
as if stockpiling information for future use.

There was another family meeting. What do we do now?

‘If Berry owns the name, he owns the name,” Michael said,
according to his memory. “We don't have to be The Jackson 5, do
we? | mean, can't we just be The Jackson Family? Or The
Jacksons?’

‘We might not have a choice,” Joseph said. ‘It makes me sick
to lose that name. All the work we put into it.’

‘And you know damn well that they ain't gonna use it,’
grumbled Tito. “It'll just be wasted.’

Tito was correct. Once Motown claimed the name, there
wasn't much they could do with it, other than to market old
products by the group.

P

The Jacksons Leave Motown

On Monday 30 June 1975, Joseph Jackson arranged a press
conference to announce the family's new affiliation with CBS.
With over eight months still to run on the Motown contracts,
Joseph seemed more eager than ever to leave Motown. Even
though he was extremely busy at this time dealing with Diana
Ross and post-production on her film Mahogany, Berry fought
back. On the morning of Joseph's announcement, Michael
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Roshkind told the press that if CBS expected to get all of the
members of The Jackson 5, they would be disappointed -
meaning that Jermaine would never leave Berry's side.
Furthermore, Roshkind said, ‘There is no way the group will ever
sing under that name for anyone else. They'll never get all five
members of the group, and they won't be getting The Jackson 5.’

Earlier that morning, Berry had one of his lawyers send a
telegram to Arthur Taylor, president of CBS Records, warning
him that his company had better not host a press conference
relating to The Jackson 5 since Gordy had exclusive rights to
‘issue authorized publicity’. When Berry learned that Taylor
planned to ignore the warning, he sent him another telegram
warning him that he'd better not refer to the group as The Jackson
5 at the media summit since Motown owned exclusive rights to
that name.

The press conference took place at the Rainbow Grill atop the
Rockefeller Center in Manhattan. As a room full of reporters and
photographers recorded the event, eleven members of the Jackson
family were solemnly ushered into the room single-file by a CBS
publicist. There were no smiles. Each Jackson took his seat on the
dais, where ten high-backed black chairs were arranged behind a
long, narrow table. All of the family members, with Jermaine
conspicuously absent, put forth a united front to announce the
group's signing with CBS, effective 10 March 1976, the day their
Motown contracts expired. Katherine, Maureen (Rebbie),
LaToya, Janet and Randy had been told by Joseph to be present in
order to demonstrate family solidarity.

The atmosphere was sombre, such as one might find at a
meeting at the United Nations. Joseph — stage right, at the end of
the dais — in a dark pin-striped suit, announced that the Jacksons
had signed with CBS Records; he then turned the floor over to
members of the family.

Jackie explained that the group — referred to that afternoon as
“The Jackson Family’ — was signing with Columbia, ‘because
Columbia is an album-selling company, and albums is what really
makes you known.” When asked if the group had tried to
renegotiate with Motown, he answered, “Yes, but the figures, they
was just Mickey Mouse.’
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Michael, in a black velvet jacket and matching vest, didn't
have much to say. ‘I think the promotion will probably be
stronger,” he observed, meekly. He seemed awkward and
uncomfortable, especially when contrasted with his confident
brothers. It was painfully obvious that Michael wished he were
somewhere else. ‘I think Motown did a great job for us,’ he said,
tentatively. Joseph shot him a hot look. Michael caught the
current and quickly added, ‘But, now, things will be even better.’

‘How will all of this affect your relationship with Berry
Gordy?’ asked one writer.

Everyone on the dais looked to Joseph for an answer. He
shrugged his shoulders and forced a thin smile. “You take it as it
comes,’ he said. “Next question.’

“Will Jermaine be joining the group?’

Again, Joseph answered. ‘Yes. But it'll take a while. Next
question.’

‘Why isn't Jermaine here?’

‘Next question.’

After the press conference, Berry Gordy filed a lawsuit
against Joseph Jackson, The Jackson 5 and CBS, seeking five
million dollars in damages for signing with CBS before the
Motown contract had expired. Joseph countersued, claiming
Motown owed the family royalties, unpaid advances, and
expenses. Joseph thought Motown owed them money. Wrong. He
owed Motown money. For by the terms of their contract, The
Jackson 5 were liable for the costs of all of the songs they
recorded for Motown, including the ones that were not released.

To say that Motown had kept the boys busy would be an
understatement. Michael Jackson and The Jackson 5 recorded 469
songs for Motown in the six years from 1969 to 1975. That's
about seventy-five songs a year, which is astonishing considering
that this isn't all the boys did for a living. Besides having to learn
those songs before they could record them, they also rehearsed
their ever-changing stage show, toured the world with their act,
appeared on many television programmes — including their own
specials — sat through countless interviews, posed for
innumerable photos (there are thousands of photos of the boys the
public has never seen), and also tried to have the semblance of a
personal life outside of show business.
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Of those 469 songs recorded by The Jackson 5, only 174
were actually released, or 37 per cent. The other 295, it was
decided by company producers and Berry Gordy, were not up to
Motown's standards. Therefore, much to the group's chagrin, the
Jacksons owed Motown over $500,000 for songs that the public
had never even heard. ‘That sucked,” Joseph later said. ‘They
really got us good.’

Michael Jackson, who was about to turn seventeen in August
1975, was sceptical. He had begun to have serious doubts about
Joseph's ability as an entertainment manager. To his way of
thinking, his father had made some major mistakes: he gave away
Jermaine, he gave away their group name, and now he had to give
away a lot of money, paying for songs that had never been
released. ‘Maybe we shoulda’ read that contract,” Michael said,
bitterly.

However, taking the boys away from Motown and to Epic
would not later be catalogued as one of Joseph's mistakes. If not
for Joseph's decision, Michael would probably have ended up an
obscure showbiz act, relegated to Las Vegas lounges — and not
major showrooms, either. There is little doubt in the minds of
most music historians that, after Moving Violation, The Jackson 5
would have stagnated at Motown in much the same way other
groups who had stayed after their heyday did, such as The
Supremes after Diana Ross left for happier trails.

If Joseph hadn't had his way when he did, Michael would
probably be performing on “oldies-but-goodies’ revues today with
one authentic Temptation, a couple of Four Tops, and Mary
Wilson of the original Supremes. He would have aged into his
forties singing ‘I Want You Back’ and ‘ABC’, to make a buck,
much like the great Martha Reeves, still out there singing ‘Love
Is like a Heatwave’, maybe not so much because she wants to as
much as because she must. It's a tough life for Motown survivors
like Martha, and not one for the faint of heart. It would have been
Michael's life, too, had he never had the freedom to write and
produce his own songs. No matter what some may think of
Joseph Jackson as a personal manager, in the final analysis, that
man saved Michael Jackson's career.

F_
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Jackson Family Values

It would be eight months before the Jacksons would be able to
record for CBS. They had signed with the new label before their
Motown agreement expired and would have to wait until the
contract ran out before they could go into the studio. To fill the
lag-time, Joseph signed them to CBS-TV for a summer variety
series to begin airing in June 1976.

At this time, Michael was often asked about Jermaine in
interviews, and he tried to stress that ‘business is business and
family is family. He still comes over.” He went on to say, ‘We talk
to one another. We go different places together. That's very
Important, because that's the basis of our whole organization: good
friendship and a strong family. The show-business part is
important, but even more important is that the family stick
together at all times.’

All of it was wishful thinking on Michael's part. The family
members were drifting apart, even though Michael may have
wished it was not the case. Jermaine did visit now and then, but
only when Joseph was not around. ‘I just couldn't stand to be
around him any more,” Jermaine explained. ‘He had hurt me so
deeply. Even my mother was asking me what was wrong with me
and how could I betray the family as | did. It was tearing me
apart.’

The other brothers still harboured resentment against Jermaine
for his decision. “They were hanging up on me. One of them told
me | was no longer a brother. How could they hurt me like that?
No matter what, | thought we were family. After all, that's what we
were always preaching. But when it came time to act on it, | didn't
see that happening. | was an outsider.”

Jermaine may have at least found some shelter in the arms of
his wife, but other members of the Jackson family seemed to be
growing more antisocial, shunning exposure to people outside the
gated Jackson estate (by Joseph's orders) and burying themselves
in their Jehovah's Witness faith (by Katherine's). None of the
siblings who were still living at home — LaToya, Marlon, Michael,
Janet and Randy — seemed to have any strong relationships outside
of their own family.
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‘| don't date,” LaToya told me at this time. ‘I don't trust people.
To be honest with you, | have no friends. It doesn't bother me.
When | get lonely, | read the Bible.” | thought to myself, what a
shame she has to be so leery of others. She also said that she rarely
went out in public unless she was with other family members. She
expressed no interest in marriage or raising a family of her own. ‘I
would never bring a child into a society like this one.’

It was as if the Jackson siblings were being raised to mistrust
all outsiders. When Jackie started having marital problems, Joseph
was able to point to such discord as evidence that outsiders can't
be trusted. Enid Jackson filed for divorce in September 1975, nine
months after she and Jackie married. “You see that?’ Joseph told
his sons. ‘After just nine months, look at the problem Jackie's got
on his hands.” (The couple reconciled and would remain married
for eleven more years.)

Then Marlon dropped a bomb in January 1976: he had secretly
run off and married someone — four months earlier! While the
group appeared in Las Vegas, Marlon married an eighteen-year-old
fan from New Orleans, Carol Parker. The ceremony took place on
16 August 1975. He hadn't trusted any of his brothers with the
news because he was sure they would tell Joseph. He didn't want
to go through what Rebbie, Tito and Jackie had gone through with
parental opposition to marriages, and he also didn't want Joseph
and Katherine to know that Carol did not sign a pre-nuptial
agreement.

Michael was hurt by Marlon's secret union; he thought he and
his brother were closer than that. “We share all the bad times, but
never the good ones,” he complained. ‘I don't understand my
family at all, and | don't like some of the things my brothers do to
their wives. I'm never going to marry,” Michael added. ‘Marriage
is awful. I don't trust anyone enough to do it.’

At a time when he should have had enthusiasm for his life and
career, Michael Jackson was on the verge of hopelessness and
despair. “People hurt each other over and over and over again,’ he
said bleakly. ‘I spend a lot of time being sad. I feel like I'm in a
well,” he concluded. ‘And no one can reach me.’

S
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Losing to Motown

Michael Jackson's vote was just one of six when it came to group
decisions: the five brothers, plus Joseph. (When Jermaine left the
group, young Randy took his place in the line-up, though he would
rarely sing leads. Marlon took most of Jermaine's parts in the
songs, and Jermaine's solo hits were, of course, never performed
by the group.)

Though it was obvious that Michael was probably the most
important member of the group, the family did not want to allow
him any special consideration. It was feared that if he was
bolstered too much, Michael might one day have the confidence to
separate himself from the group — which was the last thing they
wanted to happen. Michael recognized their fear. ‘They don't listen
to me because they're afraid to,” he said to one associate. ‘I guess |
can understand it. They don't want to lose me. They don't want me
to have too much power. But it makes me mad.’

When Joseph signed the boys to CBS-TV to do a television
series in 1976, Michael made it clear that he did not want to
participate. However, he was outvoted. The Jacksons was a thirty-
minute programme that ran for four weeks featuring the family,
with celebrity guest-stars. The first episode, aired 16 June 1976.
As in the family's Las Vegas act, LaToya, Janet and Rebbie
participated in the series, too.

It was the first time a black family had ever starred in a
television series, and if the show received decent ratings, there was
a chance CBS might pick it up in January as a mid-season
replacement. Michael was miserable. Because of a gruelling
production schedule, there was no time for him to polish any of the
routines and he loathed going on stage feeling unprepared. He
hoped that the show would not be renewed. Unfortunately for him,
the ratings were solid enough for CBS to order more episodes, to
begin airing in January 1977. Michael cringed... and then he
signed on the dotted line. Today, he refers to the venture as ‘that
stupid TV series. It was a dumb move to agree to do it,” he says,
‘and | hated every minute of it.’

In the end, Michael's instincts about the programme were
inadvertently on target; The Jacksons proved to be more trouble
than it was worth. Apparently, someone at CBS-TV, probably a
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hapless assistant in the art department, accidentally used a picture
of the old Jackson 5 with Jermaine in a TV Guide advertisement
for The Jacksons series. As soon as Joseph alerted CBS to the
mistake, the network pulled the ad and sent a letter to Motown
apologizing for it and promising that it would never happen again.
Too late. Motown used the goof as an opportunity to amend its
original lawsuit against the group, raising the damages sought
from five million to twenty million dollars. Michael Roshkind said
the mistake ‘had a severely damaging effect on our credibility’ and
‘caused us real dollar damage’. The allegation was extreme. The
ad was one-half of a page, its artwork so blurry no one could even
recognize Jermaine in the picture. It was obvious that Joseph was
not the only one holding a grudge.

Joseph tried to prove that he had been treated unfairly by
Motown, even going so far as to forsake his pride. He admitted in
his deposition that on that fateful day in Detroit (26 July 1968)
when he sat with Berry's attorney, Ralph Seltzer, and was
presented with the contract, he didn't read it before allowing his
children to sign it. Ralph even backed Joseph up, admitting in his
deposition: ‘I do not recall that any of them [The Jackson 5 or
Joseph Jackson] read it through in its entirety prior to signing it.’

Why not? Joseph explained, ‘Because the extent of my formal
education is through the eleventh year of high school. The 1968
contract with Motown was the first recording contract that | was
ever presented with or ever looked at.” (Joseph's statement didn't
seem likely since his sons were signed to Steeltown Records
before they were signed to Motown... unless he hadn't read that
contract, either.)

Joseph had to admit that he also didn't read the ‘Parental
Agreement’ before he signed it — which said that he would make
certain his sons abided by the provisions of the Motown recording
contract. In truth, Joseph hadn't read anything. He'd just signed the
contract where instructed to sign it. He wanted his kids to make it.
He would have done anything for them. Of course, he signed a
contract.

In the end, Berry would be awarded $600,000 in damages,
including un-repaid advances and some compensation for the
group having signed with CBS before the Motown contract had
officially expired. He was also paid compensation for ‘damages’
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suffered when Joseph would not allow the boys to record new
songs for Motown (this, after he figured out that the group owed
$500,000 for all the other ones they'd recorded that hadn't been
released). In all, the Jacksons paid Gordy and company about two
million to leave Motown.

More importantly, and maybe surprisingly to some, the
Jacksons agreed to surrender royalties due them on recordings they
made before 1 December 1979 and on future releases of recordings
made before 11 March 1976 — in other words, on all of their hits.
In exchange, Motown agreed to accurately account for, and pay,
royalties on any ‘new product’, which included pre-1976
recordings that had been recorded but not yet released and on any
‘best of” albums they may put out in the future.

It actually wasn't unusual for a Motown act to abandon their
royalties in order to settle things with Motown. However, in
retrospect, it often proved to be a bad decision for them — which
may be one of the reasons there are so many former Supremes,
Marvellettes, Vandellas, Temptations and Miracles who, today,
find themselves in dire financial straits.

When the judge ruled in Motown's favour, Motown's vice-
president Michael Roshkind said, “This is a gratifying day, not
because of our winning but because it was a matter of principle.’

It was enough to make some observers sick to their stomachs.

The first Jacksons album for CBS, The Jacksons, was released
in the spring of 1977, on the Epic label. The aloum had a lot going
for it. ‘Blues Away’, one of the first songs Michael had ever
written, and ‘Style of Life’, written by the brothers, were both
included. Those two songs were co-produced by The Jacksons, so
they were actually doing that for which they had left Motown. For
the rest of the album, executive producers Gamble and Huff
recruited their staff producers (Dexter Wansel, Gene McFadden
and John Whitehead) to assist them in compiling a strong, if not
innovative, collection. Michael says he learned a great deal from
working with Gamble, Huff and company, in terms of structuring a
melody and what he calls ‘the anatomy of a song’.

The Jachsons spawned one major hit for the group, ‘Enjoy
Yourself’, their first single for Epic. A rollicking dance number, it
went on to become their most successful record since ‘Dancing
Machine’, three years earlier. The single went to number six on the
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pop charts, but because it was the only hit from the album, The
Jacksons peaked at only number thirty-six on the American charts.
Not great. In the UK, ‘Enjoy Yourself’ didn't even chart, when first
released. Then it was reissued, but still didn't crack the Top 400.
The international record-buying public seemed confused, maybe
because Motown issued its own Jacksons album, Joyful Jukebox
Music (compiled from some of those previously unreleased songs
for which the group had been charged), in what seemed like a
crass attempt to cash in on CBS's promotion of the group. The
Motown album was the first Jackson 5 album not to enter the Top
200 in America, and did even worse in the UK. It also served to
dilute the impact of the new CBS product. As Michael would put
it, ‘Berry Gordy was playing hardball, of course.’

The Jacksons' showing on the pop charts proved
disappointing, but not as upsetting as the showing of Jermaine's
record. After all the public and private angst about whether he
should go with his father and brothers, or stay with Gordy, My
Name Is Jermaine, peaked at just 164 on the Top 200. The single
‘Let's Be Young Tonight’ only went to number fifty-five. In the
UK, Jermaine didn't matter at all to record-buying audiences. This
was a terrible shame; Jermaine deserved better from Motown in
terms of promotion. One now had to wonder what Motown's
intentions were where Jermaine's career was concerned. (As it
would turn out, he only had a few hits at the company, never really
fulfilling his potential, there. He should have been a much bigger
star for Motown; he had everything going for him.)

The Jacksons continued to tour without Jermaine. It was
business as usual. They performed in Memphis, Tennessee, in May
1977. During that engagement, Michael had to escape to the roof
of a Woolco department store when ten thousand people caused a
near riot as they waited in line for hours hoping to jam into the
store's record department, where Michael had promised to
autograph copies of The Jacksons.

That same night, backstage before the show, John Seaver, who
worked for the firm that promoted the Memphis engagement, later
recalled, ‘I showed a Billboard article to Michael that said
Jermaine's Motown album was a big bomb. It made unfair
comparisons to The Jacksons' aloum, saying that that one was a
smash. Michael didn't say anything at first. Then he commented,
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‘Oh, he'll bounce back. I know it. Jermaine won't let this get to
him.” He seemed genuinely sorry for his brother.

“The article was passed along to the other brothers, who
scanned it. Marlon said something about “too bad”. Tito said that
the album wasn't any good, but that Jermaine would probably
come up with something stronger next time out. “No matter what,
he's our brother,” Tito said, “and | don't like seeing him do
anything that's not a success. Just proves, | think, that Berry
doesn't know what he's doing.” They all agreed with Tito.’

Then Joseph came into the dressing room.

‘What are you boys reading?’

Jackie handed him the article. ‘Read this, about Jermaine,’ he
said.

Joseph read the feature quickly. “Well, you know, 1 think it
serves Jermaine right,” he said as he smacked the magazine on a
table. He then walked away. The brothers looked at each other
with raised eyebrows. There was silence. It must have been
difficult for them to recognize Joseph's pain, the betrayal he felt —
not to mention the way he felt taken advantage of by the Motown
machinery. Of course, Joseph never revealed himself to his family
In a way that might bring about any kind of understanding for him,
Therefore, he never got it. As he walked out the door, Michael
gave him a cool, appraising glance. ‘Some father,” he muttered.

P
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Tatum

By the time Michael Jackson turned nineteen in August 1977, he
was one of the best-known entertainers of recent years, the idol of
many young women. While his brothers often availed themselves
of the sexual opportunities presented to them on the road, Michael
never followed suit. Though much of Michael's music has had a
sensual edge over the years, and his dancing has often been
suggestive, he was not sexually adventurous as a young man.

‘I think it's fun that girls think I'm sexy,” Michael told me in
1977. ‘But | don't think that about myself. It's all just fantasy,
really. | like to make my fans happy so | might pose or dance in a
way that makes them think I'm romantic. But really I guess I'm not
that way.’

Most people who were close to Michael when he was a
teenager agree that he never had a serious romantic life at that
time. Michael did not trust anyone enough to allow them to
penetrate the shell he had built around himself. Perhaps he felt he
had been betrayed too often by people he had loved or admired —
his father, his brothers, maybe even Berry Gordy — to permit
himself to be vulnerable to a relationship. Still, Michael
understood the value of public relations and show-business hype.
Therefore, he did parade a few ‘relationships’ for public
consumption.

As recently as the Martin Bashir interview in 2003, Michael
said that actress Tatum O'Neal, who was thirteen in the summer of
1977, was his first girlfriend. Michael and Tatum first met two
years before at a party hosted by Paul McCartney aboard the
Queen Mary in Long Beach, California. They had no contact with
each other again until the spring of 1977, when Michael spotted
Tatum with her father, Ryan O'Neal, at a club in Los Angeles.
Michael was socializing with two publicists from Epic, Susan
Blond and Steve Manning when, as he recalled it, ‘all of a sudden
| felt this soft hand reach over and grab mine. It was Tatum.” The
fact that Tatum had deigned to hold Michael's hand was, for him, a
colossal event. ‘It was serious stuff to me. She touched me,” he
said.

The next day, Tatum invited Michael to a dinner party at
Playboy publisher Hugh Hefner's rambling Holmby Hills estate.
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There they watched Roots, the highly rated Alex Haley television
mini-series, on videotape. When Tatum became bored, she asked
Michael to get into the hot tub with her. ‘But | don't have a bathing
suit,” he said.

*‘Who needs bathing suits?” Tatum responded.

When Michael began to blush, Tatum asked one of Hefner's
assistants for two swimsuits, then handed one to Michael.

Tatum's hair was soft, blond and flowed just below her
shoulders. Her skin was baby pink and her figure quite ample for a
girl who wouldn't turn fourteen until close to the end of the year.
She was almost plump. ‘She's like a sacred doll,” Michael
observed of her to a friend. He said that while soaking in the water
and watching for shooting stars, the two shared secrets with one
another.

Years later, rumour would have it that they were nude together
in the hot tub. ‘Oh, we weren't naked,” Michael firmly pointed out
to me in an interview. “‘We had on bathing suits. Why do people
have to always find something dirty in everything?’

Tatum O'Neal had won an Oscar at the age of nine for her role
as the chain-smoking, swearing companion to a Bible-belt
swindler (played by her father) in the film Paper Moon. Her own
childhood was difficult.

Born to actress Joanna Moore and Ryan O'Neal, Tatum saw
her parents split up when she was three. For a while, she lived on a
ramshackle ranch with a dying horse, some dead chickens, and a
mother who was addicted to drugs. At seven, Tatum grew flowers
in a wrecked car in the yard and cooked breakfast and lunch for
herself and her younger brother, Griffin. Her father was permitted
to visit on weekends.

‘When she was living with her mother, | could always tell
what shape Tatum was in by the look of her hair,” Ryan said. ‘I
knew if it was healthy, she was at peace with herself. If things
were bad, there were clumps missing from her hair. She'd
sometimes take a scissors to herself.’

Joanna, anguished and on the verge of defeat by 1972, decided
to seek help from her ex-husband, who had been giving her thirty
thousand dollars a year in alimony. Ryan paid for her rehabilitation
and she, in turn, surrendered eight-year-old Tatum to him. Tatum
hated Joanna. When the little girl went to visit her in the hospital,

161



Tatum became so disgusted with her mother that she spat in her
face. When she told Michael about her life, he said he had never
heard a story so tragic.

‘My mother is a saint,” Michael said in 1977. “When | hear
about Tatum's mother and what she went through with her, it
makes me thank God for Katherine. People think | have had a hard
life. But look at Tatum's. That's why | like her, because she's a
survivor.’

Unlike Michael, whose goal it was to be an entertainer, Tatum
became an actress by accident. Ryan helped her get her first solo
mostly as a way to keep an eye on her while he worked on Paper
Moon. When Tatum became a working actress, Ryan O'Neal took
over her career much the same way Joseph Jackson had
commandeered Michael's. ‘I chose International Velvet for her,’
Ryan said. ‘She didn't even read the script. | just said, “This is the
one you're doing,” because | knew it was good.”

When Tatum complained about the way her father ruled her
life, Michael empathized with her. ‘I know exactly what you're
talking about,” he told her.

However, Tatum did make some of her own decisions. She
once told Michael the story of how she turned down the role of the
young hooker in Taxi Driver, a part that eventually went to Jodie
Foster. At the audition, Tatum said she wanted to play the part of
the taxi driver; she was twelve. The producer ignored Tatum's
suggestion and kept talking up the role of the hooker. Finally
Tatum said, ‘Frankly, | think the part's too small. I did win an
Academy Award, you know.’

‘I can't believe you said that. I don't think | would ever have
the nerve,” Michael told her when he heard that story. ‘I want to be
like that. I want people to think of me as having a lot of nerve.’

In his autobiography Michael wrote that Tatum was his first
love ‘after Diana’. Tatum has indicated, however, that her
relationship with Michael was strictly platonic.

It's telling of the fantasy Michael has created around his
childhood and teen years that the women he claims to have had
romances with — including Diana Ross and Brooke Shields (“We
were romantically serious for a while,” he wrote of Shields in his
book) — have all denied ever having been intimate with him. After
Michael talked about Tatum on his 2003 Martin Bashir interview,
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saying she came on to him, she issued a statement saying he had ‘a
vivid imagination’. Says actress Sarah Jackson (no relation to
Michael), who was a friend of Tatum's at this time, ‘Tatum told me
that Michael was a nice guy, but so shy. “How can any girl have a
relationship with him? When we're together, he hardly says two
words. | know he's a virgin. Someone needs to have a talk with
him about it. | wonder if he's afraid to have sex. He doesn't seem
very interested.”’

P

‘“Why do people think I'm gay?”’

Michael Jackson's sexuality has been the subject of speculation
since he was a teenager. Perhaps it was his high-pitched speaking
voice; or maybe it was his bashfulness, or the fact that he tended to
avoid eye contact and seemed so uncomfortable in his own skin
that caused some to think that he was either concealing something
about himself or had not yet come to terms with it.

Michael has been dealing with the tabloid press for many
years and feels he is misunderstood because of unfair and
dishonest media coverage of his life. However, it was when he was
nineteen that he first became upset about a story that was not true.
Like a lot of untruths, it was silly: supposedly, he was going to
have a sex-change operation and marry a handsome actor named
Clifton Davis, writer of ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’. The story
spread quickly across the country; numerous music publications
rushed to the presses with it.

Michael once told me that he was in the music department of a
store in the South when he first heard about the rumour. He said,
“This girl came up to me and said, “Please tell me it isn't true!
Please tell me!” She was crying. | asked, “What? What isn't true?”
She said, “Tell me you're not going to become a girl. Tell me.””

‘Where in the world did you read that?” Michael asked. ‘Jet
magazine,’ she responded. ‘It was in Jet that you were going to
have a sex change.’
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‘| felt 1 didn't know who | was at that moment,” Michael
recalled. ‘I told her to tell all her friends that it was just a stupid
rumour.’

‘Stupid’ as it was, it seemed to Michael that everywhere he
went, he heard the story. At the time, nothing could be worse for
him than the notion that there were people who thought he might
be homosexual. Michael was raised in a family where
homosexuality was sinful.

After the rumour had been circulating for months, Michael
was at Caesars Palace to see Diana Ross perform when he ran into
Clifton Davis. Clifton was backstage with performer, Leslie
Uggams. ‘I was with Diana, holding her hand,” Michael
remembered. ‘Clifton was standing next to me, and he was holding
Leslie's hand. As | was standing there posing for the
photographers, | thought to myself, Oh no, this is a perfect setup
for some magazine to doctor up a picture so that it looks like
Clifton and I are holding hands. That's how paranoid | was getting
about that story,” Michael confessed.

After the photographers departed, Clifton went over to
Michael and joked, ‘Hey, look at you. You're not a girl after all, are
you?’ Michael didn't think Clifton's question was very funny. He
would never get used to the stories that he leads a secret gay life,
and is still upset when confronted with questions about his
sexuality.

‘Just for the record, are you or are you not gay?’ | asked him
during an interview in 1979.

‘No, | am not gay,” Michael snapped. ‘I am not a homo. People
make up stories about me being gay because they have nothing
else to do. I'm not going to let it get to me,” he continued. ‘I'm not
going to have a nervous breakdown because people think I like
having sex with men. | don't and that's that,” he said, his sentences
pouring out. “If I let this get to me, it will only show how cheap |
am. I'm sure | must have a lot of fans who are gay, and | don't
mind that,” he continued, speaking faster. ‘That's their life and this
IS mine. You can print that,” he said, thrusting his index finger at
me. ‘What is it about me that makes people think I'm gay? Why do
people think I'm gay?’

| didn't think | should answer his question. He was already
upset.
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‘Is it my voice?’ he continued. ‘Is it because | have this soft
voice? All of us in the family have soft voices. Or is it because |
don't have a lot of girlfriends? | just don't understand it.’

The truth is that Michael would never have allowed himself to
have homosexual relationships, even if he did have feelings for
other men. He was too puritanical as a result of his religious
background. The Jehovah's Witnesses firmly believe that world
destruction is imminent and that only a few of God's servants will
survive the horrible holocaust. One question had hung over
Michael's head for his entire youth; would he win salvation or
burn in hellfire? If he wanted to be saved — if he wanted to be with
his mother through all eternity — he would have to live up to all of
the church's rigid teachings, which sure meant he couldn't be gay.
Indulgence is not part of the Jehovah's Witnesses' creed. Any
congregant who does not adhere to the rules and dogma is shunned
or ‘disfellowshipped’. By the time Michael was a teenager, he had
been trained to live his life a certain way. He would not be able to
break that conformity.

Also, if Michael had any homosexual leanings he would have
been too fearful to act on them. He knew that with any relationship
he ever had — be it with a man or a woman — he ran the risk of the
other person reporting the details to a newspaper or magazine, one
that would pay astronomical sums for the story, especially if it
were a sensational one. Although some public figures who are
homosexual have come out of the closet in recent years — not
many, though — back in the 1970s it just didn't happen at all.

Still today, many entertainers hide their true sexual identities
from their fans and peers because they fear rejection, and the loss
of income. Ever practical where his work is concerned, Michael is
aware that being gay would damage not only his career, but his
relationships with his family, as well. How would Katherine and
Joseph handle it if he were to announce that he is, as he put it so
many years ago, ‘a homo’? ‘When | first heard the rumours that he
was gay, | thought I'd go crazy,” Katherine once said. ‘He's my son
and I know the truth. He knows the truth too. We both talked about
it and cried about it. Michael was very hurt by the rumours. He is
not gay. It's against our religion.” They cried about it; tears shed
over the fact that people they didn't even know had whispered such
things.
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How would his brothers react if Michael said he was gay?
Back in the seventies, they would have been upset because it
might have projected a controversial image for the group. Today?
Publicly, they might offer their support. However, privately, they
would probably be thrown. Like their mother, they are not
progressive-minded. Indeed, if Michael were a gay man today —
and no one is saying he is — and suddenly made the decision to
bolt from the closet after all of these years, the only Jackson who
would probably be able to come to terms with it would be Janet, a
woman who has been around enough and seen enough to know
that there are gay people in all walks of life.

Besides dealing with upsetting questions about his sexuality,
Michael had other problems in the late seventies. Of course, most
people have a difficult time with certain stages of adolescence,
but Michael was much more sensitive than most people his age
about the common challenges of puberty, perhaps because he was
the subject of such intense public scrutiny. For instance, his face
had broken out severely with acne in the mid-seventies; he was so
ashamed of the way he looked that it was extremely difficult for
him to go out into public. ‘I seemed to have a pimple for every oil
gland,” he recalled. Onstage, his condition was difficult to notice
because of carefully applied makeup and the benefit of lighting.
However, offstage it was obvious that Michael had complexion
problems. Reporters would comment to each other about his skin.
Fans would be shocked by his appearance. Michael could barely
stand the humiliation.

‘I became subconsciously scarred by this,” he has confessed.
‘I got very shy and became embarrassed to meet people. The
effect on me was so bad that it messed up my whole personality.’

Michael couldn't look at people when he talked to them.
Rather, he would look down or away. He wouldn't even look at
his mother when he spoke to her. “He didn't want to leave the
house,” Katherine would recall. “When he did, he kept his head
down.” He would never really recover from the psychological
effects of the acne. ‘The changes that it wrought in him became
permanent,” Katherine said. ‘He was no longer a carefree,
outgoing, devilish boy. He was quieter, more serious and more of
a loner.”
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Complicating matters was Michael's belief that, acne aside,
he was not good-looking. His skin was too dark, he decided, and
his nose too wide. Even though his family was aware of Michael's
sensitivities, Joseph and the brothers did not afford him any
special treatment. They were a rowdy, boisterous bunch offstage
and teased each other, playfully. Either a brother took it well, or
he didn't.

At nineteen, Michael was nothing if not a study in contrasts.
He was a young man who could muster enough courage to meet
with the president of Motown, yet was afraid of the kinds of
propositions most teenagers found exciting, such as the
opportunity to drive an automobile. Whereas many youngsters are
eager to get behind the wheel of a car by the age of sixteen,
Michael was still petrified of the notion three years later. ‘I just
don't want to,” he said, when pushed. ‘I just don't have the desire.
Whenever you do something, you have to want to do it. And even
though there are some things you just have to do, | don't have to
drive. And I simply don't want to. There's nothing special about it
for me.” Michael would usually have a limousine take him
wherever he wanted to go, though often one of his brothers would
drive him.

Besides the fact that he was frightened of driving, Michael
also didn't want to go to the Department of Motor Vehicles to take
the driver's test. He was afraid he'd be recognized and then be
humiliated because he still didn't have a licence at his age. The
thought of this kind of embarrassment was stressful for him. At
one point, when he thought he might at least try to drive, he tried
to obtain special consideration so that he wouldn't have to go to
the Department of Motor Vehicles for the testing. However, the
Encino division of the D.M.V. is accustomed to dealing with
celebrities; officials there don't consider any of them special. It
was all just too much to bear for Michael. He couldn't do it. “‘But
suppose you're someplace and your chauffeur gets sick,’
Katherine argued with him. “You need to be able to drive.’
Michael would be twenty-three before he'd finally obtain his
driver's licence, and only at Katherine's insistence.

S
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Michael and Joseph Meet with CBS

Michael Jackson's teenage melancholy intensified when The
Jacksons' second album for CBS, Goin' Places, released in the
winter of 1977, was a major disappointment. Despite the fact that
the first aloum for the new label had received mixed reviews and
had only gone gold when everyone was hoping for platinum sales,
CBS sent the group back to Philadelphia to work once again with
Kenny Gamble and Leon Huff. The title track of Goin' Places only
went to number 52 on Billboard's top 100; the album peaked at 63
on the Top 200. In the UK, it peaked at number forty-five and only
stayed on the charts for a week! However, despite such sporadic
sales, The Jacksons at Epic were still faring better than Jermaine
Jackson was at Motown. His Feel the Fire album, released at the
same time, peaked at number 174 in America and did even worse
in the UK and the rest of Europe. Most industry observers now
believed that Motown was mysteriously intent on wasting
Jermaine's career even if he was married to the boss's daughter.

On Goin' Places, Michael wrote a rhythm number called
‘Different Kind of Lady’, which became a successful club hit but
was seldom played on the radio. It was not issued as a single.
Another song penned by the group, ‘Do What You Wanna’, also
went unreleased as a single. By this time, The Jacksons hadn't had
a number-one record since ‘Mama’s Pearl’ in 1971. Joseph was
concerned. It was painfully clear that the new relationship with
CBS wasn't working out as he had hoped it would for his sons.

Joseph decided to meet with Ron Alexenberg, the man who
had originally signed The Jacksons to Epic, to try to convince him
once and for all that the group should be able to write and produce
its own material. Perhaps Joseph remembered the way Michael
used his own initiative to meet with Berry Gordy when the chips
were down, because he asked his son to accompany him.

Michael was astonished that his father would ask for his
assistance and couldn't help but be suspicious of his motives. Still,
he agreed to go along. Michael considered the group's future so
Important, he was willing to overcome — at least temporarily — his
aversion to his father and cooperate with him on this matter. Just
as Joseph put on his public facade as father, Michael would put on
his public facade as son.
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‘He was still the soft, tender Michael Jackson everyone
thought he was, but something was definitely different about him
by this time,” said James Situp, the Jacksons' pianist and band
director. ‘Everyone who dealt with him closely, family included,
began to tread softly when dealing with Michael. The quiet power
he was gaining was amazing to me. I'd never seen anyone have
that much influence over people without having a stern attitude. |
noticed that when he spoke, people were starting to listen. He was
still outvoted on things, but now it was a bit more reluctantly.
Joseph and the brothers were beginning to give him space. | began
to notice that if they saw one iota of displeasure in his face, they
began to get worried. For sure, things were changing as Michael
was growing up.’

Still, it is not difficult to imagine that his brothers resented
Michael's power. Even if it did benefit them, it didn't feel good to
them that Michael was the one who always ended up meeting with
their record company bosses.

During the meeting with Ron Alexenberg, Michael and Joseph
explained that they were unhappy with the way the Jacksons'
careers had thus far evolved at CBS, and that the time had come
for the company to finally allow them control over an album. ‘If
you can't do it,” Michael said, ‘then we need to move on. Why
waste more of your money on records that aren't going to sell? Let
us work on our own record. Then, you'll have a hit. Otherwise, you
won't.’

Ironically, and unbeknownst to Michael and Joseph, the new
CBS Records president Walter Yetnikoff had already decided to
drop The Jacksons from the label. In his view, The Jacksons were
no longer commercially viable. With that thinking, he was on the
same page as Ewart Abner at Motown!

The two CBS albums were not successful enough to warrant a
third, said Walter Yetnikoff. Bobby Colomby, then head of Epic's
West Coast artist relations, recalled, ‘The people | was working
with at CBS really wanted me to get them out of the deal with The
Jacksons. They wanted me to try to buy them [The Jacksons] out.
But | felt so bad for these guys. I liked them. | said to myself, “My
God, if I give these people a hundred thousand dollars to go away,
they're going to take it, pay their bills and then be out of the music
business for ever.”
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Imagine the humiliation Joseph and his sons would have
suffered if, after all they had gone through to sever their ties with
Berry Gordy, the new label's president were to them drop them
from his roster. Bobby Colomby was right; the setback probably
would have finished The Jacksons for good, and Joseph would
have been blamed for the act's demise.

Luckily for all concerned, Bobby Colomby managed to
convince his bosses to give The Jacksons one more chance at Epic.
This time, the brothers would have more involvement in their
work. If they failed, they would have no one to blame but
themselves. So, when Michael put forth just that proposition at the
meeting, Ron Alexenberg agreed to it. It was a done deal, anyway,
before Joseph and Michael even got to the meeting. However,
father and son apparently needed to show the label executives that
they had the incentive and drive to take on a project of their own
before they would be guaranteed the company's full support.

“That went pretty well, didn't it, son?’ Joseph said in the
elevator after the meeting. He emphasized the word ‘son’. They
were descending in a car full of CBS executives and employees
during lunch hour. Michael was observed smiling bitterly at his
father. He later recalled that the subsequent ride back to the hotel
was ‘a silent one’. When they got back to the hotel, as Michael
recalled it, Joseph put his arm around Michael's shoulder as they
walked through the lobby. “You're a winner, Michael,” he told him.
‘All my boys are winners. Every single one of 'em. You got that?’

‘I got it, Joseph,” Michael said. ‘I got it.’

P

The Wiz

By 1977, nineteen-year-old Michael Jackson happened to find
himself on the same career path as his mentor, Diana Ross. He
wanted to begin making decisions regarding his own future, just as
Diana, who had been dominated by Berry Gordy for seventeen
years, was beginning to break his hold on her. Determined to be a
film actress, she was anxious to find a property in which to star,
and one she could claim responsibility for finding — unlike her
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previous two opuses, Lady Sings the Blues and Mahogany, both
Motown discoveries.

At the same time, through a production deal with Universal,
Berry Gordy's Motown Productions had acquired The Wiz, a
musical based on L. Frank Baum's classic, The Wonderful World of
Oz. The Wiz, an all-black production, had opened on Broadway in
January 1975 and gone on to win seven Tony awards.

By 1977, Rob Cohen, a twenty-four-year-old white
wunderkind who headed Motown Productions, had been trying to
launch The Wiz for some time. He recalled that the project was
intended to be a low-budget film featuring Stephanie Mills, who
had starred in the Broadway play. Stephanie had also been a
Motown artist, though her experience at the company was less
than satisfying for her; her one album for the label, For the First
Time (produced by Burt Bacharach and Hal Davis), was a
commercial disaster when issued in 1975, despite the fact that it
was an excellent recording. Appearing in the motion picture
version of The Wiz would have been a coup for her. However,
when Diana Ross decided that she wanted to play Dorothy, it was
all over for Stephanie Mills. ‘I absolutely believed in Dorothy and
in her search to find who she is,” recalled Diana. ‘It seemed so
very parallel to who | am.’

To Diana, this film presented an opportunity to demonstrate to
Berry that she had not only talent but creative vision, as well.
Berry disagreed. He thought casting her in The Wiz was a dreadful
idea which only encouraged Diana to want the role even more. A
tug-of-war ensued between Svengali and protege. Eventually
Diana prevailed.

Practically everybody at Motown agreed that, at thirty-three,
Diana was too old to, as Berry put it, ‘play anybody's damn
Dorothy’. Still, Berry and Rob Cohen secured a million-dollar
contract with Universal for her. ‘I wanted to do this project, and |
honestly didn't care what | was going to be paid,” Diana said at the
time. ‘I was very happy, though, to be paid what, at this point in
my life, | should be getting paid.’

After the Ross casting, Berry decided to give full
responsibility for The Wiz to Rob Cohen. Rob then recruited
director Sidney Lumet, whose film credits included Serpico, and

171



Dog Day Afternoon and Equus. He'd never before directed a
musical.

Sidney Lumet's concept was to make the film a modern-day
Manhattan fantasy using actual New York locations. Diana would
play a twenty-four-year-old school teacher — Dorothy — who is
whisked into Oz by a blizzard. The late Ted Ross and Nipsey
Russell were hired to play the Lion and Tin Man, respectively.
Richard Pry or and Lena Home were also featured players. It was
also Sidney's idea to cast comic Jimmie Walker, best remembered
for his overblown portrayal of the loud-mouthed J.J. on
television's black sitcom Good Times, as the Scarecrow. However,
Rob Cohen wanted Michael Jackson for the role.

‘I was always impressed by Michael,” Rob recalled. ‘He struck
me as being so polished, yet still pure. Plus, he could sing — which
Jimmie could not do — and this was a musical.’

When Rob suggested to Diana that Michael might be right for
the part, she agreed, whole-heartedly. It was she, then, who
suggested it to Michael. Though he'd seen the Broadway play a
half-dozen times and, obviously, loved it, Michael was reluctant.
He felt that Berry Gordy might use his influence to have him
rejected because of the bad blood that still existed between
Motown and the Jackson family. Diana reassured him that he
would be given a fair chance. A few days after Michael auditioned,
Sidney Lumet telephoned him at the Encino estate to tell him that
he had the job.

Joseph did not want Michael to have the kind of solo attention
a major movie would generate for him. Since family prosperity
through unity had always been Joseph's goal, he was never one to
encourage individuality within the group. When Michael recorded
solo albums at Motown, it was with the understanding that
Jermaine and Jackie have the same opportunity. (Tito and Marlon
also worked on solo album projects for Motown, though the
records were never released.)

Of course, Joseph knew that without Michael's voice,
personality and charisma, The Jacksons would be a completely
different kind of act, and maybe not a good one, either — especially
now that Jermaine was gone. Working with his brothers had never
been a problem for Michael in the past; he was always group-
minded. However, now that he was older, he was beginning to feel
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constricted by the group's democratic mentality. And, the fact that
they were all so unsupportive of his solo dreams made him feel
that, at the core, they were just being selfish.

Though Joseph had been trying for years to find a property
that would star all of The Jacksons, the brothers didn't really care
about making movies as much as Michael. ‘I watch movies
constantly and envision how it would have been if | could have
been the star,” he recalled. ‘I wanted nothing more than to be a
movie star.” As much as he wanted the role of the Scarecrow,
accepting it was not easy for him. In order to do so, Michael had to
defy Joseph and risk the disapproval of his entire family. Also, he
was going to have to perform in a strange medium. A weekly TV
variety show that he loathed doing was insufficient preparation for
a major movie role. Michael, always the perfectionist, wondered if
he would be up to the challenge. Though he agonized over what to
do, in the end he decided to follow his heart. ‘I'm doing the
movie,” he told Joseph. ‘I hope you'll support me.”

‘Well, if | can't talk you out of it, then go ahead and do it,’
Joseph said. ‘But don't say | didn't warn you. It's a big mistake.”

Michael became upset. “You're the one always telling us about
winners and losers,” he said, according to his later recollection.
‘Now you're telling me not to do this thing when | know | can be a
winner at it.”

Joseph had to think about that comment for a moment. ‘It's a
gamble, Michael.’

‘Sure,” Michael said. ‘Just like all the gambles you took,
Joseph. Just like the one when you brought us out here.”

“You're right,” Joseph said with a smile. ‘Do the movie,
Michael. Take a shot. You're the man. But always remember one
thing?’

‘Winners and losers?’ Michael asked, referring to his father's
credo.

‘No,” Joseph said. ‘Remember that you are a member of this
family, and a part of a singing group with your brothers, no matter
what you do. Family, Michael, that's everything.’

The two men smiled at each other. If things had been different
between them, perhaps they would have embraced but that wasn't
how their relationship worked. Michael gave his father a thumbs-
up and dashed off.
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The brothers did not share Joseph's benevolence where
Michael and The Wiz was concerned.

“To tell you the truth, we thought he was biting off more than
he could chew,’ recalled Jackie. “We didn't think it was right for
him, or good for the group. So, yeah, we kinda wished he wouldn't
have done it.’

However, Michael refused to deny his dream simply because
his brothers did not share it. He's a born gambler, though few
thought of him in that way at the time. Exhilarated by his
Imagination, he wanted to take chances. ““I have to make this film
for personal reasons,” he told me,” Rob Cohen recalled. ““There
are things | have to prove to myself, and to a few others.”’

The Wiz offered Michael a temporary avenue of escape from
the negativity of his male siblings and father. When he moved to
New York in July 1977 to begin the film, he asked LaToya to
accompany him. The two resided in an exclusive two-thousand-
dollars-per-month, thirty-seventh-floor apartment located in
Manhattan's expensive Sutton Place. These few months would be
the first time the two Jacksons had ever been away from the rest of
the family. Katherine was nervous about her children being off on
their own, but she decided that it would be best if someone could
be with Michael, ‘and LaToya's being there was as close to me
being there as possible. She and | were so much alike back then.’

Because LaToya was anxious about her time away, she turned
to chocolate for comfort. ‘She ate chocolate the whole time she
was in New York,” Susie Jackson said. ‘She became addicted. She
told me that it got so bad, she had such chocolate fits, that she
would take Hershey's cocoa and just mix water with it and drink it,
that's how addicted she was to it. By the time she came back, she
had gained twenty pounds.’

Though LaToya was apprehensive about being away from
home, Michael basked in his new independence. ‘He was nothing
like the odd Michael Jackson you hear about nowadays,” Rob
Cohen remembered. ‘Back then, he was great fun; we had the best
time. He, LaToya, me and some of the others involved with the
project would go to clubs every night to dance. He was not fearful
of going out in public, then. He was excited, like a little kid in a
playground. The only thing on his mind was work during the day —
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and I've seldom seen anyone work as hard other than, perhaps,
Diana Ross — and play at night.’

Filming the $24-million movie — at the time one of the most
expensive films ever produced — took place from 3 October
through 30 December 1977, at Astoria Studios. It was hard work,
six days a week. Michael would awake at four in the morning in
order to leave for the studio by 5:30. Following her mother's
instructions, LaToya would prepare an early breakfast for her
brother, usually consisting of orange juice, bacon, buttered toast,
herb tea and oatmeal. Michael's makeup for his role as Scarecrow
took cosmetologist Stan Wilson five hours to apply.

‘I loved it,” Michael told me after the film was done. ‘I was the
Scarecrow from the time the makeup was put on until the time it
came off, which | hated.” Sometimes, he said, he would even go
home at night wearing the makeup. It was a welcome cover for his
acne, he said. Once it was applied, and his phony nose and fright
wig of steel-wool pads were in place, Michael could walk around
and not be recognized - though, of course, he drew more attention
in that get-up than he would have without it.

‘Manhattan was full of excitement for Michael,” Rob Cohen
recalled. “He met Jacqueline Onassis at the Rainbow Grill. He
talked about her for days afterwards, how glamorous and
sophisticated she was, how he hoped one day to know her better.
He met Caroline and John Kennedy at the Robert Kennedy Tennis
Tournament. He did more socializing then than he does today,
sometimes with Diana.’

There was actually a bit of tension between Michael and
Diana during production. In July, the cast began rehearsing their
musical numbers at the St George Hotel in Brooklyn. Michael was
an accomplished dancer; however, Diana had to work at it.
Whereas, Michael could remember the choreographer's direction
Immediately and execute the step with precision, Diana would
have to rehearse for hours and would still have some trouble with
it. During one particularly trying session, she pulled Michael
aside. “You're embarrassing me,” she said, urgently.

‘What do you mean?’ Michael asked. His surprise was
genuine.

“You're learning the dances too quickly.’
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‘I was sort of shocked,” Michael told me. ‘I didn't mean to
embarrass her, that's for sure. So | tried to act like I didn't always
know what | was doing, so | could make her feel better.”

Michael had only happy memories to share with the press
where Diana and The Wiz are concerned. ‘She would come into my
dressing room every day and ask what she could do to make things
more comfortable,” he said. ‘She was like a mother to me. | love
her very much.’

At this time, a nineteen-year-old friend of Michael's, Theresa
Gonsalves (whom he first met in November 1974 when she went
to Las Vegas to see the group for her sixteenth birthday),
telephoned him to say she was going to New York for a visit. They
made plans to see each other in New York.

‘When | got to the apartment building, he told the doorman to
send me up,’ Theresa recalled. “Toya answered the door. She was
irritated. “Michael didn't tell me that the two of you made plans,”
she said. It was as if he was supposed to check with her before he
made plans, and he hadn't.

‘So | asked 'Toya where he was, and she said that he was in
the kitchen baking chocolate chip cookies. After Michael and |
talked and ate the cookies, | took a look around. The suite had a
balcony. Michael used to like to hang over it like he was going to
jump. He loved acting like a fool to upset his sister. 'Toya had the
most wonderful room, a real showplace with a huge bed and a
mirror above it, a penthouse bedroom befitting a star. Michael had
a small, simple bedroom with a twin-sized bed in it and a desk. |
asked myself, Why does she have such a great room and he's stuck
with this?’

One day, Michael returned from the studio very excited about
a new structure that had been built for his character at the studio.
‘Follow me,” he told Theresa. She followed him into his modest
bedroom. As the two of them stood at his desk, he started showing
her a scrapbook of photographs of the movie set.

‘So what do you think? Great, huh?” Michael asked.

‘Yes, you're so lucky,” Theresa enthused.

Michael closed the book and looked into Theresa's eyes,
thoughtfully. He tilted his head and leaned over to her, awkwardly.
At that moment, LaToya walked into the room. “What's going on
in here?’ she wanted to know. Michael pulled back nervously.
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‘So anyway, | uh...” he stammered.
Years later, Theresa would recall, ‘I wanted him to kiss me so
badly. And | know he would have if ‘'Toya hadn't surprised us.’

F_

A Rendezvous with Destiny

After The Wiz was filmed and before the movie was released, it
was back to business as usual for The Jacksons. However, Michael
now felt differently about his family and his career. Satisfied with
his work in New York, and having been praised by people whose
opinions mattered to him, he was filled with a new confidence in
himself as an individual artist. He wanted to begin work on the
solo album he had been promised by Epic as soon as possible,
even though the rest of the family wanted to concentrate on the
third Jacksons group album for the label. The family won again.

The group went into the studio to record Destiny, the first
Jacksons album said to be written and produced by the group
itself. Although the Jacksons did, indeed, write all but one of the
songs, executive producer Bobby Colomby and Mike Atkinson did
most of the production work. When there was some disagreement
as to what credit they should receive, Michael was the only one of
the brothers who felt that Colomby and Atkinson should be
credited as executive producers.

Destiny was, by far, the most exciting Jacksons album to date,
including all of those recorded at Motown. For the first time, the
group put together a cohesively structured album. There were no
filler songs; all eight songs were noteworthy.

What's more Michael had never sounded better than he did on
this album. His performance on the dreamy ballad ‘Push Me
Away’, with its orchestral sweep and rapturous melody, is carefree
and effortless. Yet upon closer inspection, it becomes obvious that
Michael's delivery is tightly measured and precise. He knows
exactly how to settle his mind on the heart and story of a song in
order to create the proper mood. As a result of years in the studio
and in front of audiences, and a genuine love for singing, he had
become an intuitively brilliant stylist.
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Though off to a bad start with the high-flash pop of ‘Blame It
on the Boogie’ (a single that didn't even make the Top 40 in the
US, but sailed into the Top 10 in Britain),Destiny would fare much
better than Goin' Places. The real showcase was the mesmerizing
‘Shake Your Body (Down to the Ground)’, written by Michael and
Randy. Released in February 1979, it was the biggest hit of the
album, peaking at number seven on the pop charts and selling two
million copies globally. ‘Shake Your Body’ personified the
contemporary disco trend with its crackling lead vocal by Michael,
whip-snapping chorus from the brothers and insistent, persistent
backbeat. It is still regarded by many music critics as the perfect
dance record and one of The Jacksons' strongest efforts.

The Jacksons did many interviews with the press to discuss
their new album, often emphasizing that they had been writing
songs for years, but Destiny marked the first time they'd been able
to dominate an album with their own compositions. They had left
Motown to do just this and had good reason to feel triumphant.
They certainly could not be criticized in terms of their ability to
write songs; they proved themselves with Destiny. However, what
was striking about the brothers at this time is how they were still
unable to discuss their music with authority. Rather, the brothers —
Jackie, twenty-seven; Tito, twenty-five; Marlon, twenty-one;
Michael, twenty, and Randy, sixteen — were ambiguous in their
comments, merely serving up heaps of platitudes about how
‘wonderful’ it was to write and produce their own music. Because
of their early training at Motown to say only what they were told
to say, now that The Jacksons could express themselves freely to
the press, they didn't know how to do it.

| was one of the reporters the Jacksons spoke to when they
were promoting Destiny. Since | had interviewed them so many
times in the past, | knew to stay clear of in-depth musical
discussions. Still, my time with them that August day in 1978 was
memorable, not so much as for what they said about their work as
for what | observed about their relationships with one another.

When | pulled up to the Jacksons' Encino estate with my
photographer, the ominous, black wrought-iron gate was open so
we were able to drive right through, into the circular driveway,
upon which was parked a cache of Cadillacs, Rolls-Royces and
Mercedes-Benzes. Three sentry dogs, penned up at the end of the
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drive, hurled themselves against the chain-link fence, their
ferocious barks in stark contrast to the high-pitched cries of three
large peacocks also caged, nearby.

Looking around, | noticed the custom-made street sign,
JACKSON 5 BOULEVARD, on a nearby tree trunk. I remembered
the barbecue | had attended a year earlier during which Michael
and Jermaine proudly nailed the sign, made for them as part of
‘Jackson 5 Day’ in Gary, to the tree. To my left was the court
where | and a few other weakling reporters stood on the sidelines
with Michael, Janet and LaToya while the brothers and members
of the Temptations played ball. When | glanced up at the two-
storey house, | noticed four people looking down at me: Michael,
LaToya, Randy and Katherine had their solemn faces pressed
against the glass panes, almost as if prisoners in a compound.

Twenty-two-year-old LaToya, looking fresh and young in a
white tennis outfit, answered the front door to us. When Michael
approached seconds later, she excused herself, dashed out into the
driveway, got into a sporty red Mercedes convertible, and sped off,
the brakes screeching.

‘Glad you could make it,” Michael said as we shook hands.
‘Good to see you, again.” He was wearing a yellow Jaws T-shirt,
black jeans and a safari hat, around which his Afro billowed. His
feet were bare. He spoke in an odd falsetto whisper, which seemed
even softer than it had the last time we talked. In exactly a week,
he would turn twenty.

Michael led us through the house towards the living room. A
huge yellow and green parrot sat perched on a ledge outside the
window, shucking peanuts. A red, blue and yellow cockatoo-eyed
us warily through another window. It let out an ear-piercing
screech as we sat down.

‘How come you're not getting your guests lemonade?’
Katherine asked Michael when she came into the room. Though
she had a limp, she walked into the room with total self-assurance
and a bearing that could only be described as regal. She was forty-
nine.

‘Oh, sorry,” Michael murmured. He dashed off to the kitchen,
giving me an opportunity to catch up with Katherine while the
photographer set up his equipment.
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The living room's decor was a mixture of pale yellows, soft
greens and stark white splashed with pink. It was a bit on the
garish side. Katherine told me that she had designed the motif
herself, an assignment for a home-decorating class. She was
getting ready to redecorate their kitchen, she said. She then
mentioned that Michael's favourite foods at that time were hot
apple turnovers and sweet-potato pies. ‘Lately, | can't get him to
eat anything. | try and try,” she said, dismayed. ‘I keep thinking
he'll eat when he gets hungry, but the boy never gets hungry. Have
you noticed how skinny he is? It worries me.’

| looked around. ‘These last few years have sure been good
ones,’ | observed. ‘Maybe the best of your life?’

‘Not really,” she answered. ‘The best years were back in Gary,’
she said, her eyes now reflective. “We had one bedroom for the
boys and they all slept together in triple bunk beds. Before going
to sleep, I'd sing folk songs to them. I'd always wanted to be a
country star,” she said, ‘but who'd ever heard of a black country
star, back then?’

Katherine rose and walked to a small, antique writing desk in
a corner. She opened a drawer and pulled out a photograph. ‘We
were so happy, then,” she said, showing me the dog-eared picture.
It was of the entire family in Gary, posing in front of the house on
Jackson Street. ‘I'd give up all that we have now for just one of
those days back in Gary when it simpler. When we first came to
California, | don't know how many times | said, “I wish things
were the way they used to be in Gary.” But things have never been
the same,’ she added, fingering the picture. “It's all changed now.’

Michael came back into the room with two glasses of
lemonade. After handing one to me and the other to the
photographer, he sat in a chair in a lotus position. Katherine
excused herself.

During our two-hour interview, Michael shared his thoughts
on a wide range of subjects. ‘I don't know much about politics,’ he
admitted at one point. ‘Someone told me recently that Gerald Ford
was President.” He chuckled; he was in good spirits, not at all the
shy, reclusive superstar he would become in a few years. | laughed
with him, thinking we were sharing a joke, but we weren't. He was
serious. ‘I remember when he was Vice-President,” Michael
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continued thoughtfully. “That I remember. But, President?” He
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. ‘“That | missed.’

Surprised by his uninformed nature, | asked, ‘How do you
keep up with current events? Do you read newspapers? Watch
TV

‘| watch cartoons,” he told me, his eyes lighting up. ‘I love
cartoons. | love Disney. The Magic Kingdom. Disneyland. It's
such a magical place. Walt Disney was a dreamer, like me. And he
made his dreams come true, like me. | hope.’

‘What about current events?’

Michael looked at me blankly. ‘Current events?’

‘Do you read the newspaper?’ | asked.

He shook his head. ‘See, | like show business. | listen to music
all the time. | watch old movies. Fred Astaire movies. Gene Kelly,
| love. And Sammy [Davis]. | can watch these guys all day,
twenty-four hours a day. That's what | love the most.’

We talked about old movies for a while, and about his
involvement in The Wiz. | then asked what he saw as his biggest
professional challenge.

“To live up to what Joseph expects of me.’

‘Living up to what your father expects of you is a professional
challenge?’ I asked.

Michael mulled over my question. ‘Yes,” he decided. ‘A
professional challenge.’

‘What about the personal challenges?’

‘My professional challenges and personal challenges are the
same thing,” he said uneasily. ‘I just want to entertain. See, when |
was in the second grade, the teacher asked me what | wished for. |
asked for a mansion, peace in the world, and to be able to
entertain... Can we talk about something else?’

‘Do you have any friends that you can really confide in?’

Michael squirmed. ‘No, not really. I'm pretty lonely.’

‘“How about Tatum?’ | wondered.

Michael considered the question. ‘She's nice,” he said. ‘She
was happy for me when | got the part in The Wiz. She and Ryan
were on my side, helping me with my lines. Tatum understands
me. She's gonna teach me to drive a car. She introduces me to
people, famous, famous people.’

‘Any other friends?’
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“Well, I do have one friend,” he said. ‘A very dear, close friend
that | can tell my deepest, darkest secrets to because | know she
won't tell anyone else. Her name is...” He paused for dramatic
effect. “‘Miss Diana Ross.’

“You have deep, dark secrets, Michael?’

He laughed. ‘Everybody has deep, dark secrets.’

At this point, Michael was joined by Jackie, Tito, Marlon and
Randy. We talked about the group's success at Motown and about
the fanatical hysteria generated by their fame.

‘Once at a record store in San Francisco, over a thousand kids
showed up,” Michael said in a hushed tone. ‘They pushed forward
and broke a window. A big piece of glass fell on top of this girl.
And the girl's throat was slit.” Michael swiftly ran his index finger
across his neck.

‘Michael, don't do that. That's gross,” Randy, said.

Michael ignored his youngest brother and continued with his
story. ‘She just got slit. And | remember there was blood
everywhere. Oh God, so much blood. And she grabbed her throat
and was bleeding and everyone just ignored her. Why? Because |
was there and they wanted to grab at me and get my autograph.’
Michael sighed. ‘I wonder whatever happened to that girl.’

‘Probably dead,” Tito muttered, deadpan.

Fans were as much a curse as a blessing. ‘We got these three
guard dogs. One is named Heavy, one is Black Girl, and the other
one don't got no name,” Michael said. “We have to have them,’ he
insisted. ‘Once, a lady jumped over the gate and into the house and
sat down in the den. We came home, and she looked at us and
what did she say?’ He turned to Marlon for help. ‘What'd that lady
say?’

‘She said, “I'm here 'cause God sent me,

‘God sent her,” Michael repeated.

Jackie laughed. “Yeah, God sent her to sit in The Jackson 5's
den and wait for them to get home so she can get their autograph,
and maybe her picture with them, too. She was on a divine
mission.’

‘And then once, a whole family managed to get into the estate
somehow, and they toured the house,” Michael continued. ‘Lookin'
at all our stuff. Findin' all our most private things. And Janet was
here all by herself. It was scary. And sometimes, fans ask weird

Marlon recalled.
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questions. They don't think you're real. Once a fan asked me the
most embarrassing question and in front of everyone. She said,
“Do you go to the bathroom?” | was so embarrassed.’

In the middle of the interview, good-natured ribbing among
the brothers turned nasty when someone brought up the subject of
nicknames.

‘Mike has a nickname,” Jackie mentioned, his eyes teasing.
‘It's a good one.’

Michael's smiling face turned serious. ‘Don't, Jackie,” he
warned. He looked away.

‘We call him -~

‘Please, you guys!” Michael pleaded.

‘Big Nose,” Jackie finished.

The brothers laughed among themselves. Michael shifted in
his chair.

“Yeah, Big Nose,” Marlon repeated, grinning. He reached over
and punched Michael on his arm, playfully. ‘What's happenin', Big
Nose?’ Michael threw Marlon a scathing look. His mouth parted,
but no words came out. He would say little more as long as his
brothers were present.

After the interview, we walked outside to take photographs in
the warm California sunlight. Joseph, a hulking six-footer with a
mole on his face, a pencil-thin moustache, and a diamond pinky
ring the size of a marble, approached me. ‘You see, | have a
philosophy about raising children,” he said, engaging me. ‘My
father was strict. He was a schoolteacher, and he treated me like |
was one of his students, not like | was his son. | never got any
special treatment. I'm glad that happened. | got a strict raising
when | was young, and I've been able to accomplish a lot because
of that. And my kids have gotten a strict raising, and look at what
they've accomplished. I think children should fear their parents. It's
good when they fear you. It's good for them, and it's good for the
parents too. | did my best with those boys,” he said, pointing to
them as they posed for pictures.

‘Have they ever disappointed you?’ | asked.

A sober expression crossed his face. ‘Lots of times,” he
answered. ‘Jermaine's with Berry at Motown, instead of with us.
He chose Berry over me. Do you know how that makes me feel? It
hurts right here.” Joseph thumped the left side of his chest with his
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fist. ‘I've been disappointed other times too,” he continued. ‘But |
don't think | have ever once let my boys down. If | did, too bad for
them. You do the best you can do, raising kids,” he said, smiling.
‘It helped that they had something to look forward to. They always
had entertainment, and me to rehearse them. And they also play
character-building sports like football and baseball.

‘Jackie could have been a baseball player if he wanted to, in
the majors with the Chicago White Sox. They're all good at sports,
except for Michael who never picked up a bat in his whole life.’
Joseph smiled. It was an unexpected moment of gentleness from
him. “Wouldn't know what to do with a baseball bat, | think. We
tease him about it, but he doesn't like it. Michael has always been
sensitive,” he observed.

‘One thing about Michael, though,’ Joseph added, ‘is that ever
since he was four, he wanted to be an entertainer. And he always
wanted to be number one. That's why sports upset him, because his
brothers can whip him and outdo him at sports and he can't be
number one at it. But in music, Michael knows he's number one.

‘And speakin' of Michael, Marlon told me about what
happened. You're not gonna write that part about Michael's
nickname, are you?’ he asked. “That boy is so sensitive about his
nose,” Joseph added. ‘Do you see anything wrong with his nose?
That's all he ever talks about, his damn nose. He threatened to
have it fixed, but what can he do with it? I told him I'd break his
face if he ever had it fixed.” Joseph's green eyes twinkled. He
threw back his head and roared with laughter. “You don't fix
something that isn't broken,” he added. ‘He's got a great nose. It
looks like mine.’

Afterwards, Michael returned to the living room for some final
thoughts about his life and career. As the photographer and |
watched, he crossed his left leg over his right knee and began
absent-mindedly picking at his toenails. “When I'm not onstage,
I'm not the same. I'm different,” he observed. ‘I'm addicted to the
stage. When I can't get on to a stage for a long time, | have fits and
get crazy. | start crying, and | act weird and freaked out. No
kiddin', I do. I start dancin' 'round the house.’

He began to talk rapidly. “It's like a part of me is missin' and |
gotta get it back, 'cause if |1 don't, | won't be complete. So | gotta
dance and | gotta sing, you know? | have this craving. Onstage is
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the only place I'm comfortable. I'm not comfortable around...” he
paused, searching for the right word, ‘normal people. But when |
get out onstage, | open up and | have no problems.” He seemed
flustered, unnerved. ‘“Whatever is happening in my life doesn't
matter. I'm up there and cuttin' loose and | say to myself, ‘This is
it. This is home. This is exactly where I'm supposed to be, where
God meant for me to be.” I am unlimited when I'm onstage. I'm
number one. But when I'm off the stage,” he shrugged his
shoulders, ‘I'm not really...” Again, he paused, trying to find the
right word. “‘Happy.’

Earlier in the day, | had conducted an interview with Sidney
Lumet, director of The Wiz. ‘Michael Jackson is the most gifted
entertainer to come down the pike since James Dean,” Lumet told
me. ‘He's a brilliant actor and dancer, probably one of the rarest
entertainers | have ever worked with.’

| shared Sidney's observation with Michael. He seemed
embarrassed for a moment. Then, he asked, ‘Who's James Dean?’

Later, he began talking about his role as the Scarecrow in The
Wiz. ‘“What | like about my character,” he observed, ‘is his
confusion. He knows that he has problems, | guess you could call
them. But he doesn't know why he has them or how he got that
way. And he understands that he sees things differently from the
way everyone else does, but he can't put his finger on why. He's
not like other people. No one understands him. So he goes through
his whole life with this, uh...” he paused, ‘confusion.’

Michael looked off into the distance, now seeming lost in his
thought process. ‘Everybody thinks he's very special, but, really,
he's very sad. He's so, so sad. Do you understand?’ He fixed his
thoughtful gaze on me and asked, again. ‘Do you understand his
sadness?’

S

The Wiz is a Flop

When The Wiz was released in October 1978, it became a critical
failure and a box-office disappointment. The finished film was an
overblown spectacle, one that most people who were involved
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with would just as soon take off their resumes. Even the
commercial release of ‘Ease On Down the Road’, teaming Michael
with Diana Ross — a coupling that seemed destined for the Top
Ten, in theory — didn't even crack the Top Forty. Berry Gordy, who
had nothing to do with the actual production of the film and didn't
believe Diana should have been cast in it, has never discussed The
Wiz, publicly.

‘It was a big dream that got away,’ said producer Rob Cohen,
in retrospect. ‘A brilliant idea gone wrong. The knowledge that
two years of my life, twenty-three million dollars of Universal's
money, thousands of man hours of labour, and all of the hopes and
dreams of everyone involved went into a movie that didn't stand a
chance makes me sick.’

Despite its failure, the making of The Wiz marked a personal
victory for Michael Jackson. ldentifying himself with the role of
the Scarecrow gave him the opportunity to look within and
discover a new sense of strength and self-confidence. ‘Working in
the movie showed me what makes kings of the world and what
makes giants,” he said. ‘It showed me how | can believe in myself
in a way | never could before.” He also expanded his professional
horizons and, in the process, won the respect of fellow workers,
and even some critics who had panned the movie.

Still, Michael could not ignore the fact that The Wiz was a
failure at the box office. He was shattered by it; he had never
suffered such a high-profile failure. ‘Did | make a mistake?’ he
asked Rob Cohen a few weeks after the movie was released.
‘Maybe | shouldn't have done the film? Maybe | should have
listened to my family. What will it mean to my career?’

‘Look, you followed your instincts,” Rob told him. “We all did.
Don't second-guess yourself now. We have nothing to be ashamed
of. We did the best job we could.’

‘But -’

‘But nothing,” Rob said. ‘Go on with your life and career. Be a
star. You've only just begun.’

Joseph also supported Michael during this disappointing time.
When one of the brothers said something disparaging about the
movie, Joseph gave him a sharp punch on the shoulder. ‘Ouch!
Joseph,’ said the brother. ‘That hurt.’
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‘Ouch, my ass,” Joseph countered. “You don't criticize your
brother. At least he tried. How many movies have you made, big
shot?’

F_

Transition

At the end of 1978, Joseph Jackson severed his ties with Richard
Arons. In Richard's wake, Joseph recruited Ron Weisner and
Freddy DeMann as managers. Both were experienced in the
entertainment field, Weisner as a business manager and DeMann
as a promoter. Joseph felt that he needed the assistance of these
men, both white, in order to insure that CBS would promote The
Jacksons as the company did its white artists. He believed that the
company considered his sons a ‘black act’ and was, therefore,
restricting the way it promoted and marketed them. Joseph's
concern is a common, and often justified, complaint of black acts
signed to record companies, like CBS, which are manned
predominantly by white executives. Like Joseph, many black
managers maintain that white executives don't know how to
market black entertainment ‘across the board’, meaning to white
record buyers, as well as to black. Of course, Richard Arons is also
white, so it was clear that Joseph felt the new managers were more
experienced as well, and had more clout in the music business.

Joseph's strategy worked in America. Destiny sold over a
million copies and reached number eleven on Billboard's album
chart, not bad for a group that hadn't had a major record in some
time.

Destiny didn't do as well in the UK, however. It took six
months for it to be released there, and the highest it hit was
number thirty-three. But it was now accepted that the Jacksons had
sporadic sales in the UK; there was little anyone could do about it.
They simply weren't as hot in England as in the States. That was
fine with Joseph; the focus at this time was on US sales anyway,
not European.

However, Michael was still unhappy. Despite what his
brothers tried to promote, he knew in his heart that he and they
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were not fully responsible for the success of Destiny. CBS had
whipped up quite a publicity frenzy about how terrific the brothers
were as producers, yet it was not true. They hadn't actually
produced that aloum on their own; Michael hated living the lie. He
was too old for such nonsense, he felt. Gone were the days when it
was acceptable to promote such untruths.

Michael had never been dismayed about his life and career as
he was when he finished the 1979 Destiny tour. While on the road,
he had lost his voice making it necessary for Marlon to sing his
higher-register parts while Michael just moved his mouth. He
found the process humiliating. Eventually, two weeks of
performances had to just be cancelled because of Michael's throat
problems.

Throughout the tour, Michael was tired and discouraged and
couldn't seem to find the unlimited supply of energy he had always
relied upon in the past. As enthusiastic as the audiences were to
the show, Michael felt that something was missing from it. Barely
twenty-one, he felt he'd stopped growing professionally; he was
frustrated by being in a group. ‘It was the same thing over and
over,” he told me in an interview after the tour. ‘It was all for one
and one for all, but | was starting to think that maybe | should be
doing some things on my own. | was getting antsy.’

To make matters worse, Michael loathed having to answer to
Joseph and was getting to the point where he didn't even want to
be around him.

Though many industry observers believed that, based on the
success of Destiny, Joseph Jackson had become a brilliant
entertainment manager, Michael was not one of them. In Michael's
view, his father used a shotgun approach to his work: “If you shoot
enough bullets, one will hit the target, eventually,” Michael
explained. ‘But you can also waste a lot of ammunition and maybe
hit some targets you would rather not,” Michael explained. ‘Look
at the way Joseph alienated Berry and everyone else at Motown.’
Some people, Michael argued, determine their target, stalk it as
long as necessary, and then get it cleanly with one shot. “That's the
way to go,” Michael reasoned.

In truth, Joseph would never be able to win with Michael, no
matter how many bull's-eyes he scored. Getting the group away
from Motown was the best thing he'd ever done, but Michael could
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not see it that way. His perception of Joseph was understandably
clouded by his personal views about him, and his judgement of his
father as a child abuser and philanderer. There was no way
Michael would be able to credit Joseph Jackson... with anything...
ever.

Michael didn't feel that the group had made an impact after
leaving Motown and signing with CBS, even though they had a hit
with “‘Shake Your Body’. It wasn't enough. He was tired of The
Jackson 5 image. He knew what he wanted to do: record another
solo album, one for CBS that would fulfil his ambition, expand his
artistry and ease the restlessness that had plagued him since the
Destiny tour ended. Day after day, Michael stayed alone in his
bedroom pondering, as Marlon would later say, ‘who knows what,
he's very secretive.’

His brothers soon realized that something was different about
Michael, and it scared them. ‘Mike was acting strangely,” Tito
would remember. ‘It was as if something had snapped in him. He
stopped showing up at family meetings, and when we discussed
our future plans, he had nothing to offer. Maybe he was plotting to
go out on his own, | don't know. He never did say much. You
never really knew what he was thinking.’

‘I just didn't think it was fair that | had stopped recording solo
albums,” Michael would say years later when looking back on this
time. “Part of our contract with CBS was that | would get to record
on my own. When that wasn't happening because we hadn't been
able to find the time, | started getting nervous and upset.’

When Michael told his father that he wanted to record a solo
album, Joseph's reaction was predictable — supportive but with
qualification. ‘Why not?’ he remarked. ‘You know how I feel
about it, Michael. Do what you want as long as it doesn't interfere
with group business.’

‘What does that mean?’ Michael wanted to know.

“You know what it means,’ his father warned him. ‘Family is
the most important thing.’

Perhaps Joseph wasn't overly concerned about Michael doing
a solo album because, in truth, his albums never amounted to
much: his first two for Motown, Got to Be There and Ben (1971
and 1972 respectively), each sold a little over 350,000 copies,
which wasn't bad. However, his third album, Music and Me
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(1973), sold only 80,286 copies, a dismal showing. His last solo
album for the company, Forever Michael (1975), did a little better
(99,311 copies). Albums featuring all of the Jacksons always sold
better than solo albums; let's not even get into the statistics for
sales of Jackie's solo album which, incidentally, was terrific.
Joseph always felt it was in everybody's best interest to keep the
act together.

Therefore, if Michael felt the need to record a solo album in
order to ‘get it out of his system’, it was fine with Joseph — as long
as the Boy Wonder remembered that his first allegiance was to his
family and to the group, not to himself.

P

Off the Wall

When Michael Jackson set out to make his new solo album, he
didn't know what he wanted to be the final result. However, he
knew what he didn't want, and that was to make a record that
sounded like a Jacksons' album. From the start of his professional
career, someone had decided the sound of Michael's

music. First, it had been Motown's crack production staff and then
the artist and repertoire executives at CBS/Epic. Though the
family was given the freedom to write and ‘produce’ the Destiny
album, Epic insisted that they record a song they didn't write,
‘Blame It on the Boogie’. Other concessions and compromises
were made along the way with the three alobums for that label, and
Michael never felt totally responsible for the results. While
Destiny's hit single, ‘Shake Your Body’, re-established The
Jacksons in the marketplace, many observers in the music business
felt as Michael did, that the brothers had left their magic at
Motown.

Now, Michael wanted more creative freedom. He wanted to do
his next album totally outside the family, even though the brothers
tried desperately to make his solo album a group production as
soon as they heard about it. They were hurt that Michael wanted to
exclude them from the project, but he stood firm. ‘I'm doing this
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on my own,’ he said. ‘They're just going to have to understand. For
once.’

Uncertain as to how to proceed, Michael called Quincy Jones,
who had offered a helping hand during production of The Wiz. The
two had their first exchange one day on the set as Michael
rehearsed a scene in which, as the Scarecrow, he pulled a slip of
paper from his stuffing and read a quote by Socrates. He attributed
the statement to Soh-crates, as if it rhymed with ‘no rates’. ‘That's
the way | had always assumed it was pronounced,” Michael said
later. When he heard the crew giggling, he knew he had it wrong.

‘Sock-ra-tease,” someone whispered in his ear. ‘It's Sock-ra-
tease? ’

He turned and saw Quincy, the film's musical director.*

The older man extended his hand. ‘I'm Quincy Jones,” he said
with a warm smile. *‘Anything | can do to help...”

Michael would remember the offer. A little more than a year
later, he called Quincy and asked him to suggest possible
producers for his solo endeavour. Quincy suggested himself.

Quincy seemed an unlikely choice of producer for Michael.
He had found success in the pop-R'B arena with his own albums,
which were virtual music workshops of musicians, writers and
arrangers with Jones overseeing the entire programme. Quincy had
also found mainstream success with the Brothers Johnson, a
sibling duo out of Los Angeles, whose platinum albums he
produced. Still, most industry observers privately felt that Quincy
was too musically rigid to make a great pop record; many of these
people believed that his records with the Brothers Johnson, for
instance, though successful, sounded too homogenized.

However, Quincy had a long and varied show-business career,
starting as a fifteen-year-old trumpet player and arranger for
Lionel Hampton. Over the years, he immersed himself in studio
work, arranging, composing, and producing for Dinah Washington,
Duke Ellington, Big Maybelle, Tommy Dorsey and Count Basie.
In the early sixties, he was a vice-president of Mercury Records,
the first black Executive at a major label. In 1963, he began a
second career in Hollywood, where he became the first black to
reach the top rank of film composers, with thirty-eight pictures to
his credit, including The Wiz.
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‘I didn't even want to do The Wiz’ Quincy has said. ‘I thought,
There's no way the public is going to accept a black version of The
Wizard of Oz. | kept telling Sidney Lumet I didn't want to do it,
but because he's a great director and because he hired me to do my
first movie soundtrack [The Pawnbroker,1965], I did it. Out of that
mess came my association with Michael Jackson.’

When Quincy and Michael came together in a recording studio
in Los Angeles to start laying rhythm tracks together in 1979, the
artist and producer turned out to be a perfect match. Quincy's in-
studio work method was to surround the artist with superior songs
and fine musicians and then let that artist have free reign. Michael
had been so accustomed to being on a short creative leash, he was
ecstatic when Quincy began taking his ideas seriously. Quincy
recalled that, at first, he found Michael ‘very, very introverted, shy,
and non-assertive. He wasn't at all sure that he could make a name
for himself on his own. Neither was 1.’

Quincy, on the other hand, hadn't worked with unharnessed
brilliance like Michael's since his days with some of the jazz
greats. In Michael, he'd finally found what he'd been looking for in
a talent. As he would tell me, *‘Michael is the essence of what a
performer and an artist are all about. He's got all you need
emotionally, and he backs it up with discipline and pacing. He'll
never burn himself out. Now I'm a pretty strong drill sergeant
when it comes to steering a project, but in Michael's case it's
hardly necessary.’

Quincy was also amazed at Michael's versatility. ‘He can
come to a session and put down two lead vocals and three
background parts in one day,’” he said at the time. ‘He does his
homework, rehearses and works hard at home. Most singers want
to do everything in the studio — write words and music, figure out
harmonies, try different approaches to a song. That makes me
crazy. All I can see is dollar signs going up. Studio time is
expensive, and that's why someone like Michael is a producer's
dream artist. He walks in, prepared. We accomplish so much in a
single session, it stuns me. In my opinion, Michael Jackson is
going to be the star of the eighties and nineties.’

The two developed a close rapport outside the studio as well,
and over the years, Michael would think of Quincy as a hip father
figure. Michael would confide in Quincy and take direction from
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him in a way that reminded many observers of the kind of
relationship the public thought Michael had with Joseph. However,
Quincy was the antithesis of the natural father who used to hit
Michael to get him to perform up to expectations.

‘When I'm in the studio, | don't believe in creating an
atmosphere of tension or hostility,” Quincy once told Oprah
Winfrey in an interview. ‘That serves no purpose. | believe in
creating an atmosphere of love.’

Finally, after listening to hundreds of songs, Michael and
Quincy decided on a batch to record. Among them were three
Michael Jackson compositions: the funky ‘Don't Stop Til You Get
Enough’, the dance-floor scorcher “Working Day and Night’, and
the prowling, urgent ‘Get on the Floor’ (co-written with Louis
Johnson, bassist of the Brothers Johnson).

Quincy sought to balance the mixture of songs with melodic
pop ballads like the emotional and symphonic ‘She's Out of My
Life’, contributed by songwriter-arranger Tom Bahler; the bright,
melancholy ‘It's the Falling in Love’, written by David Foster and
Carole Bayer Sager; the cute, sugary Paul McCartney song
‘Girlfriend” and most significantly, the romantic, mid-tempoed
‘Rock with You’, the driving ‘Burn This Disco Out’, and the
mighty ‘Off the Wall’, (which would end up as the title of the
album), all written by Rod Temper-ton, chief songwriter and
keyboardist for the Britain-based pop-R'B band, Heatwave.

With the songs selected, Quincy Jones then summoned a
handful of crack session players — keyboardists Greg Phillinganes,
George Duke and Michael Boddicker; guitarists David Williams
and Larry Carlton; bassist Louis Johnson; percussionist Paulinho
DaCosta; and the Seawind Horns, led by Jerry Hey — and they all
went to work.

During ‘Don't Stop 'Til You Get Enough’ (which would
become Off the Wall's first single), Michael unveiled a playful,
sexy falsetto no one had ever heard from him before. All of the
right elements were in place on this song: an unstoppable beat, a
meticulous, well-balanced delivery of lyrics and melody and a
driving energy. Michael explained that he couldn't shake the song's
melody when it came to him one day. He walked throughout the
house humming and singing it to himself. Finally, he went into the
family's twenty-four-track studio and had Randy put the melody
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down on the piano (Michael can't play). When he played it for
Quincy, it was a done deal: it had to be on the album.

‘Don't Stop’ was released on 28 July 1979. In less than three
months, it was top of the charts, Michael's first solo number-one
record in seven years. It soared to number three in the UK, a huge
hit for him. It was also the subject of his first solo video. When
compared to the kind of musical videos Michael would do in just a
few years, ‘Don't Stop 'Til You Get Enough’ comes across as
primitive. In the only attempt at innovation, Michael appears
briefly dancing in triplicate. Still, it's fun and memorable because,
after all, it's the first one.

The album that resulted from all of Michael's work with
Quincy, Off the Wall, was released in August 1979. Almost as
much attention had been lavished on the album jacket as on the
record itself. The cover photograph showed Michael smiling
broadly and wearing a natty tuxedo — and glittering white socks.
“The tuxedo was the overall game plan for the Off the Wall album
and package,’ said Michael's manager at the time, Ron Weisner.
‘Michael had an image before that as a young kid, and all of a
sudden, here was a hot aloum and somebody very clean-looking.
The tuxedo was our idea as managers,” Ron concluded. ‘The socks
were Michael's.”

Fans and industry peers alike were left with their mouths
agape when Off the Wall was issued to the public. Engineer Bruce
Swedien had made sure Quincy Jones's tracks and Michael
Jackson's voice showed to their best advantage. Michael's fans
proclaimed that they hadn't heard him sing with such joy and
abandon since the early Jackson 5 days. The album showcased an
adult Michael Jackson, for the first time a real artist, not just
someone's vocal stylist.

Michael Jackson had officially arrived. The performances
revealed sides of him never before heard by record buyers. For
instance, no one knew Michael could be as smooth and
sophisticated as he was on the album's outstanding track, Stevie
Wonder's ‘I Can't Help It’. The song was important to the project
because its luscious chord changes were the closest Michael had
ever come to singing jazz on record.

Even more revealing was an emotional Michael crying real
tears on the tail end of ‘She's Out of My Life’. (Jones would later
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comment that Michael cried every time they cut the vocals. After
several attempts with the same results, the decision was made to
leave the tears on the track.) The understated arrangement of this
song, also a crowd-pleaser with its sparse keyboard
accompaniment, allowed Michael to soulfully plead his regret of
lost love in a touching, sometimes searing, delivery.

When ‘Rock with You’ also made number one, and then ‘Off
the Wall’ and “‘She's Out of My Life’ both went to number ten,
Michael became the first solo artist to have four Top Ten singles
from one album in America. In Britain, Off the Wall also made
recording history with five hits released from a single album.
Although it would sell six million copies worldwide, it never went
beyond number three in the US and number five in the UK.
Michael was excited but cautious. ‘It's a start,” he said.

Joseph was a bit concerned. ‘This thing with Michael, it's
good,” he said to one of the family's attorneys. ‘I'm proud of the
kid, but I'm worried.’

‘About what?’ asked the lawyer.

“Too much independence,’ Joseph said. “It's not good.’

“You know, throughout history, stars have left groups,” said the
attorney. ‘Sammy Davis left his family. Diana left The Supremes.
Smokey left The Miracles. It happens. You can't keep a good star
down.’

Joseph shook his head. ‘Not in this family, it doesn't happen,’
he said. ‘Michael knows. He knows, ’

When Off the Wall won only one Grammy (in an R'B
category), Michael was crushed. ‘It bothered me,” he said. ‘I cried
a lot. My family thought I was going crazy, because | was weeping
so much about it.’

‘He was so disappointed,” Janet concurred. ‘I felt bad for him.
But he finally said, “You watch. The next album | do, you just...
I'll show them.””

For his part, though, Joseph wasn't so disappointed. ‘I think
it's good to keep things in perspective,” he said, privately. “The boy
doesn't need more success, he needs to get into the studio with his
brothers. That's what he needs.”

S
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Michael Turns Twenty-one... and
Gets His Own Lawyer

On 29 August 1979, Michael Jackson turned twenty-one. Even
though he, as a Jehovah's Witness, did not celebrate his birthdays,
we in the media did, especially the important ones. | had
interviewed Michael for magazine articles to mark important age
milestones — ‘Michael Turns 16°, “Michael Turns 18’ and even
‘Michael Turns 20° — so | was happy to meet with him once again
for, yes, ‘Michael Turns 21°. It was a turning point in his life, and
he felt it in a keen way. He had come of age, was about to take his
life and career into his own hands. ‘I really feel that being a man is
doing exactly what you want to do in this life and to do it
successfully and to conquer a goal,” he told me. ‘Age is just a
number, | know. I'm no more a man now than | was yesterday. But,
still, it means something to me to be twenty-one. I've seen a lot,
done a lot. However, now | think things will be different for me,
better.

“To me, Walt Disney is a real man,” he observed. ‘Charlie
Chaplin, a real man. Fred Astaire, a real man. Bill Robinson, a real
man. Not only did they achieve goals, but look at how much joy
they gave other people. People looked up to them. | want people to
look up to me, too. They made paths. | want to make one, too.
That's what being a man means to me.’

Just days after I interviewed Michael, he and Joseph had an
argument, one more bitter than any in recent memory. Michael
decided that the time had come to make it clear to his father that
he wanted more control over his career. Joseph didn't like being
criticized by Michael, but he asked for it. When he inquired as to
the problems Michael had with the way things had gone in the
past, Michael gave him a list of grievances. In part, he didn't like
the way the situation with Jermaine had been handled, wasn't
satisfied with the way the group had left Motown, and was also
unhappy with the recent CBS product, with the exception of Off
the Wall. Wisely, Michael kept it all about business; he left out
personal complaints and certainly didn't address the subject of
Joseph's blatant unfaithfulness to Katherine.

196



‘I let you make that movie, didn't 1?’ Joseph shot back at him.
“This is how you repay me?’

“You didn't let me make that movie,” Michael answered, his
eyes blazing. ‘I'm a grown-up now, Joseph. I'm Michael Jackson. |
make my own decisions.’

‘Why, you little...” Joseph lifted his hand and was about to
smack his son, just like old times. However, he changed his mind.
Michael gave him a defiant look and walked away.

Joseph was as hurt as he was angry. He thought Michael was
being far too critical of him as a manager, and couldn't imagine
how he had ended up with a son who was such an ingrate. When
Michael said he was going to meet with an attorney to investigate
his ‘options’, Joseph was crushed. Prior to this time, Michael and
his siblings only used Joseph's attorneys and accountants. Now
that Michael wanted his own representation, Joseph felt as if his
son didn't trust him. Of course, Michael didn't trust him. Michael
had more than a million dollars in his own bank account now, as a
result of Off the Wall, and he wanted to hang on to it. He realized
that money was power, and if he wished to break away from the
family it was his bank account that would best support that effort —
not Joseph, and not his brothers. All of this information was a rude
awakening for Joseph. ‘All right, fine. If that's what you want,” he
said, defeated. Wisely, he didn't want to further antagonize his son.
He hoped that Michael would not follow through with the idea,
that this particular storm would blow over. He was wrong.

Michael's accountant, Michael Mesnick - who also
represented the Beach Boys — arranged for Michael to meet with
three entertainment lawyers and choose the one he liked best. First
on the list was John Branca, a thirty-one-year-old native New
Yorker with a background in corporate tax law and music industry
negotiations for performers such as the Beach Boys, Neil Diamond
and Bob Dylan. Bright, young, aggressive and determined, John
was eager to make a name for himself in the entertainment
industry.

Because he was more a rock and roll fan, John was only
vaguely familiar with Michael's music and career. However, when
he checked with his colleagues he was told that Michael was
perceived by the music industry as someone with the potential to
be a superstar. John was intrigued. He thought that Michael might
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be an artist he could take to the next level. At the same time, he
felt that an association with Michael could establish his own career
as an attorney.

John recalled that his meeting with Michael was a bit unusual.
Michael took his sunglasses off only once, at the beginning when
he eyed John and asked if the two had previously met. When they
established that they hadn't, Michael smiled and put his sunglasses
back on. Michael Mesnick asked John a list of questions, and
Michael listened to the answers. At first, he seemed shy and
uncomfortable. Finally, when he began to relax, he told John that
the reason he needed representation was that he wanted
independence from his family, ‘once and for all,” and especially
from his father. At that time, The Jacksons had a group contract
with Epic; Michael said he wanted one for himself as a solo artist,
as well as a member of The Jacksons. Also, he wanted all of his
business affairs reviewed, including his publishing deal and his
record sales.

John was enthusiastic, full of valuable information and eager
to assist in any way possible. He was also, as far as Michael was
concerned, the right man for the job. After the meeting, Michael
cancelled the other two interviews, and hired John Branca. John
was impressed with Michael's total belief in himself, he said, later.
It was infectious; John could not wait to get started working for
him.

Early in their relationship Michael confided in John his two
principal goals: first of all, he said, he wanted to be ‘the biggest
star in show business’. Secondly, he wanted to be ‘the wealthiest’.
He told John that he was angry that Off the Wall had only garnered
one Grammy nomination. ‘I sold five million in the US, six
million foreign. That's a big record,” he told him. ‘It was totally
unfair that it didn't get Record of the Year, and it can never happen
again.’

Michael was frustrated by what he saw as a lack of respect
from the entertainment industry. For instance, he felt he deserved
to be on the cover of Rolling Stone and asked his publicist,
Norman Winter, to try to arrange it. “We would very much like to
do a major piece on Michael Jackson but feel it is not a cover
story,” was publisher Jann Wenner's response in a letter to Winter
(dated 27 November 1979).
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When Michael saw that letter, he became exasperated. ‘I've
been told over and over again that black people on the covers of
magazines don't sell copies,” he complained. ‘Just wait. Someday
those magazines are going to be begging me for an interview.
Maybe I'll give them one. And maybe | won't.”

For the next twenty-odd years, John Branca would,
unarguably, be the single most important figure in Michael
Jackson's career. He would negotiate every business deal for him,
become a trusted friend and adviser, and see to it that this talented
kid from Gary realized both of his goals.

John's first course of action was to renegotiate Michael's CBS
contract with the company's president, Walter Yetnikoff. John
managed to secure for Michael the highest royalty rate in the
business at that time: thirty-seven per cent of a hundred per cent of
wholesale, which was the same rate given to Neil Diamond and
Bob Dylan. He also made a deal with Walter and with The
Jacksons' legal representation, John Mason, that Michael could
leave The Jacksons at any time in the future. John Branca worked
it out that if Michael did leave the group, CBS would still be
obligated to record The Jacksons without him. It was a nice
gesture and one that placated Joseph. He fully believed that
without Michael the group could continue because, as he had been
putting it for years, ‘It's not all about Michael.” Of course, Joseph
must have known better, but his focus was always on family.

From this point on, legally and thanks to John Branca,
Michael Jackson would never have to record another song with his
brothers, unless he truly wanted to do it. Obviously, the Jackson
brothers weren't happy with Michael's new independence, but the
full ramifications of the deal would not hit them for a while. They
were accustomed to Michael doing solo albums, and still felt
secure that he would remain with the group. (Of course, in
structuring Michael's freedom, he and John Branca had not
considered the ‘Katherine factor’, soon to come into play: if the
brothers would want Michael to do something he didn't want to do,
they would learn to ask their mother to intervene.)

Michael's new deal was impressive, so much so that his
brother, Randy, who suddenly had solo aspirations, decided that he
wanted to hire John Branca. During a lunch meeting with him,
John asked Michael what he thought of the idea. ‘I think it stinks,’
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Michael told him, according to the attorney's memory. ‘I can't
believe it. | do this one thing for myself, hiring you, and now
they're all gonna try to weasel in on it. You wait, first Randy. Next,
you'll be hearing from Jackie. Probably Tito wants to do a record,
too.’

‘Are you saying you don't want me to represent Randy?’ John
asked with a smile. He couldn't help but be bemused by Michael's
adamant reaction (not to mention the notion of Tito Jackson
making a record).

‘What I'm saying,” Michael told him, his voice crisp and cool,
‘is that | don't want you representing Randy, Jackie, Tito or anyone
else with the last name Jackson, ever. If you do, then we'll be
finished, you and I.”

“You got it,” John agreed.

‘Oh, and another thing,” Michael added. ‘I don't want Randy to
know that this is my decision,” Michael added. ‘I want you to
make it look like it's yours.’

‘Cool,” John said. The two shook hands. They were developing
trust in one another, and nothing could come of such faith but the
very best that the record business had to offer — for both of them.

F_

Joseph's Secret

Many people today think of Michael Jackson as an enigma. It's
ironic that, twenty-some years ago, his father, Joseph, was thought
of in exactly the same way - if not by the public, most certainly by
his family and friends. ‘Sometimes, | think he leads a double life,’
Michael said of his father back then. ‘He is a very mysterious
person.” Of course, Joseph's other life involved the women with
whom he had assignations outside of his marriage. But was there
more? In 1980, office employees at Joseph Jackson Productions
began to suspect that their boss was trying to hide more than just
infidelity.

By early 1980, a nineteen-year-old employee named Gina
Sprague had become particularly close to Joseph. Gina is of
Mexican-English-1rish descent. At five feet five, one hundred
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pounds, with shoulder-length brown hair, she was vivacious,
intelligent and gorgeous. Joseph was taken by her. However, she
insists that she and Joseph were not having an affair, though many
Jackson intimates do not believe her. They were, she says, just
close friends. ‘He needed a friend,” she said. “‘He was so estranged
from his family. Sometimes, he would need to talk. | was there for
him. | knew he had a reputation of being a womanizer, but that is
not what our relationship was about.

‘If he believed in you, he gave you enough strength and
courage to try and attain your goal, even if you didn't think you
could do it. Once | knew him, | could understand why the family
had become superstars. | had to remind Joseph that he should be
proud. I used to tell him, “Sure, Michael and the rest get all of the
attention, but look at where they came from.”

““The kid hates my guts,” he said of Michael. | said, “Joseph,
that's not true.” He said, “You haven't seen the way he looks at
me.” There were tears in his eyes. “The kid hates me, Gina. Hates
my guts. They all do.”

‘One thing that struck me very strange is that Michael and his
brothers and sisters called him Joseph,” she recalled. ‘The first
time Janet came into my office she was about thirteen. She walked
In and, in a very flip manner, said, “Hello. Where's Joseph?” Or
Michael would call. “Hello, Gina, this is Michael. Is Joseph
there?” And | would say, “Your father is in a meeting at the
moment.™’

One day Gina, concerned about Joseph's recent mercurial
behaviour and mysterious disappearances, asked him what was
going on in his life. “I'm not gonna tell you,” he said with some
hesitation. ‘Instead, I'll show you.’

Joseph then drove Gina to a building in a suburban Los
Angeles neighbourhood where he introduced Gina to Cheryl
Terrell. Then, a small African-American child of about six years of
age came bounding into the living room. ‘Daddy! Daddy!” she
exclaimed.

“There she is,” Joseph said with a big smile. ‘My little girl.” He
scooped the child up in his arms and hugged her tightly.

As he later explained it, Joe and Cheryl Terrell had an affair in
1973. The result of that relationship was a daughter, Joh'Vonnie,
born in Los Angeles on 30 August 1974, the day after Michael's
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sixteenth birthday. Joseph Walter Jackson's name appears on the
birth certificate. His occupation is listed as ‘entertainment
manager’. His age was recorded as forty-six at the time of the
baby's birth; the mother's age, twenty-six.

Joseph kept the secret for many years but by 1980 he had
decided to tell his family about his daughter. He wanted to
become more involved in her upbringing and wanted her to be
recognized as a member of the family.

After breaking the ice with Gina, Joseph gathered his sons
together in a dressing room after a performance to tell them that
they had a half-sister. One can only wonder what he thought their
reaction to such news might be — and why he decided to tell them
the news before telling Katherine? Of course, they were all upset.
The sons then told the daughters, who were also hurt and angry.
The children then wrestled with the question of how to tell
Katherine, or, if they even should tell her. What a burden it was
for them to have this information. In the end, according to
LaToya, one of the brothers — it's not known which one — told
Katherine. Of course, she was overcome with understandable
emotions.

After she and Joseph had it out, there was nothing to do but
deal with the situation as it existed. As a practical woman
committed to family values, Katherine put her feelings aside and
agreed that Joseph had a responsibility to Joh'Vonnie and to her
mother. As a way of providing for them, she and Joseph
purchased a three-bedroom home in Van Nuys, a suburb of Los
Angeles, for $169,000. As a trustee of his daughter's estate,
Joseph then signed the property over to Joh'Vonnie. She and her
mother then moved into the home. Katherine could do no more
than that. Her nephew, Tim Whitehead (Tim's mother was
Katherine's sister, Hattie, and his father is Joseph's stepbrother,
\Vernon), said, ‘Joseph wanted the child to be accepted into the
family, but there was no way that was going to happen, I'm afraid.
It was too painful for my aunt, and for the children. This was
difficult, heartbreaking.’

According to Jerome Howard, Joseph's and Katherine's
former finances manager, ‘Katherine told me she went into the
grocery store one day and saw Joseph's girlfriend and the
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daughter. She said she just stood there, frozen. “Jerome, the girl
looks exactly like Joseph,” she said.’

Though Katherine seemed to be acting in a logical and
sensible manner, she was not as unfazed by the news of
Joh'Vonnie's existence as she may have wanted people to believe.
Michael would indicate later that it was at this time that he sensed
an emotional transformation in his mother. She rarely smiled
during these days. Her temper would flare over unimportant
matters. She ever swore from time to time, which was unusual,
and had called Joh'Vonnie a ‘bastard’. When Michael protested,
she suggested that if he looked up the word in the dictionary, he
would find that she was using it properly. Apparently, Joseph's
indiscretions had worn her down, chipped away at her self-
esteem, her pride. She now sometimes seemed bitter and angry.

Even though Katherine was going through an ordeal, and the
family was being torn apart by the recent turn of events, the
Jacksons had no choice but to continue to express a strong sense
of unity to the media. Public relations was an important
consideration. The family had been turning away from reality and
toward image-making ever since they arrived in Los Angeles
from Gary. However, for Michael, nothing would ever be the
same. Joseph's actions had resulted in the ultimate betrayal of his
mother, indeed his entire family, and Michael would have a
difficult time dealing with his father on any level, for many years.
Despite what people may have thought, Michael somehow
expected more from his father.

Though Katherine was clearly angry, and had good reason to
be, she was a religious woman who desperately wanted to be a
forgiving Jehovah's Witness. She would not confide in anyone
about her fury, would not discuss her hurt over what had
happened with Cheryl Terrell and Joh"Vonnie. It was just a matter
of time before her suppressed rage would erupt, especially when
she heard rumours in the summer of 1980 that Joseph was having
an affair with Gina Sprague, the woman in whom he had first
confided about Joh'Vonnie. Some of her friends felt that
Katherine Jackson was much like a time bomb, ticking, ticking,
ticking... about to explode.

F_
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Katherine is Pushed Too Far

As time passed, Gina Sprague began to ‘cover’ for Joseph Jackson
whenever he wanted to visit his daughter. ‘Even though the family
knew about her, he didn't want to flaunt her,” says Gina.
‘Sometimes, they would call and ask for him and, even though |
knew he was with Joh'Vonnie and maybe even Cheryl, | would lie
and say he was in a meeting, or otherwise unavailable. This went
on for months.’

Because Joseph and Gina seemed to share so many secrets, the
word was out in his production company that they were having an
affair. According to Gina, someone in the office began feeding
misinformation to Katherine, who was already suspicious of all of
Joseph's female friends and still reeling from the shock of Cheryl
and Joh'Vonnie.

One day, the phone rang. Gina picked it up. ‘Good afternoon,
Joseph Jackson Productions.’

‘l want you to quit your job,” said a female voice. ‘Do you
hear me? Quit, or we're coming to get you.’

*‘What? Who is this?’ Gina asked, panicked.

The caller hung up.

Gina was upset. She went straight to Joseph and told him
about the mysterious call.

‘Oh, that's just nonsense,” Joseph told her, barely glancing up
from his paperwork. ‘No one is coming after you, Gina,” said. ‘I
promise you. You'll be fine.’

The next day, 16 October 1980, at three o'clock in the
afternoon, Gina was behind her desk in the reception area of
Joseph Jackson Productions, 6255 Sunset Boulevard, Suite 1001
(the same building in which Motown Records was housed), when
Randy Jackson, then eighteen, entered. He asked two other
employees to leave the office so that he and Gina could be alone.
The two employees did as they were told. Randy then also left for
a moment, and returned with Janet, fourteen, and with Katherine.
A bitter argument about Gina's relationship with Joseph ensued.

Then, according to what Gina told police, matters got out of
control and Katherine, Randy and Janet pulled her into a stairwell
and assaulted her. When Jim Krieg, an office security guard, heard
screams, he ran to investigate and later said he observed Randy
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holding Gina against the wall while Katherine pummelled her with
her purse. Upon seeing the guard, Janet hissed at him, ‘Leave,
mister. This is a family affair.” He left, as instructed by the
fourteen-year-old. Katherine grabbed a gold medallion from Gina's
neck. ‘This belongs to me,” she said. ‘Not you.” When one of
Diana Ross's brothers happened by, he asked ‘Mother, what are
you doing?’ [Many of her friends called Katherine ‘Mother’.] ‘Go
about your business, this is a family matter,” she told him,
according to what he later recalled. He ran off, stunned. The rest of
the police report is graphic in its account of the violence Gina says
took place that afternoon.

Joseph was in a meeting with his door closed. When Gina
came stumbling back into the office suite, she was crying. He ran
out of his private office. ‘My God, what happened to you?’ he
asked her. Too upset to speak, Gina collapsed on to the floor.
Police officers and an ambulance, summoned by Jim Krieg,
arrived on the scene. When medics lifted Gina to put her on a
stretcher, she let out a piercing scream. Joseph leaned over and
whispered urgently in Gina's ear, ‘“Tell me, who did this to you?
Was it some crazy fan?’

‘It was Katherine,” Gina said through her tears, her voice
lowered so as not to be heard by anyone by Joseph.

Joseph's eyes widened. ‘But that can't be true,” he whispered.

‘It is true, Joseph,” Gina insisted.

Gina Sprague was taken to Hollywood Presbyterian Medical
Center, where she was treated for multiple cuts, bruises, and a
minor head injury. Joseph did not visit her there. She was released
the next day. Exhausted, she went to bed as soon as she got home.
Just as she was about to doze off, she heard loud voices, as her
friend refused to allow Joseph into the house. Gina got up and
went to the door. “You can let him in,” she said.

Joseph looked worn out from lack of sleep, sapped of his usual
vitality. With some hesitation, Gina's friend left them alone.

‘Why, Joseph?’ Gina asked him, according to her memory.

‘I just can't believe she would do that,” Joseph said, putting his
head in his hands. Gina had never seen him this way before; it was
a shock. Still, she was furious with him.
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“You called the cops, didn't you? Now what's gonna happen?’
Joseph asked. ‘And you, of all people in my life, know how much
| love my family. They're everything to me.’

Gina shook her head in astonishment. ‘I was trying to cover up
for you so you could visit Joh'Vonnie, and this is what happened to
me because of it,” she said, angrily. ‘Don't you even care about
that?’

‘What | care about is my family,” Joseph repeated. He wiped
his eyes with the back of his hand. ‘I have worked so hard,” he
said, reaching into the breast pocket of his jacket. Then, with a
shaking hand, he pulled out an envelope and handed it to Gina.
Inside, as Gina recalled it, there was a cheque for a large sum of
money.

“Take it,” Joseph instructed. ‘It's yours.’

She gave him an incredulous look. ‘I don't want your money,
Joseph,” she said. She crumpled the cheque and threw it at him,
‘Leave my house,’ she demanded. ‘How dare you?’

Floundering, Joseph walked out of the room, his head
drooping. Gina slammed the door behind him.

Michael was stunned by the way his mother, sister and brother
had supposedly attacked Gina. He could not reconcile such a
violent act with the image of his beloved and gentle mother. He
refused to believe it, and insists to this day that it never happened.
Most of the family, though, knows that Katherine had reached her
limit. ‘Basically, Joseph was in love with that girl Gina,” recalled
Tim Whitehead. ‘And my aunt didn't like it and wanted it to stop.
She became extremely upset, and went to the office to see Gina.
After so many years, Kate had just reached her breaking point.
You can only push a person so far.”

Gina decided not to press charges against the Jacksons. She
says that her attorney told her not to bother, ‘because those rich
people will never be going to jail, and you'll be wasting your time
trying to put them there.” Instead, she filed a twenty-one-million-
dollar civil lawsuit against Katherine, Janet and Randy.

Katherine, Randy and Janet denied that the incident ever
happened. They claimed in their answer to the suit that Gina would
never have been injured if she had exercised ‘ordinary care on her
behalf’, which seemed... odd.
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In the end, Gina and Joseph negotiated an out-of-court
settlement, the details of which she is not at liberty to disclose. ‘I
felt sorry for them,” she concludes. ‘I loved that family. | know
that | was the proverbial straw that broke the camel's back, but like
| told Katherine in court, next time, kick his ass. Not mine.’

P

Jane Fonda

At this time, the autumn of 1980, Michael supervised a music
video of the Jacksons' song ‘Can You Feel It?°. Ironically,
considering what was going on at home with Gina Sprague, the
song, written by Michael and Randy, is an anthem to loving human
relations. In the video, the brothers appear as superhuman
behemoths hoisting a colourful rainbow to light the heavens. They
sprinkle Stardust upon the earth, which causes small children of all
races and colours to beam at them with appreciation. Bathed in
rainbow hues, the youngsters gaze up in wonder at Michael and
his brothers. In return, the Jacksons smile down upon the children
benevolently; Michael with the biggest smile of all.

‘It's a nice place Michael comes from,” Steven Spielberg has
observed. ‘I wish we could all spend some time in his world.”

Michael also became close to actress Jane Fonda, at this time
forty-two, about twenty years Michael's senior, who would try to
encourage him to see his mother in a more human light. He and
Jane met in 1980 at a press function in Los Angeles. The two
discussed their lives, both having come from show-business
families, and quickly became close. Some people in Michael's
world have speculated that the reason he gravitated towards
powerful women who seem self-sufficient, such as Diana Ross
and, later, Elizabeth Taylor, was because he had felt so helpless
while watching his mother being abused by Joseph. He viewed
Katherine as weak and victimized, therefore he searched for a
substitute mother, a strong woman he could emulate and respect.
It's as good a theory as any other; who knows? Maybe he just likes
to hang out with divas.
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Jane's Fonda's father, legendary actor Henry Fonda, had been
an emotionally distant, difficult man, much like Michael's father,
Joseph. She understood Michael's anger at the way Joseph treated
his wife, Katherine, had similarly heated emotions about her own
parents, and had worked for years to resolve them. She invited
Michael to stay with her in her cabin on a New England lake as
she and her father, along with veteran actress, Katharine Hepburn,
filmed On Golden Pond. ‘In some ways,’” Jane Fonda recalled,
‘Michael reminded me of the walking wounded, an extremely
fragile person.’

As Michael sat with Katharine Hepburn with a tape-recorder,
she shared anecdotes about her life. “Every one included some
kind of message for Michael,” said Jane, ‘about the way he might
want to handle fame, about the way he might want to deal with his
life. They became good friends. He just thought she was
fascinating.’

While in New England, Michael also befriended Henry Fonda.

He and Jane, though, were the closest. As he told me, ‘We
would go out on the water together in a row boat and just talk, talk
and talk... you name it: politics, philosophers, racism, Vietnam,
acting, all kinds of things.’

Once, Michael and Jane were taking a drive — Jane was behind
the wheel — and they were discussing possible film projects for
him. ‘God, Michael, | wish | could find a movie | could produce
for you,” she said, wistfully. Suddenly, an idea occurred to her. ‘I
know what you've got to do,’ she said. ‘Peter Pan! That's it!’

Tears began to well in Michael's eyes. He wanted to know why
she would suggest that character. She told him that, in her mind's
eye, he really was Peter Pan, the symbol of youth, joy and
freedom.

Michael began to weep. ‘You know all over the walls of my
room are pictures of Peter Pan. | totally identify with Peter Pan,’
he said, wiping his eyes, ‘the lost boy of Never-Never Land.’

When the subject of Katherine came up between them during
one conversation, Michael confided in Jane about the Gina
Sprague incident. According to Bernice Littman, who was a
Beverly Hills friend of Jane Fonda's and worked for her as a
personal assistant at this time, ‘Jane thought the whole [Katherine
vs. Gina.] thing was tragic, and that Michael was too fragile to
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handle it. She also felt badly for Michael's mother and wondered
just how far a woman has to be pushed before she reacts in such a
way. She spent a lot of time trying connect with him, really
worked at it, took it on as a true concern in her life. “I feel a
responsibility to him,” she told me, “just from one human being to
another. He so needs love.” “You have to stop trying to find
strength in other people,” she told him one day during one of their
talks. He was at her home in the library with her; | was in the outer
office. “Your mother has flaws, Michael, just as we all do. But
you're an adult, now,” she said. “Why not let your mother be who
she is, and find your own strength, within?” | don't think Michael
could understand what she was saying. “Can you help me?” he
asked her. “I'm so miserable. I'm having a terrible life.” They
embraced. “You're having a wonderful life, Michael,” she said.
“These are just hard years, but it'll get better. | promise.”

‘Michael sobbed like a baby,” said Bernice. ‘So did I. | stood
outside of the library and just cried. It was so sad. He was so sad.
It was as if he was an alien, just visiting, from another world.’

Meanwhile, in the real world, a CBS Records executive
telephoned Michael to ask him how he should handle the press,
who had begun asking questions about his mother.

‘“What do you mean? Michael wondered.

“The Gina Sprague incident.’

‘Who's she?’ Michael asked, snappishly.

“The woman who got into the disagreement with your mother,
Randy and Janet.’

“That never happened,” Michael said, quickly.

‘But -’

‘I'm sorry,” Michael concluded, ‘but I have to go, now.’

With that, he hung up the phone. Michael was withdrawing
deeper into his fantasy world, a place where such things as his
mother possibly assaulting his father's girlfriend would never
occur. He was becoming more distant, harder to reach. How long
would it be before no one, not even someone like Jane Fonda,
would be able to connect with him? It would simply be too painful
for him to allow anyone to get that close.

S

209



PART FIVE

210



The First “Nose Job’... and Other Freedoms

Despite the inroads he had made towards independence from his
family, by 1981, Michael Jackson still felt that his life was
spinning out of control. When he was onstage, performing, he
could transform himself into the desirable person of his dreams: a
sexy, outgoing, confident person who exerted total control over
himself and his audience. But offstage was another story. When he
looked in the mirror, he saw a person he didn't like very much, a
person who still allowed himself to be controlled by other people,
whose talent was respected but whose opinions didn't matter. He'd
begun to work on some of that with John Branca, but what could
he do about the physical appearance of the man in the mirror? He'd
never felt handsome, that's for certain, and by 1981 he had a litany
of personal complaints, all adding to his deep insecurity.

Michael considered rhinoplasty surgery, popularly known as ‘a
nose job’, as a possibility to thin out his wide nose. Since about
the age of thirteen, he'd always been fixated on the size of his
nose, and his brothers had only made matters worse with their
nickname for him: Big Nose. Wide, flat noses were a Jackson
family trait, inherited from Joseph. Michael had been threatening
to have the surgery for years, but he was too afraid actually to go
through with it. However, in the spring of 1979, he tripped during
a complicated dance routine, fell onstage... and broke his nose.
Fate had intervened; he had no choice. He flew back to Los
Angeles and had his first rhinoplasty.

Gina Sprague recalled, ‘Joseph told me he doubted that
Michael would ever have had the nose job if he didn't have to do
it. That was the first. No one ever dreamed what it would lead to in
the future. After the bandages came off, Michael liked what he
saw.’

The result of that first surgery is the nose seen on the cover of
Michael's Off the Wall album, one just a bit smaller than the one
with which he was born. Indeed, Michael's face had been
surgically transformed, confirming the notion for him that his
appearance was one thing over which he could absolutely exert
control if he wanted to do so. However, afterwards Michael
complained of some breathing problems, and trouble singing. He
was then referred to Dr Steven Hoefflin, who would suggest a
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second surgery. Hoefflin would perform that surgery, and others
that Michael would eventually have on his face.

His friend, Jane Fonda was sufficiently distressed enough
about Michael's new plastic surgery to approach him about it. She
was perceptive enough to speculate that the real reason for the
operations on his nose was not so that he could look like Diana
Ross — as rumoured — but, so that he would not end up looking like
his father, Joseph. She was a different kind of friend for Michael, a
person with more on her mind than just show business. Thoughtful
and direct, she was the only person in his life who actually
confronted Michael about his surgeries. ‘I want you to stop now,’
she told Michael, according to a later recollection. ‘No more.
Promise me you won't go too far with this thing. Love yourself the
way you are, for who you are.’

“‘I'll try,” Michael promised.

‘And stand up straight,” she told him, as if his school teacher.
“You must look like you are somebody important, and that you
understand what you're doing and why you are here. If you at least
look self-confident, maybe you won't be so shy.’

‘Yes, Jane.’

But Michael obviously was not self-confident. By 1980, he
had his new nose, but he was still desperately unhappy. ‘Even at
home, I'm lonely,” he said. ‘I sit in my room sometimes and cry.
It's so hard to make friends, and there are some things you can't
talk to your parents or family about. 1 sometimes walk around the
neighbourhood at night, just hoping to find someone to talk to. But
| just end up coming home.” The notion of Michael Jackson — a
world-renowned superstar - walking around his Encino
neighbourhood in search of someone to talk to is startling. Imagine
the depth of his despair, his loneliness.

The fact that his face was still broken out with acne did not
help matters. Michael had read that the types of greasy foods he
enjoyed contributed to the problem. Jermaine, who also had acne,
became a vegetarian in order to solve the problem. It worked.
Michael decided that he would do the same. One unexpected
consequence of the diet was that he lost weight. Michael was
certainly not fat, obviously, but he still had ‘baby fat’ around his
waist, and his face was full. He longed to be slimmer, to have what
he called ‘a dancer's body’. In time, his figure would become more
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streamlined and the roundness in his face would disappear. His
acne would also clear up. Many people would think that Michael
had ‘cheek implant’ surgery in 1980, but the new, clearly defined
lines of his face were actually brought about by the gradual weight
loss he had experienced after becoming a vegetarian, and also by
the natural aging process.

It was John Branca's suggestion that, if Michael wanted to
forge some independence he might want to consider purchasing
his own real estate. He was twenty-two. Why did he have to live at
home? The idea of moving away from Joseph was exhilarating for
Michael, even though he didn't want to leave Katherine. Still, he
thought he might try it. Therefore, in February of 1981, Michael
bought a three-bedroom, three-bathroom condominium at 5420
Lindley Avenue in Encino for $210,000. He paid $175,000 in cash.
The balance — . $35,000 — came from Katherine. In exchange,
Michael gave her equity in the condominium as sole and separate
property, meaning she did not have to share it with Joseph as
community property. It was his way of giving her a bit of freedom,
as well. Certainly, Michael didn't need her to contribute $35,000.
No doubt, she wanted to pay for the possibility of having her own
freedom, just like her son. “‘Now, if you can't stand him for another
second,” Michael said, speaking of Joseph, ‘you can move here. It
will be great. We could live here together, imagine that! And
without him.”

In the end, Michael could not go through with it; he couldn't
move out, especially since Katherine didn't want to go, either. ‘I
just don't feel it's time for me to move away from home yet,” he
said. “If I moved out now, I'd die of loneliness. Most people who
move out go to discos every night. They party every night. They
invite friends over, and | don't do any of those things.” (In a couple
of years, Michael would move into the condominium temporarily,
along with other family members, when the Encino home was
remodelled. He still owns the condominium today; it has been
used as a haven for his brothers when they have had marital
difficulties.)

In the spring of 1981, plans were being finalized for The
Jacksons to embark on a thirty-nine-city concert tour of the United
States to support their new album, called Triumph. Michael didn't
want to go. One problem he had with touring concerned the
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enormous amount of preparation and work involved. Then when it
was over, it was over — unlike a movie or a video, which is
timeless and lasting. ‘What's so sad about the whole thing is that
you don't capture the moment,” he told me of live performances.
‘Look at how many great actors or entertainers have been lost to
the world because they did a performance one night and that was
it. With film, you capture it, it's shown all over the world, and it's
there for ever. Spencer Tracy will always be young in Captains
Courageous, and | can learn and be stimulated by his performance.

‘So much is lost in live theatre. Or vaudeville. Do you know
how much | could have learned by watching all of those
entertainers? When | perform, | feel like I'm giving a whole lot but
for nothing. I like to capture things and hold them and share them
with the world.’

He really had no choice, however. His family wanted him to
go on the road with them — the tour was projected to gross millions
of dollars for them — the record label had also insisted upon a
tour... so there would be a tour. Michael just hoped that it would,
in some way, unite the family after such difficult times at home.
He was frustrated and upset, but he would force himself along.
Still, some would notice a cold implacability on his face when
with the family at rehearsals. He seemed removed from the
proceedings, not involved, not interested.

Before embarking on the Triumph tour, Michael underwent the
second rhinoplasty surgery recommended by Dr Steven Hoefflin,
‘He didn't tell his family he was doing it,” said Marcus Phillips.
‘He just did it. He came home all black and blue and bandaged,
and Katherine said, “Michael, what in the world happened to
you?” She must have thought he'd been beaten up. “Did you break
your nose again?” she asked. He told her he hadn't, that his doctor
recommended a second operation. Then, he went to his bedroom
and stayed there for a week, coming down to the kitchen every
now and then for some vegetables.

‘One thing | know to be true is that Michael was elated about
the fact that with the second nose job he looked less like his
father,” Marcus Phillips said. “That appealed to him very much. If
he couldn't erase Joseph from his life, at least he could erase him
from the reflection in the mirror. Already, he was talking about
having a third nose job.’
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Even though Michael never discussed his surgery with
anyone, he was crying out for help, becoming obsessed by the
appearance of the man in the mirror, and a dangerous pattern was
beginning to emerge.

In June 1981, Michael and Quincy Jones began work on a
storytelling record book of Steven Spielberg's film, E.T. Michael
would also be featured as vocalist on one song, ‘Someone in the
Dark’, written by Alan and Marilyn Bergman. Michael was so
enchanted by the story of E.T. that he couldn't wait to meet the
animated extraterrestrial ‘actor’ when a publicity photo session
was arranged. ‘He grabbed me, he put his arms around me,’
Michael said of the animatronic robot, his face filled with child-
like wonder. ‘He was so real that | was talking to him. | kissed him
before | left. The next day, | missed him.’

Later in the month, Michael went into the studio with Diana
Ross to produce a song for her called ‘“Muscles’ — named after his
pet snake. Michael was ecstatic about the opportunity to produce a
record for his idol. Some claimed that the reason Michael had his
plastic surgery was in order to look more like Miss Ross.
However, as one Jackson confidant put it, ‘If Michael Jackson
wanted to look like Diana Ross, believe me, he had the millions to
look exactly like Diana Ross. That was never his intention.
However, that's not to say that he wasn't tickled that people
thought he resembled her. “Do you really think | do?” he would
ask, tilting his head in a pose. “Because if | do, wow! How
amazing would that be.””

At this time, Diana had left Motown and was recording her
second album for RCA, Silk Electric. The album was shaping up
to be a disaster and she needed something outstanding on the
collection, which is why she contacted Michael. ‘I was coming
back from England, working on Paul McCartney's album, zooming
along on the Concorde, and this song popped into my head,’
Michael recalled. ‘I said, “Hey, that's perfect for Diana.” | didn't
have a tape recorder or anything, so | had to suffer for like three
hours. Soon as | got home, | whipped that baby on tape.’

Diana has said that Michael seemed intimidated by her while
the two of them worked together in the studio. He couldn't bring
himself to direct her.
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“You're the man,” Diana insisted, an admiring look in her
eyes. “You're the boss on this one.” Diana wanted Michael to take
control of the recording session, but it was difficult for him. ‘In
the end, the song just sort of produced itself,” said a friend of
Diana's. The kinky lyrics of ‘Muscles’ extol the joys of a man's
muscles ‘all over your body’. ‘I don't know whether it's supposed
to be Michael's fantasy or mine,” Diana said when it was finally
released.

Either way, it was a Top Ten record for Diana Ross.

The Triumph tour began in Memphis, Tennessee, on 9 July
1981, and ended with a record-breaking, sell-out, four-night
engagement at the Los Angeles Forum. The biggest numbers of
the show were always Michael's solo songs from the Off the Wall
aloum. There were also special effects arranged by magician
Doug Henning: Michael seemed to disappear into a puff of smoke
after performing ‘Don't Stop 'Til You Get Enough’. Offstage,
Michael also seemed to want to disappear, rarely socializing with
his brothers or the rest of the entourage. ‘This is my last tour,” he
promised anyone who asked. ‘I will never do this again. Ever.’

Being on the road with him made the Jackson brothers realize
how far Michael had distanced himself from them. He started
talking to the press about the possibility of a solo career. ‘I think
that will happen gracefully in the future,” he told Paul Grein of
Billboard. ‘I think the public will ask for it. That's definitely
going to happen.’

It was not what his brothers wanted to hear. It didn't help
them feel any more secure when Michael began involving himself
more in the business end of the show. For instance, one day he
was scheduled to rehearse with the group when someone handed
him a copy of the contract for the trucks that were to carry
equipment for the tour. Michael glanced at it and said, “Wait, |
need to check something with my lawyer.’

“That can wait, Michael,” Jackie said, bristling with anger.
“This rehearsal is important.”

Michael ignored his older brother's remark, left the stage area
and found a telephone. He called John Branca. ‘He wanted me to
explain a paragraph that dealt with what happened if the truck
broke down, if it had a flat tyre, or the road washed out,” John
recalled. ‘I explained the paragraph. He asked a couple of
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questions and said, “Okay, | understand.” He was all about
details, always with the details, wanting to know everything. He
used to say, “It's important that | know.”’

Michael then returned to the stage, signed the contract, and
went back to work.

Around this time Michael finally learned to drive so he could
leave the estate when it became too difficult for him there. Singer
Mickey Free (formerly of the group Shalamar) remembered his
first meeting with Michael in the fall of 1981. ‘I was signed to
Diana Ross's management company at that time. She was staying
at the Beverly Hills Hotel and asked me if | wanted to come down
to her bungalow and meet Michael. Well, who wouldn't?’ he
recalled. ‘So | had dinner with Michael, Diana and Gene
[Simmons of Kiss, Diana's boyfriend at the time]. | was freaking
out because I always wanted to meet Michael, and he was so nice.
So it came time for me to go home. Diana's car had brought me
there, and she said, Okay, I'll call the driver to come and get you.’
Michael very softly said, “Oh, that's okay, I'll take Mickey
home.”’

Diana and Gene were astonished. ‘Are you sure you want to
do this, Michael?’ Diana asked him. ‘Are you sure you can handle
it?’

‘Yeah, | can do it, Diana,” Michael said, confidently.

Mickey got into Michael's Silver Shadow Rolls-Royce, and
the two sped off down the driveway in front of the Beverly Hills
Hotel. ‘Be careful,” Diana hollered after them. ‘Don't drive too
fast, Michael.’

When they got to Mickey's apartment building about fifteen
minutes later, Michael drove around the block a few times before
sheepishly confessing, “You know what? | can drive this thing,
but | don't know how to parallel park it. Can you park for me?’
Michael stopped the car in the middle of the road and the two
traded seats.

‘I rode around the block ten times to find a parking place so
people could see me driving Michael Jackson around in his
fabulous car,” Mickey recalled.
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An Indirect Conversation

By the fall of 1981, despite CBS Records' best efforts to keep the
Jackson family's domestic turmoil a secret, most industry insiders
were aware of what had happened between Katherine and Gina
because of the public filings of the lawsuit litigation. Michael had
made it clear that he did not want to have to face any reporters,
because he was afraid that he might be asked to comment on the
matter. However, the press grind to promote Triumph would
continue, Michael's wishes notwithstanding.

Michael Jackson, who had just turned twenty-three, was a
contradictory figure. He was decisive and determined, as he had
proved a few times along the way, but he was also vulnerable and
confused. Though he was beginning to seize control of his career,
he was still reluctant to sever ties with his family. ‘I'd die if | were
alone,” he told me in a telephone interview on his birthday. He was
unable to leave the womb, to move out of the house. ‘No way,” he
said. ‘I could never leave here.’

Instead of growing up, Michael actually seemed to be
regressing — buying toys, playing childlike games and, for the first
time, actually surrounding himself with children. Young fans who
gathered at the gates of the estate to catch a glimpse of a Jackson
coming or going were now being invited to spend time in the
inner-sanctum with Michael. It was odd behaviour. Jackie now
called him a “Man-Child’, explaining, ‘He's a man, but still a kid, a
wonderful combination.” When asked about the possibility of
having his own children, Michael shook his head, no. He'd like to
raise a child, he said, but it would be one whom he would adopt,
‘in the far future’. He would not procreate, he said. ‘I don't have to
bring my own into the world,” he said uneasily. ‘It's not necessary
for me to do that.”

He continued, ‘One of my favourite pastimes is being with
children — talking to them, playing with them in the grass. They're
one of the main reasons | do what I do. They know everything that
people are trying to find out, they know so many secrets, but it's
hard for them to get it out. | can recognize that and learn from it.
They say things that astound you. They go through a brilliant,
genius stage. But then, when they become a certain age...’
Michael paused. ‘When they get to a certain age, they lose it.’
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| was scheduled to interview this extraordinary ‘Man-Child’
on 3 October 1981, an encounter that was arranged by a publicist
at Epic. In advance, | was warned not to mention Gina Sprague or
ask questions about ‘the incident’ or the state of Michael's parents'
marriage.

| was at my desk compiling a list of questions when the
telephone rang. It was Michael. He got to the point, quickly.
“There's a certain way | want to do this interview,” he told me.

‘Sure thing, Michael. Whatever you like.”

“Well,” he began slowly. ‘I'd like for Janet to help.’

‘Help?’

“Yes. See, Janet is going to sit in on our interview,’ he told me.
“You'll ask her the questions, and then she'll ask me. Then, see, I'll
give her the answers, and then she'll give them to you. How does
that sound?’

‘It sounds strange, Michael. | don't even think | understand it.
Could you explain that to me, again?’

He repeated the scenario and said that it was the only way he
would consent to the interview. ‘So, | hope you understand,” he
said, briskly. ‘Okay, bye.’

‘Wait,” | said. ‘I don't get it, Michael. You're giving me an
interview, but you're not talking to me? What kind of madness is
that?’

‘It might seem like madness to you,” he said. ‘But there are
reasons for the things | do. You just have to try to understand. If
you're willing to do it my way, I'll see you tomorrow. Okay? Bye,
now.’

| wondered if | could conduct an interview in that manner. Did
it make any sense? Of course, | had to try. How could | turn down
the opportunity to engage in, no doubt, the strangest interview I'd
ever had with Michael, or with anyone else, for that matter.

The next day, | arrived at the Encino home in time for the
interview. ‘Sure glad you could make it,” Michael said as we shook
hands. He was wearing a black T-shirt and matching jeans. His feet
were bare. | noticed that his nose was thinner and more defined
than it had been the last time | saw him, which was about six
months earlier backstage at a Patti Labelle concert in Hollywood.
His falsetto whisper of a voice seemed even softer than it had been
at that time.
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After Michael and | exchanged pleasantries in the living room,
Janet, age fifteen, walked in wearing a red leather miniskirt, black
boots, and a plaid sweater. She did not greet me. Rather, she sat at
Michael's side in a robotic fashion, not even acknowledging his
presence.

Michael introduced me to her, as if we had never met. (Of
course, we had.) We shook hands, but she never made eye contact
with me. | sat opposite them.

‘Now, you'll do the interview the way you promised, won't
you?’ he asked.

When | said that | hadn't ‘promised’ anything, he rose from his
chair. “Well, then, we can't do the interview,” he said, his words
clipped.

‘Wait,” | told him, motioning for him to be seated. ‘Let's try it.
Let's start with the new album, Triumph. How do you feel about
it?’

Michael pinned me with his dark eyes and nodded toward his
sister. | redirected my question. ‘Janet, would you please ask him
how he feels about the album.’

Janet turned to Michael. ‘He wants to know how you feel
about the album,’ she said.

“Tell him I'm very happy with it,” Michael said, his tone
relaxed. ‘Working with my brothers again was an incredible
experience for me. It was,’” he stopped, searching for the word,
‘magical,” he concluded.

Janet nodded her head and turned to me. ‘He told me to tell
you that he's very happy with the album,’ she repeated. ‘And that
working with his brothers was an incredible experience for him.”

There was a pause.

“You forgot the part about it being magical,” Michael said to
her, seeming peeved at her for not doing her job properly.

‘Oh, yes.” Janet looked at me with apologetic, brown eyes. ‘He
said it was magical.’

‘Magical?’ | asked.

“Yes. Magical.’

As | tried to think of another question for Janet to ask him, |
scrutinized Michael carefully for the first time that day. It suddenly
struck me that he was wearing makeup; his brows and lashes were
darkened with mascara, his eyelids coated with soft pink shadow.
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Rouge emphasized his cheekbones and... was that lipstick? Yes, |
decided, scarlet lipstick. Today, the notion of Michael Jackson
wearing makeup in day-to-day living (as opposed to onstage or on
camera, where practically all men in show business wear it) is
certainly not novel. Back in 1981, though, it would never have
occurred to anyone that Michael would wear makeup in his home
for an interview. It was applied subtly and with great care. He
looked exotic.

The ‘interview’ went on for about thirty more awkward
minutes. Occasionally, Janet would inject a comment of her own,
in an effort, it seemed to me, to keep the conversation alive.
‘Michael, remember when that girl got upset because she had
heard you had a sex change?’ she said to him. ‘Do you remember
what happened to her? She got so upset, she jumped right out a
window. | think she died,” Janet said. ‘Poor thing.’

Michael looked into space, blankly.

Finally I decided that I'd had enough of the odd exchange and
said I'd rather not continue with the interview. ‘But why not?’
Michael wanted to know. “Wait. Janet will tell you what happened
when | visited Katharine Hepburn last month,” he offered. ‘It's a
good story.’

‘I'd rather you tell me, Michael,” | pressed.

‘Well, I can't...’

There was a small silence between us.

“Then, look, just forget it,” | said. ‘Let's just forget the whole
thing. Michael.’

‘Okay, cool,” he said. Smiling somewhat ruefully, he rose.
‘Nice to see you again,” he remarked, not connecting with my
frustration. ‘Let's do this again, sometime.” Then, he left the room.
Janet threw me a look and extended her hands at me, palms up, as
if to exclaim, Now, look what you've done.

Once alone in the Jacksons' living room, I tried to figure out
what had just occurred. As | was putting my tape recorder and
notes in my brief case, Katherine walked in. She looked
disheartened. ‘Did you just interview Michael,” she asked. ‘Please
be nice to him. The press is so mean these days.” She shook her
head, at a loss. ‘I don't know what to tell you,” she said. She
slumped into the chair opposite me, practically speechless with
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fatigue. It was disconcerting. In the past, she always had such
dignity and poise.

‘I'm worried about him,” she said, finally looking at me. Her
eyes were full of warmth and concern. ‘There's so much pressure,
things are so... difficult.” When she realized she was, perhaps,
saying too much, she stopped herself. ‘Would you let yourself
out?’ she asked me, abruptly.

| had a sinking feeling in my stomach as | walked out the front
door. What is going on in this household? | wondered. While
walking down the driveway, | looked up at the mansion and saw a
face peering out from one of the upstairs windows. It was Michael.
When he realized that | had spotted him, he ducked out of sight.

The next morning, | received a telephone call from Joseph.
Just before | had pulled out of the Jackson estate's gates, | had seen
him in the driveway. | stopped to tell him what had happened. His
cocoa-coloured, weather-beaten face broke into a wide grin. He
shrugged his shoulders, ‘Well, that's my boy,” he said. Now, on the
telephone, he could not have been more apologetic. ‘I'm sorry
about that, man,’ he told me. ‘I was thinking about it, and | wanted
to explain.’

According to Joseph, Michael had told his record company
that he no longer sought direct contact with the media for fear of
questions about ‘that girl, you know, the one we got that problem
with.” | knew he was referring to Gina Sprague. ‘Plus some other
stuff that's going on,” Joseph continued. ‘But when he said he
didn't want to do no interviews, the label [Epic executives] forced
him to. Me, too. | told him he needs to talk to you and the other
guys in the press. It's the right thing to do,” Joseph said. ‘So, what
can | say? He did it his way. Sorry. Guess he wanted some control
in his life, huh?’

‘Guess so, Mr Jackson,” | said. We spoke for about fifteen
minutes. He seemed fine, as if nothing unusual was going on in his
life. “Come on by sometime and do a story on LaToya,’ he told me.
“We got some plans for her. Just wait till you see what we're going
to do. Girl's gonna be a big star. Huge, I'm tellin' ya. Huge.’

When | hung up, | thought about Joseph's explanation.
Michael's tactic might have been ludicrous, | thought, but it's true
that desperate people take desperate measures to make a point...
especially when nobody will listen. | felt a grudging admiration for
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the way Michael had gotten what he wanted. He had manipulated
the situation in order to make a mockery of the promised
interview. | never wrote about the episode. Instead, | cancelled the
feature. Michael got what he wanted: no story.

S

Katherine Tells Joseph to ‘Get Out!’

By the summer of 1982, Katherine Jackson simply couldn't take
any more of Joseph's unkind behaviour. Whatever had happened
with Gina Sprague, it had certainly been a nasty bit of business.
Joseph wouldn't learn, however; either his appetite for women was
Insatiable or he simply couldn't fill whatever emptiness he felt in
his heart. Looking back on it now, it seems he may have been
inflicting his own pain on Katherine to make her identify with
him, so lonely and marginalized did he feel in the family.
Whatever his hidden motivation — and maybe even he didn't
understand it — Katherine suspected he was having another affair.

One day, after a series of ‘hang-ups’ — when she answered the
phone there would be no one on the other end — Katherine walked
into the kitchen to tell Joseph that she was leaving the estate to go
shopping. He kissed her goodbye, on the top of the head. As she
walked down the driveway, the telephone rang again, just as she
suspected it might. She calmly walked into the guest house and,
once there, took a deep breath and picked up the extension. She
listened in as Joseph spoke to the woman with whom he was
apparently having a romantic relationship. He sounded sweet,
happy. Katherine later recalled her heart tightening in her chest.
She felt unsteady and breathless, as if she'd been punched in the
stomach.

Once the conversation was over, Katherine's steps carried her
down the driveway and back into the front door of her home. She
found Joseph in the living room, his feet up on the couch, as if he
hadn't a care in the world. Holding him with her eyes for a
moment, she couldn't believe, as she would later tell it, that he
would do this to her... again. She cleared her throat, loudly.
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‘Oh. Hi, Kate. | thought you were gone,’ he said, springing to
his feet.

‘Il just bet you did,” she responded. ‘I heard your
conversation with your little girlfriend,” she remarked, spitting out
the words. “You bastard, you.’

Then, she let him have it. She pummelled him with her fists.
She pulled his hair. She threw a vase at him. When he ducked, she
lunged for him, again. There was no stopping her. ‘I don't want
you any more, Joseph,’ she screamed at him. ‘I don't need you, any
more. | want you out of this house. You're nothing to me, now.’

Joseph was floored, at least for a moment. ‘Okay, okay,” he
said, his hands up in defence. ‘Not even going to give me a chance
to explain, huh?’ he asked. Now, his tone was even, well-
controlled. It seemed as if he was trying to act unconcerned. How
upsetting, Katherine would later say, for him to act as if he didn't
have enough invested in the moment to even be troubled by it.

‘Doesn't anything ever get to you?’ she asked, angrily.

‘Of course,” he said, sadly. “You did, Katie. When | first fell in
love with you.”

‘Get out!’

As he turned to walk out of the room, a shaking Katherine
Jackson grabbed a silver-framed photograph of the two of them
from a table and hurled it to the floor with everything she had in
her. She was filled with such contempt for Joseph, she didn't even
know what she was doing. The glass smashed to smithereens, a
fitting metaphor for her life.

The next day, 19 August 1982, Katherine quietly filed for
divorce. Her action got practically no press coverage. She was
discreet, not wanting to jeopardize the family's image with a
public and volatile divorce. In her petition, she said:

‘Approximately one year ago, Joseph told me that we were
running short of money. | asked him questions about the business
and he told me to “stay out of the business”. I am informed and
believe that within the last year, Joseph has spent in excess of
$50,000 on a young woman and has purchased for her parcels of
real property from our community funds. | am fearful that unless
restrained by an order of this court, Joseph will continue to
dissipate community funds and transfer community funds in
jeopardy of my community property rights.’
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Though Katherine had only a vague idea of exactly how
much community property existed, she wanted to keep Joseph
from transferring or otherwise disposing of any of it. The
property she was aware of included her interest in the Encino
home, furniture, furnishings, and other personal property, her
interest in Joseph Jackson Productions and in various bank
accounts. She made a list of the rest of the community assets: a
1979 Mercedes-Benz (colour not indicated in legal documents), a
1971 blue-grey Mercedes-Benz, a 1971 white Rolls-Royce, a
1978 brown Mercedes-Benz, a 1971 blue Rolls-Royce, a 1974
G.M.C. motor home, a 1981 Toyota truck, a 1980 white Cadillac
limousine, a 1978 Ford van, two boats (day cruisers) with trailers,
and a Keogh financial plan.

There was only one snag in Katherine's declaration of
independence. Jerome Howard, who would become her business
manager in 1988, recalled, ‘She told me that after she filed for
divorce, she naturally expected Joseph to move out of the house.
However, he refused to leave. So what could she do?’

“This is my house, too,” Joseph told Katherine, defiantly.
“You're my wife, | love you, and it's going to stay that way.’

Michael could not remain neutral and uninvolved. *You have
to kick him out,” he told his mother. ‘Or call the police. Or get a
restraining order. But he can't stay here just because he wants to.’

Katherine would not discuss the matter with Michael, or any
of her children. This was her cross to bear, not theirs.

“This is killing me,” Michael told his oldest sister, Rebbie,
according to her memory. ‘I will never get married. | will never
trust a person in that way. | couldn't bear to go through this
again.’

‘But, Michael, this is their life, not yours,” she said in her
most compassionate voice. “You will live your life differently.
Trust me.’

‘But how do you know that?” Michael asked, his eyes red
from crying. ‘Mother never planned any of this for herself, did
she?’

‘No, I'm sure she didn't,” Rebbie said, embracing him. ‘I'm
sure she didn't.’

F_
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Did Michael Get His Way?

In August 1982, Michael began work with Quincy Jones on a new
album at Westlake Studios in Los Angeles. The aloum would be
entitled Thriller with a budget of about $750,000 to produce, and
nine songs carefully selected by Michael and Quincy from about
three hundred. The sessions went well; Michael was satisfied with
the work. However, once they played back the aloum — the “master
pressing’, as the final mix was called — it didn't sound as good as
Michael thought it should. In fact, to his ears, it sounded terrible.
He was crushed. Never one to shy away from a good old-fashioned
‘scene’, Michael ran from the studio, sobbing.

To solve the problem, each song had to be remixed, bringing
up the level of some orchestration and voices and toning down
others. It was time-consuming, tedious work at the rate of two
songs a week, but in the end it proved to be worth the effort.
Quincy Jones along with one of Michael's managers, Ron Weisner,
and his attorney, John Branca, sat with Michael in the Westlake
Studio as he listened to a playback of the album. To Michael the
music now sounded terrific. He was optimistic, bobbing his head
to the rhythm and smiling broadly as each cut played.

‘Mike, you know, the record market is off right now,” Ron
Weisner told him as the title track, ‘Thriller’, blared from the
speakers. He had to almost shout to be heard above it.

“Yeah, Mike,” Quincy agreed. “You can't expect to do with this
one what you did with Off the Wall.’

“These days, two million is a hot album,” Ron added.

“Yeah, it's a tough market. Nobody's having hits,” Quincy said.

“Turn it down,” Michael shouted out at the engineer. ‘I said,
turn it down.” His smile was now gone. ‘What's the matter with
you guys?’ he wanted to know. ‘How can you say that to me?
You're wrong. You are dead wrong.’

‘But, Michael -’ Quincy began.

‘Look, don't even talk to me,” Michael said, turning away from
Quincy. ‘I've had it with you, Quincy. Don't ever tell me anything
like that again,” he added, angrily. “What kind of attitude is that to
have?’
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John Branca sat in a corner and watched the scene. A wry
smile touched his mouth; he'd been around Michael enough to
know how this scene would climax.

‘Goodbye,” Michael announced as he stormed out of the
studio.

By the next day, Michael had worked himself into a fully
fledged fury. He telephoned John Branca and told him how angry
he had been at Ron and Quincy for predicting that Thriller would
‘only’ sell two million copies.

‘I know,” John recalls saying. ‘Don't listen to those guys,
Mike. You're the one who knows. They don't know.’

‘But Quincy should know,” Michael said.

‘“Well, maybe not this time,” John told him. “You're the man.
Call Walter [Yetnikoff] and he'll tell you the same thing.’

‘No, you call him,” Michael said. ‘And tell him this. Tell him
the record is cancelled, John. It's over. | ain't even submitting it to
CBS.”’

‘But Mike -’

‘No, John. If Quincy and Ron don't have faith in it, then forget
it,” Michael said. ‘I'm not even going to let the album come out.
Thriller is gonna be shelved for ever,” he said. ‘I'd rather it go
unheard than see it not get the attention it deserves.’

‘But, Mike -~

‘Let me tell you something,” Michael said, cutting him off.
“There are winners in this life, Branca, and there are losers.’
Before John had a chance to respond, Michael hung up.

Ten minutes later, John telephoned Michael to tell him that he
had passed on the message to Walter Yetnikoff and — no big
surprise — Walter wanted to talk to Michael. He wanted Michael to
call him. *‘What? No way,” Michael said. ‘Tell him to call me.’

‘But, Mike -’

“Tell him to call me.” Michael hung up.

Whereas most of the CBS artists were intimidated by Walter
Yetnikoff, Michael was not at all cowed by him. After all, he'd
dealt with Berry Gordy, one on one. Walter called, as instructed.

According to Walter's memory, when Michael told him what
had occurred at the studio, he tried to calm him down. ‘What the
hell do they know?’ he said of Quincy and Ron. ‘You're the
superstar, not them. Jesus, Michael. We trust you. Not Quincy, all
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due respect to the guy. And certainly not one of your managers.
You're the superstar.”

“You think?’ Michael asked, coyly.

‘Absolutely.’

‘S0 you agree?’

‘Of course.’

‘Okay,” Michael decided. “Then it can come out.’

Michael Jackson had created a melodrama surrounding the
completion of Thriller, there was little doubt of that. Would he
really have cancelled the release of the album simply because
Quincy had predicted it would only sell two million copies?
Perhaps. However, the more likely scenario is that Michael was
just trying to, as they might have said in the Jackson family, ‘get
his way’. The manner in which he handled the situation couldn't
exactly be described as ‘artful’ or ‘strategic’. It was more like the
dynamics of a family flare-up — one party has a tantrum, just as
people in big families often do with one another... then pushes and
pushes and pushes until he gets his way, and until he feels
validated. Such tactics would work for Michael many times in the
future. Obviously, there is no road map to success. Few
entertainers ever reach a goal of stardom at all, and if one finds a
way to go about it, he has to be given credit. It would seem that
Michael Jackson had certainly found a way that worked for him.

P

Thriller is a... Thriller

On 1 December 1982, Thriller was released to a market of
seasonal shoppers. It seems ironic, considering the impact Thriller
would have on the record industry, that when CBS released the
album's first single (in October, a little over a month before the
issuance of the aloum) many observers thought Thriller would be
a disappointment. The auspicious pairing of Michael Jackson and
Paul McCartney for the mid-tempo ‘The Girl is Mine’ (which the
singers co-wrote while watching cartoons) appeared to be of
greater interest than the song itself which, while cute, was lacking
in substance. Many in both the black and white music
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communities felt that Michael and Quincy Jones had gone too far
In consciously tailoring a record for a white, pop audience. If this
first single was an indication of what else would be found on
Thriller, Michael seemed to be in big trouble.

And then came “Billie Jean’.

Dark and sparse by Quincy Jones production standards, ‘Billie
Jean’ prowled in rhythm like a predatory animal. It's a disturbing
song Michael wrote about a girl accusing him of fathering her
child. Joseph Jackson's extramarital affairs and his daughter,
Joh'Vonnie, must have come to mind when Michael wrote the
lyrics. However, there was another experience Michael had, which
was the catalyst for ‘Billie Jean’.

In 1981 a female fan wrote Michael a letter to inform him that
he was the father of her baby. She enclosed photographs of
herself- a young, attractive, black woman in her late teens whom
he had never met — and of the infant. Michael, who often received
letters of this nature, ignored it as he does the others. This
teenager, however, was more persistent than the rest. She loved
Michael, she claimed, and longed to be with him. She wrote that
she could not stop thinking about him, and about how happy they
would be as they raised their child, together. She was obviously
disturbed.

In months to come, Michael would receive dozens more letters
from this woman. In one, she claimed that the baby and Michael
had similar eyes and wondered how he could ignore his flesh and
blood. It wasn't long before Michael began having nightmares
about the situation. He fixated on her, wondering where she was,
when she would show up at his front gate, and what he would do
then. It seemed to some in the family that he had become as
obsessed with her as she was with him,

One day, Michael received a package from her. When he
opened it, he discovered another photograph: her high school
graduation picture. In it, she smiled with girlish innocence. Also in
the box was a gun. In a note, the fan asked that Michael kill
himself on a certain day, at a certain time. She wrote that she
would do the same - right after she killed the baby. She had
decided, she wrote, that if the three of them could not be together
in this life, perhaps they could in the next. Michael was horrified.
He took the photograph, had it framed, and displayed it in the
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dining room on a coffee table, much to Katherine's dismay. ‘God,
what if she shows up?’ he fretted. “What will I do? | have to
remember this face. Just in case. | must never forget this face.’

She never showed up at Michael's gate. In fact, he later
learned that the poor young woman ended up in an insane asylum.

After ‘Billie Jean’ came out, Michael said that he wrote the
song with his obsessed fan in mind. Ironically, Quincy Jones did
not want to include it on the Thriller aloum; he did not think it was
a strong enough song to be a part of the collection. Michael so
believed in the song, he and Quincy had strong disagreements
about its merit. When Michael came up with the title of the song,
he asked LaToya, “You don't think people will believe I'm talking
about that tennis player, do you?’ He was referring to Billie Jean
King; LaToya didn't think so. Quincy Jones did, however, and
wanted to change the title of the song to ‘Not My Lover’. Of
course, Michael vetoed that.

In truth, the relationship between Michael and Quincy rapidly
deteriorated during the recording of Thriller, especially when
Quincy would not give Michael a co-producing credit on “Billie
Jean’ and ‘Beat It’. The demonstration tapes Michael had recorded
of both songs — before Quincy worked on them — sounded almost
exactly like the final product. Michael felt it was only fair that he
be given co-producing credit, and additional royalties as well.
Quincy disagreed, much to Michael's chagrin.

Closer inspection of Thriller as a whole revealed an
ambitiously crafted work that moved in a number of directions.
The suburban, middle-of-the-road calm of ‘The Girl is Mine’ was
the antithesis of the rambunctious ‘Beat It’, another highly charged
Jackson composition in which Michael augmented his crossover
rhythm-and-blues style by employing a harder-edged rock-and-roll
sound. Some reviewers felt ‘Beat It’ was a shameless quest to
attract hard-rock fans; the track featured Eddie Van Halen, whose
band Van Halen was a preeminent rock group, on searing guitar
bridges. While the tune was more of a marketing concoction — in
the past, Michael had never shown any particular fondness for
straight-out rock and roll — ‘Beat It’ would still find acceptance
among rock fans.

On the other hand, if the funky ‘Wanna Be Startin' Somethin"
sounds like a distant relative of Off the Wall 's songs ‘Don't Stop
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‘Til You Get Enough’ and “Working Day and Night’, the similarity
occurred because Michael wrote them all during the same period.
In “Startin' Somethin”, Michael pointedly revealed his feelings on
gossips and unwanted babies, and all to a bulleting bass and
shuffling percussion. The tune's centrepiece, a climaxing Swahili-
like chant, gave the song an international flavour. It was difficult
to listen to Michael as he spat out angry lyrics about hate and
feeling like a vegetable and not wonder about his state of mind at
the time.

There were other stand-outs: the moody and introspective
‘Human Nature’, written by Steve Porcarro and John Bettis, was
an expansive pop ballad whose sheer musicality kept it from being
mushy. The funky ‘PYT’ (standing for ‘Pretty Young Thing’),
credited to James Ingram and Quincy Jones, and the sultry ballad
‘Lady in My Life’, by Rod Temperton, were both efforts to beef up
Thriller 's R&B direction. ‘Lady in My Life’ was, by the same
token, as close as Michael had come to crooning a sexy, soulful
ballad since his Motown years. Perhaps that was why it required
so many takes before the lead vocal was to Quincy Jones's liking.

The title track, ‘Thriller’, was its own animal. The song said
much about Michael's fascination with the supernatural and the
lurid. “Thriller’ is a typical Rod Temperton song — melodic, with a
fluid bass line and big, mind-imprinting hook. The lyrics had
excitement and intrigue, and the song concluded with a stately rap
by the master of the macabre, Vincent Price. “Thriller’ would have
been even more compelling as the title track of a concept album,
but Thriller, the album, had no actual focus. It was just a bunch of
great songs. Even the album's cover art, a photograph of a casually
posed Michael uncharacteristically dressed in white jacket and
pants, seemed incongruous. However, it's the picture many people
refer to when discussing his plastic surgery, saying, ‘If he had just
stopped there, he would have been fine!”

With Thriller, Michael and Quincy had successfully
engineered glossy, authentic versions of pop, soul and funk that
appealed to just about everyone. However, no one in the music
business expected the public to take that appeal so literally. At
some point, Thriller stopped selling like a leisure item — like a
magazine, a toy, tickets to a hit movie — and started selling like a
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household staple. At its sales peak, CBS would report that the
album was selling an astounding 500,000 copies a week.

To the press, Quincy acted as if he knew Thriller was going to
be huge. ‘I knew from the first time | heard it in the studio,
because the hair stood straight up on my arms,” he said. ‘That's a
sure sign, and it's never once been wrong. All the brilliance that
had been building inside Michael for twenty-four years just
erupted. | was electrified, and so was everyone else involved in the
project. That energy was contagious, and we had it cranked so
high one night that the speakers in the studio actually overloaded
and burst into flames. First time | ever saw anything like that in
forty years in the business.” What in the world was he talking
about, speakers bursting into flames? Quincy is nothing if not a
good showman. In truth, of course, he had predicted two million in
sales, a moderate hit, for Michael, and much to Michael's dismay.

‘What did | tell you?’ Michael crowed to John Branca when it
was clear that Thriller had taken off in an astronomical way. ‘I
knew it. | just knew it.” John could only smile.

By the end of 1983, Thriller would sell a staggering thirteen
million copies in the United States and nearly twenty-two million
worldwide. At the time, the all-time best-selling album was the
original soundtrack to Saturday Night Fever, with worldwide sales
of twenty-five million since its 1977 release. It wouldn't be long
before Michael toppled that record; he had already achieved one
milestone: until now, no other solo album had sold more than
twelve million copies.

In addition to his personal achievements, Michael had single-
handedly revived a moribund recording industry. When people
flocked to the record stores to buy Thriller, they purchased other
records too. As a result, the business had its best year since 1978.
As Gil Friesen, then-president of A&M Records said at the time,
“The whole industry has a stake in Thriller's success.” Michael's
success also generated new interest in black music in general.

Ultimately, Thriller would go on to sell more than fifty million
copies wordwide; it would spend thirty-seven weeks at number
one on the Billboard charts, which was amazing. In the UK, it also
hit number one and stayed on the charts there for an incredible 168
weeks! (The release of Thriller marked the first time an album was
number one in the USA and the UK at the same time.) Also, prior
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to Thriller, no other album had ever spawned seven Top Ten
singles: ‘Billie Jean’, ‘Beat It’, “The Girl is Mine’, ‘“Human
Nature’, “Wanna Be Startin' Somethin”, ‘PYT” and ‘Thriller’. All
of the songs sold hugely, right around the world.

CBS made at least sixty million dollars just on Thriller.
Michael fared well too. According to, John Branca, Michael had
‘the highest royalty rate in the record business’. That rate escalated
along with the sales, but averaged 42 per cent in the wholesale
price of each record sold, or about $2.10 for every album sold in
the United States — thirty-two million dollars on Thriller 's
domestic sales alone. Roughly fifteen million dollars more was
made in foreign sales. Those figures, of course, did not include the
royalties for the four songs he penned on the album.

Michael Jackson was, at twenty-five, a very wealthy young
man. He had certainly come a long way from that 0.2 per cent
royalty rate Motown once offered him.

The more Thriller was heard — and it was possibly the most
played record of all time, both privately and on the radio — the
better it sounded. Michael and Quincy had achieved their goal: to
many listeners — whites, blacks, highbrows, heavy metal fans,
teeny-boppers, parents — Thriller was the perfect album, every
song an exercise in pop music production, every arrangement,
every note in perfect place. This achievement made Michael more
than a hero; the music industry promoted him to higher ground,
almost sainthood. Of course, in entertainment circles these days,
even the most untalented artist who sells huge amounts of product
becomes a ‘visionary’. However, Michael's phenomenal sales,
along with his astounding talent, established a precedent of
excellence with Thriller — and one that he would secretly attempt
to surpass for the rest of his career.

S

Hayvenhurst

Joseph Jackson is known among his friends and associates as a
man given to overextending himself by investing in unsteady
business ventures outside of the careers of his children. Of course,
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some of the investments have been profitable. For instance, a
limousine company he owned did manage to turn a profit. More
often, though, Joseph would lose his investment and then some.
For instance, he once started his own record company, which cost
him a small fortune. He had also invested a great deal of money in
producing and managing singing groups, perhaps to prove that he
could do for others what he had done for his sons. However, none
of his acts ever amounted to much, if anything. And who in his
circle would ever forget ‘Joe-Cola’, his own soft drink — which
also failed in the marketplace? One had to give him credit for
trying, though. He was never afraid to take a chance, invest in
what he thought might be a good idea and take it all the way to
fruition. After all, that's how he got The Jackson 5 to Los Angeles,
and to Motown, wasn't it?

By the beginning of 1981, however, Joseph was having
financial problems serious enough to warrant his wanting to sell
the Encino estate. It's a tribute to him that he never attempted to
siphon money from his children's income to solve his own
financial problems. ‘I'd say we were among a fortunate few artists
who walked away from a childhood in the business with anything
substantial — money, real estate, other investments,” Michael would
say. ‘My father set all these up for us. To this day I'm thankful he
didn't try to take all our money for himself, the way so many
parents of child stars have. Imagine stealing from your own
children. My father never did anything like that.’

Joseph may have been a lot of things, but he wasn't was a
thief. He took care of his children's investments, and if they lost
money — and all of them did, except for Michael and Janet — it may
be because they have inherited Joseph's penchant for bad
investments. It wasn't because they didn't receive money that was
owed to them,

Joseph found the perfect buyer for his Encino estate: his own
son, Michael.

One might wonder if Joseph first examined the ramifications
of his offer to Michael before he made it. No doubt, once he
changed roles from owner to tenant, his relationship with Michael
would change as well. Barring unusual circumstances, in most
familial situations, the heads of the family provides the lodgings;
when the children become adults, they move on to their own
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homes. Changing roles in a basic way can often contribute to
family dysfunction. Joseph had always held fast to the theory that
a father should be able to control his children — no matter what
their ages, their desires, their expertise. Being so determined to be
in charge, it's surprising that Joseph never realized how threatened
he would eventually feel by having to live in his son's house —
especially when it had once been his own. Of course, Joseph was
dealing with Michael, and he knew and understood Michael's
gentleness towards Katherine, if not towards him. He knew that
Michael wouldn't kick them out of the house. In the end, Michael
paid about $500,000 for his equity in the estate. Katherine and
Joseph owned the other half. Eventually, Joseph would sell his
quarter to Michael, leaving 25 per cent to Katherine. One might
also wonder if he had considered that the next time Katherine
wanted to evict him, it might be a lot more likely that he would
have to leave since she and Michael owned the estate, not him.

Once he took over part-ownership, Michael decided to
completely demolish and rebuilt the house. The address may have
remained the same, but the new estate — Michael's estate, which
took two years to finish — became palatial in scope. What sweet
and poetic justice it was that Michael was able to destroy the
house in which he had so many bad memories and, from its ashes,
raise a new one, perhaps fresh with possibilities for the future.
While on tour in England a few years earlier, he had become
enchanted by the Tudor-style mansions he saw in the countryside.
When finished, the estate was — and still is, today — indeed,
special.

The brick-laid drive opened to an ornate three-tiered white
fountain in front of a Tudor-style home. All of the windows of the
house were made of leaded stained glass with bevelled panes.
When Michael was in residence, the Rolls-Royce that Tatum
O'Neal helped him select sat parked in front of the four-car Tudor-
style garage opposite the home. (Michael was still uneasy about
driving; he would much rather take an hour-long detour than have
to drive on the freeway in Los Angeles. ‘I can't get on them,” he
complained, ‘and I can't get off them, either.”)

A large ‘“Welcome’ sign appeared above the garage doors. In
the centre of the garage structure stood an oversized clock with
Roman numerals. Upstairs, on the second floor of the garage, a
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visitor entered a three-room picture gallery with hundreds of
photographs of the Jackson family on the walls and even the
ceilings.

Outside, graceful black and white swans could be found
languishing in backyard ponds. A pair of peacocks; two Ilamas;
two deer, a giraffe and a ram were also in residence. The animals,
kept in stables at night, were allowed to roam freely during the
day. Muscles, the eight-foot boa constrictor, was, he told me,
‘trained to eat interviewers’. Once, Katherine was straightening
out the living room when she discovered Muscles under one of the
couch cushions. She let out a scream that might have been heard
all over Encino.

Next to the garage, Michael constructed a mini-version of
Disneyland's Main Street U.S.A., including the candy store. There
was a replica of a robotic Abraham Lincoln, which spoke, just as
the Lincoln attraction did at Disneyland. Whenever Michael went
to Disneyland, his ‘favourite place on earth’, there would be total
chaos because of his fame. Therefore, he preferred the Disney
employees to lead him through the back doors and tunnels of the
attractions. In Encino, he built his own little world of Disney, a
precursor to the expansive amusement park he would one day
build at Neverland. Other puppet characters were added to the
private amusement park. ‘These are just like real people,” Michael
explained to the writer who looked at them askance. ‘Except they
don't grab at you or ask you for favours. | feel comfortable with
these figures. They are my personal friends.’

Winding brick paths decorated with exotic flowers and neatly
cut shrubs led to secluded corners of the large estate where
Michael would often wander alone to meditate. The swimming
pool was huge and inviting. Water spouted from four
fountainheads carved like bearded Neptunes on a retaining wall. A
waterfall spilt in front of two lovebirds, the ceramic fashioned in
elaborate, colourful tile work. Cool-looking water cascaded down
into the main pool, and then flowed into a bubbling Jacuzzi.

On the ground floor of the main house was a thirty-two-seat
theatre with plush red velvet seats and equipped with 16-
millimetre and 35-millimetre projectors. The walls and the curtain
in front of the screen were teal blue. Michael spent countless hours
in the theatre; there were always Fred Astaire movies ready to be
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screened, as well as Three Stooges films. ‘I put all this stuff in
here,” he observed, ‘so | will never have to go out there,” he said,
indicating to the outside world.

There was also a wood-panelled trophy room where many of
Michael's trophies were displayed in mahogany cases. All of the
Jacksons' gold and platinum albums cover the walls. The family
joked that if LaToya ever managed to get a gold album, there will
be no place to hang it. (So far, that has not been a problem.)

Amid the magazine covers and other memorabilia, there was a
six-foot-long diorama of Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs. ‘One
day | got a call from Mike,” recalled Steve Howell, who was
employed by Michael as a video historian. ‘“Come by with the
video equipment, you'll never guess who's comin' over.” “Who?” |
asked. “Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs!” He'd hired Disney's
costumed actors. | said, “Oh, okay, cool.” Nothing was unusual
when you worked for Michael.’

Steve's video of that day shows a childlike Michael, twenty-
six years old at the time, playing with the dwarfs in the trophy
room and being serenaded by Snow White. From the expression on
his face, one might think it was one of the happiest days of his life.

A circular white marble staircase with a green carpeted runner
led to the upstairs quarters: a gym, and four bedroom suites, each
with its own bathroom. Michael's bedroom was large and
cluttered. ‘I just want room to dance and have my books,’ he said.
He had no bed; he slept next to the fireplace on the floor, which
was covered with a plush green rug. Some of the walls were
covered with fabric. Pictures of Peter Pan hung on others. There
were wooden shutters over the windows, which he usually kept
closed. The room was always a mess, not slobbish, just messy —
books and records were everywhere, videotapes and music tapes
piled high. Fan mail was stacked in the corners.

Also in the bedroom were five female mannequins of different
ethnic groups — Caucasian, Oriental, Indian and two blacks. They
were posed, looking with blank eyes at visitors. Well dressed and
life-sized, they looked like high-fashion models, wearing
expensive clothing. Michael said that he originally planned to have
one room in the house specifically for the mannequins, but he
changed his mind and decided to keep his plastic friends in his
room. Katherine must have been relieved.
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‘I guess | want to bring them to life,” Michael explained. ‘I
like to imagine talking to them. You know what I think it is? Yeah,
| think I'll say it. I think I'm accompanying myself with friends |
never had. | probably have two friends. And I just got them. Being
an entertainer, you just can't tell who is your friend. So, I surround
myself with people | want to be my friends. And | can do that with
mannequins. I'll talk to them.’

Dr Paul Gabriel, a professor of clinical psychiatry at New
York University Medical Center, has a theory about Michael's
penchant for mannequins — which he still has today, as seen on
Martin Bashir's 2003 documentary about him: ‘That's a special
eccentricity, in the category of narcissism. We like to think we're
beautiful. We make images of ourselves. Children are very
narcissistic. They see themselves in their dolls, and that's what this
Is about for Michael Jackson. After age five or six, they begin to
give some of that up, but he apparently never did that.’

Later, there would be a crib in the corner of the bedroom,
which was where Michael's chimpanzee, Bubbles — who became a
celebrity himself — slept.

Michael's bathroom was impressive, all black marble and
gold. The sinks had brass swans for faucets.

A winding stairway led from the bedroom up to a private
balcony on which Michael had an outdoor Jacuzzi for his own use.

LaToya's bedroom was down the hall from Michael's. ‘He
makes so much noise,” she once complained. “You hear music in
his room when he's trying to create. Or you hear the Three Stooges
on TV, and he's up all night, laughing. The light is always on;
Michael is forever reading books. You can't get in his room for the
books and junk. | feel sorry for the housekeeper.” Ever the
practical jokester, Michael enjoyed hiding bugs and spiders under
LaToya's sheets so that she would scream upon finding them. Also,
said LaToya, Michael wouldn't think twice about going into
anybody's bedroom, opening drawers, and looking inside. He
would frequently exasperate his family members by poking his
nose into their personal businesses, but he would become
extremely upset if anyone ever did such a thing to him.

Hayvenhurst — unofficially named after the Encino street on
which it was located — was the perfect retreat for Michael Jackson.
It was certainly a far cry from the modest home in which he had
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been raised as a small child, and even from the traditional home
that had previously been on the property. From the roof of the
house, Michael would watch the sunset and the glow of the
twinkly white lights that decorated all of the property's trees and
outlined the framework of the house.

P

Michael Meets with Berry, Again

On 12 March 1983, the co-management contract Michael Jackson
and his brothers had with their father, Joseph Jackson, and with the
team of Ron Weisner and Freddy DeMann expired. It was
expected that Michael would renegotiate and sign a new deal.
However, he was not eager to do it. ‘Let's just wait and see what
happens,” he kept saying when the subject was broached. Michael,
now twenty-four years old, had experienced great solo success
with Thriller and, as a result, was more confident in his decision-
making processes. He had just been presented with a double-
platinum award for Thriller at a press conference held at CBS's
West Coast offices; he knew how powerful he had become in the
record industry. He no longer felt compelled to follow the lead of
his brothers, who had said they wanted to continue with Joseph.
From this point on, Ron Weisner, Freddy and Joseph would work
without a contract while Michael made up his mind how to handle
them.

Certainly, if Joseph wanted to continue managing Michael's
career, he was not scoring any points by mistreating Katherine.
Michael had witnessed a great deal of domestic heartbreak in
recent years and found it impossible to separate the man he held
responsible for it from the one who managed him. He was
beginning to contemplate his options. ‘Why does Joseph have to
be in the picture at all?” he wondered. ‘Is it because he's my
father? Well, that's not good enough.’

Michael was also still troubled by a letter Joseph had written
to Ron and Freddy back in 1980. In it, he assailed the managers for
spending too much time on Michael's career and not enough on
that of his other sons. Joseph probably did not expect the letter to
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get into Michael's hands. If it was up to Joseph, Michael wouldn't
even have a successful solo career. Of course, Michael's success
with Thriller could actually bode well for the brothers, in terms of
work opportunities — as long as Michael remained a part of the
group, which was beginning to seem an unlikely proposition,
especially after his next television appearance.

In March — the same month Michael had a number-one hit
with ‘Billie Jean’ — Suzanne dePasse was in the final stages of
mounting an NBC special 25 called Motown 25: Yesterday, Today
and Forever to celebrate Motown's twenty-fifth anniversary.
Suzanne, president of Motown Productions at this time and Berry
Gordy's respected right-hand woman, expected all of the former
Motown stars, some of whom had left the company acrimoniously,
to reunite for this one evening to pay tribute to fifty-four-year-old
Berry, and acknowledge his impact on their lives and careers.

Suzanne did not find it easy obtaining commitments from the
artists. For instance, it had been her idea to reunite Diana Ross and
The Supremes, thirteen years after that group disbanded. But
Diana, now an RCA recording artist, hadn't seen Berry since she
left Motown, wasn't sure how she felt about him, and decided not
to cooperate. Her decision put a proposed Supremes reunion
segment in jeopardy. It was decided that there would, instead, be a
reunion of Michael Jackson and The Jackson 5, including brother
Jermaine, who had not performed with the group since 1975. All
of the brothers agreed that it would be an excellent idea to have a
reunion for Motown 25 — all, that is, except for Michael.

First of all, Michael did not want to appear on a television
programme. The reason he so enjoyed making music videos was
because, in that format, he could have complete control over the
final product. Every aspect of his performance could be perfected
— either by multiple takes or by careful editing. Performing ‘live’
for a studio audience on a programme that would be taped for later
television broadcast was a risky proposition. He would not have as
much control as he felt he needed in order to duplicate the quality
of his video work. No matter how he did it on television, there was
no way it would be as... magical.

Also playing a large part in Michael's lack of interest in
Motown 25 was that working with his brothers again, even if for a
national, prime-time audience, wasn't as appealing to him as it was
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to the rest of the family. For years he had depended on the
Jacksons for love, support and even professional status. However,
recently he had begun to break away - first, emotionally by
distancing himself from them and then, professionally, by out-
scaling their success with his own. He never actually made an
announcement that he was leaving the group, but Michael
definitely no longer wanted to be perceived as one of The
Jacksons.

Beyond that, Michael had ambivalent feelings about Berry. He
hadn't forgotten the meeting they had had in 1975. Berry had
promised that he would do nothing to hurt the Jackson family.
However, he then seemed to encourage Michael's favourite
brother, Jermaine, to leave the group. It was a bit more
complicated, but that's the way Michael chose to remember it. He
also felt that Motown had, as he put it, played ‘hard ball’ by
preventing him and his brothers from using the name “Jackson 5’
at CBS. In a sense, Michael had unfinished business with Berry
and, like Diana Ross, was unsure about participating in a tribute to
him.

It was no surprise that Joseph thought the idea of a reunion
was a good one. For him, it wasn't that he cared to pay tribute to
Berry Gordy (not likely!) but that he saw an opportunity to present
the family singing group in the way he always believed they
should be presented: as a united front, brothers till the end. Joseph
also saw an opportunity to parlay the group's reunion into a major,
money-making tour. The idea was sure to make Michael shudder,
however Joseph was considering it, just the same. ‘He'll do what |
tell him to do,” Joseph said, confidentially. As usual, though, he
had underestimated his son. Disregarding Joseph's wishes, Michael
discussed the matter with his other managers, Ron Weisner and
Freddy DeMann and, also, his attorney, John Branca. He then
decided that he wasn't going to appear on the programme.

Berry was fairly blase about the reluctance of some former
Motown stars to pay homage to him. Even Marvin Gaye, his
former brother-in-law, had said he would not appear. ‘It's gonna be
a great special anyway,” Berry said. ‘Oh yeah?’ Suzanne dePasse
argued. ‘Without Diana Ross and Michael Jackson, what kind of
special do we have? We got DeBarge. We got High Inergy. [Both
were minor Motown acts.] You have got to talk to these people.’
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Berry telephoned Diana; after their discussion, she agreed that
she would appear on the programme. Marvin Gaye eventually
made the same commitment. However, Michael was still a hold-
out.

One night, while Michael was editing a special mix of ‘Billie
Jean’ in a Motown recording studio (which he had leased for the
session), Berry decided to show up at the session, unannounced. At
first, Michael was flabbergasted to see Berry, but he quickly
regained his composure. Berry meant a lot to Michael, despite
whatever had happened in the past. At one point, he actually
wished that Berry was his father instead of Joseph. The truth is,
business complications aside, Berry was always personally kind to
Michael, which couldn't always be said about Joseph. Berry also
had great respect for Michael, which, again, couldn't always be
said about Joseph. Seeing Berry once again felt good to Michael,
his smiling face a reminder of some good times at the beginning,
at Motown.

Sitting next to him at the control board, Berry asked Michael
why he would not appear on the Motown 25 broadcast. Michael
explained why he disliked performing on television, but he did not
offer his reservations regarding his brothers, or even Motown.
Finally, the two began discussing old times at the company, and it
was clear that Michael still felt a kinship to his past there. Still, he
really didn't want to perform — unless he could get something out
of it for himself. Why not? Everyone else was getting something
out of it: Berry was getting a tribute; the brothers, a reunion;
Joseph, his way; the network, big ratings... why not something for
Michael? ‘Listen, if I do this thing, | want to have a solo spot,’
Michael told Berry.

‘Hey, man, that's cool,” Berry said eagerly. ‘I want you to have
that, too.’

Berry assumed that Michael was talking about singing one of
his Motown solo recordings, such as ‘Got to be There’ or ‘Ben’.
Berry began rattling off a list of the solo songs. He even
mentioned ‘Never Can Say Goodbye’, which, of course, was not a
solo recording. However, to Berry, who was never much for the
details of Motown history, they were all the same: hits.

Michael shook his head. “No, Berry,” he said, firmly, ‘I want to

do “Billie Jean”.
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Berry started chewing on his tongue, as he always does when
he's deep in thought. He explained that the special was a
celebration of Motown and since ‘Billie Jean’ had been recorded
for CBS, it made no sense to have him perform it on the
programme.

Michael told Berry that if he couldn't do ‘Billie Jean’, he
would simply not appear on the show. He wanted to prove that, as
good as the classic Motown hits were, he had been able to come
up with a song that was, arguably, even better. Though he'd never
been sure it was a good career move for the Jacksons to leave the
company that had made them world-famous, it turned out that it
was the best thing that could have happened to him and to his
brothers. Now, he wanted the public to see his growth. He also
wanted to promote ‘Billie Jean’, which was in the Top Ten and
didn't really need it, but why not? Of course, he also wanted ‘his
way’.

‘I don't know about “Billie Jean”,” Berry said, stalling. ‘It
doesn't seem right to me.’

‘“Well, then, Berry, I'm sorry...”

There was a moment of silence.

‘Okay,” Berry agreed with a grin. ‘It's “Billie Jean”. Hey, what
the hell, I love that song.’

‘Oh, and | want to have final edit on the videotape of the song
before it's broadcast,” Michael added.

No other artist had made this particular request; most would
not have bothered since it was so highly unusual; Berry wasn't
sure what to think about it. Motown always liked to have control
over final product; it's just the way it had always been. However,
things had to change if he wanted Michael aboard.

‘Okay,” Berry concluded with a firm handshake. ‘And you'll
do The Jackson 5 reunion, right? 'Cause Jermaine's lookin' forward
to it.’

Michael rolled his eyes and sighed. “Yeah, sure. Why not?’

The two smiled at one another as they rose from their chairs.
Michael embraced Berry and whispered something in his ear.
Berry left the studio beaming.

S
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Yesterday, Today and Forever

It had been years since his last television performance and on 25
March 1983, at the taping of Motown 25: Yesterday, Today and
Forever, Michael Jackson looked different: slimmer, almost
fragile. His nose was now streamlined and sculpted, a tribute to a
twentieth-century Michelangelo — his plastic surgeon. The new
face had been skilfully enhanced: almond-shaped eyes outlined in
black and lightly shadowed, high cheekbones emphasized by the
merest hint of rouge, lips glossed to a subtle sheen. His former
Afro hairstyle had been replaced by soft curls which framed his
face; two wisps adorned his brow.

The Jackson 5 reunion went well. By the time they took the
stage at the Pasadena Civic Center, the audience had already seen
Marvin Gaye, Smokey Robinson and Mary Wells perform. They
erupted in applause at the sight of the reunited brothers. For ‘I
Want You Back’, Jermaine was back, smiling broadly and standing
right next to Michael, in his old position. By the time the Jacksons
swung into ‘The Love You Save’, and Randy trotted on stage to
join them, the crowd — men in tuxedos, women in evening gowns —
were standing and applauding. During ‘I'll Be There’, when
Michael and Jermaine shared the spotlight and microphone, the
two seemed choked up. Jermaine's eyes welled with tears. Michael
draped an arm over his brother's shoulder and the two looked at
one another with great warmth. It was an emotion-packed,
memorable moment.

After hugs all around, the other Jacksons left the stage.

Then, the spotlight found him. It caught the glint of his black
sequined jacket with cuffs that matched the silver sequined shirt,
the white glitter socks that peeped from beneath the just-above-
the-ankle black trousers, the shiny black penny loafers. And of
course, there was the single left-handed white glove with its hand-
sewn rhinestones.

Michael thanked the audience. He hesitated, speaking
haltingly. ‘I have to say those were the good old days. I love those
songs,” he said of the medley. ‘“Those were magic moments with
all my brothers — including Jermaine.” Michael began pacing the
stage, his hand in his pocket, talking as though he were just
voicing some thoughts that happened to pop into his head, as

244



though he were alone, as though the audience was not there.
Actually, he was walking to the side of the stage to sneak the
fedora into his hand. ‘But, uh, you know,’” he continued, ‘those
were the good songs. | like those songs a lot. But especially, |
like’ — he was centre stage by this time, facing the audience — ‘the
new songs,” The audience knew what was coming. They began
calling out for “Billie Jean’.

As the funk-infused guitar riff of ‘Billie Jean’ began, Michael
went into his routine. He was going to be lip-synching — that was
obvious from the first note — but no one watching cared. As the
music pulsated, he jammed a black fedora over his eyes and
struck a pose — his right hand on his hat, his left leg bent and
poised for action. The stance may have been a tribute to Bob
Fosse or Sammy Davis, Jr., but Michael imprinted it with his own
magic. While most entertainers perform for their audiences,
Michael seemed to be performing for himself, tonight. Maybe it
was catharsis, his way of dealing with his personal pain,
exorcising the demons in his life, coming to terms with the
disappointments of the past just as others around him had
celebrated it.

He threw the hat aside with a graceful flourish, the audience
went wild.

He moved constantly. Even when he was standing still, he
seemed to be moving.

Michael's brothers stood in the wings, their mouths open. His
parents and sisters sat in the audience, spellbound. ‘He just stole
the show,’ Joseph exclaimed to Katherine. ‘That boy just stole the
show.” Berry was also seen standing and applauding, one of the
biggest fans in the house.

‘Billie Jean is not my lover,” Michael sang, a pained
expression playing on his face. It was a deeply personal song
about fathers and sons, about denial, entrapment, and hypocrisy,
about coming close to the outer edges of madness.

The whole of Michael's performance was spellbinding, but
during a brief instrumental interlude, he executed a combination
of moves that would seal his reputation as a dance legend. He
commenced with a series of split-second locking moves and
poses before gliding across the stage via his now-famous sleek
and graceful moonwalk — a reversed syncopated glide, heading
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forwards and sliding backwards at the same time. The moonwalk
gave way to that equally renowned spin — now refined, after years
of practice, to tornado speed — and then, immediately, he was up
on his toes. Nobody but Michael Jackson could dance like that,
and the audience went wild.

Michael hadn't invented any of these moves; the poses were
modified versions of ‘locking’, a street dance from the 1970s.
The moonwalk was a move TV's Soul Train dancers had
discarded almost three years earlier. Sammy Davis, Jr., James
Brown and Jackie Wilson all used to execute that same spin, and
going up on the toes is a touch Michael saw Fred Astaire use in
his classic films of the 1930s. To combine all those moves, from
all of those eras — to take different styles and make them his own
— that's Michael Jackson's genius as a dancer and creator.

Since he was a child and lead singer of The Jackson 5,
Michael had possessed a magical ability to move an audience
with his singing and dancing. However, somehow tonight,
something was different. Tonight, his audience was just as
exhilarated by the force of his personality as they were by his
voice and footwork. Videotapes of Michael's performance do not
begin to capture the pandemonium his act generated that evening.
The few minutes Michael spent onstage alone at the Pasadena
Civic Center would add up to the performance of his career. After
this evening, his life — both personally and professionally — would
never again be the same.

When it was over, Michael appeared surprised; he took one
more step before he realized that the music had stopped - or,
perhaps, it was just his own momentum carrying him. A standing
ovation rocked the hall. Michael bowed, then straightened and
raised his arm. His doe eyes looked straight ahead, his body
motionless. He didn't smile or acknowledge the moment which,
of course, was part of the act.

He would later remember that he was disappointed in the
performance. He had planned to execute a spin and stop on his
toes, suspended. The spin worked, but he didn't stay on his toes as
long as he had planned to when he rehearsed in the privacy of his
kitchen. Always the perfectionist, he wished he could do it over
again. And if this had been a video — not television — he could
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have. It wasn't such a hot performance, he would remember
thinking to himself, despite the crowd's approval.

Backstage, his brothers awaited him. All five — Jackie, Tito,
Jermaine, Marlon and Randy — embraced him as he exited the
stage.

‘What a job, Mike,” Jackie exclaimed.

‘I've never seen anything like it,” Jermaine added.

They were all talking at once. They had had no idea what
Michael was going to do during his solo spot; he had decided not
to tell them.

Jermaine kissed him on the cheek. Then Jackie, then the
others. It was an unusual display; the brothers, following Joseph's
example, were usually not affectionate or effusive with one
another. However, Michael had shown them what he was capable
of, they respected him for it and couldn't contain themselves.
Maybe it really was a good performance, after all.

However, it wasn't long before the moment was shattered.
The brothers were soon talking about what Michael's glory might
mean for them — the possibility of taking the group back out on
the road and making more money than ever before. ‘The Jackson
5 are back,” Jackie kept repeating, and the others agreed,
enthusiastically. ‘This is gonna be great.’

Michael didn't want any part of that idea. He turned and
began walking away from them. ‘Hey, man, we're family,” one of
his brothers reminded him. Michael, an inscrutable expression on
his face, just shook his head and kept walking.

As Michael continued down the hall, a young boy in a tuxedo
followed him. “Hey, Michael,’ the youngster called out. ‘Wait up.’

Michael stopped.

‘Man, who ever taught you to dance like that?” The kid
looked up at his idol with adoring eyes.

‘Practice, | guess,” Michael said.

“You were amazing,’ the fan told him.

“Thanks, | needed that,” Michael responded.

The youngster turned and walked away.

Michael nodded to himself, and as he walked down the hall
alone, he began to smile. Now, he felt good.

F_
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The Man and the Moon

The atmosphere at the Jacksons' house on Hayvenhurst was
holiday-like, with people telephoning from across the country to
rave about Michael. The house swarmed with people — relatives,
CBS and Motown executives, neighbours and even fans - as
members of the family repeatedly ran the videotape of Michael's
exciting performance. “‘You gotta see this one more time,” Joseph,
the proud father, told everyone who came by. ‘lI've never seen
anything like it. Just look at this kid.’

Joseph may not have realized it, but video players all over the
country were in overdrive, as well. With his appearance on
Motown 25, Michael accomplished two things: he reconfirmed for
lifelong fans that, yes, he is the amazing talent they had always
revered. Also, through the might of television, he reached millions
of viewers who had never experienced him as a performer. Only
on two other occasions — the first national television appearances
of Elvis Presley and The Beatles, both on The Ed Sullivan Show —
has television so handily delivered pop music superstardom,.
However, Michael Jackson's was quite possibly the single most
captivating pop music performance in television history — the
singing and the dancing. ‘Beat It’ had just hit number one two
weeks earlier; it was Michael Jackson's world, and all of the other
Jacksons were just living in it.

Even the dance greats, such as Fred Astaire, were impressed
by Michael's prowess. The day after the special aired, Fred
telephoned Hermes Pan, the legendary choreographer and Oscar
winner who taught Fred and Ginger Rogers their most memorable
dance steps (and who was his neighbour in Beverly Hills). He told
him to come by as soon as possible.

When Hermes arrived, Fred put in a videotape of the
performance. ‘Just wait till you see this.” Then the two old pros
watched in awe as the new kid on the block wowed America. Fred,
never one to give light praise to other male dancers, was knocked
out by Michael.

‘We agreed that we must call Michael, immediately,” Hermes
Pan told me. ‘Somehow, Fred tracked him down. He told him that
he was one hell of a dancer. “A great mover.” He said, “You really
put them on their asses last night. You're an angry dancer. I'm the
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same way.” | got on the line to say hello, and this whisper of a
voice answered me. | was surprised, actually, that a person who
dances with such anger would have such a soft voice. | told him
how much | enjoyed his work, and he was very gracious, very
excited to hear from us. For a moment, | believed he thought it
was a practical joke. I liked him right away because he seemed so
unaffected by show business, and also star struck. He really could
not believe that Fred Astaire had called him.’

Michael would say later that Fred's compliment meant more to
him than any he had ever received. Michael's voice teacher, Seth
Riggs, recalled that, ‘Michael was eating breakfast when Astaire
called, and he became so excited he actually got sick and couldn't
finish his meal.” Later, Fred invited Michael to his home so that he
could teach him and Hermes how to moonwalk.

Soon after that, Gene Kelly visited Michael in Encino to talk
shop. ‘“He knows when to stop and then flash out like a bolt of
lightning,” Gene would say of Michael, who had, it seemed, joined
a new brotherhood of dance. ‘He's clean, neat, fast, with a
sensuality that comes through,” Bob Fosse would say of Michael
after Motown 25 was broadcast. ‘It's never the steps that are
important. It's the style.’

The moonwalk dance movement was taught to Michael by one
of the former dancers on the popular American television
programme called Soul Train. The steps had been around for about
three years. When he saw the routine for the first time while
watching the show, Michael simply had to learn it. Ron Weisner
put him in touch with sixteen-year-old Geron Candidate, who went
by the stage name of ‘Casper’, the kid who actually invented the
move.

‘I saw something you guys did on Soul Train, * Michael told
Casper, ‘where it looks like you're going backward and forward at
the same time.’

‘It's called the backslide,” Casper exclaimed.

“That's amazing!” Michael exclaimed. ‘Can you teach me to do
that?’

Casper was so stunned, he could barely answer yes. The next
day Casper and his dance partner, Cooley Jackson, met Michael at
a rehearsal studio in Los Angeles. To the music of ‘The Pop-Along
Kid’, by the group Shalamar, Cooley proceeded to demonstrate a
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version of the backslide which was more like pushing in place
rather than walking backwards. It wasn't what Michael wanted.
Then, Casper demonstrated the slide where it appears the dancer is
walking backwards and forwards at the same time. Michael leaped
into the air. “Yes! That's it. That's the one | want to learn.’

When Casper sat down, Michael grabbed at his shoes to
examine their soles. ‘What do you have on the bottom of your
shoes?’ Michael wanted to know. ‘You got wheels under there,
don't you? That's how you do that step, isn't it?’

Casper explained that there were no special shoes or wheels
involved; it was just a cleverly executed dance step. With the help
of a chair, Casper began to teach it to Michael. For this practice
session, Michael grabbed on to the chair back and executed the
step in place repeatedly, in an effort to become accustomed to the
foot movement. ‘He learned the basic concept in about an hour,’
Casper remembered. ‘“He wasn't comfortable with it, but he had it
down.’

A couple of days later, Casper had another session with
Michael. “He still wasn't at ease with it,” Casper recalled. ‘Whereas
| made it look so natural, like | was walking on air, he was stiff. It
bugged him. “I can't do this in front of people unless | can do it
right,” he kept saying.’

After those rehearsals, Michael went on tour with his brothers.
‘I went to see the show in Los Angeles, and he didn't do the step,’
Casper said. ‘I was surprised. When | went backstage and asked
him about it, he said he just didn't feel ready yet. He didn't feel he
knew it.’

Casper was home watching Motown 25, like millions of
others, when he saw Michael do the step for the first time in front
of an audience. ‘I couldn't believe it,” he remembered. ‘My heart
started pounding. | flew right out of my chair and screamed out,
“Yeah! He did it. He finally did it. And I'm the guy who taught it
to him.” It's not the moonwalk though,” he explained. ‘It's the
backslide. The moonwalk is when you do the step in a complete
circle. But, somehow, the step Michael did on TV became known
as the moonwalk, instead of the backslide.’

Indeed, the moonwalk — or backslide — soon became Michael's
signature dance step. His Motown 25 performance was nominated
for an Emmy (and the programme itself won one). For teaching it
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to him, Casper was paid just a thousand dollars. “That's how much
| asked for,” he said, laughing. ‘I was sixteen. To me, that was
good money. | would have done it for free, to tell you the truth.
How was | supposed to know it would become Michael Jackson's
trademark?’

P

‘Billie Jean’ and ‘Beat It’ Videos

In March 1983, Michael hit number one again with “Billie Jean’. It
would stay atop the charts for seven weeks, primarily because of
the impact of the Motown 25 appearance, but also as a result of the
video Michael made for the song. “When his people approached us
about doing the video for “Billie Jean”, they didn't have any ideas
at all,” recalled Simon Fields, who produced the ‘Billie Jean’
video. Fields said that the concept came from its director, Steve
Barron. ‘Basically, Michael was just following our direction,” he
said. ‘But the guy is a genius, so you can count on him to do
wonderful things.”

‘Billie Jean,” the first video from the Thriller aloum - and
Michael's first major music clip — is ultimately too artsy for its
own good. In a series of abstract shots, Michael plays high-tech
hide-and-seek with a stalking, probing photographer — the only
other major character — clearly suggesting Michael's paranoia
about the press. However “Billie Jean’ the song — about a girl who
haunts Michael, insisting that he is the father of her son — boasts
too strong and visual a storyline to have been so overlooked in its
video. In the end, the video is largely a series of odd scenes strung
together.

Michael Jackson's biggest advance with this video was in
showing viewers a new side of himself. Here Michael was cool,
mysterious and evasive. The most compelling moment in “Billie
Jean’ comes, as usual with Jackson, when he dances. With each
step he takes, the sidewalk underneath his feet lights up as if
infused by, as Michael would say, ‘magic’.

Michael demonstrated more of his deft dancing abilities in his
excellent ‘Beat It’ video. While he had begun with only a vague
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concept for the ‘Billie Jean’ clip, he knew precisely what he
wanted for ‘Beat It’. Veteran commercial director Bob Giraldi and
Broadway choreographer Michael Peters collaborated with
Michael on what would be one of the most dynamic, and
expensive, videos to date. The choreographed ensemble-dancing in
‘Beat It” would be often imitated in years to come, and is still a
staple in the videos of many pop artists.

Perhaps of all the numbers Michael had presented his fans
during his career, the ‘Beat It’ video marked the biggest departure.
As a song, the track was unadulterated rock and roll, something
Michael's core fans, especially the majority of his black ones,
initially rejected. Beyond that, the video depicted a Jackson never
before seen: Michael as urban dweller, a kid living on the wrong
side of the tracks — a human Michael.

Some of Michael's public, particularly those living in urban
neighbourhoods, found the storyline patronizing. In ‘Beat It’,
which Michael has said was written with youngsters in mind, he is
the good guy who ultimately stops two powerful gangs from
warring with each other. Those viewers unable to separate Michael
Jackson the musical enigma from Michael Jackson the actor
missed the point when they asked angrily, ‘What does he know
about gangs?’ and ‘Does he really think dancing through the
problems we're having down here — muggings, killings, drug
addiction — is the answer to our woes?’

“The point is no one has to be the tough guy,” Michael would
explain. “You can walk away from a fight and still be a man. You
don't have to die to prove you're a man.’

Visually, Michael's video was convincing enough. Shot on
location on the mean streets of Los Angeles, it looked dark and
grimy. In a quest for authenticity, one hundred members of two
real-life, rival Los Angeles street gangs were hired as extras and
atmosphere people. (They were each fed and paid one hundred
dollars for two nights' work.)

“The gangs were sort of on the periphery of the location,’
choreographer Michael Peters once said, ‘so Michael really didn't
have to deal with them. But he was a little nervous, as we all were
at the beginning. However, he was wonderful with them. | think
the turning point was when the gangs saw us dance. They had, I
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think, a different respect after that. Michael signed autographs and
took pictures with them.’

Acting was easy for Michael: he'd done a form of it onstage,
singing, all his life. However, with ensemble-dancing, he found
himself on uncharted terrain. Fans had never seen Michael in a
Broadway-style setting, and some of them probably wondered why
a hoofer like Michael needed someone to teach him steps, but
choreographer Michael Peters succeeded in creating a dazzling,
funked-up, Chorus Line -like dance effect. It all looked so easy, it
seemed that anyone could do it. But, just try. ‘Looks can be
deceiving, especially when it comes to dance,” Michael would
explain with a grin. Overall, the clip is rock theatre at its best. Its
style and artistry actually succeeded in making the music more
interesting, which has always been the ultimate goal of music
videos.

What's really interesting about Michael's Thriller videos,
however, is how they boosted the popularity of the then-fledgling
MTYV network. MTYV, the twenty-four-hour-a-day cable station that
plays only music videos, became a phenomenon when it began
airing in 1981, yet by 1983 it rarely played the videos of black
artists. The station's format was ‘strictly rock and roll’, said Bob
Pittman, the executive vice-president and chief operating officer of
Warner American Express Satellite Entertainment Company and
the driving force behind MTV. Pittman's definition of rock and roll
excluded most black artists from the station's play lists. In fact, of
the over 750 videos shown on MTV during the channel's first
eighteen months, fewer than two dozen featured black artists. It
was acceptable to have Phil Collins sing The Supremes' ‘You Can't
Hurry Love’ and Hall and Oates singing other black-sounding
material, yet the real thing was completely unacceptable on MTV
at that time. When videos of black artists were submitted, they
were quickly rejected as not being ‘rock and roll’.

MTV's research and marketing departments had somehow
decided that white kids in the suburbs did not like black music and
maybe were intimidated by black people. There was nothing
wrong with that, Bob Pittman reasoned; after all, ‘Bloomingdale's
wouldn't work if it carried every kind of clothing ever made.’

Bob Giraldi, director of Michael's ‘Beat It’ video, best
summed up many black critics' opinions of MTV when he said that
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the station was run by ‘racist bastards’. Motown recording artist
Rick James, whose videos had been rejected by the station, also
charged that the network was racist and had set black people back
four hundred years. Bob Pittman was probably not a racist, but he
and MTV certainly catered to white suburban racism.

When CBS submitted Michael Jackson's ‘Billie Jean’ to MTV,
the cable station quickly rejected it. CBS then threatened to pull all
of its other videos from MTV unless they ran ‘Beat It’. Michael
Jackson had become so popular, Bob Pittman — and suburban
white America — simply could not ignore him. Finally, in early
March 1983, the “Billie Jean’ video was played on MTV, and in
so-called “heavy rotation’, meaning often during the day. ‘Beat It’
followed. After that, MTV began to play a few more videos by
black artists, and though the network still leans heavily towards
white rock and roll, at least some black artists — though not many —
receive airtime, mostly as a result of the Michael Jackson
breakthrough so many years ago.

F_

Managerial Trouble

By June 1983, Michael and his brothers had still not renegotiated
their contract with their father, nor had they decided to re-sign
with co-managers, Ron Weisner and Freddy DeMann. Though the
brothers were ambivalent about re-signing, they were willing.
They really didn't have any options, anyway. Of course, Michael
was the holdout. He was disenchanted with his father and, now,
also with Ron Weisner and Freddy DeMann. Because Michael was
taking his time in making a decision about the matter, everyone
involved was concerned. His decision meant a great deal to a lot of
people, in terms of money and power. If he signed, everyone else
in the family would follow suit. If he didn't, it was possible that
there could be other defections.

Joseph hadn't been doing much for Michael lately, especially
since John Branca came into his life. Michael trusted John
implicitly and tried to make certain he — not Joseph — was involved
in every decision. No surprise, then, that Joseph wasn't one of
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John's biggest fans (and vice versa) and only spoke, begrudgingly,
to him if he couldn't speak to Michael, directly. Ron and Freddy
handled whatever John chose not to, so in a sense, though not
technically or officially (or, even legally, for that matter), John
Branca was as much a manager to Michael as he was an attorney.

Michael had complained to John during the last two years that
Ron Weisner and Freddy DeMann were not creative individuals. ‘I
don't even know why they're here,” he said. “They don't know what
they're doing, do they?’ But whenever John would discuss
Michael's feelings with Ron and Freddy, they wouldn't know what
he was talking about. They both felt that Michael was pleased with
their work, since he had never told them otherwise. Michael
picked up a lot of Joseph's business traits, but the art of
confrontation was not one of them. He'd do it, if he had to... but
he'd rather not have to do it.

“You remember their idea for the “Beat It” video,” Michael
reminded John. ‘They wanted me to have bows and arrows,’
Michael complained. ‘Now, come on, Branca. That's stupid.” It
was true that Ron and Freddy had a concept for the ‘Beat It’ video
that would have seen Michael dressed as a Robin Hood character
in England. However, why not? It's all in the implementation, isn't
it? If one was to describe the ‘Beat It’ video as it actually exists —
Michael inspires two rival gangs to understand that dancing will
bring about a peaceful solution of their disagreements — that might
sound silly, too.

Because Joseph was nervous about his tenuous position with
Michael, he reacted impulsively and hoped to force Michael's hand
where Weisner and DeMann were concerned — thereby leaving him
the only sure thing in his son's career, just as it had been in the
past. ‘It's over,” Joseph told Billboard magazine of Ron and
Freddy. “My boys are not re-signing with them. There are a lot of
leeches trying to break up the group,” he observed, possibly
referring to Ron and Freddy's continued emphasis on Michael's
solo career. ‘A lot of people are whispering in Michael's ear, but
we know who they are. They're only in it for the money.” Then, as
iIf to put pressure on Michael, he added, ‘I was there before it
started, and I'll be there when it ends.’

The brothers were not happy with Weisner and DeMann,
anyway, because of all the attention the two had lavished upon
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Michael in recent months. For that matter, they wanted to leave
Joseph, too. However, they were waiting for Michael — not Joseph
— to make an announcement. They knew that there would be
trouble now.

They were right. Michael was angry with Joseph for taking
matters into his own hands, and even more outraged that his father
would talk to a reporter about their private business affairs. It was
as if Joseph wanted the world to know what was happening so that
Michael would then be reluctant to move against his own father.
However, the more Joseph talked, the worse things got for him.
“There was a time when | felt | needed white help in dealing with
the corporate structure at CBS,’ Joseph explained. ‘And | thought
Weisner-DeMann would be able to help. But they never gave me
the respect you expect from a business partner.’

For their part, Weisner and DeMann said to the press that, yes,
they did have problems with Joseph, ‘but we have no problems
with Michael or The Jacksons,” and that Joseph had not been
involved in any major business decisions in recent years. ‘We don't
have a good relationship with him,” Freddy admitted, ‘but | don't
think he enjoys a good relationship with anyone whose skin is not
black.’

‘People have called me a racist. | am not a racist,” Joseph
countered. ‘If | were a racist, | would not have hired a lot of white
people to work for me. I'm not a racist. I'm an American. | gave
my children one hundred per cent of my know-how, knowledge
and time trying to develop them to be what they are today, and it
has paid off and is still paying off.’

Finally, Michael realized that too much was being said to the
press, especially about race. He decided to cut to the chase and fire
Weisner and DeMann; he was going to do it, anyway, so his father
didn't really need to do anything but seal the deal. ‘They said
Thriller would only go two million and it's way over that,” Michael
reasoned to John Branca. ‘So who needs them? They told me not
to do Motown 25. And look what kind of bad advice that was.’

John reminded Michael that he had not wanted to do the
Motown special, anyway. Michael argued, ‘That's not the point.
Ron and Freddy agreed with me when they should have tried to
convince him otherwise. Do it,” he told Branca. “They're finished.’
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Ron Weisner and Freddy DeMann got their walking papers
from Michael on 22 June. Oddly, Ron had talked to Michael
earlier that morning and, during their conversation, Michael acted
as though no problem existed between them. When he then
received the letter of dismissal from John Branca, Ron was
astonished. Obviously, it wasn't the bravest way to handle the
problem, having someone else do his dirty work, but for Michael it
proved the easiest and, besides, John Branca made a lot of money
doing the things Michael would rather not have to do himself.
Though Michael may not have been influenced by Joseph's
contentious nature, he was definitely his father's son when it came
to dealing with those he felt crossed him, and he remains the same
today: once someone falls from Michael's grace, that person
disappears from his thoughts — as though he or she never existed.

As for Joseph, Michael made a public statement to distance
himself from his sentiments. ‘I don't know what would make him
say something like that,” Michael told a reporter, referring to
Joseph's comments about ‘white help’.

“To hear him talk like that turns my stomach. I don't know
where he gets that from. | happen to be colour-blind. | don't hire
colour. | hire competence. The individual can be of any race or
creed as long as | get the best [representation]. Racism is not my
motto.’

With Ron and Freddy gone, and Joseph not re-signed, it
looked like the number-one artist in the world, Michael Jackson,
now had no manager. His team now consisted of his attorney and
chief adviser, John Branca; his security man, Bill Bray; his
accountant, Marshall Gelfand; and a secretary. When “Beat It’ and
‘Billie Jean’ were both in the Top Ten, Quincy Jones asked for a
three-way-conference telephone call among himself, Michael and
John Branca.

‘It's unbelievable what's happening here, Michael,” Quincy
said. “You need a manager, man. How could you fire Weisner and
DeMann? What are you going to do now?’

‘Branca can handle it, Quincy,” Michael said, according to
Quincy's memory. ‘He's brilliant. I'm not nervous, why are you?’
Before Quincy could fully respond, Michael cut the conversation
short and hung up.

Later, Quincy telephoned John Branca.
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‘John, I'm worried, man. This thing, Michael's career, it's like
a plane with no pilot,” he said. ‘This kid's career is in trouble.”

John couldn't believe his ears. “What? He's got two records in
the Top Ten and his career is in trouble?’ he asked with a laugh.
‘Hey man, don't worry about it. It's going to be fine.’

Quincy was perplexed; he didn't understand how Michael was
going to have a flourishing career without managerial guidance. If
the sales of Thriller slowed down because there was no manager
calling the shots, it would affect everybody's bank account,
including Quincy's. However, at this time Michael was the Golden
Child; the public was pulling for him, and the music spoke for
itself.

‘Mike knows what he's doing,” John told Quincy. ‘This kid is a
genius. And we got CBS and Walter [Yetnikoff] covering the
bases. All we have to do is follow Michael's instructions.’

‘But — > Quincy began again.

John cut him off. “This is our chance, man, and I'm just gonna
go on out there and kick ass for this kid because he's got it,
Quincy. | love this kid and | just want to do his bidding.’

F_

Son vs. Father

As angry as Michael was with Joseph, taking that next step —
severing his professional relationship with him — was still difficult
for him to do.

Just as he had felt it important to give Berry Gordy a chance to
redeem himself before the group took their first steps away from
Motown, Michael now hoped his father would do something to
ingratiate himself. However, Joseph simply couldn't rise to the
challenge... mostly because he didn't even know he was being
tested. Joseph never tried to impress his children. In his view,
getting them to Los Angeles and making them stars had been
impressive enough. He had proved himself, he felt, and that was
the end of that.

‘He's finished,” Michael decided of Joseph. Katherine may not
have been able to get rid of him as a husband, but Michael was
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sure able to unload him as a manager. Once Michael Jackson made
up his mind to fire someone, he stuck to the decision, no matter
who the person was — even his own father.

‘Joseph knew it was coming,” said Joseph's friend of fifteen
years, Larry Anderson. ‘He knew his time was up.’

Michael had John Branca draw up the official documents
informing Joseph that his managerial services would no longer be
required. Michael then left the house the day he knew they would
be delivered by messenger. He stayed away from home until
Joseph had time to get used to the idea. ‘It's not easy firing your
father,” he would later explain, in what was quite an
understatement.

In a rare show of unity, the brothers acted as one on this
decision. They wanted Joseph out too and if Michael was prepared
to take the first step they would follow suite. None of them
renewed his contract with Joseph.

Joseph was angry at first, but soon he was crushed. ‘I can't
believe they're leaving me,” he told Katherine. And his despair
caused great conflict in Katherine. Of course she was livid with
him about his treatment of her; the divorce was still pending.
However, her heart went out to him over the matter of their sons.
‘I knew how much he had done for them,” she would later say,
‘and this... well, this was just plain suffering. | didn't want to see
him suffer.’

According to one of Michael's advisers, Michael had a
meeting with Joseph in the living room of the Encino house to
discuss the matter. Michel asked his adviser to be present because
he didn't want to meet with Joseph alone.

“The fact that you can't even talk to me unless you have this
guy here,” Joseph said, motioning to the adviser, ‘it hurts me,
Michael. Do you know how it makes me feel?’ He had tears in his
eyes; he looked broken. “You know how I feel about you. Why do
| always have to say it?’

Michael averted his eyes; he didn't even want to look at his
father. “You never said it, Joseph,’ he said, venomously. ‘Don't act
like you ever said it, even once, because you never said it.’

‘After all I've done for you and your brothers?’ Joseph asked.
“Think about it. It's always been about you and your brothers.
That's how | say it.”
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Michael shot him a look of disdain. ‘Oh yeah?’ he responded,
bitterly. “‘And what about all you've done to Kate? What's that
been about, Joseph?’

Michael's comment set Joseph off, according to the witness's
memory. ‘That ain't got nothin' to do with nothin’,” he said, raising
his voice to a level that made Michael recoil. Joseph rose so that
he was standing above his son, who was still seated. ‘My marriage
has nothing to do with you, Michael,” he shouted at him. “You
know | love your mother. It's between her and me.’

Michael stood up to face his father, his dark eyes were
blazing. ‘It's between all of us, Joseph,” he exclaimed. ‘If you can't
see that, then | don't know what to tell you.” He stormed out of the
room.

Joseph then turned on the adviser. ‘It's because of you,” he said
in a hurting but still furious voice. ‘You put this bullshit in my
son's head and you're ruining our family. It's because of you.” He
then crumpled into a chair. Joseph appeared to be reeling as if, for
him, all logic, fairness and common sense had suddenly been
suspended and now... this. He put his face in his hands and sat in
his chair, shaking his head in disbelief.

In the summer of 1983, those Jacksons living at the
Hayvenhurst estate — Michael, Janet, LaToya, and Joseph and
Katherine — existed in a state of emotional siege. Imagine it:
Michael had fired Joseph as his manager, yet they were still living
In the same house together. Katherine had filed to divorce Joseph,
yet he was sleeping down the hall. Of course, the sensible thing
would have been for him to move out. However, Joseph wasn't
going anywhere. The fact that he didn't even own the house any
longer was irrelevant.

‘My father's very stern, very strict,” LaToya complained to
freelance writer Todd Gold at this time. ‘Deep down inside, he's a
wonderful guy, but you have to know him. If you don't, you can
get the wrong impression. You'd think that he's mean and whatever
he says goes, which it does. Sometimes, though, if you really fight
it out, you can have your way.” She let out an exasperated sigh.
‘But it's just not worth it.’

As soon as Joseph would leave the estate for a day of work
elsewhere, a sense of relief washed over the premises. On
Saturdays, for instance, when he went to visit Joh'Vonnie, the

260



Hayvenhurst household came alive. LaToya told Todd Gold, ‘We
invite lots of kids over and play some movies in the theatre, and
the popcorn machine's going, the animals are all out, and
everyone's dancing to music.’

Throughout the week, Michael tried to make certain that he
never crossed paths with Joseph. Should the two accidentally
meet, a loud argument would be the inevitable result. Michael
would end up in his room, sobbing, Katherine trailing him there.
Joseph would follow. There would be shouting, then more crying.
Doors would slam all around. The tension affected everyone;
Janet and LaToya spent a lot of time in their bedrooms with their
music turned up.

Of course, the Jacksons may have been having tough personal
times, but they were still the Jacksons and therefore lived with a
sense of entitlement that was, sometimes, astounding. They all
expected devotion from their staff; employees had no lives of
their own. Steve Howell, Michael's videographer at the time,
remembered what happened when he took a vacation to Lake
Tahoe. ‘I was there with my girl and made the mistake of calling
the house to see if everything was okay. “You have to get back
here right away,” Bill Bray, Michael's security man, told me
hysterically. “There's no television reception and Michael needs
to watch TV! Get back here right away. So | cancelled the rest of
my trip, flew back to Los Angeles, bee-lined it to the house, only
to discover that the cable wire was unplugged. | plugged it into
the wall and the TV went on, and Michael sat down to watch TV.
“Thanks,” he said.’

Good help was hard to find, even in Encino. At one point,
money was stolen from one of the bedrooms. The Jacksons
suspected a maid. They then began leaving money out in view,
and would then sneak about and peer around corners to see who
would take it. Ah-ha! It was the maid. Michael was the one who
busted her; twenty bucks! After that, the family employees were
often tested. Katherine would leave the alarm on the closet
unarmed, the one in which she kept her minks, chinchillas, and
other expensive furs. She would leave the door slightly ajar so
anyone walking by could see what was inside. She would then
stand very still at a nearby vantage point to see who expressed the
most interest in the furs. That person would be scrutinized very
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carefully from then onward. ‘Keep your eye on that one,” she
would tell Michael. ‘I don't trust her as far as | can throw her.’
Perhaps this kind of surveillance kept their minds off their
troubles with Joseph.

During this time, outsiders were not welcome at Hayvenhurst,
especially the press who might sniff out any trouble on the home
front. Of course, persistent fans were always a problem. ‘I love
my fans, but I'm afraid of them,” Michael told photo journalist
Dave Nussbaum. ‘Some of them will do anything to get to you.
They don't realize that what they are doing might hurt you,’
Michael talked of a fan who had managed to get beyond the gate.
“We woke up and found her sitting by the pool. She had jumped
the gate. Luckily our dogs were caged at the time. They're usually
out, and they would have destroyed her. We brought her inside.
She demanded not to leave, in a very rude way, so we held her
there until we had somebody come and take her out.’

On his way out, the reporter asked Michael if he would like
to join him for a bite to eat.

‘Oh, no,” Michael said, shaking his head. ‘I can't go out
there.” He motioned beyond the electronic gate. ‘They'll get me
for sure. They're around the corner, and they want to get their
hands on me.” The terror in his eyes seemed genuine. ‘I just don't
want to go out there.’

As Michael talked to the reporter, his security man, Bill Bray
— a former police officer — stood nearby watching.

Bray, who worked with Michael until his recent retirement,
was formidable in his day. Once, when a Jackson employee left
the estate, a fan slipped in as the gate opened.

Steve Howell recalled, ‘I was talking to Mike in the front
yard. It was about three in the afternoon. I remember the time of
day because at three — when the kids got out of school — two
guards went on duty, instead of one. Mike and | were talking, and
the next thing | knew this girl walked up to us and said hello.
Then, she gave him a big bear hug. With her back to me, Mike
motioned to me with his arms helplessly as if to say, Who is this
person? | was about to say something when, suddenly, | felt the
air break. Something moved like — whoosh! — the speed of light.
It was Bill Bray.
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‘He grabbed that chick, smacked her to the ground,
handcuffed her and dragged her out of there. The cops came, took
her away. She was crying hysterically, probably scared to death.
Michael took it all in, turned to me and without missing a beat,
said, “So, anyway...” And we went back to talking like nothing
had happened.

‘We had a lot of fifty-one fiftys around there, so that was
nothing new.” A 51-50, Steve Howell explained, was police
terminology for a mentally unbalanced person.

*

How long could the siege continue? Joseph had a good deal
of resolve and, as he may have put it at the time, ‘It will continue
for as damn well long as | want it to continue.’

Finally, Katherine had enough of the divorce drama — which
was dragging on throughout this parallel family crisis. Years later,
she explained her predicament. ‘I was stuck between a rock and a
hard place,” she recalled. ‘Even though | wanted Joe out, I didn't
want to go public by having him forcibly removed. | knew that
the press would jump on the story, and | couldn't bear the
publicity. It was the strangest of times for me. Some days, just the
sight of him would fill me with anger. Other times, | found
myself talking to him as if nothing had ever happened between
us.’

After ten months, Katherine decided to withdraw the divorce
papers. Without Joseph, she decided she would only lead an
empty and shallow existence, anyway. She loved him still, she
told herself, though she said she didn't know why she felt that
way.

‘A part of me believes that a person hurts herself more than
the person she's feuding with by holding a grudge. Also,” she
explained, ‘I subscribe to Christ's teaching on forgiveness. How
many times, He said, do you forgive a person? Seventy times
seven... as many as it takes.

‘But I'm not going to pretend that suddenly everything was
the way it used to be between Joe and me,” she concluded,
perhaps somewhat romanticizing her tumultuous history with
him. ‘Because it wasn't.’

F_
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Putting Pressure on Michael

Michael Jackson suspected that, with his parents now reconciled,
Joseph might expect to be welcomed back into the fold not only as
Katherine's husband, but also as the boys' manager. ‘And that's not
gonna happen,’ he told Janet, according to her memory. ‘Mother
may want him back, but I don't, and | don't think my brothers do,
either. There's no way they'll let him back in.’

Joseph was a bit craftier, however, than Michael may have
thought because he did have a plan to get ‘back in’ and it was one
he knew that Michael's brothers would find irresistible: a reunion
tour.

Many of the artists who participated in the Motown
anniversary television special felt a new sense of brotherhood and
camaraderie with the label. After the programme, Berry Gordy re-
signed The Four Tops to the company and teamed them with The
Temptations on vinyl, just as they had been united on stage that
evening in Pasadena. Other artists began to negotiate with Berry,
as well. Holland-Dozier-Holland were back, and even Diana Ross
was socializing with Berry again. It was as if they were all trying
to recapture the feeling they had had during the glory days of
Motown — everyone, that is, except Jermaine Jackson.

After the show was taped, Jermaine began meeting with his
brothers and Joseph about the possibility of his leaving Motown,
reuniting with the group, and going out on the road again, together.
Michael knew nothing about these meetings. ‘Michael's success
can only help us,” Tito said. ‘He's way up there above us, and
maybe he can throw down a rope and let us climb it.” A tour would
also relieve Marlon of certain financial pressures. He and his wife,
Carol, had separated but were now reconciled. They were
determined to make their marriage work, despite their financial
challenges. They needed some assistance, however.

At this time, the brothers also prepared a new Jacksons album
for CBS called Victory. Michael did not want to be involved in the
project. He would write and sing only two tracks and participate in
the writing of a third, and even that much participation was too
much for him. However, as they recorded the aloum, the brothers
became excited at the prospect of touring to promote it once it was
released.
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No one wanted to consider Michael's reaction to the
possibility of a tour, probably because they knew in their hearts
that he might present a problem. ‘The thing is, we've always
worked really hard,” Marlon observed at this time. ‘As far back as
| can remember, since the time Michael and | were six and seven,
we were going to school, doing homework, attending rehearsals,
and then on weekends we'd play nightclubs, stayin' up till four in
the morning, then get up and go to school come Monday. It was
real, real hard for us. And | don't think you can outgrow your
brothers and sisters, and Michael feels the same way. We're blood.
You just don't sever those ties.’

By the summer of 1983, Jermaine had become excited enough
about the prospects of a tour with his brothers that he asked Berry
for a release from Motown. He wanted to look at his options, he
said. Arista had offered him a deal (which he would take) and he
also wanted to be free to tour with The Jacksons.

Sadly, Jermaine's solo career had never taken hold at Motown.
All of that family angst — and for what? One Top Ten record: ‘Let's
Get Serious’, which sold 722,737 copies, and not until 1981, some
six years after the night at the Westbury Music Fair when he had to
choose between his family and the Gordy family. However, in the
company's defence, some felt that Jermaine wasn't motivated; he
didn't hunger for stardom, like Michael. Many of his fans felt he
should have stayed with the group, stayed married to Berry's
daughter... and hoped for the best.

‘Sometimes | have this dream that I'm onstage with my
brothers,” he told me in an interview in 1983. “‘And I'm countin' off
the songs like I always used to do when we performed together.
We're all onstage and the crowd is goin' crazy. All of a sudden |
wake up. What a let-down. We all started here at Motown,” he said,
‘and if anybody left anybody, | feel they left me at Motown. If we
were to perform together again, there'd be no end to the things we
could do, the excitement we'd create.’

Berry gave Jermaine his release, sealing an anticlimactic
ending to his days at Motown.

Finally, Joseph called a meeting of all of the brothers in the
family's living room. He announced that it was time for them to go
back out and tour, the original Jackson 5, plus Randy. Michael's
response was swift and to the point: ‘Count me out.’
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Joseph tried to reason with Michael. A major tour could solve
many of his brothers' financial problems, and they all had them.
No one had been making money lately, but Michael. Of course,
Michael realized that none of his brothers had become as wealthy
as he had become since Thriller. However, he also knew that if
they curbed their extravagant tastes, they would be in good shape.
‘Michael's money didn't matter to nobody but Michael,” Joseph
maintained. ‘And he was always very secretive about that. More
important, the brothers needed to enhance their own situation. Like
any other group, they needed to tour.’

Next, Joseph tried guilt, accusing Michael of turning his back
on his brothers now that he was a superstar. If Michael, never
selfish in regard to his family, had sensed need, not greed, he
might have responded. However, he knew when he was being
used. He also realized that even if he agreed to the tour, his
superstar status would be ignored. He would be just one vote in six
— the odd man out, as usual. ‘No,” he said, ‘I'm not going.” The
brothers stormed out of the meeting. ‘See that,” Joseph said,
pointing a finger at him. ‘“Now, they're mad atcha'.’

‘S0?” Michael said. ‘Big deal.’

About a week later, the brothers and Joseph had another
meeting with Michael and, this time, tried humour on him. They
brought along a life-sized stand-up poster of Michael. ‘If you don't
come with us, we're gonna put this onstage in your place,’
Jermaine told Michael, a grin playing on his face. It was always
hard to resist Jermaine's smile; he and Michael had always been
close. The brothers laughed, and Michael said he would think it
over.

A few days later, when Michael still had not made up his
mind, Joseph tore into him. ‘Look, we don't need you anyway,’ he
shouted at him. “In fact, I think it would be better if you weren't on
this tour. Jermaine can sing some songs, and Jackie and Marlon
and Randy can all have songs. Tito, too. So, the hell with you,
Michael. The hell with you.’

Joseph's reverse psychology worked like a charm; Michael
was upset by his father's comments. He told John Branca: ‘Branca,
what's he talking about? The brothers can't sing. Only | can be the
lead singer.’
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Just as Michael was on the brink of making up his mind in
favour of the tour, lest they go without him and maybe — though
not likely — show that he was dispensable, Joseph pulled out the
big gun: Katherine, who was made co-promoter of the tour. Her
chief responsibility would be to turn the new family dream into
reality by, once and for all, convincing Michael to be involved in
the tour. “When Mother speaks, we listen,” Jermaine once said.

It could have been successfully argued that Michael had done
more for Katherine over the years, financially as well as
emotionally, than any of his brothers. It seemed unfair, then, that
she would now be coaxing him to do something that he clearly
didn't want to do, just so that she could appease his brothers and
make more money for the family. However, Katherine loved all of
her children, not just Michael. She knew that they were in
financial straits, and that only a tour with Michael would help
them straighten out their lives. In her view, it was the least
Michael could do. After all, they were family.

Katherine met with Michael privately and asked him to
consider the possibility of a tour — for her sake. How could he
resist such a request? For Katherine he would agreed to continue
being held down as part of a family act rather than do what was
natural at this time in his life and career: soar on his own. It didn't
particularly matter to Joseph or the brothers that Michael's heart
would not be in the upcoming tour, as long as his body was on that
stage.

In any case, Michael had his mind on other things at this time.
In October 1983, he and Jackie Kennedy Onassis met at the
Encino home to discuss the possibility of his writing an
autobiography to be published by Doubleday, the company for
which she worked as an editor.

Five years earlier, in 1978, Michael had befriended John
Kennedy, Jr., and Caroline after meeting the two while he was in
New York to film The Wiz. So determined was he to meet their
mother he decided to try to date Caroline (then twenty) thinking,
perhaps, that she might introduce him to the former First Lady. ‘I
remember that Michael began to call Caroline constantly, even
hoping that maybe Jackie would answer,” recalled, LaToya, who
was staying with Michael in New York at the time. ‘Finally, she
agreed to go out on a date with him. They went to an ice-skating
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rink and then to dinner. Caroline ordered veal osso buco, which
Michael said he had never heard of before. After dinner, Michael
said he tried to kiss her, and she said, “If my mother finds out |
kissed a black boy, she will absolutely kill me.” Michael came
home crying, but it didn't stop him from wanting to meet Jackie.’
(Many years later, when Michael asked Jackie about Caroline's
comment, Jackie was angry. She insisted that Caroline made up the
excuse just to avoid kissing him.)

LaToya says that she discovered a naked photograph of Jackie
in Michael's room in New York, hidden in his sock drawer.
Apparently, an embarrassed Michael explained that he had
recently visited a New York Daily News reporter at his home for
dinner. While the two rummaged through the writer's showbiz
memorabilia, they came across the picture of Jackie. Michael was
perplexed as to why she would pose for such a photographer,
while unclothed. The reporter explained that the picture was taken
by a paparazzo, obviously without her permission. Then, the scribe
gave him the photo as a souvenir. ‘I just can't stop looking at it,” he
told LaToya. ‘I must meet her.’

“What will you do when you meet her,” LaToya asked.

‘I don't know,” Michael answered. “Faint, | guess.’

By the fall of 1983, Michael was a world-famous superstar
and Jackie a Doubleday editor who wanted to edit his memoirs.
Finally, Michael would have his chance to meet her when Jackie
asked to have lunch with him in Los Angeles. However, on the day
of the scheduled luncheon, Michael suffered a panic attack. ‘She's
the most famous woman in the world,” he explained to one family
member. ‘And I'm, well, I'm just me.’

Michael spent the afternoon at Hayvenhurst vomiting and
hyperventilating while Jackie and a couple of assistants waited for
him in a Beverly Hills restaurant. The next day, Michael invited
Jackie to his home in Encino.

‘On the day she was set to come by the house, everyone was
excited,” Steve Howell remembered. “‘Naturally, we all wanted to
meet her but would have settled for just a glimpse of her going
from the limo to the house. The buzz around the house was ‘Jackie
O's coming, Jackie O's coming.” Her driver called from the car to
alert Michael that they were about thirty minutes away. ‘Okay,
everybody out,” Mike said. “You can all go home. Out, out, out!’
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Though nobody wanted to leave, everyone had to go. Michael
wanted the entire staff to vacate the premises so that he would be
able to be alone with Jackie. “But I want to meet, Jackie O, to0o,”
Katherine said. “Nope,” Michael told her. “Not this time, Kate.
Maybe next time.”’

Another friend of Michael's remembered, ‘Jackie wanted to
talk book business, but Michael had other things on his mind. He
wanted to know how she felt about always being photographed
everywhere she went. He wanted to know how she handled her
celebrity. He asked her for tips on how to avoid paparazzi. He
admired her and was hoping to figure out what makes her tick.’

Michael was twenty-five years old and felt uneasy about
writing his memoirs. “I'm still trying to sort it all out myself,” he
told Steve Howell. Indeed, some of his life did deserve close
examination, but most people who knew Michael at this time
agreed that he was not the most impartial person for the job.
Michael was much too concerned about his public image, and that
of his family, to write the real story. He certainly had many
personal problems, most of which Jackie was not aware of, but he
would do anything to protect the family's dignity. ‘I don't want to
let my fans down by having them know the whole truth,” he said.
“They'll be crushed.’

Michael knew that baring his soul in a book at this time was
not something he could do, so he asked Jackie to consider a
scrapbook concept, a book illustrated by such novelty items as his
first report card, early pictures and poetry. Jackie tried to act
interested, but she really wasn't enthralled by the notion. She
wanted his whole life on paper, but she agreed to the scrapbook
idea, at least for a while.

The next day Michael took Jackie to Disneyland. Jackie wore
a sleek leather jacket with belt fastened around her impossibly thin
waist, along with playfully striped pants. Michael was in the
requisite military-styled, sequined jacket adorned with silver
zippers and buckles. They both wore sunglasses.

‘Afterward, he told me he thought she was strong and
intelligent, and the fact that she survived JFK's death made him
feel that she was someone he should have in his life as a mother
figure,” said LaToya. ‘I told him, “But, Michael, we already have a
mother,” and he said, “Yes, but we have to take care of Kate
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because of all she's going through with Joseph. Who is there to
take care of us?” | didn't know the answer to that,” concluded
LaToya, ‘but I felt sure it would not be Jackie O.’

Meanwhile, Michael struck up the first of many friendships
with young boys, this one being the twelve-year-old actor
Emmanuel Lewis. Emmanuel was three feet, four inches tall at
that time; Michael enjoyed carrying him in his arms as if he were a
toddler. Emmanuel had come to Hollywood to star in the sitcom
Webster; Michael had seen him on television commercials and had
always wanted to meet him. He telephoned the boy's mother and
invited him to visit Hayvenhurst. When he did, the two became
fast friends. In truth, Michael nearly became obsessed with
Emmanuel Lewis. They would play with Michael's pets, run
around the estate like little kids playing ‘Cowboys and Indians’,
roll around on the lawn together, laughing. It appeared to
observers that Michael was trying to live the childhood he feels he
missed. Today, of course, this is ‘normal’ behaviour for Michael.
Everyone is used to seeing him rolling around with kids. However,
in 1983, this was considered unusual, even for him,

One visitor at the Encino estate recalled watching as Michael
read the story of Peter Pan to Emmanuel. Afterwards the two of
them imagined themselves as characters in the story. According to
the eyewitness, twenty-five-year-old Michael and twelve-year-old
Emmanuel sat on the floor with their eyes closed and fantasized
that they were flying over Never-Never Land. ‘Believe it and it'll
be true,” Michael whispered. ‘Now, are you ready? Do you
believe? Do you?’

‘Yes, | believe,” Emmanuel said, his eyes closed tightly. ‘I do
believe.’

They then began to recite dialogue from the story. After a
while, the two broke up laughing and began to wrestle on the floor
like puppies.

Emmanuel Lewis's family reportedly became concerned about
the friendship after Michael and Emmanuel checked into the Four
Seasons hotel in Los Angeles — as father and son. It's not known
what fantasy they were acting out at that time. However, shortly
afterwards they stopped seeing as much of each other.

Once Michael had agreed to a reunion tour with his brothers,
Joseph and Katherine asked Don King to assist in promoting the
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venture. Don is a flamboyant, outrageous and controversial black
man considered by many at the time to be the leading boxing
promoter in the world. Raised in a Cleveland ghetto, he went to
prison in 1966 for second-degree murder after killing a man in a
street fight. He served four years and then began promoting
prizefights.

King was best known for his huge boxing promotions of
Muhammad Ali's ‘Thrilla in Manila’ and Sugar Ray
Leonard/Roberto Duran rights. When the Jackson sons met with
him, though, they were not impressed. During the meeting, King
wore a white fur coat, diamond rings and a gold necklace on which
hung a charm: a crown with the name DON on top of it. His grey
hair stuck straight up, as if he'd just been electrocuted. The
brothers decided that he was too ostentatious, not the type of man
they wanted representing them in the public arena. However, their
negative judgement about Don King shifted when he came up with
three million dollars to give them as a show of good faith, against
concert earnings — $500,000 to each member of the group. The
brothers were ecstatic, Joseph was happy, and Katherine content.
Michael was not impressed.

‘I think he's creepy,” Michael told one friend. ‘I don't trust the
guy. He just wants a piece of the action, that's all.” It wouldn't be a
small “piece’, that much was certain. Forty shows were planned,
with a projected gross revenue of thirty million dollars. Deducting
six million dollars for expenses would leave twenty-four million
dollars net profit — 85 per cent of which would go to the group, 7.5
per cent to Don King, and 7.5 per cent to Joseph and Katherine,
That amounted to $3.4 million for each Jackson member — enough
to get the brothers back on their feet, for a while anyway — as well
as $900,000 each for Joseph and Katherine, and a $1.8-million
pay-day for Don King.

Once aboard, Don King contacted Jay Coleman, an
enterprising promoter who specialized in obtaining tour
sponsorships from major corporations. Don told Jay about the
Jacksons' tour and their need for a big-money sponsor. ‘And you,
my man, are just the white boy who can walk into a corporation
and tap them for the change,’ he said. He was right about that: Jay
recruited the Pepsi-Cola Company to pony up another five million
dollars to sponsor the tour.
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Jackie, Tito, Randy, Marlon and Jermaine all voted to work
with Don King as promoter. After all, an extra five million dollars
was impressive. However, for Michael, five million dollars was, as
they used to say back in Gary, ‘chump change’, especially after it
was split six ways and 15 per cent was taken off the top for Don,
Joseph, and Katherine — leaving Michael with $700,000 and not
much incentive. Michael reluctantly agreed to allow Don King to
promote the tour, but he wanted Pepsi out of the picture. ‘Forget
it,” Michael said. ‘I don't drink Pepsi. | don't believe in Pepsi.’

The family then worked on Michael to accept the Pepsi
endorsement; there was too much money involved to let it go, and
it was a viable and impressive sponsorship whether Michael drank
the soft drink or not. The Rolling Stones had only received a half
million for their endorsement. In fact, up until that time, the
biggest deal in Madison Avenue history had been actor Alan Alda's
for Atari, and that was only a million. The brothers thought
Michael was crazy. ‘I just don't want to do it,” Michael insisted. ‘I
have a bad feeling about it.’

Finally, after a weekend of intense pressure, Michael signed
the contract at four o'clock one Monday morning. A rider made it
clear that he would not have to hold a can of Pepsi, or drink from
one, in any commercial or publicity photo.

“You know something? I don't know what that boy has against
making money,’ Joseph said later, in regard to Michael's reluctance
about the Pepsi endorsement. “You can always have more money.
You never get to a point, | don't care how much money you have,
where you don't need more money. And at that time everybody in
the family, except Michael, | guess, needed it.”

On 30 November 1983, a press conference was organized at
the Tavern on the Green restaurant in New York City to announce
the Jacksons' reunion tour, and the fact that Don King would be
promoting it. By this time, Michael had had two more major hit
singles, ‘Human Nature’ and ‘PYT’, so it was expected that the
site would be mobbed with fans, which it was; there were over a
hundred police officers guarding the Tavern.

The press conference began on an odd note...and went
downhill from there. In his introductory remarks, Don King spoke
of God, then love and ‘enrapturement’, and the fact that “‘Michael
has soared the heights to the unknown’. Then, said the master
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promoter, ‘It is so fortunate for all of us and so symbolic that we
have such a beautiful family to use for all the world to see. They
are humble. They are warm. They exude charming magnetism. The
love that emits from these guys is so contagious,’ he enthused. ‘It's
so captivating and infectious and it got me into this whirlwind of a
musical spell that | can't seem to get out of...” On and on he went,
for almost a half-hour. Then, he showed a fifteen-minute
documentary — about himself. Katherine, Joseph, LaToya and
Janet watched with confused looks on their faces as Don King then
paraphrased Malvolio's speech from Shakespeare's Twelfth Night,
‘Be not afraid of greatness,” he said, his chest puffed with pride.
‘Some men are born great. Some achieve greatness. And others
have greatness thrust upon them.’

Joseph leaned over to Katherine and was overheard asking, ‘Is
he talking about us or himself?’ She shrugged.

‘Does anything he's saying make any sense at all?’ she asked,
bewildered.

Don King then spoke of the upcoming forty-city tour, a
concert film and a live satellite broadcast. He also announced that
Pepsi-Cola had ponied up five million dollars for the privilege of
sponsoring the event. The Jacksons would star in two commercials
for Pepsi as part of the deal. ‘It is going to be fabulous. The
highest-grossing tour, the most amazing tour ever in history by
these extraordinary men...’

Finally, Michael, Marlon, Tito, Jermaine, Randy and Jackie
walked out to great applause from the press corps; they sat on the
dais with glum faces, their eyes hidden behind sunglasses. None of
them looked amused by the manner Don King continued to
grandstand for the media. Finally, Don urged Michael to speak. ‘I
really don't have anything to say,” Michael began. ‘I guess | would
like to introduce the rest of my family. First my mother, Katherine

‘Yes, that's the mother, Katherine,” Don King butted in. ‘The
backbone, the strength, the heart and soul -’

‘And this is my father, Joseph.’

‘Hmm-hmm, that's him. Joseph Jackson. | love that man. That
man has truly mesmerized me.’

‘And that's LaToya and Janet,” Michael said, now frowning at
Don.
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‘Yes, aren't they truly lovely? The Jackson sisters, LaToya
and...” Don's voice trailed off when he noticed Michael's
expression.

‘And my Dbrothers' beautiful wives are here,” Michael
continued. ‘Hazel, Carol, Enid and Dee Dee. My sister Maureen is
not here because she is doing an album for CBS. Thank you very
much.’

Michael then refused to answer questions.

“Thank you, Michael, the golden voice of song,” Don said,
quickly:.

‘So, what's this tour going to be called?’ a reporter asked.

“They haven't named it yet,” King answered.

‘Excuse me, but yes, we have,” Marlon cut in. “We're calling it
the Victory tour.’

‘So there you have it, ladies and gentleman,” Don proclaimed.
“That is the name of the tour. The Victory tour. And what a heck of
a name that is, too.’

‘And what's the point of this tour?’ someone else asked.

“The tour will mean that the brothers are getting together once
again,” Jermaine said, ‘to unite and work close with each other, to
show the world that we can make everybody happy. And
everybody in the whole world will unite as one, because we want
to bring this together in peace for everyone,’ he concluded, making
about as much sense as Don King.

‘“Why can't Michael say more?’ asked another reporter.

‘Uh, well...” Don shot a look at Michael. Michael shook his
head emphatically, no. “‘He, uh, his voice is a problem because he
has been working so hard singing those songs and makin' all those
hit records,” said Don. ‘He will not be able to continue talking
now. Isn't that right, Michael?’

Michael seemed to glare at the promoter behind his shades.

Later, Washington reporters Maxwell Glen and Cody Shearer
would dub the event ‘one of media history's most abominable
press conferences, ever.” Another observer called The Jacksons'
tour “The Nitro Tour’, explaining that ‘at any minute the whole
thing is gonna blow sky-high.’

Michael had arranged to have the press conference video-
taped. A few hours after it was mercifully over, he, John Branca
and a few other trusted associates watched the tape in Michael's
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suite at the Helmsley Palace. ‘It's a mess, isn't it?” was Michael's
verdict,

John observed that Don King was actually the star of the
show, and that The Jacksons had been ‘some kind of sideshow”’.

“Well, that really stinks, doesn't it?” Michael said, angrily. “We
gotta show this tape to the brothers.’

Michael then called a meeting in his room. Jackie, Tito,
Jermaine, Marlon and Randy showed up within minutes. After the
press conference, even they had their doubts about Don King.
‘Look at this terrible thing,” Michael said, putting in the video
tape.

*‘What's wrong with you guys?’ Michael wanted to know after
the tape finished. ‘Can't you see that this man is using us? This is
the Don King show, and The Jacksons are an opening act. Can't
you see how bad this looks?’

“You're right, Michael,” Jackie said, shaking his head in
despair. ‘The guy is a complete jerk.’

‘Unbelievable,” Jermaine agreed. ‘Mike is right. I've never
been so embarrassed. That was bad, real bad.’

The rest of the brothers agreed. Participating in the press
conference had been a bleak enough proposition, but seeing how it
looked from the other side of the dais was more than the brothers'
pride could bear. “Well, look, you guys chose this creep,” Michael
said. “Now, Branca and | are going to choose someone else, a tour
coordinator who's going to really handle the business, someone
like Bill Graham or Irvin Azoff, someone big in the business,’
Michael said, referring to two giants in the concert promotion
world. ‘Do we agree?’ he asked, taking charge. ‘Is it time to take
back some power?’

The brothers nodded their heads in agreement.

S

Another Bombastic, Attention-getting
Melodrama?

By 1984, despite his tremendous fame and great fortune, Michael
Jackson still continued door-to-door proselytizing for the
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Jehovah's Witness faith, ‘twice a week, maybe for an hour or two,’
according to Katherine. He also attended meetings at Kingdom
Hall with his mother four times a week, when he was in town.

An example of a typical day of spreading The Word: wearing a
disguise — a moustache, hat and glasses — and a tie and sweater,
and holding a copy of Watchtower, Michael stood at the door of an
apartment in suburban Thousand Oaks, California, one morning in
early 1984. ‘I'm here to talk to you about God's word,’ he told the
young girl who answered the bell.

She slammed the door in his face.

He went to the next apartment.

“Today, I'm here to talk to you about God's word,” he said
when the door opened. He was invited into the apartment, and the
door closed behind him. Louise Gilmore recalled the day Michael
came to visit: ‘It was very odd. At first I thought it was some kind
of a trick-or-treat gag. A young black man came to my door
wearing what was obviously a phony moustache and beard, and a
big hat. His face was too smooth for all that facial hair. He looked
like a little boy playing grown-up. He had this soft little voice and
looked harmless enough. ‘Can | talk to you for just a moment?’ he
said politely. | decided to let him in.

‘He sat down and pulled out all of these books and pamphlets
from a bag. “You should read these,” he said. He gave me a little
speech about the Jehovah's Witnesses, which | paid no attention to,
so | can't tell you what he said. He then had a glass of water,
thanked me, and went on his way. | didn't think anything of it,
except, My, what a polite little boy.

“The next day my neighbour said to me, “Did Michael Jackson
come to your house too?” | said, “What are you talking about?”
When | put two and two together, | almost fainted. I've kept the
material he gave me as souvenirs. No, | didn't join the religion.’

More than ever before, Michael considered himself a strict
Jehovah's Witness. He didn't believe in blood transfusions, Easter
and Christmas (which he viewed as ‘pagan holidays’), or the
celebration of his own birthday. He also did not believe in
pledging allegiance to the flag. (In April 1984 he would attend the
T. J. Martell Foundation's dinner honouring Walter Yetnikoff,
president of CBS Records. Michael refused to be seated at the dais
until after Monsignor Vincent Puma delivered the invocation and
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the crowd pledged allegiance to the flag and then sang the national
anthem.)

Despite the fact that Michael was devout — and no doubt had
donated quite a bit of money to the religion — the church's elders
were upset with him in 1984, mostly because of the “Thriller’
video.

Michael had been so impressed with the horror-fantasy film
An American Werewolf in London that he employed the services of
John Landis to repeat his directorial duties and then he hired Rick
Baker to create special effects on the ‘Thriller’ video. The
fourteen-minute video was budgeted at $600,000. At this time, an
artist could make a decent video for about $25,000. John Branca
felt that Michael was overextending himself and advised him that
they should find another way to pay for the ‘Thriller’ video.

John and Michael came up with the idea of a video entitled
The Making of Thriller. At the same time that the video was being
taped, extra footage of how it was done, including interviews with
some of the key figures and even Michael himself, would be shot.
John then approached WVestron Video, a video distribution
company, and had them pay approximately $500,000 for the right
to distribute the product.

Afterwards, John went to MTV and told executives there that
Michael was doing a sixty-minute documentary and that if they
wanted to show it, they'd have to pay for it. At that time, MTV
didn't even pay record companies for the right to air videos
because it was considered terrific promotion to have an artist's
video aired on the cable-music station. While today there is much
negotiating of money between MTV and an artist's managers,
attorneys and record label executives, that was certainly not the
case in 1984. However, because Michael was so popular, MTV
quickly agreed to finance part of The Making of Thriller — if
Michael would license it to the station for an official debut. The
video would end up costing a little over a million dollars. The
Showtime cable network also paid for second rights to the video.
In all, MTV and Showtime put up nearly the whole second half of
the million dollars.

The “Thriller’ video combined illusion and reality, skilfully
weaving one into the other. The story opens with Michael pulling
his white Chevy convertible over to the side of a wooded road. In
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a line that has been around since ten minutes after the first Model
T rolled off the assembly line, Michael turns to date Ola Ray (a
former Playboy centrefold) and says, ‘I'm afraid we're out of gas.’
However, instead of staying put and romancing, they start to walk.

He asks her to be his girl. She accepts. ‘I'm not like other
guys,” he then tells her in a soft and whispery voice.

‘Of course not,” she says, brushing off one of the great
understatements of all time. ‘That's why I love you.’

‘No,” Michael insists. ‘I mean I'm different.”

As the moon comes out from behind a cloud, Ola discovers
how different Michael really is: how many other guys sprout
fangs, claws and whiskers and bray at the moon as they turn into
werewolves? He chases her through the woods. She trips. She is
flat on her back. He hovers over her, clearly up to no good.

Just as the monster is about to attack, the camera focuses on
Michael and Ola as part of a movie theatre audience, dressed in a
more modern fashion than their 1950-style counterparts on the
screen. She is cringing in horror while he is clearly enjoying the
scene. ‘I can't watch,” she says, getting up to leave.

Reluctantly putting aside his popcorn, Michael follows her out
of the theatre, playfully taunting her about her fears. He begins
singing ‘Thriller’ as they walk along the deserted streets. When
they pass a graveyard, an assemblage of ghouls emerge from their
graves and crypts to surround the couple. With skin the colour of
mushrooms, blood dripping from the corners of their mouths, and
eyeballs bulging halfway out of their heads, they look as though
they have been moldering for a long time.

Ola escapes to find shelter in a deserted house. Meanwhile,
Michael leads the grotesque company in dance, his features
contorted and menacing, his blood-red clothing contributing to his
sinister appearance. He leads the other ghouls to Ola and, as she
trembles in fear, Michael and his gruesome company break
through the walls, the windows, the floor. Ola huddles on the sofa,
screaming as Michael reaches out for her.

Suddenly, they are in Michael's home. ‘Hey, what's the
problem?’ a smiling Michael asks. Ola looks up at him with
confused eyes. Was it all a dream? Michael puts his arm
protectively around her shoulder. But, then, as he turns to face the
camera his eyes are bestial, his smile ominous.
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There's little doubt that Michael never intended the video to
advocate Satanism or the occult. He was so engrossed with
fantasy, “Thriller’ was no scarier to him than Halloween. After all,
when he finished a hard day's work on the set, he went home to a
bunch of dead-eyed mannequins in his bedroom. Before he had
even finished work on it, though, the video brought to a head an
ongoing conflict between Michael and the church elders of the
Encino Kingdom Hall. After the elders heard about the concept,
they summoned Michael for a meeting, during which the state of
his soul was discussed. He was not receptive. He didn't want to be
told what to do, not by his father and not by his church, either. He
refused to make any kind of statement repudiating his work, as the
church insisted he should. ‘I know I'm an imperfect person,’
Michael said. ‘I'm not making myself out to be an angel.’

Finally, when the elders threatened to banish him from the
religion, Michael became worried. He telephoned John Branca's
office. When John's secretary picked up the phone, there seemed to
be no one on the line. All she heard was the sound of desperate
breathing, as if someone was trying to catch his breath in between
sobs. ‘I don't know who it is,” she told John. ‘It might be Michael.’

When John got on the line and heard nothing but panting, he
became concerned. However, before he could figure out what was
going on, the line went dead. John telephoned Michael, but there
was no answer.,

The next day, Michael called back and whispered that he had
‘a big problem’. Then he abruptly hung up again. Could he be any
more dramatic? These kinds of maddeningly cryptic telephone
calls went on for several days until John was extremely worried
about Michael.

Finally, Michael got a hold of himself, apparently, and called
John to ask if he had the tapes to the ‘Thriller’ video. When the
attorney said that he didn't have them, that they were in the
processing lab, Michael instructed him to retrieve them. ‘Then, |
want you to destroy them,” Michael said. He sounded desperate.
‘No one must ever see the video.’

Before John had a chance to respond, Michael hung up.

Michael called back the next day, wanting to know if his
attorney had gotten the tapes. By this time, John was tired of
playing games. He wanted to know what was going on, especially
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since Michael had already spent a million dollars of MTV's,
Showtime's and Vestron's money on “Thriller’. How could they
now destroy the tapes?

When Michael explained that his church had threatened to
expel him if the “Thriller’ tape was released to the public, John
was astounded. He tried to convince Michael that he should not
allow the church elders to dictate his artistry, but Michael wasn't
interested in his opinion at that point.

Michael called back the next day. ‘Do you have the tapes?’ he
asked John. John did. When Michael asked, ‘Did you destroy
them?’ John said that he had done just that; actually, though, they
were sitting on his desk. ‘Okay, then fine,” Michael said. He hung
up.

Coincidentally, at this same time John had been reading a
book about Bela Lugosi. After thinking about Lugosi and his
Dracula character, John called Michael back and engaged him in a
conversation about the horror star, explaining to Michael that
Lugosi had been a religious man but that, as an actor, he played
the demonic Dracula and actually built a career for himself by
doing so. Michael listened intently as John then told him that
Lugosi's religious beliefs had no bearing on his art, and that the
fact that he portrayed a vampire in movies didn't make him any
less religious in real life. He suggested that Michael might want to
reconsider issuing the ‘Thriller’ video with a disclaimer at the
beginning stating that the work was not reflective of Michael's
personal or religious convictions. Michael thought John's
suggestion was brilliant. He wasn't even angry when John
confessed that he'd not destroyed the tapes, after all.

The next day, John telephoned the video's director, John
Landis, to tell him that there would have to be a disclaimer.
‘Bullshit,” Landis said. ‘No way.’

‘Look, man, if there's no disclaimer then there'll be no video,’
John told him. He then explained the entire story to Landis. “Jesus
Christ,” Landis said, ‘this kid's in bad shape, isn't he?’

John Branca couldn't really disagree, though out of respect for
his client he didn't comment. Michael had handled the entire
matter in a manner that was so odd, it was actually eerie. What
kind of madness was this behaviour, calling and hanging up,
panting and sobbing? In a sense, the scenario was reminiscent of
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his dramatic declaration that the Thriller aloum be cancelled. It's
difficult to know if Michael was really upset (and if he was, one
would think that there might have been a better way to handle it)
or, again, orchestrating a bombastic, attention-getting melodrama
around a new and upcoming project.

In the end, the *Thriller’ video was released with the following
disclaimer at its beginning: Due to my strong personal convictions,
| wish to stress that this film in no way endorses a belief in the
occult — Michael Jackson.

As part of the Michael Jackson merchandising bonanza, The
Making of Thriller video cassette was eventually released — one
video showing how the other video was made. According to the
Record Industry Association of America, Jackson's first release for
the home-video market was the first music video cassette to apply
for immediate gold and platinum certification. It was, by far, the
best-selling music video to date. Michael would make millions
from it.

The week before the ‘Thriller’ video was released in late
December 1983, Thriller's sales had slowed down to 200,000
copies a week, more than respectable for an album that had been
out for a year. According to Time, the week after the video was
issued and televised on MTV for only five days, the album sold
another 600,000 copies and shot back up to number one on the
Billboard charts.

S
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Michael Gets Burned by Pepsi-Cola

The first order of business for 1984 was the filming of the two
Pepsi-Cola commercials. Michael was still unhappy about the
endorsement, especially when the Quaker Oats Company offered
to support the Jackson's tour with a sum that was 40 per cent more
than offered by Pepsi-Cola. Though the contract was already
signed with Pepsi, John Branca did try to get Michael out of the
agreement. However, Katherine was asked by Don to ‘talk some
sense into Michael’. The Pepsi deal was back on.

From the beginning, it was understood by everyone involved
that Michael would have complete quality control over the
commercials. His brothers could have no say about the footage,
which was fine with them. They were being paid a hefty sum to do
the commercials, and were satisfied.

After a few meetings with Michael, the Pepsi-Cola executives
were worried. As it happened, Michael's friends Paul McCartney
and Jane Fonda had told him he had made a mistake in agreeing to
the commercials because the result would be overexposure for
him. Michael decided that one way to rectify the problem was to
make sure his face should only be on camera for one close-up, and
only for a maximum of four seconds. In other words, he wanted to
make a cameo appearance in his own commercial — and for that,
Pepsi would have to pay five million dollars.

“There are other ways to shoot me rather than push a camera
in my face,” Michael insisted to three exasperated Pepsi-Cola
executives in a meeting at his home. ‘Use my symbols. Shoot my
shoes, my spats, my glove, my look — and then, at the end, reveal
me.” He offered to allow the Pepsi executives use of ‘Billie Jean’,
for which he would write new Pepsi jingle lyrics. Michael wasn't
trying to get out of the deal, he just wanted the commercials to be
special. If he was going to do them, he'd decided, they may as well
be worthwhile. When Michael met with Roger Enrico, president
and chief executive officer of the Pepsi-Cola Company, he told
him, ‘Roger, I'm going to make Coke wish they were Pepsi.’

Though trying to be a team-player, Michael still had
reservations. ‘I still don't have a good feeling about it,” he said
about the Pepsi endorsement. ‘In my heart, | feel it's wrong to
endorse something you don't believe in. | think it's a bad omen.’
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He shrugged his shoulders and added, ‘But | guess | just gotta
make the best of it.’

On Friday 27 January 1984, the time had come to film the
commercial. Three thousand people were seated in the Shrine
Auditorium in Los Angeles, in order to simulate a live concert
audience. The Jacksons were to perform “You're a Whole New
Generation’, which were special lyrics to the music of ‘“Billie
Jean’.

Prior to one of the takes, the brothers were preparing
themselves for the shooting — adjusting their outfits, putting on
their makeup — when Michael had to go to the bathroom. ‘Go
ahead, use mine,” director Bob Giraldi suggested. ‘Don't worry, I'll
just be a minute,” Michael said. He went in and closed the door.

Thirty seconds later, a bloodcurdling shriek came out of the
bathroom.

‘Jesus! What happened?’ Bob Giraldi started banging on the
door in alarm. “Michael, Michael. Are you okay?’

When Michael slowly opened the door, Bob and a bunch of
others rushed into the bathroom. ‘I dropped my glove,” Michael
said, embarrassed.

“Where?’ asked Bob.

‘In there,” Michael said, meekly. He pointed down to the toilet
bowl. Floating in the water was a lone, white, rhinestoned glove.

‘Oh, okay,” Bob said, trying not to burst out laughing.
‘Somebody get a hanger or something. We'll just have to fish it out
of there.”

Everyone scattered about in search of a hanger. Finally
Michael said, ‘Oh, forget it.” He reached into the toilet and pulled
out the soaking-wet glove. ‘Anyone have a hair dryer?’

*

It had been a long day. All of the brothers except Michael had
arrived at nine in the morning. Tito acted as his brother's stand-in,
taking Michael's place for the purpose of camera angles and other
technical positioning. Michael, the star of the show, would not
arrive for hours.

By about six p.m., the group performed their number for the
sixth time that day — this time so that Bob Giraldi could make
technical adjustments. Finally, tape began rolling at 6:30. As he
had done during each rehearsal, Michael began to descend from a
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podium by going down a staircase amid brilliant illumination. His
brothers were lined up on the stage, playing. A smoke bomb and
pyrotechnics exploded, as planned, momentarily blocking Michael
from view.

First a pose; that unmistakable silhouette.

Then, a magnesium flash bomb, which went off with a loud
bang two feet from Michael's head.

As Michael headed down the stairs, the smoke became thick.
Something wasn't right. He began to dance. He did a turn. And
another, and another. After spinning three times, he popped up on
his toes. He was hot — literally. When he turned, their was an
audible gasp from the audience. The explosion had set his hair
ablaze. He would later remember feeling the heat, but said he
thought it was generated by hot stage lights. He continued to
perform, but not for long.

When he felt the burning pain, Michael pulled his jacket over
his head and fell to the stage floor. ‘Tito! Tito!” he yelled.

Bob Giraldi would recall, ‘The film would later show that
while his hair was burning, he was trying to get his jacket off.
Maybe he thought it too was on fire. He did two quick spins,
though, and put out the fire by his own force.’

The first to respond was Miko Brando, Marlon's twenty-two-
year-old son and one of Michael's security staff. ‘I ran out, hugged
him, tackled him, and ran my hands through his hair,” reported
Brando, who burned his fingers in