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Dedicated to Allen O. Hughes
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And to the rest of my loving family.
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Thanks for understanding why I had to do this.
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Prologue



The mystery of Michael Jackson has intrigued me for years. My career has been widely varied, from covering local news in Albuquerque, New Mexico, to the White House and the halls of the United States Capitol in Washington, D.C. I’ve been on presidential campaign trails and told countless crime and justice stories to nationwide audiences. I once helped a homeless woman who suffered from amnesia find her identity, and her life, again. But never have I been involved in a story that spanned and evolved over more than a decade.

The Jackson case began for me in 1993 when I worked for the syndicated television program Hard Copy, a fast-paced, half-hour nightly show that featured people in the news—both regular folks and celebrities who had hit the headlines.

I had never covered a celebrity story until I moved from the New York office of Hard Copy to the program’s headquarters on the Paramount Pictures lot in Hollywood in the fall of 1992. Less than a year later, August 23, 1993, to be precise, my boss whispered in my ear that she had a confidential story she wanted to assign me. My task was to figure out why the Los Angeles Police Department had just raided two homes owned by superstar Michael Jackson. In the rarefied air of Southern California, police actions against celebrities were never taken lightly.

Celebrity reporting may have been new to me, but I certainly knew who Michael Jackson was—who didn’t? All of America watched this musical genius grow up before our eyes, leading his band of brothers out of Gary, Indiana, all the way to international stardom. Michael Jackson songs played on radio stations worldwide and his fame, wealth, and influence were astronomical. MTV probably owes at least part of its early success to Michael Jackson–produced videos that riveted young viewers to the channel.

So, why had the LAPD gone into Jackson’s Neverland Valley Ranch and an apartment he owned in Los Angeles? What were they looking for as they lugged out numerous boxes stamped with “evidence” labels?

Naturally, reporters all over the world wanted the answer to those questions, but I alone was provided the first clue. The same day news of the raid hit, a confidential source called my Hard Copy producer, Steve Doran, and suggested we meet so we could see some documents that promised to shed a bright light on the story. We agreed to meet immediately at a tiny Italian restaurant near the beach in Santa Monica.

Those documents revealed that Michael Jackson, an idol to millions of young people worldwide, was being accused of repeatedly molesting a young boy. It was almost too incredible to believe. Little did I realize that by being out front on the story then, I would remain in the forefront of the Jackson story for years to come.

My first Jackson revelations did not sit well with those who adored the King of Pop. Upon leaving my Hard Copy office late one day in the fall of 1993, I found myself surrounded by four young people who were waiting for me on the west side of the Paramount lot, by the employee parking lot. They immediately began to follow me and call me names, and I didn’t understand at first. As I tried to cross Gower Street to get to my car I remember thinking, What is the matter with them? Then it dawned on me. These were Michael Jackson fans and they were quite upset with my reports—and with me. The next day the group had grown to about twenty Jackson devotees, and as they shouted at the first sight of me—“Michael’s innocent! Michael’s innocent!” and “Leave him alone!”—I realized I was going to have to find another place to park my car.

From the very beginning so much information on the Jackson case came at me so quickly that I simply got swept up in trying to keep up with it all. I didn’t have time to worry about what the fans thought. My husband, Michael Schoen, who shares my profession and is a radio news anchorman, helped me keep everything in perspective. My job wasn’t done until this case was solved, he told me. I had to keep my focus; I had to refuse to be distracted.

But things got worse. I came to suspect that the phone in my cubicle was tapped, and all fingers seemed to point to Michael Jackson’s private investigator Anthony Pellicano, whose specialty, as he always bragged, was clandestine surveillance and counterintelligence. Pellicano called himself a “sin eater” for his celebrity clients, and reporters were on perpetual notice to steer clear of Pellicano clients—or else. There had suddenly been too much clicking and popping on my Hard Copy telephone line and information I had spoken about only on that phone was coming back at me from people who I didn’t think could have known any other way. I discussed my worry with my husband and we decided on a scripted plan to help flush out any possible eavesdropper.

My husband called me at the office at a predetermined time and we had a long, animated discussion about the “Pellicano documentary” I was preparing. I exaggerated how explosive a program it would be. Of course, there was no such project in the works. Twenty minutes later my office phone rang again. It was a member of the Paramount legal team asking about the Pellicano documentary I was working on. I played dumb, said I was working on no such thing, and asked the lawyer where she had heard the information. She told me she had just gotten a call from the office of one of Michael Jackson’s lawyers.

So my phone was tapped, the outside of my home was vandalized, my car was later broken into while it was in a secure location inside the Paramount gates; sensitive Jackson-related documents were the only thing taken. Paramount had a security detail escort me to and from work every day. I worried for the safety of my daughter, Jenna, who was living on her own and going to college back in New York.

I never looked at the Jackson saga as a celebrity story. I looked at it as a crime story, an investigation into possible criminal wrongdoing, just like so many others I had covered. I worked my cop sources, and they turned me on to more law enforcement contacts. I cultivated sources who served Michael Jackson in various capacities and those who were close to the Jackson family. I made it a point to stay in touch with those sources.

After Jackson settled the original and explosive case with the boy and his family for a startling $25 million in early 1994, I went back to what I had done before—reporting on stories of interest—all sorts of different stories.

Several years went by. My life went on. Flash-forward to my birthday, November 15, 2003. I got “the” call. I had been alerted a few months earlier that a new Jackson child molestation investigation was percolating and on that day I learned that another raid on Neverland was a go. There was also a secret arrest warrant pending, and if Michael Jackson was anywhere on his 2,700-acre ranch, he would be arrested on child molestation charges immediately.

I knew this story was going to explode worldwide again, almost exactly ten years after the first provocative headlines about Michael Jackson linked his name and the words “child molestation.” But this time there was an enormous difference—the complaining family was determined to cooperate with police investigators. Sources told me, emphatically, they weren’t after money. This family was after justice.

 

Michael Jackson has always been mesmerizing. The world community embraced the child star and cheered his mega-talent. The tiny Michael sang his heart out, he danced effortlessly, and led the rest of his brothers on a journey they would otherwise not have had. They each had some talent, but it was Michael who possessed the magic that catapulted them to fame. He was truly a musical prodigy, but the brilliance we all watched shine and mature then morphed into an androgynous creature we hardly recognized. In the end Michael Jackson appeared with a grotesquely manufactured face and a bizarre persona. He openly declared his love and his penchant for sleeping with other people’s young sons. He dared us to simply accept his lifestyle, no questions asked. He called us ignorant if we didn’t understand. The lack of a public outcry about his obsession with boys sent the message back to the superstar that all was well.

Michael Jackson probably didn’t realize it, but he began his journey down a path of destruction years before and no one in his family could find the right words to convince him to stop. Maybe the money blinded everyone.

With nine children to feed, the Jackson parents sacrificed much and worked hard to leave behind their tiny house and factory worker’s existence in Gary, Indiana. It was a real American dream story, and we embraced and cheered their success. The boys signed with the legendary Motown label in 1968. At that time in America there was still much discrimination against African-Americans, but the Jackson 5, led by adorable Michael, helped the country get over at least part of its bigotry and gave African-Americans a point of pride. It didn’t matter if they were black or white. Boy, could they perform!

Michael, with his broad smile and innate talent, took his entire family along on his meteoric ride and had America humming “I Want You Back,” “ABC,” “The Love You Save,” and “I’ll Be There.” Each of the group’s first four singles soared to number one on the U.S. charts. Together, the Jackson 5 recorded fourteen albums for Motown; Michael recorded four solo albums—more than any of his brothers. But father and manager Joseph Jackson stubbornly refused to allow any one of his sons to outshine the others, in retrospect a foolish notion. His misplaced parental prerogatives—and there were many according to family and friends—ignited the seeds of bitterness and hate within his children’s souls—especially within Michael.

Besides the concerts tours and records there were be television specials, a Las Vegas revue, even a short-lived television series for the family. But what the adoring public couldn’t have known as we watched all that brotherly love play out on stage and screen was the secret and seedy side life Michael Jackson had endured. He, like the rest of the Jackson children, was grossly undereducated but wise in the ways of the worst kind of human behavior. As the youngest of the traveling band, Michael was exposed to both his father’s and his brothers’ sexual exploits after concerts, conducted in cramped hotel rooms as he pretended to be asleep. Michael was forced to keep the secret of his father’s infidelities from his beloved mother. He watched from the sidelines as his father’s repeated betrayal of his mother produced an illegitimate daughter with another woman in 1974, and Katherine Jackson, a devout Jehovah’s Witness, struggled to maintain her dignity.

All of the Jackson children endured their father’s iron-fisted tactics and violent bursts of temper, and most, if not all, the children were on the receiving end of Joseph’s sudden and brutal beatings. The oldest sister, Maureen, nicknamed Rebbie, filed a sexual assault complaint against her father with the Gary, Indiana, police department when she was just thirteen.* In time, the other two sisters—La Toya and Janet—would tell of similar abuse. Executives at Motown were reported to have known about the paternal violence that governed the brothers, but no executive ever made a move to stop it. They simply wrapped up the package known as the Jackson 5, presented it to the adoring public, and raked in the profits.

Even while his brothers tormented him about the acne that had begun to pockmark his face and his “big nose,” Michael Jackson had to have come to realize that he was the true talent in the family—the rest of the brothers simply held on for the rich paydays only he could command.

In public, Michael was adored. In private, he was enveloped by a growing sense of anguish. But he could not tear himself away. He was the centerpiece of the act and had no one to talk to about the longings and secrecy that began to eat away at his very core. He stayed within the familiar family home until well into his twenties, perhaps not noticing how it had begun to deform his character.

His ever-changing face should have given us the first clue.

As the years passed, and Michael struggled to break free, there were other telltale signs that something wasn’t right. His sister La Toya told reporters that she knew her brother Michael had “committed crimes against small innocent children.” She claimed both she and her mother had seen Michael’s extravagant canceled checks written to the families of strangers to cover up his behavior.

But it was easier for us to dismiss La Toya’s statements than to believe them. Instead, we embraced the public-relations-inspired idea that Michael Jackson was simply a boy at heart, one who had never been allowed a childhood. Once that idea was accepted, it made perfect sense that he would create a place called Neverland. Fans around the globe were thrilled to snatch tabloid peeks at this man-child’s late-blooming antics with his young friends. We couldn’t grasp the unthinkable about all those prepubescent boys with whom Michael was constantly surrounded and photographed.

La Toya would later be accepted back into her family and claim that her ex-husband, Jack Gordon, put her up to saying those things about her brother.

And we accepted her mea culpa almost without question—to do otherwise would be to admit our reverence for her brother may have been misplaced.

Celebrity means getting to do anything you want, nearly anytime you want. But how could someone who had enjoyed almost no free will as a youngster properly choose his life’s path? Especially someone who’d been raised to think the regular rules and truths of life didn’t apply to him.

The public yearns for celebrities to follow, to place high on pedestals, because it takes us away from our own humdrum lives. They go places we will never go, and they meet people we’ll never meet. They have more money than most can imagine. We’re bored and they entertain us. Their lives seem to be everything ours are not. And so, we are almost always forgiving of our celebrities when they sin—if only they ask for our forgiveness.

We love to watch their true-life dramas unfold as they struggle to get back on the righteous path. Celebrity drug addicts and alcoholics, those struggling with personality disorders, or those convicted of crimes have had their careers extended well beyond their fifteen minutes of fame by simply stepping forward and asking for our understanding.

We want—we need—our celebrities to show us their human side, and most transgressions can be forgiven.

But not all.

*All trace of this police report has long since been erased.









One

The Body Search




It had to have been the most extraordinarily humiliating day of Michael Jackson’s life. On December 20, 1993, a team of investigators arrived at the entertainer’s sprawling ranch in Los Olivos, California. In their possession was a search warrant giving them the legal right to visually examine and photograph Jackson’s body, including his buttocks, penis, and scrotum.

Four months earlier, a twelve-year-old boy named Jordan Chandler from Santa Monica, California, had told a psychiatrist that the pop star had molested him over a period of months while he and his family were traveling with Jackson and while they were guests at his Neverland Ranch. The boy had provided a detailed description, including a hand-drawn image, of what he claimed to be Michael Jackson’s sex organs.

Now, authorities were in Jackson’s driveway, determined to learn whether the boy’s depiction was accurate. Clutching a bag full of gear, a police photographer was among the investigative team. His assignment was to make a detailed photographic record of the King of Pop’s genitals.

As agreed upon, the investigative team had arrived at Neverland at 4:45 P.M. Among them were Santa Barbara district attorney Tom Sneddon, Santa Barbara police detective Russ Birchim, Santa Barbara sheriff’s office photographer Gary Spiegel, LAPD detective Frederico Sicard, and Dr. Richard Strick, a dermatologist.

The group had rented a limousine to ensure that if they were spotted driving into the sprawling compound they would not be recognized by the media, which had been hovering ever since Jackson had returned to the States ten days earlier aboard a private jet. He had entered the country under the radar through Billings, Montana, after a reported stay in drug rehab* and after canceling the remainder of his worldwide Dangerous Tour.

A prearranged password was provided to security members manning the gates before the team was granted entry to the property. Once inside, the officials were directed to a parking area adjacent to one of the estate’s main buildings, where Jackson’s criminal defense lawyers, Johnnie Cochran and Howard Weitzman, stood waiting.

The two attorneys had just flown in via helicopter from Los Angeles. As they stood speaking with officials on the driveway, three helicopters hovered far overhead. From their markings, it was clear they were from the news media.

Pulling the district attorney aside, Cochran quietly explained that his client was “apprehensive” and “reluctant” about the pending body search. The lawyer asked for patience and then left the group in the driveway while he went back inside the expansive Tudor-style mansion to try to convince Jackson to allow the lawmen to carry out what they came to do.

The officials finally got so cold waiting outside in the frigid December air that they returned to the warmth of their car to wait.

One hour passed before the second Jackson attorney, Howard Weitzman, finally rapped on the vehicle’s window to inform the team of a further delay. The lawyer appeared helpless to change the situation but suggested that the district attorney set a deadline he could take back to his client.

Tom Sneddon, who is not known as a man who likes to be kept waiting, said simply, “Ten minutes.”

Clearly, Jackson took the deadline seriously because in exactly ten minutes his attorney was back to report that his client was finally ready. The team was escorted to a building away from the main house to what appeared to be the ranch’s security office, where they were introduced to Jackson’s two personal physicians—Dr. David Forecast, an MD from London, England, and Dr. Arnold Klein, a Beverly Hills dermatologist who has often been cited as the doctor who provides Michael Jackson with the skin-bleaching cream he uses daily. Klein was also the employer of a nurse named Debbie Rowe, who would later marry Jackson and give birth to two of his children. Jackson had insisted that both doctors be present for the execution of the search warrant.

Jackson’s chief of security, Bill Bray, and a personal Jackson photographer named Louis Swayne were also in the office when the team arrived.

After some time, the sheriff’s photographer and the two detectives, Birchim and Sicard, were led upstairs to a compact room just to the right of the second-floor landing. The officers immediately noticed Michael Jackson, who was seated on a small couch and wearing only a beige bathrobe. At his side was Dr. Forecast, the attending physician who had reportedly squired Jackson through his drug rehab program just weeks prior.

Jackson appeared uneasy as the group filed in. The close quarters suddenly felt even more cramped with Detectives Birchim and Sicard, Doctors Strick, Klein, and Forecast, and Jackson’s photographer, Louis Swayne, all but hovering over the pop star.

To ease the strain, Detective Birchim reached out his hand to make an introduction. “I am Detective Russ Birchim of the Santa Barbara County Sheriff’s Office. I realize this procedure is unpleasant for you, and we appreciate your cooperation,” he told the entertainer.

Detective Sicard politely introduced himself as well.

“Thank you,” Jackson replied in a soft voice.

The atmosphere in the small room remained tense as Jackson’s attorney Howard Weitzman accepted the official copy of the search warrant from Birchim.

“I’d like to see the search warrant affidavit also,” Weitzman said, referring to the victim statement that often accompanies a request for a warrant.

Up until this point, Jackson’s attorneys were completely in the dark as to what exactly the boy had told authorities. They had no idea what it was that police were looking for on Michael Jackson’s body.

“I don’t think so,” Detective Birchim shot back.

Weitzman laughed and said, “It never hurts to try.” He then left the room and closed the door behind him.

Police photographer Gary Spiegel was readying his equipment outside the door when suddenly he heard Michael Jackson explode in a rage.

“Who are you?” Jackson shouted, pointing a finger at Detective Birchim.

“Detective Birchim from the Santa Barbara Sheriff’s Department,” the officer replied, puzzled at Jackson’s question. It had not been two minutes since their formal introduction.

“Is he going to be here, too?” Jackson asked as he turned to face Dr. Forecast, who sat next to him on the couch.

“Yes,” Jackson’s physician replied.

“I don’t want you here. Get out!” Jackson shouted at Detective Birchim, directing the officer toward the door. “Get out! I said to leave; you get out!”

The now-enraged Jackson pointed to Detective Sicard next. “Is he going to be here, too? Who is he?”

“I’m Detective Sicard from LAPD,” Sicard spoke up.

“Get out of here. You get out of here, too,” Jackson ranted. The star struggled to rise from the couch as Dr. Forecast worked to restrain him.

As the tirade continued, Jackson reached over and slapped his physician in an attempt to break free.

Noting that the sparsely attired singer was both “hysterical” and “completely uncontrollable,” Birchim stepped in and attempted to calm him down. He asked Jackson if his attorneys had explained the search warrant procedure, including the requirement that law enforcement officials observe the warrant service. Seemingly oblivious, Jackson continued to scream and struggle as Dr. Forecast fought to control him.

It was unclear why Jackson was trying so violently to leave the couch, and for a moment, Birchim was unsure if his intention was to attack him or to flee the room.

“Mr. Jackson, I am going to ask your attorneys to confer with you to explain—” Birchim began.

“You assholes!” Jackson screamed as the detective stepped out into the hallway to consult with Howard Weitzman.

Telling the criminal attorney that his client was “out of control,” Birchim explained that police would be unable to perform the search given Jackson’s present state of hysteria. He then followed Weitzman back into the room and watched as the lawyer tried to assist the still-struggling Dr. Forecast to calm Jackson down.

“Can you go downstairs and summon Johnnie Cochran to the room?” Weitzman asked Birchim. “Tell him he is needed immediately.”

The detective found Cochran downstairs speaking with the district attorney. Explaining that the lawyer was needed immediately, Birchim trailed the lawyer as he raced up the stairs. Once in the room with Jackson, Cochran took over, attempting to soothe the star and get the examination back on track. Birchim returned downstairs to speak with the district attorney.

Minutes later, Johnnie Cochran rejoined the officials downstairs. Jackson, he explained, was refusing to have the procedure commence with the two officers in the room. He asked the district attorney if it would be possible to have the genital examination and photos done without the detectives present. Cochran said it was the only way to accomplish the examination.

It was agreed that Drs. Strick and Klein, as well as photographers Spiegel and Swayne, would initiate the procedure on their own. The two detectives, Sneddon agreed, would leave the room.

At 6:04 P.M., according to Birchim’s sworn declaration, the examination finally began behind closed doors as the rest of the group waited in the hall. Even Dr. Forecast had been asked to leave. But just four minutes into the session, Birchim reported that there was another outburst.

At approximately 1808 hours the door suddenly burst open and I saw Jackson in the doorway struggling to leave the room and being physically restrained by Dr. Klein. Dr. Klein was pleading with Jackson to settle down and he told him, “Michael, you can wear your shorts.” Jackson, struggling with Dr. Klein several feet from me and Detective Sicard, pointed at me and yelled, “I want pictures of you two next.” Dr. Klein was successful in pulling Jackson back into the room and the door was once again closed.


Sergeant Gary Spiegel, the sheriff’s photographer, had made it clear to his superiors that he would require assistance from the two detectives in order to carry out his photographic duties. In a sworn declaration, he later explained that he “anticipated taking several [photographs] using close-up equipment”:

In using close-up equipment, I would need assistance in having one person position the flash attachment to the camera where I directed, and have another person position the scale into the area to be photographed at my direction. My assignment was to take full-body overall photographs and then numerous close-up photographs of specific areas.


Spiegel’s assignment also required extra hands to hold his lighting equipment as well as a measuring device to record the length and width of any discoloration found on Jackson’s body. Without the two detectives in the room to help him, the photographer’s job would be almost impossible. Spiegel wrote in a declaration to the court:


I entered the room. In the room, I saw Mr. Jackson sitting on a sofa against the far wall. I carried with me a Canon AE-1 Program 35mm camera with a Vivitar Series 1, 28–90mm zoom lens attached to the camera and a Vivitar model 283 flash unit detached with a remote sensor cord. I carried with me a second lens, which was a Vivitar Series 1, 70–210mm zoom lens, which I intended to use for close-up photography. Loaded into the camera was a fresh 36-exposure roll of Kodak color negative film rated at 200 ASA. I took two photographs of Jackson sitting on the sofa. Mr. Swayne was to my right and when I began to take photographs so did he. Dr. Klein made a statement that we were interested in photographing Jackson’s genital area and directed Jackson to stand and remove the robe he had on.

Jackson protested, saying things like “What do I have to do that for?” and “Why are they doing this?”

In my opinion, Jackson’s demeanor was a combination of hostility and anger. Jackson complied with Dr. Klein’s request to remove the robe and to lower the pair of gray swimming trunks he was wearing. As Mr. Jackson was complying with Dr. Klein’s request, Dr. Klein made the statement that others in the room should turn their heads so as not to view Jackson’s genital area.

At the time, I found this peculiar because the only persons in the room at the time were Mr. Jackson, the two doctors, me, and the other photographer. Dr. Klein also made the statement that he was not going to look. He said he had never seen Mr. Jackson’s genital area and he was not going to do so at this time. As Mr. Jackson lowered his trunks, he said something to the effect of, “I don’t know why they are making me do this” or “Why are they making me do this?” Mr. Jackson’s attitude was, in my opinion, still one of hostility and anger. The thought occurred to me that although he was somewhat cooperative, his cooperation could end abruptly. I took several photographs of Jackson’s genitals from his right side first and moved to his left side. The other photographer switched positions from Mr. Jackson’s right side to his left side as I shifted positions.

While I was on Mr. Jackson’s left side, Dr. Strick asked Mr. Jackson to lift his penis. Mr. Jackson questioned why he had to do that, but he did comply with the request. When Mr. Jackson complied with Dr. Strick’s request to lift his penis, I observed a dark spot on the lower left side of Mr. Jackson’s penis.



It’s unclear whether Sergeant Spiegel actually had time to snap a photograph of the mark he saw. But law enforcement sources, as well as Chandler family sources, said that the dark patch on Jackson’s genitals was found exactly where young Jordan Chandler said they could find such a mark. It’s important to note that the dark spot was only visible when the penis was lifted—as during sexual arousal. Spiegel’s narrative continued.


Mr. Jackson [then] started moving quickly in my direction. I was not sure if he was coming after me or headed to the door, which was directly behind me, but as he came at me I took a step to the side and out of his path, if he was headed to the door. He went past me toward the closed door with Dr. Klein right behind him. When he got to the door he apparently opened it and yelled at someone on the other side of the door that he wanted “pictures of them too.” I did not see who he was pointing to, but it seemed obvious to me at the time that it must have been Detectives Birchim and Sicard.

At Dr. Klein’s insistence Mr. Jackson returned to the position he had been at by the sofa, prior to going to the door. As he did, he pointed at me and told me he wanted pictures of me too.

Mr. Jackson was making statements to Dr. Klein that he did not want to continue to be photographed but…at Dr. Klein’s request Mr. Jackson turned his back to us [the photographers] and lowered his trunks so we could see and photograph his buttocks area. In my opinion Mr. Jackson’s attitude had changed from one of hostility and anger to one of rage. Dr. Klein directed Mr. Jackson to remove his shirt and show us his chest area, his back area, and his legs. During the session and after or during every couple of photographs Mr. Jackson and Dr. Klein would keep asking, “Are you done?” “Don’t you have enough?” “How many more?” and other statements and questions of this nature.

At one point Mr. Jackson asked me directly, “Who are you?” I ignored the question and kept photographing. Mr. Jackson then asked Dr. Klein, “Who is he?” and either Dr. Klein or Dr. Strick told him I was just a photographer doing my job. I was under the distinct impression that if Mr. Jackson knew I was a law enforcement officer the session would have ended.

I attempted to be as unobtrusive as I possibly could and take the photographs as Dr. Klein directed Mr. Jackson to move from position to position. I was aware that they were not exactly the photographs I would have taken had I had a completely cooperative subject, but it was my intent to take what they were allowing me to take before I insisted on something different. Dr. Klein was, in my opinion, rushing Mr. Jackson through this session. After I exposed twenty-three frames of film Dr. Klein asked me in a strong tone of voice if I was done. It was asked in such a manner that it was more like a demand than a question. I told Dr. Klein that I was not done yet and that I wanted to talk to the lawyers before proceeding.



Sergeant Spiegel left the room to confer with the district attorney, who in turn tried to negotiate again with Jackson’s attorney Howard Weitzman for more time to shoot the pictures. But it was already too late. Unbeknownst to Spiegel and Sneddon, Jackson had already departed through another door. It was Detective Birchim, outside for a smoke, who suddenly spotted the star leaving from the second-floor stairway. Birchim recalled in his declaration:


He was fully dressed, including a black fedora hat and red jacket. Jackson walked from the stairway, turned right, and entered an open doorway leading to a large open-air ground-floor parking structure.

I contacted Mr. Cochran and advised him his client had just exited the building. Cochran joined Mr. Jackson in the parking area and put his hands on Jackson’s shoulders. Several seconds later Jackson reappeared in the doorway and with great gusto, slammed the door leading into the parking area. At approximately 1900 hours we departed Neverland Ranch and returned to Santa Barbara.



*For the record, I could never independently confirm that Jackson really entered the London clinic touted to have been his rehabilitation program of choice. The Jackson public relations machine has always been famous for feeding false information to reporters, then complaining bitterly about how reports covering Jackson don’t get their facts straight.









Two

August 1993




Had Michael Jackson been any other suspect in a child molestation case, he might have already been arrested. If he had been anyone other than a world-famous entertainer, his lawyers would have advised him point-blank that he had to submit to the routine process of having his body photographed. Never before had any of the law enforcement officials at Neverland that day treated a suspected pedophile with such kid gloves.

The criminal allegations and subsequent investigation into the superstar couldn’t have come at a more inopportune time in Michael Jackson’s career. It all began four months earlier, in August 1993, just as Jackson’s plane was touching down in Bangkok, Thailand, where he was to embark on the second leg of his worldwide Dangerous Tour. Industry insiders were calling it the most ambitious concert tour ever to be undertaken by an American entertainer.

Cargo planes were needed to haul the more than twenty truckloads of equipment to the twenty-two scheduled concert cities in nineteen countries. The staging was so elaborate that it required three days to set up.

The Dangerous Tour had kicked off the previous year in Munich, Germany, and Jackson had near-sellout concerts as he made his way across Europe and then on to Japan. After spending months on the road performing the first leg of this multination tour, he had briefly returned home to California to rest. It was during that break in February 1993 that Jackson made a rare appearance on Oprah, broadcast live from his Neverland Ranch. There, he admitted that when he was a youth, his father, Joseph Jackson, had abused him. This would be the beginning of Jackson publicly portraying himself as a victim.

It was during the tour’s hiatus that Jackson did a fair amount of traveling with Jordie Chandler, his mother, and his half-sister. This man-child relationship was visibly apparent as Jackson and his new young friend were spotted by paparazzi in such far-flung places as Monaco and Las Vegas.

When the Dangerous Tour picked up again in Asia in late August 1993, Jackson was to be the first American pop star to bring a multimillion-dollar production to the continent. His sellout concerts were so unexpected that they prompted some industry bigwigs to reconsider the potential of that largely untapped market.

Jackson’s tour-opening concert in Bangkok on Tuesday, August 24, had gone off without a hitch. But back home in the States trouble was brewing for the superstar.

The very next day it was reported that Michael Jackson was the subject of a full-fledged police investigation. However, the crime of which he was suspected was not immediately known.

My assignment was to figure it out. Linda Bell Blue, the executive producer of Hard Copy, summoned me to her office, where we watched the first evidence of the police action against Jackson. We saw news video on KNBC showing uniformed officers hauling boxes marked “evidence” from the entertainer’s so-called hideaway condo on Wilshire Boulevard in Century City. And I came to learn that this scene had also played out ninety miles up the coast at Jackson’s sprawling Neverland Ranch on Figueroa Mountain Road in Santa Barbara County. It was not immediately clear what investigators were looking for, but I knew from my experience covering crime stories that warrants aren’t routinely issued. Law enforcement always has to convince a judge there is “probable cause” to enter, search, and seize evidence. In a random coincidence, within minutes of my getting the assignment, my Hard Copy producer, Steve Doran, received a “cold call” from an individual claiming to know why Michael Jackson’s homes were being raided.

Within two hours, Steve and I were in a secluded Italian restaurant in Santa Monica viewing top-secret documents we were never meant to see.

Michael Jackson was suspected of being a child molester.

 

Through a spokesman, Michael Jackson immediately responded to news reports from Bangkok, Thailand, where he had just performed his opening-night concert to a sellout crowd.

“My representatives have continuously kept me informed of what has and is taking place in California,” Jackson’s criminal attorney, Howard Weitzman of Los Angeles, read for the cameras on August 24, 1993. “I am confident that the [police] department will conduct a fair and thorough investigation and that its results will demonstrate that there was no wrongdoing on my part. I intend to continue with my world tour and look forward to seeing all of you in the scheduled cities. I am grateful for the overwhelming support of all my fans throughout the world. I love you all, thank you. Signed, Michael.”

Another spokesperson for Jackson, Anthony Pellicano, a flamboyant private detective who billed himself as the “PI to the Stars,” also went before the media that day. From behind wraparound sunglasses, Pellicano proclaimed that the allegations against Jackson were part of an “extortion plot” initiated by the father of a young boy who had attempted to get Jackson to pay him $20 million.

“To do this to this man on the eve of his world tour I think is just despicable,” Pellicano said. “They had the opportunity…. They knew he [Michael Jackson] was leaving and it was one last attempt, they made one last attempt with me to get the money and when they didn’t get the money they did what they did.”

I would come to learn a lot about this character named Pellicano. First and foremost he was a bully. He was also a self-proclaimed expert in electronic surveillance and gathering inside information on people that he could use to his advantage later. Pellicano had come to Hollywood from Chicago after being involved in a highly publicized grave-robbing episode in 1977. The incident involved the remains of Elizabeth Taylor’s third husband, Michael Todd. The grave had been unearthed by someone the police suspected was after a valuable diamond ring, but authorities were unable to find what remained of Todd’s body. It was Anthony Pellicano who soothed Elizabeth Taylor’s anxiety when, with a local camera crew tagging along, he located the remains just seventy-five yards from the gravesite.

A rival Chicago private investigator named Ernie Rizzo told me he always suspected Pellicano staged the entire incident as a way to catapult himself out of the windy city and into the celebrity-filled Hollywood market where private investigators were in constant demand.

 

As much as I couldn’t accept the premise that Jackson was a child molester, my experience was telling me that extortion attempts work only if the police are kept out of the situation. The previous evening, during our meeting with the “cold call” source, I had heard and seen things that I never would have imagined.

Just after 7:00 P.M., at a dimly lit Italian restaurant in Santa Monica, Steve Doran and I had met with an individual carrying a file full of papers. The person began telling us about a friend who worked within the state’s vast Department of Children and Family Services (DCFS) system. I wondered if the person sitting in front of us did, too.

“There’s only one thing both of us want you to promise,” the person said, still nervously clutching the sheaf of documents. “We want you to promise that this won’t get covered up again this time.”

This time? What did that mean? Had there been other complaints filed against Michael Jackson? If so, who suppressed them and why? I told the person if we could determine the papers were bona fide, we would do all we could to report the truth. I was then motioned outside to a phone booth where my new source dropped some coins into a phone and a dialed a number. The source handed the receiver to me.

As I grabbed the handset, I suddenly realized that I was dealing with two sources, the one who stood at my side and a second individual who was now on the other end of the phone line.

It was obvious to both Steve and me that the person with the documents was edgy, and I quickly surmised that the individual on the other end of the phone was also scared to death. I asked countless questions about the authenticity of the documents. What had motivated them to take such risks—risks that could cost them a job, or worse? And about the claim that this wasn’t the first time DCFS had gotten a complaint about Michael Jackson.

“Listen,” the voice on the phone finally said, “enough is enough. He’s got to stop getting away with this.” No more details than that—just that cryptic statement and then the voice asked that the go-between with the documents be put back on the line. They whispered to each other for just a minute, and then the individual at my side motioned me back inside the restaurant.

Once seated, I immediately reached into my purse for a notebook, ready to copy the content of the papers I hoped we were about to see. But Steve, intent on putting our informant at ease, had already begun chatting about a variety of different subjects.

When Steve’s discussion veered off to explore yet another avenue of mutual interest, I finally reached across the table, gently tapped the manila folder, and asked the source, “May I take a look here while you two talk?” We locked eyes for a moment and then the folder was slowly slid my way.

For two hours, Steve kept up the banter. I would join in the conversation when I could, but I was operating on two tracks. One was diligently copying everything I saw on the pages, the other was trying to listen to what the source had to say. Not only did I have before me the Department of Children and Family Services report, I also had the original report officers of the Los Angeles Police Department had written after hearing the boy’s story. Both were on official-looking letterhead and I began to copy pertinent information into my notebook. My shorthand entries included the following facts:


It is an “Emergency Response Referral” for a13-year-old bi-racial boy from a wealthy family. The boy’s name is Jordan Chandler, currently living with his dad at Avondale Avenue.

After a3-hour session with a psychiatrist, the doctor learns that over aperiod of several months the perp has sexually molested the RC [reporting child] in his home and in the perp’s home, as well as other locations. Starting in February to June1993the RC has been in the company of the perp.

RC says he started by sleeping with [Jackson] in the same bed. Then it led to kissing on the mouth, fondling and touching of the genitals. Later the perp would masturbate in front of the RC. Perp would persuade RC to cooperate by telling him of other young male relatives he had, along with other kids, who did this with him and so it’s okay for [the boy] to do it as well. Perp graduated to putting his mouth on the RC’s penis and eating the semen. The perp consistently explained it was “ok” & “natural.”



There was a section on the form where the reporting officer had to mark an answer to the question, “Was caregiver negligent in allowing perp access to the child?” I noticed the box was marked “yes.” I kept reading and copying as fast as I could in case the source suddenly decided to make a grab and a dash with the documents.


Perp bribed mother with gifts and mother saw the two in bed together on one out of town trip to Las Vegas. Perp was confronted by mother. MichaelJackson was in tears, sobbing for him [the boy] to stay…talking about them all being a family and having trust in one another.

RC says he’s glad he told his father all.

RC says Michael Jackson threatened him with, “If you tell, you’ll go to juvenile hall.”

Exploitation Unit Officer refers four other cases—RC had names. One is Macaulay Culkin. One lives in Australia. One is a boy named Garcia inSanta Barbara.



The report was signed by two officers from the West L.A. Division of the Los Angeles Police Department. While the language, the tone, and even the form on which the report was written seemed genuine, I jotted down the officers’ phone numbers so I could later call to verify if they were, in fact, members of the LAPD. I copied the boy’s mother’s name, address, and phone numbers and the same information for his father. I noted that the boy’s psychiatrist, Mathis Abrams, on Wilshire Boulevard in Beverly Hills, was listed as the “reporting party.”

Moving on to an equally stunning Department of Children and Family Services (DCFS) report, I motioned to Steve to order more iced teas and appetizers to help ease the tension. Using the dim light from a candle on the table, I read the result of the actual DCFS interview with the boy and his father. My notes were taken just days after the family made its shocking allegations against one of the world’s most famous entertainers.


Dad says the boy’s Mom “looked the other way” and is allowing MJ to have sexual access to minor.

Dr. Abrams saw the minor child for the first time on August17, 1993,for a three-hour session. The doctor made an official report to LAPD.

RP [reporting parent] says he feels child is telling the truth. He says his boy is now13but was12years old at the time of the sexual contact. RP says the child was “believable” when he revealed to him what happened.

The boy told the allegations to his father ONLY and had been questioned by Michael Jackson’s investigator Anthony Pellicano. Minor gave no information to him.

The minor says they met when MJ’s car broke down in front of a friend’s office and he suggested to Jackson that he rent a car. Minor’s stepfather is owner of Rent-a-Wreck and he assisted Mr. Jackson. Michael Jackson would then call minor every day—long conversations about video games and his ranch. Called him from on tour while traveling around the world.

In February1993MJ came home. Visited minor at Mom’s Santa Monica home. Bought the boy and his stepsister gifts at Toys “R” Us. MJ took them to Las Vegas in March. The movie The Exorcist was on cable TV and the boy got scared—they cuddled. That marked the first time they spent the night in the same bed. According to the boy MJ would “rub up against me while in bed and it graduated to tongue kissing.”

Minor says he often slept in MJ’s bed at Neverland Ranch. His mom and sister stayed in a guesthouse.

In April or May Jackson takes the family to Florida. Minor says MJ and he got erections after rubbing each other.

Jackson and minor met8years previously. MJ told minor it was “in the cosmos” & “meant to be” that they were together.

When Jackson took the family to Monaco* minor says things “got out of hand.” Minor says MJ “coerced” him into the bath saying, “This is going to be great, this will be wonderful.” Minor says MJ orally copulated him there before an awards show. Minor says he did nothing oral to MJ and nothing anal happened.



At this point in the DCFS report I began to see similarities with the police report. But some disturbing new information surfaced as well.


The family was taken to Florida, where minor says that when he protested sexual contact, MJ said if he ever told anyone about what they did he would he sent “to juvenile hall” as punishment.

Minor says MJ told him about other boys he’d done this with.

Mr. Jackson tried to make him hate his mother and father so he’d only go with him. The boy’s father tells of confrontation with himself, minor, Mr.Jackson and his attorney and [private investigator] Anthony Pellicano.Mother had threatened to take the boy out of the country to go on tour withMJ. Dad says, “She likes the glitzy life too much to give it up and might allow MJ sexual access to the boy again.”

The father says he considered filing a civil suit against MJ and there were monetary negotiations.

Minor now receiving counseling for sexual abuse.



This document was signed by a caseworker who, I would soon determine, really did work for the Department of Children and Family Services.

My feverish note taking was causing my hand to cramp, so I paused to rest and used the opportunity to brief Steve. I also passed the packet off to him to look at so there would be another set of eyes to confirm what I’d transcribed.

Steve had just one question. “Where was the boy’s mother while all this was going on?” I flipped back a page in my notes. “ ‘She likes the glitzy life too much to give it up,’ ” I said, quoting from the report. I kept quiet on my one outstanding thought: The father had admitted to DCFS that there had been “monetary negotiations” with Michael Jackson. Was this all a money grab?

Our source spoke up. “I was told that when the investigators heard the boy’s story and heard what the father had to say they just sobbed.”

In light of the horrific things sexual abuse investigators hear and see in the course of their duties, that comment spoke volumes. But I wondered, Did they sob because they felt the seduction of the boy was so profound or because it had happened before and could have been avoided?

 

Even though I and other members of the media knew the name and other relevant information about the boy at the heart of the allegations against Jackson, it was standard practice in the early nineties in American journalism never to reveal the identity of a person—male or female, adult or minor—who made a complaint of sexual abuse.

Not so in the rest of the world.

Spurred by Hard Copy’s initial report, the Michael Jackson story instantly grabbed headlines worldwide, especially in the British tabloids, which boldly revealed both the young accuser’s name and featured photos of Jordan Chandler in the entertainer’s company.


The Daily Star: “Jacko: I’m No Sex Beast!”

Today: “Michael Jackson Probe—The Boy in the Middle”

Daily Mail: “Jackson Child Abuse Riddle”



Newspapers all over the globe quickly learned the identity of the thirteen-year-old boy making the claim. Photo editors (not just abroad, but everywhere) realized that their files were chock a block with pictures of the pop star and his accuser: Jordan Chandler, the stunningly handsome boy from California, who had been in Jackson’s company for months. The two had traveled extensively together, and where Michael Jackson went, so went the paparazzi.

The headlines apparently took their toll on Michael, who reportedly fainted backstage just as he was about to perform for a second night in Bangkok. The fainting spell forced the concert to be canceled.

The following day, some thirty-six hours after the allegations first hit the air, the world finally heard from the man himself. On Thursday, August 26, 1993, an audiotaped statement was released on which a wispy-voiced Michael Jackson apologized to disappointed ticket holders for canceling the show the previous evening in Bangkok.

“To all my fans in Bangkok, Thailand, I am sorry for not performing yesterday as I am really sick. I am still under medical treatment. I have been instructed by my doctor not to perform before Friday, August 27, 1993.”

Jackson made no mention of the allegations swirling around him—or the legal wrangling going on behind the scenes back in California. But from the documents I had seen, and from sources that I had spoken to, it seemed the entertainer had to have known he was leaving behind a simmering scandal. The boy’s father had told authorities he had attended meetings with Jackson, as well as his attorney and his private detective, and that there had been “negotiations.” Yet Michael Jackson had set off for Asia to make musical history, leaving his associates to handle the fallout.

While Jackson was telling fans in Bangkok he would perform again on Friday, several sources close to the family insisted he really just wanted to call off the whole Dangerous Tour and return to California to ride out the storm in familiar surroundings—at his Neverland Valley Ranch.

However, other sources said that Jackson’s top legal advisers were instructing him to stay where he was because there were indications that he faced arrest if he returned to the United States.

 

In spite of the firestorm surrounding him, Michael Jackson emerged to perform on that Friday, August 27, as promised. He was dressed in the same custom-made yellow tunic top, too-short black pants, and sequined socks he had worn on the first night of his renewed concert tour. Oddly, the tips of several of his fingers were wrapped in white adhesive tape.

I would later learn that Jackson used the tape to hide the darkened area beneath his fingernails—the area that was impossible to reach with the bleaching cream he reportedly applied to his body.

Jackson had showed up precisely on time, much to the relief of the 45,000 fans who braved terrible weather to see the concert. A typhoon brewing nearby had kicked up the humidity to match the 95-degree heat. But few concertgoers seemed to let the weather bother them once their idol took the stage. To keep Michael comfortable, the concert’s organizers had set up several giant fans to blow over blocks of dry ice.

The pop star was staying at the ultra-luxurious Oriental Hotel, overlooking the Chao Phya River in Bangkok, having an entire floor blocked off for his security. Michael’s next stop was Singapore.

Back in Hollywood, Jackson’s criminal lawyer, Howard Weitzman, was meeting with representatives from the L.A. district attorney’s office and the LAPD to go over ground rules to be used should his client return to America to speak with authorities. Weitzman had two demands. First, that if Jackson returned over the long Labor Day weekend, he could come and go as he pleased and absolutely no media alert would be issued. Second, that any discussions would be among a very small group to reduce the chances of a leak to the media.

Damage control was definitely under way. Shortly after the allegations of improper sexual contact between Jackson and Jordie Chandler surfaced, a journalist from CNN was invited to the offices of Jackson’s private investigator, Anthony Pellicano, to interview two young boys from Australia, Brett Barnes and Wade Robson.

Barnes, a slight, dark-haired boy, had become acquainted with Jackson in Melbourne during his Bad Tour in the late eighties. He had come to the airport to hand his idol a fan letter he’d written with the help of his older sister. The two children didn’t actually meet Jackson that day, but handed their letter—complete with their phone number—to a member of his entourage.

Several days later, young Barnes received a call from Jackson, which sparked a long-standing telephone relationship. Then, in 1991, the boy and his family were invited to Neverland. It would be the first of many visits.

Robson, a more robust-looking blond with a platinum crew cut, was a child actor-dancer who, by age nine, had already appeared in three of Jackson’s biggest videos: “Black or White,” “Jam,” and “Heal the World.” He had met the superstar after winning a talent contest when he was five years old.

During the interview at Pellicano’s office, both boys admitted to sleeping in the same bed with Michael Jackson but claimed that nothing improper had ever happened.

Robson, who had also appeared in a Pepsi commercial with Jackson, declared for the camera, “We sleep in the same bed, we’re both fully dressed—[in] pajamas. It’s a huge bed. He sleeps on one side. I sleep on the other.”

Clasping his hands tightly between his knobby knees, tiny Brett Barnes looked up past the bill of his baseball cap and added, “It’s not that he’s doing anything wrong. It’s just that he loves kids—that’s just his nature. It’s this big bed…and I was on one side and he was on the other.”

I had my doubts about a grown man sleeping in the same bed with prepubescent boys and wondered how a little boy would know to say “He loves kids—that’s just his nature.” I especially had doubts about spinmeister Pellicano, who was directing this little scene. But Hard Copy got a copy of the boy’s interviews and we aired it. Though I couldn’t help wondering if these boys could have been victimized.

 

It was clear we needed to dig deeper into the case. How did Jackson live? Had he ever had a longtime lady friend, an illegitimate child, a boyfriend, perhaps?

Those who appeared to be Jackson’s closet friends—the likes of Elizabeth Taylor, Marlon Brando, and Brooke Shields—would never grant an interview on so touchy a subject as possible child molestation. But we discovered that Jackson almost always traveled by limousine, so we set out to find the car company he most often used.

After countless telephone calls to area limo companies, we found a driver we called “Steven” who showed us his driver’s logs from early 1990 to October 1991 to prove he had chauffeured Michael Jackson many, many times. His boss at the limo company backed him up. The driver’s story figured prominently in our early TV coverage.

Because “Steven” didn’t want his face seen on national television, we had to come up with a way to disguise his identity. In the end, we put our cameraman in the backseat of the limo, had Steven put on a pair of wraparound sunglasses, and the cameraman shot the interview by focusing on Steven’s glasses in the rearview mirror.

Off camera, Steven told us he had driven Michael Jackson dozens of times and that from his front seat he had seen and “felt” all sorts of things. Steven said that he himself had been “quite a skirt chaser,” during the period he’d been one of Michael’s chauffeurs, and he suggested that that enabled him to pick up on certain behaviors that others might have missed. “I saw the same obsession with him that I had for women, except his obsession was with young boys,” Steven explained. I suggested he keep his feelings to himself and stick to the facts once the camera began to roll.

On camera, Steven told us that there was a standing order whenever Mr. Jackson called for a limo that it be equipped with a CD player, a television, and a backseat telephone. Steven recounted one trip during which he was assigned to pick up a young child actor and dancer named Jimmy Safechuck from his home just north of Los Angeles in Simi Valley and deposit him at the Neverland Ranch, about ninety miles up the coast. It was evening when Steven said he got on the road with the lone young boy, who had also appeared in a Pepsi commercial with Jackson, and hardly any time had passed before the phone began to ring in the backseat. Steven recalled that he had to stop the car and climb into the rear of the limo to help the boy answer the phone. He told me he spoke to Mr. Jackson, who inquired as to his exact location and then urged him to “hurry up!” According to Steven, there were three such phone calls during the ride, which of course only slowed the car’s progress.

Steven recalled making numerous pickups and drop-offs at the entertainer’s hideout condo in Century City, as well as at his twenty-seven-thousand-acre Neverland Ranch, a fantasyland where beyond the ultra-manicured grounds there is a private zoo, an amusement park, a swimming pool and water fort, as well as a private movie theater and several isolated guest units. He had driven to and from Jackson’s hideaway condo in Century City. Steven said he had driven child actor Emmanuel Lewis to visit with the pop star, he had driven Jackson to catch a plane for a trip to the Bahamas with child star Macaulay Culkin. He drove Jackson to Phoenix, Arizona; Monterey, California; to doctor and dentist appointments, to the homes of Brooke Shields and Madonna. He claimed to have even listened in as Jackson spoke to his “guru,” Dr. Deepak Chopra, on the car phone. “The two men were very close and spoke every day no matter where Dr. Chopra was in the world,” the chauffeur recalled.

Steven recounted taking Jackson and several youngsters to a toy store near the ranch. “We’d take them to Toys ‘R’ Us, where he has the store closed down and they go in and spend thousands of dollars on shopping sprees,” he said. “Money is no object.”

This would be the first time I would hear of Jackson’s penchant for patronizing businesses after hours to buy his young male friends whatever their hearts desired.

But that didn’t prove there had been anything untoward happening. However, Steven also claimed to have witnessed what he considered to be overly friendly cuddling and kissing in the backseat between Jackson and several different boys.

Steven told us about a woman named Norma Staikos, Jackson’s personal executive assistant at MJJ Productions, who arranged for busloads of underprivileged boys and girls to visit Neverland Ranch. On more than one occasion, Steven said, he had personally seen groups of these kids arrive for a day of fun at the ranch and he had observed Michael selecting young boys who would become what the King of Pop referred to as his “special friends.” Steven said he watched Staikos approach the anointed children to request their home phone numbers.

“Michael surrounds himself with a hundred children,” the limo driver explained. “And out of that hundred children, he picks one or two to be his best friends and then they go into the super private book of who gets called back again to come up to the ranch.”

 

On August 29, 1993, five days after the allegations of sexual abuse of a minor first aired, reports circulated that Michael Jackson had again fainted backstage minutes before he was set to appear for a second night in Singapore. He was now three for six on the tour: three spectacular concerts, three mysterious cancellations.

Security in Singapore was so thick that in truth, no one actually saw Michael Jackson drop—but that’s what the crowd of more than 40,000 fans was told after waiting in an outdoor stadium for hours.

“He is ill,” the promoter simply told the crowd. Stunned at the news, fans, some who’d come from as far away as England, Japan, Germany, Indonesia, and the Philippines, slowly milled out of the stadium.

“This is not the way for a megastar to behave!” an angry Asian woman in her forties shouted as she stabbed her finger into the air.

“If he’s so sick, why did he even go out on tour?” a teenager with her hand on her hip asked with a sneer.

The night before, the crowd in Singapore had been treated to a fabulous concert. And the added bonus of it being Michael Jackson’s thirty-fifth birthday afforded them the rare opportunity to catch the entertainer in a moment of public surprise. During a break between numbers, one of the band members approached the microphone and began to sing a stylized rendition of “Happy Birthday.” The crowd immediately roared for their idol to return from the wings. He did—smiling broadly but obviously embarrassed and waving a scolding finger at his band member. That most human emotion only lasted a split second, and as Jackson took long sweeping steps to center stage, he planted his feet, military style, and took a long, deep bow, arms up at shoulder height. The fans loved it.

But the next evening, one of Jackson’s two attending physicians was tasked with facing the media to explain yet another cancellation. Dr. David Forecast said Jackson had come to the stadium intending to perform but had now gone back to his suite of rooms at the famous Raffles Hotel in Singapore.

“Mr. Jackson has been suffering from acute vascular migraines and in my medical opinion this is completely coincidental and not related to any allegations whatsoever,” the physician told the waiting crowd.

At the same time, we learned that the LAPD really had two separate investigations under way. One probe centered on the allegation of sexual molestation of a minor. The other on the Jackson camp’s charge that the boy’s father was guilty of trying to extort $20 million from Michael Jackson. Both investigations were bound to take a long time.

By the end of that first week, the second leg of the Dangerous Tour was back on track. Even though Michael Jackson’s handlers claimed he was still ill, the King himself was said to have decreed that the show would go on.

Back in California, two of Jackson’s former employees stepped forward to defend him in televised interviews. Celebrity chef Johnny Choi, who had been brought in to fatten up Michael after his Bad Tour some years before, told us Jackson’s dealings with kids were always on the up and up.

“Michael Jackson is genuine, honest, and he is probably one of the most honorable people I’ve ever met,” Choi said.

Jackson’s employee Jamee Ruth Newkirk claimed she had spent much time with the entertainer after having designed his ranch management system in the early nineties. Newkirk said she “never saw any evidence of anything devious or mischievous. Doors were always open; there was no hiding, no secrets, no sneaking around, nothing like that. Actually it was very rare that children spent the night. And if someone did stay the night, they had their own suite…I even tucked them in.

“Michael,” she added earnestly, “had his own space and he respected everyone else’s space, and he would never have spent the night with a child or anything like that.”

Obviously Ms. Newkirk hadn’t watched the interviews with Wade Robson and Brett Barnes, who openly declared they had indeed spent the night with Jackson—and slept with him in the same bed.

*The purpose of this trip was for Michael Jackson to attend the World Music Awards ceremonies at the invitation of the Prince of Monaco. Video taken at the event clearly shows Jackson sitting next to the prince with Jordan Chandler sitting in his lap. Contemporaneous reports say Jackson and his guest were late arrivals.
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