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PROLOGUE
2005

THE BATHROOM MIRROR AT A LITTLE hotel in Santa Maria, 
California, is fogged with condensation, and there is so much steam 
from my morning shower that my refl ection is rendered invisible. 
As I stand at the sink, dripping wet and wrapped in a towel, the 
opaque glass is now nothing but an inviting canvas of mist on 
which to log a thought I have been repeating in my head.

‘MICHAEL JACKSON 1,000% INNOCENT’, I daub with my 
fi nger, ending with a full-stop that I convert into a smiley-face.
Believe in the happy ending.

I stare at this message and focus on a visualised outcome: victory, 
justice and vindication. It is 10 March 2005: day 11 of the courthouse 
circus that sees my brother accused of child molestation.

‘MICHAEL JACKSON 1,000% INNOCENT’, I read again. I 
continue to stare at the top left corner of the mirror, watching the 
smiley-face start to run. Transfi xed, I fl ash back to Michael’s bath-
room at the Hayvenhurst estate in Encino, outside Los Angeles – 
his home prior to Neverland – and know that I am mimicking in 
2005 what he did in 1982. Back then, in the top left corner of his 

You Are Not Alone_UK.indd   ixYou Are Not Alone_UK.indd   ix 10/08/2011   15:0710/08/2011   15:07



x

YOU ARE NOT ALONE

mirror, he took a black felt permanent marker – to match the black 
marble – and scrawled: ‘THRILLER! 100 MILLION SALES … SELL 
OUT STADIUMS’.

Think it, see it, believe it, make it happen. Will it into reality, as 
taught to us in childhood by our mother, Katherine, and father, 
Joseph. ‘You can do this … you can do this,’ I can hear Joseph insist-
ing during early, scratchy rehearsals as the Jackson 5, ‘we’re doing 
this over and over until you get it right. Think about it, say it, see 
yourself doing it, visualise it happening … and it will happen.’ 
Plant it in your head and focus with all your heart, Mother added, 
more gently. This was drilled into our young minds decades before 
positive-thinking became fashionable. Our minds are pre-
programmed not to entertain doubt or half-heartedness.

Michael knew the scale of the breakthrough, innovation and 
success he desired as a solo artist with the Thriller album, so that 
one thought transcribed on his mirror was his positive starting 
point. Years after his move to Neverland, the permanence of the 
pen’s marker had fl aked and the message appeared to have disap-
peared to the naked eye, yet it had left its imprint embedded in the 
glass, because each time that mirror fogged, the faintest outline of 
his words could still be seen, as if it were one of those secret codes 
written by a magic pen. Condensation and misted glass always 
remind me of Michael’s written ambition.

From the eighties, nobody knew about a lot of what he created 
until its execution, but the idea or concept was written down some-
where he could see it daily, or recited into a voice recorder as a 
visualisation he could see or hear. He didn’t share ideas because he 
didn’t want anyone to interfere; he relied on mental strength for his 
focus. Between November 2003 – when he was arrested and 
charged – and this day in March 2005, he’s needed that strength.

Awake at 4.30am each day of the trial, he’s bracing himself, 
getting prepared, psyching himself up to withstand another day of 
ritual humiliation.

Yesterday, 9 March, Gavin Arvizo, the 15-year-old boy being 
showcased as ‘the victim’, began his incredulous testimony, going 
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into graphic detail. I was seated behind Michael the whole time, as 
I have been since the start.

Outwardly, my brother projects a hardened image: detached, 
expressionless, almost cold. Inwardly, the bolted brackets that had 
been holding him together are snapping violently under pressure, 
one by one.

I look at my mirrored message now fading as the air rushes in, 
but the intent remains stark: Michael will be found innocent. I would 
carve it into my grandmother’s gravestone if I could. Think it, see it, 
believe it, make it happen.

But whatever intent I put out there is not enough to remove the 
ache and worry we feel as a family. I fi nd myself constantly refl ect-
ing, going back to a time when we believed Hollywood to be only 
a magical place; when we believed in the Yellow Brick Road.

I watch the local news on the television in my room, looking 
ahead to day 11 of the trial. I think of Michael at Neverland. The 
cars will be pulling up in the courtyard. He will have been up four 
hours, eaten breakfast on a silver tray in his room, alone – stealing 
time on his own – before coming downstairs, giving himself 45 
minutes between departure and arrival. His routine is clockwork, 
organised like some back-stage itinerary.

I think of all he has achieved, and all he is now being put 
through.

How has something so beautiful turned so twisted and ugly? Did fame 
do it? Is this the end-game in the American Dream when a black man 
achieves success on this magnitude? Is this what happens when an artist 
becomes bigger than his record label? Is this about publishing rights? 
Ruin the man, keep the money-machine?

These are the questions that race through my mind.
Are his Hollywood friends and one-time attorneys, allies and 

producers staying away because they regard him as nuclear – treating 
friendship like a sponsorship deal? What about those divisive people who 
whispered into a malleable ear that we, his family, should be kept at a 
distance, not trusted. Why aren’t they alongside him now, whispering 
encouragement and support?
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Michael is fast realising who his friends aren’t, and what family 
means. But now his liberty is at stake, and everything he has built 
up is in danger of collapsing. I want to turn back time: lift the 
needle off the record and return us to the fi rst track as the Jackson 
5 – a time of togetherness, unity and brotherhood. ‘All for one, and 
one for all,’ as Mother used to say.

I play this eternal game of ‘What If?’ in my head and can’t help 
but think that we could have – should have – handled things differ-
ently, especially with Michael. We stood off him too much when he 
wanted his space and that allowed vultures into the vacuum. We 
allowed outsiders in. I should have done more. Stood my ground. 
Barged down the gates of Neverland when the people around him 
never let me in. I should have seen this coming and been there to 
protect him. I feel a dereliction of duty in the promise of brother-
hood we always had.

The cell-phone rings. It’s Mother, sounding alarmed. ‘Michael 
is at the hospital … We’re here with him … He’s slipped and fallen. 
It’s his back.’

‘I’m on my way,’ I say, already out the door.
The hotel is equidistant from the Santa Maria courthouse and 

Neverland, and the hospital is a short detour. I’m met at a side 
entrance by a hospital manager to avoid any fuss out front.

On the hospital’s second-fl oor corridor, I see an unusual number 
of nurses and patients hanging around and an audible fuss dies 
down as I approach. A presidential-style phalanx of familiar dark-
suited bodyguards is clustered around a closed door to a private 
room. They step aside to allow me to enter.

Inside, the curtains are drawn.
In the half-light, Michael is standing, wearing patterned blue 

pyjama pants and a black jacket. ‘Hi, Erms,’ he says, in almost a 
whisper.

‘Are you okay?’ I ask.
‘I just hurt my back.’ He forces a smile.
The fall at the ranch, when getting out of the shower, has left 

him in miserable pain and it appears to be the fi nal punch at a time 
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when life keeps pounding him. But he’s a child molester, right? He 
deserves this, right? The police must have some hard evidence, or 
he wouldn’t be on trial, right? People have a lot to learn about how 
wrong this trial is.

Mother and Joseph are the only other people here, sitting against 
the wall to my right; they are like me in not knowing what to do 
but be present and appear strong. Michael winces with the pain in 
his rib-cage and lower back, but I sense his mental pain is far 
greater.

In the past week, I have witnessed his physical disintegration. 
At 46 years old, his lean dancer’s body has withered to a fragile 
frame; his walk has become a pained, faltering gait; his dazzle is 
reduced to that forced smile; he looks gaunt, haggard.

I hate what it’s doing to him and I want it to stop. I want to 
scream for the scream that Michael has never had in him.

As he stands, he talks about the court testimony yesterday. 
‘They are putting me through this to fi nish me … to turn everyone 
against me. It’s their plan … it’s a plan,’ he says.

Our father has never been one for deep emotional examination 
and, as Michael talks, I can see him itching to divert the conversa-
tion towards other plans: a concert in China.

‘Your sense of timing is not good, Joe!’ Mother tells him in 
admonishment.

‘What better time is there than now?’ he says. That’s Joseph. 
Very direct, and interpreting this time away from court as a small 
window to discuss something other than the trial. ‘It’ll take his 
mind off things,’ he adds.

It doesn’t surprise or sidetrack Michael. Like the rest of us, he’s 
used to it and understands that this is Joseph’s way. I interpret it as 
a father’s ploy to defl ect his own worry about events he can’t 
control; to look beyond the trial to a time when Michael is free and 
able to perform again. Indicate light at the end of the tunnel. But it 
doesn’t feel like a distraction, it feels inappropriate. Anyway, my 
brother keeps talking. ‘What have I done but good? I don’t under-
stand …’
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I know what he’s thinking: he’s done nothing but create music 
to entertain and spread the message of hope, love and humanity, 
and awareness of how we should be with one another – especially 
with children – yet he is accused of harming a child. It’s akin to 
putting Santa Claus on trial for entering the bedrooms of children.

There is not one shred of evidence to justify this trial. The FBI 
knows it. The police know it. Sony knows it. (This irrefutable truth 
would be confi rmed by an FBI statement in 2009, making it clear 
after my brother’s death that there was never any evidence to 
support any allegation in 16 years of investigations.) The authori-
ties are just making something fi t in 2005. Think it, see it, believe it, 
make it happen. The negative version.

Michael lifts his eyes from the fl oor. He looks the saddest I have 
ever seen him, but I can tell he just wants to talk. Up until now, he 
has rarely released his emotions in front of us. He has been 
controlled and resolute, speaking about his faith, how he trusts the 
judge of God, not the judge in a robe. But his controlled demeanour 
is now undone, no doubt triggered by yesterday’s testimony, and 
compounded by the frustration of this back injury.

It’s all becoming too much.
‘Everything they say about me is untrue. Why are they saying 

these things?’
‘Oh, baby …’ says Mother, but Michael’s hand rises. He’s still 

talking.
‘They’re saying all these horrible things about me. I’m this. I’m 

that. I’m bleaching my skin. I’m hurting kids. I would never … It’s 
untrue, it’s all untrue,’ he says, his voice quiet, quivering.

He starts pulling at his jacket, like an exasperated child wanting 
out of a costume, shifting on to both his feet, ignoring his back pain.

‘Michael …’ Mother starts.
But the tears are coming now. ‘They can accuse me and make 

the world think they’re so right, but they are so wrong … they are 
so wrong.’

Joseph is paralysed by this show of emotion. Mother’s hands are 
to her face. Michael pulls at his jacket buttons and starts struggling 
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out of its sleeves. It falls off his shoulders and hangs backwards 
from his upper arms, revealing his bare chest.

He is sobbing. ‘Look at me! … Look at me! I’m the most misun-
derstood person in the world!’ He breaks down.

He stands in front of us, head bowed, as if he feels shame. It is 
the fi rst time I have seen the true extent of his skin condition and it 
shocks me. His self-consciousness is such that he has kept his body 
hidden from even his family until now. His torso is light brown, 
splashed with vast areas and blotches of white, spreading across 
his upper chest; one patch of white covers his ribs and stomach, 
another runs down his side, and blotches cover one shoulder and 
upper arm. There is more white than brown, his natural skin colour: 
he looks like a white man splashed with coffee. This is the skin 
condition – the vitiligo – that a cynical world says he doesn’t have, 
preferring to believe that he bleaches his skin.

‘I’ve tried to inspire … I’ve tried to teach …’ and his voice trails 
off as Mother goes to comfort him.

‘God knows the truth. God knows the truth,’ she keeps 
repeating.

We all surround him, unable to hug him tight due to his back, 
but it is comfort nonetheless. I help put his jacket back on. ‘Just be 
strong, Michael,’ I said. ‘Everything’s going to be all right.’

It doesn’t take him long to compose himself and he apologises. 
‘I’m strong. I’m okay,’ he says.

I leave him with my parents, vowing to return to the trial after 
a visit overseas. The brothers are taking it in shifts to provide 
support and I’ll be back in a few days.

After I leave, the bodyguards convey a message relayed from 
his attorney, Tom Mesereau, at the courthouse. The judge is not 
happy that Michael is late, and if he’s not in court within the hour, 
his bail will be revoked. Even his genuine pain is not honoured or 
believed.

At the hotel, I fi nish packing and watch my brother’s delayed 
arrival at court on television. Shielded by an umbrella to protect his 
skin from the sun, he shuffl es along just as I left him: in his pyjama 
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bottoms and black jacket, now wearing a white undershirt. Joseph 
and a bodyguard stand either side, holding him steady.

Michael had always wanted to appear pristine and dignifi ed for 
his trial, choosing his wardrobe carefully. To enter like this, in his 
pyjamas, will be making him cringe inwardly. This whole circus 
seems to be careening out of control … and we are only ten days
in.

I grab the hotel phone and make a call. The person on the other 
end of the line provides the reassurance that I needed to hear one 
more time: Yes, the private jet is still available. Yes, it can be at Van 
Nuys airport. Yes, everything has been arranged. Yes, we are ready 
to go whenever you are. All that is required is a day’s notice, and 
this DC-8 with four engines will have Michael up in the air and 
heading east – to Bahrain – to start a new life away from the scam 
of American justice. After this charade, I’m happy to disown my 
citizenship and take Michael, and his family, to a place where they 
can’t touch him. We have the backer – a dear friend. We have the 
pilot. Everything is prepared. There is no way my brother – an 
innocent man – is going to jail for this. He wouldn’t survive, and I 
cannot sit back and even contemplate the possibility, let alone the 
reality.

We’ve arranged ‘Plan B’ without his knowledge, but when I had 
told him not to worry because every scenario is covered, he will 
have suspected something, without wishing to know. He doesn’t 
need to. Not yet.

I have negotiated with myself that the moment Tom Meserau 
starts to suggest that the scales of justice are tilting against us, I will 
action the plan and move him to the airport in the San Fernando 
Valley, outside L.A. We’ll sneak him out of Neverland under a blan-
ket, during the night. Or something. In the meantime, I resolve to 
play it hour by hour because, so far, Tom has said nothing other 
than ‘yes, that was a good day for us’, even when the testimony 
sounded horrible. He knows the evidential nuances, and when the 
prosecution is swinging with its punches and missing. We’ve 
quickly learned not to judge the trial by its truncated media 
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coverage. So, I bide my time, but this trust takes all my power and 
has me writing messages on bathroom mirrors.

As I hit the road and drive south on auto-pilot, I start to wonder 
where Michael resources the strength and belief that is pulling him 
through this. I feel immense pride in him – at a time when he is 
presumed guilty until proven innocent by a media coverage that is 
unbalanced. It trumpets the weird and titillating testimony, leaving 
valid defence points as a postscript. I remember what Michael said 
at the start of these proceedings in 2003: ‘Lies run in sprints, but the 
truth runs in marathons … and the truth will win.’ The truest lyric 
he never sang.

I start to visualise him walking free from the criminal court. I 
picture it like a scene in a movie. When this is over, I will do every-
thing I can to clear his name in the public arena. The worst will be 
behind us. There will be nothing else they can throw at him. And I 
will defend him because I know what makes him tick – his heart, 
his soul, his spirit, his purpose. I know the boy inside the super-
star’s costume. I know the brother from 2300 Jackson Street. We 
have been in sync since infancy, throughout everything: the dream, 
the Jackson 5, the fame, the separate paths, the rifts, the sorrows, 
the scandals, and the impossible pressure. He has cried with me. I 
have shouted in his face. He has refused to see me. He has begged 
me to be with him. We have known each other’s loyalty and each 
other’s unintended betrayal. And it is because of everything 
contained within this history – this brotherhood – that I know his 
character and mind like only true blood can.

One day, I tell myself – when 2005 is behind us – people will 
give him a break and attempt understanding, not judgement. 
They’ll treat him with the same gentleness and compassion he 
extended to everyone else. They’ll cast aside their preconceived 
ideas and view him not just through his music but as a human 
being: imperfect, complex, fallible. Someone very different from his 
external image.

One day, the truth will win the marathon …
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