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More than six years after his death, Michael Jackson continues to fascinate the world. Shana

Mangatal was one of Jackson's only constant and true rocks of stability for nearly two decades.

Their relationship was quiet and sweet and real—a closely guarded secret, known only to a few

trusted employees and friends. Shana is now coming forward to tell their love story. Her story is

rich with every little detail. She witnessed the scandals, lawsuits, the release of groundbreaking

albums and subsequent world tours, big-budget short films, addictions. Michael and Me

entertains and inspires, but above all, Shana continues to treat Michael (and his legacy) with

respect. This is not an exploitative tell-all, but rather a book that shows the side of Michael

people never knew. In it, Shana paints a more intimate picture of this beloved, yet very

misunderstood man.
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24EpilogueAcknowledgmentsPhoto InsertPROLOGUEDreams do come true. It could happen

to you.—Walt DisneyIt was March 5, 1988.The city lights soared past me as the Yellow Cab

wove in and out of busy traffic. The energy of New York City was an intoxicant, invigorating

every moment. The city had a pulse so strong, it felt like it must be the epicenter of the

universe.As we pulled up to Madison Square Garden, the butterflies in my stomach flew faster.

I felt that I was about to step into a piece of history. I was right: this night would set me on a

course that would change my life.We had arrived in New York just a few hours earlier after a

four-and-a-half-hour drive from our hometown in Largo, Maryland, a suburb of Washington, DC.

My aunt Vera had driven my friend Tracy and me in her brand-new silver Nissan Maxima. That

car was all the rage that year because it talked, telling you important things like “Your lights are

on.” I always got a kick out of riding in it. Sometimes we would purposely leave the lights on just

so we could hear it talk.We were here to see Michael Jackson in concert—he was on his Bad

tour. I had been looking forward to this day for months. I was seventeen, and Michael was my

idol.We found our seats, which were behind the stage. At first I was upset that they were so

bad. When I purchased the tickets, they hadn’t informed me that the seats would be in an

obstructed view area. As the show went on, however, I grew to like them. It gave me a different

vantage point. From behind, you could catch a glimpse of how the magic was made, and I

could see him walking off and on stage before the curtain was raised. I had always been

obsessed with magicians like David Copperfield. I was the type who would watch a trick over

and over so that I could figure out how the illusion was created. The creation of an illusion is

what fascinated me about Michael. I always suspected his Peter Pan image was just a facade.

And now I could glimpse the real Michael, behind the curtain.After a couple songs, the charm

of sitting behind the stage wore off, and we decided to walk around to see if we could snag

some better seats. Since we were already behind the stage, we easily made our way onto the

floor without anyone checking for tickets. We spotted an empty area in the front row, and

blended in there as if we belonged. We managed to stay in our newfound front-row seats for

the remainder of the concert. I couldn’t believe how lucky we were.This experience was

completely different from sitting behind the stage. Michael was right there, as if he were

performing in my living room. And he was overwhelmingly sexy. He wore black pants with silver

buckles, which showcased his perfect body—especially his round backside. They were so tight;

I could see everything. It was like he was dancing naked in front of me for two hours. It was so

intense and exhilarating, inspiring feelings that I had never felt before.During the song “I Just

Can’t Stop Loving You,” he and Sheryl Crow, who was his background singer back then, came



together and started dancing closely. He started rubbing his crotch while he was singing to her,

so much that he became noticeably excited. I could not believe my eyes. I felt like I was going

to faint from shock. It was like I was seeing something I wasn’t supposed to see. I was

overwhelmed. I had read so many tabloid stories painting Michael as this asexual man-child

that I was not expecting this at all.He then launched into a beautiful rendition of his hit song

“Human Nature.” “See that girl—she knows I’m watching. She likes the way I stare.” As his

smooth voice effortlessly glided over the lyrics, he pointed right to me. I squealed so loud, he

started smiling. I had been screaming the whole time, so there was no doubt he had noticed

me before then. He kept glancing at me for the remainder of the concert and I was sure we had

made a love connection.I talked endlessly about that magical moment with my aunt Vera and

Tracy during the entire cab ride back to the hotel. “Did you see him point to me when he said

‘See that girl’? We made eye contact! He was looking at me the whole concert. I know he saw

me!”“Yes, he did point at you. I saw it.” Tracy said, probably just hoping I would shut up.We had

left at the beginning of the last song, “Man in the Mirror,” to beat the traffic. We also wanted to

arrive back at the hotel before Michael so that we could try to catch a glimpse of him returning

from the show.The Helmsley Palace on the corner of Fiftieth Street and Madison Avenue was a

luxurious, majestic skyscraper fifty-five floors high, directly across the street from St. Patrick’s

Cathedral. Stepping into the lobby made you feel like royalty—the decor was classic, literally

like a palace. I had read in magazines that this was Michael’s favorite place to stay while in

New York and I was hoping this time would be no different. When we had checked in earlier,

we noticed a group of fans waiting across the street, and I knew that my research had paid off.

Michael was staying there. I was so relieved.As our cab pulled up to the entrance at around

eleven, the group of about a hundred fans were still gathered across the street behind a

barricade. A glimpse of Michael was all they wanted. Some held signs with Michael’s picture;

others were decked out in Michael’s signature costume: high-water pants, a fedora, and one

sparkly white glove. They were chanting, “Michael! Michael! Michael!” hoping to get his

attention. New York City police manned the area, making sure the crowd didn’t get out of

control. This scene would repeat itself in every city Michael traveled to. At this moment, he was

truly the king of the world.Whenever Michael came to any town, the place stood still. It was as if

pixie dust had been sprinkled over it. Everything seemed more alive, more beautiful—more

magical. I distinctly remember being excited simply because Michael was breathing the same

air, feeling the same weather, and seeing the same sights as I was.Back then, Michael mania

was in full effect. When he came to town, vendors would set up on every block, selling buttons

and T-shirts and anything else they could stick his image on. It seemed like the entire world

was under Michael’s spell. New York City was no different on this balmy night.We exited our

cab and a surly hotel security guard stopped us at the revolving doors. “I’m sorry, but only

guests of the hotel are allowed in the lobby.” Aunt Vera proudly produced the card key to our

room. That was the magic ticket. The guard’s demeanor instantly changed to warmth and we

were promptly escorted into the elegant lobby.I felt so special as I looked back at the growing

crowd of screaming fans being held at bay across the street. Some shouted, “La Toya!,”

mistaking me for Michael’s beautiful older sister. I chuckled under my breath but felt honored to

be mistaken for anyone in the Jackson family. I reveled in the moment and waved to the crowd.

They screamed even louder.We headed for the elevators to our room. Just then, I saw Michael

getting out of a glass elevator from the parking garage. We had managed somehow to arrive at

the hotel at the same time. He walked in with a black towel around his neck and a big brown

coat. He spotted me and started staring. I waved. He waved back.“Oh my God, Tracy! Did you

see that? He recognized me! I know he did.” I was so giddy, I was talking a mile a minute. “I



know he saw me in the audience! I cannot believe this. Did you see him wave? We have got to

meet him tonight, no matter what.”In my teenage mind, Michael’s wave was all the proof I

needed that we had made a love connection. There was no way I was going back to Maryland

without at least trying to meet him. I had caught his attention. I couldn’t turn back now.With a

cool swagger, Michael strolled onto one of the special elevators that were guarded by security.

These private elevators only stopped on the top floors, where the penthouses were located.

Through our investigations, Tracy and I had found out that Michael’s suite was on the fifty-third

floor. We started devising a plan. The elevators we had access to didn’t go to those floors, of

course. They could only be reached by those private elevators. We decided that the only way to

reach his floor would be to bypass the elevator altogether and walk . . . up the stairs . . . fifty-

three flights.When you’re young your brain thinks differently. You feel invincible and don’t think

about consequences. Yeah, we were young and crazy, and clearly in good physical shape. We

trudged up those stairs without a second thought. Our minds were focused on one thing and

one thing only: getting to Michael.When we finally reached the floor, I opened the door that led

to the hallway. To our surprise, our plan had worked. As we turned the corner, I spotted Chuck,

Michael’s main bodyguard, with his trademark black top hat that I had seen him wearing in

pictures with Michael. I thought that we would immediately be kicked off the floor, because he

looked imposing. Michael’s entire security staff was there.I boldly approached Chuck and told

him that I had seen him in Japan.He said, “Oh, you were there?”“No, on TV,” I said.Everyone

laughed. I guess they were used to fans following Michael all over the world.Tracy asked Chuck

if he could get Michael’s autograph for her. He said that would be no problem at all.Just then,

Emmanuel Lewis, famous for playing Webster on the sitcom of the same name, emerged from

what appeared to be Michael’s suite. He was shockingly tiny, only a little taller than my knee. I

think we were close to the same age. Chuck asked Emmanuel if he could get Michael’s

autograph for Tracy. He said, “Sure.” Then I decided I wanted one too.“Get me one too, please,”

I said as I ran after him.“Whose do you want? Mine or his?”Not wanting to hurt Emmanuel’s

feelings, I said, “Both.”He said, “No, you probably want Michael’s. I’ll get it.” Before walking back

into the suite, he asked us to write our names on a sheet of paper so that Michael could

personalize our autographs.Back then, an autograph was equivalent to a selfie. We didn’t have

cell phones, so a camera wasn’t always readily available; an autograph was the only proof you

could show your friends that you actually met a celebrity. I hadn’t even brought a camera on

this trip. None of us had. Times were different then. Our memories and, in my case, my diaries,

are all we now have.Hilary, another member of Michael’s security team, whispered to Chuck,

“Janet just called. She’ll be up in a few minutes.”Janet Jackson was at the height of her fame at

this time, having recently released her chart-topping album Control. I had just performed the

title track at my high school talent show with my best friend, Tirina, learning every move of the

groundbreaking choreography from the music video and singing over Janet’s breathy vocals.

We received a standing ovation for our performance, and I won Most Talented of my senior

class shortly thereafter. Needless to say, I was a fan.Emmanuel came back with our

autographs and handed them to us. My heart nearly stopped when I saw the ornate silver

handwriting that was uniquely Michael’s. He had touched this picture of him in his motorcycle

jacket, which also meant Michael was actually in the room just a few feet away. A rush of

excitement surged in my veins. He was so close.The elevator door opened. It was Janet with

her boyfriend at the time, Rene. I smiled with anxious anticipation as she approached. Dressed

in a silk black blazer and black slacks, she looked as gorgeous in person as she did in pictures.

I greeted her with a warm “Hi!”She stared coldly, not saying a word, as she sauntered by.I was

so disappointed.Jimmy Jam, Quincy Jones, Sugar Ray Leonard, and a parade of other



celebrities I had only dreamed of meeting started exiting the elevator after Janet’s arrival. At

this point, I could no longer contain myself. I said to Chuck, “Can we please go in to the

party?”He said, “You really want to go in?”“Yes, please.”“What would you do if you went

in?”“We’d mingle. We’d be nice.” I was practically begging at this point.Then one of Michael’s

other bodyguards said, “Why is it that pretty girls always get their way?”With no other choice at

this point, Chuck reluctantly said, “OK. Go ahead in.”Chuck, wherever you are today, thank

you.As we opened the door and walked into the room, the bright lights hit me. Everyone was

staring. We were probably the only non-A-list people in the room. They must have wondered

who we were and thought we were important too. I was wearing a black leather jacket, black

leather pants, black high heel boots with silver buckles, and toy handcuffs hung from my belt.

Of course, I hadn’t even kissed a boy yet, so my “bad girl” look was all for show.I stopped and

stood in the foyer of this immaculate suite and took everything in. Here I was, in Michael

Jackson’s penthouse at the top of New York City. Even in my wildest dreams, I hadn’t imagined

this. I scoped the place out, wanting to soak up every detail of this room that only royalty and

very special people had inhabited. It was an elegant suite, with a massive window that

encompassed the entire side of one wall and displayed a breathtaking view of Manhattan’s

sparkling skyline. To the right of the foyer was a winding staircase that led to an upstairs

bedroom—obviously Michael’s room. In front of me was a beautiful black baby grand piano.I

looked behind me and Janet and Rene were sitting on a sofa, keeping to themselves, people-

watching. I was now slightly afraid to even cross Janet’s path again. Her cold stare was enough

to ward me away for life.Next to the piano, Michael’s personal photographer, Sam Emerson,

was standing taking pictures. I knew that Sam only took pictures of Michael, so I figured he

couldn’t be too far away. I walked closer and there he was, leaning against the piano; guests

surrounded him, getting their pictures taken. I walked and stood next to Sam. I didn’t dare ask

for a picture, fearing he would discover that I was a mere mortal. I wanted to just blend in with

the scenery, in fact. Surely everyone must have known we didn’t belong.But then Michael

spotted me. A big smile spread across his famous face and his eyes widened through his Ray-

Ban sunglasses. He vigorously waved like a schoolboy spotting a familiar face in the crowd. I

slightly smiled and looked over my shoulder to see whom he was waving at. Surely, it couldn’t

be me.But it was . . .I waved back.Suddenly, not only did I belong at the party, but the host

himself had welcomed me. I started to relax as I felt a million eyes staring even harder.

Michael’s welcome had inducted me into this crowd of A-listers and transformed me into one of

them. Everybody was suddenly extremely nice. Even Janet’s attitude softened a bit.Too afraid

to actually speak words, I walked closer and stood behind Michael. He was acting as the

perfect host, chatting with his guests and making sure everyone was happy, taking pictures

with anyone who asked. Boy, I wish I had brought my camera. He was gracious, humble, and

friendly. He was the Michael I had always dreamed he would be. He had been famous for

almost twenty years at this point, but fame still hadn’t quite taken complete hold of him. He was

just a normal, extremely nice guy entertaining guests in a hotel room. No one would have ever

guessed that this dude had just finished performing in front of twenty thousand screaming fans

at Madison Square Garden.His skin was perfectly smooth and a lovely chocolate color. He

wasn’t wearing any makeup and was simply beautiful. Onstage, his skin had seemed much

lighter, even white, but I was happy to see that he still had his original beautiful brown

complexion just like when he was a little boy. His lighter-looking skin was all a result of stage

makeup, I surmised.Even back then there were rumors that he was bleaching his skin and

nasty tabloid stories about it. I was so happy to see that that couldn’t be further from the truth.

His hair was nice and freshly washed, with a wavy ponytail—a short one. He must wear a fake



one sometimes, I thought, because it was longer in concert just an hour earlier. He had on

black Ray-Ban sunglasses and a red corduroy button-down shirt that was tucked into his

black slacks; his belt was silver and glittery. His amazingly cool black lace-up shoes had silver

plates on the tips. His right arm was adorned with two bracelets, one silver, the other black. He

had a noticeable dent on the side of his nose, but nothing looked fake. In fact, he was more

handsome in person, with no makeup on, than I had ever seen him in pictures and videos. He

was small, though. His waist must have been smaller than mine, and I only weighed ninety-

eight pounds. I had on high heels, which made me about five foot six. He wasn’t much taller

than I was—maybe five foot nine.I also noticed he was chewing gum. I had never seen Michael

chew gum before and it made him seem so normal. Up until now, I had only seen him on TV

and in pictures, so in my mind he was this perfect dream guy who didn’t do normal stuff like

chew gum or go to the bathroom. He was a star and stars didn’t do normal stuff like us regular

folks.I overheard Sean Lennon, who was twelve years old, begging his mother, Yoko Ono, to let

him spend the night. He begged and begged until finally she agreed . . . just a regular mother

and son having a typical conversation.It appeared that Michael was going to have a slumber

party with Sean Lennon, Emmanuel Lewis, and a couple of other kids I saw running around.

Although Michael was in his late twenties and in the prime of his superstardom, no sexy female

groupie types were roaming around like one would expect at a concert afterparty like this.

Michael was different: he preferred the company of kids. This made him even more endearing

to me. His Peter Pan persona appealed to those of us not ready for actual relationships. He

was safe.Jimmy Jam sat at the baby grand and started playing a few songs, his fingers gliding

seamlessly over the ivory keys. I walked over to the window, gazed upon the sparkling lights,

and thought, Is this really happening? It all felt like a dream. There was Michael, staring at me.

Nights like this just didn’t occur in my world.I strolled over to the bar, where an array of

minibottles lined the marble counter. Too young to drink alcohol, I poured myself a 7Up. I

wanted to seem cool, with a drink in my hand. Even the 7Up tasted better than it ever had

before. To this day, when I drink a 7Up, I am transported back to Michael’s hotel suite on

that spring night when I was seventeen.All of New York’s elite seemed to be in the room. I

spotted New York artist Keith Haring, who had spread a bunch of buttons with his political

sketches on them on Michael’s coffee table. Keith would pass away two years later from

complications of the AIDS virus. I still have some of those buttons and cherish them.Tracy and I

found an empty sofa and relaxed, hoping to blend in. I glanced up and spotted Quincy Jones

walking over. He asked if anyone was sitting in the spot next to me. I managed to nervously

mutter that the seat was empty. He plopped onto the sofa and placed his icy brown cocktail,

which he had mixed himself at the bar, on the coffee table. I tried to remain calm as I watched

him coolly sip his beverage and chat with other nearby guests. After all, I didn’t want to blow my

cover. No one needed to know that I was still in high school and dying inside, sitting next to the

man who had produced Thriller. I felt like Cinderella, worried that the clock would strike

midnight at any minute and I would have to return to normal life. Surrounded by legends, I

could only think about how out of place I was. These people had accomplished so much. I had

watched them win Grammys, perform concerts, and create masterpieces. And here I was, just

a girl from Largo, Maryland. My life had only just begun.I then saw Michael spot Janet and

Rene. Determined to at least shake Michael’s hand, I walked back over to him. I overheard

Rene say, “Great show, man!” Michael shook his hand and said, “Thank you.” Then Michael

leaned over to Janet and whispered something in her ear. As if Michael had just shared the

most amazing secret ever heard, she widened her already big eyes and said, “Really? Get out

of here!” Michael smiled and said, “I’ll call you.” They seemed like typical siblings, Janet looking



up to her big brother.Then Michael turned around. He was just a few inches away. He was so

close I could smell his perfume. He looked at me, smiled the biggest smile, with the whitest

teeth I had ever seen, reached out his hand, and said, “Hi. I’m Michael.”It felt like the entire

world stopped. The man I had dreamed about since I was a child was standing in front of me,

reaching for my hand. It was the moment I had been waiting for.I silently composed myself and

took his hand in mine. “Hi. I’m Shana.”His hand was so soft. It felt like a warm, billowy cloud. It

was the softest hand I had ever felt. I was so nervous. I was afraid to hold it too tight. So I

delicately held it as if it were a porcelain doll, not wanting to disrespect the hand that wore that

famous white glove.But Michael took me by surprise and grabbed my hand tighter. I opened my

hand to let go of his tight grip, but he kept holding on. I was stunned. He then slid his large thin

hand down my entire hand, lingering on every finger and sliding down to the tips of my

fingernails. The whole while he was smiling that big beautiful smile and nervously biting his

bottom lip.Michael Jackson was flirting with me.It was one of those rare moments that will be

flashed before my eyes when my life is at its end. This moment was everything.Then other

guests started closing in on him, vying for his attention. He was the man of the hour and

everyone wanted their moment with him too. We looked at each other and smiled as I slinked

back to the sofa where I had been sitting. Michael stayed a little longer, mingling with his

guests, before heading up the spiral staircase, saying good night to everyone as he

disappeared into his room. Sean Lennon and Emmanuel Lewis ran up the stairs behind him.I

thought that this would be one of those stories I would tell my future grandkids over and over

until they were sick of hearing it, when I was old and gray: my one memory of meeting the most

famous man in the world.But it was only the beginning.1It’s the possibility of having a dream

come true that makes life interesting.—Paulo Coelho, The AlchemistThe Jackson Five

exploded on the scene with four number-one hit singles, launching the seventies and securing

their place in history. My parents and brother Todd watched their debut on The Ed Sullivan

Show, which occurred just six months before I was born. I suppose I was there too, witnessing

it from the womb.Growing up, Todd and I loved to pretend we were the Jackson Five. He

always insisted on being Michael. I protested, “No, I want to be Michael!” But Todd was five

years older than I and he invariably won, making me Marlon. We acted out our parts in our

living room, dancing and belting out all of the hits in front of an imaginary audience of

screaming fans.Our warm home in Largo, Maryland, was the backdrop for what I remember as

the perfect childhood—akin to a family life one might find in the 1950s. My father, Emmanuel,

who preferred to be addressed by his nickname, Mano, worked as an electrical engineer. My

mother, Janice, carved out a career as an IT/computer manager at prestigious government

agencies in the DC area, including NASA. Although both of my parents had busy work

schedules, my brother and I never had a babysitter. My parents took us with them everywhere,

or one figured out a way to be home with us while the other worked. We had yearly summer

vacations to Disney World in Orlando, Florida, and ate dinner together every night as a

family.My father had moved to Brooklyn from the French Caribbean island of Martinique in the

early 1960s. He spoke with a romantic French accent and looked just like Johnny Mathis, who

was my mother’s idol. Suave and handsome, with thick, wavy black hair and a beautiful reddish-

brown skin tone, he was what we call a pretty boy.For my mother, it was love at first sight. She

had relocated to New York City around the same time with her mother, whose family all lived in

the New York area. She was working at a dry cleaning store when one day my father walked in

to drop off some clothes. She was nineteen years old, and he was eight years older. They were

married for forty-two years, until my father passed away in 2005.On Christmas morning of

1973, I remember waking up before the sun to find an abundance of presents under our white



Christmas tree. I spotted the Jackson Five board game and the other presents became

invisible. Todd and I tore open the box and played as soon as we could take the pieces out. I

was just a toddler so I wasn’t very good at the game, but I tried my best to join in on the fun.

Every Saturday morning our routine included playing that game in our pajamas while watching

The Jackson 5 cartoon and Soul Train, followed by American Bandstand.We combed through

Right On! magazine every month to see what Michael and his brothers were wearing and what

they were doing. Right On! was like our bible. If we saw Michael wearing a fringe suede jacket,

then of course we had to get one too. When I think of the 1970s, my memories are painted with

a kaleidoscope of colors and rose-colored dreams. It was a great decade filled with disco, soul,

Afros, bell bottoms, peace, and love.Computers, cell phones, video games, DVDs, and CDs

didn’t exist. We used our imaginations to have fun. Nothing was immediate or readily

accessible and the world felt more enchanting and mysterious because of it. Hollywood resided

in a land far, far away—a place inhabited by glamorous, pretty people and only reached in our

fantasies. My brother and I incessantly asked our mother what movie stars were really like.

They seemed so perfect; we couldn’t imagine them doing normal things like going to the

bathroom. My mother, always wanting to maintain an air of wonder and magic in our lives,

responded that, in fact, movie stars did not go to the bathroom. We believed her

wholeheartedly and viewed Hollywood as a mystical place where all of your dreams came true.

From that early age, I knew that California was the place I was meant to be. My mother had

instilled in us the motto “Go be your dream.”The first concert I attended was the Jacksons’

Triumph tour in 1981. Todd took me—he was sixteen years old and I was eleven. We hopped in

my father’s station wagon, the kind with the wood paneling along the sides, and drove the short

distance to the venue. I wore my coolest outfit—a colorful, braided headband and a purple jelly-

bean jacket. This jacket was a must-have among us preteen girls. Although it was made of

cheap, plastic, see-through material, wearing it made me feel like a part of the in-crowd. My

hair was in its usual style, two long braids and curled bangs in the front. In elementary school, I

was known as “that Indian-looking girl” because of my long hair. It was the envy of all of the

girls in my class.We arrived at the venue of the concert, the Capitol Centre, which was a few

miles from our house in Largo. The tickets for our nosebleed seats were an expensive twelve

dollars each, which took many months of weekly allowances to save.Stacy Lattisaw opened

the show. She had the voice of an angel, was just a few years older than me, and also hailed

from the Washington, DC, area. Seeing someone so close to my age, from my neighborhood,

on TV and the radio, inspired me. I idolized her. Every day I locked myself in my room

imagining I was Stacy, singing her songs and recording my voice in a cassette recorder. I also

performed her songs at family get-togethers. Everyone knew to expect a one-woman show

from me at all of our parties. I’m sure they were all sick of hearing me sing Stacy’s hits “Let Me

Be Your Angel” and “Love on a Two-Way Street” at every event, but enduring my little

performances was the price you had to pay to eat the delicious food my mother was cooking at

our frequent Maryland blue crab feasts.Whenever Stacy had a new album coming out, I

begged my parents to drive me to the record store on the first day of its release. The joy of

seeing that big album cover sitting on display for the first time is one of those indescribable

feelings that future generations will never know.At the Jacksons’ concert, Stacy performed all of

her hit songs. Mesmerized, I sang along. Her initials, SL, were spray-painted on top of her

hair. . . and the top of her hair was all I could make out from my seat in the upper deck. But that

didn’t dampen anything. I was fulfilling one of my girlhood dreams—being able to sing along

with her live.Stacy took her final bow and the lights in the arena dimmed. The crowd stirred

with anticipation. After about twenty minutes, the arena went completely dark and a huge video



screen dropped down in front of the stage. A short film starring the Jackson brothers played.

The audience went crazy. There they were, up on the screen, singing their powerful anthem

“Can You Feel It,” which was one of the hit songs on their Triumph album. As the song boomed

out over the large speakers, the excitement in the air intensified. Everyone screamed and sang

along until it ended. The video screen disappeared into the air and huge colored spotlights

rose from the darkness. All five of the brothers stood onstage, posed like statues of gods. With

Michael in the center, they remained frozen for five minutes. The audience screamed louder

and louder. The song “Can You Feel It” exploded back onto the sound system, and the brothers

burst into their dance routine, singing the song live.Stacy Lattisaw became a distant memory

as I sat enthralled by the power of Michael’s performance. He was no longer that little boy in

the Jackson Five. He was a grown and sexy man now—a confident superstar. Michael made

me a believer that night.After the concert, my brother and I walked to our car, which was in an

outside parking lot. We noticed circles of teens gathered. Curious, we approached one of them.

Two teens were in the middle of the circle performing a weird dance we had never seen before.

It baffled us. They were gliding as if on air and spinning on the ground with acrobatic moves. As

it turns out, it was breakdancing. It was the first time my brother and I had ever witnessed

it.From the moment MTV launched its rocket ship in 1981, it was on all day in my house. And

no artist was more brilliant when it came to music videos than Michael Jackson. I always had

the VCR ready to record anything that had to do with Michael, and I amassed a stack of tapes

that I watched over and over again. I remember running home from school to catch the world

premieres of Michael’s short films from the Thriller album. Michael didn’t call them music

videos, he called them short films—and they really were. These were not the cheap videos with

cheesy special effects and bad choreography that filled MTV all day. Michael’s videos each had

a story line, expensive sets, great cinematography, a respected director, and breathtaking

choreography. And thus, MTV treated the premiere of a new Michael video as an event.In my

teenage years, I wasn’t like most other girls. I wasn’t crazy for boys and I had no interest in

partying. I preferred to keep to myself. I was a loner. I always felt I was on the outside looking in

on life—never feeling like I fully fit in with anybody or anything. The song “At Seventeen” by

Janis Ian became my theme song. At school, I became known for my unique wardrobe—

wearing mismatched socks, sparkly gold boots, and three watches on each arm. I was a cross

between Madonna, Jody Watley, and Cyndi Lauper. I dared to be different and the other kids

respected me because of it. But I knew that living in a small town was just not for me. California

was the only place I wanted to be and dreams of living there consumed my mind.While other

kids partied, I took the subway to Washington, DC, to visit the Smithsonian and other places

filled with culture. Alone, I attended plays and concerts of classic singers—soaking up as much

as I could. I watched old movies and read every book that ever existed on Hollywood. The

entertainment world was all I cared about, and I was determined to learn every piece of its

history.At the age of fifteen, I became fascinated by ballet legend Mikhail Baryshnikov. I saw

him in a movie called White Nights with Gregory Hines and I fell in love. I just had to meet

him.Baryshnikov was the star dancer of the American Ballet Theater and the revered company

was scheduled to perform a few nights at the Kennedy Center in downtown Washington, DC.

My friend Cheryl and I came up with the bright idea to dress as ballerinas and sneak

backstage so we could meet him. There was one small catch—there were no black ballerinas

in the American Ballet Theater. We knew we would stand out like a sore thumb, but we were

willing to try anything. Believe it or not, our crazy plan worked. We dressed in ballet workout

clothes—leg warmers, shorts, and a T-shirt—and strolled through the backstage door. No one

stopped us at all. We were in.The first night was called the gala. This was huge in the ballet



world. Politicians and the upper crust of Washington, DC, were all in attendance, having paid

lots of money to witness the brilliance of Baryshnikov.We found our way to the stage and stood

in the wings, watching the entire gala from that location. We were actually on the stage, just

behind the curtain, waiting with the other ballerinas who were taking turns dancing on and off

stage. At one point, Baryshnikov, his entire body drenched in sweat, twirled off stage and

reclined in a chair right next to me. He flexed his leg muscles, warming up for the next

sequence. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. No one said a word to us all night and we

were glad. I suppose they figured we belonged.We tried our luck and went back the next night,

hoping for the same results. We managed to watch half of the show from the same location

until a crew member told us we were in the way and couldn’t stand there due to insurance

issues. We left, sad but with a feeling of accomplishment. Our goal of watching Baryshnikov

dance, up close and in person, was achieved. I think some of his sweat might have even

dripped on me on his way off of the stage.This sense of adventure was the driving force behind

my decision to leave Largo, Maryland, at the age of eighteen and drive across the country to

California. I had attended precollege courses in high school from the University of Maryland,

graduating with honors and straight As, and my mailbox was flooded with scholarship offers

from prestigious universities. But California was calling. Every second that passed was a

second that I could be in Los Angeles. I felt I was wasting time by not being where I knew I

belonged. College would always be there, I figured. And if I moved to California, I could go to

my dream school, UCLA, while working a part-time job. All of these thoughts swirled in my

mind as I packed my bags and loaded them into my 1984 gray Chevrolet Cavalier, which I

received as a graduation present from my parents.My friend Evelyn joined me on my adventure

and we hit the road, taking turns driving. We had formed a singing duo a few months before

and we were determined to get a record deal—writing a new song every day and recording

them on our cheap, portable cassette recorder. Evelyn played the keyboard and I wrote the

lyrics and melodies. We figured we could record a real demo when we arrived in L.A. and find a

record company interested in us. Yes, we thought it would be that easy.On our journey across

the United States, we recorded and wrote five new songs. I sang as I drove through the cow

pastures of Texas and the majestic mountains of Arizona, while Evelyn operated the tape

recorder. We were focused on having a few songs to give record companies upon our arrival.

We didn’t have any other jobs lined up—we just figured it would all work out somehow.An

invisible force was pulling me to Los Angeles and I wasn’t going to let a minor detail like a job

or lack of money stop me.My dreams were big, and it was time to chase them.2Life is either a

daring adventure or nothing.—Helen KellerWELCOME TO CALIFORNIA. Evelyn and I

screamed with joy as the words on the dusty green sign came into view. After driving nonstop

across the United States for two and a half days, we had arrived.It was 1989 and Los Angeles

felt like paradise. There was a sense of hope here, a feeling that anything was possible. The

sun was bright and hot and the sky was deep blue, with no clouds in sight. Just waking up

every morning and seeing palm trees swaying outside of my window made me happy.Evelyn

moved in with her sister in the rich neighborhood of Brentwood, just down the street from O. J.

Simpson, and I settled into a Holiday Inn in Glendale, a sleepy town just on the edge of the

San Fernando Valley, which was not considered a desirable area back then. But it was cheap,

safe, and offered monthly rates for extended stays. At $650 a month, it couldn’t be

beat.Incidentally, Michael’s final resting place would be in Glendale at Forest Lawn Memorial

cemetery. And, by some twist of fate, I was there on June 25, 2009, when I learned of his death

as I was driving by the cemetery. But I still had twenty years to go before any of that happened.

We’ll get to that later.Between trips to Fat Burger, Evelyn and I wrote and recorded songs in a



makeshift recording studio inside the pool house in the backyard of Evelyn’s sister’s Brentwood

mansion, located just off of Sunset Boulevard. We purchased a four-track recorder,

microphone, reverb machine, and keyboards—just enough to get by. After polishing our demo

of three pop/R&B songs, we pounded the pavement, hoping for a lucky break.The lucky break

came, but not in the music industry.Evelyn’s brother-in-law introduced us to an attorney named

Stephen Barnes, who set up a meeting for us with a young African American movie director

named Reginald Hudlin. Inside his small office in Hollywood, Reggie told us about a movie he

had just finished writing called House Party. The film would also mark his directorial debut. The

casting process had just started and, despite our lack of acting experience, he gave us both

nonspeaking roles that were showcased throughout the film in memorable scenes. Starring in

the film were Martin Lawrence, rappers Kid ’N Play, and a host of other young unknown talent

also just arriving in town. We were ecstatic to be a part of a real Hollywood production.We

filmed the majority of the movie on a soundstage at Culver Studios in Culver City. Gone with

the Wind was also filmed there back in the 1930s, and I felt honored to stand where Clark

Gable and Vivien Leigh once recited their famous lines.Next door to our stage was the set for

the Saturday morning children’s show Pee-wee’s Playhouse. I was a huge fan of Pee-wee

Herman and his movie Pee-wee’s Big Adventure, having watched it many times. I couldn’t have

been more excited. Every morning, as I sat outside in the chilly air, sipping a steaming hot cup

of coffee from the craft services table, I watched Pee-wee walk from his trailer to the stage. I

hoped to catch a glimpse of him without the pancake makeup he always wore. Not only did I

see him bare faced and in street clothes, I spotted him smoking a cigarette. I was shocked. Pee-

wee Herman a smoker? Wow. The illusions created by the Hollywood image machine were

starting to unveil themselves.House Party was a hit. It became one of the most popular films in

the history of African American cinema and is now considered a classic. Not a bad way to start

my career in Hollywood.After House Party, I won small roles in sitcoms such as Family Matters,

A Different World, 2 Guys a Girl and a Pizza Place, and The Fresh Prince of Bel Air. My

dreams of a singing career never panned out, however, and my friend Evelyn moved back to

Washington, DC, to live a normal life.I was now alone with no steady income in this big city. On

a whim, I interviewed for a job as a tour guide at Universal Studios. Actually, it wasn’t an

interview—it was an audition. I competed against hundreds of other young hopefuls, all with

dreams of having this seemingly fun and glamorous job. The grueling weeklong interview

process ended with a test that included reciting a one-hundred-page script verbatim, over a

microphone, as we cruised on an empty tram through the historic back lot. Remembering every

detail of Universal Studios history was not easy and most failed. But I was a show biz history

junkie, which helped me pass the test with flying colors. I got the job.Every day, I conducted

three tours on a tram filled with two hundred wide-eyed guests, narrating the extensive route as

we passed by such iconic locations as the Psycho house and New York Street. It was fun but

hard work. Being a tour guide was definitely more difficult than it looked, and I only lasted three

months.If I wanted to stay in L.A., I needed to find a real job—fast.3We shall never know all the

good that a simple smile can do.—Mother TheresaIt was a breezy spring day in Hollywood as I

circled Cahuenga Boulevard looking for a metered parking space. The streets were bustling

with tourists and parking was always elusive in this part of town. I endured this daily ritual to

visit my favorite newsstand, World Book and News. Filled with every periodical you could

imagine, this place was heaven for people like me who devoured magazines. The owners

probably hated me because I never bought anything—I stood leafing through entire

magazines, sometimes for hours. My first item of business was always the trades—specifically

the Hollywood Reporter and Variety. Back then, the trades were the sole places to find office



jobs in the entertainment industry. I had no office experience, but I figured if I mailed out

enough resumes, at least one would stick.I spotted an ad in the Hollywood Reporter that read,

“Top Music Management Company Seeks Receptionist.” That sounded interesting. I wrote

down the address and mailed my résumé the next day. I didn’t expect anyone to respond, since

no one else had, but it was worth a try.Two weeks later, I received a phone call requesting an

interview. The person on the phone never mentioned the name of the company, just the

address. I figured I had nothing to lose, so I scheduled an interview for the next day.Wearing

the only business attire I owned—a conservative blue dress, black pumps with heels worn

down, and a pair of panty hose that had a rip in them—I hopped in my Chevy Cavalier and

embarked on the route I would eventually take every morning for the next seven years.I lived in

North Hollywood, located in the San Fernando Valley section of Los Angeles. An ethnically

diverse town with mostly young, struggling actors, singers, and dancers, it was where a lot of

us landed upon moving to L.A. It was affordable, offered an endless array of acting classes and

dance studios, and was not far from the action on the other side of the hill in Hollywood.The

valley was as close to suburbia as you could find in L.A., with an abundance of sidewalks,

cheap apartments, houses filled with barking dogs, backyard pool parties, and barbeques. It

got so hot in the summer you could often see the heat rising from the blacktop.My weekend

nights usually consisted of combing the aisles of Tower Records on Ventura Boulevard in

Sherman Oaks, searching for rare vinyl records, or reading foreign magazines at the local

newsstand on Van Nuys. Yeah, I was a nerd. No wild parties or crazy friends for me. The valley

was a fun place to live if you were young but most of us dreamed of living on the other side of

the hill, where it was cool—and expensive. Even though it was only seven miles away, it felt like

the other side of the world, with its beautiful beaches, movie stars, and fast cars. We valley kids

were all striving for one thing—success in Hollywood and a way over there.I pulled out of my

garage and drove down Lankershim Boulevard, passing dilapidated old apartment buildings,

gaudy car dealerships, and Universal Studios. I made a right onto Ventura, where tall palm

trees lined the sidewalk in front of trendy clothing boutiques and cafés. Every street in the

valley offered a different experience, which was one of the great things about it. I turned left

onto Laurel Canyon and proceeded over the hill.Let me tell you about Laurel Canyon. When I

first moved to L.A. and drove down this curvy, narrow, scary road for the first time, I was

terrified. I couldn’t imagine ever driving it at night. It’s one lane in each direction and any wrong

move could equal disaster. Somehow, though, Laurel Canyon would soon become my best

friend, offering me an escape route out of the boring valley to the glamorous world of

Hollywood. Each morning I would look forward to traveling down its shady lanes lined with

imposing trees and hippie-looking houses straight out of the 1960s, anticipating the exciting

adventures that awaited me on the other side. It would become the yellow brick road of my life

—offering hope and endless opportunities to make dreams come true.

michael and sons, michael and jan, michael and lori, michael and becky hillyard, michael and

jasmina, michael and meka, michael and rada

My Friend Michael: An Ordinary Friendship with an Extraordinary Man, A real-life fairy tale:

Michael Jackson and me, Man in the Music, The King of Pop and I: A Filipino Teacher's Travel

Memoir with Michael Jackson and His Children, Untouchable: The Strange Life and Tragic

Death of Michael Jackson, Michael Jackson (Behind The Mask: What Michael Jackson’s Body

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/vRrJW/Michael-and-Me-The-Untold-Story-of-Michael-Jacksons-Secret-Romance


Language Told The World Book 1), Michael Jackson The Maestro The Definitive A-Z Volume II

- K-Z: Michael Jackson The Maestro The Definitive A-Z Volume II - K-Z (Michael Jackson The

Maestro The Definitive A-Z - A-J Book 1), Making Michael: Inside the Career of Michael

Jackson, Behind the Gates of Neverland: Conversations with Michael Jackson

May Day, “A Positive read about The King of Pop. This was a very interesting read, definitely

one for the MJ fan. A different and true perspective from a close friend/ lover to the King of

Pop! This is a lovely account expressed by the author with alot of inside info and detail.”

Lindy, “A must for any MJ fan. Bless his sparkly socks. I really enjoyed this book it was very

informative. Will definitely keep to read again”

Glorification4life, “A well written memoir. It is an interesting read and shows that not all that

glitters is gold.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “GREAT BOOK. Loved the book highly recommended”

The book by Shana Mangatal has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 254 people have provided feedback.

Title Page Copyright Page Dedication Page Contents Prologue Chapter 1 Chapter 2 Chapter 3

Chapter 4 Chapter 5 Chapter 6 Chapter 7 Chapter 8 Chapter 9 Chapter 10 Chapter 11

Chapter 12 Chapter 13 Chapter 14 Chapter 15 Chapter 16 Chapter 17 Chapter 18 Chapter 19

Chapter 20 Chapter 21 Chapter 22 Chapter 23 Chapter 24 Epilogue Acknowledgments Photo

Insert



Language: English

File size: 5035 KB

Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

Text-to-Speech: Enabled

Screen Reader: Supported

Enhanced typesetting: Enabled

X-Ray: Not Enabled

Word Wise: Enabled

Print length: 233 pages

Lending: Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

