
  

MICHAEL JACKSON DISCUSSION 

STUDENT A’s QUESTIONS (Do not show these to student B) 

1) What springs to mind when you hear the name ‘Michael Jackson’? 

2) What do you think of Michael Jackson? 

3) Would you like to have met Michael Jackson? 

4) What advice would you give to Michael Jackson’s three children? 

5) Do you think Michael Jackson was an inspiration? 

6) What do you think is Michael Jackson’s legacy? 

7) Do you think Michael Jackson is one of the greatest performers ever? 

8) Why do you think millions of people loved Michael Jackson? 

9) Do you think Michael Jackson had a good life? 

10) What do you know about Michael Jackson’s early days? 

  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

MICHAEL JACKSON DISCUSSION 

STUDENT B’s QUESTIONS (Do not show these to student A) 

1) What’s your favourite Michael Jackson song? 

2) Where were you and what were you doing when you heard the news of 
Michael Jackson’s death? 

3) What do you think of Michael Jackson’s music? 

4) Do you think you grew up with Michael Jackson? 

5) What do you think of Michael Jackson’s personality? 

6) Would you like to have helped Michael Jackson? 

7) What adjectives would you use to describe Michael Jackson? 

8) What other stars are there in entertainment history like Michael? 

9) What questions would you like to have asked Michael Jackson? 

10) What do you think his answers would have been? 
  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

  
 

 
 

 

       November 25, 2015 

The Two Lives of Michael Jackson 
by Carvell Wallace 

Do me a favor. Go on YouTube and find the footage of Michael Jackson singing “Who’s Lovin’ You” on “The Ed 

Sullivan Show.” He is eleven years old. It is one of his first times on national television. In the intro, he looks 

and sounds like . . . well, like an eleven-year-old.  You feel bad for him. It suddenly doesn’t seem right that a kid 

should be made to perform live in front of an entire country. When the music starts, we see something else entirely. 

The first note he sings is as confident, sure, and purposeful as any adult could ever be. He 

transforms from nervous child at a talent show into timeless embodiment of longing. 

Not only does he sing exactly on key but he appears to sing from the very bottom of his 

heart. He stares into the camera, shakes his head, and blinks back tears in perfect imitation 

of a sixties soul man. And it feels, for a moment, as though there are two different 

beings here. One is a child—a smart kid, to be sure, and cute, but not more special than 

any other child. He is subject to the same laws of life—pain, age, confusion, fear—as we 

all are. The other being seems to be a spirit of sorts, one who knows only the truest 

expression of human feeling. And this spirit appears to have randomly inhabited the body 

of this particular mortal kid. In so doing, it has sentenced him to a lifetime of indescribable enchantment and 

consummate suffering. 

The details of that life are well covered in Steve Knopper’s new book, “MJ: The Genius of Michael Jackson.” 

Everyone knows about his pathological relationship with plastic surgery, which 

turned him from classic man to plastic man right before our eyes. He lightened his 

skin and, over the years, his public explanations for doing so varied. He claimed to 

suffer from vitiligo, which causes skin to lose its pigment in patches—a condition his 

autopsy confirmed, though that explanation had always been met with skepticism 

from the black community. Whether or not the disease was behind the dramatic 

change in his skin color, Jackson surely was motivated, at least in part, by a belief 

common to Americans: that light skin, thin lips, small noses, and straight hair 

represent the most perfect example of beauty.  

But there is more about Jackson that we did not know. You can’t write about him without 

acknowledging that he was an accused child molester—indeed, this sometimes seems to be 

all that people under the age of thirty know about him. Knopper does his best to examine 

every piece of evidence in the public record, and concludes that it is more likely that Jackson 

did not commit the crimes he was accused of. But Knopper’s judgment is far from conclusive.  

In the Martin Bashir documentary “Living with Michael Jackson,” Jackson volunteers, 

unprompted, that he loves sharing beds with children. “I sleep in the bed with all of them,” he says. “Then we wake 

up at, like, dawn, and go in the hot-air balloon. . . . It’s very right. It’s very loving. That’s what the world needs now. 

More love. More heart.” Bashir challenges him, asking sarcastically, “The world needs a man who’s forty-four 

sleeping in a bed with children?” Jackson replies, “No, you’re making it all wrong. That’s wrong, because 

what’s wrong with sharing a love?” 

Because I'm bad, I'm bad come on 
You know I'm bad, I'm bad come on, you know 
And the whole world has to answer right now 

Just to tell you once again who's bad  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=byVxD4BCQ4M


 

 

  
 

Who is this person? If he is a predator, then there is no way that anything else he did, no matter how 

moving, can be honored. But what if he is simply a person who believes completely and desperately 

that genuine and honest love is the only important thing there is? This is what makes us obsess over 

the horror of Michael Jackson. We must know whether he is an angel or beast. The concerts in front 

of millions, the humans reduced to tears at the mere sight of his hand, the way his voice can soften the 

hardest and most frightened parts of us—these things convince us that he is the former. But maybe that 

version of him is simply too fanciful, too naïve for us, mired as we are in the muck of our human struggle. 

Maybe we cannot or will not accept the existence of the kind of unblemished love he claimed to 

represent. 

I wish he had been talented enough to make people happy, but nothing more. I have a son of my own 

now. He’s twelve. He recently told me that one of his earliest memories is of coming home from school to 

find the television on, trumpeting the news that Jackson had died. I can picture my son at that age, wide 

eyes like dark moons; soft, simple skin; the tiniest and most perfect hands; centuries of soul packed layers 

deep in his little voice. He reminded us, in fact, of a young Michael Jackson. Probably many children, in a 

certain light, remind people of a young Michael Jackson. My son remembers walking into the kitchen 

and seeing his parents, grown, weary, and old, embracing each other and crying as though they 

were the babies. He did not understand why. 

Now I think I do. We were not crying for the loss of Michael Jackson, the Plastic Freak, pained, 

megalomaniacal, and frail. We were crying for the inevitable loss of all of our childhoods. 

There's a place in your heart 
And I know that it is love 

And this place could be much 
Brighter than tomorrow 

And if you really try 
You'll find there's no need to cry 

In this place you'll feel 
There's no hurt or sorrow  

There are ways to get there 
If you care enough for the living 

Make a little space 
Make a better place 

Heal the world 
Make it a better place 

For you and for me 
And the entire human race 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

  
 

What about… 1.  a)  All the things 

What about… 2.  b)  A time 

What about… 3.  c)  Stop to notice 

That you said we… 4.  d)  Sunrise 

What about… 5.  e)  Killing fields 

Is there… 6.  f)  Stop to notice 

What about… 7.  g)  The weeping shares? 

That you said… 8.  h)  Was yours and mine 

Did you ever… 9.  i)  We’ve shed before 

All the blood… 10.  j)  Rain 

Did you ever… 11.  k)  All the things 

The crying Earth… 12.  l)  Were to gain 

 
What have we DONE/DID/DO to the world 

Look what we’ve DID/DO/DONE 

What about all the PIECE/PEACE/PIES 

That you pledge your only son 

What about flowering MINDS/SHIELDS/FIELDS 

Is there a time 

What about all the CREAMS/DREAMS/RINGS 

That you said was YOUR/HIS/YOURS and mine 

Did you ever stop to notice 

All the children DAD/DIED/DEAD from war 

Did you ever stop to notice 

The crying HEART/HEALTH/EARTH, the weeping shores? 

 

Find the mistakes and correct them! 

I used to work     _________________________________________ 

I used to glance beyond the sky  _________________________________________ 

Now I don’t know where we are  _________________________________________ 

Although I know we’ve drifted close  _________________________________________ 

 
GIVE  - FOREST  - SEAS  - DEATH  - DYING  - BREATHE  - MAN  - NATURE – JOY – ANIMALS 

HOLY  -  BABIES  -  ELEPHANTS  - DID  - CRYING  - COMMON  - YESTERDAY 

 

Hey, what about____________(What about us) 

What about the_____________(What about us) 

The heavens are falling down (What about us) 

I can't even ___________ (What about us) 

What about apathy?   (What about us?) 

I need you   (What about us?) 

What about ____________'s worth? 

(Ooh, ooh) 

It's our planet's womb  (What about us?) 

 

What about ___________? (What about it?) 

Turned kingdoms to dust? (What about us?) 

What about _____________?(What about us?) 

Have we lost their trust? (What about us?) 

 

What about ________ whales (What about us?) 

Ravaging the seas? (What about us?) 

What about ________ trails  (Ooh, ooh) 

Burnt despite our pleas?(What about us?) 

What about the _____land (What about it?) 

Torn apart by creed? (What about us?) 

 What about the ___________ man? 

(What about us?) 

Can't we set him free? (What about us?) 

 

What about children_______?(What about us?) 

Can't you hear them cry? (What about us?) 

Where _______we go wrong? (Ooh, ooh) 

Someone tell me why (What about us?) 

 

What about ___________? (What about it?) 

What about the days? (What about us?) 

What about all their _____? (What about us?) 

What about the man? (What about us?) 

 

What about the crying ______? 

(What about us?) 

What about Abraham? (What about us?) 

What about ______ again? (Ooh, ooh) 

You don't ___________a damn! 

 

 


