


































































































































































































Getting all the necessary data onto a
small slip is rather easy. All that is needed
is a name, a disease, and perhaps an
address number and street. For exam-
ple, one slip at a recent show might have
read “William Parsons,” “Dr. Brown," and
“heart attack.” Those six words were ex-
panded into a minor melodrama: “I have
an impression of you clutching at your

chest. The pain is more than you can bear.

It's enough to make you cry out in agony.
You fall to your knees. ‘Dear God!' you
are saying. 'Take this burden from mel
Let this travail pass!’ The doctors are
working over you, doing what they can
for you. But they can't do anything except
get you to bed, and Dr. Brown is saying,
‘Take it easy, Bill. You're a sick man.’ But
doctors are only human. Only Dr. Jesus
can do what you need, Bill. | want you to
go home—because ! see an angel of the
Lord standing at your front gate right now,
Bill—and tell all the folks there that Dr.
Jesus has put a whole new heart into your
body! it's donet Hallelujah!”

Paul's performance in Stockton, Cali-
fornia, where | first saw him in person,
was a startling event. The show can only
be described as a pathological experi-
ence. He conjured up in the minds of his

" audience imaginary entities that | am sure
some of his faithful following actually saw
before them. “Take that, Devill And that!”
The thin, blond preacher stomped on the
stage, Bible in hand and flecks of saliva
perched on his lip. “| have dominion over
you and your demons!” he screamed. His
voice dropped an octave. “"How do you
know that?" he rumbled. In a soprano
screech: “Because Jeezuz tells me so!”
He gave a few more final stomps on Sa-
tan as he held his Bible overhead and
pranced away to the hallelujahs of an en-
thusiastic crowd.

Suddenly whirling about, he danced up
afew steps into the audience. He pointed
to a portly, bearded man who was seated
on the aisle. “Tom?” he asked. “Tom Hen-
dry?" The man reacted by nodding vig-
orously. "You want Jeezuz to put your
home back together again! Praise Jee-
zuz! It's happening right now!" The
bearded man threw his head back and
collapsed to the floor in ecstasy, “stain in
the spirit." The crowd cheered. Turning
to a woman seated nearby, the manic
preacher pulled her to her feet, an-
nounced she was suffering from diabe-
tes, and slapped her on the forehead with
amighty cry of “Be healed!" She toppled
over backward and Paul called on the
audience to “Give the Lord a big hand!”
They did, and mixed their applause with
fervent cries of “Thank you, Jesus!” and
“Praise God!" Tears streamed down many
faces as they witnessed these miracles
of “calling out" and healing.

W. V. Grant, a tubby healer based in
Dallas at a quite modest “cathedral” he
calls “The Eagles Nest,” inherited his
anointment from his father, a tent-show
preacher who wrote endless booklets of
trashy, juvenile, bigoted pseudoreligious
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pap that his son is still selling as if they
were his own creations. Grant senior
raved about UFOs, demon possession,
and psychic powers, predicting that men
would never land on the moon because
Lucifer and his devils live there. Equipped
with a stammer that he seems not able
to cure, his son's act onstage is exceed-
ingly dull and repetitious. But at least his
method of “calling out" requires a certain
amount of skill.

Grant himself ventures into the audi-

ence before the show to gather infor--

mation. Recorded at a recent Brooklyn
revival meeting, his questioning went like
this: “Hello. I'm Reverend Grant. Good to
see you here today. Is Jesus going to heal
you today, brother? Good! What . . .
what's . .. your ... [long pause] prob-
lem? | see. Well, Jesus will heal you. I'm
going to call you today. Uh . . . what's . . .
uh ... what's your doctor's name? Uh-
huh. | see. Well, God bless you, brother.
God bless you."”

®

| want you to go
home and tell all the folks
there that Dr. Jesus
has put a whole new heart
into your body!
It's done! Hallelujah!

®

Grant can recall the information by us-
ing a mnemonic system, a method of
memory by association. He associates
the face with the name with the doctor
with the disease and can easily store
away some 30 sets of data, enough for
any revival performance.

But Grant has another, very effective
gimmick that involves wheelchairs. When
people jump up out of wheelchairs, they
often then push Grant himself up the aisle
in the very same wheelchair. That's a real
crowd-pleaser, and never fails to bring
cheers. When | looked into this particular
stunt, | was immediately struck by two
facts: First, Grant never summoned from
a wheelchair any person who had cus-
tomized the device. Disabled persons
who spend much of their lives in a wheel-
chair usually equip it for their specific
needs. Second, almost all of those who
rose up “healed” did so from a particular
color, model, and make of wheelchair.
Even Grant's slick, giossy, expensive
color brochure, New Day, showed those
same wheelchairs in the illustrations.

In St. Louis, | interviewed an elderly
man who declared he'd been healed by
Grant of cancer. Grant told him to “get up

out of that wheelchair and walk!” and he'd
done so, vigorously. But as he told me,
his cancer did not impede his ability. to
walk. In fact, we interviewed him in his
apartment, which happened to be a
fourth-floor walk-up. Why was he in the
wheelchair? Because, he said, his pastor
had told him to sit in it when he arrived
at the auditorium. The chair was supplied
by an usher. He'd never been in a wheel-

chair before in his life.
. When Grant was in Fort Lauderdale for
a three-day stay last January, | watched
his operation very closely. | saw an un-
marked truck arrive behind the audito-
rium where the show was to take place,
and about 30 of those familiar wheel-
chairs were unloaded and taken to the
front Iobby of the auditorium. When early
arrivals came, some using canes, they
were seated in the wheelchairs ana
pushed to the foot of the stage by Grant's
assistants. Asked why they did not think
it strange that they were asked to rise
and walk when they were already able to
do so, some replied that they thought
Grant had misunderstood their malady
and that they had not wanted to embar-
rass him. Others refused to discuss it, a
response that deserves close attention.
Many people who attend these ser-
vices know why they or others around
them are questioned by the healer or his
assistants. They know about the wheel-
chair trick. They know they are not healed
when they stand and declare that they
are healed. They go along with the faith-
healing service because it functions as
a significant drama for them. The entire
auditorium becomes a huge stage, with
the preachers and believers taking part
in the drama. Almost everything in the
drama leads up to the climax, the long-
anticipated healing scene. It is a ritual of
major magical importance and the af-
flicted person wants to get close to the
magic. By pretending—earnestly—and
by refusing to entertain any notion of
doubt, the audience maintains and rein-
forces the myth that all of the actors have
agreed to believe in. The faith-healing
service is a sort of mutually accepted
Morality Play that is participated in with-
out doubt, for fear of breaking the spell.
But what happens when the spell is
broken, as it eventually must be when the
sick go home, the euphoria passes, and
they find that they are no better off than
before? My team followed up on several
people who had attended Grant’s per-
formances. Many were unhappy, angry,
and bitter. Some had traveled hundreds
of miles seeking their cures. They com-
plained that Grant had misstated and ex-
aggerated their ailments. Some had been
told that they had heart trouble that they
hadn't even suspected—an ailment that
Grant had thrown in as a bonus. Many
had to buy new canes to replace those
dramatically broken across Grant's knee
and tossed up onstage. One lady said
that Grant had described her husband
as being “blind from birth” when he'd only
CONTINUED ON PAGE 178


































































































































































































































































New York, who was then the ranking mi-
nority member of the subcommittee, ob-
served, “Every family, every person, |
think, lives in fear of cancer for them-
selves and their loved ones. Therefore,
this is a very personal kind of disease
that has affected nearly every American
family. As a consequence of this, we all
have a stake in determining how well the
fight against cancer is going. Congress
now appropriates about $800 million an-
nually to heip finance the war against
cancer. We need to know how well this
money is being spent. .. ."

In 1876 Dr. Morris Zedeck, a re-
searcher at the Memoriai Sloan-Kettering
Cancer Institute, stated, “When Nixon
signed the Cancer Act, people got the
idea it was like a moon shot; you give
more money, we'll get the answers. . . .
You can pour $12 billion into this program
for the next five years and maybe we'll
come a little closer to understanding.”

These are the results 15 years after the
NCI was commissioned to lead the war
against cancer: The NCI has spent more
than $10 billion funding cancer-research
programs that have had little effect in
preventing or eliminating cancer. The in-
cidence of cancer death is increasing
more rapidly than it did before we had a
national cancer-research program. The
annual U.S. cancer mortality toll has risen
from approximately 120,000 in 1930 to
460,000 in 1985.

The lack of progress in NCl-sponsored
research programs and the NCI's waste
of billions of dollars are matters that de-
mand public outcry and congressional
action, since the future health and well-
being of the American public are at stake.
The excuse that attempting to unravei the
mysteries of cellular behavior leading to
cancer is an extremely long-range affair,
and that we are only at the very begin-
ning, must be regarded as a rationaliza-
tion for boondoggling, ineptness, and
stagnation. At best, probing the mys-
teries of cellular behavior is an endless
occupation that must be regarded as
secondary to the task of rolling back the
climbing cancer death rate.

Dr. Samuel Epstein, author of The Pol-
itics of Cancer, states, “The job of the
NCI has got to be cancer prevention.
Cancer prevention has got to be moved
to a number one priority.” Dr. Epstein feels
that the entire decision-making appara-
tus of the NCI is slanted in favor of
chemotherapy and “basic research.” He
comments bluntly that “without intense
congressional oversight, the NCI will just
not change. ..."”

While cancer mortality in the United
States now ranks 13 out of 46 countries
studied, the NCI is unwilling to fund re-
search into promising anticancer thera-
pies. These include the work of Dr. Josef
Issels, with his documented 16.6 percent
cure rate in terminal cases and 87 per-
cent nonrelapse rate in nonterminal
cases; Drs. Ewan Cameron and Linus
Pauling’s vitamin C therapy; Dr. Law-
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rence Burton's blood-fraction therapy; Dr.
Joseph Gold's hydrazine-sulfate ther-
apy; and others described in previous
Penthouse articles.

Instead of results based on effective
research and practice, the NCI continues
to make stale claims which seek, by a
kind of verbal sleight of hand, to trans-
form 20 years of ineffectual work into an
illusion of progress. So, in June 1977,
upon the opening of yet another
congressional investigation into the Na-
tional Cancer Program, it was pointed out
that Frank J. Rauscher, Ph.D., former head
of the National Cancer Institute, and
Dr. R. L. Clark, president of the American
Cancer Society (ACS), had stated in an
article they coauthored in The Washing-
ton Post that one out of every three can-
cer victims was being cured as a result
of progress in cancer research. But Con-
gressman Wydler pointedly remarked,
“Information has been brought to my at-
tention showing that 20 years ago, in 1957,

®

This NCl-produced
fiasco has wasted billions
of dollars on
predictably worthless
cancer programs.

®

the same proportion of cancer cases—
one in three—was being cured.” He con-
tinued, “If the . . . figure is correct, we will
want to know why, despite all of the effort
and money devoted to cancer research
... the cure rate has remained un-
changed.” Eight years later, the ACS
cheerfully informed us, “Today . . . three
out of eight patients who get cancer this
year will be alive five years after diag-
nosis.” This, however, does not represent
a lengthening of survival due to ad-
vances in cancer therapy, but merely re-
flects technological improvements in
methods of diagnosis.

In May 1978, Senators George Mc-
Govern and Robert Dole called Dr. Ar-
thur Upton, the new chief of the NCI, on
the carpet. Upton admitted there was a
rising tide of evidence that many cancers
may be due to dietary causes. But de-
spite these indications, the NCI had al-
located little more than one percent of its
total funas for research in this area! In
1975, the NCI told Senator McGovern that
by 1981 it would be spending $33 miilion
on such research. Yet three years later,
its projection for 1981 was for an alloca-
tion of only $12 million. Exasperated at

these contradictory claims, McGovern
tartty observed: “We are having great dif-
ficulty, frankly, Dr. Upton, finding out what
your budget is. Why, for example, have
we had three different .budgetary esti-
mates from the National Cancer Institute
as to what you spent on nutrition [re-
search} in 19777" :

In June 1977, Congressman Wydler
stated, "I am disturbed when | hear that
the quality of research supported by
Federal monies is not as it should be; and
I am startled when some of the so-called
cures [surgery, radiation, chemotherapy]
show evidence of being as bad as the
disease itself. Knowing that the war on
cancer is now a multimillion-dollar busi-
ness, | wonder about the potential con-
flicts of interest between those who grant
the money and those who do the re-
search. Finally, | am concerned about the
overall administration of the program, es-
pecially when . . . articles appear. . . de-
tailing waste and inefficiency, and calling
the cancer program a billion-dollar mess.”

The National Cancer Program, her-
alded over the past decade as the way
to wipe out cancer—the second leading
cause of death in the United States—is
a devastating failure. That is the frank
evaluation of the objective experts, de-
spite a continuing campaign by leaders
of the cancer establishment to hoodwink
the public into believing that the war
against cancer is being won. Dr. Haydn
Bush, director of the London Regional
Cancer Center of the Ontario Cancer
Treatment and Research Foundation, has
stated in an interview: “If cancer control
and not perpetuation of our own institu-
tions is our major aim, then surely it's ap-
propriate and logical and certainly sci-
entific to evaluate the null results that we
have been seeing persistently over the
past 20 years.” Dr. Epstein believes that
NCI officials have a vested interest in
perpetuating the myths about the im-
provement in cancer statistics. Said Ep-
stein, “People in the NCI| and ACS have
a lifetime of professional interest in can-
cer treatment and are . . . attempting to
mold and shape public opinion to reflect
their own special interests of a profes-
sional nature.”

This NCI-produced fiasco has wasted
billions of the taxpayers’ dollars on pre-
dictably worthless cancer programs.
Some, like the mammography program
for women, have turned out to be high-
risk health hazards. Millions of trusting
cancer patients have been sacrificed to
ineffective treatments that were often
deadlier than the cancer itself.

The NCI has stubbornly persisted in
pursuing these expensive and danger-
ous blind alleys despite years of warning
by respected scientists, inside as well as
outside the cancer establishment. As far
back as April 1973, Dean Burk, Ph.D.,
then head of the cytochemistry section
of the NCI, criticized Dr. Rauscher for
claiming that the NClI's “cancer chemo-
therapy program . . . has provided. . . ef-
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SoHo or in Beverly Hills, but can't be
found in a small town like this: Catskill,
New York, a small, quiet conservative
community nestled quaintly on the shores
of the Hudson River, about 95 miles north
of Manhattan. It's the sort of place that
makes you feel like you've stepped onto
a movie set, maybe Back to the Future,
or better yet, The Last Picture Show. Small
wonder then that Tyson looks somewhat
misplaced as he ambles along Main
Street. “Let's just walk,” he says.

By his own admission, Tyson is very
bad, a fact that causes the young man to
shake his head in wonder as he provides
this guided tour one day in early spring.
“Some of these guys here think they're
bad,” Tyson says, looking around, but to-
ward no one in particular, "but they don't
know what bad is. | spend a lot of time in
jails, in prisons. And sometimes, i see my
friends, guys | grew up with, you know,
and | think, This could be me.” He pauses
here, but without breaking his stride.
“Maybe it even should have been me in
there, not them.”

That remark creates an exaggerated
pause as Tyson continues on toward the
far end of this “downtown,” past the town’s
only dry cleaners, the movie theater, the
library, and Tyson's favorite sandwich
shop, which, much to his consternation,
is closed. "Dammit,” he says. Along the
way, it becomes clear that Tyson is far
from being the sort of character who
should be pacing inside some prison cell.
In fact, from the responses he's prompt-
ing from the townsfolk, he's one of Cats-
kill's most respected and recognized cit-
izens. Tyson is greeted warmly by nearly
everyone. “Hi, Mike!” says a high-pitched
female voice from across the street. The
woman is carrying groceries in one arm
while using the other hand to corral an
active child. “Hello, ma’am,” Tyson re-
sponds, waving and flashing a friendly
smile that reveals a lone silver tooth in
the front. Passersby in cars and pickup
trucks honk and shout his name.

All of this respect has come because
Tyson has an enviable vocation, one that's
kept him off the wrong streets: He knocks
suckers out. Cold.

Boxing is, and probably always will be
(despite persistent efforts to ban it), an
intriguing profession. Like other sports,

- it requires a multitude of skills, strength,
stamina, and quickness. As well as an
intense desire, a fire, to beat the living
daylights out of your opponent. Yet unlike
baseball, basketball, football, tennis, or
golf, sports that spawn their legends be-
cause of their achievements rather than
their personalities, it is not good enough
in boxing merely to be the best. Jack
Johnson, Rocky Marciano, Joe Louis,
Sugar Ray Robinson, Roberto Duran,
Sugar Ray Leonard, and, of course, the
inimitable Muhammad Ali were all living
icons because of who they were outside
of the ring rather than whom they pum-
meled inside it. The images they pre-
sented (real or imagined) to the crazed
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boxing public helped them transcend the
barbaric nature of their sport. In seven
years as the heavyweight champ, Larry
Holmes, now 36, never came close to fill-
ing the tremendous vacuum in that divi-
sion left by Ali’'s slow, sad fall from Great-
est-ness. And despite a record that is truly
worthy of adulation and unwavering re-
spect, he never will.

Michael Tyson just might. And he may
do it before he's old enough to drink.

He's only 20, but already he’s boxing’s
rising star. Nineteen men have felt the raw
power that has led some longtime boxing
aficionados to predict that Tyson will not
only become the youngest heavyweight
champion ever, but that he will wear the
belt with more aplomb than any man since
Ali and breathe fresh, sweet life into an
old, tired sport. He is undefeated in 19
professional fights (19 KOs), the best start
in boxing history. The first victory oc-
curred in March of 1985. He clubbed
Hector Mercedes of Puerto Rico in just

°

Thus began an
intriguing relationship
between an old
white man, with little time
left to give, and
a tempestuous black
child of the streets.

®

one minute, 47 seconds in that debut,
sparking a pattern. All told, 12 of his op-
ponents have done belly flops to the can-
vas in the first round; none has lasted
through six. When he came to, Sterling
Benjamin, victim No. 11, said Tyson had
a “sledgehammer.” Did anyone get the
number of that truck?

“We couldn't have asked him to do
anything more than what he has done,”
says Jimmy Jacobs, Tyson's comanager
with Bill Cayton. “We've had high expec-
tations for him and he's lived up to them
all spectacularly.”

It is more than sheer talent, however,
that makes Tyson an eventual threat to
dispatch all of the pretender-contenders
wallowing in the rankings beneath Mi-
chael Spinks, the current heavyweight
champ, and Holmes, the deposed
champ. It's something inside him, some-
thing he has carried with him more than
a hundred miles to this place from his
Brooklyn home. “Can | tell. you some-
thing?" Tyson says as he takes a seat in
a local soda shop and orders a Pepsi.
“Sometimes | get into the ring with these
guys and think, What am | doing? What
is a fighter really, except someone who

beats people up? Who is Mike Tyson, and
how did | get here? But then everything
| was taught takes over, and everything |
learned in my past. It's survival, man,
that's all. And just making people under-
stand that you're better than they think
you are, that you're great.”

Tyson’s teacher was the late Cus D’'A-
mato, a legendary figure in the boxing
world who once trained and managed
heavyweight champion Floyd Patterson
and light-heavyweight champion José
Torres and became a major force in the
sport before falling on hard times. As his
stable of fighters dwindled to a few un-
known and unpromising students, he re-
sided in a white 14-room Victorian home
on a hill overlooking the Hudson located
on nine and a half acres, which was
owned by Camille Ewald, whose sister
was once married to D’Amato’s brother.
Even as he grew old he still trained fight-
ers, converting an old, abandoned brick
building owned by the city into a gym.
Until he found Tyson, his primary goal had

- become not to mold champions, but sim-

ply to give these wayward youths some-
thing to do other than terrorize the streets,
to raise their self-worth.

He and Tyson came together at a time
that couldn’t have been more critical for
the young thug from Brooklyn who dis-
covered at an early age that the most
expedient way to obtain the best—on the
streets, that meant big-ticket clothes—
was to be the worst. His life of crime be-
gan with penny-ante stuff, picking pock-
ets or snatching jewelry from the necks
of frightened subway riders. He was only
ten, the youngest of Lorna Tyson's three
children. (As is often the case, there was
no father in the children’s lives. He aban-
doned them while Tyson was still in the
womb.) A schoolteacher, Lorna had just
moved her family from the warlike Bed-
ford-Stuyvesant section of Brooklyn to
Brownsville, which was only alittle better.
It was there that Tyson tried to prove him-
self worthy of the friendship of older boys
through crime. Soon he was ruthless.
Muggings at knife-peint. Burglaries in the
middle of the night. He says he never
killed anyone, but the look in his eyes says
somewhere in his past, he might have
come close. "l did some outrageous
things, and had a lot of close calls,” he
says. But none close enough to make him
quit. “The most relieved feeling in the

.world comes when someone shoots at

you, and misses,” he says. “That hap-
pened once, when | broke into some-
one’s place and they were home. No, it
didn't make me change. | was back on
the streets the next night, doing some-
thing else.”

Tyson's antics often landed him in re-
form schools and juvenile detention fa-
cilities. At 13, he was sent to the Tyron
School for Boys in upstate New York.
Here, his life began to take a new direc-
tion, though it grew worse before it got
better. Tyson was incensed about being
locked up, so he fought back. He was
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