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Results from cancer treatment will vary, and no provider can guarantee a particular outcome.  By purchasing this book, you acknowledge such.  You will also hold harmless Eric Otis Simmons (Author of this Book, and hereafter referred to as Author) and the healthcare provider(s) mentioned in this title from any claims, lawsuits, demands, causes of action, liability, loss, damage and/or of every kind whatsoever, should you or anyone you share this book with receive a prostate cancer outcome or level of healthcare service dissimilar to that of the Author.  

Aliases have been used to protect the privacy of the healthcare staff who cared for the Author.  Therefore, any similarities in names are coincidental.  Also, the conversations and medical information provided are from the Author’s recollection and perspective and may differ. 

The Purchaser hereby waives any and all claims arising from any actions or other activities or lack thereof by the Purchaser or any third party that may or may not have resulted from the content contained within this Publication. Furthermore, the purchaser agrees to indemnify and defend the Author, the Author’s representatives, heirs, assigns, or designees against any and all claims by the Purchaser or any third party. 

Prostate Cancer Came A Knockin’

Copyright © 2023 by Eric Simmons Enterprises, Inc. 

All rights are reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the Author.

ISBN 9798985904789 
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This book is dedicated to the men, their families, and loved ones impacted by prostate cancer.  Our hearts and prayers are with you.
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Imagine you're Daniel Eugene "Rudy" Ruettiger, the undersized walk-on football player at Notre Dame.  Your grit, determination, and desire have enabled you to overcome immense obstacles, and your coaches, fans, and teammates admire you for these qualities.  So heartwarming is your story; a movie is made with your nickname as its title.  You’re also a walk-on basketball player for the Fighting Irish, and during a practice, the team’s best player twists his ankle and is out for the upcoming game against Alabama.  So, after the workout, your Head Coach calls you into his office and says, “Rudy, you’ll be starting tomorrow.”  After students learn the news, there’s a buzz in the air, and a giant pep rally is held in front of “Touchdown Jesus,” with shouts of “Rudy, Rudy” filling the air.

The next day, before tipoff, when the starting lineups are announced, you receive a rousing standing ovation when your name is called.  Once the game begins, you’re playing better than your Coach, teammates, or fans could have imagined.  Then, suddenly during a timeout, the gymnasium lights go out.  They continue to flicker off and on as they’re being restored.  Next, out of the dark, a shadowy figure eerily steps onto the court.  You can’t see the name on the back of the player’s jersey, but this new “adversary” seems unimposing enough.  Once the lights are restored and play resumes, however, you realize your foe is out of the ordinary and is adept at playing offense and defense.  The rascal is as slippery as an eel and moves like an amoeba.  First, he’s over here; next, he’s over there and plays dirty too!  He just elbowed you in the groin on a scramble for a loose ball and never said a word.  

Halftime comes, and Coach discusses the adjustments the team needs to make in the second half.  Then,  he tells each player whom they’ll guard one by one.  “Bill, you’ve got Scott Lewis.  John, you’ve got Bob Henderson.”  After Coach tells your other two teammates whom they’ll be defending, you say, “Coach, I guess that leaves me with the creepy guy that came off the bench.  I couldn’t read the name on the back of his jersey because it was smudged out.  So, who’s the player I’m guarding?”  Coach replies, “Rudy, You've got Prostate Cancer!”

I use the example of Rudy as a basketball player intentionally as a lead-in to my story because, like my fictional counterpart, I was an undersized (5’7” and 147 pounds) walk-on college basketball player for a large University (Auburn).  And, like Rudy, my grit and determination had endeared me to coaches, fans, and teammates.  Another similarity is that we’ve heard the four dreaded words, “You’ve Got Prostate Cancer!”  But unlike Rudy in my fictional account, my Prostate Cancer story is nonfiction, and my dilemma is real!  

As background, I was one of those men who shied away from rectal exams because I felt they “violated” my manhood and had a homosexual connotation.  And naively, as a former athlete, I thought my body was invincible and immune to a disease like cancer.  Also, I arrogantly thought cancer happened to others and would never happen to me.  So, when I turned fifty-five, my viewpoint was, “Why should I see a doctor to check my prostate if it requires a rectal exam?  Why even bother with a checkup?”  I also rationalized away that my dad had lived to ninety, and I didn’t know of a single family member who’d ever had cancer.  So I’d say to myself, “I’m good!”

Unfortunately, my machismo nearly cost me my life and still may.  The consequences of my healthcare negligence and lack of regular prostate check-ups were severe to the extent that my wife and I both believe I would have died if I had waited much longer to see a doctor.  Originally my tumor appeared confined to my pelvic region, but it has since spread to five areas of my body.  Due to my “near death” experience with prostate cancer, I feel obligated to share my story with other men so that, prayerfully, they won’t make the same mistake as me and will get regular prostate cancer checkups.  Therefore, I’m hopeful “Prostate Cancer Came A Knockin” will serve as a “wakeup call” for men my age and that they’ll get checked regularly for the disease because I wouldn’t want anyone to go through or have to endure what I’ve experienced.  
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You’ve Got Prostate Cancer

When I learned I had prostate cancer, it felt like I’d been instantly thrown into a bad dream and couldn’t wake up.  Immediately, I went into denial mode.  Undoubtedly, there had to be something wrong with the hospital’s scanner, or my medical records had gotten mixed up with someone else’s.  How could this be possible?  As a former college athlete, I would imagine, like many of my peers who played at a high level, I thought my body was invincible.  When injured, it healed quickly, had a high pain threshold, and hardly ever got sick!  Plus, I was born with “good” longevity genes, and there was, to my knowledge, no history of cancer in my family.  So yep, this was a mistake because cancer happens to other people, and there’s no way it could ever happen to me!  

Boy, was I wrong!  After my prostate cancer was confirmed, I had loads of questions and tried rationalizing away how I could have ever gotten cancer in the first place.  Some of my thoughts were:


‘How could this happen?  Was there something in the food I ate growing up?’




‘Could drinking water from garden hoses when playing football as a youth have caused it?’



‘Was the water I drank growing up part of the Tuskegee experiment?’



‘Or was it brought on by the three decades of stress I was under as the only minority in most jobs I held with Fortune 500 companies?’



‘Was it that keg party in college?  You know, the one where I drank off the tap after a bunch of other dudes.  Yeah, I got it from one of them.’



‘Maybe one of my ancestors had cancer, and I inherited the gene.’



‘I’m being punished for some sin(s) I committed.’



I nearly wore myself out racking my brain for answers, but there were no definitive ones.  One of the things I’m convinced of is that some cells in my body have gone rogue, and they are wreaking havoc on me internally.  The odd thing about this is that I don’t feel sick, yet cancer is slowly eating away at my insides.  And while I believe things happen for a reason and that we all have a purpose in life, I keep asking myself, ‘What is the reasoning and intent behind my developing prostate cancer?  Is God using me for a greater purpose, and if so, what is it?’

Since I don’t know the answer to any of my questions, and probably never will, oddly, since my first hospitalization until now, something in my head keeps telling me to mentally capture everything happening to me related to my battle with prostate cancer and write it down.  And with my medical records being accessible online 24/7, I can draw upon them to fill in any missing gaps.  Perhaps, this mental prodding was intended for me to write this book because I’m a prime example of what could happen to men fifty-five and over if they fail to get checked annually for prostate cancer.  

As I think about it, many men are probably like me in that they avoid having a rectal exam because, in their mind, the procedure diminishes their “manhood” and has a perceived homosexual connotation.  Sadly, for some men, myself included, it might be both, and as a result, we tend to avoid seeing a doctor, especially when we know or suspect a finger might be inserted up our anus.  This avoidance, I feel, is especially true for us Black men, who are 50% more likely to develop prostate cancer in our lifetime and twice as likely to die from the disease, per Memorial Sloan Kettering Cancer Center (MSK).  Hopefully, my battle with prostate cancer will scare the hell out of men, even those in their forties, regardless of race, and incentivize them to get checked annually for prostate cancer.  If caught early enough, prostate cancer is treatable, so why go through what I’m experiencing?  So if you know a man that is hesitant about prostate cancer screening, I hope you’ll share “Prostate Cancer Came A Knockin’” with them.  If my battle with prostate cancer saves one life, mentally capturing and writing down what I’ve gone through will have been worthwhile.  

So how did I get to this point in the first place? 
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A Not-So-Charmed Life

Since I was young, there have been times when it has felt like I’ve lived a “Charmed Life” because so many of my dreams have come true.  I married the woman of my dreams, Bay, and our kids, Dee, Pooh, and K.J., have made us proud.  And our grandchildren continue to make us even prouder.  I excelled when others doubted me, traveled the world, and went from growing up with modest means to earning far more than my parents did.

I grew up being raised in a single-parent household by my Black mother.  A brilliant woman with hours towards a Ph.D., I believe she purposefully “groomed” me so I would be adequately prepared to cope with life as a Black man in a predominately White America.  My mother introduced me to the world beyond our home from an early age through my teenage years.  She exposed me to things such as the arts, music, sports, and domestic air travel.  The amount of "exposure" she provided me, I feel, was designed to help cultivate my worldliness and broaden my horizons as a thinker.  Growing up, my Mom would play a dictionary word game with me to help me learn how to enunciate words correctly.  She taught me which fork to use for my salad when dining at a formal dinner, how to pull a chair out and open a door for a lady, memorization skills, courtesy, and much more.  

So I don’t believe it surprised my Mom when I finished in the "Top 10%" academically of my high school and college graduating classes.  Or when I walked on and made the basketball team at Auburn University.  Or when I became the “first” Black hired in many of my various sales/sales management roles during my career tenure with some of America’s “Most Admired” companies (IBM, AT&T, General Electric (GE), etc.).  Or that I became the first Black class President of IBM’s prestigious sales training program.  Or that I opened previously closed doors to minorities at these companies. 

By living up to one of my mother's principles, treating others as you would want to be treated, I achieved success as a minority during my career in Corporate America, despite facing insurmountable odds on numerous occasions.  My domestic business travels took me to thirty-seven of our fifty states, and these visits helped further open my eyes to the viewpoints of others.  Likewise, I learned how “open for business” other areas worldwide were during my international business travels.  So my mom didn’t seem surprised when I told her I had closed sales of $500,000 in Paris, $1,000,000 in Brussels, and $25,000,000 in Hong Kong because she’d “groomed” me to excel.  These three sales, in particular, showed me that people in other countries didn’t seem to care as much about my skin color as they do here in America.  Instead, what mattered most, it seemed, were the skillset, business acumen, and competency I brought to the business table.  Because I demonstrated these qualities consistently, I earned my customers’ business, respect, and trust.  And along the way, I gained a far greater appreciation for the opinion of others.  So, until the day she died, my mother would beam with pride and tell me often how proud she was of me.  Yes, I was living a “Charmed Life,” indeed. 

Throughout my life, I’ve also had two other resources to help guide me - one good, the other not.  They are the two angels on my shoulders whom I first met when I was about four.  They’re tiny, like elves, and have wings.  When I was young, they used to tap me lightly on my shoulders, but now they only speak to my mind.  The one on the left is devilish, and the one on the right is angelic.  Curious about the angel phenomenon I’d been experiencing since my youth, I researched Google for this book and learned, per Wikipedia, “In Islamic tradition, the two kiraman katibin are two angels called Raqib and Atid, believed by Muslims to record a person's actions... One angel figuratively sits on the right shoulder and records all good deeds, while the other sits on the left shoulder and records all bad deeds.”  And to think, when I told my Methodist mom about the angels on my shoulders, she probably brushed it off as mere childhood fantasies. 

So with all of the blessings bestowed upon me, I was woefully unprepared when I got the news that I had cancer.  I doubt anyone ever is.  In an instant, I went from living a “Charmed Life” to a “Not-So-Charmed” one.  My cancer diagnosis has left me feeling like I’ve been placed on death row and handed my death sentence, but I haven’t been told the date yet.  All I can do is pray and hope for a stay of execution.  And as each day passes, all I can hear is the tick-tock of the clock of my life slowly winding down.  I’ve gone from asking myself, ‘How long will I live?’ to ‘When will I die?’ Right now, death is looking me in the eye, and I can smell its breath!  Well, so much for a “Charmed Life!”  And where did my “caretaker” right shoulder angel go?  Why is my world suddenly crashing down on me?  
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My Yeast Infection

In 2017, four years before my prostate cancer diagnosis, I had a burning sensation for about a week whenever I urinated, and the pain was intensifying.  Bay, whom I met my junior year in college, insisted I go to the outpatient clinic about a mile away, but I was convinced it was just a urinary tract infection and would subside soon.  So, the next day, after updating my Memoir, “Not Far From The Tree,” on my laptop in my basement office, I took a break and headed to the bathroom.  As I started peeing, the pain was so intense that I screamed.  After that, Bay rushed down the steps yelling, “Eric, are you okay?”  She’d heard me from our second-floor bedroom!  When she got to the basement door, moaning, I told her I was okay and still had difficulty urinating.  Next, she said, “I don’t know why you’re being so hard-headed about going to the outpatient clinic.”  I replied, "Don’t worry; I’m most definitely going after this experience.”

What Bay didn’t know was – that I was in so much pain and exhausted from peeing; I was sitting on the floor hugging the toilet bowl.  Up until then, I never knew porcelain was so cold!  As I was resting on the floor, I was trying to figure out what could have caused me to have a urinary tract infection that burns so badly!  Wildly, I concluded it must have been the alcohol in
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