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			Preface

			I have always been afraid that if I didn’t worry about my health some horrible disease would kill me just as I was about to win the $300 million Lotto Jackpot. That would be my luck. I’m about to become a millionaire and die from a virus brought into the country by a flight attendant. As a child I didn’t have the kind of parents who cared about nurturing. They were more into battling with each other than what their fights would do to their child—and what fights they were! I learned more four-letter words by the age of six than any child should be required to learn. I didn’t know what a “bitch” was, but from my father’s intonation I figured it wasn’t good. I also learned at an early age that I had to look out for myself. That’s how I lived my life: looking out for myself, which always meant worrying about my health. I can’t tell you how many times I ran to the doctor for God-knows-what ailment that turned out to be nothing. I can’t tell you how many scans and blood tests and X-rays and MRIs I’ve had only to be told there is nothing wrong with me. Can you believe it? Nothing wrong with me! I’m a crazy person, didn’t they know that? Every one of the tests I took over the years came back negative. At one point I thought I was experiencing shortness of breath. I had a stress test. The doctor told me I had the heart of a twenty year old (I’m not doing the “So I should give it back” joke here. Thank you). No matter what I thought was wrong with me, the doctors proved me wrong time and time again. It was always nothing despite the fact that I was sure it was life threatening. They began to use the word hypochondriac a lot when talking to me. I wasn’t a hypochondriac. I truly wasn’t. Then they began to use the words “get some help;” but I was getting some help. I was having blood tests and scans and examinations and… and… and…. Didn’t they understand? I was being diligent about what could possibly be wrong with me. Oh wait, I get it now, not that kind of help. The sit-down-on-the-shrink’s-couch-and-spill-your-guts-out kind of help. Been there. Done that. You can see how much good that did. 

			The anxiety these health issues caused me all through my twenties and thirties should have caused some damage to my health but it didn’t. I was as healthy as a horse and my shrink told me so. He entered me in the Kentucky Derby. Yeah, that’s right, I started seeing a shrink. I was having panic attacks. Even I recognized that having a panic attack at least once a week because you think you are dying is not normal. The shrink told me that my own mind was causing the symptoms I was experiencing. I had to realize the power of the human mind. I simply could not believe that I was manifesting these problems. Then he went into shrink high gear. He had me hold a ball suspended at the end of string. He told me to look at the ball and make it start rotating without moving my hand. I thought he was insane. How could I make the ball rotate? Suddenly it began to rotate. Then he told me to make the ball rotate in the other direction. Yeah, like that’s gonna happen. Suddenly, the ball was rotating in the other direction. I looked at him in amazement because I had not consciously made the ball rotate or change directions. He told me that’s how powerful the mind is. The mind can make you do and say and act in ways you have no control over, and that’s why these symptoms keep coming up. I manifest them in my own mind because I’m so afraid I’m dying that my mind creates the symptoms to not make me wrong. This demonstration had a huge impact on me. It made me understand, for the first time, what was going on in my head and why I was always manifesting some kind of illness. Even with the knowledge of the power of the mind, I couldn’t stop myself from seeing medical doctors for this ailment or that pain. What I paid in deductibles could have financed Trump’s wall. I just didn’t care; I was hell-bent on proving that I was ill or about to get ill or have been ill or should be ill because I had all these symptoms. 

			That’s how my life went for decades—and then one day I got old. I got old and diagnosed with prostate cancer. I finally had what I had been worried about all my life. How I reacted and how I dealt with this medical emergency was strange even to me. All my friends were worried about me but not because I had cancer, because I was acting so normal. You see, what they didn’t understand was it was almost a relief getting cancer. It was showing me that I wasn’t wrong all those years. It just took me sixty years to prove myself right. 

			As I began the battle of fighting prostate cancer, the crazy stuff began to happen that only happens in my life. Things would go wrong, calls would be strange, people would be strange and finally there was the healing and getting back into my life. I observed it all like it wasn’t happening to me. I sat back and watched all the insanity and saw the humor in everything. Being a comedian and a writer, I saw these mishaps as fodder for a new book. I decided to document my journey through prostate cancer, the surgery that followed, and finally the recovery. That’s when I decided to write Take My Prostate…. Please!  It’s a strange title, but it’s almost what happened. When I found out I had cancer I was determined to have the prostate removed. I knew that if they removed the cancer my chances would be better at survival. I also knew that with my history, if they did not remove the prostate, every time I got an earache I would know that it was the cancer spreading. I wanted it out more for my peace of mind than for my protection from cancer. The doctors weren’t so anxious to cut me open; they wanted to make sure I knew what I was getting myself into, and so we talked and talked and talked about all the various options. He told me I would probably outlive the cancer. He showed me the numbers but I didn’t want to take that chance. I had finally had enough. In an attempt to be funny and to get him to do the surgery I just said to him, “Take my prostate…. Please!” He saw that I knew what I was getting into and he agreed. On the ride home from the doctor’s office I thought, “What a great title for a book: Take My Prostate…. Please! Naturally I had to write it—and you just bought it. 

			(Just one tiny side note here: # 1) All through this book you will see side notes and numbers. Don’t try to make sense of them. If it made any sense I’d still have my prostate and wouldn’t have needed to write this book. Just enjoy the little joke and keep reading. Okay?

		

	
		
			In The Beginning There 
Was A Neurotic Comedian

			I was fine. For those of you who know me, you know those words never crossed my lips. “I am fine,” was not part of my vocabulary. I was always a this hurts or that hurts kind of person. Yes, that was me, but, “I am fine,” never! What the hell is fine? Fine is what other people are. I always had some kind of complaint—an ache, a pain, a cramp that came in the middle of the night to ruin my serenity. Here’s the strange thing: I really was fine, and it was freaking me out. I had lived my entire life fearful that some illness would finally do me in. I believed that if I didn’t watch out for illness and act upon it, I would die. 

			Where does that come from, you ask? I’ll tell you. I had a mother who never wanted to admit her child was ever sick. She was the kind of mother that never should have been a mother. Her needs came first and her child’s needs came second. If that child—namely me—got in the way of her needs, the child lost out. You see, a sick child was not on her schedule, and I paid the price for it. On the day I was rushed to the hospital with polio she told me there was nothing wrong with me. There was nothing wrong with me? I was in and out of a coma for a month. The paralysis made it impossible for me to bend from the waist up. I had spinal taps and so much blood-work done that I am still petrified of needles to this day. To my mother, there was nothing wrong with me. Yep, just a little childhood polio is all I had. As suddenly as it came that’s how suddenly it left—and with no side affects. Nothing is wrong with me?  Nothing is wrong at all. Evidently my mother didn’t get the how-to-be-a-mother handbook. 

			My polio episode taught me at an early age that if I didn’t take care of myself, no one would. As I said before, I always felt that if I didn’t worry about my health, something would get me. Some hideous disease would lie like a sleeping dragon in the depths of my immune system and would raise its ugly head to kill me with some kind of painful, extended illness that had no cure and wasn’t covered by insurance. So, I worried. Fine? I was never fine. Even when I was fine, I wasn’t fine. That’s why as an adult I was always going to doctors just to make sure my “fine-o-meter” was working. I went to doctors like some people go to the movies. I had a punch card for my urologist. With each visit he’d punch a hole in the card and if I got ten holes punched, I got a free urinalysis. 

			One doctor actually said to me, “You have the heart of an athlete,” and I thought to myself, Sure, Roberto Clemente…he’s dead.  

			“So why do I pant when I run up the stairs?” 

			“Join a gym. Do more cardio,” is all that doctor said. 

			In an effort to ward off any illness that could possibly get me, I joined a gym—which my doctor applauded as a good step forward. I should have made him pay the monthly dues. In any case, I went every day, seven days a week for over ten years. There is nothing compulsive about me… except my personality. Then one day I looked at those weights and thought to myself, I can’t, and I never went back to the gym again. As diligent as I was about exercising, that’s how much I couldn’t get myself to go back to lift weights. I had exercised for ten years and it hadn’t helped my paranoia. Now I was just worried I was going to have a stroke at the gym. 

			I did continue on with healthy living though. I watched my diet and never smoked and I had stopped doing drugs and drinking years ago. I’m sober over thirty-five years. I truly took care of myself because I knew no one else was going to—and my shrink was proud of me for that. Despite all this, nothing was changing in my life. I was still afraid I was dying, and it seemed I had reached as far as I could go with psychiatry, so the shrink and I parted ways. He went to his beach house that I paid for and I went to hell in a hand basket. 

			This neurotic behavior went on for years unchecked. I actually had a dear friend say to me, “Do you realize since I have known you, you told me you thought you have had MS, Cancer, Leukemia, Lou Gehrig’s disease, a stroke, arteriosclerosis, rosacea, psoriasis and crabs?” The sad part is, he was right. I did think I had all those things. I knew I had a problem and should be doing something about it. When I turned sixty I began to slow down and I tried to get the neurotic behavior under control. I realized that I was older now and nothing had killed me up to this point, so it was time to enjoy what I had left of my life. 

			I retired from show business from being an opening act for people like Donna Summer, Barry Manilow, Melissa Manchester, Frankie Valli, and a host of other big-name celebrities. I had worked on some of the greatest stages in Las Vegas, Reno, and Tahoe; but I was tired of the road. Tired of the travel. I was just tired. I got off the road and thought I was about to relax and enjoy the fruits of my labor… but those headaches, those headaches would not go away. Here’s the hard part about being a hypochondriac: you never truly know when you are sick. I always had an internal battle—should I go to the doctor, should I not go to the doctor? It took a friend to say, “Go to the Goddamn doctor. He’ll tell you there is nothing wrong with you and you can finally relax.” 

			Off to the doctors I went once again. I knew in my heart of hearts that, like before, there would be nothing wrong. That’s when life throws you a curve ball. My blood pressure was stroke level. You know your blood pressure is high when the nurse looks at the monitor, opens the exam room door, then yells down the hall, “HELEN!!! Come in here you won’t believe this!” 

			I was immediately put on pills and monitored until they could get my blood pressure down to a normal level. My reaction to all of this was a surprise to everyone—myself included. I wasn’t afraid I was going to die. I just did what the doctor ordered and never mentioned my medical condition again. I didn’t panic. I didn’t obsess. I simply did what had to be done. It’s a strange thing, this mind of mine. It’s like it was saying, “See, I told you, you were sick.” It was like this high blood pressure was proof that what I had been worrying about for all those years was real. I was validated. I wasn’t crazy—I was actually sick. 

			This little blood pressure episode was a harbinger of things to come. It wasn’t my mind that was making me sick. It was my age. It took sixty years, but the illnesses finally started showing up. I guess I showed that shrink a thing or two. I knew what to worry about. Then the biggest event of my life happened: I fell down a flight of stairs. I fell in my own house. I couldn’t even sue anyone because it was my own house. I broke two ribs and was left with a constant pain in my left shoulder blade. The tests and pain meds and injections did nothing for the pain. Finally I had yet another MRI, and this time it revealed I had a ruptured disc in my neck caused by the fall. I needed surgery to cure it. That was my very first real surgery (unless you count a few nose jobs) to repair the ruptured disc. In doing the blood work for the pre-surgery workup, they found blood in my urine. They wanted to do a cystoscopy to see what it was. I said, “Sure, no problem.” Nothing had ever been wrong with me even though I feared it had been my whole life. No test had ever come back with a bad result, so I wasn’t worried. Until I got the phone call. 

			“Steve, that thing we took out of your bladder was cancer. You have bladder cancer.”

			The one thing I had feared and worried about my entire life was here, and when the doctor told me my diagnosis once again, I was as calm as could be. Too calm, it turns out. He called back an hour later. He was worried that my quiet response to the news was shock and that I was freaking out by now. “Listen, you have cancer but it’s the best cancer you can get. Stage one. Non-invasive. No chemo. No radiation. You’re just going to need a cystoscopy for the next six years every three months, then every six months then once a year until we are sure it has not returned.”  

			That’s what I did. After I had my disc surgery I started monitoring my bladder cancer and had those cystoscopies every time they were due. It was like I belonged to religious cult, “Our Lady of the Probing Penis.” I saw my doctor more than Cher sees her plastic surgeon. It was like we were dating—without the sex, cohabitation, or joint checking account. 

			I made it my responsibility to make sure my health was always a top priority. I had an annual check-up like some people go on vacation. Once a year I went in for a check-up just to make sure nothing had returned or mutated or fallen off, and of course I had my annual cystoscopy. I would tell my friends, “I’m going in for the fifty-thousand mile check-up and to have my tires rotated.” To me, everything was a joke. 

			In case you’re wondering what a cystoscopy is, it’s a lot of fun. You lie on a table spread-eagle with two female nurses standing and staring at your crotch as your man-parts hang out there like the American flag over the Super Bowl. The doctor shoves a probe up your shavantz so he can see inside your bladder. At one of these appointments the doctor said to me, “Want to see yourself on TV?” (The monitor they use to look inside the bladder). 

			I said, “No thanks. I’ve seen myself on TV. If Oprah is in there let me know, then I’ll look.” 

			I love this doctor. He is the parent I never had. He cares about me, so when I go to see him it’s with mixed emotions. He’s like a parent you have to pay to love you. Wait. That is just like my real parents. When the doctor asked on this last visit,  “Any complaints?” my answer was, “Not a one.” This made him very suspicious. I’ve been going to him for years. There was always a complaint. If I didn’t have a complaint this time, it’s either Alzheimer’s or a brain tumor. Suddenly he’s typing very quickly into the computer chart. He pokes me here. He pushes me there. We never make eye contact because he’s afraid he’s found something. 

			“The nurse will take your vitals and blood,” he says like a fatherly Count Dracula. We shake. I ask him what he’s doing for Thanksgiving. He tells me he’s having a huge dinner party with friends and family and then he doesn’t invite me—just like my real parents!

			I leave his office knowing that I am good-to-go. Why? I have no complaints because I am fine. The next day the phone rings.

			“Steve? It’s Dr. Yalowitz. Listen, your blood pressure is sky-high again, and your PSA is slightly elevated.”

			I asked him if he had the right chart because, “I am fine.”  

			He assured me he did. My blood pressure was 180 over 116. Normal blood pressure is 120 over 80. It’s been an ongoing struggle for me with this blood pressure over the years. It’s hard to control even with the meds. Now about the PSA test. PSA is the test they use to determine if there is cancer cells in your prostate. Mine was slightly higher than it had been the last time I took the test. It was now 6.5. Now, 6.5 is not astronomical but when it jumps from 4.8 to 6.5 in six months, that throws up a red flag. He’s wants me to see a specialist. I am so glad I asked for that second test when I came in this time. 

			Flash forward ten days. There I am on the specialist’s table splayed
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