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			Advance Praise for 
Spare Me

			“Anthony is one of the funniest, smartest guys I’ve ever done radio with, and an unapologetically masculine man, which is an increasingly rare thing in this ever pussified world we find ourselves in.”

			—Joe Rogan

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			Also by Anthony Cumia

			 

			Permanently Suspended: The Rise and Fall… 
and Rise Again of Radio’s Most Notorious Shock Jock

		

	
		
			[image: ]

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			A POST HILL PRESS BOOK

			ISBN: 979-8-88845-076-5

			ISBN (eBook): 979-8-88845-077-2

			 

			Spare Me

			© 2024 by Anthony Cumia

			All Rights Reserved

			 

			Cover design by Conroy Accord

			 

			No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the author and publisher.

			 

			[image: A black tree with text

Description automatically generated]

			Post Hill Press

			New York • Nashville

			posthillpress.com

			 

			Published in the United States of America

			 

		

	
		
			Artie

			The first notion of possibly having a cohost for my podcast wasn’t until 2017, when Keith Maresca and I went to Artie Lange’s apartment in Hoboken to be guests on his own podcast.

			“You know, why don’t we approach Artie to be the cohost of your show?” Keith suggested. And I was thinking, “I don’t know if I need one.” I mean, things were going smooth at the Compound—Compound Media, the podcast platform I created—and I liked doing my solo gig, but Artie was a big name and a funny, talented guy, and I knew we would play well off each other and that he would definitely help with bringing in subscriptions to the network. So I gave Keith the okay to approach Artie with an offer.

			Now, we all knew Artie had issues in the past, and he was having those same issues at the time we offered him the cohost job. This wasn’t like, “Oh, remember when Artie had those problems with drugs and alcohol?” At this time, he was right in the midst of what could be argued was the worst time he’d ever had with said drugs and alcohol. So that was in my head, but I was also thinking, “Compound Media is all about the misfits of fucking radio. Let’s get everybody who’s fucked up and put them in one place. I don’t care. How bad could it be? It’ll make for great radio.” So I was all for it, and so was Artie.

			We offered him a hundred thousand a year, and he took it. No one else was offering Artie Lange that kind of money at that time. He was still making some scratch doing comedy gigs, but the truth is, when he would show up at a lot of these clubs, let’s just say he wasn’t performing as well as he could. So, we offered Artie the money, and he actually said to Keith, “I will be the exemplary employee of Compound Media.” Knowing now how everything turned out, how can you not look back at that statement and laugh?

			So now Artie was onboard, and his responsibility was to show up at the studio in Manhattan on Monday through Thursday from 4 p.m. to 6 p.m. That’s it. It wasn’t that tough a schedule. But Artie was rarely, if ever, on time, and he rarely, if ever, stayed for the whole show. There were times when Artie would go to the bathroom and never come back to the show. One of these days was his birthday. We had a big birthday show for him. We thought, “Why not have a great event for our new cohost, Artie Lange?”

			We get the cake, we have a bunch of guests in the studio, the decorations are up, and Artie goes, “Yeah, I gotta go to the bathroom.” He leaves, and instantly I’m thinking, “Uh-oh.” Now time is ticking by, and he’s not coming back. We’re sitting there with a big Artie Lange cake, the candles are all lit, and he never comes back for his own birthday party that we’re throwing for him.

			Now, I thought this was hilarious—perfect, prime Artie Lange. He just leaves his own birthday party to go do whatever Artie does, which is probably a lot of drugs. I didn’t mind his antics—I thought it was kind of cool and funny. And of course, this is why we hired Artie in the first place. It’d be outlandish to think that we hired Artie to do a real show with a real cohost who was going to be engaged in a real conversation. I mean, that wasn’t even a possibility. But I saw the upside of having a guy who was so fucking unstable and out there and on drugs and just so unbelievably undependable that it was kind of funny to me. But people like Keith, who was trying to run a business, didn’t find it as humorous.

			I didn’t care if Artie didn’t show up one day. I wasn’t sitting around going, “Oh my God, what am I going to do if Artie isn’t here?” I did the show. That’s what I do. I do solo shows, and I love it. And if Artie left early or just disappeared again, I didn’t care. I can do a show by myself. So, whatever interaction I had with Artie—no matter how insane it was, no matter how undependable he was—I still thought it was funny. It was Artie being Artie: irresponsible, on drugs, fucked-up Artie Lange.

			Also, aside from the fact that it was cool to have him on the show, when Artie was on his game, he was hilariously funny. He could rip people apart. He’s so quick, even in an altered mental state because of drugs or what have you. You won’t find someone faster or more able to burn somebody and come up with jokes about whatever topic you’re talking about than Artie, even in his worst state. So, when he was there, there was no one better.

			But I just knew he wasn’t going to be there on any kind of predictable basis. That wasn’t who Artie was. He lasted, I believe, nine months on the show. It was tough. He would show up some days completely incoherent. And even with how amazing he was with comedy and being that quick-witted, there were days when he was not even there. His body was physically in the seat, but he just was not there. And at some point, a lot of people on social media were saying, “Dude, what are you doing? You shouldn’t put him out there like that, because he’s fucked up.” And I gave that some thought over the time that he was there. But it was who he was. I knew he wanted to be there. I knew he wanted to work. He wanted to be loyal, but his addiction just kept him from being able to fulfill any obligations he had made.

			So, to get mad at him was silly. You might as well get mad at yourself if you couldn’t see that. When Keith would get mad at him, I would kind of laugh and be like, “What do you expect? Have you read the story of the scorpion and the frog?” A scorpion wants to ride on a frog’s back to get across a river. And the frog goes, “I’ll take you across, but you have to promise not to sting me.” And the scorpion goes, “Sure.” And then halfway across the river, the scorpion stings him. And the frog goes, “Now we’re both gonna die. Why did you sting me?” He goes, “Because I’m a scorpion.”

			Artie was going to be fucked up. And that’s what he was on the show.

			He was also constantly in trouble, whether it was legal trouble or trouble with some really nefarious people—drug dealers and bookies and whatnot. And look, I make a good living. So while it might be considered enabling, if Artie asked me for anything, I would give it to him. Not drugs, but money. Which he most likely would use to get drugs. One time he called me when I was back at my apartment after the show, and he said, “Hey, Anthony, can I swing by your place and borrow twenty-five bucks from you?” I was like, “Yeah, fuck yeah, I got that. Come on by.” Ten minutes later Artie called again. “Can you make it fifty bucks?” I ended up giving him a hundred, which he repaid on air the next day.

			I’m not naive. I knew what Artie needed $100 for, but I just can’t refuse the guy. He’s charming. People like him. You want him to like you. He’s one of those people who has a great way of influencing others to do what he wants them to do for him, and I know damn well that he knows this better than anyone. You become a master of manipulation when you have an addiction like that.

			There was a time he was hammered on the show, and Chris Hansen was our in-studio guest. Chris Hansen was the star of the To Catch a Predator TV series, where he would catch pedophiles who were after young boys and girls on the internet. I’ve had a professional relationship with Chris for a while; he’s been on so many shows, and I find him very funny and entertaining as hell.

			So Artie is sitting there next to Chris, and the entire time, Artie is asking him if he’s fucking kids. Chris would be talking the way Chris does: “So we got this guy, and apparently he was trying to seduce a fourteen-year-old to have sex.” And then Artie would just pop in and go, “So did you fuck her? Did you fuck that kid?” And I’m mortified, but also laughing because it’s funny. I’m sitting there as the host of this show, but I’m also a fan of Artie Lange and how insane the shit he can say right to someone’s face is.

			So even though Chris Hansen is my guest, I’m laughing my balls off that Artie is asking a professional pedophile catcher if he’s fucking children. I was so torn. As a shock jock, you go through these times when you want to put the funniest, craziest shit that you possibly can on the air. But then while you’re in that host seat, you also know that these people are your guests, and they probably shouldn’t be put in these uncomfortable situations. But I just couldn’t bring myself to stop it. And Artie didn’t stop the whole time. He just kept accusing Chris Hansen of fucking children.

			You just can’t bring anyone else in who’s going to do that. He’s going to do that because he’s Artie Lange. He’s got that personality—the same one, perhaps, that also drew him to doing drugs and being self-destructive. So, you take the bad with the good. The bad was sometimes Artie wasn’t there, or he’d leave early or whatever. But the good was something like that, where no one else in their right mind would ask Chris Hansen if he’s fucking kids.

			The first time I saw firsthand that Artie dealing with issues was when Keith and I went over to his house to do his podcast. He actually ended up canceling on us. We sat down, and his producer, Dan, was there. All the equipment is set up on his kitchen table overlooking the Hudson River, across from Jersey, beautiful view, but his place looked really disheveled. Like you can tell that no one is really keeping up with it. And Artie comes in quickly and says hi. And then he leaves again. He doesn’t leave the apartment; he’s in there somewhere in another room, and we just don’t see him again. And Dan says, “Oh, yeah, alright, he’s not going to be able to do this today. We’re going to have to reschedule.” And I’m like, “He’s right in the other room. Why doesn’t he come out and say something?” Apparently, he had gotten himself pretty fucked up and wasn’t able to even come in, sit down, and go through an hour of just bullshitting at his kitchen table with me.

			So that was the first hint. And when we left that day, Keith and I were just kind of looking at each other with our arms up in the air going, “What the fuck just happened? What was that? He was right there.” That was the first of many red flags that would pop up with Artie. He did reschedule. We did do the show, but we did notice at that point, Artie had started getting physically affected by the drugs—nosebleeds and his nose kind of collapsing, and all the stuff that drug addiction causes. Still, he was hilarious and also a very nice guy. In fact, at some point, every addict fucks up their friendships, but not Artie. He retained friendships with people he had fucked over, and it’s because he’s charming, nice, and funny as fuck.

			So, we made him a cohost. But it wasn’t very long before we realized he was still heavily using, and it was affecting his performance on the show. Sometimes he would ask us to book him a hotel room after the show was over. Six o’clock would roll around, and if he was even there until six, he’d go, “I don’t want to go home. I’m just going to stay in town. Could you guys get me a hotel room?”

			So, we would get him a room in a shitty hotel that was four doors down from our studio. He would go there, and we didn’t know or care about what he was doing there. Four to six—that’s all we gave a shit about. One time Keith went to book the room for him at the hotel, and the front desk person said, “We are not accepting any reservations for Artie Lange anymore.” And Keith asked why. Apparently, the previous time Artie stayed there, he left the room looking like a murder scene. There was blood everywhere, apparently from Artie’s nose. His nose was already deteriorating from drug abuse, and he had gotten punched by his dealer. He just bled everywhere on the bed. So, it was to the point where the hotel knew who he was and would no longer have him on their premises. And this wasn’t the fucking Plaza or the St. Regis; this was a shithole hotel on Thirty-Fifth Street.

			After nine months, having Artie on the show just got to be too much. And again, for me, I’m there four to six and just do my show, and whatever happens, I don’t really care—if it’s outrageous, or if it’s irresponsible, or if it’s childish, or if it’s Artie leaving. Like I said, if it’s good radio or good content, I don’t give a shit. But Keith was running a business and paying this guy to be there, and a lot of times Artie would ask for advances on his pay and then not show up for the actual work part. And Keith, rightly so, was getting kind of pissed at this. So, he finally came to me and said, “You know, we might have to pull the plug and end this Artie thing.” And I agreed.

			It was nine months of total insanity. Anyone who has ever tried to deal rationally with an addict knows how crazy that prospect is. You just can’t do it. They will not listen to reason. You can tell them something until you’re blue in the face; they just won’t listen. And their number-one mission is to get the next fucking high. So, to this day I still love Artie and think he’s hilarious, and I root for him—as does everyone. And last I heard, he’s doing very well in rehab, and I wish him all the best. But it was nine of the craziest fucking months I ever spent broadcasting. And that’s really saying something.

		

	
		
			After Artie

			Dave Landau had been a guest a few times during the nine-month Artie and Anthony experiment, and towards the end of Artie’s run, Dave was sitting in as third mic and, when Artie was a no-show, as cohost. So, it made sense to offer him the chair when Artie was officially off the show for good. Dave was a popular guest on the show, and after his appearances people would point out that we had a good rapport. The truth of the matter is, I have a good rapport with anyone who comes on the show. That’s a part of my fucking job.

			I liked Dave and still do. As I said on Joe Rogan’s podcast, Dave and I just hit it off from the start. He’s got a great sense of humor, a little twisted, and a great backstory. The guy was just a fucking piece of shit for a long time. He’s got so many stories about drunk driving and crashing every car he’s ever had, and getting arrested fifteen times before he was eighteen. I mean, he was just a fucking disaster. But if you look at him now, he’s got a great wife and a beautiful kid, he’s a funny working comic, and he knows how to cohost my show. He gets it. We don’t step on each other. He knows exactly what to throw in and when, so I was really happy working with Dave.

			The cohost role has a couple of rules. You can’t talk over the host; you have to know when to inject your own personality, jokes, and statements about the subject matter; and you have to keep things moving forward. And he was very good at that; he had a talent for being a cohost. Keith had seen all this too, and he figured that now that Artie was gone, we could take that extra money and give it to Dave.

			Here’s what I think Keith was thinking at the time: Artie getting a hundred grand was just Artie getting a hundred grand. He’s made a lot more than that in his career. You don’t know what he’s going to spend it on, but you kind of know: drugs and what have you. And he’s going to take it as seriously as Artie Lange, being an addict, can take a hundred grand. But Dave getting a hundred grand was a different story. This was a struggling comic. If you handed this guy a hundred grand, you’d expect to get a loyal motherfucker to come into work every day, appreciate the shit out of being on that show, and give it his best effort.

			So, it was kind of a double whammy there with him. Yeah, he’s good. Yes, he works well with me. But, in all honesty, we probably could have offered Dave half of that, and he would have taken it. So, we figured, alright, if we give him this much, he’s going to be our guy. This money tells you we want you to be our guy. So, we gave him a hundred grand, he came on board, and it worked out well. It was a different dynamic than it had been with Artie. Anytime you get a new cohost, the whole dynamic of the show changes, whether you like it or not. And sometimes I didn’t like it. In fact, I think my favorite shows are ones where I didn’t have a fucking cohost. I like having a guest and talking about what I want to, but when someone is put in a position where they get the label cohost, they almost feel obligated to chime in. They are an employee now, and they feel like they have to earn their money.

			Well, you really don’t have to chime in on my show. You can be like a guest and sit there and say nothing. If I want to spout off for twenty minutes straight, I’ll do that. It’s my show. I don’t think I’ve ever worked well with a permanent cohost since Opie, and that’s only because I was the cohost in that situation. Opie was the host. I was the second guy. So that gave me much more insight into what a cohost should be. Because I was that guy for twenty fucking years. With Opie, I knew how to chime in and add what I added to the show, but not step all over shit. So, I was looking for that from anyone who would be a cohost on my own show.

			Dave and I didn’t have any conversations about how the dynamic would work. In fact, I’ve never spoken to anyone who’s been on my show about how we should work together. With Dave, it was just expected that he’d know. If you’re good enough that we’re going to pay you $100,000 a year to sit in that second seat, you’d better know how it fucking works. I don’t need to give lessons. This isn’t the Connecticut School of Broadcasting. We need you to come in here and know your fucking job and do it. And if they didn’t, I would get frustrated as fuck. The same thing applies to guests. I’ve been in situations with guests where it’s like pulling fucking teeth. And it’s one of the most frustrating shows you can have when you’re looking at the clock thinking, “Please, please end the show already.” And if your cohost is making you feel like that? Whoa, you’ve picked the wrong guy.

			But Dave was always very good with our dynamic. We were on the same page. We went into a bit once about the shitty job of being a Long Island railroad train conductor. It’s like a job from the 1800s, and they still do it the same way. They wear the dumb uniform and the dumb hat, and they have a hole puncher. It’s 2024 and they’re still punching holes in tickets—it’s fucking Twilight Zone shit. And so we went off on that, going back and forth and not stepping on each other. We complemented each other, and it was perfect. That’s what the dynamic with a cohost is supposed to be.

			And as far as being a comic goes, I think Dave is fucking great. I’ve seen him live—but not until after we hired him. I had only seen him on the air with me before he came onboard. Then he had a gig at Governor’s Comedy Club out on Long Island, and I went to see him, and he hit the stage, and I was just sitting there biting my lip thinking, “Please don’t suck.” Because if he sucked, I would lose all respect for him. I’d be like, “Oh, a hack is on my show. This is terrible.” But he got up there and just destroyed it. It was amazing. And I was like, “Phew. Thank God.” He was very funny, and still is. When Dave was on the show, I never had any plans of firing him or replacing him with anyone else. Him being the cohost worked out great.

			Until…

			Well, there is one issue that is so textbook for radio, podcasting, any kind of broadcasting, and that is that loyalty is a really difficult concept for a lot of people. Some of it I understand, and the way Dave left the show could have been handled better, to say the least, because he was on it for a few years. We went through the COVID shit together. He and I broadcasted from the home studio in my basement during COVID. Dave and one of our producers, Drew, were staying at my house. They had separate guest rooms in a separate wing of my Roslyn estate. And every day, we’d get up and do the show and have dinner together, and it was a pretty cool kind of united-front thing that we had going during this whole time. We had camaraderie, which I thought was very important. We would do special Mystery Science Theater–style shows in the theater with episodes of Colombo. We could just sit there and goof on a movie or anything else, and it would be great. I mean, these episodes of the show are still up and available online, and people love them.

			So, I never thought Dave would want to leave or get an offer he couldn’t refuse. Because again, aside from the rapport we had, one hundred grand isn’t a bad salary for a working street comic.

			But there’s a show called Louder with Crowder, where Steven Crowder does a lot of political talk and comedy bits. It’s popular; it has a following. And Steven Crowder was always asking me and Dave to come on his show and talk about things, and I know he appreciated Dave as a comic. And then I started noticing Dave doing his show a couple of times a week, and I knew how this was gonna end. I thought, “I’m not a kid anymore. I’ve been through this with girls, and it’s a lot more devastating than with a guy comic cohost.” I just knew Crowder was wooing Dave to be part of his cast on his show.

			I even spoke to Dave about this. I said, “Hey, what’s going on over here? Is Crowder making a move for you to be on his show?” And Dave assured me, “No.” Dave then said that Crowder wanted both of us to become part of his network and his circle of influence there. Obviously, I didn’t believe any of it. And then, not much later that day, Dave sent me a resignation email. Now, this is after a couple of years of us being very tight doing a show together, him living at my house doing the show during COVID. And he sends me an email saying that he’s going over to the Louder with Crowder show to be one of the few cohosts that they have over there.
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