
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Advance Praise for 
Sid-izens United

			“Sid Rosenberg writes the way he talks: fast and blunt. His book is entertaining and provides the reader insight into a guy who hit the bottom but pulled himself up to great success. You’ll get your money’s worth and more.”

			—Bill O’Reilly, Media Guy

			 

			“Sid Rosenberg is New York personified—caustic, unfiltered, hilarious, and with a huge heart. The bad boy of radio dispenses ripping tales about fame, sports, and politics in his new book. But the sweet bonus is the wisdom he learned from the school of hard knocks on how to succeed at marriage and fatherhood.”

			—Miranda Devine

			 

			“Every person is born with a filter between their brain and their mouth. Sid Rosenberg was born without one. Anything he thinks of he says. Love him or hate him…he’s the real deal.”

			—Chazz Palminteri

			 

			“Sid Rosenberg is truly one of a kind—loud, boisterous, opinionated, loyal, heart of gold. Sid’s latest book spells it all out: the great successes, the setbacks, and the hard-fought comebacks. A New Yorker to his very essence. I am proud to call Sid my friend. As we Irish say: Sid Rosenberg is a mensch!”

			—Peter King

			 

			“I’ve known Sid since he was a customer service agent for a company nobody ever heard of. The fact that I would care what he has to say about world politics or society as a whole is as shocking to me as it is to you, but here I am laughing and crying while hearing his unmistakably unique voice in my ears as I turn the pages of this book. Sid’s a talented creator, an unapologetic and gifted performer in a sea of copycats and unoriginal thoughts. He simply stands out. We share some of the same demons and I’m beyond proud to see him overcome them and succeed as he has and become the father and man that his dad would be so proud of. I have no idea what a Sid-izen is, and I’m terrified now that I might be one.”

			—Craig Carton
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FOREWORD

			By John A. Catsimatidis

			When I bought WABC Radio, I bought a dream come true.

			I grew up as an immigrant to this great country and listened to the old WABC Radio with enthusiasm and joy.

			So when I had the opportunity to buy this station, I wanted to pay homage to its historical greatness as the premiere radio station in the United States. I wanted to restore it to its true greatness.

			So what did I do? I searched out what made WABC Radio great. One name that stood out in music was Bruce Morrow, the legendary Cousin Brucie of rock and roll fame.

			And one name stood out in talk radio—Sid Rosenberg of the renowned Bernie & Sid in the Morning.

			What makes Sid a great talk radio host is what makes this book so exceptional. Sid is a genuine New York character.

			He is smart, quick-witted, funny, well-informed, and courageous and forthright in his opinions. And I know where he gets his keen wit and street smarts from—his beloved mother who I’ve listened to on Sid’s show. Most significantly, he is a wonderful and generous man who has overcome adversity and personal demons.

			Whether it is drug abuse or a gambling addiction, he has confronted them and overcome them. He is a better man for it. He is a wonderful husband and father. He is a gifted voice of common sense in a world plagued by hypocritical, dishonest wokeism, which is a plague that undermines the human spirit and our wonderful country.

			This book is Sid’s story. His takes on government, politics, sports, popular culture, and medical health are well worth reading. His take on personal redemption is a lesson and model for all of us.

			I am proud to say that Sid is an honored member of our WABC family. He is always worth listening to on the radio. And this book is well worth the reader’s time and attention. The stories told and the lessons learned will only enrich readers’ lives.





FOREWORD

			By Bernard McGuirk

			The story of Sidney Rosenberg has all the twists, turns, highs, and lows of a Shakespearean play. Yes, at some points humiliation and failure (although not entirely self-inflicted), which eventually evolve into redemption and success.

			Sid is an interesting character study. A walking paradox. On one hand, the embodiment of courage, determination, strength, confidence, resilience, persistence, and boundless energy.

			On the other hand, at the same time, insecurity, anxiety off the charts, and a constant sense of foreboding lurking beneath all this exterior bravado.

			I’ll give you a little anecdote ladies and gentlemen: Back on December 8th, 2016, when we were both working for Imus, we were also doing the midday show from ten to noon, which would air right after the Imus show. Out of the blue, Sid says to me, “I’m dreading January third.”

			So, in other words, in Sid’s mind, Christmas was out of the way, and he was already thinking about how horrible it’s going to be to come back to Imus on January third. That’s how much of a wreck Imus could turn Sid into.

			I mention this just to give you an idea of the vulnerability of an otherwise muscled-out guy with a dark tan. A tan so dark by the way, I actually accused him of cultural appropriation. But it looks great on him.

			He grew up in Brooklyn, a little Jewish kid, among Italians. Growing up in the wake of Saturday Night Fever, he wanted to be Italian so bad, which no doubt contributed to his insecurity, which today makes him a great radio talent. Both the confidence and the insecurity come out on the air.

			He’ll cry at the drop of a hat, which you’ll no doubt be reading about in this book, Sid-izens United. The guy even cried when the actress and director Penny Marshall died. The broad from Laverne & Shirley. I mean, Shirley didn’t even cry for God’s sakes, but Sid Rosenberg was crying on the air. That’s how complicated a character he is.

			We first met over twenty years ago at WFAN Radio while working on the Imus show. Imus used to pit his employees against each other, and he did so with Sidney and myself. He’d always be pushing to see “Who’s funnier? Who’s better?” which eventually cumulated to a point where we actually fought in the ring.

			It was an MSNBC televised three-round New York State amateur sanctioned bout. I came out victorious, but Sid fought with the heart of a lion and displayed sincere courage. He was hurt, but he wouldn’t give up. That’s when I knew this guy Rosenberg was one tough son of a bitch. And he really is. Ironically, that fight cemented a lifelong bond we share to this day.

			Years later when Sid was in South Florida, we’d stay in touch. He’d appear on the Imus show once in a while but only very infrequently. At that time, Sid was pretty much dead to Imus.

			Then, as luck would have it, there was an opening at WABC Radio to fill the ten to twelve time slot, and Sid’s name came up.

			I wanted to work with Sid in the worst way. He’s a natural talent. He’s quick, he’s funny, he’s opinionated. Let’s face it, this guy was born to be on the radio. I always thought we’d work together again after he left New York, and thankfully, we did.

			He came back up, and we did a couple of shows together, and the powers that be knew immediately they had lighting in a bottle. They said, “Listen, this is radio magic right here. This is Mike and the Mad Dog stuff. This is Hannity & Colmes, Curtis & Kuby.”

			So, they rightfully put Sid and me together. Thus, becoming the Bernie & Sid Show. Now we were off to the races. And once again, even without Imus, we were at odds.

			We started in January of 2016, right in the middle of the presidential election. Sid was a Hillary supporter, and I was a Trump supporter. The constant back and forth bickering made for excellent radio.

			I used to kid him and say, “Often in error, never in doubt.” That’s where his confidence and his appeal on the radio come into play. The attitude of, “I could never be wrong! You know I’m not wrong! Even though sometimes I may be wrong! But if I say it with enough sincerity and certitude it makes me sound like I’m right!” makes for very entertaining radio for anyone tuning in.

			To Sid’s credit, when Trump won, and he saw the great job Trump was doing, Sid acquiesced. He saw the light and came over to the right.

			Another aspect of Sid’s life you’ll be reading about in this book is what a great family man Sid is. You’re going to love reading about his connection with his dad, with his son, with his daughter, with his wife, Danielle, and also with you, the audience—in this case, the reader.

			It is a fantastic life that he’s had, which is still ongoing. It’s still being written, folks. But Sid Rosenberg, to me, has been a blessing. I know you will enjoy this book.

			To Sid, all my love. Thank you for being in my life.





INTRODUCTION

			As many of my fans know, I was very close with both my parents, Naomi and Harvey, but especially my father, who was my Pop Warner football coach, my Little League baseball coach, and the man responsible for turning me on to sports as a little kid.

			He took me to Met games, Giant games, and even Jets games when they were playing at Shea Stadium. As a kid, I loved the Jets and Broadway Joe Namath. One of my favorite childhood memories was when I won Mascot of the Week for the Jets in an A&S department store when I was eight years old. Out of thousands and thousands of applicants, they picked me, which guaranteed me a seat on the bench during a regular season Jets/Rams game, and gave me a chance to meet my hero, the aforementioned Broadway Joe, along with Emerson Boozer and all these other great Jet players.

			At that time, Charley Winner was the coach of the Jets. He was the son-in-law of Weeb Ewbank. Weeb was the guy who coached the Jets to the Super Bowl III win over Don Shula and the Baltimore Colts. When Weeb retired, Charley took over as coach of the Jets. To be honest, Charley was a terrible coach, and the Jets were a terrible team; they were like 1–5 at that point, and the Jets, in their infinite wisdom, decided that little eight-year-old Sidney Ferris Rosenberg from Brooklyn could be a helpful distraction to a depressed fan base.

			So, it’s the middle of the week, and I’m all excited to be going to the game on Sunday, when out of nowhere, the Jets call my parents’ house in Brooklyn (during dinner), and they pulled the invitation. That’s right. The Jets pulled my invite! They told my father, “Listen we’re sorry, but instead, we’re going to give little Sidney a football signed by every player, we’re going to give him a team jacket signed by Joe Namath, we’re going to give him a bunch of Jets stuff all signed!” And they thought that was going to be okay with me?! I immediately started to scream and cry. I was eight years old, and I looked across the dinner table at my father and said: “Dad, what’s the other team in New York that plays football?”

			And he said, “Son, it’s the team that I root for. It’s the Giants.”

			I said, “I’m now a Giants Fan!” (And have been for the last forty-six years.)

			That’s when my father and I started going to Giants games together. We drove from New York to Tampa, Florida, to watch the Giants defeat the Buffalo Bills in Super Bowl XXV. We were very, very close. And he taught me a lot of lessons along the way, my father, but one of the big lessons he taught me as a child was persistence.

			If my listeners know one thing about me, it’s that I’ve been knocked down a lot. And honestly, a lot of times it’s been my own fault. I mean, I’ve put myself in shitty situations because of different compulsions and addictions, and I’ve been told I’d never get up…but I always find a way to get up! Always! And usually, when I get up, I’m better than what I was in the last fight.

			So, now I can take this all the way back to playing football at Kings Bay Football in Brooklyn, New York, as a little kid. I was a good player, a running back, and our team was the Redskins. My father was the coach. And one particular day we’re playing the Steelers, and I knew all the kids on all the teams because they were all Brooklyn kids, neighborhood guys. I knew the good players, the bad players, the big guys, and the small ones, and the Steelers had this one kid who played defensive end. I think he was forty years old; I’m talking six foot four, 230 pounds, just a killer, so naturally, I was afraid to play the Steelers. I was still a little kid, a mama’s boy, a good player, but I was still scared to death.

			My buddy, Jerry Rocco, was our quarterback and a great young football player. In the backfield with me was this kid Michael Hart, but I was the go-to RB. Now it’s time to play the Steelers, and my father is calling the plays and says to Jerry, “You’re going to drop back three steps and pitch the ball to the right, to Sidney; Sidney, you’re going to catch the pitch out and run.” Now the killer, this “kid” is playing right defensive end. So, the play starts, Jerry takes the ball from center, moves back three steps, pitches me the football, and before I can even catch it, this damn guy, I swear to God, this guy was like “Mean” Joe Green. He absolutely belted me! I think I shit my pants to be honest with you. I got helped back up to my feet, went to the sidelines, missed a couple of plays, and came back into the game.

			Now it’s the second quarter, and my father says, “Here’s the play. Jerry, you’re going to drop back three steps. You’re going to pitch the ball to Sidney. Sidney, you’re going to catch the ball and run to the right.” And I started to cry. “No Daddy, I’m not doing it. That guy almost killed me last time, don’t make me call mommy! I swear to God, I’ll call mommy. She doesn’t want me to play anyway because of my asthma!” I was crying, I was angry. He says, “Son, stop it. Catch the ball and run.” Eventually, he convinces me to do it.

			Jerry drops back, pitches me the football, and as hard this “kid” hit me the first time, he hit me the second time. And now I really thought I died. I thought I died. I’m on the ground for a good five minutes. I think my body is convulsing. And I’m scared to death. I want to quit football forever. I get helped up, and back to the sideline I go.

			Now, it’s the fourth quarter, late in the game, and the score is close. My father is about to call a play. I’m looking at him and thinking, “Daddy, please don’t do this to me again!” He says, “Here’s the play! Jerry, you’re going to drop back three steps and pitch the ball to Sidney. Sidney, you’re going to catch the ball and run to the right!” You have to be kidding me! Now, I’m in shock. “Dad, you want me to die?! I mean, this guy has almost killed me twice….” But I didn’t fight it. I didn’t fight it. I said, “You know what? Screw it!”

			Jerry drops back. He stops, pitches me the football. I make a move to my left, the “kid” from the Steelers makes a move to the left, and I spin to the right. And I’m gone. A sixty-five-yard touchdown. Now, I’m in the end zone. I won the game. I looked down the sideline to my father, he’s about forty-five yards downfield, and I could see tears coming from his face like, “That’s my son and I knew he could do it.” And that’s stayed with me forever. I mean, I almost got decapitated two times in a row, and there was no reason to believe that on the third effort anything would be different, no reason to think that would be the case. And yet, I scored the game-winning touchdown.

			Thanks to my father’s belief in me, that was the first time in my life that I was proud of myself for what I had accomplished. And that taught me a lesson that I’ve been living on and off for the last forty-six years.

			Persistence.

			 

			Love you, Dad!





CHAPTER ONE

			RESURRECTION-BERG

			When I got myself fired by 560 WQAM due to a DUI, it looked like my career was over. At least that’s what I thought. At that point I had lost all my jobs in New York, and this was now the second job I had lost in Florida.

			I was at a Japanese restaurant having dinner with my parents, my wife, Danielle, and my kids, when I got the call that I had been let go. I was previously told that my job was safe. The DUI didn’t happen in a company car or on company time. The next day I even did a full show. In the end, however, none of that mattered, and I was shown the door.

			At that time, I had a big fancy house in Boca, a couple of fancy cars, and two kids in private school. I was living pretty good. When I broke the bad news to Danielle, she started to cry, “Oh my God. What are we going to do?”

			I remember thinking, We’re dead. What the fuck am I going to do? We’re dead. But I couldn’t tell her that, so I said, “Listen, I’m not done. I know this is ugly. All the firings have been ugly. But I’m a young guy, I haven’t killed anybody, I haven’t raped anybody. We’re going to figure this out. We’ll get past this.” Truth be told, in my heart of hearts, I didn’t believe a word I was telling her. I honestly thought I was at the end of the road.

			As luck would have it, I got a call from a guy named Steve Lapa who ran a small sports station in Pompano Beach, Florida—640 AM Sports. At this time there were four sports stations in South Florida: 790 The Ticket (they fired me), 560 WQAM (they fired me), 940 AM in Miami (they couldn’t afford to pay me), and the smallest of them all, 640 AM.

			Steve had tried to hire me years prior. He was a big Imus fan and loved New York radio. When he heard I was coming to Florida, he reached out, but the money he was offering was too low for me to take. This time, I might not have a choice.

			Steve called and said, “I heard what happened. I think I might be able to help.” We quickly setup a meeting.

			We met at a bagel store in Boca Raton and got right down to business. He said, “I think you’re great. I think you’re phenomenal. I’m going to give you the morning show. I have a guy hosting the show now, but I’ll get rid of him, and you’ll get another chance.”

			I didn’t mince words, “Steve, what can you pay me?”

			“I can’t promise you a lot, but I can give you something.” He wrote the number on a napkin and passed it my way.

			I took a look and almost died right there. I’m thinking, Oh my god, how am I gonna do this? Now, it was still a six-figure number, but it was a heck of a lot less than anything I’d ever made in radio. Ever. It was a number I knew was going to be very difficult to live on, but Steve went on to say that I’d have the opportunity to make more money by doing commercials and local appearances, and the number would go up, blah, blah, blah.

			I called Danielle and she asked, “What’s the number?” I told her, and needless to say, she wasn’t thrilled. But I explained that this would lead to other opportunities to make money, and it would get me back in the game.

			While I was at WFAN, never in a million years did I ever think I’d have to fall back on 640 AM in Pompano Beach for a much-needed career safety net, but what else was I going to do? For God’s sake, I was still only in my forties. I had no choice. So, I took it.

			Five days into the new gig and Karlos Dansby, a linebacker for the Dolphins, is a guest on the show. Karlos came on to voice his displeasure about the Dolphins cutting Chad “Ochocinco” Johnson over a domestic abuse charge. The reason this became a big deal was because that summer the Dolphins were the featured team on HBO’s Hard Knocks, and they used the audio from my Karlos Dansby interview on the show.

			At this point, most people in the radio business thought I was retired. That I was done. I was on 640 sports, the smallest of any station in South Florida, a station no one had even heard. Yet here I am making national news on HBO. It let everyone know that Sid Rosenberg was still around, still relevant, and still making news. I was also blessed to have the support of friends and colleagues like “The Greek,” Joy Taylor, Victor Bermudez, Scott Kaplan, and Andy Slater in Miami. Here we go.

			Things were going great at 640, and I was having fun on radio again, thanks in part to my producer Steve Zemach, and my board-op, Erik Lengyel. These two guys would have driven a car through a wall for me. And they did.

			After a while, Joyce Kaufman, who was hosting a political show on our sister station 850AM would have me on as a guest, which opened the door for me to expand my show and platform outside of the world of sports and combine it into the world of politics. Steve Lapa was no fan of that decision. He said, “Listen, Sid, I hired you to do a sports show.”

			I said, “Steve, you hired me to be Sid Rosenberg. You hired the guy you watched on Imus. On Imus, I talked about everything: sports, politics, entertainment. That’s the guy you hired. If you want me to sit here and jerk myself off and talk to Wes Welker for twenty minutes every Friday, you got the wrong guy. If you want someone who can do everything across the board, I’m the guy!”

			Lapa responded, “You’re so good. You’re so talented, you’re so enthusiastic about what you want to do. I’m going to give you a chance to sink or swim.” Needless to say, we didn’t sink. I owe a lot to Steve. I wouldn’t be where I am today without his support and belief in me.

			Owners of the station would soon go on to sell the station to The Alpha Group, and we moved from little Pompano Beach, Florida, to West Palm Beach and a much fancier studio. I was there for eight months before my contract was up, and the powers that be decided I was making way too much money. They wanted to move on. It’s business and it happens. They just couldn’t afford to pay me anymore. Once again, I was a free agent.

			The good news is, four months prior to that, I got a call from Bernie at WABC in New York. He said, “Hey, you know, if you want to email Craig Schwab, the program director, they’re willing to give us a couple of tryout shows to potentially work together.”

			I said, “You’re kidding me.” This was exciting news. I then had to go to my bosses in Florida to make sure this was okay for me to pursue. I don’t think they were happy about that, which probably contributed to the reason why they didn’t re-sign me. They had a feeling I was trying to get back to New York. They were right.

			So, I did a couple of shows with Bernie in August and a couple in September. I thought we did great. I didn’t think it could have gone any better. A few weeks go by, and I have yet to hear anything from the New York bosses. Were we a hit? Were we a flop?

			It was around Thanksgiving that I called Bernie and said, “Well, I guess they didn’t like us that much.”

			He said, “That’s not true. They thought we were great. In fact, Geraldo Rivera’s contract is up, and I don’t think they’re going to pay him. They might have an opening for us.”

			I sent Craig Schwab another email and said, “Listen, I don’t know exactly what’s going on with Geraldo, but I heard some rumors. Is there any way me and Bernie can do a couple more shows together?”

			Craig responded, “Yes, come up in December.”

			We did two more shows and they loved them. They told us, “Let’s see what happens with Geraldo, and we’ll get back to you.”

			Now it’s the end of December, and 640 shows me the door. I call Craig Schwab and say, “Well, I’m a free agent.”

			He says, “What are you talking about?”

			I said, “They’re not re-signing me. If you want me, I am ready, willing, and able to come back to New York.”

			Ever since I got the call from Bernie four months prior to my release, I was sending Schwab tapes of my 640 shows. I sent him tapes of my interviews with Chuck Todd, who was a regular guest every Friday, as well as interviews with six presidential candidates. This little sports station in Pompano Beach had all these monster personalities and politicians on the show because of who I was. I put that station on the map. So, when Craig listened to the tapes, he was like, “Wow, you’ve come a long way from the WFAN days. I think this will work on our station.”

			Now, at this point, unbeknownst to be, there was a power struggle inside the building because Don Imus didn’t want them to bring me back. He wanted Mike Lupica to host the midday show. Imus was such a schmuck. You never knew from one day to the next if he loved or hated you.

			Fortunately, Chad Lopez, the boss, loved me, and he overruled Imus. He said, “I know Sid has a very big loyal audience here in New York. I know Sid sells. He’s young, he’s exciting. Let’s get Sid back!”

			At the end of the day, my side came out victorious, thanks in large part to the lobbying and support from people like Chad, Pete Morgan, Curtis Sliwa, and my old producer, Jill Vitale, who all stuck up for me and Bernie.

			Obviously, this never would have happened if it wasn’t for the three years I spent at 640. Steve Lapa gave me one last chance at radio redemption, and I ran with it. With guys like Zemach and Lengyel at my side, I was able to take a rinky-dink station and turn it into something bigger than it was, and in doing so, it allowed me the opportunity to get back to where I belong, my hometown of New York.

			Now that the power struggle was over, and it was written in stone that Sid Rosenberg was returning to town, it took Imus about fifteen minutes to fire Warner Wolf and bring me back on the show to do sports, which I did for the last year he was on the air. He knew it’d be a more entertaining show replacing Warner with me. He might be an asshole, but he’s not stupid.

			Just when things were really rolling along, Cumulus Media, our parent company, started selling off stations—big stations like WPLJ. We knew eventually it was going to be us too.

			Now here comes billionaire John Catsimatidis into the picture. I didn’t know him, and he didn’t know me. I had no idea who he was. I wasn’t in New York in 2013, when he unsuccessfully ran for the GOP mayoral nomination. I knew nothing about his businesses, even though I was shopping at Gristedes (a popular New York supermarket chain, which John owns) every day, which I still do now.

			Fortunately, John and his wife, Margo, soon became loyal listeners to me and Bernie, and I’m proud to say that they’re now among my biggest fans and cheerleaders and I love them. They are both incredibly loyal and supportive beyond words.

			I was thrilled to already have done a contract with them once, and by the time you’re reading this, I’ll probably be on contract number two, and I don’t see myself going anywhere for a long time, if ever; that’s how much I love working for John and Margo. That’s how good they are to me and my family.

			The Catsimatidis family deserves a lot of credit for turning 77 WABC around. They brought in a lot of tremendous new talent, and the station is getting big ratings, led, of course, by me and Bernie, but also thanks to a weekday lineup of Brian Kilmeade, Greg Kelly, Lidia Curanaj, Rita Cosby, Frank Morano, and Dominic Carter. And a weekend lineup of Rudy Giuliani, Judge Jeanine, Larry Kudlow, Dick Morris, Bo Snerdley, and John Catsimatidis and his Sunday show, Cats Roundtable, and his weekday 5 p.m. show, Cats at Night.

			It’d be an understatement for me to say it’s a dream come true to be back in New York doing a job I love and was born to do. Every day I get a chance to entertain our listeners while discussing important matters of the day with great friends like Bernie, former Congressman Peter King, my childhood pal, Joe Tacopina, Rosanna Scotto, Rich Lowry, Rob Shuter, Dr. Nicole Saphier, Dr. Marc Siegel, Joyce Kaufman, Bo Dietl, and Bill O’Reilly, who does a fantastic job as a guest every Thursday at 8:40 a.m. on our show. He’s even had Bernie and me on stage at his live show at the Paramount Theater in 2019. Over the years Bill has become a great friend. What a lot of people don’t realize is just how generous a guy Bill really is. He spends an incredible amount of his time and energy dedicated to helping others. I know this from personal experience as Bill has been a tremendous help with my son’s Spotlight Foundation.

			I also have to mention the talented crew of people I get to work with every day like Lou Rufino, Justin Ellick, Luke Lograno, Frankie Diez, Christina Aversa, Deb Valentine, Gabby Lopez, and my Program Director, Matt Meany. It’s an exciting time in my life, and I’m fortunate enough to get to share it with my family, my friends, and my fans.

			But stay tuned, folks. Because, like an Italian fella from Hoboken once said, “The best is yet to come.”
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