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			Advance Praise for From the Bronx to the Boardroom

			“This memoir is an essential read for anyone in real estate—or anyone who values family, grit, and the human side of business. Set against New York City’s rich real estate history, it’s a masterclass in resilience, determination, and the importance of relationships. Funny and deeply moving, the book delivers timeless lessons in hard work, empathy, and putting people first. Its core message is clear: true success is built on empathy, kindness, and always prioritizing family. It offers inspiration for every stage of your career. More than just a memoir or a real estate book, it’s a beautifully written celebration of NYC’s spirit and a powerful reminder of what truly matters in life.”

			–Jaime Fuertes, Head of Global Workplace Solutions, 
Apollo Global Management

			 

			“Steve Siegel has always been known in the New York real estate world as ‘the man,’ as he has the unique quality to befriend dozens that consider him a dear friend. Yet, I had never spent any time with Steve until October of 2015 when we shared a golf cart together at a real estate event in South Carolina. Even though we were competitors, I being at Newmark and him at CBRE. We hit it off immediately, sharing great stories about the real estate industry, life in NY, and lamenting about our always disappointing NY Jets, Mets and Knicks! After a few days together, a special relationship was formed, and I fully understood the magnetism of Steve. 

			“Over the years, when we were together, I would say, as I am sure others have also said, ‘Steve, you have to write a book and tell the story of your incredible journey—from the mail room to the c-suite!’ Well, I am thrilled that Steve has done us all a favor, and he has written the book that clearly communicates what it takes to succeed in the corporate real estate industry. From the associate in the bullpen to the senior executive in the windowed office, all can relate to Steve’s path and his relatable stories along the way. This book is a testament to the career and life that Steve has lived, making great relationships, having tremendous successes, giving back to those less fortunate and most importantly, having a loving family to share it all with. Well done, Steve!”

			 –David Falk, President, New York Tri-State Region

			 

			“This book is one big deal after another as it gallops through the New York City of the 80s to the present. You’ll pass by all the titans of industry and the iconic workplace addresses they occupy as they build their records of achievement, plus a good dose of other recognizable characters from Bernie Madoff and Roger Staubach to future President Donald Trump. All along the way, the very human Steve Siegel, a titan of a different sort, unfolds his personal story from growing up in the rich tapestry of the Bronx after the War to living among the glitterati of Manhattan and beyond. Beautifully written, humbly presented, very wise and a true-life whirlwind of adventure.”

			 –Thomas Sarakatsannis, Chief Legal, Security, 
Regulatory Affairs and Compliance Officer
L’Oréal USA and North America

			 

			“From the Bronx to the Boardroom is a great read.  It is the story of how real estate legend Stephen B. Siegel made it from a one bedroom in the Bronx to being the CEO of two major global brokerage firms and ultimately the Head of Global Brokerage at real estate giant CBRE. It is also a guide for people coming up in the business, or any business for that matter, of how best to succeed in whatever path they choose to pursue. The stories, told by a master storyteller, will make you laugh out loud. Go read it and enjoy!”

			–Jonathan L. Mechanic, Chairman of the Real Estate Department, Fried Frank.
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			Introduction

			I use the words “big deal” a lot, because commercial real estate transactions, especially in New York City, tend to be a big deal. They start with a blank canvas. You find an opportunity, and your job is to turn that opportunity into reality, and persuade your clients to embrace what you’ve designed. I’ve always loved dealmaking, and still do, to this very day. I enjoy strategizing, brainstorming solutions, seeing if those solutions come to pass. At the start of an opportunity, I love to envision where the deal will end up, whether a tenant will stay or go. Instilling confidence in a client, persuading them to embrace your strategies, and then seeing those strategies come to fruition has always energized and excited me. Creativity is a crucial component of dealmaking. I have no artistic talent—I can’t sing, I can’t paint. But I think what I do is a form of art.

			As chairman of global brokerage at CBRE, I advise corporations and property owners on a broad range of real estate strategies. This book captures some of the wild and wonderful adventures over my eight decades in the city I love, and experiences I never dreamed of while growing up in a one-bedroom apartment in the Bronx. I’ve spent more than sixty years in the real estate business, starting at age sixteen in the mailroom at Bing & Bing, a residential apartment and ownership company. I rose from bookkeeper to chairman and CEO at Cushman & Wakefield over two decades. I tried my hand at commercial real estate development for a few years (with atrocious timing) and invested in a thrilling array of side hustles—restaurants, multifamily portfolios, baseball teams, and property tech startups. I forged an unforgettable partnership with my best friend, the late Edward S. Gordon, spearheading our expansion into a national and international powerhouse, and helped negotiate ESG’s acquisition by Insignia Financial Group and our subsequent sale to CBRE. I started my career in a parochial, decentralized, rough-and-tumble world of aggressive dealmakers, hawking space to the facilities guy (who was also responsible for buying office supplies). I had a hand in transforming that industry into a global enterprise, powered by data (and increasingly, AI) and populated by consultants armed with Ivy League MBAs and law degrees, offering a full platform of services and solutions to a progressively more complex and dynamic business world. I was incredibly fortunate to find success along the way, and committed to sharing that with others less fortunate—inspired by my parents, who gave generously to anyone in need, even as they struggled to pay the rent.

			I have traveled the globe, made deals with billionaires in boardrooms, dined with princes and presidents. I’ve been called “the godfather of commercial real estate brokerage,” “a powerhouse,” “an icon,” and “a game changer” by the media. But in some ways, I’ve simply spent my life recreating the spirit of the Bronx I knew as a child: the deep connections with diverse, dynamic people of unique worldviews and mindsets; the close-knit camaraderie and good-natured rivalries; the pleasure of inventing and improvising out of nothing; the hilarious practical jokes and comic misadventures; and the grit, tenacity, optimism, and empathy. The Bronx of my childhood was all of life, encapsulated in a two-block radius.

			This book, at its heart, is the story of the people who shaped and inspired me: my parents, Chuck and Ann; my brother, Michael; my grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins from New York and Pennsylvania; my Bronx pals, who still meet up for dinner; my incredible partners, team members, and clients in the industry. But most of all, my heroic wife, Wendy; my precious children, Kenny, Jonathan, Jared, and Cassandra; and my grandchildren, Sophia, Sarah, Grey, Addison, and Nolan. I am profoundly grateful to you all for inspiring, guiding, tolerating, and accompanying me on this spectacular journey.

			Let’s just say you are all a very big deal.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The Bronx and Altoona

			Everyone asks me if it was tough growing up in the Bronx. I wouldn’t call it tough so much as alive. The Bronx, one of New York City’s five boroughs, is forty-two square miles, and has attracted immigrants ever since the first European colonists arrived in 1639. Between 1900 and 1950—when I turned six years old—the population surged more than seven-fold to 1.45 million people, not far from where it stands today. If it were a standalone city, the Bronx would be the ninth most populous US metro, and when I was a kid, the streets pulsed with life. An ocean of humanity swelled over stoops and folding chairs and wooden crates on the sidewalk as people blathered away. They shouted from apartment windows and spilled out of produce stores and bakeries and butcher shops, gossiping and kibbitzing. Kids pooled in teenage gangs on corners near the pharmacy and the deli, sneaking cigarettes. We gathered around improvised street games, the asphalt hissing, thudding, and crackling with jump ropes, hopscotch, stickball, and box baseball. We piled up in fierce contests of Johnny-on-the-Pony—two teams placing their strongest kid against the wall while the rest ran and jumped on them until the loser crumbled. From late spring through the steamy summers into the first light freeze of fall, the streets would hum with activity until midnight, and as long as the adults were out, we could be too. I loved it.

			The borough is cut in half by the Bronx River, and I was raised on the East Side, a few blocks from Crotona Park. New York City annexed the East and West Bronx in the late 1800s, and began extending subways there from Manhattan in the early twentieth century, fueling the population boom. My neighborhood presented its share of calamities—fistfights and dog attacks, concussions and stitches, shootings and murders. Some characters seemed to come straight from central casting—from convicted bootleggers to con artists to burlesque dancers—and those were just my family members. The Bronx was a place where you got streetwise early and grew up fast. I started working at age eleven, graduated high school at fifteen and a half, and at age sixteen, I took my first job in the industry where I’ve worked for more than six decades. Despite the hardships—or maybe because of their universality—a sense of belonging and community prevailed among our Bronx neighbors, the descendants of the Irish, Italians, Eastern Europeans, and Russian Jews. In the 1950s the Bronx throbbed a palpable vitality and intensity that’s hard to describe. It was phenomenal.

			In the Beginning

			I shared a one-bedroom apartment at 174th Street and Vyse Avenue with my parents and my brother, Michael, who was four years younger. When my parents brought Michael home from the hospital, my mother asked me to hold out my arms and handed him to me. “This is your baby brother,” she said. “You have to watch over him just like we do.” It was a brilliant way to introduce us, because from day one I felt responsible for him. My parents were part of the Greatest Generation, shaped by the social, economic, and political turmoil of the Great Depression and World War II. They both suffered trauma early on, and as a result, moved through life with a spirit of empathy and generosity. They modeled what mattered: taking care of family, helping neighbors, working hard, and finding joy in the simplest of pleasures.

			My father, Charles Siegel, or Chuck, was born on July 13, 1918, the third of six children in a family of Polish-Russian descent. My roots in New York real estate run deep: His father, Alexander, worked as a riveter on the skyscrapers that began sprouting from the New York City bedrock in the late nineteenth century, including the Empire State Building. These “sky boys” or “air-treaders” framed the columns, beams, and girders in gangs of four, which included Native Americans—Mohawks of the Haudenosaunee or Iroquois Confederacy—who were particularly adept at high-steel riveting and flocked to the city for these jobs. The work was incredibly dangerous: one person would heat the rivets in a small forge and toss them to the second guy, who caught them in a glove or a can; he passed them to a third worker, who would brace the rivets while the fourth man drilled them into the steel—all while balancing on narrow beams in high winds, with no safety lines or helmets. Unfortunately, my grandfather had an accident on the job and lost an eye, so he had a glass one. (It scared the crap out of us as kids, especially when you’d discover it staring up at you from a drinking glass.) When my dad’s mother, Mollie, died of a bad case of pneumonia in 1933, his father quickly remarried a woman who decided she didn’t want his children in the house. So at age sixteen, my father moved out with his younger siblings, Marty, Joey, and Tess, in tow, and worked full-time to support them. His older brothers, Sidney, twenty-two, and Abe, eighteen, had already left home. When Tess turned fourteen, she ran away and became a burlesque dancer in Washington, DC, under the stage name “Bubbles.” I’ve always known her as Aunt Bubbles.

			My mother, Ann Bergstein, was born in Altoona, Pennsylvania, on May 31, 1921, to a family of Russian-Lithuanian descent. She had three younger siblings—Pearl (Peppy), Lilian (Bibby), and Jerry. My mother was just nine years old when her mother, Sarah, died at age twenty-eight from what may have been a brain tumor; no one is quite sure. My grandfather Irving didn’t speak about the loss, one of many he experienced throughout his life. His own mother (my great-grandmother) had died young, and he apparently spent some time in an orphanage in New York City before making his way to relatives in Altoona, where he worked as a pipe fitter for the Pennsylvania Railroad. Altoona was a company town built by the railroad and attracted the best engineers, mechanics and “high-tech” labor of the era.

			But everyone in my family was a laborer; I always joke that we were the only fourth-generation Jewish family who didn’t own a railroad. I remember my grandfather as a very tough, cold, tight-fisted man. But he had his good moments, like when his mother-in-law, Ada, who ran a little grocery store, was caught bootlegging. Irving decided she was too old to go to jail, so he took the rap. After serving his time, he adopted the name Henry Sperling and got rehired at the railroad—which was why a lot of people called him “Henny” instead of Irving.

			In any case, my grandfather Irving became a widower with four kids between the ages of one and nine just as the Great Depression hit. The Pennsylvania Railroad furloughed much of its workforce, with shop payrolls falling 60 percent between 1928 and 1932. At first Irving moved in with his late wife’s sister, her husband, and their kids. Then he relocated his family to Brooklyn, where a relative owned an apartment house. That’s apparently where my mother, Ann, first met my father, Chuck. When the railroad recalled its workers, the family returned to Altoona, and Chuck would hitchhike there to see Ann. They married on November 30, 1940. (For his part, my grandfather eventually remarried and had three more children.)

			“Always with You Darling”

			My mother got pregnant with me just before my father shipped out to the Philippines to fight in World War II, so she lived with her father and stepmother in Altoona. That arrangement imploded after my grandfather suggested my mother end the pregnancy, just in case my dad didn’t make it back from the war. Instead, my mother bolted for the Bronx with her sisters Bibby and Peppy, who worked while she cooked and kept house. I was born on September 13, 1944. I will always think of my aunts as surrogate parents.

			I have a framed black-and-white photo of my dad playing stickball in the street in the Bronx that captures him perfectly: He was strong, handsome, sweet, and full of personality. We’d play stickball together in the street with parked cars serving as the bases—run to the Pontiac, go to the Buick, come straight to the Chevy, and then score. He was a wonderful father and he idolized my mother. In November 1944, he penned a love letter to her from his station in the Dutch East Indies:

			“It must be a grand feeling to hold baby Stephen in your arms knowing he is your very own,” he wrote in his big looping script. “Gee how I wish I could be there too. Has he asked about his daddy yet? What do you mean he’s too young to talk! By the time he is six months old he’ll probably be writing letters to me. As for going out with girls, I’d advise you to wait until he is older. Let’s say about eight months old. By that time, in all his travels in the carriage, he’ll be able to make up his mind, which young lady he likes better.” He ended the letter with: “Darling I do love you so very much. You’re just about everything that means anything to me! God Bless the sweetest and best wife any guy ever had. Always with you darling, no matter how far apart.”

			I remember as a kid hearing my father describe how he barely made it out of the war. As his unit prepared to cross a river in the Philippines and move into battle, word came that Japan had surrendered. He said more than a thousand Japanese soldiers in camouflage came out from the jungle on the other side of the river with their hands up. His unit had been vastly outnumbered, and he likely would have been killed in the fight if it had come to pass. By the time he made it home, I was already a walking, babbling eighteen-month-old. Family members tell me that the long separation took a toll on my parents’ relationship. In fact, my mother had chosen my middle name, Barry, in memory of a young man named Barney who had died in World War II, who she’d been madly in love with. My father knew the story and bore that burden. While my parents stayed together until my dad’s death in 1986, the intensity of her feelings never matched his. The love was there but the dynamics between them could be fraught.

			Three Responsibilities

			With no high school diploma, Dad worked as a laborer. He cut cloth in a garment company, grinded optical lenses for a telescope manufacturer, and painted buildings and homes. My brother and I used to wait for him at the subway station at the end of the day. More often than not he’d suggest we stop at the store on the walk home, and he’d buy us a comic book for ten cents. It was better than gold.

			Dad told me you had three responsibilities when you go to work: put a roof over your family’s head, clothes on their backs, and food on the table, and you have to fulfill these responsibilities no matter how many hours it requires. When you took a job, you worked hard and gave it everything you had. He did whatever it took to support us, including painting on weekends to make extra money. But if someone needed a few coats in the kitchen and they didn’t have any money, he would do the job for free. Everybody in the neighborhood loved him. He was tremendously loyal, remaining close to his father despite the earlier banishment. My grandfather suffered terrible asthma in his old age, and Dad would take me and my brother to his home in Hunts Point and massage his chest and back with
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