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    What People Are Saying About Mike Broomhead


    “You won’t forget Mike Broomhead’s story of rising up from poverty and becoming one of the leading voices in talk radio. He offers common sense advice and a unique take on life, relationships, and politics. I am proud to call him a friend.”


    —Glenn Beck, radio and TV host


    “Mike Broomhead gets it. Quality of life pivots upon an optimum situational awareness and thrives when embracing truth, logic, and common sense, and the evidence to support them. Having shared the radio microphone with Mike on many occasions, hammering home this political correctness-smashing truth crowbar, and hanging backstage at the world’s greatest rock-and-roll events (mine), there is no doubt that Mike is a true American warrior in the culture war, rock solid in the asset column with the greatest Americans out here.”


    —Ted Nugent, rock-and-roll legend


    “An inspiring book by a man who continues to encourage people every day to know what they believe and how to stand up for what is right. My friend Mike Broomhead has learned a thing or two about life—and we get the benefit of learning these life lessons too through these pages!”


    —Mac Powell, lead singer of Third Day
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    INVEST IN MEANINGFUL RELATIONSHIPS



    I was born in Newbury, Ohio, a farm town not too far from Cleveland. I made a trip back to Cleveland for the Republican National Convention when Donald Trump was nominated. The hotel where we stayed was about twenty miles from the town where I lived until age nine. I went to my old neighborhood and I found my old house. I found my grandparents’ house. My grandparents’ house wasn’t particularly familiar, because I hadn’t been there since we moved over forty years ago. Then I turned a corner and saw a lake. I thought, “Wait, I know this place. This is where my grandfather taught me to fish.”


    When I was at the lake, I closed my eyes, feeling the summer breeze, and it felt like I was riding my bike there. It all came flooding back.


    My father was an alcoholic. There’s really no nice way to say it. I had a very strained relationship with him even though I wasn’t fully aware of his condition as a young kid. When he was around, he just wasn’t someone I wanted to be around. We didn’t do the typical father-son activities. In hindsight, I know my grandfather, my mother’s father, knew that and made up for it in ways that still benefit me today.


    My grandparents’ house and my parents’ house backed up to each other. We both had two acres in our backyard that were overgrown with weeds. We lived on Thomas Street, and they lived one street over on Grace Street. My brother’s name was Thomas, so it was like he had a street named after him. One day, my grandfather took his tractor through the overgrown weeds and cut a trail from his street to ours. He then went out and built a street sign that read, “Michael Road.” Now I had a street named after me, too. At five years old, I thought that was a big deal.


    My grandfather’s name was Francis and, of course, everyone called him Frank. I was his best buddy. That’s the kind of relationship we had. I would get up in the morning and walk down Michael Road to my grandfather’s house. We would eat breakfast together. We’d eat lunch together. We’d sit in his living room and watch game shows and Hee Haw on TV. He sat in his rocking chair, and I sat in his lap when I was still little. We didn’t have much, but when I think of family heirlooms, that old rocking chair is the only one that matters.


    One of our favorite activities was fishing. We would take old folding chairs and sit in the backyard. Then we would throw metal garbage can lids like Frisbees into the yard. We would practice with fishing poles, casting into the lids and reeling them back. Of course, he had better things to do, but he made me feel like I was the only person he wanted to be with in the world.
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    Even as a baby, I looked like trouble.


     


    My grandfather was a retired Chevy mechanic. He was a homebody, but he still did some work fixing neighbors’ cars after he retired. There is no doubt I get my work ethic from him. As a young boy, it was a thrill to just hand him tools while he fiddled around on a car in his jeans and white undershirt. He’d build trailers for farmers’ tractors. He would fix the neighbors’ stuff. He did it because it kept him busy, not necessarily because he needed the money. He could build anything. We would go to the junkyard to buy parts. He would drive me around in an old Chevy. This was in the “good ol’ days,” so I would stand on the seat next to him when he drove. Can you imagine if you saw a kid doing that now? The car is long gone, but I still have the keys to that old Chevy.


    Now my grandmother was the sweetest little Polish woman in the world. She just loved all over us all of the time and spoiled us rotten. At that age, my brother Tom and I were hellions. My mother would try to discipline us, but our grandmother would say, “Ah, let them, let them.”


    My grandmother was a housewife and a homemaker, and she did everything a housewife in the 1960s and 1970s did. My grandfather earned the living; my grandmother kept the house. They didn’t live in a big, fancy house, but it was always clean. Every day, she would cook lunch for my grandfather and me. As we sat and watched game shows, my grandmother would be in the kitchen cooking amazing Polish food. She would bring lunch to us on TV trays. There was always something to eat, and it was always cooked from scratch. There was always a piece of cake or pie. She enjoyed being a housewife and providing in the way that she could.


    My grandparents grew up during the Depression, so we would eat the strangest things, as they wanted to squeeze the most out of everything they had because there was a time when they had nothing. Consequently, my grandfather would always make me try stuff that was both “offal” and awful. On more than one occasion, it was hard to eat it after I found out what it was, but it always was delicious because my grandmother cooked it.


    When I was nine, my grandfather was sent home from the hospital because he was dying. A hospital bed was set up in his living room next to his rocking chair. Weeks before my grandfather died, he was on so many drugs just to keep him comfortable. On my youngest brother’s second birthday, my mother put him on the bed and my grandfather sang “Happy Birthday” to my brother. Everybody cried, because they knew that this was the last birthday in the family that my grandfather would see.


    He was the patriarch of the family, and then he was gone.


    The time he invested in me made me want to be the kind of man he was to my own family. When you feel other people are invested in you, it gives you self-worth and purpose. It also compels you to want to do the same and invest in other people. I thank God for those years with my grandfather. As good as it was with him in Ohio is as bad as it was with my father when we moved to Florida.

  


  
    HOW TO CHANGE A TIRE



    There’s a real sense of independence in fixing the things around your house that need to be fixed. When the garbage disposal goes out, are you going to call the plumber or are you going to figure out how to take the garbage disposal out and replace it? Many people have the luxury of being able to call a plumber when they need to, but there’s satisfaction in at least being able to diagnose a problem. You can figure it out if you have a basic knowledge of tools and how things work. I would love for my grandkids to have their own toolboxes so they know they’ve got the tools to do the job themselves.


    Not too long ago, I watched a documentary on one of the medical channels. Orthopedic surgeons were replacing a guy’s knee. They cut him open. They used a saw to cut his knee at the fibula and at the femur. They used a drill and drilled a hole in the middle of the fibula. They drilled another hole in the femur. They took a hammer and pounded screws into both. Then, they took the new knee and used the same hammer to hammer it in place. Finally, they attached the ligaments and sealed the guy shut.


    When it was over, I thought, “Those are the same tools I use to build somebody’s house.” They were a hammer and a drill. They were the same basic tools. Granted, they’re a lot more technologically advanced, but it’s physical labor along with the knowledge of how to use the tools you have—whether you’re building a staircase or you’re building some guy’s brand-new knee.


    Life is funny, because if there is one thing that would disappoint my grandfather, it’s that I am a die-hard Ford guy. As a onetime Chevy mechanic, he would spin in his grave.


    I learned how to use tools by watching him work on cars and handing him his tools. I still don’t know a whole lot about working on cars, but I know tools. I remember him telling me in the early 1970s, “Mike, you better learn how to work on cars, because by the time you’re old enough to buy a new car, they are going to cost five thousand dollars!”


    I think of that and have to laugh, because five thousand dollars didn’t even pay the taxes on the last vehicle I bought. In that day and age, that was the thinking: If you’re going to own something expensive, you’d better know how it works and how to fix it.


    Previous generations, such as my grandfather’s, diagnosed everything by process of elimination. First, you would try to start the car. If it didn’t start, you would start at the carburetor. If it wasn’t the carburetor, you would move to the next thing. Was it the starter that was bad? You had to know what you were looking at and what it sounded like. Even sometimes what it smelled like! That’s how he could tell, and that’s how he fixed things. He was just a genius at it, like many men of his generation.


    Now we can take our cars to mechanics; they hook them up to a computer and it tells them what’s wrong. There are still some basics that everyone should know, and one of them is how to change a tire. I would never let my kids or grandkids leave the house in a vehicle alone unless they knew that basic skill. It’s a safety issue more than anything. If they’re stuck, they need to know what to do if they don’t have cell phone power or service. Of course, when they do have cell service, they call me, so I will change their tire for them. They are smart enough to know how to do something for themselves, but also whom to call when they’re in trouble.


    I spent only a few weeks in the Boy Scouts (more on that later), but the one thing I remember is to be prepared. So, be sure you have all the tools in your vehicle to be able to fix a tire. This includes a spare tire that’s checked regularly for proper inflation, a lug wrench, a jack, gloves, wheel wedges, safety flares, a tire pressure gauge, and a flashlight with good batteries or one that’s solar-powered.


    First, pull over to a safe spot. Ideally, it would be a side street or shoulder of an off-ramp if you are on a highway. Look for a place within safe driving distance that will get you out of traffic. Obviously, you don’t want to be in an area where you might be in someone’s blind spot, such as around a corner or on a side of the road that would put you on the traffic side. The best conditions are a flat road with no incline and on well-lit pavement.


    Next, remove your spare and the tools you’ll need. If it’s dark, put out flares or reflective triangles so people can see you. Put wedges on the tire opposite the tire you’re changing, for stability. If the tire’s lug nuts aren’t exposed, remove the tire cover or hubcap. Use the lug wrench to loosen (not remove) the nuts. Put the jack in a place that’s directly under the vehicle’s frame. Usually the lug wrench can be used as the crank for the jack. Crank the jack until the tire is about six inches above the pavement.


    Once the tire is off the ground, remove the lug nuts and put them someplace safe so you don’t have to fumble around looking for them later. Remove the flat tire and put it out of the way. Place the new tire on by lining up the spare with the lug bolts. Screw on the lug nuts by hand. Don’t tighten with the lug wrench until after the spare is lowered to the ground. Crank the jack down until the tire is on the ground. Then tighten the lug nuts with the lug wrench. Start by tightening every other one and really put some muscle into it. After you’ve worked up a sweat, replace the tire cover or hubcap if you have one. Remove the wedges from the opposite tire and load all your tools and flat tire back into your vehicle. If it’s been a while since you’ve checked your spare’s air pressure, go ahead and do that. The proper tire pressure for your car can usually be found on a sticker on the bottom of the driver’s or passenger’s door. It’s also helpful to keep a can of aerosol tire inflator in case there is an issue. Once you’re back on the road, get both tires checked and replace any if needed.


    My grandfather was a man’s man and took great care of the people he loved. One day when I was nine years old and he knew he was dying of bladder cancer, he pulled me aside. Knowing my father was effectively not part of our family and that I was the oldest of my brothers, he talked to me about being a man and taking care of my family. It gives me great pleasure to be there for my family now and to pass on some of the skills he taught me to my kids and now to you.


    I want my kids and grandkids to feel the same sense of independence and satisfaction my grandfather felt from fixing things. Not only are these good skills to have, but they’re also a common thread that connects our family’s generations.

  


  
    IT’S OKAY TO LAUGH AT A FUNERAL



    My grandfather Frank was the guy everybody rallied around. At a family funeral for one of my mother’s uncles, there was a little kitchenette in the basement where people would sit and have coffee during the viewing. The viewing was upstairs. A good group of people was in the basement, where my grandfather was holding court, and the laughter rose up to the viewing area. He was telling stories and jokes. One family member came down and said, “Hey, Frank, you have to stop. The people upstairs are mad because everybody is down here having a good time.”


    In less than ten minutes, he could turn a funeral into a party. He didn’t mean any disrespect by it. It was just the way he was. He was very irreverent, but at the same time, very respectful. I appreciate that dichotomy more as I get older. Things didn’t offend Frank, because he didn’t take life too seriously.


    I’m proud to say I got my sense of humor from him. I have never heard a joke that I don’t remember. Just like my grandfather, I can recite on command every clean and dirty joke I have ever heard in my life. Like many fathers and grandfathers, he told the same jokes over and over again. But he always had a new one every time I saw him. The jokes were just dumb enough to be funny when you’re six years old. For example:


    “Why do Eskimos wash their clothes in Tide?”


    “Because it’s too cold out-tide.”


    Did I go to school the next day and tell that joke? Of course. I actually told that joke just the other day. If my grandfather is looking down at me telling his jokes to people, that would make him feel good.


    At the funeral where my grandfather got in trouble, he turned to my mom and said, “Rose, when I die, I want you to bury me with my ass hanging out of the ground, so Mike’s got a place to park his bike when he visits.”


    My grandfather was very self-deprecating and, as I mentioned, very irreverent. He genuinely would have wanted people to laugh at his funeral. He wouldn’t have wanted you to feel somber and sad. He wanted you to remember him in the ways he made you laugh. And we did.


    I was raised Catholic and I was an altar boy, so I was an altar boy at my grandfather’s funeral. It was one of the biggest honors of my life. At my grandfather’s funeral, all the adults sat around and said, “Remember when Frank would…?” We all laughed, and it was a tribute to him. My grandfather was gone, but he was still holding court in his own way.

  


  
    Embrace Responsibility,

    but Not Too Quickly


    Growing up, I was a loner. I was antisocial because I worked from an early age and just grew up fast. I was very independent and very hardheaded.


    I got my first non-paperboy type job at a dirty Chinese restaurant when I was twelve. They didn’t care about my age because they paid me under the table. I used the money to buy my own clothes so that I could buy what I wanted. It wasn’t a ton of money since I was just a busboy, but it was enough to go out with my friends without having to ask my parents for money. Then when I was fifteen, there was a brand-new restaurant opening in town. You had to be sixteen to work there. I lied on my job application to get that job. Most kids lie about their age so they can drink or smoke; I lied so I could work. I did every job in the place except for bartending because I was too young.


    On school nights, I would work until midnight or two o’clock in the morning. Then after working late, I wouldn’t go to school. Of course, I got horrible grades.


    Then my mom kicked me out at fifteen and I was on my own. I got a roommate and an apartment. I don’t blame her. I was a little shit and worst of all, I was not setting a good example for my younger brothers.


    By the time I turned seventeen, my behavior at school hadn’t improved and I was basically encouraged to leave after skipping school for twenty days in a row. They didn’t kick me out, but the dean of students said, “You know, high school’s not for everyone.”


    So I left. I joined the Army in November of 1984 and planned to get my GED when I enlisted. Unfortunately, I blew out my knee and was out of the Army by February of 1985. So I went to back to work. I eventually took my GED test and the certificate came in the mail within a day or two of my class’s graduation. I guess you could say I got to where I needed to be even though it was a rocky path. A week later, I went to work as an electrical apprentice.


    After I got out of the Army, I moved back home with my mom. I straightened out a little bit, plus she felt guilty as hell for kicking me out. We became closer. When I was a little boy, I was her little helper because I was the oldest boy. That changed as I got older and became just an angry guy, and she didn’t know how to handle me. She was struggling herself working seventy hours a week just to make a living. I was running around and she couldn’t control me. It just was horrible for both of us. Thankfully, our relationship got better. My mom’s my hero now, and I feel guilty about a lot of what I did. Now there are no regrets about things that were left unsaid.


    There was never a time when I didn’t feel like a grown-up. I was always making my way, making a living, and figuring out how to take care of myself. That, along with wanting to be a good example for my younger brothers, is what saved me from going off the deep end. I never felt like I was impacted by peer pressure. I had enough self-reliance or self-restraint to not feel compelled to do something I didn’t want to do. I also had really good friends who respected my choices. If they didn’t like me because of my choice not to do something, I wouldn’t have wanted to be their friend anyway.


    That confidence to be my own man came from my grandfather. He was the type of guy who didn’t allow me to make excuses. If I were to say, “Well, my friend did it,” he would say, “I don’t care what they do. I care what you do.”


    I’ve never been arrested. I never had any reason to be arrested. I’ve had friends who were criminals, but I’ve never done anything like that. Like a lot of kids in high school, my friends and I would drink and go to parties. I wasn’t a juvenile delinquent, and given my childhood, I had the cards stacked against me on that front.


    There was definitely a price that came with growing up so fast. I was a good athlete. I did it all—wrestling, football, and baseball. I played football on one of the biggest powerhouse Pop Warner football teams in the country when I was twelve to fourteen years old. We were called the Fort Myers Rebels. Our mascot was a Confederate soldier. Black and white kids wore the uniform proudly because we were among the best. On our helmets was an “R.” We all had to dress in blue blazers and khaki pants when we traveled to games. We had to wear a blazer with a rebel patch sewn on it. They were already preparing us for college and the pros down to the last detail.


    Two-time Super Bowl champion Deion Sanders and I were teammates playing Pop Warner football. Deion was first noticed by Florida State booster and Fort Myers resident Walter Grace, when Deion was playing on our team. Back then, the National Collegiate Athletic Association (NCAA) allowed alumni to recruit.


    Of course, it’s not just the sports that were important. I am much more appreciative of education. I would love to have the discipline to do the coursework to get an American history degree. To be honest (and maybe this is being somewhat arrogant), I would put my knowledge of American history up against a lot of people’s any day of the week, just because of my self-education. However, there is a real accomplishment in earning a diploma, and dedicating yourself to a goal and achieving it.


    A part of me would go back to being twelve, and rather than work in a restaurant, I would stick with sports and my education. I would love to know if I could have excelled as an athlete and what types of friendships I could have built. Could I have gotten a college scholarship?


    I gave all that up because I just wanted to grow up and be independent. If there was one piece of advice I wish somebody would’ve instilled in me, it would be to enjoy who I am and where I am. I didn’t get that advice then, but I’m grateful I can give it now with honesty and conviction.

  


  
    Don’t Do the Wrong Thing

    for the Right Reasons


    I had a beer can collection like kids did back in the 1970s. You could get them from all over the world. My dad was a drunk, so it was pretty easy to get him to buy beer. He would buy odd brands of beer, guzzle them, and I’d take the cans.


    He was a dispatcher for a big trucking company. He wouldn’t drink during the day, but he would come home and get drunk. Then on the weekends, he’d be completely wasted.


    Despite my killer beer can collection, there was no benefit to having a drunk for a dad. One day when I was working at the restaurant, he showed up drunk as hell and acting like a tough guy. It was embarrassing. It bothered me because he would show up at my job and make a fool of himself. One of the reasons I got a job when I was twelve is because I wanted to get out of my house. I thought if I could have a job, then I could have my own life. Then he would show up, and that escape from my home life would be gone.


    As the oldest, I’m the one who fought through the mountain of garbage with him. He usually wasn’t physically abusive. He was physical, but he didn’t get abusive to the point where he left marks. One night when he was really drunk, my youngest brother, Bryan, did something wrong. He spanked Bryan with a belt and it definitely got out of hand. I said, “Hit him one more time and you’re dead.” I knew that I wasn’t going to kill him, but I would rather have him coming at me than whale on Bryan. He snapped out of it and gave me a dirty look. I continued to stare at him and challenged him again, “Do it.” I was scared, but it didn’t matter. He backed off that night.


    I looked out for my mom and brothers because I saw what a derelict my dad was. I had no use for him. I was lucky that early in life, my grandfather showed me what a real man should be. So, when I saw my dad’s behavior, I thought, what kind of gutless man behaves this way to his family?


    My mom stuck around because she thought she should for the kids. Finally, one day I lost it and told her that she needed to get the hell out of there. I told her she needed to get out of where she was because we were in a bad place. I think she realized then that she was doing the wrong thing for the right reasons. It was almost like I was giving her permission to leave. So, she got out of there. It was a huge testament to her strength, because it wasn’t easy or necessarily accepted to be a single mother with three boys back then.


    My dad was very selfish about the whole thing, which wasn’t a surprise. My mom never got any alimony or child support. He stayed in a three-bedroom house with two empty bedrooms all by himself, and we moved to a rathole apartment. He eventually lost his job and almost lost the house. My mom had to beg to get out of the lease. We moved back into the house until the house was sold, then moved out again.
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    From left: Tom, Bryan, and me.


     


    My mom never took help from the government. She was never on food stamps and never got any government assistance of any kind. She worked instead. We did get help from people we knew. Once one of my mom’s friends came over with a trunkful of groceries. We helped my mom’s friend bring them inside, and she left before my mom got home from work. Friends filled our refrigerator and cupboards with groceries. We would also go to the day-old bread store. (It’s probably not a coincidence that now I throw out food the second it hits the expiration date.)
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