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I was always fascinated with radio. When 
I was younger and we were stationed in 
Spain, Dad and Mom would find me hiding 
during thunderstorms in the closet listening 
to Wolfman Jack and others on Armed Forces 
Radio and Radio Free Europe. I would imitate 

them [Ed. note: very well, too!] In 1973 
we were moved to Carswell Air Force 
Base in Ft. Worth, and at night I’d listen 
to border blasters like X-Rock 80, KOMA/
Oklahoma City and on WLS/Chicago, 
John “Records” Landecker and, signing 
off, Larry Lujack. Our housing was next to 
Gordon McLendon’s KLIF/Dallas. I was 13 
and would ride my bicycle up there. Some 
of the DJs were out back with a bottle of 
wine, sitting on the hoods of their cars. 
This was the hippie era, with long hair and 
bell-bottoms. One of them asked me if I 
was interested in radio, and I 
said, “Sure!” We went in and 
he said, “When this record runs 
out, flip this one on and turn this 
one off.” They showed me what 
the pots were, and I did it. He 
said, “Hey, you’re gonna make 
a jock after all!” And I ended up 
hanging around the station.

I used to mail my aircheck to 
anyone who would listen to me, 
including Ron Chapman and Larry 
Lujack. God knows how many 
airchecks I sent Larry. Along with 
my questions and the cassette, I’d 
include a $5 bill and a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope. And Larry would 
write back, saying things like, “Walk 
around all day, going ‘Uh, uh, uh,’ and 
you’ll quit doing it.” He’d always write, but 
never did send the money back.

The nickname started one day when I was 
around 21 or 22 years old. We had to change a 
tower light on an oil derrick we use at KEAN 
to mount all our Marti antennas, STL, etc. 
There was no one else around, so I had to 
climb up the derrick almost 100 feet to do 

it. When I came down, our then-PD George 
Owens, said, “Now that is fearless. Damn, you 
are Fearless Fernandez!” The name stuck, and 
our GM Benny Springer was happy because 
we saved him a ton of money for not having to 
hire a tower climber.

The West Texas Rehabilitation Center was 
really suffering because the bottom had fallen 
out of the oil boom. The only one who could 
put a deposit on a Mercedes was a pigeon. The 
WTRC, which helps everyone from crippled 
children to adults suffering from strokes, needed 
a fundraiser. I grew up listening to radio stunts, 
and a car dealer needing to draw attention 
offered to suspend a van chained from a crane 
and put me in it “to see what the name Fearless 
is all about.” The idea was that for every car 
sold during the remote, the dealership would 
donate $50 to the center. 

They asked me, “Can you hang up there for 
five days?” I said, “As long as I’ve got food, 
water and a toilet.” So they got me a portable 
RV toilet, and set up an extension cord for the 
Marti and a phone line so I could do my breaks. 
So I’m hanging in the air, when suddenly the 

wind kicked up and a tornado was spotted. 
The weather and visibility was so bad that the 
crane operator, who lived out of town, couldn’t 
drive in. I’m swinging around in the van, and 
couldn’t call anybody because it snapped both 
the power and the phone lines. The GM goes, 
“Oh, crap! Rudy’s still up there.” But that drew 
a lot of attention: the TV stations came out, 
and we’re selling cars and people are putting 
money in the donation basket. We raised 
$20,000 in five days, and did it again two years 
later for the March of Dimes.

We got the Marines and 
a funeral home involved 
in a “Buried Alive So The 
Message Will Survive: 
Don’t Let Drugs Bury You” 
event for a drug awareness 
program for schools in 
1990. I fasted for 24 hours 
before being buried in 
a coffin for another two 
days without anything, 
broadcasting from six 

feet under. Your stomach growls a lot, and 
your head screws with you, too: “What if 
the world comes to an end, and I’m in this 
coffin?” I’m claustrophobic, but if there’s 
a need for it, I’d do it again. I take these 
charities personally.

One time Kenny Chesney came over to 
my house, and I warned him not to sit in 
the recliner, as it wasn’t very stable. He just 
thought I didn’t want him to sit in my chair. I 
told him, “Kenny, it’s broke. Do not pull the 
lever. Kenny, do not lean back in my chair.” 
I’m trying to tell him to not pull the lever, and 
boom! Ass over teakettle, down he goes, face 
down in my living room.

Gap Broadcasting is a great company, 
and President George Laughlin is very much 
a hands-on owner. I’ve got his cell phone 
number. He’ll come into the building, knock 
on my door and say, “Hey, can we talk? I’ve 
got an idea.” Not to knock them, but when was 
the last time any of the Mays brothers or Lew 
Dickey did that?

I still worry every day about losing my job. I 
have this theory that if I can work on-air the last 
day of the year and the first day of the next year, 
I’ll be there the whole year. I still want to go 
to the next level, and am extremely honored to 
be inducted. When I got the news from Coyote 

Calhoun, I cried for two days. These are all 
the guys I’ve looked up to. I’ve worked 
at this trade for years simply because it 
allows me to do good in the community. I 
have a weakness for kids, the elderly and 
animals. For whatever reason, those are 
the ones who can’t help themselves, but 
folks my age can go out, get a job and 
make our communities better. To young 
broadcasters, I’d say to them that we’ve 
been given a privilege and an honor to 
be on the radio. People have opened 
up the door to you to let you into their 
lives. Never forsake that trust. We have to 
remember what the licenses are granted 
for – to serve the community – and I hope 
I’m doing it.                                       CaC

A cancer survivor and born with one arm, KEAN/
Abilene, TX PD Rudy “Fearless” Fernandez 
is not only one of the most courageous 
people you’ll ever meet, he’s also all about 
giving back. Serving as the city’s Emergency 
Communications Director, Rudy is known 
for bringing awareness to important causes 
on a grand scale. His trademark is, perhaps, 
forsaking comfort and even his own safety to 
help raise funds for those in need. A devoted 
father of eight, Rudy continually generates 
high ratings book after book, yet embraces his 
competition for events like the St. Jude Jam. 

Beloved by his fellow citizens in Abilene, Rudy has, even before his induction, already 
earned the enduring respect of his broadcast peers, label executives and artists.

“What if the world comes to an end, 
and I’m in this coffin? But if there’s  

a need for it, I’d do it again.” ”“
MY HEROES HAVE ALWAYS 
BEEN COWBOYS: KEAN/
Abilene PD Rudy Fernandez 
was once a recording artist 
himself, and that’s just one 
of the things that bonds him 
to the stars, who sometimes 
hang out with him at home 
(see story). Here’s Rudy with 
Garth Brooks, Clay Walker 
and Shenandoah.
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