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I was offered a job at 15, before I 
was even interested in radio. Mac 
Johnson, who owned 250-watt 
daytimer WCSV/Crossville, TN, 
called my dad and asked, “Jim, 
you got a boy in high school, 
don’t you?” Dad said, “Yeah, 
what’s he done?” Turns out Mac 
hires a high school student to do 
work part-time Sunday mornings. 
He had just fired a kid he’d 
caught at the station with beer 
and buddies. Daddy asked me, 
“Want to go work for Mac at the 
station?” I said, “That sounds 
like fun!” I showed up a half-
hour early, at 5:30am, with my 
Thermos of coffee and sandwiches 
my mom had made me. My job 
was to play gospel music from 
6-11am. Mac said, “This is a mic 
switch, and this is how you cue 
a record. And at 11 o’clock, if 
you’ll just turn this on and punch 
this button, that intros the Baptist 
Church. By the time he’s done 
preaching, I’ll be back.” That is all 
the formal training I’ve ever had. 
And if you listen, you can tell!

I earned the minimum wage – 
$1.60 an hour. What Mac didn’t 
know is that I would have paid 
him. My goal has always been 
to embrace the audience, endear 
myself to them, and allow them to 
endear themselves to me. It may 
sound weird, but I was always 
the fat kid who felt as if he had 
to be the friendliest guy around 
to make up for that. I was always 
overtly friendly, but honestly so. I 
was named “wittiest” in my senior 
year of high school, always a 
jokester. When the girls got their 
hearts broken, they’d come cry on my shoulder and I let them do it. 
I became more by feeling I was less. Even now, from time to time, 
part of me still feels that.

My mom was upset when I dropped out of college at Belmont, but 
I knew I wanted to pursue radio. I had been doing every other shift 
on AOR WKDA-FM/Nashville all weekend for 18 months. PD Jack 
Crawford promised me I’d get the first available fulltime shift. The 
guy who was doing 7-midnight had a bit of a “problem.” One evening, 
he came in, puked and passed out on the control room floor. I didn’t 
know what to do, so I called Jack. He said, “Well, guess what? You’re 
the new 7-midnight guy.” Two books later, I had a 50 share.

When I moved from afternoons at KSRR/Houston to mornings, 
what was I going to do to stand out? It became, “Good morning, 
Houston. Get your lazy asses out of bed!” I fed off the audience. 
The dirtier I was, the more the audience loved it. I pushed it as far 
as I could. It became a self-perpetuating monster, this shock radio 
thing. And nobody else in the country was doing it like this. I wasn’t 
making much money, and soon L.A., Detroit and other markets were 
calling. When I told GM Jeff Trumper this, he said, “Moby, you’ve 
got a contract.” I said, “I know it, and they know it. They’re talking 
really big money.” He sat back in his chair, playing with this little 
wind-up robot. After thinking for a moment, he threw it to me across 
the desk and said, “Welcome to the 50% tax bracket.” I thought, 
“This is a good day.” I’ve still got that robot.
 
For years, people had been saying to me, “Moby, listen to how 
you sound. You should be doing Country.” My agent called about an 
opportunity to do Country for Norm Schrutt at WKHX/Atlanta. But 

I loved Texas and was doing really well in rock and roll. But within 
a couple of days, my five-year-old son said, “Daddy, I was listening 
to you today and you said “ass.” I thought, “He’s going to grow 
up emulating me.” And about how I’d always been told to pursue 
Country. So I took the job and immediately became a more mature 
disc jockey trying to get into heaven.

[Future Hall of Famer] Rhubarb Jones was on 100-kw WYAY & 
WYAI, and was very successful. I had just arrived at WKHX, and saw 
him at a Travis Tritt listening party. I asked somebody to introduce me 
to him. Sweetest individual you’ve ever met. Rhubarb took my hand 
and said, “Moby, we know you’re here, and there’s plenty of room 
here for both of us. And as soon as you get settled, my wife and I want 
to take you out to dinner.” I pulled him close and said, “I didn’t come 
here to be your friend, buddy.” And I let him go and walked away. He 
knew right then the war was on. We are good friends now, but only 
because he understood that it was business. Rhubarb’s such a great 
guy that he will allow me to be his friend 20 years later.

There’s no way to express the gratitude I feel to be inducted. My 
nine-year-old daughter can walk down that hall with her grandchildren 
and point up and say, “That’s Grandpa. That’s my dad.” I didn’t know 
I’d be able to leave a legacy like that. I was absolutely stunned by the 
news. And I’d just been inducted into the Georgia Radio Hall of Fame 
the prior Saturday. When Mike Culotta from the board called, he said, 
“Well, this has been a good week for you, hasn’t it?”

I’ll know it’s time to hang up the headphones when someone calls 911 
and they carry me out feet first. After 41 years, it’s still so much fun. Retire? 
What would I do? Deer season only lasts three months a year.     CAC

Moby
One of radio’s true larger-than-life personalities, James 
“Moby” Carney worked his way up from small-town 
radio in Tennessee to WAMB,WKDA-FM and WKQB/
Nashville, WQXM/Tampa, KSRR and KLOL/Houston 
and KEGL/Dallas, making his name for years riding the 

“shock jock” wave with top ratings before a decade dominating mornings at WKHX/Atlanta, where 
Moby was first syndicated. Widely known for his community service efforts, he was so popular 
among Houston law enforcement officers that their battering ram had a Moby sticker on it and is 
still called “The Moby” today. Although diagnosed with MS in 1984, he hasn’t slowed down for a 
moment. For the past seven years, his self-syndicated morning show network from Roswell, GA has 
been carried in numerous markets in partnership with United Stations. Moby says ignorance is 
bliss. “If we’d known up front what a monumental job it was, we’d have never done it.”

“

Southern Belles: Hosting a 
2011 beauty pageant at a 
Benton House senior living 
home in Georgia in 2011. 
Moby’s been doing these for 
more than 20 years.

Hard Drivin’ Men:  
With NASCAR legends  
Kyle and Richard Petty at 
WKHX/Atlanta circa 2002.
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