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My brother was on the air in Oregon, auditioning for 
a job in Yakima, WA until he got drafted and left for 
Germany. He left me an old RCA reel-to-reel recorder 
with tapes from his radio show. That’s when the bug 
bit. It will be 55 years in the radio business in July. I 
feel very fortunate.
 
I would listen to my brother’s tapes, then stop the 
tape and mimic what he did and start the tape again. 
I copied the way he said the call letters over and over. 
I’d play the intro of songs on the family “hi-fi ” and 
record myself talking over the intros. I made a tape 
and took copies to the three stations in Klamath Falls 
[Oregon] and one of them hired me at 17. From that 
beginning, it was 15 years of radio jobs helping to put 
me through college, a year teaching broadcasting in 
the Army, and a year as a sergeant and U.S. Army cor-
respondent in Vietnam. That’s where I got the nick-
name “Sarge.” After getting out of the Army in 1969, 
my commercial radio career was off and running.
 
I was in Houston doing mornings and programming 
KIKK, where I worked with Country Radio Hall of Famer 
Joe Ladd. He was and is one of the most unique people 
I have ever known. I grew to love him with his big heart 
and gruff demeanor. He gave me some of my most fun 
memories. I was very organized and let’s just say Joe was 
not. I would pull all four hours of music and commercials 
for the morning show. I would even put pieces of paper in 
the stack if commercials repeated. So every day when Joe 
would come in, usually after a late night on the town, to 
follow me with the midday shift, he would grouchily close 
the drapes that I had opened to let the morning sun in. 
I would always have Ladd’s fi rst hour of music and com-
mercials ready to go. “Stop doing that,” he fi nally told me, 
while grumbling, “happy morning people.”
 
When KILT signed on playing “three in a row,” they 
killed us. To go against them, I asked permission to play 
four songs in a row. With some tricks, we pulled it off. 
Some hours we would just play one or two songs in a 
row, but it worked. Then we started doing it all the time 
– four in a row every time the music started. We called 
them “four plays.” We added a $25,000 guarantee. After 
two or three weeks I was sitting in my offi ce and I heard 
a spot start on Joe’s show before four songs had played. 
I’ll never forget what aired, “Hello and welcome to 
Mossy Oldsmobile.” The plan was to drag the promo-
tion out for a much longer period. The GM, Nick 
Trigony, came running into my offi ce saying he hadn’t 
gotten approval for the $25,000 yet. That was in 1980 
and we were still in court fi ghting the person trying to 
get the money when I left in 1984. They fi nally did a 
settlement three or four years later.
 
The station went off the air. I ran to the control room 
to see Joe with a can of root beer nearby. Once we 
opened up the board and saw the pool of root beer, 
we knew what happened. We had to go live from a 
production studio until our new board arrived.

 Our overnight host Pam Ivey used to bring her dog 
to work. I came in often to fi nd that Aysha did not get 
let outside in time and left “surprises.” And then there 
was the time Aysha ran away. Pam talked about her 
all the time and listeners were familiar. So when the 
dog ran away, we went on the air for listener help. We 
found her an hour later.
 
I wanted to get into station management and out of 
programming. I went to my GM Nick Trigony, a great 
mentor, and told him I needed something more. 

After relocating to Phoenix for another company and 
a quick stint in consulting full time, Mel Karmazin 
called me to help out with KCBQ in San Diego. The 
station was losing $1 million a year. I went in to take 
a look at the operation and was ready to move when I 
found out the station had been put up for sale. Back 
to Phoenix I went. Then they took it off the market. 
“How fast can you be in San Diego?” asked Karmazin. 
I drove to San Diego from Arizona that week. After 

18 months, the station was actually breaking even, was 
sold and I transferred to Tampa.
 
While in Tampa, my PD Jay Miller walked into my 
offi ce one night at six o’clock. “Hey do you have a 
couple minutes to talk to this guy?” asked Miller. I re-
minded him there weren’t any jobs open at the time. 
So in walks this lanky kid in a suit. We talked for about 
20 minutes. “Don’t let him leave here without hiring 
him, we’ll fi nd the money,” I told Miller. The kid had 
a natural magnetism, more charisma than JFK, and 
a big heart. That’s when I met Tom Rivers. If you are 
into classic cars, Tom was like a barn fi nd.

After three years at WQYK, off we went to Washing-
ton, DC for Bill Figenshu and Viacom at WMZQ, and 
a Classic Rock station that would become WJZW, a 
very successful Smooth Jazz station. My son had been 
running with the wrong crowd in Florida, so it made 
sense to move. I am happy to report that after 10 
years in the area, my son had turned around. He got 
a Masters degree in forensic psychology and still lives 
in the DC area helping families. It’s also where I was 
diagnosed with a benign brain tumor. After life-chang-
ing surgery, the station being sold, my son was on the 
right track, my daughter was in college, and I got a 
call about a cluster job back in Florida.
 
Back to Tampa we went. Tom Rivers was running half 
of the Infi nity stations and I ran the other half until 
Tommy transferred to Chicago. I started overseeing 
them all until I retired in 2008 at the age of 64.
 
If I could just go golf... If I’d said it once, I’d said it 
a million times. I lived in a gated golf course com-
munity. And golfed. A lot. And complained. We would 
get into long discussions and disagreements about the 
rules. And then I thought, “Oh my God, what am I 
doing?” I was jealous of the construction workers I saw 
hanging drywall in the neighborhood. I got tired of 
fl ushing the unused toilets in the house just to make 
sure the water wasn’t getting rancid. I would ride my 
bike every day, and I knew I couldn’t just count the 
number of times I pedaled anymore. So through a 
strange set of circumstances, I went to work as a fi nan-
cial consultant for Prudential.
 
When Beasley bought my old cluster of stations, I drove 
down to Naples to the corporate offi ce for a meeting. 
I told them I’m not a sales guy, I’m a manager and a 
product guy so I was named Station Manager of our 
AM station. We fl ipped from CBS Sports to “Money 
Talk 1010.” In addition to being the Station Manager, I 
am back on the air as “Sarge” with Mason Dixon, who is 
a local radio icon, an old friend, and the morning host 
on Classic Hits WRBQ “Q105”. We host the 11am hour. 
It’s just a couple of opinionated guys who know each 
other and talk about what’s happening in the world. It’s 
the most fun I have every day. This is what retirement 
should be all about...not retiring!                            CAC

Sarge In Charge

 Charlie 
Ochs

I was jealous of 
the construction 

workers I saw hanging 
drywall in the neigh-
borhood. I would ride 

my bike every day, and 
I knew I couldn’t just 

count the number 
of times I pedaled 

anymore. 

“

”

Growing up in Klamath Falls, OR, Charlie Ochs 
started his radio career in 1962 at his hometown 
station. A decorated U.S. Army sergeant and 
combat correspondent in Vietnam, Ochs put 
himself through college with radio jobs, working 
his way up with stops in Medford, OR and Beau-
mont, TX. He was the morning show host at 
KNIX/Phoenix, PD/mornings at KIKK/Hous-
ton and VP/GM at Country KCBQ/San Diego. 
From 1987-1990 he was VP/GM for WQYK AM 
& FM/Tampa, then VP/GM for WMZQ/Wash-
ington, DC for 10 years. He returned to Tampa 
in 2000 and rose to SVP/MM for WQYK AM 
& FM, Urban WLLD, Classic Hits WRBQ, Jazz 
WSJT and Tropical WYUU.

In Country: Sarge
at an ammo dump
in Vietnam.


