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“Hired in 63 as an Ops Agent handling charters and MAC flights.  Served all over but based out 
of Burbank.  Finally went to Cold Bay to save money so I could go to flight school.  Started 
school on Jan. 1, 66 and finished April 11 and went to FTL with ink still wet on my final ticket.  
Jack Martin hired me and I started flying as a copilot in June 66.  I was really lucky but found 
Tigers was the only airline that told all employees if you got your tickets we’ll give you a try.  
There’s about 9 or 10 that enjoyed the opportunity.  From there I couldn’t have had a better life 
if a Hollywood script writer was writing a movie.  Great people, good and bad, great adventure, 
great life 

 
Don was never late for any commitment he made.  This is the first time he is.  Don was always a man of his 
words.  He was sincere about friendships and took work and friends seriously.  When I decided to marry Don 
more than twenty years ago, I did not know what a mighty powerful and remarkable man I had chosen.  I only 
knew that he was a man of his words and that he was always on time if not ahead of his schedule.  It was only 
after we got married that I learned through passage of time so much about the life he had lived since he was a 
child.  



 

Don was born on September 3, 1942 in Odessa, Texas, as the youngest of three children in the family.  Don’s 
birth mother left her children soon after she gave birth to Don.  Don’s father served in the military.  Whenever 
Don’s father, Albert, had to be stationed outside the state or overseas, Don and his two siblings, an older brother 
and an older sister, had to be sent to orphanage so that they could be looked after for their daily minimum 
surviving necessities.  From 4 years old to 10 years old, Don enjoyed having a stepmother, Marie Ellen, who 
loved him and his siblings tremendously.  It was unfortunate that Don lost Marie Ellen to Tuberculosis when he 
was only 10 years old.  The repetitive trips between home and orphanage in San Antonio, Texas forced Don to 
grow up quickly.  He learned to be street smart and defend himself when needed.   

Before Don turned 18 years old, he enlisted himself to serve in the Navy.  Serving on aircraft carrier, USS 
Kearsarge, enabled Don to expand his horizon from Texas to the World.  Don was sent to communications 
school and was in charge of the communications among navy ships using Morse Code.  I remember Don told 
me his eye-opening experience when he first went to Hong Kong with the Navy.  He said he went to a tailor and 
had a tuxedos and white dinner jacket made.  He never ran out of party dates thereafter.    

Don worked very hard to save money in order to put himself through flying school.  I remember he said that he 
only had $16.00 left in his checking account with a wife and a daughter to support when he got his flying 
license with ink still wet on the paper.  Apparently Don had made up his mind what he wanted to pursue as a 
professional career.  

He never went on any trip without books in his bags.  Don was well-read and well-travelled.  He accumulated a 
wealth of knowledge through reading, traveling all over the world, and critical thinking. The self-educating 
process elevated him to become a very intelligent, knowledgeable, and witty individual.  Furthermore, he was 
passionate about life, adventure, and helping others.  Don was never reluctant to share his thoughts and 
experience.  You could not ask a question that Don did not know the answer.  In the case when he was not so 
sure of the answer, he would research the answer and get back to you. 

Don was the anchor of my life.  He supported everything I ever wanted to pursue.  With the support system he 
built for me, I was able to go out and conquer the world, knowing that he would always be there for me and that 
I could always count on him for anything I needed help with.  He was so proud for me when I earned my MBA 
degree and passed CFA and CPA exams.  We enjoyed learning and growing together.  

Don was a world traveler.  As soon as we got married, he put together and carried out a plan with the intention 
to show me many great places I needed to see on this planet.  Apart from many great cities in the United States, 
we left our footprints in Paris, Rome, Florence, London, Cape Town, Johannesburg, and Sun City South Africa, 
Hong Kong, Ho Chih Minh City (Vietnam), Angkor Wat (Cambodia), Bali (Indonesia), Bangkok (Thailand), 
Beijing (with the Great Wall of China), Xian (with Terra Cotta soldiers), Shanghai (with the Bund), Chongqing 
(with the Flying Tiger Museum), Yangzi River (the three gorges dam), Wuhan as the transportation hub of 
China, Guilin with the amazing Limestone and river formation, and Shenzhen China with the mega golf course 
Mission Hills Resort, just to name a few.   

Don was excellent in golf.  He had gone as far as getting certified by the United States Golf Teachers 
Federation in order to be a golf instructor.  A self-taught genius in golf, Don taught me the golf sport I enjoy.  I 
remember when he first started to teach me golf it was overwhelming for me.  Reason being that there were 
many things to remember all together regarding a golf swing.  I took my time to digest everything there was to a 
swing and was very slow at implementing Don’s technique.  Don asked me just to hit the damned ball when I 
was slow at addressing the ball.  Honestly at that moment, I did not know how long I would last in golf.  I am 
certain that those of you who ever played golf with Don or took golf lessons from him can definitely relate to 
what I just shared.  Later I realized that Don wanted to teach me the skills so that I could enjoy golf and kick 
some butts on the golf courses.  I appreciate that very much now.  Thanks Don!  I am going to miss you in the 
sun every time I play golf.  

Since we got married, Don had been not only a husband but also a mentor and a best friend to me.  I looked up 
to Don for advice and answers whenever I needed someone to consult with when it comes to life and business.  
He taught me everything about America and the world.  I wish he could be here with me forever so that I could 
keep on learning from him.  

Don touched many peoples’ lives – each one of them with profound impact.  He was a remarkable man with 
many great qualities and achievements.  If we think about his up-bring, we know how hard he worked to 
accomplish so much in life.  Best of all, he was always passionate about helping others.  We will never find 



another Don McComas in this world.  He was such a special and exceptional person to every one of us that it 
would be hard to imagine that our lives would ever be the same without him.  

I love you Don.  Thank you for sharing with me the best 22 years of your life.  My life will never be the same 
without you.  I am going to miss you forever. 
 
Don McComas – Always a Tiger 

Don McComas was a Tiger.  In the true sense of the word - Whether at Flying Tigers or Fedex - Whether you 
were with him on the golf course or in the cockpit - As a friend or family member - From his friendly smile to 
his colorful golf pants - Come rain or shine, Don was Always a Tiger.   

His career spanned 36 years, flying everything from DC-8 to Boeing-747 to MD-11.  Don had the confidence of 
one who rose from handling agent to Check Captain.  And he carried that confidence with just enough humility 
that pilots were always happy to discover that Don was their instructor.  He had a way of conveying his 
experience in an easy, friendly way, making it something useful and fun for his students.   

But not just flying.  Don spent thousands of volunteer hours in service to his fellow ALPA pilots.  He served on 
the Master Executive Council, Negotiating Committees through several contracts, and Grievance Committees 
during the interims, protecting those contracts and their benefits.  Many of those benefits are still in play today, 
enjoyed by current FedEx pilots.   

Perhaps his crowning jewel of service to his fellow pilots was through his selfless, dedicated work as Chairman 
of the Flying Tiger Merger Committee during the Tiger/Seaboard merger.  Through months of countless 12+ 
hour workdays, Don led his team that protected his fellow Tiger pilots, while he treated the incoming Seaboard 
pilots with civility and respect.   

Don McComas’ working life is a legacy for those who followed, continuing to this day.  His positive attitude, 
“Can-Do” spirit, his leadership, and mostly his friendship and easy smile - will be missed by all who flew with 
him.  

Even in retirement Don served his Tiger family as President of the Retired Pilots Association and who could 
forget his organized and memorable New Orleans "Parade of Tigers" down Bourbon Street, it was fun for all. 

Don McComas was - in every sense of the word - Always a Tiger.   

 

Fly in Peace. 

      By:  A Dear Fellow Tiger, November 2016 

 

 

 
 
 


