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TWO AIRLINES IN SPEED WAR

24 May 1934

A speed contest was in the making today between the United Air Lines and the Northwest 
Airlines on the flight between Spokane and Chicago.

United today announced reduction of its time between Spokane and Chicago to 14 ½ hours, 
effective 1 June.

The announcement follows a report from the post office department in Washington, D.C. stating 
their airmail service between the two cities will be run on a 16 ½ hour schedule. 

Both the United and the Northwest have airmail contracts. C. A. DuRose, Spokane representative 
for the Northwest Lines said today he assumed the 16 ½ hour schedule was based on the minimum 
speed requirements of 110 miles an hour.

“Within the next month we will have high-speed twin motored ships capable of 190 to 200 miles 
per hour,” DuRose said. With these new ships the flight from Spokane to Chicago will be reduced to 
13 hours and 30 minutes while the United Airlines schedule through Salt Lake City will be 14 hours 
and 30 minutes. 

“The policy of the post office department has always been to use the schedule that will get the 
mail delivered in the quickest time to any given point.” said Postmaster Walter Hubbell today. This 
will favor the Northwest Airlines.
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In the “Wild Northwest” of American civil aviation’s 
early years, no flyer earned more distinction than Mal 
Bryan Freeburg, the man we honor today. A few, includ-
ing a number sitting here today, still remember this 
remarkable Northwest Airways/Airlines pilot. But to the 
majority, Mal Freeburg’s legend is little known or appre-
ciated. We hope to correct that oversight today.

It’s ironically appropriate that we gather today in 
Richfield Methodist Church, a building no longer in 
Richfield. In 1927, the city of Minneapolis made its 
final annexation of Richfield land, moving its southern 
border from 54th Street to 62nd. That put a host of Rich-
fielders and some village institutions in Minneapolis.

Richfield also lost dominion over the land under-
neath today’s Minneapolis-St. Paul International Air-
port. MSP’s acreage was once wholly inside Richfield’s 
friendly confines. It was the rise and fall of the Twin 
City Motor Speedway—an attempt to bring big time 
auto racing to Richfield and Minnesota in 1915—that 
triggered the change. After the racetrack failed, air-
planes began buzzing around Richfield, as pilots turned 
the infield of the abandoned raceway into an airfield. 
Minneapolis business interests soon gained control of 
the land and put an airport on it. In the 1940s the Met-
ropolitan Airport Commission took over.

Richfield and the airport have had a special relation-
ship since the first planes began landing here. Local 
businesses profited from their association with the 
airfield and the village was a natural place for those 
working in the fledgling civilian aviation industry to 
settle. It continues to be home to those working at MSP 
to this day.

Among the pilots choosing to settle in Richfield was 
Mal Freeburg. Born in 1906 to Dr. Jay Freeburg and wife 
Bonita, Mal and his family later moved from his na-
tive Blackduck, Minnesota, to Minneapolis. He gradu-
ated from Minneapolis West High School. A classmate 
recalled Mal’s love for his motorcycle and how, one 
summer, he used the bike to travel to the West Coast 
accompanied by his dog. Mal spent time at the Univer-
sity of Minnesota but on a spring day in 1926, as he later 
recalled, airplanes popped into his head “for no reason 
at all.” He bought a second-hand Canadian Curtis the 
next day. Vern Roberts taught him to fly.

Mal soon married Ruth Smith, member of a promi-
nent St. Paul family, and they embarked upon a flying 
honeymoon of some 35,000 miles. It was believed to 
be the first airplane honeymoon in the region, perhaps 
the nation They later barnstormed across the Midwest 
and then briefly launched a flying service in Iowa. The 
Freeburgs would later settle in Richfield after legendary 
Minnesota and Northwest chief pilot Charlie “Speed” 
Holman hired Mal to fly for the airline in December 
1928.

In June 1930, Mal made headlines for the first time. 
The 24-year-old pilot, flying airmail from the Twin Cit-
ies to Chicago, spotted a burning railroad bridge below 
him. He had just flown over the Burlington Railroad’s 
evening express passenger train and realized it was 
heading for disaster. The resourceful pilot buzzed the 
locomotive in an attempt to warn its engineer but to no 
avail. Finally he dropped landing flares across the track 
and the locomotive rolled to a stop. Golfer Bobby Jones, 
fresh from his U.S. Open Championship at Interlachen 
in Edina, was among those on the train.

Comfortable that the train was safe, Mal flew on to 
Chicago. He didn’t report the incident with the burning 
bridge but, instead, only asked for more flares for his bi-
plane. Word of the incident got out when the train crew 
reported it. Suddenly Mal was a hero. The Burlington 
Railroad gave the Richfield pilot a gold watch and the 
Chicago Tribune added a $100 reward.

Mal Bryan Freeburg and The Right Stuff
The speech given by Fred Johnson on 
“Mal Freeburg Day,” June 12, 2010
in Richfield, Minnesota.
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Mal Freeburg literally crashed into the headlines in 
April 1932. Freeburg, along with his Northwest co-pilot 
Joe Kimm and eight passengers, was cruising through 
calm sunny skies over Wabasha, Minnesota, when 
a jolt threw him against the controls of his Ford Tri-
Motor. The plane began vibrating violently. Freeburg 
radioed the news to NWA headquarters. “This is num-
ber 4 southbound. Freeburg speaking. Propeller on left 
outboard motor just let go.” To make matters worse, the 
prop broke the engine loose from its moorings and the 
motor lodged itself in the landing gear.

Mal announced to his passengers he would try some 
aerial maneuvering to break the engine free of the plane. 
I can imagine how that announcement was received. He 
flew out over the Mississippi and pulled the nose up to 
the point of stalling while, at the same time, fishtailing 
the Tri-Motor. The motor fell free and landed in a field. 
Now he and his passengers faced a one-wheeled landing. 
Freeburg was soon on the radio reporting a safe landing 
and asking for a relief aircraft.

The backup plane arrived quickly and Mal and his 
passengers were soon on their way, landing at the Chi-
cago airport just 59 minutes late. Freeburg typed a two-
sentence report of the incident. “Delayed on account of 
motor trouble. Changed ships at Wabasha.”

It was Mal’s dealing with the near disaster, coupled 
with his saving of the Burlington passenger train that 
earned him the Congressional Air Mail Flyers Medal 
of Honor. President Franklin D. Roosevelt personally 
awarded Mal the medal during a White House ceremo-
ny in 1933. Congress had originated the honor in 1931 
to distinguish pilots performing outstanding service in 
connection with the airmail flights. Mal Freeburg was 
the first to receive this award.

Mal became the first pilot to receive another impor-
tant honor. In 1938, General Mills put Mal’s image and 

story on the back of Wheaties cereal 
box. It was the first in a series about 
heroic pilots. Makes one wonder: 
which is the higher honor in America, 
a medal from Congress or being on a 
box of the Breakfast of Champions?

As noted, the Wheaties award 
came in 1938, the congressional 
air medal in 1933. In the interven-
ing years, Mal managed a few more 
notable accomplishments. He was 
on the 1933 NWA crew that proved 
passenger service over the Rockies in 
winter was feasible. A United Airlines 
rep later warned Northwest boss Col. 
Lewis H. Britten, “If you Swedes from 

Minnesota don’t keep out of these mountains, you’re go-
ing to break you blankety-blank necks.”

Amelia Earhart was also on that flight, mainly for 
PR purposes. Mal had flown her into the Twin Cities for 
the trip. Seems that neither of them liked the other very 
much.

Then in 1934 Freeburg landed another damaged 
airliner, a Lockheed Electra, this time in front of an 
audience. Now age 28, he had taken off from St. Paul on 
the last leg of the evening Chicago to Minneapolis run 
when a control panel light flashed a warning. The plane’s 
retractable landing gear had jammed. He circled for 90 
minutes while co-pilot John Woodhead calmed worried 
passengers with tales of Mal’s previous exploits. Fire and 
police units, along with a crowd, gathered to watch the 
wheels-up landing. He brought the plane in for a land-
ing and but didn’t like his approach speed. Mal gunned 
the engines, as the onlookers ooohed, and roared 
back into the sky. On the next try, he had the speed he 
wanted and kept the plane level as it touched down. It 
began a 700-foot slide spewing sparks and debris. It 
was a perfect landing with only minimal damage to the 
plane, none to its passengers or crew.

In 1938, Mal was back in the news as he successfully 
flew a plane at high altitudes from St. Paul to Billings 
and on to Salt Lake City to test a new oxygen nose mask. 
He later flew a team of Mayo Clinic inventors of this 
mask, along with wife Vy, to Boston in another suc-
cessful test of the new device. Mal said it was as easy to 
breathe at 20,000 feet as it was on the ground.

There’s more to Mal’s flying legend but let’s return 
to Richfield and his family as we conclude. In 1942, he 
ran for mayor of Richfield and won. He and Ruth now 
had two children, James and Patricia but their marriage 
was ending. “They were both great people,” said daugh-
ter Pat, “but they should have never, never married.” He 

Norm Midthun, Don Nyrop, Gary Pisel and Dick Duxbury
attended the tribute.
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married again and new wife Violet, says Pat, was perfect 
for him.

Mal was pleased when, in 1948, his son Jim joined 
him as a Northwest pilot. Jim had turned his attention 
to flying at 13, and under his father’s tutelage, got his 
flying license at 16, shortly before his high school gradu-
ation. On his 18th birthday, Jim received his commer-
cial pilot license and instrument ratings from the Civil 
Aeronautics Administration and was immediately hired 
by Northwest. The two Freeburgs were soon scheduled 
to fly with each other, a story that made some headlines 
across the nation.

The New York Times carried an interview with both 

Freeburgs in August 1948. Mal, now 42, had just one 
complaint. “I wish Jim would call me ‘Mal,’ Captain Mal 
reported, “but he won’t do it. He still calls me Dad.”

Jim, the 18-year-old rookie—he didn’t look a day 
older in photos taken at the time—spoke up, saying 
that his father was “a very fine pilot” who had taught 
him the ins and outs of aviation. “But,” added the junior 
Freeburg, “I would rather fly with somebody else. Flying 
co-pilot with your father is just like trying to teach your 
wife to drive a car,” said the unmarried Jim.

I had the opportunity to talk with Jim several times 
by telephone for the Richfield Historical Society’s new 
book, Suburban Dawn. Our talks were very enjoyable 
and quite helpful. Unfortunately, Jim died soon after our 
interviews. We’re pleased to have his wife Jean, daughter 
Carrol and sons, Bill and John with us today.

Mal Freeburg died on May 10, 1963. He was only 57. 
In 1990, he was inducted into the Minnesota Aviation 
Hall of Fame.

Author Tom Wolfe wrote insightfully about what it 
took to be a pilot in the early days of flight, before and 
after the Second World War. In those days, wrote Wolfe, 
the flying fraternity was divided into those “who had 
it and those who did not.” What was this ineffable ‘it’ 
quality? Wolfe named a book after it. He called it The 
Right Stuff.

I’m here to tell you today, Richfield and American 
aviation legend Mal Bryan Freeburg, had “the right 
stuff.”

“Mal was to airplanes what Casey Jones was to trains. 
Only Mal had a better survival rate. Mal learned to fly in 
1926 and established Freeburg Flying Service at Shenan-
doah, Iowa. He joined Northwest Airways in 1928.

Sometimes Mal stripped down to his BVD’s to keep 
cool on hot summer nights while flying the mail. He was 
following the Burlington tracks on his way to Chicago 
one night in 1930, when he spotted a flaming railroad 
trestle over the Chippewa River near Trevina, Wisconsin.

 Mal knew the railroad schedules by heart. In a matter 
of minutes, the crack Burlington Blackhawk was due to 
cross that trestle.

He shoved the throttle forward and raced toward the 
oncoming train, banked off to one side when he saw its 
headlight, and dived repeatedly at the engine cab, with 
his landing lights blinking wildly. The engineer decided it 
was just another hotshot pilot showing off, and made no 
move to slow down until Freeburg desperately dropped 
several of the emergency landing flares with which his 
Waco was equipped.”

Ann Kerr, Bert Sisler and Mal’s daughter Pat 
Freeburg. The partial quote to the right is from Ann’s 
“Ladyskywriter” blog, blog.ladyskywriter.com which 
you will no doubt find interesting.
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By Gary Ferguson

I  would never have imagined that I would have any use 
for Twitter, but it has turned out to be important to 

me in a way that I could not have guessed.
Just over two years ago a chef friend of the owners 

of several out-of-work mobile food trucks here in Los 
Angeles—commonly called taco trucks, or more deri-
sively, "roach coaches"—proposed that they try upgrad-
ing a truck with gourmet foods and splashy graphics. 
They called it "Kogi" and served what they termed fusion 
food—Korean barbeque served in rice "cakes" shaped 
like a taco. To say that that first truck was an instant 
success is a monumental understatement. There are now 
three more copies of that truck reportedly doing very 
well. 

Key to such success was fortunate timing. The social 
networking sites such as Twitter and Facebook were just 
coming into widespread popularity and proved to be 
a perfect fit for this new endeavor. Twitter was actu-
ally launched in 2006 but seemed to hit its full stride 
around the time these trucks began hitting the streets 
of LA. Fans of those trucks, and the inevitable copycat 
ones that soon followed, "tweeted" all their friends and 
they all their friends, etc. It soon became the thing to do 
for the young, hip crowd in Los Angeles. It was new, it 
was hip and, most of all, it was social. And it didn't hurt 
that this food was really good—easily as good as most 
dine-in restaurants and relatively cheap. By 
the end of 2009 the trucks were simply 
the scene.

It was now commonplace for trucks to announce 
where they were going to park and have crowds wait-
ing when they got there. The local media was having a 
field day—something new and exciting in an otherwise 
depressing economy. And they had dubbed them the 

"Gourmet Food Trucks."

Earlier this year two enterprising young women orga-
nized an event called "LA Food Fest" in downtown 

Los Angeles in a large, open, fenced space which would 
cost each person five bucks to get in. Twenty five of what 
everyone was now calling the gourmet food trucks were 
in attendance from 10AM to early evening. Three of us 
went down to check it out. We got there around one in 
the afternoon and noted that people were streaming in 
that direction in large numbers as we walked the few 
blocks from where we parked. When we got to the en-
trance there was a line stretching to the end of the block. 
As we headed toward the end of the line I said to my son 
Tim, "Look, the line is clear around to the other corner." 

"No it isn't," offered a woman going the opposite 
direction. "It's seven blocks from here!"

We could see that there were several thousand peo-
ple inside standing in line at the trucks, so we decided 
to have lunch somewhere else. It was later reported that 
15,000 people attended and that they eventually had to 

 twitter? Really?
	  Relevant to our generation?
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turn away another 3,000 that never did get in.
I'm not exactly sure what you would call something 

where a person paid five bucks for the privilege of stand-
ing in line for an hour at each truck, but I'd call it a 
phenomenon. 

Tim and his friend Beth had for some time been mak-
ing different exotic flavors of ice cream as a hobby. All 

their friends kept telling them that they should be selling 
it. Last Fall one gallery owner invited them to bring some 
ice cream to an event in downtown Los Angeles called 
Art Walk LA, where thousands gather the first Thursday 
of each month. Their ice cream was a big hit.

Sometime last November the light bulb went on over 
my head. We discussed the possibility of creating a truck 
to serve hand-dipped hard ice cream. As far as we knew 
no one had done that yet. We researched a batch freezer 
that could be mounted in the truck with the ability to 
make gelato, sorbet and frozen ices as well as ice cream.

As we were formulating our plans as to how we 
might actually do this I happened on a ten year old step 
van, once owned by the city of LA, with only 7,500 miles 
on it for a bargain-basement price. I bought the truck 
and we formed a partnership and decided to go for it.

By that time, in less than a year, there were already 
fifty gourmet food trucks on the streets—most serving 
some variation of hot food. There was one other serving 
commercial ice cream as cookie sandwiches, another 
serving soft serve ice cream and two or three more 
peddling cupcakes and desserts. All but two or three 
of them were simply leased catering trucks designed to 
cook hot food now covered with splashy vinyl wraps 
applied to the exterior. There are now some ninety 
gourmet trucks, but ours would be the only one serving 
hand-dipped ice cream. 

What we needed was something unique. I found a 
company that has been building catering trucks 

for the movie industry and others for more than three 
decades and are the acknowledged best in the business 
in Southern California. It would not only be a challenge 
for us to design a truck to serve hand-dipped ice cream, 
it would be a challenge for them as well. Their price 
included guaranteed permitting by the health depart-
ment—no small thing, since LA county is probably the 
toughest in the nation.

What followed was weeks and weeks of ironing out 
details as we worked to get the truck just as we wanted 
and still meet the regulations. Finding space for a 
generator large enough to handle the dipping cabinet, 
refrigerators and the 240V batch freezer wasn't easy. 

Initially I had hoped to be on the road by the end of 
February. What an innocent I was! Just getting the plans 
approved by the regulatory agencies took a full month. 
Once the truck was completed it took almost another 
full month just to get an appointment to get it inspected 
and permitted. (One has to wonder how any commerce 
gets done in such a regulatory climate.)

As agonizing as all the waiting was though, I have to 
admit that it's been a long time since I've had so much 
fun. Solving all the myriad details so that we had a 
truck that worked right out of the gate was a challenge I 
relished.

As one might expect, new business models are fre-
quently met with opposition from the old guard. With 
all the press these trucks were getting the brick-and-
mortar restaurants, particularly the corporate chain 
restaurants, were envious and politically antagonistic. 
(Some have since launched trucks of their own.) They 
felt that the trucks were competing unfairly with mini-
mal investment and, worse than that, they were going to 
where the people were instead of making them come to 
their restaurants. And they were right—that was exactly 
the point.

We are one of the founding members of the SoCal 
Mobile Food Vendors Association, created to both regu-
late ourselves and to deal with the political pressures of 
an over-regulated and politicized city and county. It has 
already proved highly beneficial and will become even 
more so in the future.

As I write this Tim and Beth have been on the road 
for only three weeks, but it appears that we have met 

our early goals and then some. What fun!

At Art Walk LA, July 8th, they sold ice cream and 
floats as fast as they could scoop it for 4 1/2 hours
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Robert Mathias “Bob” Lindrud, age 89, a retired 
Northwest Airlines Captain, flew west for a final check 
on May 5, 2010 in Seattle, Washington. He was born 
April 10, 1921 in Winona, Minnesota, the son of John 
R. and Marie (Vater) Lindrud of Cochrane, Wisconsin. 
His early years were spent in Alma, Wisconsin where 
he graduated from Alma High School in 1939. He 
earned the rank of Eagle Scout at age 13, the first and 
youngest in Buffalo County, and later became Scout 
Master of Troop 54. 

His flying career began while attending St. Mary’s 
College in Winona, Minnesota. After taking flying 
lessons from Max Conrad at the Winona Airport, he 
achieved a Private Pilot’s License and Limited Com-
mercial. 

Bob enlisted in the United States Navy in 1941 as 
a Seaman Second Class. After completing “E” base 

in Minneapolis, Minnesota, he was transferred to 
Pensacola Naval Air Station as an Aviation Cadet. He 
graduated from Pensacola with the rank of Ensign 
and Naval Aviator, later receiving training as carrier 
pilot and landing signal officer (LSO or “Paddles”). 
     While serving as a flight instructor for combat tac-
tics and carrier takeoffs and landings, he developed 
ulcers, landing him in the hospital in Jacksonville, 
FL. In 1943 he received a medical discharge from the 
Navy and on Oct. 27, of that year he married his nurse, 
the former Marry McPhail, who had cared for him in 
the hospital. 

Bob attended air traffic control school in Chicago, 
and became a controller at Wold Chamberlain Field, 
now known as Minneapolis-St. Paul International 
Airport. In 1945, after working for a year as Airway 
Traffic Controller, he was hired by Northwest Orient 
Airlines and returned to the air as a co-pilot flying 
DC-3s out of Minneapolis. He soon transferred to 
the Seattle base where, except for one year based in 
Tokyo, he remained until retirement in 1970. Bob flew 
the “Orient” in DC-4s, Boeing 377s, DC-6s, Lockheed 
1049s, DC-7s, DC-8s, and the Boeing 707. An interest-
ing side note: Earl Hale and Bob flew the first sched-
uled airline flight out of the “new” Seattle-Tacoma 
Airport. 
     After retirement, Bob and Mary made their homes 
in Seattle in the summer and Hawaii in the winter. 
They enjoyed boating and made long summer trips on 
the inland waterway to Alaska and back on the “Cor-
sair,” his 55 ft. Chris Craft. Bob and Mary belonged to 
the Seattle, Meydenbauer Bay and Shrine Yacht Clubs. 
Bob was a 32nd degree Mason and a Shriner in Nile 
Temple. He was also an enthusiastic and generous sup-
porter of Children’s Hospital in Seattle. 
Bob is survived by his brother, John Lindrud of Eau 
Claire, Wisconsin; two sisters, Louise Waldkirch of 
DePere, Wisconsin, and Elaine Vandenbranden of 
Mission,Texas, many cousins, nieces and nephews. He 
was preceded in death by his loving wife of 63 years, 
Mary, his parents, his sister Therese and his son Mi-
chael who was killed in a plane crash in 1966 at age 
20. The family requests that memorials be directed to 
Children’s Hospital of Seattle, or the children’s charity 
of the donor’s choice. At Bob’s request, there will be 
no service. Farewell Captain Bob, have a smooth flight 
west. 					     (Continued)

“Bob” Lindrud
1921 ~ 2010
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F rom the Guest Book 

     Judy Satterfield Kranak: I first met Bob and Mary 
Lindrud when I was a very young girl. Bob and my 
Dad flew with Northwest Orient Airlines, and the Lin-
druds and my parents (John & Mary Satterfield) be-
came very good friends. Bob and Dad were both 32nd 
degree Masons, and Shriners together also. I remem-
ber Mary as such a fine and wonderful lady, and Bob 
as almost like family. Dad had a nickname for Bob, 

and we all called him “Ugh”. I remember how tragic 
their son’s death was, and how Bob told my folks 
that when Michael and I grew up Bob wanted us to 
marry! :) I have wondered so many times through the 
years since my folks passed on (2000 and 2006) where 
Bob and Mary were. Bob was a wonderful gentleman, 
and I send my sincere condolences and heartfelt sym-
pathy to the family of this fine person upon his pass-
ing. “Happy landings,” “Ugh”—I can just see you and 
Dad laughing and sharing a joke or two!

 “When once you have tasted flight, you will forever walk the 
earth with your eyes turned skyward, for there you have been, 
and there you will always long to return.”
 							       — Leonardo da Vinci

Rita Ann (Baumann) Dummer, age 77 of Bloom-
ington, Minnesota died March 3, 2010 peacefully 
at home with her husband and children by her side 
following a long and courageous battle against lung 
cancer.  

She was preceded in death by her parents, Dr. and 
Mrs. A. W. Baumann and by her brother Dr. A. R. 
Baumann.  Survived by her loving husband, retired 
Northwest Airlines Captain Tom Dummer, children 
Mark (Heather), Madonna Bartusch (Paul), John 
(Kathy ), Pippi Aldrian (Christoph), grandchildren 
Lindsay, Eric, Ella, William, and great granddaughter, 
Adiana, and by sister, Bonnie Stadtherr.  

Rita was a friend to many and a long time sup-
porter of the Pilot’s Wives Association.  She leaves a 
legacy of love of family, knowledge and friends.

Rita Ann Dummer
1933 ~ 2010
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Douglas Hamilton Waddell, age 74, a retired North-
west Airlines Captain, flew west for a final check on 
April 4, 2010 in his home in Port Orchard, Washing-
ton, lovingly surrounded by his family. Born Decem-
ber 29, 1935 to Hamilton and Anne Waddell in Port 
Alberni, B.C. Canada, Doug grew up in Port Alberni 
and Prince Rupert B.C. After graduating from Brooks 
High School in Powell River, B.C. Doug applied for 
U.S. citizenship and attended the University of South-
ern California. 

Doug served in the USAF from 1955–1960 and 
was trained in electronic countermeasures. Ostensibly 
based at Larson Air force Base in Moses Lake, Wash-
ington, Doug actually spent most of his Air Force 
career as a “Raven” flying secret electronic radar mis-
sions in the bomb bay of a B-29 or B-50 and occasion-
ally an RC-130 or EC-121 out of Ladd AFB in Alaska 
to Japan. Many of these were over the Kamchatka Pen-

insula of Russia and to use Doug’s own words “tweak-
ing the gunners at Vladivostok.” These flights are still 

“denied” by the US. These missions are described in 
the 2001 book, “By Any Means Necessary.”

Doug married Janice Marchetti in 1963, and later 
resigned a great job as a Boeing flight line test engi-
neer to devote full time in acquiring the required air-
man’s credentials to become an airline pilot. He soon 
had all the required ratings, and in 1967 West Coast 
Airlines hired Doug. While in the Initial ground 
school with West Coast, Doug got a call from Pan 
American Airlines offering him a pilot position. Doug 
declined, telling them he had made a commitment to 
West Coast Airlines and would not renege. 

Fate would prove the wisdom of his decision to 
stay with West Coast Airlines. “Fate Is The Hunter” 
(Gann), as later West Coast Airlines merged to be-
come Airwest, then, Hughes Airwest, then, Republic, 
and finally Northwest Airlines. During those years, 
Doug flew the DC3, F-27, DC-9 and retired as a 
captain on the Boeing 727 in 1995. By the time Doug 
retired from Northwest, Pan Am had long ceased to 
exist.

Doug and Janice elected to provide a stable home 
for their girls, so Doug commuted for the last 18 years 
of his flying career. Mainly to Phoenix, Detroit and 
Minneapolis. During this time they made their home 
in the Seattle area and enjoyed boating throughout 
the Washington and British Columbia Coasts. Doug 
and Janice then retired to Port Orchard, Washington 
where they spent his remaining 15 years active in the 
boating community and lovingly involved in their 8 
grandchildren’s lives. 

Doug Waddell was loved by his family and ad-
mired by all who knew him. Doug is survived by his 
wife Janice, of Port Orchard, WA; children: Teresa 
Wendland, Joanne Love (Steve), Donna Waddell, 
grandchildren: Brian, Jordan, and Megan Wendland, 
John, James and Olivia Love, Joe and Douglas Pierce; 
and brothers: Gary Waddell (Liz) of Kitimat, B.C. and 
Roger Waddell (Michelle) of Camrose, Alberta. 

Doug Waddell was a man of unquestioned integri-
ty and ability. His good friend Jack Kastien stated that; 

“In the 43 years I have known this man, I have not met 
one person that was not deeply fond of Doug Waddell.” 
To quote a close mutual friend; “If we behave ourselves, 
we’ll see you soon, gear up dear friend.”

Doug Waddell
1935 ~ 2010
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	 DATE OF RETIREMENT FROM NWA DELTA AS:

CHANGE: This is a change             
of address or status only

 REGULAR (NR)  $35
Pilots: Retired NWA,
post-merger retired Delta,
or Active Delta

 AFFILIATE (AF)  $25
Spouse or widow of RNPA 
member, pre-merger Delta 
retired pilots, other NWA or 
Delta employees, a friend, or a 
pilot from another airline

MEMBERSHIP TYPE

MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO:
“RNPA”

AND MAIL TO:
Retired NWA Pilots’ Assn.
Dino Oliva
3701 Bayou Louise Lane
Sarasota FL 34242-1105

PAYMENT

U. S. POSTAL SERVICE: We are 
unable to change mailing addresses 
seasonally. Instead, Contrails and all 
other mail is sent First Class to your 
permanent mailing address, which 
provides for forwarding, unlike our 
previous mailing system. If desired, 
please arrange forwarding through 
the U. S. Postal Service.

*EMAIL NOTE: To protect email ad-
dresses they are published only on 
the RNPA website (www.rnpa.org), 
which is password protected. You 
must send any future change to Phil 
Hallin:

RNPAnews (at) bhi.com

MAILING NOTES

Membership Application
and

Change of Address Form



RNPA Treasurer:
Dino Oliva
3701 Bayou Louise Lane
Sarasota FL 34242

Presorted
First Class Mail

U.S. Postage Paid
City of Industry, CA

Permit No. 4127 

FIRST CLASS

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%
.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%

.009%.009%.009%
* Percentage of members who have sent a letter to the editor in this issue.

.009%*


