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January 23, 1944. The battle order was posted on 
the bulletin board next to the mess. When I looked 
at the list, I was uneasy. I didn’t know why. Maybe 

my uneasiness was for nothing. The front was the best 
place in the formation. We wouldn’t be told our objective 
until take-off. Pete Rheinhart was listed as the co-pilot. 
He was good, so good that he had just been given his 
own crew. I wondered why he was posted with us.

The 352nd Bomb Squadron was stationed at Cerignola 
#1 (Giulia, Italy). My group, the 301st, had been in Italy 
about two months. Our Flying Fortress was nicknamed 
The Joker, and each of the crew carried a joker from 
a deck of cards. We had just over 233 mission-hours 
together since July when we started. This mission was 
to be our thirty-third, and I wondered if the number 
would be lucky. I hoped we would have our fifty 
missions in by April, and I would make it home formy 
son Mikey’s first birthday on the fourth of May. It was 
a promise that I had made to my wife, Gwen, and she 
was counting on it.

The next morning, January 24, 1944, I was still uneasy 
when we reported to the field. There were two new 
faces in our crew of nine. The tail gunner had been 
bumped by Kirby Hock, who was on his forty-sixth 
mission, and soon to go home. He had the option to 
bump because he was between his forty-fifth and fiftieth 
missions. He had chosen our plane. He must not have 
shared my uneasiness. The other stranger was Rector 
Greene, a new kid on his second mission. He had taken 
the place of our regular upper turret gunner.

The pilot, Albert Romans, and Rheinhart had come 
back from briefing and given us our target. “Sofia, 
Bulgaria!” My heart sank. Sofia wasn’t a military target; 
it was a political target. 

The sun was up as we took off, and we circled the 
field waiting for the squadron to form. When all the 

Mission Number Thirty-Three
by LEON W. CARVER

 Above: B-17 Flying Fortresses in formation on their 
way to a European target. 

NMUSAF

Summer Journal 2018 V2-mission 33.indd   24 7/19/18   11:49 AM

As seen in the Air Force Museum Foundations’ Friends Journal, Summer 2018



Summer 2018   •   FRIENDS JOURNAL        25     

☛

big bombers were in position, we headed east, straight 
toward the sun and the Adriatic. There was the usual 
chatter over the intercom. Patting my pocket, I felt the 
tiny piece of good luck that Gwen had sent me, and 
I smiled. The crew wouldn’t fly without Mikey’s first 
shoe.

We hit the coast, and it was time for me to enter the 
turret. Steve Ciotti, the waist gunner, turned the crank, 
and the hatch slid back. He patted my back, and I swung 
into the bottom ball turret and eased myself down. I 
am about average height at five feet nine inches, but my 
legs were short, so I fit into the bubble with no room 
to spare. It was already cold as I plugged in the oxygen, 
intercom, and heated long johns that I wore under my 
drab green jump suit. My feet went automatically into 
position, the right foot on the intercom button and the 
left on the range button. Snapping the safety strap into 
place, I closed the latch from the inside. I always had 
an eerie feeling when the hatch was first closed leaving 
me alone and cut off in the turret. Glancing between 
my feet and seeing the sky below gave me a feeling of 
isolation and loneliness.

Sofia was obscured by clouds so we proceeded to Dolno 
Tserovene, a target of opportunity. There hadn’t been 
any fighters, but little clouds of black flak surrounded 

the plane. Suddenly there was a whump, like someone 
hitting a bucket with a two by four, and then the sound 
like gravel on a tin roof that told me we’d been hit. 
Romans asked me to check the number two inboard 
engine for damage, but there wasn’t much to see until 
it shut off and the blades turned to the side. I yelled 
that the engine had feathered. Relief was my reaction 
as Romans came on and said we were going to stay 
with the formation at combat cruising speed despite the 
engine loss.

We dropped our load, and as we came off the target, 
the upper turret called out, “Attackers, out of the 
sun!” I saw them. There were about thirty in attack 

formation, Focke-Wulf 190s with their  yellow noses 
were Goering’s top of the line planes piloted by the 
German elite. As they rolled through our formation, I 
could see the pilots’ faces from my position in the turret. 
I started to act without thought, just doing what I had 
been trained to do.

Our number four engine was hit. I saw smoke to my side, 
and it started to feather. I screamed that the supercharger 
linkage had been shot away. With two engines gone, we 
couldn’t keep up. The rest of the formation slid past, and 
we looked for cloud cover with the other cripples. As we 
eased into the billowy whiteness, our carburetors and 
windscreen iced up. We were at 17,000 feet with two 
engines wind-milling and two engines feathered. We 
were losing air speed and altitude fast, and the navigator 
was complaining to Romans that we were turning. The 
pilot yelled, “Never mind the turn, I’m trying to stay 
right side up!

Romans told me to get out of the turret. I knew he was 
thinking of bailing out, because he always kept me in the 
turret for as long as possible. Steve and I had practiced 
the drill many times. We had planned to go together. I 
was out of the turret and into my chute in five seconds. 
Rushing to the rear, I kicked the hatch out. When I 
turned, I saw Ciotti motion for me to come back. As I 

walked back to plug in, Steve dropped to his knees 
and crossed himself in prayer. Feeling that I should 
help matters as much as possible, I knelt beside 
him and began the only prayer I could think of 
at that moment, “Our Father who art in heaven, 
hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy 
will be done, on earth as it is in heaven...”

Romans had spotted a flat place, the only one 
around, and he was asking if we wanted to jump 

A bullet snapped past my head. We 
were being shot at by the Germans. 
We started running.”

“
or ride it down. Romans was a good pilot, and we 

knew it, so we decided to stick it out. Instantly we began 
jettisoning guns, boxes, and ammunition. Anything that 
wasn’t tied down went out the open door.

The Army had prescribed a procedure for crash landing, 
and we had all practiced it often. The crew, except for the 
pilots, were positioned above the wing, like half a dozen 
eggs in a carton. My position was against the bulkhead 
with Ciotti in front of me, my knees in his back, and my 
hands on his shoulders. Two more were next to us, and 
two more on the other side. Sika, our radio operator, was 
sending an SOS until the last moment, and so Henton, 
the bombardier, reached up and pulled him into position 
by force. As I waited for impact, I thought of the 
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cold mountains below, and I wondered if it would hurt 
when I got killed. 

Up front, Romans and Rheinhart were fighting for 
control of the big Fortress. The flat place was actually 
a high valley with a river running through it and trees 
to one side. The plan was to dead stick to the low side 
of the river, and then balloon into the trees on the other 
side.

“Piece of cake,” I thought as we made a soft hit into 
the trees. Then the vibration started. It felt like an 
earthquake followed by a big bang as the plane hit the 
ground. The rest seemed like a slow motion movie. 
As we continued to slide, the plane broke in two.  
We heard the tail hit, and then the left wing tore off, 
and we bounced to a stop. With my knee on Ciotti’s 
back, and my hand on his shoulder in the prescribed 
manner, his head snapped into my nose and blood oozed 
out before we were thrown apart. I became aware of 
a sharp pain in my knees. I looked up and saw blood 
streaming down the faces of Henton and Sika. Camara, 
the navigator, opened the door to the back section and 

stood there amazed that there was no back section — the 
tail was gone. 

We piled out of the wreck. The first thing I realized 
was that I wasn’t dead. Next, a wave of despair flooded 
my body. I was twenty-two, away from everyone that 
I loved, and none of us, not even the navigator, knew 
where we were. Henton, the only other married crew 
member, turned to me and said, “We’re in trouble now 
Carver. They’ll declare us dead and our wives will 
remarry. Then they’ll get our insurance and when we 
get out, we’ll have to pay it back.”

I smiled. Right now I just wanted to get out. All crews 
had been briefed on what to do if they went down. 
Our instructions were short and clear, “Head for the 
mountains.” We looked  around; we were surrounded 
by mountains. The sky was gray and dirty. It was late 
afternoon and it was quiet, too quiet, like a graveyard. 
Everyone was banged up, but we were lucky, no one was 
seriously hurt. 
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After one last look at The Joker, we started to walk. 
We got about fifty yards when one of the biggest men 
I’ve ever seen stood up and began yelling at us. He was 
waving a rifle clutched in his upraised hand. A bushy 
black beard covered his face below a brimless round hat. 
There was an insignia on  the front where the hat sloped 
to the top, but we were too far away to tell what it was. 
He wasn’t wearing a uniform, just a black tunic and 
pants that were made of homespun wool, and across his 
chest he had crossed bandoleers. 

We still were heading away from him when four more 
men dressed as he was and  carrying rifles popped up. The 
first man was still shouting as we started moving away 
faster. Then Steve Sika called, “Hey, wait a minute, I 
think we’re going the wrong way.” Steve’s grandmother 
was from the Ukraine, and she had lived with Steve’s 
family when he was little. He could still remember a few 
words. “They say we’re headed toward the Germans.”

These men were Chetniks — Serbian resistance fighters. 
They had been in a fight with the Germans that morning, 
and they had been running and fighting the rest of the 
day. The group was about one hundred strong. The 
five that we now saw were scouts for the main party. 
They had heard our crash. We had crashed between the 
Chetnik and German lines.

[Editor’s Note: The Chetniks were an almost exclusively 
Serbian organization which, after initially resisting the Axis 
occupiers of the Serbian portion of Yugoslavia, spent most of the 
war fighting the communist-ledYugoslav Partisans.]

A bullet snapped past my head. We were being shot at by 
the Germans. We started running. I’ll never forget that 
run. My knees were sore from the crash, and the pain 
stabbed up my legs. My boots felt heavy, they picked up 
thick mud with every step. We kept running without 
thinking or resting. Unable to go farther, I slowed. 
Suddenly, I felt myself lift off the ground, but I was still 
going forward. Two of the Chetniks had come from 
behind with a rifle stretched between them and raised 
me off my feet. They carried me between them like a 
child on a swing. On we went, over a hill and down into 
a little village. We slowed to a stop. I was thirsty now, 
and tired.

Cheering, smiling villagers crowded around as we walked 
up the road. Hands reached out and a glass flask was put 

into my fists. I was so thirsty, I swallowed three gulps 
without thinking. “Fire,” I gasped, breathless. People 
kept hugging me and kissing me. Our Chetniks paraded 
us up and down the village. We couldn’t understand the 
language, but we knew that we were some prize: the 
wonderful Americans who would liberate the people. As 
we left the little village, an ox cart was procured. I rode 
because of my knees, and Henton rode because he had 
celebrated so much with the plum brandy.

We were with the Chetniks for about six weeks. At first 
we were just confused, and we didn’t know where we 
were going or where we were. Sika had a compass, and 
when we went west, we were sure we were headed to 
the Adriatic, but we would go east, west, north, south 
and all points in between. We went where the group 
went, and the group kept moving.

The Chetniks would enter a village where Germans 
were located, and their superior number would easily 
defeat the handful of Germans who occupied the 
village. The Chetniks would strut around bragging 
about the great victory. The Germans would soon hear 
of the “occupation” of the village, and send a truck with 
reinforcements. The Chetniks would wait until the 
transport was pulling into the south end of the village, 
and then high-tail it out of the north end pushing their 
brave American heroes ahead of them.

NMUSAF
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  Chetniks — Serbian resistance fighters.

Mission Thirty-Three continued from pg 26
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made them the Ustache. They roamed the country 
looking for traitors and were much feared. We had 
heard stories about their brutality and did not wish to 
encounter them.

We were trying to find out where we were when a note 
arrived by courier. We were surprised when the leader of 
our group gave it to Romans. It was written in English, 
good English. This miracle note asked if we were all 
right, told us to stay where we were if we could, and, 
“Did we need anything? Did we need any money?” We 
were elated and wary. This epistle was signed Captain 
Georgie. We dutifully reported that our answer was  that 
we didn’t need anything and that we were fine. This had 
a strange effect on the Chetniks. With rifle butts, fists, 
and boots, the Chetniks made it clear that we did need 
money, and we changed our note accordingly.

A few days later, we got our first look at the fictional 
Captain Georgie. We were sitting in a cafe, in a small 
village when in walked a tall officer wearing a British 
uniform with his tunic buttoned. He had riding 
pants topping wrapped leggings and black boots. A 
Montgomery beret sat on his neatly combed blond head. 
His mustache was trimmed, and his face looked like he 
had just shaved. He wore a thigh-length, leather-and 
-sheepskin-lined vest and, of all things, a monocle. He 
had an air of being in charge as he said with a half smile, 
“I say, you Yanks are most odoriferous.”

Captain Georgie was really British MI-4 Captain George 
Moore, nicknamed Captain Georgie by the Chetniks. 
The MI-4s were behind German lines, and in groups 
of two, teaching the Chetniks to blow up strategic 

Most of our communication with the Chetniks was 
through a slender little Jewish man whom we called 
Dr. Micha. His main communication to us was, “Go by 
feet,” “nothing ahead” and “don’t take shoes off.” We 
began to learn other words in the language, mostly for 
food and water. We would hear “pokret” and have thirty 
seconds or less to be running. Sometimes I did take off 
my boots when I slept, but I tied them to my wrist by 
the laces. I didn’t want to hear “pokret” in my sleep, 
and have to leave them on the ground. The Chetniks 
paraded us at each village we came to. I was still wearing 
my army issue green flight suit over the electric suit that 
I had worn in the turret, but this time there was no plug 
in to keep me warm. By now, I was sick of my own smell 
and of lice and dirt, and my wrist was raw where I had 
scratched the lice until it bled.

We began to realize that we weren’t headed to freedom, 
and we debated our options. There were nine of us. 
Romans, our pilot, was a ripe old twenty-six. I was next 
at twenty-two. We agreed that Romans would be in 
charge, and after all the debating, we would let him have 
the final say. We considered giving up, but we agreed 
we would have to surrender to a real German officer and 
not the Ustashe. 

[Editors note: The Ustashe was a Croatian ultranationalist 
organization that seized power following the Axis invasion of 
Yugoslavia and declared the formation of the Independent State 
of Croatia which they ran as a puppet state of Italy and Nazi 
Germany.]

When the Germans “liberated” a country they also 
liberated all the prisons. They released the felons, and 

 Leon Carver, above, and right with Gwen Carver, photographed 
after his return to the U.S.
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German targets. Behind him 
trailed a British corporal of 
medium height, medium 
weight, medium coloring, 
medium everything, until he 
opened his mouth and spoke. 
When Ernest spoke, there was 
no question of his nationality; 
he was cockney through and 
through.

Captain Georgie talked with 
the Chetniks. We learned later 
that he spoke French, German, 
Italian, Spanish and several 
dialects of Serbian. I saw gold change hands, and we 
made a hasty retreat with Captain Georgie and Ernest 
who was leading a saddle horse and pack horse.

With relief and optimism, we left the Chetniks and 
started to climb. It seemed that we went up and up. 
We arrived at a farm and were put up in a one-room 
house set apart from the main buildings. I remember 
the simple farmer, Triko Zoravich, and his son Zora 
Trikovich, put fresh straw on the floor and tried to make 
us comfortable. We were told that a drop was being 
arranged for us. After that, Captain Georgie would try 
to evacuate us.

When the British bombed, they bombed at night in 
train (bomber stream) instead of formation like the 
Americans. When they were to make a bombing run 
close to us, they would put an extra plane in the line. As 
it reached our area, it would head off and drop supplies to 
us. The drop was wonderful. Like a child at Christmas, 
I remember my pleasure at each item. There was soap, 
toothpaste and brush, clean shorts and socks, a British 
uniform, and heavy hobnail boots that were actually 
made for walking.

Taking my package, I made for the creek. I will never 
again take clean for granted. Scrubbing my body until it 
was red, I finally felt clean. I brushed my teeth and my 
gums bled. I then put on my clean underwear, socks, and 
uniform. I threw the filthy aircraft rags away.

We were each given 20-franc gold Napoleons worth 
about $20 each, and directions to a series of rendezvous 
points. In addition, we were now armed. I had a British 
Sten gun with six extra clips of 50 rounds each, and a 
British army issue .38 caliber Webly pistol. Even better 
than that though, we were each given one of the long 

leather and sheepskin vests that the 
British wore, and we finally felt warm.

Ciotti, Ernest, and I were in charge of 
a pony that carried our suitcase radio, 
a battery, and a hand crank generator 
in case the batteries failed. There 
were eleven of us now, and we all had 
assignments. Henton was in charge 
of the animals. There were four of 
them: our little brown pony, Captain 
Georgie’s saddle horse, a grey pony, 
and a white devil named Zekan. Zekan 
and Henton carried on a running battle 
from the moment they met. It didn’t 

matter where we were going, Zekan always knew the 
best way, and wouldn’t allow himself to be pushed or led. 
Whenever Henton would try, front or back, he would 
be bitten or kicked. Then, of course, Henton would kick 
back, and it would all start over again.

From this time, we were in daily contact with the 
outside world. Each day, Ernest would radio our position 
and anything that was happening to a central point in 
Bari, Italy. We would then be told where to go next to 
keep away from the Germans and Ustache. There were 
groups all over Yugoslavia reporting in the same way 
giving Bari an overall view of the area.

During the month that we moved with Captain Georgie, 
we picked up some loyal Chetniks that the Captain 
trusted. There were 10 of them, so Captain Georgie was 
now in command of a sizable group. We ate off the land 
during this time and usually were well fed. The peasants 
in this region automatically fed any soldiers that came 
around, although sometimes they were too frightened 
of us to cooperate. 

It was different traveling with the British, because 
Captain Georgie would always keep us informed about 
where we where. Most of the people were friendly and 
cooperated, but we never stayed long in one place. We 
had our gold, and if we got separated from the group, 
we were to make our way, buy it if necessary, to the 
next point. Our plan was to make for the Albanian coast 
where we would steal a fishing boat and go across the 
Adriatic to Italy. 

We had to stay in the mountains to keep from being 
discovered, so we moved cautiously from one rendezvous 
point to the next, usually about three or four days away.

☛

 B-17s on a bombing run over Europe. 

NMUSAF
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One clear spring day, I was up in front walking with 
Romans. This was an unusual place for me, I usually 
hung around the rear trying to keep up because of my 
short legs. As we topped a rise, I realized I was looking 
directly into the faces of a German patrol about 50 yards 
away. We were a large group, sort of impressive, with 
our tams and hobnail boots. The German patrol looked 
at us; we looked at them, and then we both took off 
running in opposite directions. 
We all knew that we were 
now in trouble. As soon as the 
Germans stopped running, 
they would report where they 
had seen us. We had to scrub 
our escape plan for Albania, 
and go to plan “B” which was 
to get out of the area as fast as 
possible.

Our guide led us to a large river 
that was in flood. We needed 
to get across, and we needed 
to move fast. We were now in 
a semi-flat exposed area, and 
the Germans knew our general 
location. By nightfall, some 
more friendlies had appeared 
on the opposite side of the 
swollen river, and we were 
instructed how to get across. 
We had one rickety row boat 
to which two ropes were tied. 
An end was strung to each side 
of the river. I am not sure how 
the one end of the rope reached the other side. Three of 
us, a full load for our tiny craft, would climb aboard and 
shove off. The boat would be carried down the stream 
by the rush of water as our side slackened the rope. On 
the opposite bank, the rope was held taunt causing the 
little vessel with its terrified passengers to swing in an 
arc to the other side. Then the original group would pull 
the empty boat back to the start, and the process would 
begin again. It took seven trips for all of us to make it 
over. I went in one of the first loads with Ciotti and a 
terrified Chetnik.

Directly behind us was a railroad, with a paved road 
on the other side. Every now and then, blacked out 
trucks could be heard rumbling slowly by. Evil looking 
blockhouses were sitting near the track on each side of 
us, their empty windows a reminder of our danger. We 

 Yugoslav Partisans with an American Airman.

bellied up over the tracks, careful to stay low, and then 
we crawled to the road. Standing to a crouch, we half 
ran, half fell across the hard surface. Once on the other 
side we ran like hell, fell down, got sick, and ran some 
more. Steve Ciotti and I were together, but we realized 
we had lost the rest of the group, and our Chetnik soon 
deserted us. For six days we made our way to the next 
rendezvous point.

Ciotti and I, with untold relief, located the rest of our 
group. The first thing we learned was that the British 
were fed up with the Chetniks. Some of the resistance 
groups were fighting with the Germans against Tito, 
Leader of the Yugoslav Partisans, and others weren’t 
really fighting at all. They were just strutting around 
taking small villages and making themselves look big. 
This was not new information to us. The decision from 
command was to evacuate the British MI-4 forces and 
the downed Americans. We felt great, but when we 
learned an airlift was planned, we weren’t sure if we 
would really make it. 

Orders came in from Bari to head for a safe area that was 
controlled by General Kasserovic, a trusted Yugoslav 
freedom fighter. When we arrived in the area, we 
learned that it contained about 100 downed American 

Carver
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crewmen within a days walk. A large plateau with a 
plum orchard dominated the area, and it was decided 
we would build an air strip in the middle of it for our 
rescue. We worked at night clearing the orchard. It was 
May and the weather was good. 

The British planned to bring  C-47s into the strip during 
a regular bombing run, exactly the same way as when 
they made drops. They would bring one or two in a 
night, and evacuate as many as they could before the 
strip was discovered. By now our crew members were 
the veterans. We had been in country longer than any 
of the other Americans, and we could understand the 
language a little. We felt that our crew stood the best 
chance of survival if we all (other Allied Airmen at 
the strip) couldn’t make it out. After Romans told the 
brigadier general in charge that we volunteered to go 
out last, the general made things very clear. He said that 
after the wounded and sick were aboard the first plane, 
everyone else would come out the way they went in: 
“first in, first out.”

Command told us all that we could send one letter out 
with the first plane. They also told us what we couldn’t 
say, which didn’t leave much. I wondered what Gwen 
would think when she received that yellow envelope, 
stamped “passed by censor,” bearing the half sheet of 
graph paper with the words:

“My dearest wife! It’s awfully hard to write what I 
really would like to because what you are wondering 
and waiting to know, I can’t tell you. I can tell 
you that I’m perfectly all right and in safe hands. 
Darling, it might be some time before I can write 
again, but just remember that I’ll be OK. Give our 
boy a kiss for his old man. I love you for always.”

On May 30 the first transport came in about one in the 
morning. We fit in all the casualties and some of the 
pilots, so if they couldn’t get more C-47s in, there would 
be more pilots who would know where we were. They 
might have to try smaller planes. We held our breath as 
the big craft lumbered along our makeshift runway. It 
reached the end of the plateau and disappeared, and no 
one breathed, just waited. Then we saw it, climbing up, 
away from us into the night. The pilot radioed back that 
we should lighten the next load.

We waited at the edge of the runway for three long tense 
hours. It was almost dawn when we spotted the second 
plane in the lightening sky. Men rushed out to light the 
kerosene soaked rags that lined the little strip. 

The pilot hadn’t been able to find us, and he had been  
flying around looking for a couple of hours. We ran to 
the craft and were boarded in minutes. The engines 
revved, and the huge plane started to roll.

Suddenly, we jerked to a stop. I looked at Ciotti, “Son 
of a gun! What now?” I spit out. We piled off the plane 
and helped to jack the wing. A tire had become stuck 
in a runway hole. We boarded a second time as the sky 
turned grey in the east. My last glimpse of Yugoslavia 
out the tiny window was of our little brown pony tied 
to a tree with my Sten gun hanging on the side of the 
pack saddle.

As we hit the coast of the Adriatic, the pilot put the 
nose of the plane down so we just skimmed above the 
sea. Riding only a few feet above the waves, I thought, 
“Here we go again. We’ve got another twenty-year-old 
hot-shot for a pilot.” We came straight in at Bari; we 
didn’t even circle. The big plane rolled to a stop, and we 
heard the pilot’s oath, “That was bloody close! We’ve 
been on low fuel for the last fifteen minutes.”

There were about 30 of us on the plane. Our crew had 
been the first on, so we were the last off. As I jumped out, 
I could see the crews grouping in the morning sun as if 
reluctant to separate. I could see my companions of the 
past three months: Romans, Ciotti, Sika, Rheinhart and 
the others, moving together as if they too were unable to 
believe that it was over. Relief, elation, and thankfulness 
fought within me as I started toward my crew. Suddenly, 
I couldn’t help myself; thankfulness won out, and, like 
an idiot, I sat right down on the ground, right there in 
Bari, Italy, and patted the runway.

After this experience, we returned to our original 
squadron and waited for orders to return to the United 
States. Our orders came through finally, and we sailed 
from Naples, Italy. We arrived on September 2, 1944, 
at New York City. I got home four months later than I 
promised. 

We are indebted to Leon Carver’s brother-in-law, John R. 
Ward, who submitted this story. Unfortunately, Leon died in 
1998 after a battle with cancer. As John stated in the letter 
submitting this story, he felt his own four years in the Air Force 
(1950-54) was a “walk in the park” compared to Leon’s expe-
rience in World War II.
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Membership Levels:
CHECK ONE:

❑ $30  Friends Journal  
and Calendar

 ❑ $50 Wingman level

 ❑ $100 Flight level 

 ❑ $250 Falcon level

 ❑ $500 Eagle level 

 ❑ $1,000 Ace level

Mail completed form to:
Use the envelope enclosed in this issue of the Friends Journal or mail to: Development Office,  
Air Force Museum Foundation, PO Box 1903, 1100 Spaatz Street, WPAFB, OH 45433

Y O U  C A N  M A K E  A  D I F F E R E N C E

LET’S HONOR OUR HEROES AND
INSPIRE THE NEXT GENERATION

Title/Name:     

Address:

City:

State:              Zip Code:

Day Telephone:

E-Mail Address:

Birthdate:            Prior Military?  ❑  Yes   ❑  No

 *Notional examples of how your dollars might support the Foundation and the Museum and will vary based on the needs of the Museum and Air Force.
Membership benefits are subject to change at the sole discretion of the Air Force Museum Foundation, Inc.
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MEMBERSHIP 
LEVELS

YOUR  
IMPACT

YOUR  
VIP BENEFITS     

WINGMAN
$50

$50 can provide one volunteer with 
resources and equipment for a year

Quarterly Friends Journal,
Collectible Calendar, Discount in Museum 
Store & Cafes, Discounted Tickets to Shows 

& Rides, and Exclusive VIP Promotions

FLIGHT LEAD
$100

$100 can provide demonstration 
materials for one Museum Family Day

PLUS
Invitation to annual  

Members-only event

FALCON
$250

$250 can provide one bus-load of 
school children with educational 
resources

PLUS
Invitation to Annual  

Stakeholder Meeting 

EAGLE
$500

$500 can support 8,000 educational 
experiences for students

PLUS
Receive one Legacy Data Plate 

added to the Wall of Honor  
at the Museum

ACE
$1,000

$1,000 can bring in aviation heroes to 
create once-in-a-lifetime experiences  
for visitors.

PLUS
Receive Personalized VIP Tour of the 

Museum, and Recognition at  
Annual Stakeholders’ Meeting

The Air Force Museum Foundation is Member Funded

Your Payment Method
CHECK ONE:

❑  CHECK:  Make payable to the  
Air Force Museum Foundation

❑ CREDIT CARD 
      ❑ VISA   ❑ M/C    ❑ DISCOVER  

Card #  __________________________  

Exp.  ____________________________  

Security code:  ___________________  

Signature:  _______________________

❑  ONLINE:  Give online at  
www.afmuseum.com/donations

Annual Membership Registration Form
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