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Frank ñBudò Buschmeier    as told to Patrick McCue 

 

As a 501(c)3 organization the Tri-State Warbird Museum is supported primarily through membership dues and the 

contributions of individuals and businesses that share in the desire to preserve our countryôs rich aviation legacy. 

firing away. When you first spot the enemy fighters youôre supposed to say fighters at 9 
OôClock, 6 OôClock, high or low, whatever position, but there wasnôt a word said. But the tail 
gunner was firing away and I looked back at him and I could see the German plane that was 
going to be coming up the side of our plane and he got right behind the elevator (the horizon-
tal stabilizer). I couldnôt get a shot at him, I went down without even getting a shot offéThe 
flak had hit us first and then the fighters and all of the sudden I felt like someone had hit me 
with their fist and then it started burning, but I didnôt pay much attention to it until later on. At 
the same time, the radio man was flying waist gunner that day and was right behind me with 
our backs together. He fell against me and landed on the floor. A piece of flak went right 
through his jugular and every time his heart would beat, blood would spirt out. There was a 
big pool of blood on the floor. We had been hit and Spragg, the ball turret gunner, came flying 
out of his ball turret and was running by me so I grabbed him and was like ówhoa whoa, 
where are you goin?ô He said we were supposed to be bailing out. I didnôt hear a bell or any-
thing and my intercom was gone, so I didnôt get any word about bailing out. By that time we 
were in a flat spin and it pulled us down to the floor of the plane and our oxygen shot out. It 
pulled us down and we couldnôt move. So I said well all we can do is ride the damn thing 
down, which I knew meant weôd never make it, you know, but you never think about that. We 
got below 10,000 feet and could finally breathe again. I turned to Spragg and said ócome on 
Spragg, lets get the hell out of here!ô We crawled across the floor to the waist gun and he 
grabbed the emergency latch, pulled the door off and I was up and about to go out the hole 
and tried to get a breath before I went out, but by that time Spragg had kicked me from be-
hind with his big boot and I went out!  *laughs*   

Youôre supposed to delay when jumping before you open your chute and I thought ñwell hell, I 
donôt know if this thing is going to open or notò, so as soon as I got out of the plane I popped 

Frank "Bud" Buschmeier was 
a B-17 waist gunner in the 
350th Bomb Squadron of the 
Bloody 100th Bomb Group in 
the 8th Airforce. He flew 34 
missions and on July 29th 
1944, during his 34th mission, 
his B-17 was hit by excessive 
amounts of flak artillery and 
FW-190 Focke-Wulf fighters, 
was shot down over Germany, 
was captured and wasn't liber-
ated until May 1, 1945, seven 
days shy of the surrender of 
Germany. 

"I heard the damn tail gunner 
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my chute and it came up and hit my nose. It just felt terrible! (he wore a chest chute). Then I looked around and 
didnôt see a damn thing around meé Moments later way off in the distance, a mile or two away, I could see para-
chutes, guys going down. Spragg apparently had delayed opening his chute before popping it open because I nev-
er did see him after that. 

So Iôm coming down, I see all of these parachutes 2 or 3 miles off, you could hear 
the planes continuing on and all of the gun fire, us and the Germans. But finally I 
was so tired and out of breath, that I hung onto my chute with my head down in the 
harness and the next thing I know there are people screaming and holleringéI think 
some were French, I heard them say something about French. I look down and 
here I am right over the river, so I get rid of my gloves and helmetéeverything I 
could get rid of. I splashed down in the water and luckily it was only waist deep. 
There were people on both sides of the river yelling at me to come this way - that 
way. I went to the one side, up the bank and as I was climbing up that bank, there 
were two German Home Guard, they were in their upper 70s or 80s because every-
one else was in the Army! *laughs* But they had those damn machine pistols, one 
in front of me and one in back. A civilian that had a pistol came over and hit me in 
the face and yelled ñHeil Hitler!ò, hit me three or four more times, yelling "Heil Hit-
ler!" I had blood pouring down my face, blood everywhere. The old guys should 
have shot that S.O.B., you know, for doing that. Usually the Germans in the service 
understood what was going on and didnôt do much to you, but the civilians killed a 
lot of our guys.   

The day we went down, our co-pilot Bob Dykeman, Arnold the top turret gunner and Floyd Douglass who was the 
tail gunner that dayéthose three made it down okay, but as soon as they landed, the civilians shot them and then 
hung them. Fitzroy was the pilot that day we went down, he evaded the first day, but the next day was walking 
through the valley and saw twelve of our boys shot and hanging and was captured. So I was very lucky. Finally 
they took me to a little village, we got to the town hall and walked in and there was a huge pile of parachutes and 
clothing. They got a lot of us that day. They took me down these stone steps into a dungeon type room that was 
6ôx8ô and the only light was from this shaft coming down from the street into the room. Light was bouncing down.   

I was there for a couple hours and then noticed my coveralls were torn up pretty good and I looked down and saw 
a damn piece of metal sticking out of my leg. So I reached down and grabbed it, it was the whole 20mm shell ex-
cept for a small bit of the back end from the incendiary part and Iôm sure the incendiary helped stop the bleeding. 
So Iôm in this dungeon for an hour or so, then came this Khaki shirted guy. He says Kome! I say Come what?! He 
said Iôm taking you to the hospital. The Hospital? I says, The Hospital your ass! Youôre going to take me out and 
shoot me. And I was sure thatôs what he was going to do. But he took me upstairs and there was another American 
flyer, he said who are you flying with? I donôt know you, I donôt know if youôre a damn Nazi or who the hell you are. 
Iôm not going to tell you. So I said who are you? He said Fitzroy, I was on a makeup crew today, so we were 
marching along and he asked what are they going to do to us? I said, probably take us out into the woods and 
shoot us! What the hell do you think they are going to do? He said really? Hell yes thatôs what theyôll do, I said. We 
ended up going down this long dirt road, all I had on my feet were my wool socks since I had kicked off my flying 
boots. All of the sudden we saw Luftwaffe boys missing arms and missing legs and all shot up, you know. I thought 
well maybe they are taking us to a hospital. They did. It was a little hospital and they had quite a few Luftwaffe boys 
in there and then there was me and this other American guy. They looked at my leg, put some sulfa powder on it 
and some crate paper around it. That was it. They marched me into this room where all the Luft kids were, they 
were all shot to hell. When we walked in, there wasnôt even a bit of animosity on their faces. They almost sat up at 
attention. We had a good idea what they went through and they had a good idea what we had gone through. No 
more fightingéYouôre doneéWeôre doneéI was there a day or two. 

We were then transferred to a big dungy base over night and all night long there were these big steel doors that 
kept opening and closing and youôd hear óJohnny is that you? Charlie? Are you in there?ô Guys were looking for 
their buddies. I slept on a bench and most of the guys slept on the floor.   

The next day they took us into a parade ground and a German officer came out and said, Lieutenant so and so 
would like to talk to his crew, would you please step forward! Nobody stepped foreword, to hell with that! They said 
all kinds of crap to try and trick you. 

The next day they sent us to Oberursel, the interrogation center and we were there two or three days in another 
room about 6ôx8ô, always dark. After you were in there for a day or two they call you out and try to get information 
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from you. Name, Rank and Serial Number, thatôs all you give them. Fitzroy gave them his name and they said oh hold 
on hold on. They came back with a book and said Fitzroy, William T. and letôs see you went to school at such and 
such, you graduated at such and such time, you joined the group and they told him the date and youôre flying today, 
you took off at this runway, what time we took off and where we were going. They knew more than I did. They had to 
have a spy at the bases and I often thought the spy on our base was this Englishman who was our barber. Weôd go in 
and heôd say, ñwell Yank, what kind of haircut do you want today? London, New York? And ask you a couple other 
questionséI didnôt say nothing. *laughs* But I always thought he was a spy. 

When I came out of interrogating, I was sent to Wetzler, Germany. Down in the valley was a camera factory. I was 
there in the hospital for a month or so and finally shipped out of there. They sent me to Stalag Luft 4, in West Prussia. 
I was there for quite some time, but the Russians kept getting closer and closer. They took everyone out of the camp 
that was capable of walking and then marched them until the end of the war. All of us that couldnôt walk, we were put 
on a box car and sent to Berth up on the Baltic Sea (Luft Stalag 1). We were on that damn box car for 8 days and 
only traveled 100 miles. We were going back and forth. Of course they had the troops moving so you had to get off 
the tracks to let them by. The Germans were scared of two things. Airplanes and Russians. When Stalag 1 was liber-
ated, a couple of us walked out to the Baltic sea, we found a grandmother, mother and small kid and baby, they had 
all been shot. I figured the mother killed all three and then herself because she didnôt want to get in the hands of the 
Russians. The Russian gorillas came into town and had the old Thompson machine guns with barrels on it. All night 
long, youôd hear those damn things firing away. Those guerrillas traveled on a 6x6 truck, Volkswagens, bicycles, 
horseback, horse drawn cartsé One of the Russians there was only 13, he had been fighting 3 yearséHe could out 
drink and out curse anyone there *laughs* He was an old trooperé 

In Luft Stalag 1, we got C-rations once a month and the next day all the tins would have to be in the hall for the Ger-
mans to pick up because guys were making tools out of them. So they had all of these cans out there, another guy 
and I went out in the hall and said lets have some fun here. We grabbed all the cans and stacked them up in the mid-
dle of the hall. We just lay there waiting for someone to come and then youôd hear someone and theyôd hit it and all 
hell would break loose, tin cans flying everywhere *laughs* thatôs all the entertainment we hadé Well the Red Cross 
would get us little paper back novels, they sent a football and weôd play the other kids, the only guy I could block was 
the one crippled like me" *laughs*. 

We were Liberated May 1, 1945 

¢ƘŜȅ DŀǾŜ Lǘ !ƭƭ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜŘǳŎŀǝƻƴŀƭ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǝƻƴ ŘŜŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ LL ǾŜǘŜǊπ
ŀƴǎΦ  hǳǊ Ƴŀƛƴ Ǝƻŀƭ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǝƴƎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ 
ǿƘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴǎ ǿƘƻ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΦ  LŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ 
ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŬƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ƪŜȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǝǊŜ ǿŀǊΦ  ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ 
ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴōŜƭƛŜǾŀōƭŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ 
ŀƭƭΣ ǎŀǿ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ƭƛǾŜ ŀ ōŜǧŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎŀŦŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾƛƭΦ  ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ ¢ǿƻ ƛǎ 
ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛǾƻǘŀƭ ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎǘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ǘǊŜŀǎπ
ǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻƭƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ 
 
²ƘŜƴ ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳ ƳŜŜǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴǎ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΣ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜƭǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ±9 ŀƴŘ ±W 5ŀȅ ŀƴŘ 
Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ  ²Ŝ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ǇƘƻǘƻǎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ  
¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŜƭǇǎ ǳǎ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ōŜǧŜǊ Ǿƛǎǳŀƭ ŦƻǳƴŘŀǝƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΦ  [ŀǎǘƭȅΣ ǿŜ 
ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ŀ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘ ƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΦ  
²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻǳǊ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ǿǿǿΦǘƘŜȅƎŀǾŜƛǘŀƭƭΦƻǊƎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΗ 
 
¢ƘŜȅ DŀǾŜ Lǘ !ƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¢Ǌƛ-{ǘŀǘŜ ²ŀǊōƛǊŘ aǳǎŜǳƳΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ 
ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǝƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴǎΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǝƳŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ 
ŀƭǎƻ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǾƛŘŜƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ƻƴƭƛƴŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΦ  Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǿŜ 
Ƴǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ tŀǳƭ wŜŘƭƛŎƘΣ 5ƛŀƴŜ wŜŘƭƛŎƘ ŀƴŘ .Ŝƴ ±ŀǳƎƘŀƴ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴǝƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ōǳƛƭŘ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇǎ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǝƻƴΦ  ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜπ
ǳƳ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƻŦ нлмр ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦ 
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Hours: 

Wednesday 

4pm-7pm 

Saturday 

10am-3pm 

Admission $12 

Discounted admission for veterans 

and students $7 

Admission for World War II veterans 

is complimentary 

Group tours are a great way to spend 

some time learning about World War 

II aviation history 

Memberships:  

Annual individual and family  

Lifetime individual and family  

Bricks can be engraved into the Walk 

of Veteransða great way to honor 

someone 

Donations are needed and are most 

appreciated - Thank you! 

 

We are open Saturdays from 10am to 3pm but if you visit us on Saturday 

mornings from 10am to noon, not only do you get to experience the 

warbirds, artifacts and displays, you will also almost always see these three 

wonderful gentlemen as you walk through our front doors. They are full of 

amazing stories and some of the nicest guys youôll ever meet...World War II 

Veterans Charlie Nau, Don Fairbanks and George Schultz  :) 


