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FIGHTERS PICK UP THEIR COMRADES IN DESERT

June 4 will Be a red letter date in the lives of two South African

pilots who, on their way back from an engagement with Stukas and enemy

fighters, were shot down and then picked up By a Tomahawk and a Hurricane

respectively.

This is the first time in the history of desert air Battles that this

feat had been performed twice within twelve hours.

The second South African pilot to Be picked up had walked for several

hours. Their stories as told in a desert mess a few hours after their

return were packed with thrills.

Major J. Meeker who comes from Umtata, in the Transkei (District of

the Transvaal, was picked up by Lt. C.J.Horne of Pretoria, while a young
Canadian pilot, G.C.Keefer, of Prince Edward Island, was responsibile for

rescuing Lt. John De La Harp Lane, also of Pretoria. Major Meeker said

that, shot in the radiator with his guns jammed, he broke off the fight
in which six Stukas were destroyed, "My glycol tank went right off the clock

and I headed for home about: 200 feet up. I hadn’t gone far when the engine

packed up completely and I crash-landed. I had told Horne on the R/T
what was happening, and then saw him coming in to land, I fired a Verey

cartridge. There was a Jerry column about two miles away which seemed to

be coming up pretty fast. Horne landed on the desert, and we shoved our

parachutes in the back. I sat on his lap and worked the stick and rudder

controls, while he handled the undercarriage and flaps. There was a bit

of gravel patch nearby and then nothing else but came l thorn. We took off

at about a hundred miles an hour, hitting a Bump which chucked the aircraft

into the air. She stayed there. I had set light to my aircraft Before

we took off, and the smoke from that was the last I saw of it. The whole

thing took no more than three minutes and I was more than glad when we set

down again at Base,"

The other South African pilot who was rescued had to wait until the

afternoon Before ho was picked up. "Hit in the engine" he said "I was

dodging the ack-ack on my way oast, when the kite Began to drop, I kept
her going, and I was about 100 feet from the deck whop I spotted a Kittyhawk

on the ground. As I half turned to look at it my engine stopped. I

managed a belly landing and saw a number of small tanks in the neighbourhood,
but didn’t know whether they were ours or the enemy’s. I decided to slip

away, I travelled north for some time and walked until about three in the

afternoon, when I saw some Hurricanes coming over. I fired a Verey light -

luckily enough I had taken the pistol from my aircraft - and one of the

Hurricanes turned round and had a look at me,

'The story was taken on from there by the young Canadian pilot. "Yes,

I saw this Verey light come up, and went to have a look at whoever had

fired the pis tol. I saw a figure on the ground waving a Mae West. There

was nothing very near, so I landed on a fairly deer patch of desert

about 200 yards away. Lane ran towards me and we had a smoke and a look

round while we discussed how we were going to get him back, He sat on the

seat and I sat on top of him. I took over control and we started to

move. We hit a few bumps, bounced upwards. We slipped a bit and went down,

but picked up again and that's all there is to it."


