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(The following are Letters and Poems that were written by my 

Father during World War II to His wife and baby girl) 

 

Introduction 
 

My dad, Leonard R. Manes, was a soldier during World War II. On the following 

pages are some of the poems and letters that he composed and sent home to my mother, 

Frances L. Manes, during his time of service to his country. Now, with both of them 

approaching their twilight years; dad having just turned 87 years old on May 6
th

, 2008 

and mom having turned 82 on April 25
th

, 2008, they have graciously given me the honor 

to put these intimate and loving letters and poems into a book and share them with you. I 

hope you will enjoy them as much as I have in reading and assembling them together. 

As you read these writings, you will undoubtedly be able to feel the gamut of 

emotions that flow throughout them; from joy at times, to intense loneliness and deep felt 

sorrow. These are the emotions that all soldiers go through and feel on a daily basis, no 

matter what war or conflict, or even during peacetime, while they are serving in the 

military of our great country. So, this book is in Honor of my Parents, and at the same 

time, dedicated to all of the men and women who have proudly worn, or are currently 

wearing, the uniforms of the military in service to their country! Please enjoy! 
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Chapter 1 

 
To begin, let me take just a little bit of time to allow you to get to know my dad 

and mom. My dad was the third son born into his family in 1921. He had two older 

brothers who both served faithfully and honorably during their call to duty during World 

War II. He also had a sister who died at the age of 12 due to a ruptured appendix. Plus, in 

addition, my dad happened to be a twin, having a sister born with him. She, too, 

unfortunately, died early in life from a ruptured appendix. (If these would have happened 

with today’s medical technology both would probably have survived.)  After my dad 

another brother and sister was born into his family. 

My mom was born in 1926 as the youngest of thirteen children. Her birth and 

survival afterwards is a true miracle of God as she was born prematurely and weighed 

only a couple of pounds. She was so small that she was placed inside of a shoebox that 

became her bed for awhile. 

Both of my parents, even though they were young at the time, suffered through 

the Great Depression that engulfed our country during the late 1920s and 1930s. They 

both learned what the gnawing pains of hunger felt like when there was not enough food 

to feed the family. And as kids, they both knew full well the deep depth of “lack” that can 

scar a person for a lifetime! But, they, along with their parents and siblings, survived and 

became a part of – “The Greatest Generation”! 

 

By the time that the Great War broke out and the United States decided to enter 

the fray, my mom was living in San Antonio, Texas working as a waitress. My dad 

happened to be stationed at Kelly Air Force Base also located in San Antonio. He had 

been assigned to the Medical Corps as a medic. One day, as it so often happens and God 

decides to intervene in the affairs of mankind, my dad happened to meet my mom at the 

place she was working. He was there with some of his buddies. And as the joyful 

playfulness of youth sometimes dictates, he made a bet with his fellow soldiers that he 

could get a date with my mom. All of his buddies chortled and laughed and almost split 

their pants, and then in one accord, loudly accepted his bet. They then proclaimed that 

she would not even give him the time of day, much less go out with him. My dad joyfully 

took their jabbing and laughter in stride as he told them to put up or shut up.  

Not only did my mom go out with my dad, but on December 22, 1943, they got 

married. Not long after that, my mom got pregnant with a beautiful baby girl named 

Sharon, who was born on October 15, 1944. And like so many of our current soldiers 

bravely serving at their stations somewhere in the world today, my dad was not able to be 

home to see the birth of his beautiful little baby girl. He was in New Hampshire awaiting 

transport orders when Sharon was born. But God in His mercy allowed my Dad to get a 

furlough just long enough so that he could rush home and hold his little girl dearly and 

kiss and care for his wife for just a short period of time before he had to leave once again. 

Joy and happiness knows no bounds or distance, though, and the birth of his little girl set 

his heart aflame with a love that he would carry with him until he could eventually, with 

God’s grace and mercy, return home to her and his wife once again! 
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My dad had to leave his wife and daughter to catch transportation to go to Assam 

Province, in India, to work in a hospital set up to treat the enormously brave pilots who 

flew “The Hump”, as it was called. The “Hump” was the Himalayan Mountains, and it 

was the duty of these brave pilots to fly cargo; both men and machines, over these 

mountains to our troops on the other side. Many, many times, the planes were so loaded 

with supplies that it was a true miracle for them to be able to climb to the height they 

needed to clear “The Hump”. And more times than they wanted to count, in the thin 

mountainous air and with the weight they were carrying, they cleared this hump with 

only a few short inches to spare. 

Then, as they proceeded on with their mission; many times the planes they were 

flying would get shot to pieces, and it would be another true miracle of God that they 

were eventually able to return back over “The Hump” to the base in India where my dad 

was. And many, many times, just like their planes had been shot to pieces, the brave 

pilots and crew members of these planes were shot to pieces too. It was my dad’s duty, 

responsibility, and deep earnest desire to patch them back together, just like their planes 

were, and get them back to duty as fast as possible. So my dad’s job, unlike his two older 

brothers, who were called on as part of their duty as combat soldiers to “take” the lives of 

other men, my dad’s duty was to “save” lives, and he was very good at it! 

During the time my dad was stationed in India, he saw the ultimate horrors of 

what war can do to a man or woman. He saw the dreadful sweat, the fearful agonizing 

tears, and the bright red of a man’s own life blood spouting and flowing out of him who 

had their arms or legs or entire bodies mangled and shot to pieces, and inside of his heart, 

he, too, felt the deep agony and pain that the soldiers themselves were feeling! He also 

saw the devastating disabling fear that can overcome a person who had just escaped 

within inches of their life! And he witnessed firsthand the heroic courage of that same 

man climbing back onto his feet and getting in his plane to once again go conquer “The 

Hump”!  

My dad witnessed the same things that most combat soldiers witness in a war 

zone. And even though he did not carry the weapons of war that “take” other men’s lives, 

he carried inside of him the almost unbearable burden of grief, despair, hurt, loneliness, 

pain, and sorrow, along with very brief glimpses of joy or happiness, that all combat 

soldiers feel! 

 

This is why I want to share the following writings of my dad with you. 

Somewhere in the world right now, is a soldier desperately in need of someone telling 

him, “Hey, I know what you are going through! I have been there, too! And even though 

right now there are nothing but deep dark clouds of discouragement and sorrow, there is a 

brighter day a coming! I know! I have been there in your shoes!” 
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(Transcript of wrinkle lines) 

 

“I’ll always keep you in my heart 

and sling along with you” 
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The following Letters were written via V-Mail while at sea on my Dad’s journey to India 

 

 
 

26
th

 day at Sea 
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28
th

 Day at Sea 
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34
th

 day at Sea 
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35
th

 Day at Sea 
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At Port 
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Chapter 2 

 

 

After the war ended, my dad returned home to my mother, and by now, his little 

toddler. After a brief foray to New Mexico where my dad was originally from, and where 

another beautiful little girl, named Linda, was born to them, they eventually returned to 

Texas and settled in a little town called Big Spring in the dusty and parched lands of west 

Texas. My mom had moved there to live with her parents while my dad was overseas. 

My grandparents had moved there and were trying to make a living owning and running 

The Lone Star Trading Post. During the following years while living in Big Spring, two 

boys were eventually born to my parents by the names of Tom and Steve. 

 

Now before I go on, I would like to take just a moment and declare something 

right here; my belief is that the word “HERO” is way overused in today’s society. This 

word has recently been widely used to describe sports figures, entertainment figures, 

politicians, etc.. And, yes, some of these people can rightfully be called heroes because 

they have put their lives, and/or their money, to helping other people survive the chaos 

that is present in our society and our world.  

But another kind of hero is one that has dedicated themselves to take a stand 

against tyranny, discrimination, crime, intolerance, terrorism, and any other form of 

atrocity toward their fellow man, and declared that through their sacrifice of time, 

distance, hard work, or even the ultimate sacrifice of death, mankind shall be set free. 

This is the “life” of the United States military soldier; a real HERO! It does not matter if 

the soldier is a combat soldier who lays his or her life on the line on a daily basis, or if 

their duties are to be a medic to help heal the wounded and dying, or even to be a cook, 

clerk, transportation specialist, or any other of the thousands of occupations that is vitally 

necessary to the full functioning of our Armed Forces! All are HEROES! And in addition 

to these heroes, are the true and faithful spouses that wait diligently at home praying day 

and night that their loved one will get to come home safe and sound. These faithful and 

sacrificial spouses are every bit as much of a hero as their dedicated soldiers are! 

 

Now, with all of the earnestness I can muster, I want to declare that my dad and 

mom are a part of these HEROES! During my dad’s time of service, he saved the lives of 

many, many people, including injured, diseased, and starving civilians in India, in 

addition to saving the lives of his fellow soldiers. To me, this makes him the ultimate 

hero! And my mom, who diligently and faithfully sacrificed to keep her and her precious 

little daughter alive and well while my dad was overseas fulfilling his duty to our country 

and to all of mankind, was just as much of a hero as my dad! And I could not be anymore 

proud of them than I am! 

 

But, my parents did not end their heroic duty just because the war ended. From 

the time my dad returned home and reunited with my mom, both of them placed forth 

every effort they could muster into making sure that they raised their four kids in a heroic 

fashion. Why do I say this? Because they lived their lives everyday to the best of their 

ability to be GOOD parents, while at the same time being GOOD people to the rest of 
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society, and they dedicated themselves to raise GOOD kids, faithful to God and mankind, 

just like they are to this day! Just like my parents were heroes during the Great War, they 

have been, and continue to be, heroes in parenting! 

My parents had four children, two girls and two boys, and they raised them 

“good”! From these four came fifteen grandchildren, who were raised “good”! From 

these grandchildren, as of this writing, have come twenty eight great-grandchildren, and 

they have, or are being, raised “good”! This dynasty of 47 kids, grandkids, and great-

grandkids has never been in trouble with the law or anyone in authority. Only one or two 

of the 47 can claim that he has attained wealth in material goods, but all 47 can claim that 

they have attained the greatest wealth that can be measured, and that is the wealth that 

comes from being “good” people to their fellow man.  

This makes my parents as great of HEROES now in the waning years of their 

lives as it did during the war time years. By the way they have continually lived their 

lives in front of these 47 offspring by continuing their lifetime calling to “SAVING” 

lives, I can honestly say that my parents have fulfilled the requirements to be called 

HEROES! The Manes clan is so proud to be the offspring of our HEROES, Leonard and 

Frances Manes!  

 

With all of our LOVE to you, Mom and Dad, 

 

Your kids, grandkids, and great-grandkids! 
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Chapter 3 
Following are Three Poems my Dad Wrote in 1995 that Sums Up The 

True Heroic Nature of Both of my Parents 
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