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           have on my wall a Citation for Heroism. It is the most valuable thing I possess, except for my walk with Jesus and my family. It reads:

Dear Mr. Manley, 

I want to thank you personally and on behalf of Mobil for the courage and heroism you displayed during the emergency period surrounding the recent pipeline accident.

While the efforts of many people in the area were commendable, your actions were outstanding. 

Your courage and unselfishness are an example to all of us.

Again, let me express my thanks and admiration to you for the assistance you rendered in a critical time of need.

Respectfully, 

R.F. Tucker President-North American Division-Mobil Oil Corporation

Let me take you back to September 9, 1969.  

As I hesitated a moment at the front door of our apartment, little did I know that it would be four months before I would walk through these doors again. I had been awaken by my alarm at 6:00 AM and was heading out the door to my construction job. I had kissed my wife Shirley goodbye retrieved my lunch from the refrigerator and was on my way.

As I drove from our Houston apartment to the subdivision where I worked as a Lead Construction Superintendent, my day was starting as usual but would not end as any other. The manager was on vacation and had left me in charge. It was a stretch of my usual responsibility with about 300 people in trades and five other superintendents now under my jurisdiction.

I arrived at the subdivision and began to drive through the streets and view the houses we had under construction. Then onto the construction trailer to see that my superintendents had their respective responsibilities and were starting their day of work. I had work to do in the trailer, ordering materials, taking care of our trades and other responsibilities. My work was nothing new as I worked on through lunch and started the afternoon. An afternoon that would end my work as a construction superintendent was about to happen.

About 2:00 in the afternoon, I heard a slight rumble. At first I thought it was just work as usual but the rumble turned into a very loud roar at the other end of the subdivision. I was on the phone ordering materials for the next day when my blood ran cold. I hung up the phone just as one of my superintendents walked in. He stopped at the door of the trailer looking across the subdivision. I asked him what he saw he answered. “I think a plane has crashed, there’s a lot of dust blowing.” As I joined him, I said, “No, the pipeline that borders that end of the subdivision has blown. Let’s go!”

We drove about a quarter of a mile and arrived on Elkins Street. A part of the subdivision that the houses had all been sold and were occupied was in danger. People were running down the sidewalks toward the eruption not knowing that they were running into an explosive situation. I stopped the jeep about two blocks from the break in the line. The line had ruptured but not exploded, but an explosion was sure to follow and in just a few minutes.

I quickly instructed my tractor driver to take his tractor and block the street two blocks down from the break in the line, allowing no one to pass him. I instructed my superintendent to start evacuating the residents of the neighborhood down from the break in the line. The roar of the break was deafening as I started to make my way to the break in the line. As I was running toward the break to start evacuating the residents the thought hit me; I was going to die, I only had a few minutes left until the pipeline was going to explode and then I would be gone. It didn’t stop me, I realized that I had to do what I could in what time I had left.

I arrived about 50 feet from the break; the ground was shaking so bad I could hardly stand up. I quickly checked the house nearest the break; it had partially collapsed from the vibrations and was empty so I moved on. I ran up and down the pipeline checking the houses as I went. The people were moving out as I told them which way to go. One house that I checked there was a mother inside ironing. She had two toddlers on the floor playing. She asked what she should do. I told her to get her kids and instructed her which way to go. She couldn’t take her car because the ignition might ignite the gas. In a few minutes her house would be blown away. I moved on working my way out, yelling at people as I went.

After about 15 minutes the line still had not exploded and I was about a half a block out. I stopped what I was doing and looked back down toward the pipeline and I couldn’t see anyone. The thought that I had before came back to me about dying and not getting out alive, but maybe there was a chance that I would make it after all. The pipeline was still blowing, screaming and dust was blowing down Elkins Street. 

I couldn’t see anyone so I turned to leave and took maybe one step or two. The pipeline then ignited. The explosion blew me through the air about 30 feet, burning the back of my clothes off. I remember screaming from the incredible pain that I felt. When I hit the ground I couldn’t move, I tried pulling my body out but I couldn’t. I knew that I was going to die; I wanted to die because of the incredible pain. I felt my body starting to shut down. And then in just a split second I left my body, it was so fast.  

I was not in control of anything.  I don’t know where I went but I was still alive, but no memory of the explosion or of life itself. I could see in my mind, a black curtain at the top starting to lower, very slowly. There was also a feeling in my chest of a wrenching away at the same speed of the curtain. The third thing was the most distinctive; a sweet feeling is the best I can describe it. There is no word I know of to adequately describe it.

All three of these things continued in their own way and at the same time. The sweet feeling increased the most beautiful thing I have ever experienced. The wrenching continued, I think that was my soul being released from my body. And the black curtain continued to come down. Just when the black curtain was about to touch down, it stopped, and then everything went in reverse order.  The same speed that everything was set in was the same speed when it began to rise. The wrenching reversed itself and the tremendous feeling began to decrease, and then I started to wake up. I don’t know how long that experience lasted, probably a few minutes. There was no concept of time.

The first earthly memory was of my wife. I did not want to die after all; I wanted to take care of her. The next memory was of the explosion. I slowly got up on my knees and noticed my left shoulder was on fire. I put it out and continued to get up. The fireman later said that it was probably 800 degrees where I was at, and there was no way anyone could come down and get me out. Two blocks away a crowd of people had gathered and they had to start running because the heat was so extreme. Ten houses had been blown away, destroyed, instantly. Some of the people that were two blocks away said that after the explosion a giant blow torch was jumping around the area of where the pipeline was located. They said that it came down on top of me and jumped off then came back and jumped on me again. 

I finally got out on my own and made it back to the crowd of people. My superintendent was there and I instructed him to take me to the hospital. We got in the jeep and looked at each other, he said, “I thought I was dead.” I raised my hands up and the skin from my hands dripped down into my lap. I said, “Me too, let’s go.” 

We went to a small hospital close to the subdivision. I got out and told John to go back to the subdivision and look after things and I went into the ER of the hospital. Collapsing on the first bed I came to just as the nurse came rushing in and asked me what happened to me. I started to tell her of the explosion, to expect other people to be coming in. They started moving in other beds and calling for help as they started working on me. After about three hours they had stabilized me and were preparing me to be transferred to the burn center in downtown Houston. As I was leaving I asked the nurses how many people had come in, they said some firefighters but that was all but they were expecting more.

When I arrived at the burn center by way of ambulance, they were waiting for me. My wife was there and my pastor and a representative from the Pipeline Company. They rolled me into the ER, after the ER I was in the intensive care unit for about two weeks. My wife came in the second day I was in the intensive care and told me, “Well, you made the papers.” “What do you mean?” I asked. “You got everybody out and no one was killed or even injured.” She said. She was very proud of me and came in everyday to see me the four months I was in the hospital. 

The doctors said I had 50% burns, and 30% was third degree. My left ear was almost completely destroyed but they were able to save it. My internal injuries consisted of one lung being deflated but they were able to restore it and a lot of damage to my throat from the smoke I inhaled. The doctors also said that my near death experience was the most intense one they had ever heard. 

My stay in the hospital was very eventful. Once I was in my private room people came to see me, most of them I didn’t even know. They just came to the hospital to see me. The head nurse finally came to my room and she said that there were so many people to see me her staff couldn’t get around to their usual duties. She asked me if it would be all right if we allowed each person five minutes and then move on. I said, “You bet!” I was so tired of seeing people but I really appreciated the outburst.

My hospital stay lasted four months. It was the worst time of my entire life. There are many stories I could tell you but most are too gruesome. I want to talk a little about my main doctor, my plastic surgeon. He was great. God allowed him to be on call the day I came in. He was one of the top five plastic surgeons in the United States and he was mine. The rest of the patients on the burn center were treated as they had been treated for years before. They were wrapped in gauze and then soaked with water and had to lay in the slop until they came in and took the wrappings off and repeated the process. 

With me the whole process was different, it saved my life. There was a new ointment that had just come out and I was the only one in the whole unit to use it. No gauze, no soaking, nothing like that. The new ointment was about the consistency of butter. It was rubbed all over my burns and allowed to set for 15 minutes. They would put fans in the room to blow on me because the ointment would burn a little. After a few hours they would take me to the whirlpool bath and I would wash it off. I would then go back to my room and repeat the process. This lasted for about two weeks and then the possibility of infection had passed and I could get on with my surgeries.

My surgeries consisted of an ear surgery, which was successful. My debrediament and grafting surgeries and some minor surgeries. After my grafting surgery I was to lie in bed motionless for one week. They gave me medicine to constipate me and extra pain medication for the pain. I couldn’t use the phone; the nurse had to hold it for me. Eating was given to me also by my nurse or my wife. Seven days, it was horrible. Try it sometime you’ll see how much fun it can be.

The day finally came to go home. My wife came and took me out of the hospital. I told her before we went home that I wanted to go back out to the subdivision. It had been four months and I wanted to see how much damage was done. We went out to the subdivision, Greenridge North Subdivision. We drove out to Elkins Street and could not believe what we saw. Because of insurance problems Elkins Street looked like a war zone. There were ten slabs of bare concrete that use to be ten houses, gone. Other houses in ruin, there were 50 homes damaged. 

We drove down to the end of Elkins Street where the pipeline was. I got out of the car with my arms wrapped, my head wrapped but I wanted to stand on top of the pipeline. I could tell where the break had been because of the dirt. It was of course fixed by now. But I stood on top of the break and looked down in the ground and prayed a short prayer and started to leave. What was to happen next is incredible, fascinating, something that still encourages me even to this day.

As I was walking away from the pipeline I noticed over to my left someone going through what was left of his house. Just before I got to the car the individual approached me and ask, “Are you Stan Manley?” I answered, “Yes, I am.” He looked at me for a moment, and then he said, “That house over there is where we use to live, my wife and baby and myself.” “Yes.” I said. “My wife and baby were in that house the day of the explosion. Because of what you did that day, I still have my wife and baby in another house, safe and sound. I just wanted to say thanks, Stan.” He stuck out his hand and shook my hand very warmly. I said, “You are welcome sir, very welcome.” He walked away, and with tears in my eyes as they are now, I got back in the car. My wife had tears in her eyes, we hugged and drove home. 

My job as construction superintendent was over. My recovery lasted for years. When I went to the Mobil Oil Company to receive my settlement check, they told me that they had never been given these instructions before. They were told to give Stan whatever he asks for, as long as it is reasonable. They also said that I was attributed to have saved 200 people from injury or death. I received my check, thanked them and left.

I have thought of those days every day since it happened, the explosion, the hospital stay and the day the gentlemen that walked out from his ruins and said thank you. Every day I think for a few seconds about that day. 

The memory also of my mother and father as they were on the way home from my sister’s home in western Kansas. Suddenly my mom grabbed my father’s arm and said, “Stan has been hurt, we’ve got to pray for him.” They pulled over to the side of the road and prayed and then continued on their way home. That evening they got the call from my wife that told them of the explosion. 

My father told me on my 18th birthday, “Son, if the next 18 years are anything like the first 18 years you’ll never make it.” He was almost right; I was 28 years old at this time in my life. 

Awaiting His return,

Stan Manley



THIS WORK IS PROTECTED AND ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. SHOULD YOU WANT PERMISSION TO REPRINT THIS STORY CONTACT: STAN MANLEY, 1103 W. PINE AVE. #222, MERIDIAN, ID. 83642










I have written my second book! You can buy either my first or second book for $10.00 each or the two of them for $15.00. The first book has 18 short stories, including the story "The Day I Died." The second book has 20 short stories and includes "The Healing" and also "The Day I Died." Send your check or money order to: Stan Manley, 1103 W. Pine Ave, #222, Meridian, ID 83642.








