Manning’s of the 30th Division


My father, John Hall Manning, enlisted in 1913 as a Private in the North Carolina National Guard, in which he was to serve for most of his life. When he retired from the Guard after WWII, he was the Commanding General of the Division. By April 1914, he had been promoted to the rank of Captain and sometime thereafter his unit was called into Federal Service. The unit served on the Mexican border in General "Black Jack” Pershing's U.S. Army expedition into Mexico. In February 1917, my father's unit was returned to its National Guard status. He had hardly settled in at home when, in May 1917, his unit was again called into Federal Service upon the Declaration of War against Germany. Shortly after that, my father's unit was reorganized as part of the 119th Infantry Regiment, 30th Infantry Division. After training, the 30th Division was, in May 1918, moved to France where it became part of the AEF again under General Pershing, The 119th participated in numerous battles.  As a Captain, John Hall Manning participated in the Somme Offensive which broke through the supposedly impregnable Hindenberg Line. Later, he was promoted to Major, and commanded a battalion in the battles of Le Selle, Ypres, St. Mihiel, and Meuse-Argonne. In my youth, I met and came to know General John Van B. Metts, who had been my father's Regimental Commander in the 119th Infantry in the War, as his home was across the street from the home of my Grandparents. 


The story of my father's unit is briefly told in a volume which was published by the Wilmington, NC, Chamber of Commerce, "In Honor of Col. John Van B. Metts, and His Gallant Men and as a Contribution to American History." 

[History 119th Infantry, 60th Brigade, 30th Division, U. S. A. Operations in Belgium and France, 1917-1919, Conway, Coleman Berkley (Wilmington [NC] Chamber of Commerce 1920). See, http:// docsouth.unc.edu/ wwi/ conway/conway.html (electronic edition)] 

The Opening Statement in that volume by General Metts states: "It is fitting to call attention to Major John Hall Manning, who as Operations Officer, rendered most excellent service." 

After the Armistice, in November 1918, then Major Manning accepted the opportunity offered him to remain in the AEF Headquarters in Paris. While in Paris, one of his assignments was to be the senior officer to conduct, then Under Secretary of the Navy, Franklin Delano Roosevelt and his wife Elinor, on a three-day tour of the battlefields in France and Belgium. Elinor Roosevelt recounted that tour in one of her books. 

Major Manning returned to North Carolina in July 1919, and remained in the 30th Division, which was deactivated from Federal service and reverted to its National Guard role in North Carolina and Tennessee. Later that year he became a Lieutenant Colonel in the 120th Infantry Regiment of that Division. 

By the time I was around nine years old, I began to stay much longer at the Guard's summer encampment at Camp Glen near Morehead, NC, along with the sons of other National Guardsmen. From 1933 to 1938, I was trained along with the other young boys in any number of military matters, including the use of several military weapons, with most of which I was familiar from my previous stays at Camp Glen. Before my eleventh birthday, I had qualified as an expert rifleman with the Army's standard infantry weapon, the1903 Springfield bolt action rifle, which was an excellent weapon, but which had quite a kick! A year later I qualified as an expert machine gunner with a Browning water-cooled machine gun. Also, we practiced all sorts of military actions along with the Guardsmen, and we were treated almost as men, not little boys. The more I learned on those encampments, the less attractive my lead solders became.


At the end of every summer encampment, as a grand finale, there was a full dress parade during which the troops marched by the reviewing stand where the then Regimental Commander, Colonel Don Scott, a long time friend of my father, and my father as the Second in Command, were on the stand, saluting the men as they passed to the marching music of John Philip Sousa. The last group to pass the reviewing stand consisted of the small boys, sons of the Guard members, dressed up in uniforms, all of whom saluted those grand figures on the reviewing stand - one being my father! I loved every moment of my times at Camp Glenn, and of course my ambition was to become a soldier like my father. 

Then came September 29-30, 1938, and the Munich Conference, when Neville Chamberlain, along with the French and the Italians handed over to Hitler the Sudentenland on the German border. Chamberlain then returned to England and made his infamous speech promising "Peace in our Time." Then came the March 1939, occupation of Prague, and then the take-over of the entire democratic Czech Republic.
Probably because of all those events, in August 1939, the National Guard did not go to Camp Glen, but rather, went on maneuvers in the swamps of Louisiana near the Red River on the western border near Texas. As always, I went along, and I realized that the exercise was pretty close to "the real thing." 

On September 1st, 1939, the eve of my 15th birthday, and only eleven months after Neville Chamberlain's "Peace for our Time" speech, German Panzer Divisions commenced the massive invasion of Poland. Immediately after the invasion of Poland, to their everlasting glory, England and France declared war against Germany. World War II had begun. 

Then, toward the end of April of 1940, at the dinner table, my father, who was then a full Colonel and the Commanding Officer of the 120th Infantry, told us that we must prepare for his being away for an extended period. He said that even though the enabling legislation had not yet been introduced into Congress, the National Guard was going to be called into active Federal service on September 16, little more than four months away. He said the call-up would be for only one year, but he believed that he would be away much longer than that. 

Without saying a word to my parents, I decided that I did not to be left behind by my father. If a war was coming, I wanted to be in it! Even though I was only 15 years old, I made up my mind to go with my father into the Service.


The next day, I went to the National Guard Armory, and there met with Captain John Allen, the Company Commander of the local National Guard Company, who had known me as long as I could remember. He and my father had served together during and since the War, and they were close friends. I told Captain Allen that I was there to join the National Guard. Openly surprised, he asked me how old I was, even though he knew I was only 15, as well as I did. I said I was 18, and gave him a birth date of April 22, 1922, which I had calculated before I got there. Captain Allen then went to another office. When he returned, he said, "OK Soldier, let's sign you up!" I filled out the forms and I was sworn in and then I saluted him. I was in the National Guard.


I was later to learn that when Captain Allen left the room he telephoned my father, and told him I was there seeking admission to the National Guard, and asked what he should do, as I he knew that I was not old enough to enlist. My father said, "How old did he say he was?" Allen responded, "He says he's 18." My father quickly responded, "Well, by Golly, he's 18, sign him up!"


That night at the dinner table he said to me, very seriously, "Son, you gave your word today to your Country that you were 18. You must never go back on your word, so you just had your 18th birthday." I very quickly answered, "Colonel, you didn't have to tell me that; I know what I did and will stick by it." 

A few days later, Captain Allen called me and said that there had been some error in the paperwork about my enlistment in the Guard, so I had a chance to back out, as I was not officially enlisted. Without mentioning a thing to my parents, I told him I would be there to get things straightened out, and I went back to the Armory, and redid the paperwork, and they got it right the second time, so my official enlistment date was not in April 1940, but in May. But I was committed from the moment Captain Allen first said I was in, and I never looked back!

First, More about WWI, as I told you, my father took then Under Sec. of the Navy, FDR and his wife on the three day tour of the battlefields. Here is an excerpt from Elinor Roosevelt’s, “This Is My Story” (Harper & Brothers, N.Y. and London 1937), commencing on page 279:
****
We were to be on our way the next day, driving over the front where our soldiers had fought with the British, and nothing, if I could help it, was going to prevent me from taking that trip . . . 


The Front
I got up the next morning at six-thirty, dressed and left, sitting on the back seat of a car between my husband Franklin and Livy Davis....Two young American Army officers, Major Manning and Captain Cook, accompanied our party. They had been on the Somme front and told us the story of the fighting as we went along.....We made a number of stops, one at the St. Quentin Canal. They wished to show us what our troops had done and so we walked to the bottom where the canal runs between steep banks. The cut is about sixty feet deep and the sides were lined with dugouts. I wondered if the state of my feelings would give me an approximate idea of the way the soldiers felt on the cold, gray, foggy morning that they, with full packs on their backs and rifles in their hands, plunged down one side of the canal and climbed up the other. The enemy was afraid to fire until they were well under their guns for fear the approaching army might be their own men. In that way, while armored tanks plowed the plain, the canal itself with its high banks, was taken. We drove along the straight military roads with churned mud on either side of us, and deep shell holes here and there....We stopped for lunch in St. Quentin. It was pointed out to us that during the German advance every bit of iron around the fountain or on public buildings had been removed and sent to Germany. We sat around that fountain and ate our lunch....In Albert we passed under the figure of Christ swung out over the street from its niche over the church door and held by one wire. They told us that the soldiers were very superstitious about these religious images and they did not dare take them down. The streets and roads were almost painfully tidy and clear of obstruction, but the houses for the most part were mere shells. When we reached Amiens that night, I had to confide in my husband that I had a pain and thought I might have caught cold....
****
Years later, under different circumstances, then President Roosevelt, was to recall that tour to my father. 

At some point in the summer of 1941, at Ft. Jackson, when I was still a private, we were told that there was to be a Review of all the units on the entire Post by President Franklin D. Roosevelt. That, of course, was a very big deal, and meant that all equipment, buildings and soldiers had to be brought into perfect condition for the President who was our Commander in Chief. 


The day of the President's arrival, the Company was ordered out for yet another inspection early in the morning, and everything was found to be in order. The units were then marched one by one to positions along the main road through Fort Jackson. There were tens of thousands of GIs lining the road, all in formation, about an hour or two before the President was scheduled to arrive. In front of the entire 120th Infantry Regiment stood my father, the Regimental Commander. 


During the President's review of the troops, made in an open touring car, he made two unannounced stops at random before two of the Regimental Commanders, one of whom happened to be my father. When the President’s car came to a halt in from of him, my father stepped forward and saluted the President. My father was then introduced to President Roosevelt by the Post Commander, a General who was riding in the car with the President. We could see that some words were being exchanged which we could not hear, and the President started laughing. My father later told me that the exchange went something like this: “Mr. President, this is Colonel John Hall Manning, Commanding Officer of the 120th Infantry Regiment.” The President responded, “Oh, I remember Colonel Manning very well, I knew him when he was a major and the staff cars in France could not go less than 60 miles an hour.” That was when President Roosevelt began to laugh. My father explained to me that they had made the tour in an open Staff Car, which my father frequently drove rather fast, and on one occasion a near accident had caused the car to make a 360 degree spin on the road, after which they had continued uninjured. Clearly the President had never forgotten that tour with my father. 

Fast forward to March, 1943, when I was in the Parachute School at Ft. Benning, the following occurred:


We were next introduced to the parachute tower, which was 250 feet high, and had been used at Coney Island for tourists dropping in parachutes attached to a wire on the top, with guide wires running down the sides of the chute to the ground to make certain the chute dropped slowly and straight down so that no one could be injured. I have read that the same safety devices were in use on a tower at the Parachute School, but I have no recollection of ever having seen such a device at the School. My recollection is that there was only one tower, with four arms from which parachutes with men hanging from them could be dropped in a free fall, with no safety devices.
On the day I was to make my first drop from the tower, there was much activity going on at the Post. Everything was being cleaned up or painted, giving every indication that something big was in the offing. As usual, the troops on the Post were not told what it was about.


As the time approached for my ascent up the tower’s arm, the wind had increased to about 30 mph, which would normally have resulted in cancellation of the drop as being too dangerous. Not that day, however. I was pulled up to the end of the tower arm, and then nothing happened. Normally one was released within a few seconds of reaching the tower arm, but I just hung there, twisting in the wind, wondering what was going on and when I was to be released. I was somewhat concerned that the high wind might blow me into the tower which could cause the chute to collapse, but then, I had been taught how to maneuver the chute by pulling on the risers, the two woven fabric bands that ran from the chute pack to the shroud lines holding the chute itself.


As all of that was passing through my mind, an open touring car appeared below, coming toward the tower area with many motorcycles preceding it and several cars behind it. As the car came very close to the tower area, I could not believe my eyes - there was Franklin D. Roosevelt, the President of the United States and the Commander in Chief of the Army, right below me. And at that moment, there was a bounce and I was swinging below the chute in the strong wind, tugging the risers to keep me off the tower. I landed on the sawdust standing upright, and managed to collapse the chute before the wind took it off dragging me behind it, and when I looked around for the President, he and his entourage had departed, but that was an exhilarating experience, to have made my first tower drop for none other than the President! My father had driven the President and Mrs. Roosevelt on a tour of the battlefield of France, and then, years later, he had been re-introduced to the President at Fort Jackson, and now I had parachuted from the big tower for the President.
******
Now back to Ft. Jackson, in 1942: 
I transferred to a rifle company from the Service Company shortly after Pearl Harbor. After I had been in the rifle platoon for about three months, my father was transferred out of the Regiment, being replaced by a Regular Army Colonel, a graduate of the Military Academy at West Point. The same fate befell all of the other Regimental Commanders, as well as the entire 30th Division General Staff. All were replaced by Regular Army graduates of West Point, regardless of their comparative qualifications, As I was to learn much later, that was part of a scheme to put Regular Army West Point officers in all National Guard command positions, so they could gain the command experience necessary to further their careers. It mattered not one whit to the powers in the Regular Army that many of the National Guard Commanders were far more qualified in many ways than those who replaced them. My father had served in the Mexican Border campaign and in severe combat in WWI as a battalion commander, and he was certainly more qualified to lead the 120th Infantry into battle than was his un-battle tested replacement. Moreover, it was my father who had assisted in the rebuilding of the 30th Division after WWI, and had trained his men, and trained them well, for the many years until the Federal Government required their services. That was indeed some repayment for a long time loyal officer, who gave a large part of his life to the National Guard, because he knew its value to the defense of his Country. Those indefensible actions were attacked in a book, entitled “The Rape of the 30th Division.” by Major General Henry D. Russell, the 30th Division Commander (brother of then Senator Richard B. Russell of Georgia), who was removed and replaced by Regular Army Major General William Simpson at the same time as my father was replaced. 


Later, in 1944, when my father was the senior officer on an Army Reclassification Board in Italy, which was charged with finding some place for officers who had been relieved of their commands for failing to perform their assignments as required, the Colonel who had replaced my father was sent to the Board; he had not made the grade!
After my father’s departure, I was promoted to Corporal, and was told by my Platoon Leader that the promotion would have come earlier, but my father had not wanted it, as he wanted me to spend more time as a private in the rifle unit before being promoted.
Around May or June 1942, even though I was only seventeen, and still not old enough to legally enter the Army, I decided that I was going to try to gain admission to the Infantry Officer Candidate School, known as OCS, at Ft. Benning, Ga. I wanted to arrange matters such that if I was accepted into OCS, I would not graduate until after I had reached 18. If I was going to become an officer, I thought I should at least be old enough to be legally in the Army. 


I had to pass a number of tests, the last being an oral test before a number of senior officers none of whom I had ever seen before, and I must have passed the tests, because In July, 1942, I was told by my Company Commander that I would leave Ft. Jackson for Ft. Benning and the Infantry OCS early in August. That was my last connection to Old Hickory!
I eventually joined the 513th Pcht Regt, 17th AB Div, eventually in 1944 was promoted to 1st Lt. and served in the 


Battle of the Bulge, was injured and spent three years in Army hospitals. I was awarded the DSC, British Military Cross, Bronze Star and Purple Heart.
During the war, my father served in non combat posts, most commanding Replacement Depots in North Africa and Italy. He was awarded the Legion of Merit. He then went back into the 30th Div. as Div. Commander, later retired and became Adjutant General of NC. He died on his only heart attack in 1963 and is buried in the Federal Cemetery in Raleigh. 

Dick Manning
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