ATHOL JOHN ROLAND MANNING
Where does one start when you have to tell the life story of a man like Athol Manning. A man never pushy, always there when someone needed help, never consciously seeking fame and fortune – just a decent, caring, honest man but with a brain that was forever testing it’s limits
.
Athol could lay claim to being one of the few people who could say that his life made a full circle – he was born in Paradise and we know that that is where he is now with his maker.   Perhaps his mother could see our mountain out the window and that is why his third christian name is Roland.  The 10th of August, 1916 was the date.


His father soon gave up farming and moved to Hobart for some years before coming back to Devonport as an upholsterer – jobs were scarce in the depression so Athol started at a job he detested with his father.    Spare time was taken up with this new thing, electronics, and he soon got a part time job with Wally Hill in Stewart St helping wiring houses etc. and it was in the workshop behind the electrical store that a little boy that lived a few doors up the street first met young Athol.  Athol became involved with Devonport’s first radio station – 7DR – an amateur station in Webb’s building opposite the wharf – my job there was not quite as important as Athol’s – I had to change the needles in the turntables. BIG Stuff.    Athol was also famous at this time for the quality of his canoes – made the hard way without the advantages of fiberglass and such.
       Athol, an avid dancer, often rode his bike to Latrobe to- especially- dance with a young lady schoolteacher who lived at Tarleton, Mabel Coventry.   You could say that Athol had no problems with being “sent to Coventry”.  Another excuse to get to Latrobe and his beloved Mabel was when he started as projectionist at the Gaity Theatre.      Next, Athol changed jobs and went to teach woodwork, metalwork at the Wesley Vale Area School – no prizes for guessing who the infant teacher there was.

Athol sat for his amateur radio ticket and was licenced in 1934, having to be able to do 10 words a minute in morse code. Called up in 1939 with many other amateurs he spent the next 4 years in the Airforce, mainly in the Darwin area and experienced the worst of the Japanese bombing. Demobbed in 1945, he worked in Melbourne with an electronics expert there,  Jiggy Myer, the No. 1 public address specialist  in that area. Together they did the Public address work for the Melbourne Victory celebrations.
By this time Athol and Mabel had married, actually in 1942, and they decided to come back to Devonport  where Athol had his own radio and electronics shop as well as setting up the amplifiers for the coastal shows, athletics carnivals, Anzac day services and such.    These people did not realize how much money Athol had saved them until he retired and someone else had to do the job.   He built and maintained the first radios for the Fire brigade, he maintained the police radio systems on top of the wheat silos, he repaired anything that was given to Lifeline – his amazing brain never stopped working!.

Athol got interested in photography – his first darkroom was an old wardrobe that Mabel had to lock him into. His seat was an upturned child’s potty.  In 1948 Athol and Mabel started to build their Franklin St house on what was then just a muddy lane. Jean and I built opposite so we came into close contact with the Mannings and their children.
 Television was the coming “in-thing” – Athol’s brains took over again and he built the first television set in Devonport together with a camera. At exhibitions people could actually see themselves on the screen in full colour black and white – amazing stuff!.       We sat in their lounge and watched the opening of the 1954 Olympic games in Melbourne – an unforgettable moment.     There would hardly be a TV set in the Devonport area that hadn’t had Athol’s tender care in the next few years.
    It wasn’t enough that he had trained as a signwriter pre-war.  He had to go to tech. as an arts student and over the ensuing years produced what the family reckoned were brilliant paintings.

Athol was a valued member of Devonport Rotary and as such worked tirelessly around the community.    On his retirement the Club – not wishing to see him go – made him an Honourary member.   He was a member of the Wireless Institute of Australia as VK7LR and personally helped me to get my amateur licence in 1983.    His brilliance as an electronics technician was recognized by the rather rare award of a fellowship of the Television and Technicians Institute of Australia.

He had some unusual moments at times.   The Duke of Gloucester, at the time our Governor General, holidayed in Devonport.    The Racing Club put on a special meeting for him and, of course, Athol had to do the P.A..   He returned to his equipment to find – SHOCK HORRORS – someone sitting on his amplifier equipment.  “Get your big fat AR--- off there”  Athol roared.   “ Terribly sorry, old chap,  I was looking for a bit of quietness”  were the royal personage’s parting words.
Athol and Mabel, in retirement built another house in Parker St. where Athol from his big workshop has continued helping anyone with radio problems. His sidelines were plum sauce, Fejoa jelly and a brilliant drop of homemade beer.  Good stuff !.
Their three fine offspring have been one of Athol and Mabel’s proudest achievements.   Philip, Helen and Dennis can forever be thankful that they had parents like Athol and Mabel.    We have seen the family love so evident in action in the way they, their spouses,  grandchildren and greatgrandchildren look to Athol and Mabel.  There can never be a more fitting memorial to anyone than to what they leave behind.
Yesterday someone summed it all up by likening Athol’s passing to the burning down of a whole library.  Who could disagree ??.
In conclusion may I quote from Mabel.   “ We all remember Athol most for what he was – A good husband, father, grandfather and greatgrandfather, a man with a brilliant brain, clever and nimble fingers, and, above all, a kind and loving heart.”

May God bless him and rest his soul.
