Claude was born on 11th September 1915 to Fred Fiddaman and his wife Annie, whose maiden name was Hoffmann. Fred was an accountant and Annie was a seamstress. Both of his parents were very skilled, but humble people, who saw it as their responsibility to help other people. Dad certainly inherited or learned these attributes, and demonstrated them in his daily life.
Claude grew up in Enfield, and it is fitting that today we are gathered close to the place of his child hood. The old house on what was Irish Harp Road (now Regency Road) was long ago turned into a car park, but it had beautiful gardens tended lovingly by Annie who was also the boss inside the house. He attended Adelaide High School where among other things, he studied Latin. As a high school student I was often amazed at his memory as I sweated over my Latin studies and he would come into the room and translate a whole passage of Latin into English.  Dad was really a product of the horse and cart days as he graduated to a bicycle for his journeys to Port Adelaide for his first job working at a fertiliser factory. He also had a rebellious side to his personality, and was often defiant of authority. Like most young men, he had decided that the time was right to leave home, and made the appropriate announcement at dinner one night that he was moving out. But he had miscued on his resources and quietly decided to stay put. There were red faces all round about a fortnight later when Annie mentioned at the dinner table that the family was still being graced by his presence and that if he was going to make a pronouncement in future that he had better follow through with the action. 
Claude was a bit of a free spirit and he loved travelling and motorcycles, and as part of a Rover Scout group, he travelled far and wide across the country on holidays and long weekends. His prize possession was a BSA Gold Star motorbike, which he maintained to a very high standard.   

He married Marjorie Harrod in 1942, but the Second World War changed their plans for the future. Claude decided that instead of being drafted for service in the Army, he would volunteer to serve in the Air Force. He demonstrated a very good aptitude for things mechanical, and became an engine fitter. He spent time at Point Cook in Victoria, then Townsville, before being sent to Milne Bay in New Guinea. He disliked the tropical climate, but enjoyed the companionship of the people with whom he worked. He also developed a love of and respect for flying, and his experiences honed his technical desire for doing a job properly. His lack of respect for authority was confirmed when his beloved Gold Star motor bike was requisitioned by the Army for war service while he was absent.
One story that came out of his time in the Air Force came from when he was stationed in Port Hedland.  A cargo flight came in with a number of American nurses complaining loudly about “Goddam Aussie pilots”.  Dad moved closer to catch the conversation between the pilot & chief of the ground staff, to hear the pilot stuttering, “You’d bbbettter chchcheck the ppport wwiingtip, I ththink there’s a bbbit off ssssssaltwater in it”.  He’d been doing low passes over the waves & had clipped one.

He also spoke of “pushing back the Japs in New Guinea”.  The only one he ever saw was a tiny little pilot, wedged between two huge American MPs.  He wasn’t going anywhere.

Upon his return from New Guinea, Claude had a lot of difficulty settling into post war Australian society, along with a lot of other veterans. He and Marjorie finally decided that they needed to move out on their own and built a modest house at Kingston Park. It was here that we three, Dorothy (1945), Kevin (1949) and Rodney (1952) were raised as children. Dad worked at The Electricity Trust workshops at Hilton as an electrical fitter, and Mum ran a pretty tight ship at home keeping appropriate control of the growing family and the garden and the house, which was always spick and span. During these years, Dad really became part of the local community, getting involved in the Marino Progress Association, which had as its goal, the establishment of better community facilities. I well remember the opening day of the Marino Community Hall on a warm day, and as we drove the old Overland into the car park, Dad jumped out of the car, grabbed the crank handle and killed a brown snake heading off into the grass. He also fought tirelessly for better services for the community. In the days when the bread delivery man used to drive his horse and cart to deliver the bread, Kingston Crescent was worse than a goat track with big potholes almost large enough to hide the horse from a little kid. Dad and a few other like-minded citizens decided to lobby the local council to improve the road and in his words “went to beard the lion in his den”, which I think, meant to visit the mayor and his mates to discuss the state of the road. Another couple of years passed before the road was finally sealed and kerbed. As kids we grew up in a very supportive, loving family atmosphere created by Dad and Mum, where development of skills and knowledge was encouraged, along with a sense of belonging and tempered always with good family humour. Almond trees grew in the backyard, as did citrus trees and flower gardens, while bee hives produced their beautiful honey on a regular basis and the chooks produced both eggs and meat.
He even taught Mum to drive.  One time, she got distracted & drove right over the gate post, flattening the last bush in the hedge in the process.  She managed to put the post back up again, leaving Dad to wonder why the bush had died so suddenly.
One of Dad’s favourite threats when we were driving was that someone would be made to “get out & walk”.  We only ever saw this once, about 600 metres from home, when I was ordered to get out.  The house was deathly quiet until I arrived home, apparently bawling my eyes out, and the other two checked me out carefully to ensure that I was undamaged.

The family didn’t have much money and Dad had a wonderful way of agreeing with Mum, when he said, “Yes dear, you can have any dress you like, as long as it’s blue”.

But Dad was getting restless. He had tired of working in the workshop situation at ETSA and had changed jobs to work for the then PMG as a clerk in Adelaide. The PMG was actually the Post Master Generals Department, which he called Paddy McGinty’s Goat.  He had been offered a transfer to another job in Mt Gambier and the itchy feet of his youth had been itching again. After serious discussions with Mum, along with similar talks with his and her parents, the decision was made that we were on the move, so in 1960 all of our family possessions were loaded into a truck and off we went, complete with the family budgie that bleeped every time we went over a bump in the road. I don’t believe that any of us knew what sort of a culture shock lay ahead. Not only was it a long way from anything that our sheltered childhood had prepared us for, but it was cold and wet and the home that was promised took about six months to eventuate. 
It was a good move in lots of ways because it reinforced the family values that Dad and Mum had been inculcating in us. We all learnt a great deal because we saw things and places that would have remained hidden, and we experienced life in a different environment, and we all grew as human beings because of it. Dad became involved in the newly formed hockey association and with his usual enthusiasm, he enticed both Rodney and me to get seriously involved as players. However, like a lot of things in life, change was on the horizon. It became more obvious to Dad and Mum that the Mt Gambier educational institutions of the time would not be able to cater for the thirst for knowledge being demonstrated by their three children. Reluctantly, another move, this time to Murray Bridge, was discussed, and eventually agreed to.
Dorothy had already moved to Adelaide to study, firstly at Brighton High school and later at Adelaide University by this time, and I only lived at home in Murray Bridge for about a year before also moving on to Adelaide to study. Dad loved to see us come home for weekends and holidays, and he would continually encourage us to think about things from a different viewpoint. Transport was always interesting and vehicles were not as reliable as they are now. Dad said to me only a week or so ago that he really enjoyed the challenge of fixing some of the cars and motorbikes that we children brought home in need of repairs. During this time, Dad revitalized his relationship with his brother Ian, because I had been living with their family while studying. Some very interesting rabbit hunting evenings were had in the scrub around Murray Bridge, and the odd beer drunk in the torchlight as the night’s haul was prepared for the table.

It was inevitable that the family as Dad and Mum had envisaged would move on, and so it did. Dorothy moved to New Guinea, met Peter and came back to get married and build their own lives together; I spent some time in the army, then back to study, met and married Edith and moved to Leigh Creek; and Rodney finished University, travelled all over the country, met and married Val, and moved to Sydney.

Dad decided that it was time to give away working and concentrate on enjoying life with Mum, whose health was showing signs of deterioration. They built a home in Gwandalan in New South Wales on the shores of Lake Macquarie, where their spirits were rejuvenated by regular walks around the village and some lively discussions with their neighbours. Dad said many times later that this was good fun and a great place to live out his retirement with Mum. However, her health deteriorated further, and by this time all of the now adult children were back in Adelaide making it a fairly easy decision to return to Adelaide so that some family support would be available as the situation worsened. This was a tough time for Dad, in a full time carer role, and his patience often wore thin as the frustration intensified. Eventually, there was no option but to relinquish the daily care for Mum to the very capable people at Perry Park Nursing Home at Pt Noarlunga. Dad visited often, lending whatever help and support that he could. In the meantime, the patter of little grandchildren’s feet was echoing around, and he took great interest in the affairs of the next generation. After a long and debilitating illness, Mum died in 1983, leaving Dad alone and in relatively good health.

A few years later, Dad met Kathleen, a lady with a serious zest for life, and he was smitten. They married in 1987 and lived in Kath’s house in Marden. Dad spent a lot of time doing volunteer work with the local council helping elderly people as part of a support group. He still didn’t see himself as elderly and he had considerable compassion for those in the community who were in need of help. Dad made wooden toys and gave them to another group for distribution. The garden was also a source of inspiration and happiness and many pleasant afternoons were spent on the back lawn. Unfortunately, their time together was cut short as Kath’s health faltered and she died after about twelve years of marriage to Dad.

Ever the optimist, Dad kept looking for someone to share his life with, and eventually found Bettie, who he married in 2001. They bought into a retirement village in Magill and put considerable effort into establishing a tiny backyard garden where they sat and enjoyed the peace. Dad enjoyed pretty good health despite his years of smoking, until quite recently when a bout of pneumonia laid him low and he didn’t have the strength to recover.

Claude was a man of intelligence, skill, compassion and a flair for the vagaries of the Australian language. We salute your presence in this world and bid you farewell to rest in peace.
