
FELIX AND UNCLE EDDIE AT HOME 

Felix was sitting on the floor in front of the fire, his short legs sticking straight out and his homework 

balanced on his knees. One side of his face and one arm and leg were hot; the other side of him was frozen. He 

was trying to get through his maths homework so he could get back to his book (he was reading Dracula) but 

Uncle Eddie wouldn't stop talking. He was upset again, worrying about his job at the pub on the corner. 

Felix was only half-listening to his uncle. He was thinking about the fancy dress party; to be held in the 

evening of the last schoolday before the Christmas break. He didn’t want to go; the whole school would be there 

and all the teachers and all the parents. He wouldn’t be able to breathe. 

Eddie’s voice rose and Felix sighed and looked up at him. 

“The only thing I know for sure,” Eddie said, walking up and down and squeezing his hands together, “is that 

someone is stealing. It’s not me, and it’s not Mrs Boyd. We have our suspicions, you know, oh indeed we do. In 

fact we’re quite sure it’s that Hennessy who works weekends but we can’t prove it. And now we’re on our last 

warning! The boss says he’ll get the police in and then he’ll sack the lot of us, guilty or not.” 

 Eddie took a breath and strode to the wall. He stared at the picture of a red yacht in a white frame and shook 

his head. 

“The caretaker in our school is called Hennessy,” Felix said. 

“Oh aye, that’s him,” Eddie said, starting to pace again. “We know all about that, he talks enough about it, so 

he does. A big fella? Fair hair and a red face?” 

Felix nodded.  

“His son is in my class. Sandy, his name is and he calls me Flea  . . . “ 

But Felix could see that his uncle wasn’t listening. 

”We’ll all get the sack! And I won’t be able to pay the rent and you’ll end up in an orphanage, sleeping in a 

cold dormitory with one blanket and cold sheets on your bed and dry toast for breakfast, poor, wee lad.”  

 Eddie stopped long enough to pat Felix on the head and then he went on. 

“And what about me, Felix? What about me? I’ll be out on the streets, walking round all day in the rain – and 

there’s going to be snow! Did you know that, Felix? It’s going to snow! Spending the nights with other 

homeless oul fellas, all coughing and farting and spitting and shouting out loud in their sleep. Am I to foother 

about in dustbins looking for bits of food? Chopped off fish-heads and potato skins? Oh, a nice way to end up 

after all these years! And Christmas on top of us!” 

“Uncle Eddie?” 

Eddie stopped walking. 

“It’s this fancy dress party, do I have to go? You have to dress up and all the parents will be there, and all the 

teachers. I don’t see why I have to go." 

Uncle Eddie fell into the best chair with a thump, his large, roundy body squashing into it and his arms 

hanging over the sides. 

“Felix, Felix, do you listen to me at all when I’m talking to you? Am I talking to myself? Talking to that boat 

on the wall there? That’s my nephew! Head full of sweety mice, sitting there in front of the fire, not a worry, not 

a worry in the world.” 

“But, Uncle Eddie, the teacher said – “ 

“The teacher said! Is the teacher worried about drink and fags walking out of the pub? Is the teacher worried 

about eating fish-heads? No, you can bet on that. And another thing  . . .  ” 

Eddie thumped the arms of the chair. 

“Her Downstairs is watching every move. She knows when you’re here on your own, I’d bet money on it.  

She’ll report us to the authorities and then . . .   Oh dear, oh dear. Mrs Boyd is very good but she can’t be 

babysitting you all the time.”        

Felix was tired arguing about babysitters. He didn’t mind Mrs Boyd at all, indeed he liked her. Sometimes 

they watched Fr Ted together and they always had a laugh, but he was fine on his own. His face wrinkled up in a 

frown. He didn’t want to argue; he hated arguing.   

“I don’t need a sitter!” he said. “I’m ten . . .  Uncle Eddie, couldn’t I pretend to be sick when the fancy dress is 

on? It’s not like I’d be missing lessons; it’s after school.” 

 Eddie blew out a long breath. 

“No, it’s better if you go. You have to learn how to fit in, Felix. I want you to settle down here, settle down 

and make friends and not be mooching about on your own all the time. And I’ve other things to be worrying 

about now, like my job, and a roof over our heads.”  

Felix frowned and rubbed at his forehead again. I like being on my own, he thought.  

“But you have to dress up for it. What would I dress up as?” 

“Dress up? Eh . . . child dear, I haven’t a notion in the world. Ask Mrs Boyd.” 

* 



   Felix and his Uncle, Eddie Quirke, had moved into this small, dark flat beside the sea in the middle of 

November. The carpets were thin and the whole place smelled of dust but it was all Uncle Eddie could afford - 

his new job in the pub on the corner didn’t pay very well.  

The kitchen was a tiny space in the corner with a swinging curtain of red and blue beads instead of a door and 

the bathroom was out on the landing.  

Felix slept on a fold-up bed behind the couch. Every night he had to fold it out and make it up with the faded 

brown and yellow duvet. His uncle would have helped him but he was stout and found it hard to bend so low.  

Eddie’s bedroom had just enough room for a narrow bed and a wardrobe. As he said himself, if he got out of 

bed too quickly he’d find himself in the kitchen.  

Felix had never lived at the sea before so most days he went out and up the street, past a row of yellow 

houses, past the pub on the corner where his uncle worked, over a low wall and down a slope to the beach. He 

loved the cold, salty smell and he would stand for ages looking at the grey waves and the small stones and shells 

that crunched under his runners. Once he brought crusts to feed the seagulls but they had gathered above his 

head and at his feet, swooping and calling and he had thrown down all the bread and run home. 

He thought that maybe in the summer he would paddle along the edge, but maybe not. There would be other 

people around then, grown-ups shouting, children running and splashing and screaming - no, he wouldn’t like it. 

Felix had moved to a new school too. No one spoke to him there except for Hennessy's son who called him 

Flea-bite and hit him on the head with a closed fist every time he passed him. Mr Travers, the teacher, shouted 

and banged his way around the classroom, throwing books and pens to the floor. He made Felix feel uneasy and 

nervous; he even felt like crying sometimes. 

And they soon found out about Dolores, who lived in the downstairs flat. The very day they moved in she had 

come up to welcome them, her eyes darting everywhere, taking in the worn couch with its thin cushions,  the 

silver clock on the mantle piece and the small television perched on an old-fashioned chest of drawers. She 

fussed over Felix, saying he was too thin, and wasn’t it a shame he had to sleep on a camp bed, as she called it, 

and she said the stairs were too steep for such a wee boy. Felix glared at her. So what if he wasn’t tall? Eddie 

said he would shoot up all of a sudden - he said it all the time. The stairs were too steep for her, Eddie said later 

and they hoped it would put her off coming up. 

DOLORES PAYS A VISIT 

But it didn't put her off at all. It was a week later and Dolores was watching the first, light flakes of snow from 

her front window. And there was Felix coming up the path, head bent with the weight of his school bag. She 

heard the click of the front door and turned back into the room. Now, she thought to herself, if I time this right I 

might be asked to stay for dinner. 

 


