An Ordinary Man
Edward Julian Felix was born on May 11, 1926 in Los Angeles, California, to
Julian and Herminia Felix.
He was the eldest of two children. Raised in Los Angeles, he attended Mt. Carmel High
School where he was known for his sports activity playing football, basketball and
baseball.
He graduated from high school on June 6, 1944, which was D-Day, the Allied Invasion
of Normandy, France. One day after graduation, Eddie and 18 of his high school
classmates joined the Navy and were sent to San Diego for basic training.
Upon completion of training, Eddie was sent to Honolulu, where he was assigned to a
light aircraft carrier, the USS Cowpens. None of his high school friends were assigned
to his ship.
After leaving Hawaii, the Cowpens headed towards the Philippine Islands where in
October 1944, his ship was involved in the Battle of Leyte (Laty) Gulf, the largest naval
battle of World War II, and considered by many to be the largest naval battle in history.
This was slightly more than 120 days after graduating from high school. Eddie’s job
was that of a boiler tender, which meant that he was in the bottom of the ship, often not
knowing what was going on up above.
One story he told was about one of his shipmates who wanted to change shifts with him
in the boiler room. Eddie agreed to change, and during the shift that Eddie was
originally supposed to work, a torpedo hit the boiler room and the man who had
changed shifts with Eddie was killed.
He spent the next year going to virtually every island in the Pacific. Eddie’s ship was the
first American Carrier to enter Tokyo Bay, and was present when the Armistice was
signed by the Japanese officially ending the war on September 2, 1945.
Sometime after the documents were signed the sailors were given strict orders on
where they could go during leave in Tokyo. The men from Eddie’s ship were the first
Americans to set foot on the Japanese mainland. As might be expected, dad and three

of his shipmates, went out of the acceptable area and ended up finding massive caves
built into the hillsides around Tokyo Bay.
One of the shipmates lit a lighter so they could see inside the caves, where they
discovered massive amounts of ammunition, weapons and supplies. The four sailors
ended up missing the return ride to their ship and almost ended up in the brig for
arriving back on the ship too late.
After being discharged in June 1946, he met a young Irish girl named Katie Doyle at a
summer barbeque at the beach, and they began dating. Eddie started school that fall at
Compton College and was there for a year and a half before transferring to Loyola
University in Los Angeles.
Dad was a very good baseball player and played at both Compton College and Loyola
after his military service.
Many years ago, my brother Chris was with my dad when the younger brother of one of
Eddie’s college friends told Chris what a good baseball player Eddie was. He said that
Eddie had hit a home run against USC one year. After the game, Eddie gave a souvenir
ball to this then young boy. That young boy went on to become the Superintendent of
Schools for the LA Unified School District. Forty years later, he still remembered that act
of kindness from Eddie.
In 1949, Eddie and Kay got married. During this time, Eddie was offered a
professional baseball contract with the Chicago White Sox for the huge sum of
$250 a month. Since they were pregnant with their first child and because of undue
pressure from Kay, Eddie declined the baseball offer and instead, dropped out of school
and started working full time to support his growing family.
In the early 1990’s, after a long career in the wholesale electrical industry, Eddie retired
as a Vice President and part owner of an electrical company. My brother, Tony, followed
dad’s footsteps in the electrical business as did Tony’s son, Eddie’s namesake.
During the entire time that Eddie’s family was growing, Kay was a “stay-at-home mom”.
Eddie was always fully employed and was an excellent provider for his family of six
children. He had a strong work ethic but we seem to recall occasional Fridays when he
was home in mid-afternoon, which was unusual. The telephone would ring and dad
would say, “Don’t answer that.”
During a 2000 trip to Normandy, France to visit various World War Two sites, Eddie told
the story of how when he left his parents to join the Navy at 18 years old, his mother
gave him a St. Christopher medal to keep him safe. He NEVER took that medal off
until a couple of weeks ago when he gave it to Greg, our brother and his youngest son,
to keep him safe the rest of his life.

Like most of his generation, he also told the story of being scared during the war and
that all he wanted to do was get home safely, get married, raise a family and have a
bunch of kids.
When he dropped out of Loyola when I was born, he was short about a semester and a
half from graduating. His father never let him forget about that fact and Eddie was
motivated to someday finish school.
After returning from France, with help and encouragement from Chris, Eddie checked
with Loyola-Marymount University and had them pull his transcripts from 1950. Eddie
met with the Loyola University Admissions staff and came up with a plan for him to
complete his degree.
For the next year-and-a-half, he drove up to Loyola Marymount and went to class,
usually twice a week. In what was a huge culture shock, he found himself attending
class with students younger than half of his grandchildren. He even had to take a class
on marriage and relationships. This was after being married close to 55 years and
having raised six kids. He managed to get a “C” in the class (I knew my grades were
hereditary).
Eddie graduated with his bachelor’s degree in May 2004, when he was 78 years old. He
was able to complete the circle that started in 1944 when he left for the war, after raising
his family, and after he retired from his career of over 40 years. His degree hangs
proudly in the entryway of their home to this day.
The joke in the family was after he obtained his degree he never did find
employment.
To say that Eddie was a Notre Dame fan would be an understatement. From 1946 until
several years ago, he NEVER missed a Notre Dame/USC game in Los Angeles. He
also had the opportunity to go to Notre Dame a number of times to attend games.
This past fall, even though he was in failing health, Kay and Eddie along with my sisters
Barbie and Mary Kay by their side, made his last visit to Notre Dame. During this time,
he was able to visit the inside of the ND Football locker room, a dream come true.
Eddie was a quiet man, strong in his Catholic Faith. He sent all of his children to
Catholic elementary and high schools, including two to Catholic Universities. He was
always there for all of us, attended too many school or sporting events to count and you
knew that he was always there when needed. Dad was our baseball coach, loved our
Lake Havasu/Colorado River water ski vacations and had life-long friends from
elementary, high school and the Jimmy Murphy Group.

Eddie was a huge supporter of St. John Bosco High School and a member of the socalled “Bosco Mafia.” Eddie was a member of the Orange County Freedom Committee,
comprised of former military personnel who spoke at OC schools giving a “living history”
of WWII.
He was able to live for approximately 26 years after retirement and was able to see all
of his 15 grandchildren grow. Education was important to Eddie and he was proud 13 of
his grandchildren have received college degrees (the 14th will graduate from Notre
Dame in May and the 15th is graduating from high school this year). Five of the
grandchildren also hold Master’s Degrees.
On at least three occasions, dad got emotional and said he did not want to leave us. A
couple of weeks before he died, with most of us in the room, mom said they had more
friends in heaven than here on earth. Dad responded, “But my Heaven is here,”
referring to his family. Although, sometimes when our entire family gets together, it
is more like Purgatory. Dad also said, “Remember, your family is everything.”
His legacy is that of a hard working family man (except maybe on some Friday
afternoons), who taught his children to work hard, further their education and provide
for their families. His life lessons are also of remembering where you came from and
maintaining life-long relationships with friends and classmates.
Eddie leaves Kay, his wife of 65 years, six children, 15 grandchildren and five greatgrandchildren, with two more on the way.
To our family, our dad was an ordinary man who led an extraordinary life.

