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When I was first born, Mom, Dad, and I lived with my grandparents, Charles and Tilly                
Kennell, in Lafayette from 1934-36. It was the Depression, and people had to double up. At                
that time, my Grandpa Charles had a furniture store and he was the only one making any                 
money. My Grandmother Tilly was rather aloof, and didn’t want to have anything to do with                
me, apparently. When I was a baby, she wouldn’t come near me because she had lost a little                  
girl, Ruth, who died of measles when she was about three. They didn’t know about measles                
and mumps at the time. 
 
Aunt Agnes was my father’s stepsister. She was my grandpa’s daughter, by his first wife. We                
don’t know what happened to his first wife. Agnes was about fifteen years old when my father,                 
Carl Kennell, was born. She and my dad were very close, she was more like a mother figure to                   
him. She was out of the house by the time I lived there.  
 
Agnes was married and had one son, who was no good. He worked, but every time he’d work                  
for people, he’d just take their money. The last time they saw him he had taken a farmer’s car                   
and he disappeared. No one ever heard from him again.  
 
Agnes later got married to Uncle Ernest, Ernest Polk. They had no children. Agnes and Ernest                
followed the carnival a lot; they were carnival people for a long time. They sold candied                
apples, cotton candy on the carnival tours. Aunt Agnes was also head of the Spiritual Church                
in Dallas, Texas. She believed in spiritualism, seances, moving tables, voices from the past.              
When they got older, Agnes bought a small ma and pa restaurant in Irving, Texas, where they                 
lived until she passed away.  
 
Mother and Aunt Agnes never really got along. I don’t know if it was jealousy on Aunt Agnes’s                  
part, but Aunt Agnes was always a part of my life. Because she believed in spiritualism, she                 
would never kill an ant, she would never kill anything because she thought it might have been                 
a person or something. She was more of a grandmother than she was an aunt. She was a very                   
jolly, gentle person.  
 


