
	 Not far from the eastern edge of Lampasas County, halfway between Topsey 
and Izoro, lies the 600 acre tract of land where Shirley was raised.  This location, 
bounteous in the blessings of nature, is nevertheless remote from conveniences such 
as schools within walking distance and playmates up and down the block. Although 
the ranch was the favored destination for visiting cousins, they were seldom there and 
their visits were short.  The Durham siblings learned early to entertain themselves.  

	 Intending to be a teacher someday, just as her mother had been, as often as she 
could Shirley conscripted her little brother into “playing school”.  When Curtis tired of 
that, they pumped their bikes down their loooong dirt driveway to the intersection with 
an unpaved road leading off to the highway several miles away. Included in their ranch 
livestock was a herd of Angora goats.  Each year when the does gave birth whatever 
orphans appeared became pets.  They bottle fed them while small, their antics were 
hilarious, and Shirley found them delightful.  She enjoyed reading books, carried her 
share of household chores and, on occasion, assisted her father in the fields as well.  

	 They attended church in the tiny community of Topsey, just six miles distant, but 
school was in Lampasas, a more sizable town further away.  From 1st grade thru 12th, 
the Durham kids were first on the bus and last to hop off, a forty-four mile round trip.

	 Following graduation, Shirley studied a year at Tarleton State, married, sought 
the services of an employment agency, was sent first to apply at Farmers Insurance, 
was hired forthwith and remained with them for thirty-seven not entirely continuous 
years of service.  The story has more details, of course, but that’s the basic outline.

	 Her years with Farmers were served entirely within the State Headquarters in 
Austin.  Beginning as a file clerk in the records department, she moved step by step 
into and through a variety of departments until she was so well versed in the cogs and 
gears of the insurance world she advanced to position of Trainer - and there she 
remained for many years.  She finds it ironic that her dream of becoming a teacher 
finally came true, although in a far different form than expected.  Numerous fresh-faced 
college grads, diplomas still damp, were sent to Shirley to learn the business.  A few of 
these later became, technically, her bosses.  That fact only makes her smile.  

	 In her final three years with Farmers, Shirley was placed within a specialized 
team to test out every new rating system needed for their computers.  It was her job to 
imagine as wide a variety of scenarios as possible, to break the codes if she could, to 
find all existing flaws so they could be corrected prior to use.  In order to do this, you 
must really know your stuff - and she did.  That’s why they picked her.

	 The one break in her years of service occurred following her husband’s 
retirement.  He longed to return to country life, to be closer to the homes of their youth.  
They purchased 78 acres in an area she describes as “thirty miles from anywhere” and 
built a home.  Sadly, in just two short years, Shirley lost her husband to a heart attack.  
She returned to Georgetown, purchased the home where she lives today, and resumed 
her career with Farmers.  Four years ticked slowly along.  Little by little the numbness 
subsided.  One day, reevaluating her situation, she resolved to reinvigorate her life.  It 
was time to learn the Two-Step.  She enrolled in a dancing class.


Meet Your Church Family 
Shirley and Doyle Channell



	 Doyle was barely two when his family migrated south across the Red River to 
settle in the vicinity of Lubbock.  They were cotton farmers, mostly, but raised a few 
other crops as well.  From a very early age, Doyle and his three brothers participated in 
all phases of farm life, an upbringing proven to be solid training for maturity.  Doyle 
aced his driver’s test at 14, was gifted his first car at 15, but from then on purchased all 
of his own.  He paid $50 for the first, a 1938 Ford pick-up.  Every time he spun the 
wheels - the axle broke.  It took 8 bucks and half a day to repair.  

	 Following graduation, enticed by the slogan “Join the Navy, see the world!”, 
Doyle headed for San Diego.  He joined with a group of Navy wanna-bees most of 
whom hailed from crowded cities such as New York or Chicago.  Their life experiences 
to date could not have been less similar.  

	 Doyle’s origins began to pay off very early, beginning with their qualifying 
endurance tests.  Try this:  climb a vertical ladder to a platform 40 feet in the air.  Jump 
off into what appears ( from roughly four stories high ) to be a tiny pool of water below.  
“Rescue” a person in the pool below, haul him back and forth across the pool - twice.  
Tread water.  Keep treading, remove your trousers, tie knots in the ankles, swing them 
above your head until they fill with air, then use them as floats.  Doyle passed all of his 
qualifying tests the first day.  Most had to try again.  Some never made it through at all. 

	 Throughout his term of service, Doyle was under the command of Rear Admiral 
Larson, Commander of Amphibious Group 3.  He sailed on the flagship USS Eldorado, 
but occasionally on others as well.  Assigned to the admiral’s staff as a radio operator, 
additional and specialized schooling qualified him to handle the admiral’s top secret 
communications with the ability to interpret and transmit code.  Although frequently 
docked in Yokosuka, Japan, he sailed to numerous locations throughout the Pacific - 
China, Australia, Hawaii, the Philippines. On a trip through the Aleutian Islands of 
Alaska, 40 foot ground swells cascaded over the topmost deck savagely tossing their 
ship. This one time he was seasick as was the entire crew.  He completed enlistment 
having seen most of the world accessible from Pacific shores.  Time to move on.

	 The field of engineering had long been of interest to Doyle.  It was one in which 
he possessed a natural aptitude as well. Setting his sights on that mark, he enrolled at 
Tarleton State earning his degree while simultaneously employed full time.  He emerged 
at a time when an over-abundance of engineering majors glutted the market.  Desirable 
employment in his field was difficult to find.  At that time it made more sense to run a 
company of your own.  So he did.

	 Channell Construction, General Contractor built flood control dams, most of 
which were government jobs.  From their home base in Vernon, Texas, they worked 
sites throughout a radius of approximately 100 miles. During this period, Doyle owned 
three farms on which he grew alfalfa, cotton, wheat, cantaloupes and watermelons.   
Averaging approximately four hours of sleep each night, he kept this up for better than 
thirty years, ultimately selling his company to a friend.

	 Eventually, his life throttled down, the hard grind abated, his pace became more 
relaxed.  Relaxed, however, in no way meant inactive.  One evening he drove to 
Salado, walked into Bo’s Barn Dancehall, and his life took an unexpected turn.  Shirley 
was there with a group of friends.  He asked her to dance.




	 Doyle and Shirley met while dancing and then just kept on going.  The Cotton 
Club in Granger reserved a table in their name.  They were Sunday night regulars until 
Covid descended and shattered their routine.  Six times they registered in Competition 
Dance at the annual Spring Ho Festival in Lampasas winning fourteen ribbons for their 
Two-Step, Jitterbug, Fast Dance, and Waltz.  It wouldn’t be surprising to find they 
dance in the moonlight at home.

	 Sharing an interest in history and geography, they are enthusiastic travelers, 
especially by car and within the USA.  A frequent destination is Ruidoso, NM where the 
scenery is stunning, they have favored venues, and the horses at the track are beautiful 
to see.  Their active curiosities inspire them to travel a road only to find where it might 
lead.  Having driven I 35 to the southmost point in Laredo, they wondered where it 
might end if they drove it all the way up north.  Duluth, MN is where it ends - on the 
southwestern tip of Lake Superior, a sublimely scenic area according to them both.  It 
was a casual question they posed, but one they enthusiastically followed all 1,295 
miles to resolve. “Seems like a fun idea - let’s go!” could easily be their mantra.

	 Their Texas County Courthouse Tour evolved from an article Shirley spotted in 
the paper one morning.  Wouldn’t it be fun, she thought, to see the county courthouses 
of Texas?  This was simply a casual idea which morphed into a two year adventure 
covering thousands of miles and bringing a level of satisfaction and delight beyond 
what they had previously thought possible.  There are 254 counties in this state, each 
of which contain tidbits of history often not recorded elsewhere.  The courthouse  in 
Milam County, for instance, is a stately structure built of cream colored limestone - and 
it is courthouse number four.  The first was a tiny wooden building.  The second, also 
built of wood, burned down.  The third was built of brick but apparently of sloppy and 
inadequate design.  The judge wouldn’t stay there - “too smoky” he said as he puffed 
his cigar - so they demolished the building, cleared the site, and erected the present-
day structure.  An historical plaque in the courtyard relays the story of the First Girl’s 
Tomato Club in Texas.  Have you ever heard of that?  Likely not.  You can read about it, 
though, at:  texashistory.unt.edu  The Portal to Texas History.  Taste this one tiny tidbit, 
multiply by 254, and you begin to understand what motivates Mr and Mrs Channell.

	 Shirley became a member of St John’s in 1979, the year her second child was 
born. Since that time she has served in too many capacities to enumerate.  Currently, 
she is president of our UMW, a position which she has held a total of some fourteen 
years or so.  Only recently she stepped down from her position as Secretary of the 
Board.  She is steady, trustworthy, and always seems to “be there” supporting the 
church in numerous ways.  

	 Doyle and his three brothers were raised by parents who attended church twice 
on Sunday, Wednesday night for sure, and pretty close to every other time the doors 
were open.  He was Baptist.  But then, so was Shirley’s father.  There’s not truly a 
significant difference.  Some say that Methodists are just Baptists who read.


Dorothy Newcomb 

PHOTOS FOLLOW ON THE VERY NEXT PAGE(S)


http://texashistory.unt.edu


 

The Durham Siblings

Barbara (L), Curtis, Shirley (R)


with three of their angora goats.


USS Eldorado

Wedding  04/29/06  St John’s

Doyle Channell - circa 1956

Yokosuka, Japan


Note the caves in cliffside, background, carved 
out to shelter Japanese in wartime.

President, United Methodist Women




 

YEA !!!
Last one! 

 We made it ! 

Grimes County

Anderson, Texas

Wise County

Decatur, Texas

Hopkins County

Sulphur Springs, Texas

Irion County

Mertzon, Texas

TExas 
County Courthouse Tour 

254 counties  -  Anderson to Zavala   -  2013 - 2015 

6 Contests   14 Ribbons

Ruidosa, NM



The news clippings on this page are copied from an article featured in the Williamson 
County Sun on Sunday, June 8, 2014 - in the Life Section.

Shirley and Doyle hold a Texas map 
marked with every county seat.
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