Remembered, Entombed
By Catherine Lee

This is not my tomb.
It’s a memorial to
John F. Kennedy,
Jr., 35th U.S.
president, who is
buried in Arlington
National Cemetery
in DC. He was shot
to death in Dallas,
November 22, 1963,
while motorcading
through the plaza
named after me. I’'m
George Bannerman
Dealey. | devoted
my life to serving
the people of this
city and state, up ’til the day a heart attack took me, February 26, 1946.
Does anyone remember what | did? JFK’s spirit soars into the firmament,
but I’'m here, trapped.

| was General Manager and President of the Dallas Morning Star after
working my way up from office boy and correspondent at its predecessor
Galveston News. I’'m proud to call myself both a change-making journalist
and member of the Texas Press Association. At one time, The New York
Times called me the “Dean of American Publishers.” In 1922, before the
transformative potential of electric power was widely understood, | opened
a newspaper-owned radio station, WFAA. It’s still going strong. Because of
that, in 2021 UT Austin honored me as "a legend in journalism and media”
by renaming its facility The G. B. Dealey Center for New Media.

History was vital to me, a living thing. | founded and was President of the
Dallas Historical Society and worked with the Texas State Historical
Association as well.

Back in my day, many of us visionary civic leaders established institutions
that elevated Dallas to prominence among American cities. | helped bring



the Federal Reserve Bank here. We founded the Dallas Civic Improvement
League, the Children’s Hospital of Texas, and Southern Methodist
University. | started a Pre-kindergarten-8th grade Montessori school in
north Dallas.

One of my most satisfying accomplishments was helping the Dallas
Woman’s League purchase Charles Henry Alexander’s Mansion, built in
1904. The ladies took over in 1930, raising more funds to reconstruct the
deteriorating building and save it from a wrecking ball. Sad to say, it’s the
only one left of those grand old mansions. All the others — homes of
business tycoons and oil barons —were torn down. In their place came car
lots walled with chain link and barbed wire, guarded by attack dogs.

Charles earned his fortune as head of the Dallas Consolidated Electric
Railway System. Under his direction, at the turn of the 20th century, Dallas
transit evolved from buggies to streetcars. This enabled privately-owned
motor cars to eventually displace carriages on the roads as well. The same
oil boom and new industries that made many of us rich also destroyed our
luxurious neighborhood.

Today, C.H. Alexander’s mansion again displays the opulence that once
defined Ross Avenue in East Dallas. | remember those early days. Being a



journalist to the core, | know a good story when | see one. Like the one
that sold so many copies of my paper in 1899.
Charles Alexander allegedly committed arson
and murdered his former business partner,
Major |.G. Randle. Charles was acquitted,
possibly thanks to surreptitious payment of
well-placed bribes. That left him free to turn his
attention to building this showplace for his
family.

Charles spared no expense to make his estate
spectacular. He put the very first indoor shower
in Dallas into his master bedroom suite. He
brought in granite from New Hampshire.

Woodwork defining the
expansive staircases was
finely handcrafted
mahogany and oak.
Those two-story marble
columns out front came
from Italy. Each one had
to be hauled from the train
yard to the site by a 20-




horse team pulling a custom-
built carriage. That was a sight
to see.

The Alexanders’ address, 4607
Ross Avenue, showed up
continuously in the Star’s
society news pages. | personally
attended a good number of their
fabulous parties, along with the
rest of the city’s movers and
shakers. How elegantly guests
would arrive in landaus, drawn
by matched pairs of horses, pulling up to the carriage entrance.
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The Alexanders’ Friesian horses and two Jersey cows for milking were
stabled in a two-story Carriage House behind the residence. Livestock
were permitted to be kept in residentially-zoned areas back then. But that
outbuilding had to be razed when the League took possession of the
property in 1930, long after racy sports cars displaced caroushes as elite
status symbols.

Unlike Charles, | sought neither notoriety nor accolades. My satisfaction
came from jobs well done. Like | told
my children, "Newspapermen are not
news.” But honors were bestowed on
me, including memberships in Phi
Beta Kappa and Sigma Delta Chi, and
a trio of honorary doctorates.

For the 1936 Texas Centennial, Dallas
opened a new downtown park. My
son convinced me to let the swells
name Dealey Plaza after me. A couple
years after my death in 1946, they put
up a statue of me nearby at the
courthouse.

Thanks to that, I’'m literally stuck here.
My reputation and spirit are both




trapped, entombed in a different progressive civic leader’s memorial
Cenotaph.

No one outside of Texas remembers — or even wonders about — the man
after whom the scene of a horrific, history-making crime was named.
Dealey Plaza. It’'s known only as the blighted location where the 35th
American president was assassinated.

Who could have envisioned an outcome like that? Like the saying goes,
“no good deed goes unpunished.”



