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			“The history of the interstate highway system that [Megan] Kimble unspools is a history of accumulated racist policies, flawed planning, and missed opportunities to make amends…. Kimble’s book City Limits offers a new vision…. City Limits reveals the human consequences of our built environment.”

			—The Texas Observer

			“At once a compelling inventory of what people have sacrificed for vehicular speed, an instructive primer on who makes what go where in urban space, and a call to rethink our reliance on highways in light of their environmental impact.”

			—Los Angeles Review of Books

			“As dams are to living salmon streams, highways are to living cities. Nothing could be more heartening than the growing movement—powerfully chronicled in City Limits—to move past this sad stage in our country’s development and on to something new and old that works for people, not cars.”

			—Bill McKibben, author of The End of Nature

			“Expertly documented…Kimble’s book doesn’t offer any false promises of easy victories, but it compels us to search for a better way.”

			—San Antonio Express-News

			“Though Kimble focuses on Texas, she clearly shows how its policies and practices are a microcosm for the country as a whole…. Kimble demands that we count the cost of our prevailing vision of flourishing so that we might imagine the possibility of a different future.”

			—Englewood Review of Books

			“Gripping…a propulsive, deeply human, and ultimately hopeful story of the people who are leading [the fight to stop highway expansions], even as they stand to lose their homes, businesses, and the very fabric of their neighborhoods.”

			—Streetsblog USA

			“Immersive…Kimble delivers an invigorating window onto American grassroots activism.”

			—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

			“Megan Kimble turns the history of highway construction into something much larger: a treatise on power and possibility. City Limits proves that the world can change faster than we think.”

			—P. E. Moskowitz, author of How to Kill a City

			“City Limits is a triumph. Megan Kimble echoes Robert Caro, exposing how powerful groups like TxDOT are able to take away people’s homes, destroy their neighborhoods, and run roughshod over communities with virtually no accountability.”

			—Richard Florida, author of The Rise of the Creative Class

			“Megan Kimble’s paradigm-shifting City Limits details how American cities came to completely revolve around cars—to the detriment of the people who live in those cities and suburbs, as well as to the communities that highways have displaced.”

			—Roxanna Asgarian, author of We Were Once a Family

			“City Limits [is] a definitive, neighborly guide to how our cities got so sliced up by highways, the damage they’ve done to communities and the climate, and the many great ideas for how we could replace them, if only we can organize ourselves.”

			—Maurice Chammah, author of Let the Lord Sort Them
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				While the major portion of the city plan herein described deals principally with that area inside the City Limits, we have continually kept in mind the fact that the present City Limits line is only temporary. The interests of the city extend far beyond this imaginary line.

				—A City Plan for Austin, Texas, 1928

			

		

	
		
			The Highways
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					Austin / I-35

					The highway runs through the heart of Austin, dividing the east and west sides of the city. The I-35 Capital Express Central project would expand the highway from 12 to 20 lanes.

					1. Escuelita del Alma

					2. La Vista de Lopez

					3. Community Land Trust home

				
			
		

		
		
			
				
					[image: Map titled “Dallas / I-345” including the S. M. Wright Freeway connecting I-45 with the North Central Expressway, with numbered markers locating 1) Freedman’s Town/North Dallas near U.S. 75, 2) Klyde Warren Park just west of I-35E, 3) Forest Theater at north of the S. M. Wright Freeway segment and 4) Dead Man’s Curve near the junction of I-45 and U.S. 175, along with labeled neighborhoods Highland Park, Lower Greenville, Oak Lawn, Deep Ellum, Lakewood, and the Trinity River.]
				

				
					Dallas / I-345

					A 1.4-mile elevated highway forms the eastern edge of Dallas’s downtown loop, connecting I-45 with the North Central Expressway. There is a campaign to remove the highway and replace it with a boulevard.

					1. Freedman’s Town/North Dallas

					2. Klyde Warren Park

					3. Forest Theater

					4. Dead Man’s Curve
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					Houston / I-45

					The North Houston Highway Improvement Project, known as the I-45 expansion, will expand I-45 from downtown Houston north to Beltway 8 and rebuild and reroute the downtown loop, including I-10 and I-69.

					1. Elda and Jesus Reyes

					2. O’Nari Guidry

					3. Modesti Cooper

					4. Clayton Homes

					5. The Lofts at the Ballpark

				
			
		

	
		
			Part I

		

	
		
			
				1

				Home

			
			Houston

			I-45

			In the summer of 2019, Modesti Cooper went to the post office and checked her mail for the first time in months. She’d been living abroad for more than a decade, working as a civilian contractor for the U.S. military, moving from Kuwait to Afghanistan to Iraq—wherever the mission was. At work, she supported the military’s technological capabilities: installing specialized software, revamping operating systems, recovering data, writing new computer programs. In her time off, she traveled—to Dubai, South Africa, Sweden—and collected art and souvenirs that she mailed back to Houston. When she had first moved abroad, after graduating with a master’s degree in information technology from the University of Houston, she was in her early twenties and wanted to see the world. But as she approached thirty, she grew tired of living out of a suitcase and finding spiders in her twin bed. She wanted to put down roots.

			So whenever she had a free moment, she looked for land. Sitting at her desk in Iraq, inside the reinforced walls of an Air Force base, she scrolled Google Earth, moving methodically up and down streets. She’d grown up in southwest Houston, near the Astrodome, but she wanted to live somewhere central. Eventually, she settled on the Fifth Ward, a quiet, historically Black neighborhood northeast of downtown. She bought a parcel of land, a small lot surrounded by trees on the corner of Nance and Grove Streets, and started designing her dream house from the ground up.

			When she applied for construction permits from the City of Houston in 2016, someone told her that her house might be affected when the Texas Department of Transportation started construction on a long-planned rebuild of Interstate 10, which ran directly in front of her property. Construction would take years. It would be loud and some debris would probably settle in her yard. Oh, and there would need to be a twenty-five-foot buffer between the house and the highway frontage road. “I said, what am I going to do with all that space? Someone was just being funny and said, ‘Put a pool in front of your house,’ ” she says. “That’s how I ended up with a pool in front of my house.” That’s also how she ended up with a four-story home. Constrained to the back half of her property, she built up.

			Now, whenever she had time off, instead of traveling to a new country, she went home to Houston. “A lot of people took pride in seeing me come here every day to pick up trash, keep the area clean, while it was being constructed,” she says. Every few months, she’d visit and watch as her home took shape—the towering plywood skeleton gaining an angular roof, insulation and drywall, and then finally pale-blue stucco siding.

			She came home in 2019 to finish moving her things into her new house, figuring that she’d work another year or two abroad to save money. But now, shuffled in among the bills and notices, she saw a letter from the Texas Department of Transportation, informing her that the state agency intended to acquire land to widen the highway that ran in front of her house as part of a project to expand Interstate 45 and rebuild and reroute Houston’s downtown loop. The land TxDOT needed included the front half of her property.

			Alarmed, she called the phone number on the letter. At first, it seemed as if TxDOT might work with her, would maybe skinny up the project slightly so that it didn’t run through her brand-new house. She went into the TxDOT office to meet with staff in person. “I was trying to explain to them, like, hey, you know, I was actually deployed to Iraq. So if there was any mail that came, I’d never seen it. I don’t know what’s going on,” she says. The project had been in the works for fifteen years, they told her—how could she not know? Once she was there in person, sitting around a conference table with eight or nine TxDOT representatives, the tone shifted. “It was like sharks at the table,” she says. They didn’t need all of her land, she recalls them saying. “But you’re not going to want to live in a house that when you come outside, there’s a highway right there. So you might as well just give up the whole house.” She could live in her house for a while, but eventually they would need to take it. “And I was like, well, how are you going to take my house? And they said, something called eminent domain.”

			TxDOT gave Modesti a printout titled “State Purchase of Right of Way.” “Perhaps the first question that should be answered is ‘Why does the government have the right to acquire private property?’ ” the brochure began. “Our successful existence in a democracy requires the development of public services to improve our way of life…. [A] government cannot provide services to its citizens without the right to acquire land.” Indeed, eminent domain was enshrined in the U.S. Constitution’s Fifth Amendment, which guaranteed that a person shall not be “deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor shall private property be taken for public use, without just compensation.” For a government to legally seize private property, the use had only to be public and the owner justly compensated. Over twelve pages, the pamphlet explained exactly how the government would acquire Modesti’s property, beginning with an appraisal and concluding, if a purchase price could not be agreed upon, with eminent domain proceedings, in which three disinterested landowners would be appointed to hold a hearing and determine the value of the property.

			Modesti drove home, panicked. After that meeting, she decided not to return to her job in Iraq. Staying in Houston would give her the best chance of keeping her house. Modesti was raised by her grandmother; her parents had both died by the time she was seventeen. She didn’t inherit wealth, didn’t have anyone to bail her out when things got hard. One reason she’d stayed overseas for so long was that she had been able to bank almost everything she earned, a sacrifice for the future she was just now beginning to build for herself. Without anyone’s help—without a safety net—she had found land and built herself a home. And now TxDOT wanted to take that away from her?

			She stood on her fourth-floor balcony and looked west over the skyline of downtown Houston, underlined by the spaghetti junction of I-10 and I-69, cars streaming by on the tangled ribbons of gray. She loved the Fifth Ward. “It’s a calm, cool, nice area,” she says. “Besides the traffic, there’s no violence, no noise. It’s so quiet it’s unbelievable. I had rockets and mortars and missiles blown over my head. To come home to peace of mind and say, okay, this is my forever home, you would imagine being satisfied just coming home to quiet.” She was devastated by the prospect of losing the home she’d worked so hard to build. But she didn’t think there was anything she could do about it.

		

	
		
			
				2

				Distance

			
			Austin

			I-35

			One morning in April 2020, the four members of the Texas Transportation Commission convene their monthly meeting by phone. The commission oversees the Texas Department of Transportation, which itself oversees more than eighty thousand miles of roadway, more than any other state in the country. The chairman of the commission, a banker from San Antonio named J. Bruce Bugg, Jr., reminds us in a pitch-perfect Texas drawl why we are here—separately, in our quarantined spaces. Today, the commission will consider allocating nearly $4 billion to expand Interstate 35 through central Austin.

			“Keep in mind, no major improvements have been made to I-35 since 1974,” Bugg says. That year, as the city’s population approached 300,000, the highway was expanded into two levels, becoming the first double-deck interstate in Texas. No one on the call needs reminding that the population of the Austin metropolitan region recently surpassed 2 million people, or of the predictions that Austin’s population will double yet again by 2040. Everyone has read the news reports, year after year, with the same headline: The Austin metropolitan region is the fastest growing in America. I-35 is “the main chokepoint in the major artery of Main Street Texas,” Bugg says, with apparently no sense of irony that Main Streets have historically been characterized by pedestrian access to shops and services. It is the most congested stretch of highway in Texas, fourth in the nation for freight. “I will just close by asking, if not now, when?” he says.

			It is an odd moment to conjure up such urgency to expand a highway. Earlier this morning, there was barely a ripple of brake lights on I-35. A month after the COVID-19 pandemic shuttered schools and businesses, forcing people to remain at home and connect through a computer instead of a car, it is hard to imagine our ominously gridlocked future, when the congested world we knew has disappeared so precipitously. But as the commissioners discuss the proposal in the awkward staccato of virtual communication, they remind their audience of the importance of the I-35 corridor to the state. Nearly half of Texans live and work along its spine. More than $750 billion worth of goods traverse it annually. “This is a huge economic engine that we should not be taking for granted,” says Laura Ryan, the newest commissioner.

			Before the commissioners vote on the funding, they open the meeting to public input. Early in the pandemic, we’re still figuring out when to unmute what, and it takes a moment before the first caller, a man named Jay Blazek Crossley, speaks. He’s with a nonprofit called Farm&City, and he is calling to tell the commissioners that the models they are using—the models that predict catastrophic traffic congestion as Austin booms—are wrong. These models assume that the future will look like the past, that everyone who moves to Austin will require a car to get where they need to go, and that where they are going will be very far from where they already are. Rebuilding I-35 is a once-in-a-century project. Maybe, Crossley says, we should entertain the idea that we might want the future to be different from the past.

			Most of the roads that traverse Texas were built in the middle of the last century, when the Texas Highway Department, as the state agency was then known, was led by an engineer named Dewitt Greer. When Greer retired in 1967, he warned of the catastrophic traffic congestion that would soon strangle cities. The state desperately and urgently needed to build more roads. “I do not believe mass transit is the answer in Texas,” he said. “Texans are oriented to the use of the automobile. If we are to please the taxpayers…then we must develop more adequate thoroughfares in the urban areas.”

			State leaders have heeded that call. In 2014, Greg Abbott, now the Republican governor of Texas, ran for office promising to fix traffic in Texas cities. “A guy in a wheelchair can move faster than traffic on some roads in Texas,” he said in a campaign ad, as he rolled slowly along the shoulder of an elevated Dallas highway next to stopped cars. Shortly after he was sworn in, Abbott appointed Bugg to lead the Texas Transportation Commission with the sole mandate to turn dirt to build roads. “I don’t really know that much about transportation besides getting stuck behind the wheel of my car in traffic,” Bugg told Abbott. Abbott responded, “That’s all you need to know.” And so Bugg had done as he was told, directing TxDOT to build more lanes to carry more cars. Between 2015 and 2023, Bugg dedicated more than $64 billion to expand highways through Texas cities.

			

			—

			I watched a live stream of this meeting from my home in Austin, less than a mile from Interstate 35. On cold, brittle nights, after the trees had lost their leaves, I could hear the highway humming in the distance. Before the pandemic grounded me at home, I drove on I-35 every day. It was a rickety, treacherous highway—the deadliest road in the city, with short on-ramps and confusing merges and too-fast access roads that careened through downtown.

			I was born in Austin. My family lived in a three-bedroom house in West Austin on the edge of the Hill Country. Some of my first memories are of fire ants—the wrath of their small red bodies, the sharp surprise of being bitten. I remember the mugginess, how it felt sitting on the curb of our corner lot, wrapped in the thrumming green heat of Central Texas. When my parents bought their house on Rain Forest Drive in 1979, their neighborhood was brand-new, a remote development tucked into the stands of oak and cedar that rolled in from the west. Neither Loop 1 nor Highway 360 yet spanned the length of the city, as they soon would, crossing in a V-shaped intersection just south of the neighborhood. My dad often biked to the University of Texas, where he worked as a professor, pedaling down the quiet Rollingwood Drive, through Zilker Park, and along the trails that surrounded Town Lake. My parents, both vegetarians, shopped at Whole Foods, then just a tiny natural foods store on Tenth and Lamar that sold granola and coffee in bulk. In 1984, when my sister, Katie, was born, fewer than 400,000 people lived in Austin; by the time I arrived two years later, the population had already crept up to 450,000—a harbinger of the boom that was yet to come. It was one we would miss. Three years later, my dad accepted a job at Caltech and our family moved to Southern California, settling into the dusty foothills of the San Gabriel Mountains.

			I learned how to drive on the highways of Los Angeles, steering—terrified—around the sharp corners of the Arroyo Seco Parkway, one of the country’s oldest highways. One weekend a few months before I got my driver’s license, I was driving with my dad on the 210 freeway toward Pasadena. “Let’s say we’re born with a certain amount of risk we get to spend in our lifetimes,” my dad said. “Call it your risk bank.” Every risk we took required a withdrawal. Some actions came with large onetime withdrawals—open-heart surgery, skydiving—while some were smaller debits, accumulating so slowly you couldn’t see them, like breathing polluted air. “Do you know the thing that depletes your risk bank faster than any other activity?” my dad asked. “Driving. It is the most dangerous thing you’ll ever do.” This truth was oddly both alarming and empowering. It did not stop me from driving, but it put my safety in perspective. I have not been reckless or spent lavishly from my risk bank, but I have taken risks knowing that whatever I was doing was safer than driving—that whatever I did, the thing most likely to kill me was my car.

			After college, I moved back to Los Angeles and commuted downtown, where I earned minimum wage working as an editorial assistant at the Los Angeles Times. To afford rent, I got a job as a private tutor, driving to homes spread across West Los Angeles to help high school students with their math and Spanish homework. Most days, I spent three or four hours driving. I didn’t have a smartphone, so instead I studied traffic maps online before I left and hoped nothing would change while I was on my way. It always did. Snagged by traffic, I would arrive late and that lateness would compound, bumping into my next appointment. For two years, I lived with tensed shoulders, isolated and overwhelmed by what living in Los Angeles required of me.

			Then, when I was twenty-four, I moved to Tucson, Arizona, and fell in love with the dry heat of the desert. I walked to work and biked most other places I needed to go. Most of my friends lived blocks from me, as we clustered near downtown, our proximity enabled by affordable rents. After I had spent years grinding on the freeways of Los Angeles, my relief was physical, all-encompassing. My life was contained within a three-mile radius, and so I rarely thought about transportation. It simply did not apply.

			And then, after seven years in Tucson, I moved to Austin. When Katie had accepted a job as a professor at a liberal arts college just north of Austin, we laughed at her having ended up back there so long after our family had left. She and her husband bought a house and Katie got pregnant. Suddenly there was Ellie, manhandling my sister’s iPhone to say hi to me. I didn’t really want to leave Tucson, but I wanted to live near my family. So I moved. By the time I arrived in 2017, Austin was a fundamentally different city from the one my parents had left, with a population approaching a million and a booming tech economy. I got a job at a lifestyle magazine called Austin Monthly and moved into a creaky one-bedroom apartment in South Austin, dedicating nearly half my income to rent.

			And my life once again filled up with driving.

			My first assignment at the magazine was a ranking of the best breakfast tacos in Austin. I was given a list of two dozen to sample, with a deadline in three weeks. (It was, I joked to my sister on the twelfth taco, an Austin hazing.) As I drove to food trucks and brick-and-mortars in the same Honda Civic that had carried me across Los Angeles, I discovered a city built for cars, gridlocked by traffic. The breakfast tacos were delicious, but there was nowhere to wander them off, as the sidewalks kept ending, pedestrians an apparent afterthought in this liberal oasis. When I finished the breakfast taco story and tried biking to work, I found Austin’s city streets to be treacherous, the bike lanes unprotected and always ending. The bus was no better—there wasn’t even a route that passed by my office. A friend invited me over to his house for dinner, but he lived on the opposite side of town and the lonely drive through darkness felt insurmountable. On weekends, I went out with co-workers, sat on patios under strings of globe lights, and listened to live music, but it felt like I was performing life in Austin instead of living it. Austin was supposed to be a progressive bastion in conservative Texas. But I didn’t see that city. I just saw branding, a new idea projected onto old infrastructure. I tried to get to know Austin, to experience the place that had captivated so many; mostly, though, it felt like I was stuck alone in my car for hours on end, driving to and from my sister’s house, to and from my office, to and from the places and people I was writing about—all of which existed in separate spheres, disjointed from one another, uncollected into any kind of coherent community.

			And I wondered, couldn’t this be something better?

			

			—

			American cities have been carved up by roads, places paved over to create the arteries that allowed us to get someplace else. In 1924, as the automobile became ascendant, Herbert Hoover, then the secretary of commerce, declared that “locality has been annihilated, distance…folded up into a pocket piece.” Our cities reflect that annihilation of locality, the dissolution of the neighborhood unit as an anchoring force. As we built highways through—and away from—cities, we could get anywhere we wanted to go, but we found ourselves increasingly farther away from one another. Across the country, cities are sprawling farther and farther into previously undeveloped areas, enabled by the longer and wider highways that carry people home.

			Conquering distance has come at enormous cost. There’s the environmental cost: Transportation is the leading source of greenhouse gas emissions in the United States, accounting for a third of the country’s total emissions. The majority of transportation emissions come from passenger cars and trucks. Even as our cars have become more fuel efficient, even as electric vehicles have trickled onto the market, emissions from passenger vehicles continue to climb. In Austin, the average driver emitted 12 percent more greenhouse gases in 2017 than they did in 1990, according to Boston University’s Database of Road Transportation Emissions. In Dallas–Fort Worth, they emitted 27 percent more. Why? We are driving much more. “Suburban driving, including commuting, has been a major contributor to the expanding carbon footprint of urban areas,” the project’s lead researcher concluded. And Texas is the elephant in the room.

			In 2018, the last time TxDOT did an analysis of the greenhouse gases generated on its roads, it found that on-road emissions in Texas account for nearly half a percent of total worldwide carbon dioxide emissions, more than some whole countries. Highway widenings in Texas alone have the potential to increase greenhouse gas emissions by more than thirty million metric tons by 2040.

			There’s the financial cost: It is very expensive to get around in a car. Today, the average family in Houston spends nearly 20 percent of their household income on transportation, compared with only 9 percent in New York City, where most people use transit. That cost disproportionately burdens low-income people. In 2015, a Harvard study found that in counties across the United States, the longer average commutes were, the harder it was for families to escape poverty. Indeed, commute times were the “single strongest factor” in predicting upward mobility.

			And then there’s the human cost, the roughly forty thousand people killed every year on our roads and the thousands more who get sick from breathing polluted air. Ten percent of the nation’s traffic fatalities occur in Texas. In 2010, a panel convened by the Health Effects Institute looked at seven hundred worldwide studies of traffic-related air pollution. The panel found that within an exposure zone of roughly a quarter of a mile from a highway or major roadway, “the evidence is sufficient to support a causal relationship between exposure to traffic-related air pollution and exacerbation of asthma,” particularly among children. A 2013 study found that air pollution related to road transportation contributed to fifty-three thousand early deaths every year.

			In 1974, Yacov Zahavi, an Israeli engineer working for the World Bank, introduced the idea of a travel-time budget, which is the amount of time every day we’re willing to devote to getting around. Whether in a rural village or a burgeoning metropolis, throughout human history the daily round-trip commute of any particular person has averaged out to just over an hour. Cities grew in concentric tree rings as we traveled farther but faster—on horseback, then in chariot and train, and, eventually, by car. In his book Traffic: Why We Drive the Way We Do (and What It Says About Us), the journalist Tom Vanderbilt writes, “Higher speeds enable life to be lived at a scale in which time is more important than distance…. As societies, we have gradually accepted faster and faster speeds as a necessary part of a life of increasing distances.”

			This is the bargain of Austin and Houston and Dallas, the bargain of most American cities—increased distance predicated on speedy access. Across the country, as we built bigger and faster roads, we increased the sheer volume of land available for settlement. So we sprawled, pushing the limits of our cities farther and farther into the distance, assuming that speed would always be available to us.

			But there is a growing movement to resist this form of development, to recalibrate our bargain with speed. Of all the costs of a world built on speed, the most dangerous one might be the cost to community. Highways divided our cities and dispersed us to far-flung suburbs, forcing us into cars to get anywhere worth going to. In the name of efficiency—of speed—we homogenized our cities, replicating placeless places across the varied wild landscapes of America. And as our communities flattened, we became increasingly anonymous and isolated within them, connected by wide rivers of concrete through which we hurtled at evolutionarily unthinkable speeds.

			Once built, a highway can seem fixed, like a mountain—an unmoving feature of the urban landscape. But unlike a mountain, a highway breaks down. A highway is made of concrete, which degrades over time. Asphalt cracks. Steel rusts. Piers warp. Across the country, the urban highways we built so prolifically in the 1950s and 1960s are coming to the end of their physical life spans. Almost every city in the country has an aging highway coursing through its center that needs to be rebuilt. Mostly, state departments of transportation are dedicating billions of dollars to build those highways back wider and higher—despite decades of evidence that wider highways don’t fix traffic.

			In 1962, an economist named Anthony Downs published a paper titled “The Law of Peak-Hour Expressway Congestion.” A native of Evanston, Illinois, Downs was a prolific researcher and spent his career as a consultant for think tanks, real estate developers, and the federal government. In the 1960s, he worked for the National Advisory Commission on Civil Disorders, which became known as the Kerner Commission after its final report, which Downs helped write, became a bestseller with its searing indictment of racism in America. The article he published in the journal Traffic Quarterly a few years before garnered significantly less attention.

			“Recent experience on expressways in large U.S. cities suggests that traffic congestion is here forever,” Downs began. It was only six years after President Dwight D. Eisenhower signed the Interstate Highway Act, catalyzing an unprecedented road-building boom. But no matter how many new roads were built, cars still slowed to a crawl at rush hour. This would seem to indicate, to frustrated commuters, “abysmally bad foresight by highway planners,” he wrote. But to an economist, these results were so predictable as to be axiomatic. Downs’s Law of Peak-Hour Traffic Congestion stated, “On urban commuter expressways, peak-hour traffic congestion rises to meet maximum capacity.” Just as demand for goods fluctuated, demand for travel was not static. When presented with a wide-open expressway, commuters would flock to that expressway, eschewing other forms of travel. Offered this new ease of access, they might decide to move farther from their job or school, extending their commute, or take trips that might previously have been too costly, in time or money. Demand increases, outstripping the newly created supply. “We thus arrive at the paradoxical conclusion that the opening of an expressway could conceivably cause traffic congestion to become worse instead of better, and automobile commuting times to rise instead of fall!”

			Researcher after researcher would replicate these findings: More lanes meant more traffic. Between 1993 and 2017, the hundred largest urbanized areas in the United States spent more than $500 billion adding new freeways or expanding existing ones. In those same cities, congestion increased by 144 percent, significantly outpacing population growth. And yet, somehow, the truth behind this basic phenomenon—so basic that in 2011 two economists would call it the Fundamental Law of Road Congestion—eluded transportation engineers across the country, who insisted, year after year, project after project, that this time they would be able to solve traffic congestion.

			

			—

			What is now Interstate 35 was once East Avenue, a four-lane boulevard split by a wide grassy median lined with manicured bushes and sprawling oak and pecan trees. Families picnicked in the shade between the north- and southbound lanes. On Saturdays, the median filled with vendors—farmers selling fresh produce out of the beds of pickup trucks, homemakers selling tightly wrapped tamales.

			In 1946, Dewitt Greer, the state highway engineer, recommended to Austin’s city council that a new superhighway pass through the city “in the vicinity of East Avenue.” The City of Austin agreed to pay for the right-of-way needed to construct this new highway “after Greer frankly told them that ‘if you don’t want the East Avenue highway, say so, and we’ll quit and spend our money elsewhere,’ ” reported The Austin Statesman. Two years before, a writer for The Austin American—the city’s other daily newspaper—insisted that Austin needed a “super highway” if it was going to compete with other Texas cities. Dallas was already at work acquiring right-of-way for its Central Expressway, while Houston had begun building a superhighway from Galveston into the heart of the city, what would eventually become Interstate 45.

			Two decades earlier, in 1928, Austin’s first comprehensive plan allotted a six-square-mile “Negro district” on the east side of town, restricting municipal services and effectively prohibiting Black people from living west of East Avenue. The construction of the new Interregional Highway began in 1950, consuming East Avenue. The highway only reinforced this segregation, creating a physical barrier between Black and Hispanic communities and the heart of the city. In 1958, the Texas Highway Department started acquiring the right-of-way required to expand the Interregional Highway into Interstate 35. Over the coming years, the state would purchase 168 properties, consuming 156 acres of land. Mostly, that land was taken from the east side of the boulevard, where Black and Hispanic people lived and owned businesses.

			There is essentially no urban highway in the United States that didn’t unleash similar violence on Black and Hispanic people so that white people could get home faster. Over two decades, half a million homes were demolished and paved over. Today, urban highways continue to displace people. By the time the transportation commission was considering expanding I-35 in Austin, TxDOT was moving forward with a massive highway expansion in Houston that would consume nearly eleven hundred homes and more than three hundred businesses. “The effects of the project,” TxDOT concluded, “would be predominantly borne by minority and low-income populations.”

			In Texas, as I talked to people displaced from their homes by these highways—then and now—I heard the same refrain repeated: You can’t fight TxDOT. Whatever the state highway department wanted to do got done. You don’t get to keep your house when the highway man wants it. You don’t get to stay when they say go. The highway department spoke from a higher power, and that power was progress. It had engineers and experts, and traffic models so complex no ordinary person could understand them, so when it said that a new highway would save everyone time and money, would create prosperity and bring about a brighter, safer future, who would challenge this vision? The highway planners knew better, and anyway, they had the time and the money to wait you out and wear you down if you disagreed. Maybe they would nudge the highway this way or that way, particularly if you happened to be white, but one way or another, the highway would get built.

			But despite the omnipotence of the highway builders, people did resist. In the 1960s, as the highways that had been conjured as lines on maps emerged into the real world, people revolted. They were appalled by the enormous structures that split apart their neighborhoods—all the homes that were taken, the ceaseless noise and polluted air that suddenly surrounded them. People poured onto city streets, crowded city council chambers, and wrote letters to their congressional representatives. In cities across the United States, freeway fighters erased highway lines from maps before they could be built.

			In Washington, D.C., the Emergency Committee on the Transportation Crisis, or ECTC, mobilized low-income Black people to fight the district’s plan to weave twenty-nine miles of interstate highways through the city. After planners canceled a highway that would have cut through an upper-class white neighborhood and instead proposed building the ten-lane North Central Freeway through a Black neighborhood, the ECTC rallied around the slogan “no white man’s road through black man’s home.” After a decade-long fight, the plan for the North Central Freeway was abandoned. In San Francisco, after tens of thousands of people protested the city’s highway plan, the board of supervisors voted to cancel many of the proposed routes, including the completion of the double-deck Embarcadero Freeway along the waterfront. In Baltimore, a multiracial coalition of residents called Movement Against Destruction successfully killed an east-west expressway that would have demolished twenty-eight thousand housing units. In New York City, a writer named Jane Jacobs stopped a planner named Robert Moses from building a four-lane road through Washington Square Park.

			In Austin, city leaders approved a plan in 1962 for an extensive inner-city highway network, rendered as bright red lines on a black-and-white street grid. One of the proposed highways ran along the Colorado River, paralleling the north shore of the city’s beloved Town Lake. Another proposed expressway extended north from the Texas State Capitol along what is now Guadalupe Street, cutting directly through central Austin. People were horrified. The Heritage Society of Austin wrote to the Bureau of Public Roads in June 1965. “Plans are being made which would drastically change the character of a large portion of the city,” wrote the group’s secretary. “While recognizing the inevitability of growth and change, it is the concern of The Heritage Society of Austin that this change should not destroy those unique qualities of Austin…. Let us benefit from the experience of San Francisco whose citizens halted the extension of one of the major overhead throughways which was cutting across the heart of the city after it had been under construction and the people saw what it would do to their city.”

			Rex Whitton, the federal highway administrator, replied. “Automobiles and the highways over which they must operate are an integral part of America, but such highways need not and should not be disruptive elements in community planning,” he wrote. “Rather they should be, and we feel that they are at present, being planned and located carefully, so that they enhance and stabilize the communities which they serve…. I would urge that all those persons such as yourself who have the best interests of the area at heart, work closely with your State highway officials to assure that a useful and beautiful highway is built.”

			Austinites did not want a beautiful highway. They wanted the homes and buildings that were already there. They wanted their waterfront. People crowded city hall to register their opposition. “The City Council found out Thursday that charting a route for Central Expressway will be a difficult job,” reported The Austin Statesman in 1967. “At least doing it and keeping most people happy will be difficult.” The Central Expressway and the Town Lake Expressway were never built.

			

			—

			Back at the Texas Transportation Commission’s April meeting, J. Bruce Bugg thanks Jay Blazek Crossley for his comments. “May I have a motion to approve the updates to the 2020 Unified Transportation Program?” he asks. Ryan makes the motion, and Bugg seconds it and calls for a vote. The funding measure passes, 3–1.

			What Bugg and the other commissioners did not yet know on that warm spring morning was that a second wave of freeway revolts had already begun.

		

	
		
			
				3

				Future

			
			When automobiles first trundled onto American streets at the turn of the twentieth century, the so-called horseless carriages were dismissed as a fad, a luxury item for the wealthy. “Although its price will probably fall in the future, it will never, of course, come into as common use as the bicycle,” The Literary Digest reported in 1899, the same year The New York Times derided “these newfangled vehicles” as “unutterably ugly.” Many states required that self-propelled vehicles travel no faster than four miles an hour and be preceded by a man on foot waving a red flag. But as automobiles rolled off assembly lines at relatively affordable prices, more and more people were able to experience the exhilarating freedom of moving about untethered to a rail or trolley line. In 1908, the year the Model T came out, there were 200,000 motor vehicles registered in the United States. By 1928, there were nearly 25 million.

			In 1936, Shell Oil hired the prestigious New York advertising agency J. Walter Thompson to design a national campaign to promote driving. The oil company wanted millions more cars on the road every year, each one guzzling up Shell’s new “motor-digestible” gasoline. To complete the commission, the ad agency turned to a young industrial designer named Norman Bel Geddes, a high school dropout from Michigan who moved to New York to study art and soon became an acclaimed industrial designer, tackling everything from household appliances to airplane cabins. After Shell approached him, Bel Geddes decided that the biggest obstacle to getting more cars on the road was the roads themselves, which had become choked with traffic, cars bottlenecked at congested intersections, pedestrians struck in horrifying numbers. Bel Geddes imagined a future of frictionless travel, tall buildings replacing low-slung housing, freeing up space for smooth, wide roads, with overpasses and curved ramps gently stitching traffic together. He built what he called the Shell City of Tomorrow, a six-foot-long model of a section of midtown Manhattan redesigned around the automobile, with wide highways and gleaming skyscrapers. Photographs of the model appeared in magazines and newspapers across the country.

			A year later, when planners for the 1939 New York World’s Fair began soliciting proposals for exhibits that would embody the fair’s theme—“The World of Tomorrow”—Bel Geddes jumped at the chance to expand his City of Tomorrow model. Shell wasn’t interested in sponsoring a full exhibit; its ad campaign was working just fine. Neither was Chrysler. General Motors turned Bel Geddes down three times. But Bel Geddes was persistent, and he finagled a meeting with Alfred Sloan, GM’s president and CEO. During his pitch, Bel Geddes stood behind a trio of executives at GM’s Manhattan headquarters as he narrated an immersive journey through the World of Tomorrow, captured in sixteen charcoal drawings. “The exhibit demonstrates that the world, far from being finished, has hardly begun, and that the future we create today will create richer lives and greater opportunities tomorrow,” he began. Sloan was captivated. His vice president—who had already turned down the pitch twice—was less enthralled. “It won’t sell a single automobile,” he said.

			“It sells the future,” Bel Geddes replied. “With the promise that every citizen can own a piece of that future for the price of a General Motors’ automobile.” Sloan approved Bel Geddes’s plan on the spot, eventually spending $6.7 million—more than $145 million today—on the thirty-five-thousand-square-foot model called Futurama.

			The New York World’s Fair opened on a hot, stormy day in April 1939; by the time it closed a year and a half later, forty-four million people had streamed through its gates. Many headed straight to the Highways and Horizons exhibit and queued up outside the bright white building, waiting for hours before they finally got a reprieve from the summer sun and descended into the cool dim of the Futurama model. The University of Texas architecture professor Lawrence Speck describes the scene that greeted them: “An enormous map of the U.S. seemed to hover magically over visitors. The map highlighted major cities as well as geographical features, but its primary focus was on roadways. First, strips of light depicted the current roadways of 1939 in bright red. Then, lights demonstrated the congestion that was expected to occur on this network with the phenomenal growth in automobile ownership projected for 1960. A third shift in lights envisioned a new system of superhighways that would link the country in a logical, efficient web of interconnectivity.”

			Past the lobby, visitors strapped themselves into six-foot-tall blue-mohair capsule chairs that glided through the exhibit on a conveyor belt as synchronized audio piped into individual speakers, narrating the scene that unfolded below. Bel Geddes’s model covered almost four-fifths of an acre, containing half a million tiny buildings, a million trees, and more than fifty thousand automobiles—ten thousand of which actually moved. It captured the entirety of the country’s landscape, from rural country towns to mountain hamlets, tidy suburbs surrounding skyscraper-lined cities. Stitching these distinct spheres together were wide roadways streaming with tiny cars. After nearly sixteen minutes traveling across a motorized America, viewers arrived to hover over a downtown intersection in the city of 1960, consisting of a tidy street grid filled with low-slung buildings mixed with glass-clad skyscrapers. Two seven-lane highways crossed in the middle, one folding seamlessly over the other. “As visitors exited their sound chairs, eased onto a moving sidewalk, and then alighted on solid ground, they found themselves at that same intersection at full scale,” Speck writes. “They had actually entered the world of tomorrow.” They walked on elevated sidewalks, gawked at the buses and trucks speeding below, peered up at the skyscrapers, and wandered into a showroom displaying new General Motors cars. Half an hour later, as people walked out of the exhibit, they pinned to their suits and dresses a blue-and-white button with the words I Have Seen the Future.

			When Highways and Horizons opened, after a decade of economic depression, the future offered by the automobile would have been mesmerizing. The exuberance Americans experienced was proportional to the sense of progress the automobile embodied. America still had so much wide-open country; the automobile would finally allow people to spread out and prosper, each family in its own home and with its own yard. Frank Lloyd Wright had articulated a similar vision for this car-focused future four years earlier when he described a new development called Broadacre City. The new American community, he wrote, would be based on a citizen’s “freedom to decentralize.” Land would be redistributed, an acre for every family. “The traffic problem has been given special attention, as the more mobilization is made a comfort and a facility the sooner will Broadacres arrive,” he wrote. Every person would have their own car. “Multiple-lane highways make travel safe and enjoyable.”

			Before the advent of the automobile, only the wealthiest families had access to life outside the crowded, disease-ridden city. The car would be the great equalizer, allowing families of more modest means to move to the country, facilitated by their easy commutes back to the city. It would also save the city itself from ruin, replacing the smelly, space-intensive horse with a strikingly efficient machine and cleaning up dirty city centers by paving them over with smooth streets. Once articulated, Futurama became a self-fulling prophecy as corporate giants like General Motors and Shell Oil lobbied for the public roadways that would support private car travel. A few years after Highways and Horizons opened, construction industries, oil companies, and car manufacturers united under the American Road Builders’ Association, becoming one of the largest lobbies in the country. And people flocked to buy the machines that promised freedom, progress, and autonomy. Ransom Olds, the creator of the Oldsmobile, declared that “the automobile has brought more progress than any other article ever manufactured.”

			

			—

			To get to the 1939 New York World’s Fair, most motorists would have crossed the Triborough Bridge, a massive structure built by Robert Moses, New York City’s powerful parks commissioner, over the East River, connecting Queens and Long Island—including Flushing Meadows, the site of the World’s Fair—to Manhattan and the Bronx and locales farther west.

			The Triborough had opened three years earlier to great fanfare. More than 200,000 people gathered to watch as President Franklin Roosevelt took the first trip across the seventeen-and-a-half-mile bridge span, returning to extol the virtues of public works in an advanced society. When Moses took the stage, he lauded the “great artery…not merely a road for automobiles and trucks—it is a general city improvement, reclaiming dead areas and providing for residence along its borders.” A journalist assigned by The New York Times to cover the bridge’s opening reported that the Triborough would give motorists “a new freedom from congestion, delay and discomfort.”

			That same summer, Moses opened three expansive new freeways on Long Island—the Grand Central, Interborough, and Laurelton—connecting Brooklyn with parks and beaches miles to the east. By that point, Moses had spent a decade building more than a hundred miles of new roads across the New York metropolitan area. Traffic would be solved “for generations,” wrote one newspaper columnist. But then something peculiar happened. Despite all these new roads and bridges, traffic seemed to get worse, not better. Of course there was traffic, Moses responded. He was just getting started, building roads as quickly as he could to accommodate demand. He proposed building forty-five additional miles of roadway, a giant loop around Brooklyn and Queens, to ease this congestion. But some city planners hesitated, noticing a pattern. “Every time a new parkway was built, it quickly became jammed with traffic, but the load on the old parkways was not significantly relieved,” writes Robert Caro in The Power Broker: Robert Moses and the Fall of New York. “If this had been the pattern for the first hundred miles of parkways, they wondered, might it not be the pattern for the next forty-five also?”

			The same mysterious pattern was plaguing the Triborough, too. The new bridge span was intended to relieve some of the pressure on the Queensboro Bridge, four miles to the south. But four months after the Triborough opened, “the relief of the traffic load on the Queensborough Bridge has not been as great as expected,” reported the bridge’s chief engineer. Every month, it seemed, engineers had to revise their projections—the eight-lane bridge would carry eight million cars annually, and then nine million, and then months later, they were predicting it would carry ten million cars a year. And yet traffic hadn’t decreased on the other four bridges that spanned the East River. Where were all these cars coming from? “If traffic between the Island and the city was a stream, something had suddenly opened the sluice gates much wider than they had ever been before—and the more the traffic experts studied the problem, the more difficult it was for them to avoid the conclusion that the something was the only new element in the situation—nothing other than the Triborough Bridge itself,” Caro writes. “Somehow, in ways they did not even pretend to understand, the construction of this bridge, the most gigantic and modern traffic-sorting and conveying machine in the world, had not only failed to cure the traffic problem it was supposed to solve—but had actually made it worse.”

			In 1939, as Bel Geddes was putting the final touches on Highways and Horizons in New York City, in Washington, D.C., Thomas H. MacDonald, the director of the Bureau of Public Roads, published a report titled Toll Roads and Free Roads, which conceived of a “special system of direct interregional highways, with all the necessary connections through and around cities.” Before Highways and Horizons opened, Roosevelt had hosted a “no black tie—very informal” dinner at the White House for Bel Geddes. (At the president’s insistence, the West Hall was set aside for a model of Highways and Horizons.) Months later, Bel Geddes wrote to Roosevelt describing the exhibit’s popularity; Roosevelt responded by appointing Bel Geddes to help advise the creation of the national highway network proposed by MacDonald.

			The federal government had been in the business of building highways since 1916, when the first Federal Aid Road Act passed. But states shouldered most of the cost of highway construction, and the program was rural only, focused on connecting ranchers and farmers with growing markets in cities. In 1944, Congress passed the Federal-Aid Highway Act, which authorized and designated a forty-thousand-mile “National System of Interstate Highways.” For the first time, the act specifically set aside money to build highways in urban areas. States and the federal government would split the cost evenly, a fifty-fifty split. Although the act clearly established interregional highways as a national priority, Congress was unwilling to spend much to build these highways, allocating only $1.5 billion over three years. So over the next decade, most of these roads remained aspirational, rendered as lines on a map.

			

			—

			In 1952, a five-star general named Dwight D. Eisenhower was elected president. Thirty-three years before, as a young lieutenant colonel, Eisenhower had set out from the White House with the Transcontinental Motor Convoy, which traversed the country to survey the state of the nation’s roads. They were not good—the 3,250-mile drive took two months—and Eisenhower returned harrowed by the journey. Later, when Eisenhower served as commander of the Allied forces in Europe during World War II, he was inspired by the German Autobahn, noting that “the old convoy had started me thinking about good, two-lane highways, but Germany had made me see the wisdom of broader ribbons across land.”

			On February 22, 1955, Eisenhower spoke to Congress. “Our unity as a nation is sustained by free communication of thought and by easy transportation of people and goods,” he began. Without the unifying forces of communication and transportation, the nation would be “a mere alliance of many separate parts.” One in every seven Americans gained his livelihood from the nation’s highway system, Eisenhower said. But roads were about more than unity and jobs. It was the height of the Cold War. “In the case of an atomic attack on our key cities, the road net[work] must permit quick evacuation of target areas, mobilization of defense forces and maintenance of every essential economic function,” he said. “But the present system in critical areas would be the breeder of a deadly congestion within hours of an attack.” The critical road system conceived a decade earlier would not be completed to reasonable efficacy within the next half century, Eisenhower said. State highway departments alone could not meet the need; they simply didn’t have enough money. A national highway network was of national interest, and so the federal government should pay for it.

			In 1956, Eisenhower signed the National Interstate and Defense Highways Act—known as the Interstate Highway Act—which dedicated $25 billion to build forty-one thousand miles of interstate highways across the country over thirteen years. It was the largest public works project ever attempted in American history. To incentivize states to participate, the federal government agreed to pay 90 percent of the cost of these new interstate highways. The Bureau of Public Roads would manage the overall program, but states would select routes and handle construction contracts.

			To oversee the implementation of the interstate highway system, Eisenhower appointed General John S. Bragdon as special assistant to the president. Eisenhower met Bragdon, a native of Pittsburgh, at the U.S. Military Academy at West Point when they were in their early twenties. The two men had become friends, staying in touch throughout their respective military careers. Bragdon served in France during World War I, was awarded a Purple Heart, and returned to earn a master’s degree in engineering at the Carnegie Institute of Technology. He spent three decades working as an engineer for the military, eventually directing wartime construction for the U.S. Army. He was straitlaced, a rule follower; in his military portrait, he bears a distinct resemblance to Mr. Rogers.

			When Eisenhower hired Bragdon, the president tasked him with coordinating “as rapidly as possible” the planning and construction of public works across government agencies, with a special focus on the Bureau of Public Roads. Eisenhower wanted to be kept informed about what was being built and how much it cost. The president was adamant from the beginning: The interstate system should be self-financing. It would be paid for by taxes on gasoline, motor vehicles, and manufactured goods like tires. Although the federal government had been taxing gasoline for decades, with the passage of the Interstate Highway Act those taxes would be collected into the newly created Highway Trust Fund and earmarked exclusively for interstate construction.

			In June 1959, Bragdon wrote to Eisenhower requesting a meeting. “Inquiry reveals that many cities wish to take extreme advantage of the very liberal 90-10 provisions to solve their local problems of congestion which may include commuter traffic and other local needs,” he wrote. These urban highways were consuming a disproportionate share of the interstate budget—44 percent of federal dollars, even as they accounted for only 10 percent of the total mileage. Urban highways cost on average $4 million a mile to build, compared with only $880,000 a mile in rural areas. As cities clamored for congestion relief, the estimated cost of the total system had ballooned to a projected $36 billion. That $11 billion deficit was now the responsibility of the federal government, and the federal government didn’t have the money to pay for it. Two weeks later, Eisenhower tasked his deputy with a broad review of the entire highway program, including the “policies, methods, and standards” in place that might prevent it from achieving national objectives. Priority should be given to cost-saving measures. “As specific conclusions and recommendations are developed, I expect them to be implemented,” Eisenhower wrote.

			The Interstate Highway Act had not included specific criteria for designating urban routes, even as it greatly increased the amount of money available to states to build those routes. Before he offered any recommendation, Bragdon wanted to know to what extent Congress thought federal money should be spent to solve congestion within cities, rather than facilitating connections between cities. More to the point: Should interstates be routed through cities or around them?

			Bragdon asked the Bureau of the Budget and the Department of Commerce to investigate. A few months later, he received a report titled “Legislative Intent with Respect to the Location of Interstate Routes in Urban Areas.” The agencies recognized that by substantially increasing the federal contribution for new road construction, Congress had created a “new policy problem” that it had failed to solve: “the extent to which urban connections of the Interstate system are designed to serve local vehicular transportation requirements.” This problem traced its origins to two words tucked into the 1956 law, which read, “Existing highways located on an interstate route shall be used to the extent that such use is practicable, suitable, and feasible, it being the intent that local needs…shall be given equal consideration with the needs of interstate commerce.” No one could agree what “local needs” meant, even those who wrote the statute. Did it mean that state highway planners should accommodate the preferences of local officials when routing interstates through cities? Did the phrase simply permit states to bring existing roads up to interstate standards, thus avoiding duplication? Or did it mean that interstate highways should somehow serve both local and national traffic? “How can you tell which deserves the interstate treatment and which deserves the urban?” Senator Prescott Bush asked in a 1955 hearing. “There’s quite a difference.”

			In 1956, Eisenhower had appointed Bertram Tallamy to lead the Bureau of Public Roads, which was then nested within the Department of Commerce. Tallamy was an engineer and a disciple of Robert Moses; he would later tell Robert Caro, Moses’s biographer, that “the principles on which the System was built were principles that Robert Moses taught him.” And Robert Moses believed, often to a ruthless extent, that highways belonged in cities and anyone standing—or living—in the way of highways was standing in the way of progress. In 1954, Moses argued in front of the President’s Advisory Committee on a National Highway System that new urban expressways “must go right through cities and not around them.”

			But Congress had not explicitly endorsed this proposal. “The intent of the language ‘equal consideration’ of ‘local needs’ cannot be clearly drawn from the legislative history,” the report concluded. However, a “logical interpretation…would permit a more narrow construction than has been applied by the Bureau of Public Roads” under Tallamy. In other words, local needs—namely, solving urban congestion within cities—were subservient to the national one of connecting the country. Federal money should be spent on federal priorities, not local ones.

			On April 6, 1960, Bragdon presented the findings of his nine-month-long investigation to President Eisenhower. It was a typical day for the president: Eisenhower went to the doctor and arrived at the Oval Office shortly after 8:00 a.m. He enjoyed a quick visit with his son, Major John Eisenhower, and then began his day’s meetings. At 10:35 a.m., Bragdon arrived at his office, accompanied by Frederick Mueller, the secretary of commerce, and Tallamy. Bragdon recounted the impetus for the meeting—that certain “excessive” practices had been observed in the implementation of the interstate program, which had concerned the president. The concept of the program had departed from its original objective, which was to connect the country to serve national defense and interstate commerce, Bragdon said. The highway system had been co-opted to solve local traffic problems within cities—to the detriment of the overall program.

			“We do not believe that Interstate highways should be directed towards the center of congestion, as is now the case,” Bragdon said. “Nor do we believe that inner loops, which are primarily for the purpose of solving intra-city problems, should be a part of the Interstate system…More emphatically, we do not believe that the Interstate System is the vehicle for solving rush-hour traffic problems, or for local bottlenecks…Practically all the experts on the transportation problem of cities agree that rapid transit and mass transit systems are the solution. Rapid transit and mass transit, by means of subways, commuter trains, special bus lines, are the answers for solving this problem.” Bragdon was an engineer, dispassionate and pragmatic. The problem of rush-hour traffic was one of simple geometry: Cars took up significantly
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