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I hear that River’s Edge – the development formerly known as Telecom City – is a parcel in search of an idea.  That’s surprising, given all the people and organizations that are looking for more space or even a whole new home.  In case Telecom City has slipped from your Top Ten list, replaced by death, taxes, Janet Jackson, or Donald Trump, let me remind you of the plans once upon a time to develop a high tech jobs machine at the crossroads of Medford, Malden, and Everett: a machine that was to be wired by WorldCom, powered by Enron, and catered by Martha.

I understand that some of the principals are currently unavailable for this Plan A.  May I pass along a few suggestions for potential Plan B’s: I take no credit for them, but merely act as a scribe for the creative minds that surround all of us.

Extra Parking.  It has come as a revelation to some, including myself.  What does the modern Medford resident need most of all?  Is it good schools, housing for families and seniors, maybe even fine dining and culture?  No sirree.  The people have spoken, and what they spoke for is…  more parking.

So, according to highly classified documents kept at an undisclosed location somewhere near the Meadow Glen Mall, there are plans to turn the site into a lot of new streets with plenty of curbside parking.  Streets.  With plenty of curbside parking.  No houses, no stores, no schools, no parks.

Don’t you see the genius of this?  They’ve eliminated all the manmade barriers to easy in and easy out.  No houses means no driveways, which means more space to park.  No houses also means no pesky kids to be on the lookout for.  No stores or schools or parks means no reason for outsiders to be driving through, meaning less traffic.  What we have left is pure parking pleasure.

As a concession to some parties, a variation of this plan does include several small garages: not large enough to park a car, but room to store your barrels, old chairs, and orange construction cones for saving your precious space.

Democratic National Convention / New Fenway Park.  This concept has special appeal for both short-term considerations and long-term satisfaction.  They say that holding the convention at the Fleet Center – by the way, do they have to change the name again? – is going to lead to massive traffic problems.  Move it to the Telecom site, where there is no traffic.

You say that there’s no convention center, no buildings of any type?  We can buy some big tents from Home Depot.  Nowhere to sit?  They sell lawn chairs, too.  With an order of that size, you can probably bargain with them to throw in some wood chips and tiki lamps.

After all the politicos clear out, we stop holding our noses, and move on to Part 2.  By then, we would have proved that we can do big outdoor events that have lots of guys shouting and drinking beer.  The Red Sox are looking for a new home, someplace where they can build a big stadium with lots of room to park.  I say, this is the place.

Imagine our Mayor McGlynn making the traditional playoff series wager with New York City Mayor – and let me remind you, native son – Michael Bloomberg: a dozen of Dunkin’ Donuts’ finest versus some lox and bagels.  Wait: do we have to make those Krispy Kreme now?

Combined Hazardous Material Disposal Site, Debtor’s Prison, and Arts Center.  We’ve heard a lot about “synergy,” this idea that putting together similar activities at one site makes all of them better.  When someone suggested this combination, I thought: so much shared history, yet also so much we can take from each other.

The artists can save money on supplies by reusing the half-full cans of paint and cleaning fluid.  They can create still life arrangements from spent plutonium rods and those canisters with the black gook that you pull out of your office copier.  The visual artists have a ready supply of models who don’t have anywhere else to go.  The musicians and writers have tales of survival, inspiration, and maxed-out credit cards just down the hall.

Meanwhile, the prison residents can look to the artists to catch a glimpse of fellow outcasts of society whom they can aspire to be better than.  In turn, the artists can look to those residents to see what might be in store for them in the future.

And don’t you fret: there will be plenty of space for visitor parking.  Our prison residents – let’s call them victims of finance malfunctions – will not be traveling much.  Any of them that did have a car probably had it repo-ed.

****

So many choices, so little land.  What can I say to all of this but…  Wow!

Yet undoubtedly, we have barely scratched the surface, merely cracked open the book, just turned the key to our proverbial SUV.  Surely, bolder and more beneficial ideas will be flowing into our River’s Edge come Monday morning.  And for this, we should thank our leaders who had the vision to keep this little piece of paradise available these past 10 years (or is it 15?  or 20?).  The pavement’s the limit.  Watch your mailbox for the Request for Information.
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