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In memory of my grandparents, Charles and Georgia Uchytil And for all the residents of Cedar Rapids and the Midwest affected by the floods of 2008
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OVERVIEW OF FLOODED NEIGHBORHOODS




 




People either dug themselves out, shoveling the putrid mud and dumping it elsewhere, and hosing down their cars and sheds walls and the foundations of their houses as well as any outdoor furniture, bicycles and children’s toys that hadn’t washed away—or they didn’t. The mud was everywhere. Some people just gave up, packed and moved.


—EDRA ZIESK, THE TRESPASSER
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PROLOGUE




Floods change the way we see everything.


—JANE VARLEY, FLOOD STAGE AND RISING


June 13, 2009, Cedar Rapids, Iowa


On the first anniversary of the second 500-year flood in the Midwest in fifteen years and fifth worst state disaster in the history of the United States, everything had changed and nothing had changed. We gathered in Sunner Park on the banks of the muddy Cedar River1 on an ash-colored morning in remembrance of the exact moment the waters reached 31.12 feet,2 11.12 feet over the previous record of 20 feet set in 1851 and in 1929.


On this day the river limped along at 6.66 feet.3 Looking at the slack water, it seemed inconceivable that a year ago ten square miles, 14 percent, of this eastern Iowa city of 124,000 were underwater, resulting in more than 5,390 houses damaged and the displacement of 18,623 citizens, including 1,800 school kids. Job losses were estimated at 1,360. Forty-five registered day-care providers were affected, requiring the parents of 1,547 children to find new day-care facilities. Fifteen hundred houses will eventually be demolished. Total damage to the city was estimated at between $5.2 and $6 billion, but that number kept changing depending on whom you asked and when you asked them. One hard number was $2.4 billion in “damage to public infrastructure and future flood management options.” The city’s infrastructure, from city hall to municipal courts to fire and police headquarters to the main library, was flooded. Miraculously, not one death was recorded.


Church bells were set to ring across the city at 10:00 a.m. to mark the approximate time of the historic crest, but I couldn’t hear them over the whipping wind. The American Legion Hanford Post #5 had posted the American and Iowa state flags, but they both toppled over as Cassie Willis, the city’s public information officer, began her greeting.


“One year ago today, our city suffered the worst natural disaster in its history. This ceremony will mark that historical event, honor those who survived and those who are helping it recover and recognize our progress so far . . . Today we remember the power of Mother Nature, and we memorialize the power of the human spirit.”


Reverend Harlan Gillespie of St. Paul’s United Methodist Church then led us in prayer:


O God,


By the waters of the Cedar we have been for almost two centuries; And through the seasons of winter, spring, summer, and fall, You have brought about the promise of seeds scattered and sown into the harvest of joy.


On this anniversary of the crest of the Flood of 2008 we remember—not only the darkness with the welling up of the waters of river and tears; but also the human spirit that you have implanted within us, that caused a harvest of sincere work and mutual presence of neighbor and newfound friends from across the country and abroad.


We pray for one another’s continued recovery.


We pray for those still displaced from their homes.


We pray for those who have found a home to shelter and nurture them.


We pray for neighborhoods and relationships built upon trust and respect.


We pray for those who protect us and serve us that we might partner with them.


We pray for the medical and faith communities—who seek to heal us in body, soul, mind, and spirit with your divine presence.


We pray for the schools, that children may be whole and loved.


We pray for the business lost and those recovering and the people whose lives have been deeply affected.


We pray for leaders and their faithfulness and clarity of sight.


We pray for the day-to-day quiet offerings of healing and hope in the countless number of persons who listen, give, receive, share.


We pray for today and for the future—and that we might remember in ways that do not tear us down but encourage and build us up so that we might cherish today and face the future unafraid.


Give us your courage, strength, and compassion so that the days ahead may be what You intend for this community, rich in history, textured deeply with character and many cultures.


By the time Reverend Gillespie said “Amen,” the low light of morning had spread across the small crowd. The sky, the river, the park, our faces all held a gray pallor. Across the river rose the downtown skyline, a nondescript cluster of buildings that only the most faithful would call inspiring or picturesque.


Greg Eyerly, the city’s new flood recovery director, would say later that summer, “We don’t make sexy products. We make starch that goes into paper; we make foodstuffs, ingredients in crackers and cereal. We make ethanol. The sexiest thing we make is Cap’n Crunch. We’re not a beachfront property. We make an anonymous contribution to our country, and people forget about us.”4


Indeed, looking across the river, nothing felt normal. The center was not holding. This was supposed to be a commemoration, but instead it had all the emotional baggage of a wake.


I tuned in and out to the speakers. No one mentioned the sunflowers that had sprouted throughout the city in the weeks after the crest. Sunflowers sprouted in cracked sidewalks and rose out of driveways. Sunflowers reached for light from the sides of houses where seeds had become lodged—as the drywall rotted, the seeds took over. Nobody knew the origin of the seeds. Some people speculated that they had arrived from a plant upriver or had spilled and been distributed from the hundreds of bird feeders caught up in the river’s fury. Residents said they looked quite striking against the dark backdrop of flood-ravaged homes. They represented hope.5


I was also anxious to search for the cat colonies that had formed in the working-class neighborhood of Time Check. Darlene Van Meter and others had been feeding them, and you could donate money for cat food and cat care to the F&M Bank by making out checks to “Flood Cats.” Janet Ashman of the Iowa Humane Society said that the cats “already have their own hierarchy. People think cats are independent, but not outside cats. It’s a hard life, so they band together and form colonies.” There was no way of knowing how many cats were roaming the flooded neighborhoods, but the city itself had 25,000 strays. The flood was only adding to those numbers.6


Turtles were on my mind too. I had heard that on the day of the crest, the roofs of homes and garages in the flooded Cedar Valley neighborhood were covered with turtles of all shapes, sizes, and age trying to escape the rising water.7 I wanted to know what happened to them.


I tuned back to the commemoration. The always cheerful mayor of Cedar Rapids, Kay Halloran, spoke next. “A year ago we would be underwater here.” She thanked the first responders in the fire, police, and emergency departments and the city employees who valiantly saved the city’s final water well, #3. Such irony: saving water during a flood. She noted that the city and its $370 million annual budget were trying to manage a $2.5 billion flood recovery effort. She expressed her frustration with the “naysayers.” She was not cheerful.


The mayor then read President Barack Obama’s letter, dated June 5, 2009:




I am pleased to send my best wishes to the Cedar Rapids community and to all those affected by last year’s devastating floods.


One year ago, as streets, homes, and businesses were submerged, the thought of rebuilding was far from anyone’s mind. Since then, Cedar Rapids has been known not for the damage caused by flood waters but for the tremendous resilience of its people and their commitment to one another.


In this time of great challenge, Iowans have joined hands to help each other, pray together, and rebuild the city they love. Countless residents who opened their homes and hearts to those in need have inspired us all. Their acts of selflessness represent the spirit of America.


Again, please accept my warmest regards on this special occasion. I wish you more wonderful years as friends and neighbors.





The “time of great challenge” referred to the U.S. economy, the worst since the Great Depression. The implication was obvious: It was not a good time to ask Washington for recovery money.


I looked around at the crowd of around one hundred, a mix of city and state officials. Flood victims were strangely absent. I thought of Linda Seger, who had lived in a Federal Emergency Management Agency (FEMA) trailer for ten months. She would not participate in any anniversary activities. “I won’t feel like there should be a celebration until every person has lost their home has a place to live.”8


Lieutenant Governor Patty Judge said $3 billion had gone into the state of Iowa from federal, state, and local coffers. “I hope and pray I never see something like that again in this state.”


Congressman Dave Loebsack of the Iowa Second Congressional District, his face flushed from a seven kilometer morning run through the city’s flood-affected neighborhoods, announced that Cedar Rapids will “rebuild bigger and better.” He made a point to mention that there were still Porta-Potties in the flooded neighborhoods, making it difficult for construction workers trying to rebuild those areas. It seemed an odd reference considering the thousands of abandoned homes just a short distance from Sunner Park. The congressman recalled the words on the city’s historic paramount Theatre’s marquee: WE ARE ALL IN THIS TOGETHER.


Most of the speakers gave at-a-boy remarks and reminded the crowd how great it is to live in compliant Iowa, where neighbors always help neighbors and no one ever complains—a familiar refrain over the last year. People waxed eloquently about the “Iowa Mentality.” When I later remarked about the frequency of this statement to a friend, she sighed and said, “Yes, I can understand how that is getting a bit old.”


A year ago, when the floods spilled across the Midwest and caught the attention of the national media, radio commentator Rush Limbaugh used the occasion to opine about the differences between the Heartland and the rumors of mayhem (now known to have been exaggerated) surrounding Hurricane Katrina and New Orleans.




I want to know. I look at Iowa, I look at Illinois—I want to see the murders. I want to see the looting. I want to see all the stuff that happened in New Orleans. I see devastation in Iowa and Illinois that dwarfs what happened in New Orleans. I see people working together. I see people trying to save their property . . . I don’t see a bunch of people running around waving guns at helicopters. I don’t see a bunch of people running shooting cops. I don’t see a bunch of people raping people on the street. I don’t see a bunch of people doing everything they can . . . whining and moaning— where’s FEMA, where’s Bush? I see the Heartland of America. When I look at Iowa and when I look at Illinois, I see the backbone of America.9





According to FEMA, Hurricane Katrina is the most expensive “presidentially declared disaster,” costing the agency $29,318,576,948 as of June 4, 2009. A half million residents were displaced; 90,000 square miles were declared a disaster area; 1,600 people perished; and, as I write this, more than a thousand are still missing.10


It was with more than a bit of irony and perhaps even self-importance that the term “Iowa’s Katrina” would soon be part of the state’s postflood vernacular.


More than a few people told me the same thing but in much politer terms and quieter tones. It was a point of pride that Cedar Rapidians (as they call themselves) did not loot, rape, pout, or make a scene and instead acted orderly in the face of a horrific natural disaster. And when I mentioned that I thought most American communities would act and have acted just as heroically during a flood or a fire or a hurricane as Cedar Rapids did, people would look at me as if I were slow-witted and say, very slowly, “Yes, but Iowa is different.”


In his book One Week in June author Jeff Stein writes, “It’s part of the great Midwestern work ethic that makes us unique. When a storm leads to a tree falling, the rain has barely stopped before we hear the hum of chainsaws to clean up the mess. There’s no time to sit around and whine about our plight; rather, it’s time to roll up our sleeves and solve the problem.”11


The flood was used to make other points too, some political in nature. Eric Shumacher, pastor of Northbrook Baptist Church in Cedar Rapids, wrote on April 8, 2009, in the Baptist Press that the flood was not the worst disaster to beset Iowa. He claimed that the legalizing of gay marriage by the Iowa Supreme Court was much more harmful to the state.




The Flood of 2008 is arguably the most destructive disaster that the state of Iowa has seen—at least, that is, until last Friday. On April 3, the Iowa Supreme Court unanimously ruled that a state law limiting marriage to one man and one woman violates the equal protection clause of the Iowa Constitution. Licenses will be issued to homosexual couples April 27.


It is not hyperbole to say that this ruling has the potential to be the worst disaster to strike the state of Iowa . . . Floodwaters erode the soil. ‘Gay marriage’ erodes the soul. A flood impacts for a decade. ‘Same sex marriage’ destroys generations. A flood draws a community together. ‘Homosexual marriage’ tears the family apart. Communities recover from floods. The promotion of un-natural unions has an eternal consequence.12





Two seats away from me sat the chamber of commerce’s President Shannon Meyer, the young thirty-something who had recently moved up from the South to take over the job. In her office (the same office that had named 2008 “The Year of the River” months before those words took on an ironic flavor) she had told me, “I moved from Florida to Iowa on December 1 to a flooded community. Many friends said I had lost every bit of sanity I once had.”13


Earlier, City Manager Jim Prosser had come over to greet me. Because he knew my day job was speechwriter at the University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign, he said he had to pare a few minutes from his remarks. I told him that most audiences compare speeches to shots: They are painful and should be over as quickly as possible. His speech was the longest of the morning.


The commemoration continued with the theme that the worst was over and Cedar Rapids was coming back. Then flood victim Ron Sims, the president of the Cedar Valley neighborhood, stepped up on the makeshift stage and addressed us:




My wife Sharon and I are flood survivors, and like many others of this disaster . . . we are government victims.


More than six feet of floodwaters ruined our house in the Cedar Valley neighborhood one year ago this week.


We lost everything in the flood. The house was Sharon’s childhood home from as far back as the 1950s. What we were able to save from this disaster is only memories. We watched as a city dump truck hauled away everything we owned to the landfill.


So far, it has cost us several thousands of dollars to start rebuilding our house and our lives.


When construction is complete this year, our house will be nine feet above the 500-year floodplain. The large foundation under the house will serve as our garage with two large garage doors on each end of the foundation to be opened in the event of another flood, allowing for free flow of water to run under the house.


We are rebuilding because we want our neighborhood to come back stronger than before.


There are residents who lost their home twice after this disaster, once to the floodwaters and finally to their mortgage lender who had to foreclose on their homes because they could not afford a mortgage payment on top of property taxes and then have to pay rent for a place to live because they were displaced so suddenly. Federal help was at a snail’s pace as they have been in past natural disasters. Hurricane Katrina victims are still needing more federal funds; this is not acceptable of our government.


Secretary of Housing and Urban Development Shaun Donovan was in Cedar Rapids this Wednesday and walked through neighborhoods to find a couple of families who have been fortunate enough to rebuild their homes. The real people we should be talking to are the ones who live in FEMA trailers who now are asked to find alternative housing or purchase their trailer that they are currently living in because there time is running out. We should be talking to the people who now cannot get financing because our economy has suffered to the point that lending institutions don’t want to lend money to people who have fallen behind on payments or have a foreclosure on their credit report as a result of this disaster. We should be talking to the people who have exhausted all possible funds for material to get their home repaired so they can feel whole again.


The last twelve months have not been easy. Sharon and I have a stack of paperwork the size of a milk crate, as do many other people in our situation, that relates only to this disaster, but what we need now is results.


I’ve learned that the state and federal governments’ response to disaster recovery does not work. It’s a system of broken chains of command with smoke and mirrors.


The government tells us they have sent millions of dollars in disaster aid to Iowans, but Cedar Rapids alone has lost billions of dollars in infrastructure, housing, and businesses.


Our government makes decisions for the people of this country in our best interest, but our basic needs are not being met right here in Cedar Rapids, Iowa.


We hear all about the Democratic Party and the Republican Party in this country.


Now we need a “We the People” party—a party that represents the people who pay the taxes.


Doesn’t our constitution say that our government is “of the people, by the people and for the people”?


Then why are the people in need being ignored?


I invite all the legislators and President Obama to spend a day in Cedar Rapids and walk down the sidewalk of a flooded neighborhood with me so they can see firsthand what an attempt at flood recovery really looks like.


It’s not pretty. It’s not easy. And it’s not even close to over.


To conclude this, the citizens of Cedar Rapids would like to give our heartfelt thanks to the men and women of law enforcement, the National Guard, the Red Cross, the Salvation Army, and all other agencies and volunteers who left their families to be here in Cedar Rapids in the aftermath of this disaster.


God bless you.





When Ron finished there was an uncomfortable silence. The spell of moving on and rebuilding bigger and better was broken. I tried to get to Ron after the event, but all the city, state, and federal officials surrounded him, shielding him almost. I wanted to know what they were saying to him. I wanted to know what he was telling them. I would finally get a chance to meet him and his wife, Sharon, two months later at the rental home they were sharing with their four dogs.
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Cedar Rapids had big plans for the one-year anniversary of the flood. “RIVERenaissance: A Flood Anniversary” began on Thursday night with the premiere of the documentary Resilience: The Spirit of Humanity held at the U.S. Cellular Center on First Avenue not far from a sign that announced, WE BUY HOUSES, 1-800-BUY-QUICK.


Cellular Center has a run-down, worn-out feel that would better accommodate roller derbies and cage fights than a film screening. (Later that summer the WWE’s Summer Slam Tour would arrive. A big crowd would line the sidewalk to see Randy Orton, MYP, Kofi Kingston, and Big Show.)


A line of first responders was there to greet people as they arrived. Front-page flood photos from the Cedar Rapids Gazette sat on easels. In a perfect analogy to the schizophrenic nature of flood recovery, two tables were set up in the lobby—one for Abbey Center for Community Health; the other for the Cedar Rapids Downtown District, listing RIVERenaissance activities. Inside there were folding chairs on the floors and several rows of chairs on risers along the side. There was no shortage of seats. Why wasn’t the center packed?


One could also attend “Floodstock 2009.” Floodstock recognized “flood impacted areas of our community through activity and musical performances from local and regional acts . . . emphasizing the continued financial need in order to rebuild our community, better than ever.” The band Stranded in Iowa would kick off Floodstock. Hairbangers Ball would end it.


I looked for Christian Fong, the dynamic young leader who helped set up CorridorRecovery.org, the Web site for all flood-related news. Later, fighting back tears he told me, “In the past two weeks I’ve gone down twice and just walked in those [devastated] neighborhoods, partially because I was starting to feel the burnout and the distress of the one year anniversary. And that was my way to deal with it, to go down and be in those neighborhoods and remember why I’m doing it. But in being down there, I remembered this is still a city that’s hurting. There are still boarded-up windows and cracked-up landscapes—or streetscapes—but it reminded me how much I love this city and why I’m doing what I’m doing, and that’s how I’m getting through. I can’t participate in the celebration of that. I can’t do it.”14


The Cedar Rapids River Crawl was scheduled for Saturday. There were fourteen bars and restaurants to drink and eat at that day, including the Red Frog on 16th Avenue, the main business district for Czech Village. Owner Deb Anson had reopened the bar on December 19, six months after the flood. There were new fixtures and wood paneling and two flat-screen TVs tuned to ESPN and the Big Ten Network. The place was always packed.


I had been having lunch (steak sandwich with fries and a dill pickle) at the Red Frog every time I came to town. The state’s smoke-free law made it a pleasant place to eat lunch, and I always sat at the bar with the construction workers who were rebuilding the city. At the tables sat an equal number of wire-rims guys and gals in suits thumbing their smartphones.


The Czech Village neighborhood had been particularly hard hit during the flood. Just down the Avenue, the elegant National Czech & Slovak Museum & Library, the most visible cultural icon in Cedar Rapids, still stood but was a total loss.


RIVERenaissance also featured the “Cedar Rapids Flood Story Driving Tour,” a bus tour that wound through the impacted areas. In the Time Check neighborhood in the northwest part of town, Gary Seger was at first delighted the city was finally sweeping the streets of the dust and mud from the flood. Then he saw the tour buses slowly going through and stopping so that riders could snap pictures. “I couldn’t believe it.”15


After his house was flooded on Eighth Street NW, Gary and his wife, Linda, lived in a FEMA trailer for ten months until they could rebuild. Because the trailers came up from the more temperate New Orleans, the water pipes routinely froze. Linda remarked that no one from FEMA could believe that temperatures of 30 below zero were commonplace in Iowa. A local plumber was making a killing thawing pipes. He would begin at one end of the trailer park, and by the time he got to the end of the line of trailers, he had to go back and start all over again.


As would happen at all the events that weekend, I looked for the familiar faces of flood victims and others I had interviewed over the last year. And I would see none.
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The climax of the commemoration was “Placing Remembrance in the River.”


Cassie Willis said:




During the emergency response to the Flood of 2008, no lives were lost, but livelihoods were washed away. In a few moments, members of the Cedar Rapids City Council will be placing five flower bouquets in the Cedar River. We are placing these flowers in the river to represent the five districts of our city.


The flowers, a symbol of hope, represent all that was lost—homes, belongings, businesses, momentum, and dreams—all washed down the river.


Let this be an act of remembrance and respect for all that was lost a year ago this week.





She ended by noting that Pierson’s Flower Shop, a Time Check neighborhood business that suffered flood damage, had donated the flowers.


As the Carillonneurs Hand Bell Choir of St. Paul’s United Methodist Church played a mournful tune, I followed the council members down to the barren riverbank, dodging the ubiquitous goose droppings. The members tossed the five bouquets into the slack water, and two of the bouquets broke away and went upstream. They soon got stuck on some riprap and just sat there, perhaps symbolic of flood recovery itself.


The other three bouquets went where they were symbolically supposed to go—downstream to the confluence of the Iowa River just northeast of Columbus Junction, then to the Mississippi River north of Oakville. From there, if the flowers could elude the numerous locks and dams, they would wind their way south to New Orleans, the site of Katrina, the Mother of All Floods. I liked that idea the best.


Mary Fran Mathis, whose parents’ businesses as well as her grandmother’s home were lost to the flood, then sang the national anthem. The young woman sang it as beautifully as that impossible song can be sung.


Cassie then officially closed the ceremony. “Today, at the end of this ceremony, we mark the beginning of a new season of progress—a season that will lead to a greater Cedar Rapids.”


Well, yes and no, and maybe.


The people that will be most affected by a “greater Cedar Rapids” were staying home, or were still coping in FEMA trailers where the water pipes routinely burst in the harsh Iowa winter, or were living with relatives, or had simply disappeared and moved on or given up. They had sold their flooded houses for a song or had taken out a mortgage at the age of seventy. They were buried under massive mounds of bureaucratic paperwork, trying to get a check so they could rebuild or relocate. They were scrubbing the mud off their ruined homes. Their neighborhoods were gone. Their nerves were frayed. Their hearts were forever broken.


This book is mainly about them—the people who did not attend the one-year commemoration—and why they stayed away. The people who had nothing, absolutely nothing to celebrate because everything had changed.




CHAPTER ONE


The Weather That Led to the Floods




One of the things that’s starting to surface with climate change is that we’ll probably see more of these heavy rain events, partly because if the weather warms as much as they say, we’ll have higher evaporation rates. Moisture gets in the atmosphere and you know essentially what goes up will come down at some point.


—STEVE HILBERG, DIRECTOR,
MIDWESTERN REGIONAL CLIMATE CENTER1





The night before the one-year commemoration, rain fell across Cedar Rapids and much of Iowa, a gentler version of the torrential downpour that tipped the scales twelve months earlier. I was with flood victims troy and Beverly Simon in the two-bedroom, two-bath apartment they had just moved into after months living with friends Christian and Jenelle Fong. Less than a mile downriver from their ruined house, their new home was at Windsor on the River, a maze of hundreds of identically looking apartments. un my way to their place, I got lost within the huge complex. they were thrilled to have their own place again but missed their bungalow on the river—the evenings spent on their deck watching wild turkeys, deer, and the contrasting air traffic of birds.


That night we had just finished a delicious Mexican dish Bev had prepared when troy looked out at the small patio that contained several pots of plants (“our salsa garden”) and said, “Look, it’s raining.”2 No one said anything for several minutes.


Earlier in the month, their dream home on the river had finally been crushed, bulldozed, dumped into trucks, and hauled off to the landfill by the city. A friend had alerted them, and they rushed over to watch. They held each other and cried. They had lived thirteen of the sixteen years of their married life in that house and had, in fact, just finished remodeling it. Troy remembered the times “when we stayed up until three or four in the morning stripping those floors and sanding them with hand sanders.” Bev thought she could handle watching the demolition, but she was too shaken and had to take the rest of the day off at the salon where she worked.


Not long after that, someone snuck in and dug up all their plantings, including the peony bush Troy had started from his grandmother’s garden. “I almost wanted to put up a sign that said, ‘If you took the plants, let me know so I can maybe get a little back when I get another house.’” Bev simply said she felt violated.


I had been following the Simons’ recovery for the last year. I had grown quite fond of them, to the point of crossing the line between journalist and subject when I slipped them some cash for their first run up to IKEA in Minneapolis as they began to replace all that they had lost. And they had lost everything.


They were a handsome couple, Troy dark and Bev blond. They did not fit whatever false stereotype of flood victims I had first imagined. They were people of strong faith who attended the River of Life Church with the Fongs. The flood had brought them closer together as a couple. When they sat together, they were always touching and flirting like newlyweds. A tapestry decorating their living room summed up their philosophy in three simple words: FAITH, LOVE, HOPE. perhaps a sign of nothing, I never saw them cry—a rarity among the dozens of people I interviewed. You could not help but root for them.


In their new home were side tables, mirrors, and an armoire—all salvaged from the downtown Crowne plaza Hotel that had also suffered water damage. Someone had donated a four-poster bed. They had rescued a dance trophy, a clock they received as a wedding present, several wooden crosses that hung on the walls, a game of Clue, a table and chairs, and Bandit, their shih tzu. Troy had decorated one of the bathrooms in a Florida motif with shells and pastel colors. They were paying $650 a month.


They had no interest in attending any part of the city’s festivities during the one-year anniversary. Despite their brave front, they were still hurting. Troy felt the city was moving too fast with its plans to raze working-class neighborhoods that had been hardest hit such as Time Check, across the river from the Quaker Oats plant, and rebuild its waterfront with green spaces and expensive housing.
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