
November 9th, 2016 

 

Dear Boston City Councilors –  

 I am writing in support of House Bill 4565 “An Act Modernizing Municipal Finance and 

Government, as it relates to speed limits in the City of Boston”. Due to work obligations that will likely 

prevent me from being able to attend and speak in person, I am submitting this as written testimony.  

 I currently reside in West Roxbury, where my wife and I purchased our first home three years 

ago, after nine years in Brighton neighborhoods. We live not far from Centre Street, which from what we 

understand has enjoyed great growth in the past five to ten years, bringing in new shops, vendors, and 

bars for people to walk to. Part of what we love, and what so many families love, about the neighborhood, 

is its “walkability”, the new buzzword in urban development. Supermarkets, schools, church, and parks. 

All of which are accessible by foot or bike.  

 On November 14th of last year, on a cool and sunny Sunday, I was doing yard work and headed 

down to the hardware store for more lawn bags… and more coffee. I left Ace Hardware on Centre Street, 

bags in hand, went to the pedestrian crosswalk on Hastings Street towards Sugar Bakery, looked up and 

down the road, saw one car slowdown in the first lane, and began to walk. Within five steps, and in no 

more than five seconds, I saw from the corner of my eye that I was about to be hit by an incoming car. A 

split second later, I felt the impact, lost consciousness briefly, and was certain that if I didn’t die, I would 

be very badly injured. I regained awareness after I had hit the ground, and the first thing I could think to 

do was try to wiggle my toes, since I could not feel my legs and was not sure if I perhaps had a spinal 

injury.  

 Firefighters braced me and put me on a stretcher, medics evaluated me and rushed me off to 

Faulkner Hospital, and officers got my information so they could go inform my wife, who at the time was 

home with our toddler and pregnant with our second daughter. In a daze, I tried thinking to myself how 

what had just happened actually happened. Did I not look? Did I miss the car? Why would I walk in front 

of a moving vehicle? I couldn’t figure it out. I was evaluated by the physicians in the Emergency 

Department, and told how lucky I was to have survived the hit. I did not break any bones. My MRI was 

clear. My neck seemed okay. My relative youth and fitness had helped save me. But what was not 

evaluated was the damage done to my brain. I had suffered a traumatic brain injury (TBI), which wasn’t 

diagnosed until a month later, when I was still unable to stay awake, see straight, or return to work in a 

functional capacity.  

 When I put the pieces together with the help of a paramedic, it made more sense. Based on how I 

was hit, the damage done to the car, the crater my head left on the windshield during impact, where the 

car had come to a stop, and where my body had ended up, the driver was going somewhere in the range of 

35-40 miles per hour. The reason I had never seen the car coming was because, as I went to take that first 

step off the sidewalk, the car wasn’t even in my line of sight. In the time it took me to walk those 5-6 

steps, the vehicle, travelling at that speed, closed in on me too quickly to notice or react. I didn’t have a 

chance. And 35-40 miles per hour is not an abnormal speed for people to travel at on Centre Street. 

Residents and businesses comment on it regularly. Cars often screech to a halt as people reach the middle 



of a crosswalk. Some just keep going. All told, I spent eight months recovering and getting back to a 

baseline, and it took just over 10 months for me to be medically cleared by my neurologist. It had an 

unanticipated impact on my ability to function at work and home, and I never could have imagined what 

having a TBI actually entails, and what a long recovery it can be to get back to feeling normal again.  

 I share this story for a number of reasons. First, as a resident with personal experience being hit 

crossing a street that can be far more of a dangerous exercise than it should be. Second, as a father with 

two daughters who go to daycare at the YMCA on Centre Street, where you constantly watch parents rush 

to get their kids in and out of car seats as cars whip by. And third, as a community member, who 

participates with groups like Boston Main Streets, trying to address community development and public 

safety issues that impact us on a daily basis.  

 If I had been at fault, it would be a different story. Or if I had been an isolated case, it might be a 

different story. But almost daily you see people, some with small children, some with strollers, trying to 

navigate what has become essentially a high-speed throughway in our neighborhood. I have seen two of 

them myself. Without better signage, physical mechanisms to slow traffic down and enforcement for not 

abiding by the rules of the road, our street will continue present a danger to residents, many of whom fall 

into the age spectrums of elderly and children, both of whom need the most protection and, unlike me, 

may not survive similar types of accidents. And from a practical community and neighborhood 

development standpoint, it will present challenges to bringing in new smaller businesses, many of which 

also seek safety and “walkability” as a key to attracting new customers.  

 Boston prides itself on being America’s walking city, but I know that in many neighborhoods, 

you walk with risk. Reducing the speed limit, with proper signage and enforcement, would be a step 

towards making our streets safer, and in the unfortunate instances where there are inevitable accidents, the 

patient outcomes can be better because the trauma can be reduced. Thank you for your time and 

consideration of my written testimony in favor of passing House Bill 4565. My e-mail is included below 

if you would like to reach me for any further information.  

 

Respectfully,  

 

______________________ 

(name withheld) 


