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Cindy Whitaker waits for her bus at 
the corner of Broad and Market in 

downtown Newark, stamping her feet 
against the cold. Suddenly, a tough-
looking guy in a heavy winter coat 
approaches with something tucked 
under his arm. He makes eye contact 
and reaches into his pocket.

“Excuse me, sister. Do you see that 
sign over there?”

“This one right here?”
“Yeah. What do you think about it?”
“Has a nice ring to it.” 
The man—pen and clipboard now in 

hand—scribbles her answer.
The blue and red sign in question is 

bolted to a nearby lamppost and bears 
the words “Our City, Our Family.” It 
is one of more than 200 “Happy Street 
Signs”—inspirational messages like 
“Honk Less, Love More”—that have 
been posted around Newark by British 

artist Killy Kilford. The idea, Kilford 
says, is to change perceptions of the city 
using the power of suggestion. “You see 
it, you start to feel it,” he says.

After getting the nod from Newark 
Mayor Ras J. Baraka, Kilford recently 
set about recruiting former gang 
members—including the man with the 
clipboard—to help him install the signs. 
“What can’t happen is me, an English 
guy, walking into a city and going, 
‘Let’s be happy!’” Kilford says. “It has 
to involve the community.”

Now that the signs are up, Kilford’s 
assistants are helping him gauge local 
reactions. Whitaker, for one, is a fan. 
“I think they’re great,” she says. The 
former gang member writes this down, 
too, then asks Whitaker if she’d like to 
come up with a happy slogan of her own. 
Quick as a whip, she replies, “If you can’t 
find a friend, be one.” —SAM POLCER
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It’s a common practice throughout the 
world for companies to attempt to 

curry favor with journalists by offering 
free swag. Nowhere is this more true than 
in Dubai, where at least one veteran of 
the media community used to brag that 
his monthly living expenses amounted to 
zero, such was the plenitude of food and 
drink that fell into his lap.

But in this cash-splashy town, the 
patronage doesn’t stop here. There’s 
hardly a journalist in Dubai who hasn’t, 
at some point or another, been offered a 
flat-screen TV, or a smartphone, or an all-
expenses trip to the Maldives. One rumor 
tells of a reporter walking away from a 
press conference with a gold ingot. 

One reason that local marketers go 
to such lengths is that their products 
are often not very newsworthy. This 
unfortunate dynamic came into stark 
relief at a Dubai tech show a while 
back. A computer firm CEO had been 
trying to generate interest in a new 
line of laptops. “Our laptops are the 
strongest!” he yelled at a group of 
reporters. “They are indestructible!” 
When this announcement was met with 
a collective shrug, the CEO upped the 
ante. “Look,” he cried, “see how robust 
it is!” and hurled his personal laptop 
across the room.

The device sailed in a graceful arc, 
then clattered along the floor, bits of it 
flying here and there. The CEO regarded 
his shattered machine for a moment, 
then tugged at the sleeves of his jacket 
and said, “Don’t write about that.”
—ALICIA BULLER
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