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eye out. And that was while she was
being lashed by a fake-fur chubby,
swinging wildly from a wonky clothes
rail. Maybe Njeri thinks that’s normal
on a fashion shoot, given it's her first.
She turned up at an open casting, taking
a day off from university.

The location van is certainly “new”,
which is to say that just hours ago, it had
paying passengers aboard — as it will
again once the seats are back in place.
Last night, metalworkers stripped the
interior and soldered in a rail which isn’t
straight. But, then, if you’'d grown up in
a lean-to dwelling off a gully running
with raw sewage, how familiar might
you be with straight lines?

Westwood steps out onto the dirt,
shoves a crown down on her tangerine
hair, uses the wing mirror as she smears
on her lippy and off she trots, posing
with Njeri on the railway tracks that
bring commuters from richer parts of
Nairobi right through Kibera every day.
Nearby is Westwood’s swaggering pirate
of a husband, Andreas Kronthaler (she is
70, he is 46). By now, Hyun Hong, the

“We want to bring the
world’s attention to
the confrast between
what we have in the
rich countries and the
fact that poverty like

this exasts. So both

sides are anmng’
— Christopher di Pietro

details guy, is there with his duct tape,
glitter powder, safety pins and clothes
brush. He is so focused that he doesn’t
notice the ring of men sporting menacing
machete scars. They are the security.
Without them {and it has happened), a
bus full of foreigners might be stripped
of everything, including their lunch.
While Juergen Teller snaps the scene
with a pair of little Contax G2 cameras,
Christopher di Pietro, who is the
marketing and merchandising director
of Vivienne Westwood (which, despite
the wild antics and crazy runway shows,
is a multimillion-dollar business), locks
on. “I'm used to surreal, but I think this
takes the biscuit,” he says. But what the
hell do those who have nothing think?
How do they feel about the fashion
world using the day-to-day grind of
their lives as a backdrop for frocks?
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Why not ask them? (Many Kenyans are
trilingual, speaking a tribal language,
Swahili and English. Those who
don’t will usually grab a passer-by to
translate.) A group of guys has gathered.
Some are using toothpicks, a sign of
wealth because it implies they have
eaten meat, although probably haven't.

Others film the goings-on on mobile
phones (it is not unusual for those who
have never had a landline, given they've
never had a permanent home, to have
mobiles). “What do you think?” I ask
two men called Nixon Ochieng and
Eric Ochieng — not brothers, they tell
me, but friends. “T can't find words to
explain because this is not something
we are used to over here,” says Nixon.
“So I lack the words to say what is
happening in me and those in the
crowd.” And Eric? “Esteem is riding
high. This is a great moment. People feel
at the peak of their lives.” Is this because
there’s a beautiful model in Kibera?

They seem unsure which female I'm
referring to. “The beauty of a well-
dressed woman is a prize, but for men
in the slum, the need is for a stronger
woman who will work and supplement
the male,” Eric says. And what about
Westwood being 70? Slums are violent
and disease-ridden. The life expectancy
of a male is 35; for women it is 47. Eric
and Nixon drift away. They must think I
take them for fools or something.

But while other men linger, women
hurry past. Why won't they talk to me?
Are they angry about this? I ask Vincent

Oduor, who was born in a slum and is
now studying for a master’s. “They can’t
stay because the children grow hungry.
Some are shopping; some are on their
way to wash and do the laundry. This is
contrasted to the men, as you can see,”
he says. Then a gaggle of girls saunters
by. I stop one wearing a T-shirt with the
slogan “Mary is my Home Girl” above
an image of the Virgin Mary. “I admire
that lady that she can still show her
beauty.” And a fashion shoot here? “It's
a very positive message that we do not
strive and struggle on our own.”

Teller, with two cametas in hand, turns
his attention to Westwood's husband. “It's
good,” he says, as he snaps Kronthaler
wearing skin-tight jogging pants and
outré shoes, leaning nonchalantly
against an old car. Meanwhile, Hyun
Hong has spread a collection of bags on
a blanket, in imitation of a nearby stall
selling plastic baskets.

QOduor and I calculate that the collective
price of Westwood bags would feed a
family for three months, while the tolal
cost for the plastic baskets, piled equally
high, is four dollars, Which might locals
prefer? “I like this,” one woman says,
pointing at a Westwood tote. “I like the
bright colours and I could carry in it
everything I need.”

But that’s enough. Slums are not
places you linger, and Simone Cipriani,
a bearded Italian who knows how things
can turn terrifying in a heartbeat, is
urging us back on the bus. “I think this is
going to be the best shoot that we've W
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