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New Home
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Grace is over 70. She has four kids to feed, waiting for her in her tiny room. Mary is 60 and she has four. Teresia Wambui is 57
and tends to six. They all look too old to have so many kids still living at home. But like many in Sub-Saharan Africa, the children,
and their grandparents, are the survivors of the lost generation - the generation in between - the ones who died of AIDs and left
their parents with grandchildren to start raising all over again. “I didn’t think I’d be feeding so many at my age,” says Teresia, who
sells vegetables from a stall in the city centre. “We’ve got no land, no money, there’s no one but us to care for them.” But what
often stands between these women and earning a little money is crime. “Some days, I have to shut my stall down. There are so
many criminals, I cannot do business. Customers can’t get to my stall. I make no money.” 
 
Crime, especially violent crime, is the biggest worry these women have. Police don’t enter the slums, and in Huruma, crime,
according to the residents, is rampant. For most, venturing out after dark is unthinkable. Often their only line of defence is their
children. “You teach them to keep away from the bad ones,” explains Mary. “You tell them ‘Don’t give me a bad name’. You know,
most of the criminals here, their parents are members of the community, so there is no way we can get rid of them,” she adds.  
 
“We have all been stolen from countless times,” adds Nancy. “A padlock is of no use. Crime is a constant thing here. The only
people out on the street after 10, other than the criminals, are the men who go to drink Chang’aa.” Chang’aa can be a poor man’s
downfall in the slum. A spirit distilled from maize or sorghum, it can resemble vodka when made well. When it’s mixed with
methanol, which it often is, it gives a greater kick, and can kill – as it did 100 people in Nairobi in 2001. “Men drink up their salaries,
and then they get mugged for the rest,” says Nancy. “Criminals don’t have to go far for an easy target.” 
 
Lawrence Wanjohi, a youngish man of 39, wanders by with James Gathiru, whose 56 years are evident on his face and Isaac
Mberere a street hawker of 46. They too, talk about crime. “I finally gave up on selling kerosene from my storefront,” says
Lawrence, “After the third time I was robbed I just gave up.” Lawrence’s stall was in a bad location, on a dark road, far from the
main corridors of the slum. “To protect yourself without a gun is hard,” he says. “You can’t do anything to protect yourself if they’ve
got a pistol. Guns make the difference.” 
 
Lawrence now scratches out a living as a casual labourer, with a wife and three children to support. “Sure we go hungry,” he says
laughing. “Many, many times. Even the children have to go a few days hungry here and there.” The women shake their heads in
agreement. “And yes,” he admits, aiming the words at the women, “sometimes we drink. Find me a slum without Bhang,
(marijuana) or Chang’aa.”  

 
A rapid-fire discussion ensues over the topic of whose life is tougher, and the women win hands down. Isaac says “We are all poor
here, we all work hard here, it’s all the same.” But the women are adamant. Besides their other chores, women are the ones who
haul water, some 20 kilograms worth a day, often from up to a kilometre away, several times a day. And they pay a premium for it.
“We do the cooking, we do the cleaning, we feed the kids, we watch over the kids. We carry the water. And, we work! All you do is
work, and when you make money you spend it on drink!” There is laughter mixed in with the taunting that goes back and forth. 
 
Many of these people try to work within the slum, which is awash with stalls selling everything from electronics – although there is
no electricity here - to plastic ware, hair relaxer and furniture. Others seek employment at the homes of the wealthy. Mary Wambui
leaves Huruma at 3 am to go to the “good” sections of town to offer her services as a laundress.  She rarely has the fare for a
matatu – Kenya’s informal minibus transport - so she walks.  She’s been accosted several times at that hour. “But I have no
money to give them. They’ve learned to leave me alone.” Mary never knows if she will find work. By the time she walks home at
night, she is exhausted, with little to show for it. Somehow she has to feed her four children. “What can you do? Even 5 shillings is
better than nothing,” she says. 
 
Once home, Mary cooks ugali – maize meal, a staple in eastern and southern Africa, and maybe some sukuma – a spinach-like
vegetable. She cooks on a kerosene stove. Slum dwellers live in constant fear of fire. If somebody leaves a kerosene stove
untended, or knocks it over, hundreds can be left homeless. “But the worst is when the developers come and try to burn you out by
making it look like a stove fire,” she complains.  
 
Even though Huruma is on Nairobi City Council land which is technically not for sale; until last month, when the city council signed
a memorandum of agreement with the Huruma villagers barring the sale of individual plots, illegitimate developers would roust the
residents with some regularity. Eventually though, the developers are run off.  
 



“We help each other here,” says Grace, who has lived in Huruma for more than 20 years. “You may get chased off for a day, but
we are a close community. If a developer tries to run you off, some of the men hold him in place while a bunch of us go down to
the city council. We get proof the plot isn’t sold and come back and chase that man away.” She laughs for the first time. “It’s easy
to run one person off their plot, but you can’t run us all off.”  
 
Grace’s eyes scan back to the new homes going up: homes that promise safety, sanitation, and some measure of freedom from
fear. Jane Weru, Executive Director of Pamoja Trust, says with the help of the Ford Foundation and Homeless International, along
with other donors, the Trust hopes to eventually help re-house 10,000 Huruma residents. At 200,000 shillings – about US$2,700 –
per shelter, this may take some time.  
 
But the residents of Huruma are willing to wait. “Remember,” says Grace “we all want to see the slum fixed up. This isn’t the way
we want to live.” 
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