
In Wikileaks documents, US ambassador to Libya Gene Cretz called colonel 
Gaddafi “mercurial” and “eccentric”,  something of an understatement. No 
one would dispute the fact that the man who likes to be called Brother 
Muammar has been absolutely nuts for quite some time now. He has managed 
to stay in power for four decades, a sad reality that ordinary Arabs just had to 
live with, for they could not change him.  

But, is it schizophrenia? Is he delusional? Is he a hypochondriac? We will 
probably never know. We do know he is an incredibly complicated individual. 
We know about his fear of flying over water or staying on upper floors. We 
know he babbles an incomprehensible mix of words and sounds, that he 
avoids eye contact, and that there can be long uncomfortable periods of 
silence when talking to him.

Whatever happened to that handsome, charismatic and virile young colonel, 
impeccably dressed in military uniform, who was once described as an Arab 
Che Guevara? How did he become the ruthless monster that today hires 
African tribes to kill his own countrymen, fires at unarmed demonstrators 
from airplanes, and contaminates the waters of Benghazi? Maybe this too 
will always remain a mystery.

At some point, after failed attempts at union with Egypt and Syria, and 
another attempt with Tunisia, a frustrated Gaddafi decided to take off his 
military uniform and begin to dress outrageously. His transformation over 
the years -from young junior military officer who led the bloodless coup 
d'état against King Idris in 1969, to the extravagant man that 200 African 
leaders proclaimed as King of Kings in 2008- is truly revealing of his journey 
from inspired pan-Arabist to deranged tyrant.  Vanity Fair once described 
the 59-year-old Libyan leader as “simply the most unabashed dresser on the 
world stage”. However, even this doesn't do him justice.
  
Whether he's wearing a white Dr. Evil jacket, a Snoopy hat, colourful bishts 
with matching checheyas, a baby-blue military uniform, or safari suits with 
images of African freedom fighters; Gaddafi always manages to reinvent the 
desert propaganda kitsch style that he invented, and dares to go where no 
man -or woman- has ever gone before. In photographs with other world 
leaders he is easily recognizable, like in the group photograph where he 
appears with a black on white outfit, looking confident, relaxed, regal and 
dignified, unlike Mr. Dimitri Medvedev, for example, who looks awkwardly 
robotic. 

Unrepentant innovator and incorrigible creator of an unpredictable high 
fashion that borders on decoration, he might look like a homeless lady 
one day -greeting president Obama- and a spaceship commander the 
next. Clip-on accesories can include Lybian martyr photographs, the 
African continent, or military ribbons. He has more looks than Barbie.

Today, as a no-fly zone is implemented over Libya by coalition forces to 
enforce UN resolution 1973, his days now seem to be numbered. But one 
thing is for certain, he is likely to be Gaddafi until the end, that is, 
unpredictable and dangerous. As the day of his final reckoning 
approaches, the emperor seems to have not much left now, except his 
clothes. Julius Caesar, another merciless dictator, was assassinated in 
March, stabbed 23 times by his own senators. His last gesture was 
covering his face with one part of his tunic, and letting go of the other 
part, so that it would cover his legs when he fell down, so he died with 
dignity...well aware of the importance of appearances.

Whatever happens to Gaddafi, the goofy ruler of Libya, he will be always 
remembered as a cruel and volatile dictator, but also as a fashion victim, 
in the purest sense. A man who used his clothes almost as political 
statements. Like the protagonist in Christian Andersen´s tale, The 
Emperor´s New Clothes, a man so in love with his appearance and his 
clothing, that he had a different suit for every hour of the day.  

We never got to see the colonel´s legs, that will forever remain a 
mystery as well. 
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