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  Benazir Bhutto was the Prime Minister of Pakistan from 1988 to 1990 and from 1993 to 1996, and the chairperson of the Pakistan Peoples Party. Born in 1953 in Karachi, Bhutto

  was the first woman ever to lead a Muslim state. She lived in exile since 1999 and had returned to Pakistan in October 2007, two months before her assassination.




  Mark Siegel worked with Benazir Bhutto on updating the original edition of the autobiography with new chapters covering her election as Prime Minister in 1988 through her

  decision to return to Pakistan in 2007. He also wrote the Epilogue that appears at the end of this book.




  





  [image: ]




  





  First published in Great Britain


  by Simon & Schuster UK Ltd in 2007


  This edition first published by Pocket Books, 2008


  An imprint of Simon & Schuster UK Ltd


  A CBS COMPANY




  Originally published in Great Britain by Hamish Hamilton in 1988




  Copyright © 1988, 2007 by Benazir Bhutto




  This book is copyright under the Berne Convention.


  No reproduction without permission. All rights reserved.




  The right of Benazir Bhutto to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents

  Act, 1988.




  Simon & Schuster UK Ltd


  Africa House


  64–78 Kingsway


  London WC2B 6AH




  Simon & Schuster Australia


  Sydney




  www.simonsays.co.uk




  A CIP catalogue for this book is available from the British Library




  ISBN: 978-1-84739-085-1


  eISBN: 978-1-47113-813-3




  Printed by CPI Cox & Wyman, Reading, Berkshire RG1 8EX




  





  To Bilawal, Bakhtwar and Aseefa, and all of the children of Pakistan




  





  CONTENTS




  

    

      List of Illustrations




      Preface to the New Edition


    


  




  1 The Assassination of My Father




  THE YEARS OF DETENTION




  2 Imprisoned in My Own Home




  3 Reflections from Al-Murtaza: My First Taste of Democracy




  4 Reflections from Al-Murtaza: The Dreaming Spires of Oxford




  5 Reflections from Al-Murtaza: The High Treason of Zia ul-Haq




  6 Reflections from Al-Murtaza: The Judicial Murder of My Father




  7 Release from Al-Murtaza: Democracy’s Challenge to Martial Law




  8 Solitary Confinement in Sukkur Jail




  9 Locked in My Mother’s Old Cell at Karachi Central Jail




  10 Two More Years Alone in Sub-jail




  TAKING ON THE DICTATOR




  11 The Years of Exile




  12 The Death of My Brother




  13 Return to Lahore and the August 1986 Massacre




  14 Married From My Father’s House




  15 New Hope for Democracy




  16 The People Prevail




  17 Prime Minister and Beyond




  

    

      Epilogue




      Index


    


  




  





  LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS




  

    

      My grandfather, Sir Shah Nawaz Khan Bhutto.




      My father, Zulfikar Ali Bhutto.




      At my mother’s knee.




      Our family with Chen-Yi and Chou En-lai.




      My father. (UPI/Bettmann Newsphotos)




      Student at Radcliffe.




      My father speaking for democracy. (Black Star)




      President of the Oxford Union. (AP/Wide World Photos)




      Zia and my father shortly after the coup.




      Public lashings.




      My mother beaten by the police.




      My father being taken to court. (Flandrin/Black Star)




      On a morale-raising tour of Sindh.




      Shah and Mir linking arms with other marchers protesting against our father’s unfair trial. (UPI/Bettmann Newsphotos)




      Mobbed by a crowd on my way to Larkana after my father’s death.




      Laying rose petals on my father’s grave.




      Mourning my father in Karachi.




       




       




       




       




      Formal portrait of my mother, Sanam and me: Sanam’s wedding.




      Karachi Central Prison.




      My mother leaving Pakistan for medical exile. (AP/Wide World Photos)




      A lawyers’ protest march, 1983.




      A women’s rights protester being tear-gassed and beaten by policewomen.




      Zia confirms four death sentences before the court announcement.




      With Senator Pell and Peter Galbraith in Washington.




      Last snapshot of my youngest brother, Shah Nawaz.




      At Shah’s grave.




      Welcomed by a huge crowd on my return to Pakistan in 1986. (Reuters/Bettmann Newsphotos)




      On tour, being showered with rose petals.




      A PPP supporter gunned down at a demonstration, 1986.




      Police beat demonstrators after an attempt on my life.




      With my husband, Asif Zardari.




      At the People’s Reception in Lyari. (Michel Philippot/Sygma)


    


  




  





  PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION




  I didn’t choose this life; it chose me.




  Born in Pakistan, my life mirrors its turbulence, its tragedies and its triumphs.




  Once again Pakistan is in the international spotlight. Terrorists who use the name of Islam threaten its stability. The democratic forces believe terrorism can be eliminated by promoting the

  principles of freedom. A military dictatorship plays a dangerous game of deception and intrigue. Fearful of losing power, it dithers, keeping the forces of modernisation at bay while the flames of

  terrorism flourish.




  Pakistan is no ordinary country. And mine has been no ordinary life. My father and two brothers were killed. My mother, husband and I were all imprisoned. I have spent long years in exile.

  Despite the difficulties and sorrows, however, I feel blessed. I feel blessed that I could break the bastions of tradition by becoming Islam’s first elected woman Prime Minister. That

  election was the tipping point in the debate raging in the Muslim world on the role of women in Islam. It proved that a Muslim woman could be elected Prime Minister, could govern a country and

  could be accepted as a leader by both men and women. I am grateful to the people of Pakistan for honouring me.




  And while the debate between the modernisers and the extremists continues, women across the Muslim world have made great strides since I first took the oath of office on December 2, 1988.




  Few in this world are given the privilege to effect change in society, to bring the modern era to a country that had only the most basic infrastructure, to break down stereotypes about the role

  of women and ultimately to give hope for change to millions who had no hope before.




  It’s not necessarily the life I would have chosen, but it has been a life of opportunity, responsibility and fulfilment. And I sense that the future holds still more challenges that must

  be met for my country, Pakistan, and myself.




  Twenty years ago, in light of the developments in my life – my father’s assassination, my imprisonment, the responsibility of picking up his political mantle – I had little

  expectation of finding personal happiness, of  finding love, marriage, and of having children. Like England’s Queen Elizabeth I, who had also endured imprisonment and

  remained single, I thought I would never get married. Yet my personal life defied these narrow expectations. I found joy and fulfilment in marriage despite difficult circumstances. I am proud of my

  husband for his courage and loyalty in standing by me through nineteen years of marriage. During these years, he lived either in the Prime Minister’s House or as a political prisoner held

  hostage to my career. And I found our relationship strengthened despite the physical separation and the attempts to turn us against each other.




  No, life isn’t what I would have predicted, but I don’t think I would change places with any woman in history.




  I am a woman proud of my cultural and religious heritage. I feel a special personal obligation to contrast the true Islam – the religion of tolerance and pluralism

  – with the caricature of my faith that terrorists have hijacked. I know that I am a symbol of what the so-called ‘Jihadists’, Taliban and al-Qaeda, most fear. I am a female

  political leader fighting to bring modernity, communication, education and technology to Pakistan. I believe that a democratic Pakistan can become a symbol of hope to more than one billion Muslims

  around the world who must choose between the forces of the past and the forces of the future.




  The political battles that I fought were always for an end. The goals centred on liberty and social justice. And those values are definitely worth fighting for. But I do believe my career has

  been more challenging because I am a woman. Clearly it’s not easy for women in modern society, no matter where we live. We still have to go the extra mile to prove that we are equal to men.

  We have to work longer hours and make more sacrifices. And we must emotionally protect ourselves from unfair, often vicious attacks made on us via the male members of our family. Sadly many still

  believe that men control the women in their lives and by pressuring the man they will get him to pressure the woman.




  Nevertheless, we must be prepared not to complain about the double standards, but to overcome them. We must be prepared to do so even if it means working twice as hard and twice as long as a

  man. I am grateful to my mother for teaching me that pregnancy is a biological state of being which should not disrupt the normal routine of life. Trying to live up to her expectations, I almost

  ignored any hint of physical or emotional  limitation during my pregnancies. Yet I was acutely conscious that what should have been a family matter became a topic of

  intense political discussion from military headquarters to editorial boards. Aware of this, I kept the exact details of my pregnancies confidential. I was lucky to have good medical care through Dr

  Freddy Setna, who ensured my visits remained private.




  I have three lovely children, Bilawal, Bakhtwar and Aseefa. They give me much joy and pride. When I was expecting my first child, Bilawal, in 1988, the then military dictator dismissed the

  Parliament and called for general elections. He and his top army men believed a pregnant woman could not campaign. They were wrong. I could and I did. I went on to win the elections held shortly

  after Bilawal’s birth on September 21, 1988. Bilawal’s birth was one of the happiest days of my life. Winning those elections that year, despite predictions that a Muslim woman could

  not win the hearts and minds of her people, was another.




  Shortly after I was elected Prime Minister, my mother told me to ‘hurry up and have another child’. She believed that a mother should quickly have children before she realised the

  challenges of raising a family and fulfilling other responsibilities. I took her advice.




  While my second pregnancy was still a secret, my army generals decided to take me to the Siachen Glacier, the highest point in Pakistan, for a military briefing. Pakistan and India had nearly

  gone to war over Siachen in 1987 (and nearly went to war again over them in 1999). I was worried that the lack of oxygen on those glacier peaks could adversely affect my unborn child. My doctor

  assured me that I could go. Lack of oxygen, he explained, first affects the mother who can then be given an oxygen mask. The child, he said, would be safe. So with much trepidation despite the

  assurances, I went.




  It was a great morale-booster for our troops to see their Prime Minister with them on the Siachen Glacier heights. And it was a splendid site. All around us was the whiteness of the icy glacier

  which melted seamlessly into the blueness of the skies. The absence of earthly noise on those snowy peaks gave a new meaning to heavenly silence. Across the divide I could see the Indian military

  posts. They proved that the appearance of peace could be deceptive.




  Once the political opposition learned I was pregnant, all hell broke loose. They called on the President and the military to overthrow me. They argued that Pakistan’s government rules did

  not provide for a pregnant Prime  Minister going on maternity leave. They said that during delivery, I would be incapacitated and therefore the government machinery would

  irretrievably break down for that period of time. This, to them, was unconstitutional, necessitating the President, backed by the military, to dismiss the Prime Minister and install an interim

  government to hold new elections.




  I rejected the opposition’s demands, noting that maternity rules existed in the law for working women (my father had legislated maternity leave). I argued that the law implicitly applied

  to a Prime Minister even if not stated in the rules for conducting government business. The members of my government stood by me, noting that when a male leader was indisposed, it did not translate

  into a constitutional crisis. Nor should it were a female leader indisposed.




  Hardly mollified, the opposition drew up a plan of strikes to pressure the President into sacking the government. I had to make my own plans. My father had taught me that in politics timing is

  very important. I consulted my doctor who assured me that my child was full term and, with his permission, decided to have a Caesarean delivery on the eve of the call for strike action.




  I didn’t want to encourage any stereotypes that pregnancy interferes with performance. So despite my condition, I worked just as hard, and probably a lot harder, than a male Prime Minister

  would have. In the end, I chaired a meeting of my Cabinet in the capital and then left for Karachi. I woke up early in the morning and with a friend left for the hospital in her car.




  It was a small car, very different from the black Mercedes used for official duties. The police on security duty hardly gave it a second glance. They concentrated on cars entering my home rather

  than those leaving it.




  My heart was beating fast as we raced to the hospital, where Dr Setna was waiting for us. I could see the surprise on the faces of the hospital staff as I got out of the car. I knew the news

  would begin to spread fast through the mobile phones and pagers my government had introduced (we were the first country in South Asia and the Middle East to have mobile phones). I hurried down the

  hallway to the operating theatre. I knew that my husband and mother would be on their way, as we had discussed earlier. As soon as I began to wake from the mists of anaesthesia as my hospital

  trolley was wheeled from the theatre to the private room, I heard my husband say, ‘It’s a girl.’ I saw my mother’s face beam with pleasure. I called my daughter

  ‘Bakhtwar’, which means the one who brings good fortune. And she did. The strikes fizzled out and the opposition’s movement collapsed.




   I received thousands of messages of congratulations from all over the world. Heads of government and ordinary people wrote to me, sharing the joy. Especially for young

  women it was a defining moment, proving a woman could work and have a baby in the highest and most challenging leadership positions. The next day I was back on the job, reading government papers

  and signing government files. Only later did I learn that I was the only head of government in recorded history to actually give birth while in office. That’s one less glass ceiling for women

  Prime Ministers in the future to have to break.




  Bakhtwar was born in January 1990. Seven months later, on August 6, the President undemocratically dismissed my government, while world attention was diverted by Iraq’s

  occupation of Kuwait. My husband was arrested and my mother suggested I send my children abroad. It was heart-rending for me to be parted from Bilawal, who had turned two in September 1990, and

  Bakhtwar who was not yet one. My sister, who lives in London, lovingly took them into her home. My in-laws chipped in too by shifting to London. Back at home I had nightmares where I heard my

  children cry for me. My sister would tell me not to worry during our many telephone conversations. Yet those dreams never stopped.




  With the sacking of my government, the port city of Karachi was gripped by anarchy and chaos. Terrorism was rampant. Innocent civilians were massacred while riding in public transport or outside

  their homes or in their offices. I knew it was safer for my children to be in London. Yet I found it hard to sleep night after night only to wake with those nightmares.




  My mother and I were now living largely in the capital city of Islamabad. My husband, elected to Parliament in the 1990 elections, was also kept under house arrest in our residence during

  parliamentary sessions. I confided to my mother and husband how draining it was for me that the children were living away from me. I felt I was abandoning them, and worried that it could hurt their

  emotional well-being and growth.




  By 1991, Bilawal had started attending a pre-kindergarten school in London’s Queen’s Gate area. Bakhtwar was still only one year old: I could keep her hidden safely in our house in

  Pakistan, I reasoned. I flew to London and could hardly wait to get to my sister Sanam’s flat. As soon as I knocked on her door, I heard my daughter crying, the same cry that had sounded in

  my dreams. I quickly gathered her in my arms and pulled my  son towards me. ‘I have decided to take Bakhtwar back with me,’ I told my sister. She was relieved.

  ‘I didn’t want to upset you,’ she said, ‘but that child has not stopped crying for months.’




  Without words being spoken, it seemed that both children knew what was to come. I shall never forget as long as I live the sight of Bilawal sitting in his white shirt, blue striped trousers,

  white socks and black shoes on the floor of the corridor with his back against the wall. He was staring at me silently and stoically with the saddest brown eyes in the world as I took Bakhtwar with

  me and left him behind. No mother should ever have to leave her two-year-old son behind. No child should ever feel his mother has taken one child with her and left the other behind.




  Holding Bakhtwar in my arms, I drove to Heathrow. She lay quietly in my embrace. I boarded the Pakistan International Airlines and sat in my seat. Throughout the nine-hour flight, Bakhtwar did

  not cry once. She nestled her face on my shoulder and slept. Pakistan’s legendary musical artist Madam Noorjehan was also on the flight. Sitting next to me, she marvelled at this wonderful

  baby who was not giving her mother any trouble at all. ‘I have never seen a baby this quiet on a flight in my life,’ she said.




  My father-in-law and his wife decided to stay in London so that they could share taking care of Bilawal with my sister. I am comforted that Bilawal had family with him who diverted his attention

  with walks in Hyde Park, feeding the ducks and squirrels.




  With the fall of the Pakistan People’s Party (PPP) government in 1990, the election campaign, the separation from my children, the witch-hunt against my party and my

  family, I had lost a lot of weight. In the spring of 1992 I found I was expecting another baby. As one of four children, it gave me great pleasure to know our family would grow. Yet it was a time

  of uncertainty. An army operation had been ordered in Karachi. The ethnic party called the Muhajir Qaumi Movement (MQM) unleashed a bloodbath. The Nawaz government accused it of conspiring to break

  up the country and form a separate state by the name of Jinnahpur. The army released maps of the proposed state of Jinnahpur as the military crackdown began. But most citizens, fed up with civil

  strife and bloodshed, were relieved that the MQM state within a state was to be undone.




  As the army tanks moved in and bulldozed the multiple gates at the mouth of streets erected by the MQM to keep people locked in, Pakistan  plunged into a deeper crisis.

  The Prime Minister was enamoured with the Saudi system of governance. He wanted to turn Pakistan into a theocratic state and rammed a bill through Parliament aimed at strengthening clerical rule in

  the country. My party checkmated that bill in the Senate. But the clock was ticking. By 1994, the Prime Minister would have a majority in the Senate. He would then ‘Islamicise’

  Pakistan.




  The attempts to turn Pakistan into a theocracy were opposed by the majority of Pakistanis. They were wedded to the secular concept envisaged by the founder of Pakistan, Quaid-e-Azam Mohammad Ali

  Jinnah. However, powerful elements in the military backed the Prime Minister, who had gained a two-thirds majority in the lower House of the Parliament with their support.




  Fiscal irresponsibility had played havoc with the lives of ordinary citizens. Power shutdowns that had been eliminated by the PPP government reappeared. Corruption scandals hit the newspaper

  headlines. Across the border in India, the Bombay blasts had aggravated relations between the two countries. Islamabad was blamed by New Delhi for the attacks. The first attack on the World Trade

  Center in New York in 1993 had taken place. Pakistan was on the verge of being declared a terrorist state.




  The opposition parties came together in a grand alliance known as the Pakistan Democratic Alliance (PDA), and called for a protest meeting in Rawalpindi on November 18, 1992.




  I was so thin no one suspected that I was to have a baby. Despite the weight loss, or perhaps because of it, I felt healthy and energetic. Our protest call had re-energised me. People across the

  country responded to it. From the four corners of Pakistan, caravans were getting ready to move to Rawalpindi in a display of people’s power. The aim was to restore democracy, stop theocracy

  and address the bread-and-butter issues of the people.




  On the eve of the protest meeting, we heard that the regime had decided to use brute force to stop us from gathering. ‘That means the regime might use tear-gas,’ I said to my

  political secretary, Naheed Khan. I was worried for my baby. Naheed went out to arrange eye goggles for us. Someone promised face masks similar to those used by the army but they failed to show up

  the next morning. So we took wet towels with us. A crowd had gathered outside my house overnight. The next morning we awoke to a barbed-wire barrier around the house. As I left my front gate,

   with party leaders, we were baton-charged. Party members were hit while trying to protect me as they attempted to climb over the barbed wire.




  A small group of us managed to cross the barbed wire, find a vehicle and make our way towards Rawalpindi from Islamabad. Periodically we would come across police vehicles looking for us and we

  would drive slowly with our heads down to prevent identification. We lost one van that got tangled up with barbed wire. There were few vehicles on the blockaded roads. We hailed one. It belonged to

  a sympathiser. He gave us the jeep. Eventually Malik Qasim, leader of the PML (Qasim Group); Air Marshal Asghar Khan; present Foreign Minister Khursheed Kasuri; my Political Secretary Naheed Khan;

  her husband Senator Safdar Abbassi and my security officer Munnawar Suhrawardy (who was assassinated in 2004) found ourselves in the jeep together.




  The barbed-wire blockades were only around Islamabad. Once we entered Rawalpindi, and its small streets, a cry of joy went up from the people. They started crowding our vehicle, shouting

  slogans. We made it to Liaqat Bagh Park in Rawalpindi where our meeting was scheduled.




  Later the police told me that when a report was sent to them of my presence in Rawalpindi, they laughed it off. But within minutes they received so many calls that they decided to check it out

  for themselves. They found the reports were correct. Now a mad chase started in the Rawalpindi streets. Our single jeep was tear-gassed from all sides. Police sirens were blaring away. There was

  pandemonium. The car chase was like something from a James Bond movie – or perhaps more like a Bollywood movie.




  The crowd kept coming between the police cars and our jeep. The police would lob tear-gas shells, get out in their ninja-like uniforms and start baton-charging the crowd to disperse them. As the

  tear-gas shells exploded and smoke billowed out, we would reverse direction or drive over the sidewalk and take another street. The crowd was cheering us on, their slogans filling the air. More and

  more police reinforcements were called in and different streets blocked with police cars and vans. Now the police were lobbing tear-gas directly at the car windscreen and aiming at us. The

  windscreen cracked. Finally our driver had had enough. He braked, jumped out of the car and melted into the shadows. The police surrounded the car and arrested all of us. Later we were released but

  the day’s events had weakened the regime.




  Although the two may be unconnected, after this tear-gassing incident, I began suffering from gall-bladder pain. I took homeopathic medicine but  the pain continued. It

  was often excruciating. If I had an operation to fix it, I risked losing my child. I didn’t want to take the risk. As the pain got worse and worse, I flew to London. The doctors advised that

  I should have a Caesarean as soon as possible followed by keyhole surgery to remove the gall bladder. On February 3, 1993, my little daughter Aseefa was born at the Portland hospital. I cuddled my

  adorable little baby.




  Although I did not know it at the time, with the birth of Aseefa my family was complete. Soon, on October 24, 1993, the PPP was re-elected. In the repetitive cycle of Pakistani politics, the

  second government was undemocratically dismissed in 1996 and my husband Asif arrested. Sadly, by the time he was freed in November 2004, I was too old to have another child.




  Little did I know, as we celebrated Aseefa’s birth, that my mother had accelerated her slow, imperceptible decline into a form of dementia which resembles Alzheimer’s. Her battle

  with dementia can actually be traced back to the brutal wounds inflicted on her on December 16, 1977 by General Zia’s thugs at Lahore, when we went to watch a cricket match and were

  baton-charged. My mother was savagely beaten and suffered major head wounds. After that, she was never quite the same. But the deterioration has become dramatic and heart-breaking.




  I have watched my beautiful, glamorous mother, so charming, so graceful, slowly turn frail and weak. This strong woman, who battled military dictatorships and was a pioneer for women’s

  rights, now hardly recognises anyone and cannot speak. She cannot tell me whether she is hungry or whether she has a toothache. It is heart-rending for me to see how helpless my determined mother

  has become. But I am blessed to have her live with me. Her mere presence gives me strength. She is a living link with my birth family, of our trials and travails and of the bonds of love that wove

  us closely together, of the ups and downs we braved together, and of our sorrows and our joys.




  Asif’s long imprisonment was painful for our family. It was difficult to have my children denied their father for the formative years of their childhood. Nothing can undo the loss, but I

  believe it is another example of the sexism that still pervades society. Would a wife ever be imprisoned for eight years without evidence or conviction, held hostage to her husband’s

  political career? Of course not. But this is something that we had to endure. Soon after his release from prison, Asif suffered a ‘near catastrophic’ heart attack and was on the verge

  of death.




   Looking at the conditions in my country from the outside, I realise that the stakes in Pakistan are now higher than ever before. I am convinced that if the West continues

  to coddle military rulers in Pakistan who suppress liberty, a successor generation of terrorists will come after the Taliban and al-Qaeda, exploiting the name of Islam through violent confrontation

  with the West. It’s not just Pakistanis who should care about the restoration of liberal, democratic government to Pakistan. That should be the goal of all in the world who seek to avoid a

  ‘clash of civilisations’.




  As I write this in London, I must confess that my life is as difficult as it is interesting. I live from suitcase to suitcase, travelling the world lecturing on Islam, democracy and

  women’s rights before universities, business associations, women’s organisations and foreign policy think-tanks. I continue to pound the halls of the House of Commons and Congress. I

  remain the Chairperson of the Pakistan People’s Party. I visit my husband under medical treatment in New York. I prepare my children for their exams in Dubai. And I lead the combined

  democratic opposition of the secular political parties of Pakistan in fighting for free and fair elections, as mandated by the constitution of Pakistan, in 2007. It may seem much too full a plate.

  But that is the nature of my life, and I accept it. What follows is an account of how I got to this point, with the final chapter, ‘Prime Minister and Beyond’, covering events since

  this autobiography was first published.




  I am honoured and I am blessed. God willing, I will return to my homeland and once again lead the forces of democracy in electoral battle against the entrenched power of dictators, generals and

  extremists. This is my destiny. And as John F. Kennedy once said, ‘I do not shrink from that responsibility, I welcome it.’




   




  BENAZIR BHUTTO




  London




  April, 2007
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  THE ASSASSINATION OF MY FATHER




  They killed my father in the early morning hours of April 4, 1979, inside Rawalpindi Central Jail. Imprisoned with my mother a few miles away in a deserted police training camp

  at Sihala, I felt the moment of my father’s death. Despite the Valiums my mother had given me to try and get through the agonising night, I suddenly sat bolt-upright in bed at 2.00 am.

  ‘No!’ the scream burst through the knots in my throat. ‘No!’ I couldn’t breathe, didn’t want to breathe. Papa! Papa! I felt cold, so cold, in spite of the heat,

  and couldn’t stop shaking. There was nothing my mother and I could say to console each other. Somehow the hours passed as we huddled together in the bare police quarters. We were ready at

  dawn to accompany my father’s body to our ancestral family graveyard.




  ‘I am in Iddat and can’t receive outsiders. You talk to him,’ my mother said dully when the jailer arrived. She was beginning a widow’s four months and ten days of

  seclusion from strangers.




  I walked into the cracked cement-floored front room that was supposed to serve as our sitting room. It stank of mildew and rot.




  ‘We are ready to leave with the Prime Minister,’ I told the junior jailer standing nervously before me.




  ‘They have already taken him to be buried,’ he said.




  I felt as if he had struck me. ‘Without his family?’ I asked bitterly. ‘Even the criminals in the military regime know that it is our family’s religious obligation to

  accompany his body, to recite the prayers for the dead, to see his face before burial. We applied to the jail superintendent . . .’




  ‘They have taken him,’ he interrupted.




  ‘Taken him where?’




  The jailer was silent.




  ‘It was very peaceful,’ he finally replied. ‘I have brought what was left.’




  He handed me one by one the pitiful items from my father’s death cell:  my father’s shalwar khameez, the long shirt and loose trousers he’d worn to

  the end, refusing as a political prisoner to wear the uniform of a condemned criminal; the tiffin box for food that he had refused for the last ten days; the roll of bedding they had allowed him

  only after the broken wires of his cot had lacerated his back; his drinking cup . . .




  ‘Where is his ring?’ I managed to ask the jailer.




  ‘Did he have a ring?’




  I watched him make a great show of fishing through his bag, through his pockets. Finally he handed me my father’s ring, which towards the end had regularly slipped off his emaciated

  fingers.




  ‘Peaceful. It was very peaceful,’ he kept muttering.




  How could a hanging be peaceful?




  Basheer and Ibrahim, our family bearers who had come to prison with us because the authorities did not provide us with food, came into the room. Basheer’s face went white when he

  recognised my father’s clothes.




  ‘Ya Allah! Ya Allah! They’ve killed Sahib! They’ve killed him!’ he screamed. Before we could stop him, Basheer grabbed a can of petrol and doused himself with it,

  preparing to set himself aflame. My mother had to rush out to prevent his self-immolation.




  I stood in a daze, not believing what had happened to my father, not wanting to. It was just not possible that Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, the first Prime Minister of Pakistan to be elected directly by

  the people, was dead. Where there had been repression under the Generals who had ruled Pakistan since its birth in 1947, my father had been the first to bring democracy. Where the people had lived

  as they had for centuries at the mercy of their tribal chiefs and landlords, he had installed Pakistan’s first constitution to guarantee legal protection and civil rights. Where the people

  had had to resort to violence and bloodshed to unseat the Generals, he had guaranteed a Parliamentary system of civilian government and elections every five years.




  No. It was not possible. ‘Jiye Bhutto! Long live Bhutto!’ millions had cheered when he became the first politician ever to visit the most forlorn and remote villages of

  Pakistan. When his Pakistan People’s Party was voted into office, my father had started his modernisation programmes, redistributing the land held for generations by the feudal few among the

  many poor, educating the millions held down by ignorance, nationalising the country’s major industries, guaranteeing minimum wages, job security, and forbidding discrimination against women

  and minorities. The six  years of his government had brought light to a country steeped in stagnant darkness – until the dawn of July 5, 1977.




  Zia ul-Haq. My father’s supposedly loyal army Chief-of-Staff. The General who had sent his soldiers in the middle of the night to overthrow my father and take over the country by force.

  Zia ul-Haq, the military dictator who had subsequently failed to crush my father’s following in spite of all his guns and tear gas and Martial Law regulations, who had failed to break my

  father’s spirit despite his isolation in a death cell. Zia ul-Haq, the desperate General who had just sent my father to his death. Zia ul-Haq. The General who would ruthlessly rule Pakistan

  for the next nine years.




  I stood numbly in front of the junior jailer, holding the small bundle that was all that was left of my father. The scent of his cologne was still on his clothes, the scent of Shalimar. I hugged

  his shalwar to me, suddenly remembering Kathleen Kennedy who had worn her father’s parka at Radcliffe long after the Senator had been killed. Our two families had always been compared

  in terms of politics. Now, we had a new and dreadful bond. That night, and for many other nights, I too tried to keep my father near me by sleeping with his shirt under my pillow.




  I felt completely empty, that my life had shattered. For almost two years, I had done nothing but fight the trumped-up charges brought against my father by Zia’s military regime. I had

  worked with the Pakistan People’s Party towards the elections Zia had promised at the time of the coup, then cancelled in the face of our impending victory. I had been arrested six times by

  the military regime and repeatedly forbidden by the Martial Law authorities to set foot in Karachi and Lahore. So had my mother. As acting chairperson of the PPP during my father’s

  imprisonment, she had been detained eight times. We had spent the last six weeks under detention in Sihala, the six months before that under detention in Rawalpindi. Yet not until yesterday had I

  allowed myself to believe that General Zia would actually assassinate my father.




  Who would break the news to my younger brothers who were fighting my father’s death sentence from political exile in London? And who would tell my sister Sanam who was just finishing her

  final year at Harvard? I was especially worried about Sanam. She had never been political. Yet she had been dragged into the tragedy with all of us. Was she alone now? I prayed she wouldn’t

  do anything foolish.




  I felt as if my body was literally being tom apart. How could I go on? In  spite of our efforts, we had failed to keep my father alive. I felt so alone. I just felt so

  alone. ‘What will I do without you to help me?’ I had asked him in his death cell. I needed his political advice. For all that I held degrees in government from Harvard and Oxford, I

  was not a politician. But what could he say? He had shrugged helplessly.




  I had seen my father for the last time the day before. The pain of that meeting was close to unbearable. No one had told him he was to be executed early the next morning. No one had told the

  world leaders who had officially asked the military regime for clemency, among them Jimmy Carter, Margaret Thatcher, Leonid Brezhnev, Pope John Paul II, Indira Gandhi, and many others from the

  entire Muslim spectrum, Saudi Arabia, the Emirates, Syria. Certainly none of the cowards in Zia’s regime had announced the date of my father’s execution to the country, for they feared

  the people’s reaction to their Prime Minister’s murder. Only my mother and I knew. And that, by accident and deduction.




  I had been lying on my army cot in the early morning of April 2 when my mother suddenly came into the room. ‘Pinkie,’ she said, calling me by my family nickname, but in a tone that

  immediately made my body go rigid. ‘There are army officers outside saying that both of us should go to see your father today. What does that mean?’




  I knew exactly what it meant. So did she. But neither of us could bear to admit it. This was my mother’s visiting day, allowed her once a week. Mine was scheduled for later in the week.

  That they wanted both of us to go could only mean that this was to be the last visit. Zia was about to kill my father.




  My mind raced. We had to get the word out, to send a last call to the international community and to the people. Time had run out. ‘Tell them I’m not well,’ I said to my mother

  hastily. ‘Say that if it is the last meeting then, of course, I will come, but if it is not, we will go tomorrow.’ While my mother went to speak to the guards, I quickly broke open a

  message I had already wrapped. I wrote a new one. ‘I think they are calling us for our last meeting,’ I scribbled furiously to a friend on the outside, hoping she would alert the

  party’s leaders, who in turn would inform the diplomatic corps and mobilise the people. The people were our last hope.




  ‘Take this immediately to Yasmin,’ I told Ibrahim, our loyal servant, knowing we were taking a great risk. There wasn’t time for him to wait for  a

  sympathetic or lackadaisical guard to come on duty. He could be searched and followed. He wouldn’t be able to take the normal precautions. The danger was enormous, but so were the stakes.

  ‘Go, Ibrahim, go!’ I urged him. ‘Tell the guards you’re fetching medicine for me!’ And off he ran.




  I looked out of the window to see the Martial Law contingent consulting with each other, then transmitting the message that I was ill on their wireless set and waiting to receive information

  back. In the confusion, Ibrahim reached the gate. ‘I have to get medicine for Benazir Sahiba quickly. Quickly!’ he said to the guards who had overheard the talk of my bad health.

  Miraculously, they let Ibrahim through, barely five minutes after my mother had first come to me in the bedroom. My hands would not stop trembling. I had no idea if the message would be safely

  delivered.




  Outside the window, the wireless sets crackled. ‘Because your daughter is not feeling well, you can make the visit tomorrow,’ the authorities finally told my mother. We had gained

  another twenty-four hours of life for my father. But when the compound gates were sealed immediately after Ibrahim had fled, we knew something terribly ominous was about to occur.




  Fight. We had to fight. But how? I felt so powerless, locked inside the stockade while the moments towards my father’s death ticked by. Would the message get through? Would the people rise

  up in spite of the guns and bayonets they had faced since the coup? And who would lead them? Many of the leaders of the Pakistan People’s Party were in jail. So were thousands of our

  supporters, including, for the first time in Pakistan’s history, women. Countless others had been tear-gassed and flogged just for mentioning my father’s name, the numbers of lashes to

  be administered painted on their half-naked bodies. Would the people heed this last desperate call? Would they even hear it?




  At 8.15 pm my mother and I tuned in to the BBC Asia report on our radio. Every muscle in my body was rigid. I sat expectantly forward as the BBC reported that I had sent a

  message from prison that tomorrow, April 3, was to be the last meeting with my father. The message had got through! I waited for the BBC announcement of our call to the people to rise in protest.

  There was none. Instead, the BBC went on to report that there was  no confirmation of the news from the jail superintendent. ‘She’s panicked,’ it quoted one

  of my father’s former ministers as saying. My mother and I couldn’t even look at each other. Our last hope had died.




  A speeding jeep. Crowds frozen in fear behind security forces, not knowing the fate of their Prime Minister. Prison gates hastily opened and closed. My mother and I being

  searched again by jail matrons, first leaving our own prison in Sihala, then again when we arrived at the jail in Rawalpindi.




  ‘Why are you both here?’ my father says from inside the inferno of his cell.




  My mother doesn’t answer.




  ‘Is this the last meeting?’ he asks.




  My mother cannot bear to answer.




  ‘I think so,’ I say.




  He calls for the jail superintendent who is standing by. They never leave us alone with Papa.




  ‘Is this the last meeting?’ my father asks him.




  ‘Yes,’ comes the reply. The jail superintendent seems ashamed to be the bearer of the regime’s plans.




  ‘Has the date been fixed?’




  ‘Tomorrow morning,’ the superintendent says.




  ‘At what time?’




  ‘At five o’clock, according to jail regulations.’




  ‘When did you receive this information?’




  ‘Last night,’ he says reluctantly.




  My father looks at him.




  ‘How much time do I have with my family?’




  ‘Half an hour.’




  ‘Under jail regulations, we are entitled to an hour,’ he says.




  ‘Half an hour,’ the superintendent repeats. ‘Those are my orders.’




  ‘Make arrangements for me to have a bath and a shave,’ my father tells him. ‘The world is beautiful and I want to leave it clean.’




  Half an hour. Half an hour to say good-bye to the person I love more than any other in my life. The pain in my chest tightens into a vice. I must not cry. I must not break down and make my

  father’s ordeal any more difficult.




   He is sitting on the floor on a mattress, the only furniture left in his cell. They have taken away his table and his chair. They have taken away his bed.




  ‘Take these,’ he says, handing me the magazines and books I had brought him before. ‘I don’t want them touching my things.’




  He hands me the few cigars his lawyers have brought him. ‘I’ll keep one for tonight,’ he says. He also keeps his bottle of Shalimar cologne.




  He starts to hand me his ring, but my mother tells him to keep it on. ‘I’ll keep it for now but afterwards I want it to go to Benazir,’ he tells her.




  ‘I have managed to send out a message,’ I whisper to him as the jail authorities strain to hear. I outline the details and he looks satisfied. ‘She’s almost learned the

  ropes of politics,’ his expression reads.




  The light inside the death cell is dim. I cannot see him clearly. Every other visit they have allowed us to sit together inside his cell. But not today. My mother and I squeeze together at the

  bars of his cell door, talking to him in whispers.




  ‘Give my love to the other children,’ he says to Mummy. ‘Tell Mir and Sunny and Shah that I have tried to be a good father and wish I could have said good-bye to them.’

  She nods, but cannot speak.




  ‘You have both suffered a lot,’ he says. ‘Now that they are going to kill me tonight, I want to free you as well. If you want to, you can leave Pakistan while the Constitution

  is suspended and Martial Law imposed. If you want peace of mind and to pick up your lives again, then you might want to go to Europe. I give you my permission. You can go.’




  Our hearts are breaking. ‘No, no,’ Mummy says. ‘We can’t go. We’ll never go. The Generals must not think they have won. Zia has scheduled elections again, though

  who knows if he will dare to hold them? If we leave, there will be no one to lead the party, the party you built.’




  ‘And you, Pinkie?’ my father asks.




  ‘I could never go,’ I say.




  He smiles. ‘I’m so glad. You don’t know how much I love you, how much I’ve always loved you. You are my jewel. You always have been.’




  ‘Time is up,’ the superintendent says. ‘Time is up.’




  I grip the bars.




  ‘Please open up the cell,’ I ask him. ‘I want to say good-bye to my father.’




  The superintendent refuses.




  ‘Please,’ I say. ‘My father is the elected Prime Minister of Pakistan. I am his daughter. This is our last meeting. I want to hold him.’




   The superintendent refuses.




  I try to reach my father through the bars. He is so thin, almost wasted away from malaria, dysentery, starvation. But he pulls himself erect, and touches my hand.




  ‘Tonight I will be free,’ he says, a glow suffusing his face. ‘I will be joining my mother, my father. I am going back to the land of my ancestors in Larkana to become part of

  its soil, its scent, its air. There will be songs about me. I will become part of its legend.’ He smiles. ‘But it is very hot in Larkana.’




  ‘I’ll build a shade,’ I manage to say.




  The prison authorities move in.




  ‘Good-bye, Papa,’ I call to my father as Mummy reaches through the bars to touch him. We both move down the dusty courtyard. I want to look back, but I can’t. I know I

  can’t control myself.




  ‘Until we meet again,’ I hear him call.




  Somehow my legs move. I cannot feel them. I have turned to stone. But still I move. The jail authorities lead us back through the jail ward, the courtyard filled with army tents. I move in a

  trance, conscious only of my head. High. I must keep it high. They are all watching.




  The car is waiting inside the locked gates so the crowds outside won’t see us. My body is so heavy I have difficulty getting in. The car speeds forward through the gate. At its sight the

  crowds surge towards us but are shoved back roughly by the security forces. I suddenly glimpse my friend Yasmin at the edge of the crowd, waiting to deliver my father’s food. ‘Yasmin!

  They are going to kill him tonight!’ I try and shout from the window. Did she hear me? Did I make any sound at all?




  5.00 came and went. 6.00. Each breath I took reminded me of the last breaths of my father. ‘God, let there be a miracle,’ my mother and I prayed together.

  ‘Let something happen.’ Even my little cat Chun-Chun whom I had smuggled into detention with me felt the tension. She had abandoned her kittens. We couldn’t find them

  anywhere.




  Yet we clung to hope. The Supreme Court had unanimously recommended that my father’s death sentence be commuted to life imprisonment. Moreover, under Pakistani law, the date of any

  execution must be announced at least a week before its implementation. There had been no such announcement.




   PPP leaders on the outside had also sent word that Zia had promised Saudia Arabia, the Emirates, and others in confidence that he would commute my father’s death

  sentence. But Zia’s record was filled with broken promises and disregard for the law. In the face of our persistent fears, the Foreign Minister of Saudi Arabia and the Prime Minister of Libya

  had promised to fly in should a date for execution be announced. Had they heard my message on the BBC? Was there time for them to fly in now?




  A Chinese delegation was in Islamabad. My father had pioneered Pakistan’s friendship with China. Would they sway Zia on his behalf?




  My mother and I sat motionless in the white heat at Sihala, unable to speak. Zia had also let it be known that he would entertain a plea for clemency only from my father, or from us, his

  immediate family. My father had forbidden it.




  How do such moments pass in the countdown towards death? My mother and I just sat. Sometimes we cried. When we lost the strength to sit up, we fell onto the pillows on the bed. They’ll

  snuff out his life, I kept thinking. They’ll just snuff out his life. How alone he must be feeling in that cell, with no one near him. He didn’t keep any books. He didn’t keep

  anything. He has just that one cigar. My throat tightened until I wanted to rip it open. But I didn’t want the guards who were always laughing and talking right outside our window to have the

  pleasure of hearing me scream. ‘I can’t bear it, Mummy, I can’t,’ I finally broke down at 1.30. She brought me some Valium. ‘Try to sleep,’ she said.




  Half an hour later I shot up in bed, feeling my father’s noose around my neck.




  The skies rained tears of ice that night, pelting our family lands in Larkana with hail. At our family graveyard in the nearby ancestral Bhutto village of Garhi Khuda Bakhsh,

  the people were awakened by the commotion of a military convoy. While my mother and I were passing the agonising night in prison, my father’s body was being secretly flown to Garhi for

  burial. The advance party of Martial Law administrators made their grim arrangements with Nazar Mohammed, a villager who oversees our lands and whose family has worked with ours for

  generations.




  

    

      

         Nazar Mohammed:




        I was sleeping in my house at about 3.00 am on April 4 when I woke to notice strong lights of fifty to sixty military vehicles on the outskirts of the village. At first I

        thought they were rehearsing again for the actions they were to take after Mr Bhutto was to be hanged as they had two days earlier, claiming they were normal military exercises. The people

        were quite terrorised then, especially after the police entered the Bhutto graveyard to take a careful look around. When the police summoned me out of my house at such an early hour, all the

        village folk – old, young, men and women – came out of their houses. All feared that Mr Bhutto had either already been hanged or was soon to be. There was wailing and crying and

        desperation in their faces.




        ‘We must arrange for the burial of Mr Bhutto,’ the large number of army and police personnel said to me at their temporary headquarters. ‘Show us where the grave is to

        be.’ I was weeping. Why should we point out the place of burial to you? ‘I asked them. We will perform the final rites by ourselves. Mr Bhutto belongs to us.’




        I asked that I be allowed to bring our people to dig the grave, fetch the unbaked bricks to line it, cut the wooden planks to put on top of it, and perform our religious recitations. They

        permitted me only eight men to help.




        While we got busy with this sad task, military and police vehicles not only surrounded the entire village but blockaded every small street. No one from the village could go out and no one

        from outside the village could enter. We were completely cut off.




        At 8.00 am two helicopters landed close to the village on the road where an ambulance was waiting. I watched the coffin being transferred to the ambulance and followed it to the graveyard.

        ‘Evacuate this house,’ the Army Colonel said to me, pointing to the small dwelling place in the south corner of the graveyard where the prayer leader who tends the graves lives

        with his wife and small children. I protested at the cruelty and inconvenience this would be to the Pesh Imam and his family, but the Colonel insisted. Twenty armed uniformed men then took up

        positions on the roof with their rifles pointed into the graveyard.




        Near relatives must have a last look at the face of the departed.  There were Bhutto cousins living in Garhi right next to the graveyard. Mr Bhutto’s first

        wife also lived in the nearby village of Naudero, and after great argument the authorities allowed me to fetch her. When she arrived we opened the coffin and transferred the body onto a rope

        cot I had brought from my house before carrying it into the walled home. The family lived in purdah and kept their women protected from the eyes of strangers. No males outside the

        family were allowed in. But the army people forced their way into the house against all norms of decency.




        When the body was brought out half an hour later, I asked the Colonel, on oath, if the bath in accordance with religious rules and the traditional burial ceremony had been given. He swore

        that it had. I checked to see if the kaffan, the unstitched cotton shroud, had been put on the body. It was there.




        We were too perturbed and grief-stricken to look at the rest of the body. I’m not sure they would have allowed it as their doings would have been exposed. But his face was the face

        of a pearl. It shone like a pearl. He looked the way he had at sixteen. His skin was not of several colours, nor did his eyes or tongue bulge out like the pictures I’d seen of the men

        that Zia had hanged in public. As ritual demands, I turned Bhutto Sahib’s face to the West, towards Mecca. His head did not fall to the side. His neck was not broken. There were strange

        red and black dots on his throat, however, like an official stamp.




        The Colonel became very angry. 1,400 to 1,500 people from the village were forcing their way near the coffin and looking at the glow from the martyr’s face. Their wailing was

        heart-rending. The Colonel threatened to baton-charge the people if they didn’t leave.




        ‘The burial must take place at once,’ he said. ‘If we have to, we will do it with the help of the rod.’




        ‘They are mourning and heart-broken,’ I told him.




        At gunpoint, we hurried through the last prayers for the dead and then, with ceremony befitting the departed soul, we lowered the body into the grave. The recitation of the Holy Book

        mingled with the wailing of the women rising from the houses.


      


    


  




  For days at Sihala, after my father’s death, I couldn’t eat or drink. I would take sips of water, but then I’d have to spit it out. I couldn’t swallow at all.  Nor could I sleep. Every time I closed my eyes I had the same dream. I was standing in front of the district jail. The gates were open. I saw a figure walking towards me. Papa! I

  rushed to him. ‘You’ve come out! You’ve come out! I thought they had killed you! But you’re alive!’ Just before I reached him, I would wake up and have to realise once

  again that he was gone.




  ‘You must eat, Pinkie, you must,’ my mother said, bringing me some soup. ‘You will need all your strength when we get out of here to prepare for the elections. If you want to

  keep fighting for your father’s principles, to fight the way he fought, then eat. You must.’ And I ate a little.




  I forced myself to read the messages of condolence that were slipped in to us. ‘My dear Auntie and Benazir,’ wrote a family friend from Lahore on April 5. ‘I have no words to

  describe my sorrow and grief. The whole nation is responsible to you for what has happened. We are all culprits . . . Every Pakistani is sad, demoralised and insecure. We are all guilty and

  burdened with sin.’




  On the same day, ten thousand people gathered in Rawalpindi on Liaquat Bagh Common, where a year and a half before my mother had drawn huge crowds, standing in for my imprisoned father in the

  first election campaign. Seeing the overwhelming popularity of the PPP, Zia had cancelled the elections and sentenced my father to death. Now, while offering funeral prayers and eulogies for my

  father, his followers were once again tear-gassed by the police. The people ran, hurling bricks and stones at the police who moved in with batons and started making arrests. Yasmin, her two sisters

  and her mother attended the prayer meeting. So did Amina Piracha, a friend who had helped the lawyers working on my father’s Supreme Court case, Amina’s two sisters, her nieces and

  their old ayah of seventy. All ten women were arrested, along with hundreds of others, and imprisoned for two weeks.




  Rumours quickly began to circulate about my father’s death. The hangman had gone mad. The pilot who had flown my father’s body to Garhi had become so agitated when he’d learned

  the identity of his cargo that he’d had to land his plane and have another pilot called in. The papers were full of other lurid details about my father’s end. He had been tortured

  almost to death and, with only the barest flicker of a pulse, had been carried on a stretcher to his hanging. Another persistent report claimed that my father had died during a fight in his cell.

  Military officers had tried to force him to sign a ‘confession’ that he had orchestrated the coup himself  and invited Zia to take over the country. My father had

  refused to sign the lies the regime needed to give it legitimacy.




  In this version one of the officers had given my father a violent push. He had fallen, striking his head on the wall of his cell, and had never regained consciousness. A doctor had been summoned

  to revive him, giving him a heart massage and a tracheotomy which would explain the marks Nazar Mohammed had seen on his neck. But it had been to no avail.




  I tended to believe this story. Why else had my father’s body shown no physical signs of a hanging? Why else had I woken up at 2.00 am, a full three hours before his scheduled execution?

  Another political prisoner, General Babar, told me he, too, had woken in a sudden chill at 2.00. So did other friends and political supporters scattered around the world. It was as if my

  father’s soul was passing among those who had loved him.




  And the rumours persisted.




  ‘Exhume the body and order a post-mortem,’ my father’s cousin and then People’s Party leader Mumtaz Bhutto urged me during a condolence call at Sihala. ‘It could be

  to our political advantage.’ Political advantage? My father was dead. Exhuming his body was not going to bring him back to life.




  ‘They did not let him live in his death cell even before they killed him,’ I told Uncle Mumtaz. ‘Now he’s free. Let him rest in peace.’




  ‘You don’t understand what historical importance this could have,’ Uncle Mumtaz persisted.




  I shook my head. ‘History will judge him on his life. The details of his death do not matter,’ I said. ‘I will not have him exhumed. He needs his rest.’




  My mother’s niece, Fakhri, was permitted to come to Sihala to mourn with us, as was my childhood friend, Samiya Waheed. They were relieved to find that, although we were grief-stricken, we

  had not fallen apart. ‘We had heard you were so depressed you were going to commit suicide,’ said Samiya, recounting another rumour the regime was spreading.




  Fakhri, who is quite emotional, rushed to embrace my mother, consoling her in Persian. ‘Nusrat joon, I wish I had died. I wish I had never seen this day,’ she cried.

  ‘People are saying hanging is too good for Zia.’




  Fakhri hugged me too. She had been the one to bring me the news of  my father’s death sentence a year before, slipping through the police guard at our house in

  Karachi where I was being held in detention. I had been sitting in the living room when she suddenly burst through the front door and prostrated herself in the entrance hall, howling in grief and

  hitting her forehead on the floor. Within half an hour the military authorities had brought a detention order for Fakhri herself, a woman who didn’t have a political bone in her body but who

  spent her days playing mah-jongg and bridge. She had been imprisoned with me for the next week, unable to return to her husband and small children.




  Now we wept together. Hundreds of people, she told us – factory workers, taxi drivers, street pedlars – were gathering in our garden in Karachi in preparation for the soyem,

  our religious ceremony on the third day following death. Every night for weeks before, women had come to the house by the busload to pray for my father through the night, holding their Holy Qurans

  over their heads.




  The uniforms of the army, which had always been a source of national pride, were now the objects of derision, Fakhri also told us. On the plane flight from Karachi, she and Samiya had refused to

  sit next to any man in army uniform. ‘Murderers!’ they had screamed. The other travellers had lowered their heads in a mark of respect towards those who were grieving. Nobody said a

  word. There were tears in everyone’s eyes.




  We had applied to the authorities to visit my father’s grave on the soyem, and at 7.00 am on April 7 we were told we had five minutes to get ready. We

  didn’t have black mourning clothes to wear and went in what we had brought with us to prison. ‘Hurry! Hurry!’ a Martial Law officer insisted as we packed into the car to drive to

  the airport. They were always hurrying us, frightened that the people would catch a glimpse of us, wave, cheer, or in any way demonstrate their sympathy for us and by implication their antipathy

  for Martial Law.




  But not all the military had turned into inhuman machines. At the airport, members of the crew of the military plane were standing like a guard of honour when we arrived, their heads lowered.

  When my mother got out of the car, they saluted her. It was a fitting gesture for the widow of the man who had brought over 90,000 of their fellow soldiers safely back from the prison camps of

  India. Not everyone had forgotten. During the short flight they offered us tea, coffee and sandwiches, their faces  showing their shock and sorrow. The crime of the few had

  become the guilt of the many.




  The plane didn’t land at Moenjodaro, the airport nearest to Garhi Khuda Bakhsh, but at Jacobabad an hour away. Nor did the local military authorities choose a direct route from the

  airfield to the village over the modern roads my father had built. Instead, the car bumped and lurched along unpaved lanes, the driver going out of his way to avoid the possibility of our being

  seen through the heavily curtained windows. We were covered in sweat and dust when we finally arrived at the entrance to our family graveyard.




  As I moved towards the narrow portal, an army officer moved with me. I stopped.




  ‘No. You can’t enter. None of you can enter,’ I said. ‘This is our graveyard. You don’t belong here.’




  ‘We are under orders not to let you out of our sight,’ he told me.




  ‘I cannot permit you to come in here and violate its sanctity,’ I told him. ‘You killed my father. You sent him here. If we mourn him now, we will mourn him alone.’




  ‘We have been ordered to be with you at all times,’ he insisted.




  ‘Then we won’t visit the grave. Take us back,’ my mother said, moving towards the car. He stepped back, and we entered the walled graveyard, leaving our shoes at the entrance

  as a sign of respect.




  How peaceful it seemed. And how familiar. Generations of Bhuttos whose lives were sweeter lay there: my grandfather, Sir Shah Nawaz Khan Bhutto, former Prime Minister of Junagadh State, knighted

  by the British for his services to the Bombay presidency before the partition of India; his wife, Lady Khurshid; my uncle, Sikander Bhutto, and his legendary brother, Imdad Ali, so handsome, it is

  said, that when he drove his carriage down Elphinstone Street, Karachi’s main shopping area, the English ladies ran out of their shops to stare at him. Many other relatives also lay there, in

  the soil which had given us birth and to which we return when we die.




  My father had brought me here just before I had left Pakistan to go to Harvard University in 1969. ‘You are going far away to America,’ he had told me as we stood among the graves of

  our forebears. ‘You will see many things that amaze you and travel to places you’ve never heard of. But remember, whatever happens to you, you will ultimately return here. Your place is

  here. Your roots are here. The dust and mud and heat of Larkana are in your bones. And it is here that you will be buried.’




   Through my tears now, I looked for his grave. I didn’t even know where they had buried him. I almost didn’t recognise his grave when I saw it. It was just a

  mound of mud. Raw mud sprinkled with flower petals. Mummy and I sat at the foot of the grave. I couldn’t believe my father was under it. I dropped down and kissed the part of the mud where I

  imagined his feet to be.




  ‘Forgive me, father, if I ever caused you any unhappiness,’ I whispered.




  Alone. I felt so alone. Like all children, I had taken my father for granted. Now that I had lost him, I felt an emptiness that could never be filled. But I did not weep, believing as a Muslim

  that tears pull a spirit earthward and won’t let it be free.




  My father had earned his freedom, had paid dearly for his peace. His suffering had ended. ‘Glory be to Him who has control over all things,’ I read from the Ya Sin surah of

  the Holy Quran. ‘To Him, you shall all return.’ My father’s soul was with God in Paradise.




  They hurried us back to the airport over a different and even more tortuous route. But the same crew again stood at attention. There was no difference either in our searches at the gates to

  Sihala, no difference in the grimy rooms we were being held in. But a sense of peace and a new certainty had settled over me.




  Stand up to challenge. Fight against overwhelming odds. Overcome the enemy. In the stories my father had told us over and over as children, good always triumphed over evil.




  ‘Whether you grasp an opportunity or let it slip away, whether you are impetuous or thoughtful, whether you have unsinkable nerves or are timid, all of these choices are up to you,’

  he had always impressed upon us. ‘What you make of your destinies is up to you.’




  Now, in the nightmare that had engulfed Pakistan, his cause had become my own. I had felt it as I stood by my father’s grave, felt the strength and conviction of his soul replenishing me.

  At that moment I pledged to myself that I would not rest until democracy returned to Pakistan. I promised that the light of hope that he had kindled would be kept alive. He had been the first

  leader of Pakistan to speak for all the people, not just for the military and the elite. It was up to us to continue.




  As my mother and I were being taken back to Sihala after my father’s soyem, soldiers were lobbing tear gas shells among the hundreds packed 

  into our garden at 70 Clifton to read and reread prayers for my father’s soul. The barrage of shells was so intense that the canopy over the patio was set on fire. Clutching their Holy

  Qurans, the grieving people dispersed, choking.
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  IMPRISONED IN MY OWN HOME




  My mother and I were released from Sihala at the end of May, 1979, seven weeks after my father’s death. We returned to 70 Clifton, our family home in Karachi.




  Everything was the same. But nothing was the same. ‘Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, Bar-at-Law’ read the brass nameplate beside the gate to 70 Clifton. Above it was another brass plate, faded

  with time, inscribed with my grandfather’s name, Sir Shah Nawaz Bhutto. My grandmother built this two-storey sprawling bungalow shortly after I was born in 1953 and my brothers, sister and I

  grew up here in the cooling breezes from the Arabian Sea just a quarter of a mile away. Who could have foreseen the tragedy and violence that would overtake this peaceful family compound?




  Every day hundreds of wailing mourners mass in the garden of coconut palms, mangoes, and red and yellow flowering trees coaxed from the desert of Karachi. Hundreds more wait patiently outside

  the gates to pay condolence calls to their leader’s family. My mother is still in Iddat and can’t receive outsiders. She sends me to greet them instead.




  The familiarity of being at home makes our nightmare seem even more unreal. Two nights before my father was hanged, the staff tell us, the army raided 70 Clifton for the second time, searching

  the roof and the garden, opening my mother’s safe, rifling through the clothes in my father’s cupboards. ‘Do you have a search warrant?’ one of the staff had asked, still

  clinging to the concept of civil law. ‘I am with the search party, so there is no need for a warrant,’ claimed the army officer who had come with the police. For ten hours they had torn

  the house apart, taking many of my personal letters from my bedroom and two black briefcases containing bank orders and cancelled cheques, evidence I had collected to refute the regime’s

  trumped up charges of corruption against my father.




   ‘There are secret cupboards and passages here. Show them to us!’ the army officers commanded the staff, then beat them when they said there were none. As the

  search wore on, the servants were taken to the reception room and locked in. When the milkman came early in the morning, he was locked in with them. So was the man who came with the newspapers. The

  army was getting desperate. ‘Sign this paper,’ an officer said to one of our staff. He refused. You’ve seen what happened to your Sahib,’ the officer threatened him.

  ‘If you don’t sign, imagine what will happen to you. ‘The man was so frightened that he signed.




  When the search turned out to be fruitless, a truck rumbled through the gate. The soldiers unloaded a red carpet, covered it with documents that also came from the truck, and then brought in the

  press to photograph the new ‘evidence’ against my father. Many assumed the regime was trying to build another case against my father in view of the Supreme Court’s unanimous

  recommendation to commute the death sentence against him to life imprisonment. When the raiding party left in the late afternoon, they took their ‘evidence’ with them as well as many of

  our personal possessions, among them my father’s collection of antique maps.




  At 70 Clifton now, I make preparations to go to Larkana to pay my respects at my father’s grave. The regime learns of my plan and cancels the scheduled flights, so I take the train.

  Massive crowds meet me at every station. Where there are no stations they lie across the track, forcing the train to halt. ‘Revenge! Revenge!’ the crowds shout. ‘We must turn our

  grief to strength to beat Zia at the polls,’ I tell them, encouraged by the huge turnout. The crowds are the best answer to our political opponents who had publicly declared that

  ‘Bhutto’s strength has been buried in his grave, and along with it that of the PPP.’




  Back in Karachi, I meet PPP leaders and supporters at ten-minute intervals from nine in the morning until nine at night. Every few hours I take a break to greet my father’s mourners in the

  garden. Their eyes brighten when they see me – and my mother as well, after her period of seclusion is over. The people did not expect either of us to survive our periods of detention or my

  father’s death. We have lived a softer, more privileged life than their harsh ones. But seeing us with their own eyes seems to fill them with new hope. As one group leaves the garden, another

  enters.




  At night I immerse myself in organisational matters, policy matters, complaints, and political arrests, having summaries prepared for my mother to read. I feel I’ll never catch up and

  probably wouldn’t have without  the help of my schoolfriend Samiya and also of Amina and Yasmin, two young women who had become my friends and aides during the fight to

  appeal against my father’s death sentence. The Western press dubs Samiya, Amina and Yasmin ‘Charlie’s Angels’, though I’m sure the real Charlie’s Angels would

  have given up under the workload. One night I fall asleep with a report in my lap. The next night I move my toothbrush and toothpaste into my study.




  To calm the people before he ordered my father’s death, General Zia had again promised elections that would return the country from his military dictatorship to civilian rule. But was he

  going to let the PPP win? He had publicly declared that he would ‘not hand power to those he had taken it from’, and that only elections with ‘positive results’ would be

  acceptable to him.




  Zia had been in this predicament before, when he scheduled elections shortly after he overthrew my father in 1977. Faced with the PPP’s certain victory at the polls, his answer then had

  been to cancel the elections and arrest all the party leaders instead. What would he do this time?




  The local elections come first, in September. The PPP sweeps them. The national elections are to come next, the elections Zia desperately needs to win to gain legitimacy. Knowing that the rules

  are likely to be rigged against the PPP, our own party officials meet at 70 Clifton to debate whether or not to enter the national elections or boycott them instead. ‘Electoral fields should

  never be left open,’ I argue, remembering what my father had told me. No matter how heavy the odds, no matter how crooked the rules, always mount an opposition. And the rules certainly are

  crooked. Just as we expect, Zia changes them as soon as the PPP decision to participate is announced.




  ‘Register as a political party or you can’t participate,’ the regime informs us.




  We refuse. To register is to recognise Zia’s military regime.




  ‘We’ll run as Independents,’ we counter, though we realise the loss of our party emblem on the ballots is a great risk in a society with an official literacy rate of 27 per

  cent, and an actual rate closer to 8 per cent.




  The regime raises the stakes. ‘Independent candidates must secure 51 per cent of the popular vote,’ the new rule says.




  ‘Fine,’ we say. ‘We’ll carry it.’




  But on October 15, 1979, a month before the elections are scheduled to take place, the PPP reconvenes at the request of some high-ranking party  officials. The question of

  fighting the elections is reopened, and the party splits down the middle. ‘Boycott! Boycott!’ several of the party officials urge my mother in the dining room of 70 Clifton now serving

  as a conference room. Some of them, I know, have called me ‘a silly little girl’ in private, but I speak up again. ‘By continually changing the rules, Zia has lost his

  confidence,’ I argue. ‘We must not lose ours. We swept the Local Bodies elections and we will sweep the general election too.’ It is late at night before the PPP decides by a

  narrow margin to uphold the decision to contest.




  When Zia hears of our intention the next day, his nerves crack. The Chief Martial Law Administrator repeats the pattern of 1977, cancelling the elections altogether and once again sending his

  soldiers to 70 Clifton. ‘The house is surrounded,’ one of the staff tells me in the middle of the night. Quickly I gather all the political papers I had laboriously collected –

  party papers, membership lists, letters, lists of those in jail – throw them in the bath, and burn them. I don’t want to make the regime’s persecution easier. Minutes later the

  soldiers enter the house to take my mother and me at gunpoint to Al-Murtaza, our country home in Larkana. We will be imprisoned there for six months.




  I pace the corridors of Al-Murtaza. Though this is my mother’s ninth political detention and my seventh since the coup two years ago, I still can’t adjust to the

  forced isolation. Each incarceration is just adding another layer of anger. Perhaps at twenty-six, it is my age. But I don’t think I would feel differently at any age, especially being

  detained at Al-Murtaza.




  Al-Murtaza was the heart of our family, the house to which we always returned from the four corners of the earth to pass our winter vacations, to celebrate Eid at the end of the holy

  month of Ramazan as well as my father’s birthday, to attend family weddings or pay condolences to our many relatives living on the lands that had been in the family for hundreds of years. Now

  the regime has declared Al-Murtaza a subjail for my mother and me.




  The Western press is being told by the regime that we are under ‘house arrest’. But that is inaccurate. ‘House arrest’ in Pakistan is quite informal, the detained person

  being allowed visits from friends and family, press interviews, local and long distance telephone calls, books, and sometimes even a quick drive or outside meetings. Under sub-jail rules,

  Al-Murtaza  has been deemed a prison where the Jail Manual Regulations prevail. Our telephone is disconnected. My mother and I are confined to the compound and allowed no

  visitors except for an occasional visit from Sanam.




  The house both inside and outside the walls is surrounded by soldiers from the Frontier Force, a paramilitary group of Pathan tribesmen from the Northwest Frontier Province. In my father’s

  time, special commandos were posted at Al-Murtaza to keep intruders out. The Frontier Force is here now for the sole purpose of keeping his widow and his daughter in. Zia wants the country, even

  the world, to forget that there was ever a family named Bhutto.




  In Pakistan, the papers hardly even mention our names. From October 16, 1979, the day Zia cancelled the second elections and arrested my mother and me, he added to his burgeoning list of Martial

  Law regulations by imposing total censorship on the press. Under Martial Law Order No. 49, the editor of any publication deemed dangerous to the ‘sovereignty, integrity and security of

  Pakistan, or morality and maintenance of public order’, is now subject to ten lashes and twenty-five years of rigorous imprisonment.




  Our party newspaper, Musawaat, with a circulation of over 100,000 in the city of Lahore alone, has been closed down, and its presses seized. Other newspapers are being threatened with

  closure or the cut-off of government controlled newsprint and advertising if they do not comply. For the next six years, pictures of my father, mother or me will rarely appear in any newspaper. Nor

  will there be any favourable mention of our names. If the military censors find any story even slightly sympathetic, they will cut it out of the galleys each newspaper is required to submit for

  approval. At times, whole newspaper columns will run blank, the journalists’ method of letting the reading public know that news worthy of being printed has been removed by the censors.




  The strength of the PPP has also forced Zia to tighten his already oppressive political restrictions. Since the imposition of Martial Law in 1977, anyone participating in political activity had

  been subject to imprisonment and whipping. But from October 16, 1979, the military regime decreed that political parties themselves were illegal, a clear attempt to kill popular support for my

  father’s policies once and for all. ‘All political parties in Pakistan with all their groups, branches and factions . . . shall cease to exist,’ General Zia’s Martial Law

  Order No. 48 stated bluntly. Any member of a political party, or anyone who even calls  himself one in private conversation, is now subject to fourteen years’ rigorous

  imprisonment, the loss of his property, and twenty-five lashes. From that moment on, any mention of the PPP in the press will be preceded by the word ‘defunct’. My mother and I are thus

  reduced to the ‘defunct’ leaders of a ‘defunct’ party in a defunct democracy.




  Photographs of my grandfather at the 1931 Indian Round Table Conference in London. Photographs of my father’s annual birthday celebrations. So much of our family history

  is rooted in Al-Murtaza. My father and his three sisters were born here, the midwife from the nearby village of Larkana coming to the women’s quarters built by my grandfather to deliver them.

  Though the old house has been replaced by a more modern one, the sense of Al-Murtaza as the true home of the Bhuttos remains.




  Blue and white tiles flank the front door depicting the men and women of Moenjodaro, a nearby ruin of a highly advanced Indus civilisation dating from 2500 BC. As a small

  child I thought the ancient city was called ‘Munj Jo Dero’, which in Sindhi means ‘my place’. My brothers, sister and I took great pride that we had been raised in the

  shadow of Moenjodaro, that we lived on the bank of the Indus which had been bringing life to the land since the beginnings of time. In no other place did we feel such continuity with the past, for

  our ancestors were directly traceable to the Muslim invasion of India in 712 AD. The diaries of one of our ancestors giving details about the family were washed away in a

  great flood in my great-grandfather’s time. But as children we were told that we were either descended from the Rajputs, the Hindu warrior class in India which converted to Islam at the time

  of the Muslim invasion, or from the conquering Arabs who entered India through our home province of Sindh, giving it the name ‘The Gateway to Islam’.




  Hundreds of thousands throughout India and Pakistan belonged to the Bhutto tribe, one of the largest in Sindh, whose members ranged from farmers to landowners. Our branch of the family was

  directly descended from the famous tribal chief of the Bhuttos, Sardar Dodo Khan. Several villages in Upper Sindh – Mirpur Bhutto where uncle Mumtaz’s family live, Garhi Khuda Bakhsh

  Bhutto where my own family graveyard is located – are named after our ancestors, who had owned much of the land in the province and dominated its politics for hundreds of years. My immediate

   family retained a house near Garhi Khuda Bakhsh Bhutto in Naudero, where my father and brothers used to go on Eid days to offer guests the traditional holiday fare of

  rice cooked with sugar cane and water flavoured with Rower petals. But since my grandfather’s time the true centre of the family had been in Larkana, at Al-Murtaza.




  Before the first land reforms in 1958, the Bhuttos were among the largest employers of agricultural workers in the province. Our lands like those of other landowners in Sindh

  were measured in square miles, not acres. As children we loved to hear the story of the amazement of Charles Napier, the British conqueror of Sindh in 1843. ‘Whose lands are these?’ he

  repeatedly asked his driver as he toured the province. ‘Bhutto’s lands,’ came the inevitable response. ‘Wake me up when we are off Bhutto’s lands,’ he ordered.

  He was surprised when some time later he woke up on his own. Who owns this land?’ he asked. ‘Bhutto,’ the driver repeated. Napier became famous for his dispatch in Latin to the

  British military command after he conquered the province: ‘Peccavi – I have sinned.’ As children we thought it a confession, not a pun.




  My father loved to recount other family stories. ‘Your great-grandfather, Mir Ghulam Murtaza Bhutto, was a handsome and dashing man of around twenty-one,’ my father would begin one

  of our favourite stories. ‘All the women in Sindh were in love with him, including a young British woman. In those days, it was haram – forbidden – to marry a foreigner but

  he couldn’t prevent her feelings for him. A certain British army officer Colonel Mayhew heard about this forbidden relationship and sent for your great-grandfather.




  ‘It did not matter to the British officer that he was in Larkana, the hometown of the Bhuttos. It did not matter to him that the Bhutto land stretched farther than the eye could see. The

  British had little respect for our family heritage. All they saw was our brown skin.




  ‘“How dare you encourage the affections of a British woman!” the Colonel warned Ghulam Murtaza when your great-grandfather stood before him. “I am going to have to teach

  you a lesson.” And the Colonel picked up a whip. But, as the Colonel raised his hand to lash Ghulam Murtaza, your great-grandfather seized the whip and lashed the officer instead. Screaming

  for help, the Colonel sought refuge under a table until Ghulam Murtaza strode out of the office. “You must escape,” Ghulam  Murtaza’s family and friends

  urged him. “The British will kill you.” So your great-grandfather left Larkana, accompanied by some companions and the British woman who insisted on leaving with him.




  ‘The British were soon in hot pursuit. “Split up,” Ghulam Murtaza ordered his companions. “One group come with me. The rest of you go with the English woman. But on no

  account let her be taken by the British. It is a matter of honour.” And off they galloped in different directions, criss-crossing the river Indus to deceive the pursuing British. The British

  moved perilously close to the party with the British woman, for she could not travel with the speed of your great-grandfather. To fool them the men dug a tunnel to hide in and covered the entrance

  with leaves. When the British found the tunnel, your great-grandfather’s friends became desperate. They had promised Ghulam Murtaza they would not hand the girl over to the British. They

  could not face the dishonour of surrendering her to the enemy. Just before the British reached the woman, your great-grandfather’s retinue killed her.’




  Our eyes were wide by this point, but the story had just begun. Our great-grandfather had escaped into the independent state of Bahwalpur. But after the British threatened to seize the state my

  great-grandfather thanked the Nawab for his hospitality and crossed the Indus again to gain sanctuary in the kingdom of Afghanistan where he was a guest of the Royal family. In fury, the British

  had seized all his lands. Our family home was auctioned. Our silk carpets were auctioned. Our sofas made of the imported silks, satins and velvets of the old days, our plates made of pure gold and

  silver, the huge cooking pots used to cook for the thousands of family followers on religious holidays, the embroidered tents set up for celebrations were all sold. Ghulam Murtaza had to be

  punished and punished severely, for it was unthinkable for anyone to defy the British. They were like gods. In parts of India natives were not allowed to walk the same streets; they could not

  answer back to a British person, let alone strike one.




  Finally a compromise was worked out with the British and Ghulam Murtaza returned to Larkana. But his days were numbered. He became ill and began to lose weight. The hakims, or village doctors,

  suspected poison though no one could find the source. Your great-grandfather had tasters to test his food and drinking water, but the poisoning continued until it killed him at the early age of

  twenty-seven. Afterwards, the source was found to be his hoolcah, the water pipe he used to smoke tobacco after dinner.




  I loved hearing these family stories, as did my brothers Mir Murtaza and Shah Nawaz, who naturally identified with their namesakes. The adversities faced by our ancestors

  formed our own moral code, just as my father had intended. Loyalty. Honour. Principle.




  Ghulam Murtaza Bhutto’s son, my grandfather, Sir Shah Nawaz, was the first to start breaking the Bhuttos away from the feudal ethos that was stifling a whole segment of

  society. Until his time, the Bhuttos had only married other Bhuttos, first cousins or, possibly, second. Islam entitled women to inherit property and the only way to keep the land within the family

  was through marriage. Such a ‘business’ marriage had been arranged between my father and his cousin Amir when he was only twelve and she eight or nine years older. He had resisted until

  my grandfather tempted him with a cricket set from England. After their marriage, Amir had returned to live with her family and my father had returned to school, leaving him with a lasting

  impression of the inequity, especially as far as women were concerned, of forced, family marriages.




  At least Amir had married. When there was no suitable cousin in the family, the Bhutto women did not marry at all. For this reason my aunts, my grandfather’s daughters from his first

  marriage, had remained single all their lives. Despite great opposition from the family, my grandfather had allowed his daughters from his second marriage to marry outside the Bhutto circle, though

  they were not love matches, but strictly arranged affairs. A generation later, my sister Sanam would become the first Bhutto woman to make her own decision. Contrary to my expectations, I would

  follow the traditional path and have an arranged marriage myself.




  Still, my grandfather was considered very progressive. He educated his children, even sending his daughters to school, an act that was considered scandalous by the other landowners. Many feudal

  landowners did not even bother to educate their sons. ‘My sons have land. They have a guaranteed income, and will never become employees or work for anyone else. My daughters will inherit

  land, and be looked after by their husbands or their brothers. So why bother with education?’ ran the feudal ethos.




  My grandfather, however, had seen at first hand the advances being made by the educated Hindus and urban Muslims in Bombay where he served in the government during the rule of the British Raj.

  By educating his own children, Sir Shah Nawaz tried to set an example for the other Sindhi landowners so that after the partition of India in 1947 and the establishment of

  independent Pakistan, our society would not stagnate. Despite the raised eyebrows of his peers, he sent my father abroad to study. My father had not disappointed him, graduating with honours from

  the University of California at Berkeley and then going on to read law at Christ Church, Oxford, and being called to the Bar at Lincoln’s Inn before returning to Pakistan to practise law.




  My mother, on the other hand, came from the new class of urban industrialists whose views were more cosmopolitan than those of the landowning class. While the Bhutto women still lived in

  purdah, rarely allowed to leave the four walls of their compounds and then completely covered in black burqas, my mother and her sisters went around Karachi without veils and drove

  their own cars. The daughters of an Iranian businessman, they had gone to college and, after the birth of Pakistan, even served as officers in the National Guard, a paramilitary force of women.

  Such public exposure would have been impossible for the Bhutto women.




  After my mother and father married in 1951, my mother entered purdah with the other Bhutto women, and at first was allowed to leave the compound only once a week to visit her family. But

  the old ways were getting tiresome to everyone. When my grandmother wanted to leave the family compound in Karachi and there was no driver-available, she often asked my mother to drive her. When

  the family went to Al-Murtaza, my father insisted on staying with my mother in the women’s wing instead of returning to the men’s quarters. And when 70 Clifton was built there were no

  separate quarters provided for the women, though my grandfather bought a house opposite to meet his male visitors. A new and more enlightened generation was taking root in Pakistan.




  In our male-dominated culture, boys had always been favoured over girls and were not only more often given an education, but in extreme instances were given food first while the mother and

  daughters waited. In our family, however, there was no discrimination at all. If anything, I received the most attention. The oldest of four, I was born in Karachi on June 21, 1953, my skin

  evidently so rosy that I was immediately nicknamed ‘Pinkie’. My brother Mir Murtaza was born a year after me, Sanam in 1957 and the baby, Shah Nawaz, in 1958. As the first born, I held

  a special and sometimes lonely place in the family from the beginning.




  I was only four and my father twenty-eight when he was first sent to the United Nations by the President, Iskander Mirza. My father’s subsequent government posts as

  Commerce Minister under President Ayub Khan, then as Minister of Energy, Foreign Minister and leader of Pakistan’s delegation to the United Nations off and on for seven years, kept him and my

  mother away from home much of the time.




  I saw my father as much on the front pages of the newspapers as in person – arguing for Pakistan and other Third World Countries at the United Nations, negotiating financial and technical

  assistance agreements with the Soviet Union in 1960, returning from forbidden Peking in 1963 with a border treaty peacefully ceding 750 square miles of disputed territory to Pakistan. My mother

  usually travelled with him, leaving the children at home with the household staff – and me. ‘Look after the other children,’ my parents would charge me. ‘You are the

  oldest.’




  I was only eight or so when I was left nominally in charge of the house when my parents were away. My mother would give me the money for food and household supplies which I hid under my pillow.

  Though I was just learning my sums at school, every night in her absence I would climb on a stool in the kitchen and pretend to go over the accounts with Babu, our long-time, loyal major-domo.

  Whether the figures tallied, I have no recollection. Luckily very small sums were involved. At that time, rupees ten, about two dollars, bought food for the whole household.




  In our house education was top-priority. Like his father before him, my father wanted to make examples out of us, the next generation of educated and progressive Pakistanis. At three I was sent

  to Lady Jennings’ nursery school, then at five to one of the top schools in Karachi, the Convent of Jesus and Mary. Instruction at CJM was in English, the language we spoke at home more often

  than my parents’ native languages of Sindhi or Persian or the national language of Urdu. And though the Irish nuns who taught there divided the older students into houses with inspirational

  names like ‘Discipline’, ‘Courtesy’, ‘Endeavour’ and ‘Service’, they made no effort to convert us to Christianity. The school was too good a source

  of income for the missionaries who ran it to risk alienating the small numbers of Muslim families rich enough and farsighted enough to educate their children.




  ‘I ask only one thing of you, that you do well in your studies,’ my father told us time and again. As we grew older he hired tutors to instruct us in Maths and English in the

  afternoons after school, and he kept track of our school reports by phone from wherever he was in the world. Luckily I was a good student, for he had great plans for me to be

  the first woman in the Bhutto family to study abroad.




  ‘You will all pack your suitcases and I will take you to the airport to see you off,’ he started saying to the four of us as early as I can remember. ‘Pinkie will leave as a

  scruffy little kid and come back a beautiful young lady in a sari. Shah Nawaz will pack so many clothes his suitcase won’t close. We will have to call Babu and ask him to sit on

  it.’




  There was no question in my family that my sister and I would be given the same opportunities in life as my brothers. Nor was there in Islam. We learned at an early age that it was men’s

  interpretation of our religion that restricted women’s opportunities, not our religion itself. Islam in fact had been quite progressive towards women from its inception: the Prophet Mohammed

  (PBUH)1 had forbidden the killing of female infants common among the Arabs of the time, and called for education for women and their right to inherit long

  before these privileges were granted to them in the West.




  Bibi Khadijah, the first convert to Islam, was a widow who ran her own business, employed the Prophet Mohammed (PBUH) when he was a young boy and later married him. Umm e-Umara fought alongside

  the men in the Muslims’ early battles against their enemies, her powerful sword-arm saving the life of the Prophet (PBUH). Chand Bibi, the female ruler of the South Indian state of

  Ahmadnagar, defeated the Mogul Emperor Akbar and forced him to enter into a peace treaty with her. Noor-Jehan, the wife of Emperor Jehangir and the virtual ruler of India, was famous for her skill

  in the field of administration. Muslim history was full of women who had taken a public role and performed every bit as successfully as men. Nothing in Islam discouraged them, or me, from pursuing

  that course. ‘I have found a woman ruling over them. And she has been given abundance of all things and hers is a mighty throne,’ reads the surah of the Ant in the Holy Quran.

  ‘To men is allotted what they earn, and to women what they earn,’ reads the Women’s surah.




  Every afternoon we read these and other surahs from our Holy Book with the maulvi who came to the house after our academic tutoring to give us religious instruction. Reading the

  Holy Quran in Arabic and understanding its lessons was the most important subject of all. We spent hours struggling over the difficult Arabic, whose alphabet was similar to

  the one we used in Urdu, but which had totally different grammar and meanings, like the differences between English and French.




  ‘Paradise lies at the feet of the mother,’ our maulvi taught us during those afternoons, citing the Quranic injunction always to be kind to one’s parents and to obey

  them. Not surprisingly, it was an instruction my mother would often use to keep us in line. The maulvi taught us too, that our actions on earth would determine our destiny in the afterlife.

  ‘You will have to cross above a valley of fire and the bridge will be a hair. Do you know how thin a hair is?’ he said with great drama. ‘Those who have committed sin will fall

  into the fire of hell and burn, whereas those who have been good will cross into Paradise where milk and honey flow like water.’




  It was my mother, however, who taught me the rituals of prayer. She took her faith very seriously. No matter where she was in the world, or what she was doing, she prostrated herself five times

  a day in prayer. When I was nine years old, she began to include me, slipping into my bedroom to lead me in the morning prayer. Together we would perform the wuzoo, the washing of our hands,

  feet and faces so that we would be pure before God, then prostrate ourselves facing west towards Mecca.




  My mother was a Shiite Muslim, as are most Iranians, while the rest of the family was Sunni. But that was never a problem. Shiites and Sunnis had lived side by side and intermarried for over a

  thousand years and our differences were far fewer than our similarities. What was fundamental was that all Muslims, regardless of their sects, surrender to the will of God, and believe that there

  is no God but Allah and Mohammed is his last Prophet. That is the Quranic definition of a Muslim and, in our family, what mattered most.




  During muharram, the month commemorating the massacre of the Prophet’s grandson Imam Hussein at Karbala in Iraq, I would sometimes dress all in black and go with my mother to join

  other women in the Shiite rituals. ‘Follow closely,’ Mummy would say to me, for the Shiite ceremonies were more elaborate than those of the Sunnis. I never took my eyes off the speaker

  who dramatically recaptured the tragedy that befell Imam Hussein and his small band of followers at Karbala, where they were ambushed and brutally slaughtered by the troops of the usurper Yazid. No

  one was spared, not even the little children who fell under Yazid’s knives. Imam Hussein was beheaded, and his sister Zeinab was made to walk bareheaded to Yazid’s court where she

  watched the tyrant play with the head of her brother. But instead of allowing her spirit to be broken, Bibi Zeinab became filled with resolve, as did the other followers of

  Imam Hussein. Their descendants, known today as the Shiites, never let themselves forget the tragedy at Karbala.




  ‘Hear the little baby cry for water,’ the speaker called out, her voice filled with emotion. ‘Feel the heart of the mother, hearing the cry of her child. Look at the handsome

  man on his horse, going for the water. He bends by the river. We see him bending. Look! Look! Men are attacking them with swords . . .’ As she spoke some of the women performed the

  matam, striking their chests in anguish. The vivid recounting of the story was very moving, and I often cried.




  My father was determined to bring his country – and his children – into the twentieth century. Will the children marry into the family?’ I overheard my mother

  ask my father one day. I held my breath for his answer. ‘I don’t want the boys to marry their cousins and leave them behind our compound walls any more than I want my daughters buried

  alive behind some other relative’s compound walls,’ he said to my great relief. ‘Let them finish their education first. Then they can decide what to do with their

  lives.’




  His reaction was just as welcome the day my mother covered me in a burqa for the first time. We had been on the train from Karachi to Larkana when my mother took the black, gauzy cloth

  out of her bag and draped it over me. ‘You are no longer a child,’ she told me with a tinge of regret. As she performed this age-old rite of passage for the daughters of conservative

  land-owning families, I passed from childhood into the world of the adult. But what a disappointing world it turned out to be. The colours of the sky, the grass, the flowers were gone, muted and

  greyish. Everything was blurred by the pattern over my eyes. As I got off the train, the fabric which covered me from head to toe made it difficult to walk. Shut off from whatever breeze there

  might be, the sweat began to pour down my face.




  ‘Pinkie wore her burqa for the first time today,’ my mother told my father when we reached Al-Murtaza. There was a long pause. ‘She doesn’t need to wear it,’

  my father finally said. ‘The Prophet himself said that the best veil is the veil behind the eyes. Let her be judged by her character and her mind, not by her clothing.’ And I became the

  first Bhutto woman to be released from a life spent in perpetual twilight.




  My father always encouraged me to feel part of the greater world, though sometimes his lessons went over my head. I was travelling with him in the Foreign Minister’s

  private railway carriage in the autumn of 1963 when he shook me awake. ‘This is no time to sleep,’ he said urgently. There has been a great tragedy. The young President of the United

  States has been shot.’ Though I was only ten and had heard only vaguely of the US president, he made me stay by his side while he received the latest bulletins on the condition of President

  John F. Kennedy, a man whom he’d met several times at the White House and whom he admired for his liberal social views.




  Occasionally, he took my brothers, sister and me to meet the foreign delegations visiting Pakistan. When he told us one day that we were to meet ‘some important men from China’, I

  was very excited. My father had often spoken highly of the Chinese Revolution and its leader Mao Tse Tung who had led his army through the mountains and deserts to throw out the old order. I was

  sure one of the men was going to be Mao, whose cap, a personal gift from the Chinese revolutionary, was hung up in my father’s dressing room. For once I didn’t mind being dressed up in

  the outfits my father brought back every year from Saks Fifth Avenue in New York where the saleslady kept our measurements. But I was quite disappointed when the ‘important Chinese men’

  did not include Mao, but the Premier of China, Chou En-lai, and two of his Ministers, Chen-Yi, and Liu-Shao Chi who would subsequently die in jail during the Cultural Revolution.




  Chou En-lai wasn’t the only ‘important guest’ in Karachi who didn’t match up to my expectations. But we didn’t actually meet this one. We knew a VIP must be coming

  to dinner because the outside of the house was covered with strings of lights. When a limousine drove through the gates, we peered from the upstairs window to see President Ayub Khan and an

  American gentleman entering 70 Clifton. I recognised the American immediately from the films we had seen in town. ‘Did you enjoy meeting Bob Hope?’ I nonchalantly asked my mother the

  next morning. ‘Who?’ my mother asked. ‘Bob Hope,’ I said. ‘You silly,’ she said to me. ‘That was the Vice President of the United States, Hubert

  Humphrey.’ Later I found out that Hubert Humphrey was trying to elicit Pakistan’s support for America in Vietnam in the mild form of supplying badminton rackets for the US troops. But

  my father refused even that gesture, being morally opposed to any foreign involvement in Vietnam’s civil war.




  When I was ten and Sanam seven, we were sent north to boarding school in the pine-covered former British hill station of Murree. Our governess had given very short notice

  and was returning to England. Boarding school seemed the quick solution and my father was in favour of it, thinking the experience would toughen us up. For the first time I had to make my own bed,

  polish my shoes, carry water for bathing and tooth-brushing back and forth from the water taps in the corridors. ‘Treat my children like the others,’ my father had told the nuns. And

  they certainly did, laying the brush on Sunny and me for any infringement of the strict rules.




  At Murree my father continued our political education by mail. Shortly after he returned from the Summit of Non-Aligned Countries in Jakarta, he wrote us a long letter elaborating on the

  self-interest of the Superpowers in the United Nations and the resulting neglect of Third World countries. One of the nuns sat Sanam and me down on a bench in the school garden and read the letter

  to us in its entirety, though we understood little of its content.




  During our second and last year at Murree, Sanam and I learned some political lessons at first hand. On September 6, 1965, India and Pakistan went to war over Kashmir. While my father flew off

  to the United Nations to argue for the right of self-determination for the people of Kashmir and against the aggression of India, the nuns at the Convent of Jesus and Mary prepared their students

  for the possibility of an Indian invasion. The road to Kashmir ran right through Murree, a clear invitation, most people thought, for Indian troops to use it to march into Pakistan.




  Where once we had played ‘jacks’ with goat bones after dinner, or read Enid Blyton books, now suddenly we had air raid practices and blackouts. The nuns made older girls responsible

  for getting their younger sisters into the shelters, and I made Sunny tie her slippers to her feet at night so she wouldn’t lose time in looking for them. Many of our schoolmates were

  daughters of prominent government officials or army officers, and with excitement we gave each other false names and practised them in case we fell into the hands of our enemies. In the flush of

  adolescence, we were all quite dramatic about the possibility of being kidnapped and carried off into the hills. But for the seventeen days of the war, the threat of invasion was quite real and

  frightening.




  The United States was making the situation in Pakistan even more difficult. Alarmed to find that the arms they had provided Pakistan against a Communist threat were being used instead against

  India, the Johnson administration imposed an arms embargo on the entire sub-continent. But India was also getting arms from the Soviet Union, and Pakistan wasn’t. Despite this handicap, our soldiers fought successfully right up to the time of the cease-fire called by the United Nations on September 23. The country felt triumphant. Not only had

  we repulsed the Indian attack, but we had taken more of their territory than they had of ours.




  Our elation was short-lived. During the peace negotiations held in the southern Russian city of Tashkent, President Ayub Khan lost everything we had gained on the battlefield. Under the Tashkent

  Agreement, both countries agreed to pull their troops back to their pre-war positions. My father was disgusted, and tendered his resignation as Foreign Minister. When the Indian Prime Minister Lal

  Bahadur Shastri died of a heart attack the day after the agreement was signed, my father acidly remarked that he must have died from happiness.




  As the terms of the settlement were disclosed to the people, massive demonstrations erupted in the provinces of Punjab and Sindh, amidst reports of police brutality. Still, the demonstrations

  continued. And the lives of the Bhuttos were changed forever.




  In June 1966, Ayub finally accepted my father’s resignation. The differences between Ayub and my father were now in the open and the groundswell of popular support for my father as a

  political leader soared. On our last ride home to Larkana in the Foreign Minister’s private railway carriage, the crowds were frenzied, running alongside the train, hurling themselves towards

  the handrails to try and ride along with us. ‘Fakhr-e-Asia-Zindabad! Long Live the Pride of Asia!’ the crowd roared, climbing on top of the train and running along the tops of

  buildings by the track. ‘Bhutto Zindaload! Long live Bhutto!’




  I was terrified in Lahore where my father left the train to have a luncheon meeting with the Governor of Punjab. ‘There is blood on Mr Bhutto’s shirt,’ someone cried out. My

  heart froze until I saw my father return through the crowds, smiling and waving. His shirt was torn and he had a small scratch, but nothing more. His tie was gone, as well. I heard later that it

  was auctioned for thousands of rupees. When he got back into the Foreign Minister’s carriage, the crowd started rocking the train, the momentum growing until I thought we would come off the

  rails.




  Safely back at home, the talk turned to politics even more. Terms such as ‘cold war’ and ‘arms embargo’ had already become part of our dimly understood vocabulary as

  small children. We were as familiar with hearing the results of roundtable conferences and summit meetings as other children were with World Cup Cricket scores. But after my father broke with Ayub Khan in 1966, the words ‘civil liberties’ and ‘democracy’ were the ones that came up most, words which were mythical to most Pakistanis, who had only

  experienced restricted political participation under Ayub. Until my father formed his own political party in 1967, the Pakistan People’s Party.




  Roti. Kapra. Makan. Bread. Clothing. Shelter. These simple promises became the rallying cry for the Pakistan People’s Party, fundamentals which the millions of poor in Pakistan did

  not have. Whereas all Muslims prostrated themselves before Allah, the poor in our country still prostrated themselves before the rich. ‘Stand up! Do not grovel before others! You are human

  beings and have rights!’ my father exhorted the crowds in the most remote and forlorn villages of Pakistan where no politician had travelled before. ‘Call for democracy, where the vote

  of the poorest carries the same weight as the vote of the richest.’




  Who is Bhutto? What is Bhutto? Why do people say that everyone is coming to hear him when only tonga drivers, rickshaw drivers and rehri drivers are at his public meetings, Ayub

  Khan’s Governor questioned in the government-controlled press. As an idealist, I was shocked. Though we were living sheltered lives and attending privileged schools, I had seen people without

  shoes, without shirts, young girls with matted hair and thin babies. Did the poor not even count as people? We knew from our Quranic studies that everyone in Islam was equal in the eyes of God. We

  had also been taught by our parents to treat everyone with respect and not to allow anyone to prostrate himself before us to touch our feet, or to back out of our presence.
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