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The duty BB left us

Asif Ali Zardari

Last week the world was shocked, and my life shattered, by the
murder of my beloved wife, Mohtarma Benazir Bhutto. Benazir was
willing to lay down her life for what she believed in — for the future
of a democratic, moderate, progressive Pakistan. She stood up to
dictators and fanatics, those who would distort and defy our
constitution and those who would defame the Muslim holy book by
violence and terrorism. My pain and the pain of our children is
unimaginable. But I feel even worse for a world that will have to
move forward without this extraordinary bridge between cultures,
religions and traditions.

I married Benazir in 1987 but spent less than five years living with
her in the prime minister’s house over her two terms in office, which
were interrupted by military interventions. I spent more than 11
years in Pakistani jails, imprisoned without a conviction on charges
that former prime minister Nawaz Sharif and Pervez Musharraf
(who brought and pursued the charges) have now publicly
acknowledged were politically motivated. Even before Benazir was
first elected prime minister, in 1988, Pakistans intelligence agencies
began working to discredit her, targeting me and several of her
friends. 1 was called “Mr Ten Percent”by their hired guns in public
relations, and the names of her friends abroad were besmirched with

ridiculous charges that they headed the nonexistent “Indo-Zionist”
lobby.

This campaign of character assassination was possibly the first
institutional application of the politics of personal destruction.
Benazir was the target, and her husband and friends were the
instruments. The purpose was to weaken the case for a democratic
government. It is perhaps easier to block the path of democracy by
discrediting democratic politicians.

During the years of my wife’s governinents, she was constrained
by a hostile establishment; an interventionist military leadership; a
treacherous intelligence network; a fragile coalition government; and
a presidential sword of Damocles, constantly threatening to dismiss
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Parliament. Despite all of this, she was able to introduce free media,
make Pakistan one of the 10 most important emerging capital
markets in the world, build over 46,000 schools and bring electricity
to many villages in our large country. She changed the lives of
women in Pakistan and drew attention to the cause of women’s
rights in the Islamic world. It was a record that she was rightly
proud of.

Her murder does not end her vision and must not be allowed to
empower her assassins. Those responsible — within and outside of
government — must be held accountable. I call on the United
Nations to commence a thorough investigation of the circumstances,
facts and cover-up of my wife’s murder, modelled on the
investigation into the assassination of former Lebanese prime
minister Rafiq al-Hariri. And I call on the friends of democracy in
the West, in particular the United States and Britain, to endorse the
call for such an independent investigation. An investigation
conducted by the government of Pakistan will have no credibility, in
my country or anywhere else. One does not put the fox in charge of
the henhouse.

But it is also time to look forward. In profound sadness, the torch
of leadership in the Pakistan People’s Party (PPP) has been passed to
a new generation, to our son, Bilawal Bhutto Zardari. I will work
with him and support him and protect him to the extent possible in
the trying times ahead. The Bhutto family has given more than
anyone can imagine to the service of our nation, and in these
difficult days it is critical that the party remain unified and focused.
My wife, always prescient and wise, understood that. Knowing that
the future was unpredictable, she recommended that the family keep
the party together for the sake of Pakistan. This is what we aim to
do.

The Musharraf regime has postponed the elections scheduled for
Tuesday not because of any logistical problems but because
Musharraf and his “King’s Party” know that they were going to be
thoroughly rejected at the polls and that the PPP and other pro-
democracy parties would win a majority. Democracy in Pakistan
-can be saved, and extremism and fanaticism contained, only if the
elections, when they are held, are free, fair and credible.

To that end, the people of Pakistan must be guaranteed elections
that are (1) conducted under a new, neutral caretaker government,
free of cronies from Musharraf’s party; (2) supervised by an
independent and autonomous election commission formed in
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consultation with the major political parties; (3) monitored by
trained international observers who have unfettered access to all
polling stations as well as the right to conduct exit polling to verify
results; (4) covered by electronic and print media with the freedoms
they had before martial law was imposed on Nov. 3; and (5)
arbitrated by an independent judiciary as provided for in the
constitution. In addition, all political activists, lawyers and judges
being detained must be released.

The enemies of democracy and tolerance who took my wife from
me and from the world can and must be exposed and marginalised.
Dictatorship and fanaticism have always been rejected by the people
of Pakistan. If free and fair elections are held, those forces will be
defeated again on Feb 18. And on that day, the vision and
indefatigable spirit of Mohtarma Benazir Bhutto will burn brightly,
and, in the words of John Kennedy, “the glow from that fire can
truly light the world.”

Daily Times, Jan. 6, 2008




PAKISTAN'S TIPPING POINT
Bilawal Bhutto

You can imprison a man, but not an idea. You can exile a man,
but not an idea. You can kill a man, but not an idea.
Benazir Bhutto
My country mourns. And as my countrymen join me in personal
grief over the loss of my mother, I join them in national grief over
the loss of something even greater: the loss of Pakistan's greatest
voice for democracy.
Benazir Bhutto's death, however, shall not have been in vain. We
will go forward, as she would have wanted, and bring freedom and
democracy to Pakistan.

For those in my country who would find it easier to walk away
from democracy and seek revenge through violence, I urge you to
remember my mother's words: democracy is the sweetest revenge. To
plunge the country into more violence and chaos would only play
into the hands of those who hope for democracy's failure. The
terrorists have no use for democracy, and the current government
fears it. We must unite and rise above both.

And to those outside of my country, who support our fight for
democracy, [ urge you to consider this: We cannot oppose one form
of tyranny while turning a blind eye to another. Together, we must
stand against the violence of the terrorists on the one hand, while
standing equally firm against Pervez Musharraf's use of it as an
excuse to impose his own repressive will upon the people of
Pakistan.

Musharraf has made a mockery of our constitution. The world
watched in disbelief as he declared emergency rule and sent troops
into the streets in November - not because of a terrorist threat to.the
government, but a constitutional threat to his autocratic grip on
power. The men he threw into jails were not terrorists but Supreme
Court judges and respected lawyers. The newspapers he intimidated




9

were not organs of terrorists but of free and independent citizens of
Pakistan.

My mother stood bravely against both the tyranny of terrorism as
well as the tyranny of dictatorship. She has been martyred for her
courage and pursuit of freedom, but now that courage and pursuit
has been bequeathed to the people of Pakistan. We shall carry on.

It will take the kind of courage my mother showed. It will take
courage among her loyal followers to calm their anger and renounce
violence or revenge. We must instead demand fair and open
elections, free of government intimidation, and then make our show
of force on election day.

It will also take courage on the part of Pervez Musharraf and
those who have supported his government, including those outside
of Pakistan.

With my country's judges and lawyers still in jail, its free media
intimidated and silenced, and its political leaders unsafe to walk the
streets, we cannot pretend to have free and open elections. There can
be no legitimacy to elections held under such ominous conditions.
Those who espouse the virtues of democracy cannot stand by idly
and maintain their credibility while this repression continues.

Our free and independent Supreme Court must be restored; the
justices jailed by Musharraf must released and returned to their
proper seats, replacing the cronies with which Musharraf has packed
the current court. Our other judges, lawyers and civic dissidents
must be freed. The intimidation campaign waged against the free
media must be halted. International election observers must be
allowed to monitor our elections to ensure against government
intimidation. And, finally, a credible international commission must
be allowed to investigate the mysterious circumstances of my
mother's assassination. Only after these steps are laken can we begin
the honorable march to democracy and stability.

For those who think that by supporting dictatorship they are
somehow securing stability in Pakistan, I can say only this: Where is
that stability today? My country teeters on the precipice of anarchy
not because of any actions by radicals or lerrorists but because of the
unchecked and power-mad actions of a military dictator.
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Pakistanis will soon hold the most important election in our
history. We have reached a tipping point. We will either unite
behind democracy and the fight against radicalism and violence, or
we will descend into the all-too-familiar cycles of despotism, terror
and instability.

Those of us who will fight for democracy must make our stand
now. Then, together, a united and democratic government can turn
its attention to the extremists and terrorists who seek to undermine
freedom in our country and throughout the world.

January 6, 2008




BENAZIR BHUTTO AS I KNEW HER

Aitzaz Ahsan

“The first thing I want to do is to release all political prisoners,”
she announced as our meeting on Nov 30, 1988, began at Dr Zafar
Niazi’s house in Islamabad. In the elections held after the death of
Gen Zia, the PPP, despite all efforts of the agencies, had succeeded in
the elections.

After failing to prop up any rival, President Ghulam Ishaq Khan
had finally agreed that very day to accept her as prime minister of
Pakistan.

The historic meeting of the PPP leadership was being held to set
the top priorities of Benazir Bhutto’s first government. It was here as
the prime minister-designate that she showed her mettle. So far her
life and emotions had been premised on the bitter fact that her
dearest father had been deposed, imprisoned, humiliated, falsely
charged, hanged and then buried without due ceremony.

But she brought to that meeting only her winning smile and the
undiluted optimism of a political idealist. Zia had left behind a large
number of political prisoners and convicts of military courts. Each
had been denied due process. Releasing them, she said, was going to
be her number one priority.

What pledge should we make to ourselves? she asked. “That we
must ensure press freedom,”l suggested. “For anything that it may
print?”she asked. “Yes, for anything. We must set a precedent,” 1
said. And she agreed at once, excited that it was a good idea.

Next day I was sworn in as her interior minister. In that capacity, 1
received countless recommendations to prosecute this or that
publication. I turned down each of these even when our government
was brutally and deliberately slandered.

Once a cabinet colleague complained to her that I was not
prosecuting publications for false propaganda against her husband
Asif Zardari. “But Malik Sahib,” she retorted, “we have pledged to
allow full freedom to the media. We will have to bear with it.” Then
she turned to me and asked: “Is there anything that can be done
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without the government getting involved?” “Yes,” I replied. “Asif
should file a civil suit for damages in his personal capacity.” And so
it was that Mr. Asif Zardari, husband of a serving prime minister,
had the grace to file a private civil suit for damages as an ordinary
litigant.

That is what she was. At once humane and proper. How can I
recount in such a short piece, all aspects of a life lived to such
fullness particularly when I have worked so close to her during her
life? Even books will fail to do justice. At present, only a few
instances establishing her more prominent qualities must suffice.
One was fortitude.

Between 1990 and 1993, there were as many as 18 prosecutions
against her and her husband Asif Zardari. Bolh were also slandered
and defamed. I had publicly promised to turn these prosecutions
“from the trial of Mohtarma into the trial of Ishaq Khan.” In the end,
they were both acquitted in all those cases, with her husband
bravely facing adversity and she standing by him like a rock. She
had the fortitude to bear the designed torment aimed at her by the
notorious regime of Jam Sadiq Ali in Sindh.

Never will I forget that one day in 1992 when I entered the outer
gate of Landhi Jail to defend Asif in a trial being conducted inside
the jail itself. There she was, the former prime minister of Pakistan,
carrying two young infants, Bilawal and Bakhtawar, in her arms,
and sitting on a pile of bricks. I was furious and immediately went to
the jail superintendent. But she calmed me down saying that she had
learnt not to expect any decency from the jail staff. After all, she
herself had remained imprisoned for five years as a young girl.

Through all her trials and tribulations, she demonstrated amazing
charm and stamina. When she came to stay with us in Gujrat in
December 1986, she arrived at 3.00 am on that freezing December
night having travelled a full 10 hours from Lahore, but she sat up
chatting with my wife Bushra for another one hour with Zaynab, our
youngest, in her lap. Early in the morning she was up, fresh as a
flower, all ready to meet local party officials.

She kept punishing schedules and was the only politician who
had toured the entire Pakistan, city by city, town by town, village by
village and hamlet by hamlet at least five times. She knew the party
workers by face and the towns by the streets.

And through it all she remained a model of womanhood at its
most sublime. While being the most hardworking, hands-on, leading
politician of the country, she was unabashedly feminine at the same
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time. In this intolerant and male-dominated country, she refused to
be uncomfortable about her womanhood. She gave birth to her first
child in the middle of the 1988 election campaign and another child
while she was the first woman prime minister of Muslim Pakistan.

Then there was her courage. She was afraid of nothing. I was on
her truck at the time of the blast of Oct 18. Next morning when I met
her she was in her normal routine. I did not know that I was seeing
her for the last time. When I sought her leave to return to Lahore for
my Supreme Court Bar elections, she said, “It will be a landslide in
your favour. Good luck. And thanks for being here.”

When I was withdrawing from the parliamentary contest I sent
word to her and she consulted me, through Senator Safdar Abbasi,
on my choice for my substitute. She accepted the choice. But I was
arrested the day after my election as president SCBA and denied
permission even to attend the funeral or soyem of the one who
believed in freeing political prisoners and the media, and in the
politics of non-violence.

As a political leader she could organise and mobilise the bigges!
political organisation in Pakistan, set the political agenda, make
miilions of ordinary people dream the greatest dreams for this land
and yes, in fair elections, win elections too. She could do all that. But
what she could not tackle were certain self-appointed guardians of
the state, who refused lo allow people the right to solve their
problems themselves and who harassed, hounded, threatened and
conspired against her. They did not permit her a fair shot at the
democratic game because they knew that she would win, not by
breaking the Constitution or at gunpoint but through the sheer will
of ordinary people who are supposed to be sovereign. Even on the
last day of her life, her foremost concern was not how to win the
elections bul how to prevent them from being rigged. I wonder if
people understand that in this lies a tragedy, not only for Benazir
Bhutto, but for this nation.

Many sincere analysts questioned the integrity of her politics.
They did not understand that after facing conspiracy after
conspiracy, Benazir Bhulto was forced to factor painful ground
realities in her decision-making, always striving to achieve one day
her true political ideals.

This fundamental question may indeed be addressed through
another question: why, during the 30 years from 1977 when an
elected and popular prime minister was ousted at gunpoint to the
date when Benazir Bhutto lost her life to another gun, was the total
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period for which she, the most popular political leader, was allowed
to govern the country three times less than the time that Chaudhry
Shujat’s party remained in power? The real source of this country’s
problems may be revealed by the answer. In kowtowing to the civil
and military bureaucracy there is a premium. He and his ilk can do
it. She could not. They survive. She had to be eliminated.

One cannot help wondering why our establishment that claims to
be obsessed with maintaining the federation, could not bring itself to
see in Benazir Bhutto that glorious human chain that kept all four
provinces together, and as an asset and an ally instead of a foe.

Above all else, I will remember her for three qualities: a constant
urge to reach out to her people, a willingness to take on Herculean
challenges, and for her ability to forgive, even embrace, her enemies.
These three qualities made her superhuman. And all three took her
to her tragic, yet heroic death.

All T can now say is: “Bibi it is an honour to have worked for you

and with you. The Himalayas wept at the death of your father. The
world weeps for you.”




























































































































































































































































































































