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PREFACE

| have always believed in the importance of historic record. When the
government of my father, Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, was overthrown in 1977, |
encouraged many of those who had worked closely with him to write about the
Bhutto period. But in the difficult years of Martial Law that followed in Pakistan,
many from my father's government were busy fighting the persecution and the
false cases brought against them by the military regime. Others had fled into
exile, and had no access to their personal papers. My own involvement in the
struggle to return democracy to Pakistan, and the years | consequently spent
imprisoned without charge, made it impossible for me to write a book on my
father's government myself.

More than a million of my countrymen came out to greet me when |
returned to Pakistan from two years of exile in April 1986, catapulting me into the
glare of international publicity. Suddenly | received several offers to write not my
father's story, but my own. | hesitated. It was one matter to write about my father,
who had become the democratically elected prime minister of Pakistan and had
lasting achievements to his name, and quite another to write about myself,
whose most important political battles were still to be fought. It seemed
presumptuous. | thought autobiographies were written in the autumn of one's life,
looking back.

A friend's chance remark changed my mind. "What is not recorded is not
remembered," she told me. | saw her point. Like many in Pakistan, | had
experienced the dark years of Martial Law. Unlike many, | had the opportunity to
put those experiences on record. It is important that the world remember the
repression we in Pakistan had to bear following General Zia's coup d'etat.

Writing the book has been difficult. It has meant reliving the pain of the
past. But it has also been cathartic, forcing me for the first time to come to terms
with memories | had been trying to escape.

This is my story, events as | saw them, felt them, reacted to them. It is not
an in-depth study of Pakistan, but a glance into the transformation of a society
from democracy to dictatorship. Let it also be a call for freedom.

Benazir Bhutto
June 1988
Karachi, Pakistan
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THE ASSASSINATION
OF MY FATHER

They killed my father in the early morning hours of April 4, 1979, inside
Rawalpindi District Jail. Imprisoned with my mother a few miles away in a
deserted police training camp at Sihala, | felt the moment of my father's death.
Despite the Valiums my mother had given me to try to get through the agonizing
night, | suddenly sat bolt-upright in bed at 2 A.m. "No!" the scream burst through
the knots in my throat. "No!" | couldn't breathe, didn't want to breathe. Papa!
Papa! | felt cold, so cold, in spite of the heat, and couldn't stop shaking. There
was nothing my mother and | 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, as she began a widow's four months and ten days of
seclusion from strangers.

| 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," | told the junior jailor standing
nervously before me.

"They have already taken him to be buried," he said.
| felt as if he had struck me. "Without his family?" | 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.
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"Taken him where?" The jailer was silent.
"It was very peaceful," he finally replied. "I have brought what was left."

He handed me the pitiful items from my father's death cell one by one: 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 for the last ten days he had refused; 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?" | managed to ask the jailer.
"Did he have a ring?" he asked.

| watched him make a great show of fishing through his bag, through his
pockets. Finally he handed me my father's ring, which toward 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 brought us supplies every
day because the authorities did not provide us with food, came into the room.
Basheer's face went white when he recognized 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.

| 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 modernization programs, redistributing the land
held for generations by the feudal few among the many poor, educating the
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millions held down by ignorance, nationalizing the country's major industries,
guaranteeing minimum wages and 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.

| 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. | 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 others, |, too, tried to keep my father near me by sleeping with his
shirt under my pillow.

| felt completely empty, that my life had shattered. For almost two years, |
had done nothing but fight the trumped-up charges brought against my father by
Zia's military regime and work with the Pakistan People's Party toward the
elections Zia had promised at the time of the coup, then had canceled in the face
of our impending victory. | had been arrested six times by the military regime and
been 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 | 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? | 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? | prayed she wouldn't do
anything foolish.

| felt as if my body were being torn apart. How could | go on? In spite of
our efforts, we had failed to keep my father alive. | felt so alone. | just felt so
alone. "What will | do without you to help me?" | had asked him in his death cell.
| needed his political advice. For all that | held degrees in government from
Harvard and Oxford, | was not a politician. But what could he say? He had
shrugged helplessly.
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| had seen my father for the last time yesterday. 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 U.S. president Jimmy Carter, British
prime minister Margaret Thatcher, Leonid Brezhnev of the Soviet Union, Pope
John Paul Il, 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, fearing the
people's reaction to their prime minister's murder. Only my mother and | knew.
And that, by accident and deduction.

| had been lying on my army cot in the early morning of April 2nd when my
mother had come suddenly 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?"

| 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," | said to my mother hastily. "Say that if it is the last meeting then, of course,
| will come, but if it is not, we will go tomorrow." While my mother went to speak
with the guards, | quickly broke open a message | had already wrapped to send
out with Ibrahim and wrote a new one. "l think they are calling us for our last
meeting," | 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 mobilize
the people. The people were our last hope.

"Take this immediately to Yasmin," | told Ibrahim, 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!" | urged him. "Tell the guards you're fetching medicine
for me!" And off he ran.

| looked outside the window to see the Martial Law contingent consulting
with each other, then transmitting the message that | was ill on their wireless set
and waiting to receive information back. In the confusion, Ibrahim reached the
gate. "l have to get medicine for Benazir Sahiba quickly. Quickly!" he said to the
guards who had overheard the talk of my ill 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. | had no idea if the message would
be safely delivered.
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Outside the window, the wireless sets crackled. "Because your daughter is
not feeling well, then tomorrow will be fine for the visit," the authorities finally told
my mother. We had gained another twenty-four hours of my father's life. 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? | felt so powerless, locked inside the
stockade while the moments toward 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 teargassed and flogged just for mentioning my father's name,
the number 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 pP.M. my mother and | tuned in the BBC Asia report on our radio.
Every muscle in my body was rigid. | sat expectantly forward as the BBC
reported that | had sent a message from prison that tomorrow, April 3rd, was to
be the last meeting with my father. The message had got through! | waited for
the BBC to announce our call for 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 | couldn't even look at each other.
Our last hope had died.

April 3, 1979. 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 | 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. "l think so," | say.

He calls for the jail superintendent who is standing nearby. 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?"
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"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 | 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 | want to leave it clean."

Half an hour. Half an hour to say goodbye to the person | love more than
any other in my life. The pain in my chest tightens into a vise. | must not cry. |
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 cot.

"Take these," he says, handing me the magazines and books | 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. "['ll
keep it for now, but afterwards | want it to go to Benazir," he tells her.

"I have managed to send out a message," | whisper to him as the jail
authorities strain to hear. | 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. | cannot see him clearly. Every other
visit they have allowed us to sit together inside his cell. But not today. My mother
and | squeeze together at the bars in his cell door, talking to him in whispers.

"Give my love to the other children," he says to my mother. "Tell Mir and
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Sunny and Shah that | have tried to be a good father and wish | could have said
goodbye to them." She nods, but cannot speak.

"You have both suffered a lot," he says. "Now that they are going to kill me
tonight, | 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, to pick up your lives again, then you might want to go to Europe. | give you
my permission. You can go."

Our hearts are breaking. "No, no," my mother 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.

"l could never go," | say.

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

"The time is up," the superintendent says. "The time is up."

| grip the bars.

"Please open up the cell," | ask him. "l want to say goodbye to my father."
The superintendent refuses.

"Please," | say. "My father is the elected prime minister of Pakistan. | am
his daughter. This is our last meeting. | want to hold him."

The superintendent refuses.

| 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 | will be free," he says, a glow suffusing his face. "l will be joining
my mother, my father. | 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. | will
become part of its legend." He smiles.

"But it is very hot in Larkana."

"Il build a shade," | manage to say.

The jail authorities move in.
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"Goodbye, Papa," | call to my father as my mother reaches through the
bars to touch him. We both move down the dusty courtyard. | want to look back,
but | can't. | know | can't control myself.

"Until we meet again," | hear him call.

Somehow my legs move. | cannot feel them. | have turned to stone. But
still I move. The jail authorities lead us back through the jail ward, the courtyard
filled with army tents. | move in a trance, conscious only of my head. High. | 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 | have difficulty getting in. The car speeds forward
through the gate. At its sight the crowds surge toward us but are shoved back
roughly by the security forces. | 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!" | try and shout from the window. Did she hear me? Did | make any
sound at all?

Five o'clock came and went. Six o'clock. Each breath | took reminded me
of the last breaths of my father. "God, let there be a miracle," my mother and |
prayed together. "Let something happen." Even my little cat, Chun-Chun, whom |
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, by 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
the death sentence against my father to life. But Zia's record was filled with
broken promises and disregard for the law. In the face of our persistent fears that
my father would be executed, 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 | 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 us, his immediate family. My father had forbidden it.

How do such moments pass in the countdown toward death? My mother
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and | 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, | 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 | wanted to rip it open. But | didn't want the guards who
were always laughing and talking right outside our window to have the pleasure
of hearing me scream. "l can't bear it, Mummy, | can't," | finally broke down at
1:30. She brought me some Valium. "Try to sleep," she said.

A half hour later, in the early hours of April 4, | 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 village of Garhi Khuda
Bakhsh Bhutto, the people were awakened by the commotion of a military
convoy. While my mother and | were passing the agonizing 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.

| was sleeping in my house at about 3 A.M. on 4th April when | woke to
notice strong lights of fifty to sixty military vehicles on the outskirts of the village.
At first | 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 terrorized 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." | was weeping. "Why should we point out the place of
burial to you?" | asked them. "We will perform the final rites by ourselves. Mr.
Bhutto belongs to us."

| asked that | be allowed to bring our people to dig the grave, fetch the
unbaked bricks to line it, cut the wooden planks to top 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 A.M. two helicopters landed close to the village on the road where an
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ambulance was waiting. | 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. | protested 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 | 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, | asked the colonel, on oath,
if the bath in accordance with religious rules and traditional burial ceremony had
been given. He swore that it had. | 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 colors, 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, | turned Bhutto Sahib's face to the west, toward
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. Fourteen hundred to fifteen hundred 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 heartbroken," | told him.

At gunpoint, we hurried through the last prayers for the dead and then with
ceremony befitting the departed soul, 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, | couldn't eat or drink. | would
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take sips of water, but then I'd have to spit it out. | couldn't swallow at all. Nor
could | sleep. Every time | closed my eyes | had the same dream. | was standing
in front of the district jail. The gates were open. | saw a figure walking toward me.
Papa! | rushed to him. "You've come out! You've come out! | thought they had
killed you! But you're alive!" Just before | reached him, | would wake up and have
to realize 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 | ate a little.

| forced myself to read messages of condolence that were slipped in to us.
"My dear Auntie and Benazir," wrote a family friend from Lahore on April 50 "
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,
demoralized 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 canceled the elections
and sentenced my father to death. Now, while offering funeral prayers and
eulogies for my father, his followers were once again teargassed 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 seventy-year-old ayah. All ten women were arrested, along with
hundreds of others, and imprisoned for two weeks.

Rumors 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, ran one
widely believed version.

The other persistent report claimed that my father had died during a fight in his
cell. Military officers, this version claimed, 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 pushed my father. 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
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tracheotomy, which would explain the marks Nazar Mohammed had seen on his
neck. But it had been to no avail.

| tended to believe this story. Why else had my father's body shown no
physical signs of a hanging? Why else had | awakened at 2 A.M., a full three
hours before his scheduled execution? Another political prisoner, General Babar,
told me he, too, had awakened in a sudden chill at two o'clock. So did other
friends and political supporters scattered around the world. It was as if my
father's soul was passing around among those who had loved him. And the
rumors persisted.

"Exhume the body and order a postmortem," 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," | 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.

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

My mother's niece, Fakhri, was permitted to come to Sihala to condole 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 rumor the regime was spreading.

Fakhri, who is quite emotional, rushed to embrace my mother, consoling her in
Persian. "Nusrat joon, | wish | had died. | wish | 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 | was being held in detention. | 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 as well, 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 peddlers, were gathering in our garden in Karachi in preparation
for the soyem, our religious ceremony on the third day following death. Every
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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 from Karachi,
she and Samiya had refused to sit next to any man in army uniform. "Murderers!"
they had screamed. Everyone in the plane had lowered their heads as a mark of
respect toward 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 A.M. on April 7th 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,
the crew of the military plane was standing like an honor guard when we arrived,
their heads lowered. When my mother got out of the car, the crew saluted her. It
was a fitting gesture for the widow of the man who had brought over ninety
thousand of their fellow soldiers back safely 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 to the village over the modern roads my father had built.
Instead our 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 | moved toward the narrow portal, an army officer moved with me. |
stopped. "No. You can't enter. None of you can enter," | 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.

"l cannot permit you to come in here and violate its sanctity," | told him.
"You killed my father. You sent him here. If we mourn him now, we will mourn
him on our own."

"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
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toward 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 had been 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 Ah, so handsome, it
was 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 | had left Pakistan to enter
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, | looked for his grave. | didn't even know where
they had buried him. | almost didn't recognize his grave when | saw it. It was just
a mound of mud. Raw mud sprinkled with flower petals. My mother and | sat at
the foot of the grave. | couldn't believe my father was under it. | dropped down
and kissed the part of the mud where | imagined his feet to be.

"Forgive me, Father, if | ever caused you any unhappiness," | said silently.

Alone. | felt so alone. Like all children | had taken my father for granted.
Now that | had lost him, | felt an emptiness that could never be filled. But | did not
let myself cry, 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," | read
from the Ya Sin sura of the Holy Quran. "To Him, you shall all return." My father's
soul was with God in Paradise.

Now, in the nightmare that had engulfed Pakistan, his cause had become
my own. | had felt it as | stood by my father's grave, felt the strength and
conviction of his soul replenishing me. At that moment | pledged to myself that |
would not rest until democracy returned to Pakistan, 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 | 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
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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 | 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 Khan Bhutto. My grandmother built this
two-story sprawling bungalow shortly after | was born in 1953 and my brothers,
sister, and | 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 home makes our nightmare seem even more
unreal. Two nights before my father was assassinated, 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 closets. "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 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 canceled checks, evidence | had collected
to refute the regime's trumped-up charges of corruption against my father.

"There are secret closets and passageways 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
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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 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, | 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 | 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," | tell them, encouraged by the huge turnout. The crowds
are the best answer to our political opponents, who have publicly declared that
"Bhutto's strength has been buried in his grave, and along with it that of the
PPP."

Back in Karachi, | meet with the PPP leaders and supporters at ten-minute
intervals from nine in the morning until nine at night. Every few hours | take a
break to greet my father's mourners in the garden. Their eyes brighten when they
see me, as well as my mother after her period of seclusion is over. The people
did not expect either of us to survive our detentions 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 | immerse myself in organizational matters, policy matters,
complaints, and political arrests, having summaries prepared for my mother to
read. | feel I'll never catch up and probably wouldn't have without the help of my
schoolfriend Samiya and the help of Amina and Yasmin, two young women who
had become my friends and aides during the fight to appeal 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 quit under the
workload. One night | fall asleep with a report in my lap. The next night | 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
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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, having scheduled elections
shortly after he overthrew my father in 1977. Faced with certain victory of the
PPP 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 to enter the national
elections or boycott them instead. "Electoral fields should never be left open," |
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 are
crooked. Just as we expected, 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 recognize Zia's military regime.

"We'll run as independents," we counter, though we realize the loss of our
party emblem on the ballots is a great risk in a society with an official literacy rate
of 27 percent, and an actual rate closer to 8 percent.

The regime ups the stakes. "Independent candidates must secure 51
percent of the popular vote" is the new rule.

"Fine," we say. "We'll carry it."

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, |
know, have called me "a silly little girl" in private, but | speak up again. "By
continually changing the rules, Zia has lost his confidence," | 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, canceling 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 | gather
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all the political papers | had laboriously collected—party papers, membership
lists, letters, lists of those in jail—throw them in the bathtub, and burn them. |
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.

| pace the corridors of Al-Murtaza. Though this is my mother's ninth
political detention and my seventh since the coup two years ago, | 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 | don't think | 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 comers 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 sub-jail 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 | are confined to the compound and allowed no visitors save for
an occasional visit from my sister, 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. As of October 16,
1979, the day Zia canceled 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 Regulation No. 49, the editor of any
publication deemed dangerous to the "sovereignty, integrity and security of
Pakistan, or morality and maintenance of public order" was now subject to ten
lashes and twenty-five years of rigorous imprisonment.

Our party newspaper, Musawaat, with a circulation of over one hundred
thousand in the city of Lahore alone, was closed down, and its presses seized.
Other newspapers were being threatened with closure or the cutoff of
government-controlled newsprint and advertising if they did not comply. For the
next six years, pictures of my father, mother, or me will rarely appear in any
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newspaper. Nor will there be any favorable 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 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 as of 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
Regulation No. 48 stated bluntly. Any member of a political party, or anyone who
even called himself one in private conversation, was now subject to fourteen
years' rigorous imprisonment, the loss of his property, and twenty-five lashes.
From this moment on, any mention of the PPP in the press will be preceded by
the word "defunct." My mother and | 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 hang on the walls of Al-Murtaza, as do photographs of my
father's annual birthday celebrations. So much of our family history is rooted
here. My father and his three sisters were born at Al-Murtaza, 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 had 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 civilization dating from
2500 B.c. As a small child | thought the ancient city was called "Munj Jo Dero,"
which in Sindhi means "my place." My brothers, sister, and | 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 beginning 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 A.D. 712. The diaries of one of
our ancestors, giving the family details, were washed away in a great flood in my
great-grandfather's time. But as children we were told that we were descended
either 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 lives, Garhi Khuda Bakhsh Bhutto,
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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 sugarcane and
water flavored with flower petals. But since my grandfather's time the true center
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. | 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 favorites. "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. 'l 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 our
honor.' And off they galloped in different directions, crisscrossing the river Indus
to deceive the pursuing British. The British moved perilously close to the party
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with the British woman, for she could not travel with the speed of your
greatgrandfather. 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 dishonor 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 Bahawalpur. 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
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. Natives were not allowed to walk the same streets in parts of
India or to answer back to a Britisher, 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. Our greatgrandfather had tasters test his food and
drinking water, but the poisoning continued until it killed him at the young age of
twenty-seven. Afterward, the source was found to be his hookah, the water pipe
he used to smoke tobacco after dinner.

| 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, honor, 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 married only other
Bhuttos, first cousins or, possibly, second. Islam entitted women to inherit
property and the only way to keep the land within the family was through
marriage. Such a "business" marriage had taken place 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 a lasting impression on him of the inequities,
especially for the woman, of forced, family marriages.

At least Amir had married. When there was no suitable cousin in the

Daughter of Destiny, Copyright © www.bhutto.org 27




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. Over great opposition from the family, my grandfather had allowed his
daughters from his second marriage to marry outside the family, 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, | 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 feudals 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 firsthand 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
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
honors from the University of California at Berkeley and then going on to read
law at Christ Church, Oxford, and to be called to the bar at Lincoln's Inn before
returning to Pakistan to practice 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 had even served as officers in the National Guard, a
paramilitary force of women. Such public exposure would have been impossible
for the Bhutto women.

My mother became my father's second wife in 1951, Islam allowing a man
to have up to four wives provided he treats them all fairly. After their marriage 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
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visitors. A new and more enlightened generation was taking root in Pakistan.

In our male-dominated culture, boys had always been favored over girls
and were not only more apt to be educated, but in extreme instances to be given
food first while the mother and daughters waited. In our family, however, there
was no discrimination at all. If anything, | received the most attention. The oldest
of four, | was born in Karachi on June 21, 1953, my skin evidently so rosy that |
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 firstborn, |
held a special and sometimes lonely place in the family from the beginning.

| was only four and my father twenty-eight when he was first sent to the
United Nations by the then 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.

| 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 a 1960 financial and technical assistance agreement with
the Soviet Union, returning from forbidden Peking in 1963 with a border treaty
peacefully ceding 750 square miles of disputed territory to Pakistan. My mother
usually traveled 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."

| was only eight or so when | 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 | hid under my pillow. Though | was just learning my
sums in school, every night in her absence | would climb on a stool in the kitchen
and pretend to go over the accounts with Babu, our longtime and loyal
majordomo. Whether the figures tallied, | have no recollection. Luckily very small
sums were involved. At that time, ten rupees, 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 of us, the next generation of educated and
progressive Pakistanis. At three | 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 and Persian or the national
language, Urdu. And though the Irish nuns who taught there divided the older
students into houses with inspirational names like "Discipline," "Courtesy,"
"Endeavor," 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.
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"l ask only one thing of you, that you do well in your studies," my father
told us over and over. As we grew older he hired tutors to instruct us in math and
English in the afternoons after school and kept track of our school reports by
phone from wherever he was in the world. Luckily | 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 | will take you to the airport to see
you off," he started saying to the four of us as early as | 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 | would be given
the same opportunities in life as our 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 toward women from its inception, the Prophet Mohammed
(PBUH)* forbidding the practice of killing female infants that was common among
the Arabs of the time, and calling for women's education 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 Moghul 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. "l have found a woman ruling over them. And she has been given
abundance of all things and hers is a mighty throne," reads the sura of the Ant in
the Holy Quran. "To men is allotted what they earn, and to women what they
earn," reads the Women sura.

Every afternoon we read these and other suras 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 with 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 to always be kind to one's parents and
to obey them. Not surprisingly, it was an instruction my mother would often use
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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 | 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 toward Mecca.

My mother is 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, | would sometimes dress
all in black and go with my mother to join other women in the Shiite rituals.
"Follow closely," my mother would say to me, for the Shiite ceremonies were
more elaborate than those of the Sunnis. | 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 was very moving, and | often cried.

My father was determined to bring his country—and his children— into the
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twentieth century. "Will the children marry into the family?" | overheard my
mother ask my father one day. | 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 | want my daughters buried alive behind some other relative's compound
walls," he said to my great relief. "Let them finish their educations 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 burga for
the first time. We had been on the train from Karachi to Larkana when my mother
took a black, gauzy cloth just like her own out of her pocketbook 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
landowning families, | passed from childhood into the world of the adult. But what
a disappointing world it turned out to be. The colors of the sky, the grass, the
flowers were gone, muted and grayish. Everything was blurred by the pattern
over my eyes. As | 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 burga 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 | 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. | was traveling with him in the foreign
minister's private railroad car in the fall 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 | was only ten and
had heard only vaguely of the U.S. president, he had 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," | 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. | 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 |
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 | 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
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the Cultural Revolution.

Chou En-lai wasn't the only "important guest" in Karachi who didn't match
up to my expectations. But this one we didn't get to meet. 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 enter 70
Clifton. | recognized the American immediately from the films we had seen
downtown. "Did you enjoy meeting Bob Hope?" | nonchalantly asked my mother
the next morning. "Who?" my mother asked. "Bob Hope," | said. "You silly," she
said to me. "That was the vice-president of the United States, Hubert Humphrey."
Later | found out that Hubert Humphrey was trying to elicit Pakistan's support of
America in Vietnam in the mild form of supplying badminton rackets for the U.S
troops. But my father refused even that gesture, being morally opposed to any
foreign involvement in Vietnam's civil war.

When | 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 to my mother and was returning to England. Boarding school
seemed the quick solution and my father was for it, thinking the experience would
toughen us up. For the first time | 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 | learned some
political lessons firsthand. 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 aggressions 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 everyone 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 the older sisters responsible for getting their younger sisters into the
shelters, and | made Sunny tie her slippers to her feet at night so she wouldn't
lose time looking for them. Many of our schoolmates were daughters of
prominent government officials or army officers, and with excitement we gave
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each other false names and practiced 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 for use against
a Communist threat were being used instead against India, the Johnson
administration imposed an arms embargo on the entire subcontinent. 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 23rd. 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 prewar 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 ground
swell of popular support soared for my father as a political leader. On our last
ride home to Larkana in the foreign minister's private railroad car, the crowds
were frenzied, running alongside the train, hurling themselves toward 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 Zindabad! Long live Bhutto!"

| 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 | saw my father return through the
crowds, smiling and waving. His shirt was torn and he had a small scratch, but
nothing more. His necktie was gone, too. | heard later that it was auctioned for
thousands of rupees. When he got back in the foreign minister's car, the crowd
started rocking the train, the momentum growing until | thought we would derail.

Safely back at home, the talk turned even more to politics. Terms such as
"cold war" and "arms embargo" had already become part of our dimly understood
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vocabulary as small children. We were as familiar with hearing the results of
round-table 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, mythical
words to most Pakistanis, who had experienced only 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 traveled 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, | was shocked. Though we were living sheltered
lives and attending privileged schools, | 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.

"There is no law of God that we here in Pakistan alone should be poor,"
my father continued to argue to the masses of poor and, increasingly, to the
groups of women standing shyly on the edges of the crowds. "Our country is rich.
It has many resources. Why, then, should there be poverty, hunger, and
disease?" It was a question people could readily understand. Ayub's promised
economic restructuring of Pakistan's economy had failed while his family and a
handful of others had become rich. In the eleven years of Ayub's rule, a group
known familiarly as Pakistan's "Twenty-two Families" had established practically
every bank, insurance company, and major industry in Pakistan. The outrage
drew hundreds, then thousands of people to hear my father's call for social and
economic reform.

The first floor of our house at 70 Clifton, Karachi, began to serve as a
branch office of the PPP. At eleven and fourteen my sister and | enthusiastically
paid the four-anna dues to join the party so that we, too, could help our
majordomo Babu sign up the increasing numbers of people who lined up at the
gates every day. But in the midst of our normal recountings of our days—who
had won at netball or cricket —we also began to hear my father's accounts of the
bribes offered him by the Ayub regime. "You are young, with your whole life
ahead of you. Let Ayub have his turn and later you will have yours. Work with us,
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rather than against us, and we will make things very easy for you," Ayub and his
colleagues were telling my father, the exact same words | would hear later from
the envoys of another dictator. When Ayub's bribery offers failed to silence my
father, death threats began.

The world of violence was unknown to me then. There was the world of
politics in which my father lived. And there was the world of the children, schools
and games, laughter at the beach. But the two worlds collided when news of
armed attacks against my father began to come in. Ayub supporters fired on him
at Rahimyarkhan, Sanghar, and other stops on his tour to popularize the PPP.
Thankfully, the assassins missed. At Sanghar, my father's life had been saved by
his supporters, who threw themselves over him and suffered injuries from the
bullets themselves.

Our house became filled with tension, but | tried not to show my fear.
What good would it have done? This was the life of politics in Pakistan, and
therefore the life we led. Death threats. Corruption. Violence. What was, was. |
didn't even allow myself to feel frightened. | tried, in fact, not to feel anything at
all, even when, eleven months after the founding of the Pakistan People's Party,
Ayub arrested my father and the other senior party leaders and threw them in jail.
That was the way of dictators. Where there is protest, crush it. Where there are
dissenters, arrest them. Under what law? We are the law.

The violent events of 1968 were not restricted to Pakistan. A revolutionary
fever was sweeping the world, students rioting on campuses in Paris, Tokyo,
Mexico City, and Berkeley as well as in Rawalpindi. In Pakistan, the rioting
against Ayub spread with the news that my father had been arrested and taken
to Mianwali, one of the worst prisons in Pakistan. It continued when he was
transferred to Sahiwal, where his cell was infested with rats. In an effort to quell
the disturbances, the regime closed down all schools and universities.

Meanwhile, | was facing the most critical time of my academic life,
preparing for my O-level exams, which covered the last three years of my studies,
as well as for my SATs, Achievements, and my entrance exam for possible
admission into Radcliffe. | had begged my father to let me apply to Berkeley,
where he had gone, but he wouldn't let me. "The weather in California is too
nice," he had explained. "The snow and ice in Massachusetts will force you to
study."

There was no question of my not taking the exams, since they were sent
from England only once a year in December. "You stay in Karachi and study,"
my mother said, taking the younger children with her to Lahore to file a petition of
habeas corpus in the High Court against my father's detention. | was left alone at
70 Clifton, confined to the immediate area, which was far from the commercial
center where the rioting was taking place.

To distract myself from worrying about my father in prison | buried myself
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in my work, going over and over my subjects with the tutors who came to the
house every day. In the evenings | sometimes joined my friends Fifi, Thamineh,
Fatima, and Samiya at the nearby Sindh Club, once a British enclave where
"natives and dogs" were not allowed, and now a sporting club for well-to-do
Pakistanis. We played squash and swam in the pool, though we all knew things
were not as carefree as they seemed. Ever since my father had started
challenging Ayub, some of my friends' relatives and "well-wishers" had begun
cautioning them that friendship with the Bhuttos was dangerous, an invitation to
reprisal by Ayub's regime. Samiya's father had been warned by the inspector
general himself that his daughter's friendship with me could bring trouble to his
family. Samiya and my other friends bravely stuck by me, though | noticed other
schoolmates beginning to distance themselves.

"I am praying for your success in your O-level examinations," my father
wrote me from Sahiwal prison on November 28th. "I am really proud to have a
daughter who is so bright that she is doing O-levels at the young age of fifteen,
three years before | did them. At this rate, you might become the president."

Though he was being held in solitary confinement, my father led me to
believe that his major concern continued to be my education. "l know you read a
great deal, but you should read a little more of literature and history," his letter
continued. "You have all the books you need. Read about Napoleon Bonaparte,
the most complete man of modern history. Read about the American Revolution
and about Abraham Lincoln. Read Ten Days That Shook the World by John
Reed. Read about Bismarck and Lenin, Ataturk and Mao Tse-tung. Read the
history of India from ancient times. And above all read the history of Islam." The
prison form was signed "Zulfikar Ah Bhutto."

| wanted more than anything to be in Lahore with my family, but | couldn't.
Sanam called to tell me that Mummy was leading women in protest marches
against my father's imprisonment every two or three days, making sure each
demonstrator carried a wet towel in a plastic bag in case Ayub's riot police fired
tear gas. Several times the police broke up the processions with bamboo lathis,
yet the demonstrations were continuing to grow. Ayub ordered the military out to
arrest the protesters. But the soldiers refused to arrest the women, waving at
them instead. Even under Ayub, women were still considered sacrosanct.

When the time for the O-level exams finally came in December 1968, the
Convent of Jesus and Mary arranged for us to take the tests at the Vatican
embassy, also in Clifton. Its sanctity and its distance from the commercial center
of Karachi made it the safest choice. While students in Britain sat for their
several days of exams in tidy classrooms, we were slipped in and out of
Pakistan's headquarters of the Church of Rome.

Meanwhile the rioting continued, the anger against Ayub mounting after
the police fired on the demonstrators, killing several. Now rioters all over
Pakistan began calling for Ayub's resignation as well as the release of my father
and the other political prisoners.
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Three months after my father's arrest, the chaos in Pakistan forced Ayub
Khan to let the PPP leaders go. Amidst rumors that the plane that was to bring
my father home to Larkana from Lahore would be sabotaged and my father
killed, supposedly by accident, my mother held a press conference to expose the
possible plot before it could be carried out. My father was brought to Larkana by
train instead. | have never been so happy to see anyone in my life. But the
struggle against Ayub was far from over.

"Get down!" my father shouted at Sanam and me during a victory march in
Larkana soon after his release. While our open car moved slowly through the
mobs cheering "Jiye Bhutto!" and "Girti Houi Dee-war Ko Aakhri Dhaka Dow"—
"Give the falling wall a final push"—an Ayub agent fired point-blank at my father.
Miraculously, the pistol jammed, but the crowd was unforgiving.

| peeked out from under my father's hand to see a young man literally
being torn apart. His neck, his head, his arms and legs were being pulled in
different directions as was his mouth, which was bleeding heavily. "Don't look!"
my father said sharply, pushing me down harder. | hunched down over my knees
while my father shouted for the crowd to let his would-be assassin live.
Reluctantly they did, but the sight stayed with me for months.

So did the sight of my father wasting away on a hunger strike in his
ongoing protest against Ayub's dictatorship and powers of arbitrary arrest. For
days after his release from prison he sat under a shamiana at Al-Murtaza with
other PPP leaders in full view of the street. All Larkana watched and grew
frightened as Papa got thinner and thinner. "Please give in to Papa," | silently
willed Ayub Khan, wondering why the men sitting with my father looked so well.
"They order food when they are in their rooms at night," one of the staff confided
in me. "Don't tell your father."

Like mushrooms, hunger-strike groups sprang up in front of the bar
associations and the busy streets of cities all across Pakistan. Large crowds
gathered every day to give the hunger-strikers moral support and call for Ayub's
resignation. Realizing that even his police could not control the situation, Ayub
finally stepped down on March 25, 1969. But the victory was hollow. Instead of
passing power to the Speaker of the National Assembly as laid down in his own
Constitution, Ayub designated his chief of army staff Yahya Khan the new leader
of Pakistan. Once again Pakistan was under the grip of a military dictator who
promptly suspended all civil law and imposed martial rule.

"You have a letter from Radcliffe," my mother told me in April 1969. | took
the envelope from her with misgivings. Did | really want to go? The college had
cautioned my father that at sixteen, | would be too young to enter Radcliffe, and
had suggested that | wait a year. But my father saw no reason to hold me back.
Instead he had asked the help of his friend John Kenneth Galbraith, a professor
of economics at Harvard and the former U.S. ambassador to India. | opened the
envelope. | had been accepted to the class of 1973.
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My father gave me a beautiful volume of the Holy Quran bound in mother-
of-pearl as a going-away present. "You will see many things that surprise you in
America and some that may shock you," he said. 'But | know you have the ability
to adapt. Above all you must study hard. Very few in Pakistan have the
opportunity you now have and you must take advantage of it. Never forget that
the money it is costing to send you comes from the land, from the people who
sweat and toil on those lands. You will owe a debt to them, a debt you can repay
with God's blessing by using your education to better their lives."

In late August, | stood in the carved wooden doorway of 70 Clifton while
my mother passed my new Holy Quran over my head. | kissed it. And together
we left for the airport to fly to the United States.
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3

REFLECTIONS FROM
AL-MURTAZA:

My First Taste

of Democracy

As my mother and | enter our second month of detention at Al-Murtaza,
the gardens are dying. Before my father's imprisonment and death we had
needed a staff of ten to maintain the large gardens and tend to the grounds. But
since Al-Murtaza has been turned into a sub-jail for my mother and me, Zia's
military regime has permitted only three gardeners to enter. | join the struggle to
keep the gardens alive.

| cannot bear to watch the flowers wither, especially my father's roses.
Every time he had traveled abroad, he'd brought back new and exotic varieties to
plant in our garden—violet roses, tangerine roses, roses that didn't even look like
roses but were so perfectly sculptured that they looked fashioned out of clay. His
favorite was a blue rose called the "rose of peace." Now the rose bushes begin to
shrivel and turn brown out of neglect.

Every morning in the lingering summer heat I'm in the garden by seven,
helping the gardeners haul the heavy canvas hoses from one bed to the next.
From the corners of the house the Frontier Forces watch me. It used to take the
staff three days to water the garden. It takes us eight. By the time we reach the
last rosebushes, the first have already begun to wilt. | will them to survive, seeing
in their struggle to live, denied adequate water and nourishment, my own
struggle to survive denied freedom.

The happiest hours of my life have been spent among the roses and the
cool shade of the fruit trees at Al-Murtaza. During the day the air carried the
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scent of the Din ka Raja, the King of the Day, the sweet white flowers which my
mother, like many Pakistani women, used to weave into her hair. At sunset, the
air filled with the scent of the Raat ki Raani, the Queen of the Night, which
sweetened the evenings we spent as a family on the terrace.

More hoses. More water. | sweep the leaves from the patio, and rake the
lawn until my arms ache. My palms become raw and blister. "Why are you doing
this to yourself?" my mother asks in concern when | slump, exhausted, by
midday. It is something to do, | tell her. But it is something more. If | work so hard
that every bone in my body is tired, then | am too tired even to think. And | don't
want to think of our lives wasting away under Martial Law.

| dig a new garden bed and plant rose cuttings, but they do not survive.
My mother is more successful with her plantings of ladyfingers, chilis, and mint.
In the evenings, | whistle to a pair of tamed cranes and am gratified when they
rush toward me, wings flapping, to take a piece of bread. Calling an animal and
having it come, planting something and having it grow, become essential. It is
proof that | exist.

When | am not working in the garden, time becomes something merely to
pass. | read and reread my grandfather's Earle Stanley Gardner books, though
the electricity is often turned off, leaving my mother and me to spend the days
and nights in darkness. There is a television set, but even when the electricity is
working there's nothing to watch. In my father's time, there were plays, films,
even soap operas on television, as well as talk shows and literacy programs to
teach the people to read. When | turn on the television now, there is almost
nothing but Zia, Zia giving another speech, discussions of Zia's speeches,
censored news programs reporting whom Zia met with or what meetings he
attended.

At 8:15 every night my mother and | tune in without fail to the BBC Urdu
report on the radio. Only on the BBC do we learn in November that the
American embassy in Islamabad has been burned to the ground by angry mobs
believing that the United States was behind the takeover of the Grand Mosque
in Mecca. As the story unfolds, my mother and | are astonished to learn that in
security-conscious and Martial Law-regulated Islamabad, buses had been
permitted to gather, pick up fundamentalist students, and deliver them to the
American embassy, which they then set on fire. The embassy had burned for
hours before the authorities, who had always turned up at the blink of an eye for
a PPP demonstration, made an appearance. The American embassy was
gutted, and one person Kkilled. A contrite Zia went on television to publicly
apologize to the Americans and offer to pay damages. But what was he playing
at? It remains a mystery to this day.

The news on the BBC a month later is even more provocative. On
December 27, 1979, Russian troops move into Afghanistan. My mother and |
stare at each other when we hear the news on the BBC, knowing the political
implications are enormous. The battle between the superpowers is now right on
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Pakistan's doorstep. If the United States wants a country which is internally
strong to meet the Soviet presence, they will move quickly to restore democracy
to Pakistan. If they decide to wait and see what happens in Afghanistan, Zia's
dictatorship will be strengthened.

America. | had experienced democracy for the first time in America, where
| spent four of the happiest years of my life. | could close my eyes now and
visualize the Harvard-Radcliffe campus, the crimsons and yellows of the trees in
the autumn, the soft blanket of snow in the winter, the excitement we all felt at
the first shoots of green in the spring. As a student at Radcliffe, however, | had
also learned firsthand the powerlessness of third world countries in the face of
the self-interest of the superpowers.

"Pak-i-stan? Where's Pak-i-stan?" my new classmates had asked me
when | first arrived at Radcliffe. "Pakistan is the largest Muslim country in the
world," | replied, sounding like a handout from our embassy. "There are two
wings of Pakistan separated by India."

"Oh, India," came the relieved response. "You're next to India."

| smarted every time | heard the reference to India, with whom we had had
two bitter wars. Pakistan was supposed to be one of America's strongest allies, a
geographical buffer against the Soviet influence in India and our other border
countries of Communist China, Afghanistan, and Iran. The United States used
our air bases in northern Pakistan for their U-2 reconnaissance flights, including
the ill-fated flight of Gary Powers in 1960. Henry Kissinger's secret flight from
Islamabad to China in 1971 was more successful, paving the way for President
Nixon's historic visit the next year. Yet Americans seemed completely unaware
even of the existence of my country.

They were also understandably unaware of the Bhuttos and | relished the
first anonymity | had had in my life. In Pakistan, the Bhutto name always brought
recognition and, with it, a sense of shyness for me. | never knew whether people
were approaching me on my own merit—or for my family's name. At Harvard, |
was on my own for the first time.

My mother had stayed with me for the first few weeks, settling me into my
room at Eliot Hall and calculating the location of Mecca so | would know in which
direction to pray. When she departed, she left behind warm woolen shalwar
khameez she had gone to great lengths to have made for me, lined with silk so
the wool wouldn't scratch.

| was attentive to her directions for prayer, but not to her wardrobe, which
was impractical in the rain and snow and set me apart from the other students. |
quickly shed the shalwar khameez and reemerged in jeans and sweatshirts from
the Harvard Coop. | let my hair grow long and straight and was flattered when my
friends in Eliot Hall told me | looked like Joan Baez. | drank gallons of apple
cider, ate unconscionable numbers of peppermint stick ice-cream cones
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sprinkled with "jimmies" from Brigham's ice cream parlor, and regularly attended
rock concerts in Boston as well as the garden parties at Professor and Mrs.
Galbraith's, my "parents-in-residence." | loved the novelty of America.

The antiwar movement was at its peak and | marched with thousands of
other students from Harvard in a Moratorium Day rally on the Boston Common
and in a huge rally in Washington, D.C., where, ironically, | caught my first whiff
of tear gas. | was nervous pinning on my "Bring the Boys Home Now" button the
first time. As a foreigner | risked deportation if | was caught taking part in any
political rally. But | had opposed the Vietnam War at home and was becoming
even more radicalized by the antiwar fever in America. The motives of my fellow
marchers and mine were strangely the same: Americans should not be involved
in an Asian civil war.

Having been to six different branches of four schools in Pakistan, |
relished the continuity of four years at Harvard. And there was so much going on.
The momentum of the women's movement was building and the Harvard
bookstore was filled with books and magazines about women, including the bible
on campus, Kate Millett's Sexual Politics, and the first issues of Ms. magazine.
Night after night my friends and | gathered to talk about our aspirations for our
futures and the definition of the new relationships we would strike with whomever
we married—if indeed we chose to get married at all. In Pakistan | had been
among the minority who didn't view marriage and family as their primary goal. At
Harvard | was amongst a sea of women who felt as unimpeded by their gender
as | did. My fledgling confidence soared and | got over the shyness that had
plagued my earlier years.

In Pakistan, my sister, brothers, and | moved within a small circle of
friends and relatives. As a result, | was uneasy in front of people | didn't know. At
Harvard, | knew no one, save for Peter Galbraith, to whom I'd been introduced at
his parents' house just before college began. To my sheltered and conservative
eye, Peter Galbraith seemed shocking. His hair was long, he was dressed in old
and untidy clothes, and he smoked cigarettes in front of his parents. He looked
more like a waif the former ambassador to India had brought home with him than
the son of a senior diplomat and respected professor. Little did | know then the
role Peter, who became a good friend, would play in my release from detention in
Pakistan fifteen years later.

But Peter was just one among thousands of students at Harvard. At first |
had to ask directions to the library, to the lecture halls, the dorms. | couldn't afford
to be tongue-tied. | had been thrown into the deep end of a strange and foreign
pool. If | were to get to the surface, | had to get there by myself.

| settled in quickly, becoming social secretary of Eliot Hall during my first
year and later going on to try out for the Harvard newspaper, The Crimson, and
to give guided tours of the campus for the Crimson Key Society. "The official
name of this building is the Center of International Affairs, but we all know what
CIA really stands for,” | would say conspiratorially to the new students,
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perpetuating the irreverent campus spirit that had so delighted me on my own
first tour. Harvard's controversial visual-arts building designed by the French
architect Le Corbusier fared no better. "The prevailing opinion is that the builder
read the plans upside down" was the standard wisecrack.

There were certain culture clashes, however, | found difficult to overcome.
| never did adjust to living in such close quarters to young men, especially after
Eliot Hall went coed in my junior year. Even finding a male undergraduate in the
laundry room was enough to cause me to postpone doing my laundry. The
problem was solved by moving to Eliot House on the Harvard campus, where my
roommate, Yolanda Kodrzycki, and | had our own suite of rooms and bathroom,
and the communal laundry room was much larger.

| had thought | wanted to study psychology. But when | discovered that the
major entailed courses in medical sciences and the dissection of animals, |
turned squeamish and chose comparative government instead. My father was
delighted, having secretly written Mary Bunting, the president of Radcliffe, to try
to steer me toward political courses. Instead Mrs. Bunting had kindly asked me
what | wanted to do with my life, never letting on that she'd heard from my father.
Comparative government certainly turned out to be a wise choice.

By studying government at Harvard | began to understand more about
Pakistan than | ever had by living there. "When a policeman holds up his hand in
the street and says 'Stop!' everybody stops. But when you or | hold up our hands
and say 'stop,' nobody stops. Why?" Professor John Womack queried the small
group of us in his freshman seminar on "revolution." "Because the policeman is
authorized by the Constitution, by the government, to enforce laws. He has the
mandate, the legitimacy to say 'stop' and you and | don't."

| remember sitting spellbound in Professor Womack's study, where | was
probably the only student who actually lived in a dictatorship. With one example,
Professor Womack had pinpointed the state of lawlessness and contempt in
Pakistan under Ayub and Yahya Khan, and later, Zia ul-Haq. The authority of
these dictators to govern was self-imposed, not a mandate from the people. |
saw clearly for the first time why the people in Pakistan saw no reason to obey
the regimes, no reason to "stop." Where there was no legitimate government,
there was anarchy.

| was hallway through my sophomore year when legitimate government
came closer to reality in Pakistan. On December 7, 1970, Yahya Khan finally
held elections, the first in thirteen years. On the other side of the world in
Cambridge, | studied all night by the telephone. When my mother called me to
say that my father and the PPP had unexpectedly swept West Pakistan,
capturing 82 of 138 seats in the National Assembly, | was exultant. In East
Pakistan, where Sheik Mujib ur-Rahman, the leader of the Awami League, had
run unopposed, Mujib had won an even greater majority. "Congratulations,"
people | had never met said to me the next day, having read of my father's
victory in the New York Times.
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My elation, however, was short-lived. Instead of working with my father
and the representatives of West Pakistan to write a new Constitution acceptable
to both wings of Pakistan, Mujib instigated an independence movement to sever
East Pakistan, or East Bengal, from the western federation completely. Time and
again my father appealed to Sheik Mujib to keep Pakistan intact, to work
together with him, a fellow civilian, to oust the military rule of Yahya. But instead
of showing flexibility and agreeing to what was a political necessity, Muijib
showed an obstinacy the logic of which to this day defies me. East Bengali
rebels heeded his call for independence by seizing the airports. Bengali citizens
refused to pay their taxes. Bengali employees of the central government went on
strike. By March, civil war was imminent.

My father continued to negotiate with Mujib, hoping to keep Pakistan
intact, hoping to spare East Pakistan the military reprisal so available to a military
regime. On March 27, 1971, he was actually in East Pakistan's capital city of
Dacca for another round of talks with Mujib when his worst fears were realized:
Yahya Khan ordered in the army to quell the insurrection. Alone in his hotel
room, my father watched Dacca go up in flames, sick at heart at the generals'
inevitable solution of force. And six thousand miles away in Cambridge, | learned
a bitter lesson.

Looting. Rape. Kidnappings. Murder. Whereas no one had cared about
Pakistan when | arrived at Harvard, now everyone did. And the condemnation of
my country was universal. At first, | refused to believe the accounts in the
Western press of atrocities being committed by our army in what the East Bengal
rebels were now calling Bangladesh. According to the government-controlled
Pakistani papers my parents sent me every week, the brief rebellion had been
quelled. What were these charges, then, that Dacca had been burned to the
ground and firing squads sent into the university to execute students, teachers,
poets, novelists, doctors, and lawyers? | shook my head in disbelief. Refugees
were reportedly fleeing by the thousands, so many of them strafed and killed by
Pakistani planes that their bodies were being used to erect roadblocks.

The stories were so extreme | didn't know what to think. The lecture we'd
been given about the dangers of rape during freshman orientation week at
Radcliffe had initially seemed as unbelievable. | had never even heard of rape
until | came to America and the very possibility of it kept me from going out alone
at night for the next four years. After the lecture, the possibility of rape at Harvard
was real to me. The rape of East Bengal was not. | found security in the official
jingoistic line in our part of the world that the reports in the Western press were
"exaggerated" and a "Zionist plot" against an Islamic state.

My classmates at Harvard were harder to convince. "Your army is
barbaric," the accusations would come. "You're slaughtering the Bengalis." "We
are not kiling the Bengalis," | would counter, my face turning blue with
indignation. "Do you believe everything you read in the newspapers?" Everyone
was turning against West Pakistan, even the people with whom | had gone door
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to door earlier in the year, collecting money for the victims of a devastating
cyclone in East Pakistan. "You people are fascist dictators," the charges
mounted. | wouldn't even try to bite my tongue, especially when | read that India
was training thousands of Bengali refugees in guerrilla warfare, then slipping
them back over the border. "We are fighting an Indian-backed insurgency," I'd
lash back. "We are fighting to hold our country together, just as you did during
your own Civil War."

There was no place to avoid condemnation, even when it was unfounded.
"Pakistan has denied the people of Bangladesh the right of self-determination,"
thundered Professor Michael Walzer in a public lecture on "War and Morality" in
the fall of my junior year. | shot to my feet in front of the two hundred other
students in the lecture hall and delivered my first political speech. "That's
completely wrong, Professor," | corrected him, my voice quivering. "The people
of Bengal exercised the right to self-determination in 1947 when they opted for
Pakistan." There was a stunned silence. But my point was historically correct.
The sadder truth, which | was refusing to face, lay in the disillusionment that had
followed the creation of East Pakistan.

How many times since have | asked God to forgive me for my ignorance. |
didn't see then that the democratic mandate for Pakistan had been grossly
violated. The majority province of East Pakistan was basically being treated as a
colony by the minority West. From revenues of more than 31 billion rupees from
East Pakistan's exports, the minority in West Pakistan had built roads, schools,
universities, and hospitals for themselves, but had developed little in the East.
The army, the largest employer in our very poor country, drew 90 percent of its
forces from West Pakistan. Eighty percent of government jobs were filled by
people from the West. The central government had even declared Urdu our
national language, a language few in East Pakistan understood, further
handicapping the Bengalis in competing for jobs in government or education. No
wonder they felt excluded and exploited.

| was also too young and naive at Harvard to understand that the
Pakistani army was capable of committing the same atrocities as any army let
loose in a civilian population. The psychology can be deadly, as it was when U.S.
forces massacred innocent civilians in My Lai in 1968. Years later, Zia's
suppression of my home province of Sindh would be no different. Members of the
armed forces can lose control and wreak havoc among civilians. They look upon
the civilians as "the enemy" to be shot or looted or raped. Yet during that terrible
spring of 1971, | clung to my childish image of the heroic Pakistani soldiers who
had fought so valiantly during the 1965 war against India. It was an image that
was to die slowly and painfully.

"Pakistan is passing through a terrible ordeal," my father wrote me in a
long letter which was later expanded and published as a book called The Great
Tragedy. "The nightmare of Pakistanis killing Pakistanis is not yet over. Blood is
still being spilled. The situation has become greatly complicated by the
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aggressive involvement of India. Pakistan will live purposely forever if we survive
the turmoil of today; otherwise catastrophic convulsions will lead to total ruin."

The catastrophic convulsions came on the morning of December 3, 1971.
"No!" | cried in Eliot Hall, throwing down the newspaper. Under the guise of
establishing order so that the steady stream of refugees pouring into India could
be reversed, the Indian army invaded East Pakistan and struck at West Pakistan
as well. Sophisticated Soviet-made missiles were sinking our warships at their
moorings in Karachi Harbor. Indian planes were strafing the city's vital
installations. Our weapons were so outdated, we couldn't even fight back. Now
the very existence of my country was being threatened.

"You are lucky not to be here," Samiya wrote me from Karachi. "There are
air strikes every night and we have had to put black paper on the windows to
block any light. The schools and universities are closed, so there is nothing to do
all day but worry. As usual, the newspapers are telling us nothing. We didn't even
know India had invaded East Pakistan until somebody knocked on our gate and
yelled. There's war! There's war!" Now the seven o'clock news says we are
winning, but the BBC Asia broadcast says we are being crushed. The BBC is
also reporting terrible crimes committed by the army in East Pakistan. Have you
heard anything about that?

"Your brother Shah Nawaz is the most excited thirteen-year-old in Karachi.
He has joined the Civil Defense and patrols the neighborhood every night on his
motorbike, telling everyone to put out their lights. The rest of us are terrified. |
was at your house with Sanam during one strike, and your mother took us into
the downstairs dining room, where there are no windows. At home, I'm sleeping
with my mother we're both so nervous. Three bombs have fallen just across the
street from our house but luckily they didn't explode. Our garden is full of glass.

"The Indian planes fly so close to the windows that you can actually see
the pilots! But none of our air force seems to be striking back. Three nights ago
the explosions were so loud | thought they'd bombed our neighbor's house. |
went up on the roof and the whole sky was pink. | found out the next morning that
the oil terminals in Karachi Harbor had been hit by missiles. The fires are still
burning. We are waiting for help from the Americans."

Military help from America never arrived. Though Pakistan had a defense
treaty with the United States, the arrangement suffered from mistaken identity.
The Americans were prepared to defend us from their enemy, the Soviet Union.
But Pakistan's real threat had always been India.

In the crisis of 1971, President Nixon eschewed military intervention for
safer diplomatic maneuvers, ordering what came to be called America's "tilt"
toward Pakistan. On December 4th, the second day of what turned out to be a
thirteen-day war, the U.S. State Department placed the blame for the hostilities
squarely on India's shoulders. On December 5th the United States sponsored a
cease-fire resolution in the United Nations Security Council. On December 6th,
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the Nixon administration suspended more than $85 million worth of development
loans promised to India.

But these maneuvers proved to be insufficient. A week after India's
invasion, Dacca, our last stronghold, was about to fall. Indian troops had also
crossed the border into West Pakistan. Facing total defeat on the battlefield and
the overrun of our country, Yahya Khan turned to the one elected leader in
Pakistan who, as such, had the authority and credibility to save Pakistan: my
father.

"I am coming to the United Nations. Meet me in New York at the Hotel
Pierre on December 9th," the message read from my father.

"Do you think Pakistan will get a fair hearing at the United Nations?" my
father asked me when | met him in New York.

"Of course. Papa," | said with the certainty of an eighteen-year-old. "No
one can deny that India, in violation of international law, has invaded and
occupied another country."

"And do you think the Security Council will condemn India and insist on a
withdrawal of her forces?"

"How can't they?" | answered incredulously. "It would be a travesty of their
mandate as an international peacekeeping organization to sit by while thousands
are being slaughtered and a country dismembered."

"You may be a good student of international law, Pinkie, and | hesitate to
disagree with a Harvard undergraduate," he said mildly. "But you don't know
anything about power politics."

Images from the four futile days my father tried to save a united Pakistan
still stand clearly in my mind.

| am sitting two rows behind him in the Security Council. One hundred four
countries in the General Assembly as well as the United States and China have
voted to condemn India, but under the threat of a Soviet veto, the five permanent
members of the Security Council can't even agree on a cease-fire. After seven
sessions on the Indian-Pakistan conflict and a dozen draft resolutions, the
Security Council has not adopted one. Everything that my father has taught me
about the manipulation of third world countries by the superpowers is being
played out in this one room. Pakistan is defenseless in the face of superpower
self-interest.

"December 11. 5:40. Our army is fighting heroically but without air and
naval support and facing a 6:1 ratio, it cannot last longer than 36 hours from
yesterday," read the notes | scribble on Hotel Pierre stationery. My notes the next
day are just as devastating. "6:30 a.m. Ambassador Shahnawaz called to say
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situation grim. Only answer is Chinese intervention with Americans putting
screws on the Russians to prevent them from intervening. Papa sent telegram to
Islamabad saying hold on for 72, not 36, hours. General Niazi [the commander of
our army in East Pakistan] says will go forward to the last man."

On December 12th, my father calls on the Security Council for a cease-
fire, the withdrawal of Indian forces from Pakistani territory, the stationing of U.N.
forces, and the means to ensure that no reprisals take place in East Pakistan.
But his pleas fall on deaf ears. Instead | listen in disbelief to an hour-long debate
on whether the Security Council should convene the next morning at 9:30 or at
the more leisurely hour of eleven. Meanwhile, Pakistan as we know it is dying.

"We must get Yahya to open the western front," my father says urgently to
the Pakistani delegation in our hotel room. "An offensive in the West will draw the
concentration of Indian troops from the East and relieve pressure there. Without
that pressure, we are in great danger of losing all of Pakistan." | place a call to
Yahya Khan in Pakistan for my father, but Yahya's military aide tells me the
president is sleeping and can't be disturbed. My father grabs the phone. "There's
a war going on! Wake up the president!" he shouts. "He must open the western
front. We must relieve pressure on the East immediately."

A Western journalist reports that General Niazi has surrendered to the
Indians in East Pakistan. My father loses his temper with Yahya altogether.
"Rescind the rumors!" my father shouts over the phone to Pakistan to Yahya's
military secretary because Yahya is still unavailable. "How can | negotiate a
favorable settlement if | have nothing to bargain with?"

The phones at the Pierre ring nonstop. One afternoon | take a call from
U.S. Secretary of State Henry Kissinger on one line, and one from Huang Hua,
chairman of the delegation from the People's Republic of China, on another.
Henry Kissinger is very worried that the Chinese will intervene militarily on the
side of Pakistan. My father is worried that the Chinese won't. While Papa is
planning to ask Yahya to fly to Peking as a last resort, Henry Kissinger, | read
later, is meeting with the Chinese in CIA "safe houses" all over New York.

The Soviet delegation comes and goes from my father's suite. The
Chinese come and go. So does the United States delegation, headed by George
Bush. "My son is up at Harvard too. Call me if you ever need anything,"
Ambassador Bush tells me, handing me his card. Through it all | sit by the phone
in the bedroom, taking down real messages, relaying false ones.

"Interrupt the meetings," my father tells me. "If the Soviets are here, tell
me the Chinese are calling. If the Americans are here, tell me that the Russians
are on the line or the Indians. And don't tell anyone who really is here. One of the
fundamental lessons of diplomacy is to create doubt: Never lay all your cards on
the table." | follow his instructions but not his lesson. | always lay my cards on the
table.
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The diplomatic card playing in New York, however, all comes to an abrupt
end. Yahya does not open the western front, the military regime having already
psychologically conceded the loss of East Pakistan and lost heart. The Chinese
do not intervene, in spite of their statements of military support. And the rumor of
our premature surrender leaves a damaging legacy, even after the error is
corrected. The Indians now know our military commanders in East Pakistan want
to give up the fight. So do the five permanent members of the Security Council.
Dacca is about to fall.

On December 15th | take my accustomed seat behind my father in the
Security Council when his patience with the do-nothing strategy of the members
wears out. "There is no such thing as a neutral animal. You take positions," he
charges them, especially Britain and France, who out of their own interests on
the subcontinent had abstained in the voting. "You have to either be on the side
of justice or on the side of injustice, you have to be either on the side of the
aggressor or the aggressed. There is no such thing as neutrality."

As his impassioned words fill the chamber, | learn the lesson of
acquiescence versus defiance. With the superpowers dead set against Pakistan,
the prudent course would be acquiescence. But giving in to the superpowers
would mean becoming a party to the act. "Impose any decision, have a treaty
worse than the treaty of Versailles, legalize aggression, legalize occupation,
legalize everything that has been illegal up to December 15th, 1971. | will not be
a party to it," my father is thundering. "You can take your Security Council. | am
going." And with that, he rises to his feet and strides out of the room. Hastily |
collect my papers and through the stunned silence follow him out with the rest of
the Pakistani delegation.

The Washington Post termed my father's performance in the Security
Council "living theater." But for us it was a real dilemma affecting the future of our
country, if there was going to be a country called Pakistan at all. "Even if we
surrender militarily in Dacca, we must not be part of a political surrender," he said
to me later while we walked the streets of New York. "By walking out, | wanted to
make clear that though we can be physically crushed, our national will and pride
cannot be."

My father was very upset as we walked and walked, seeing the
devastating repercussions ahead for Pakistan. "Had there been a negotiated
political settlement, perhaps a political referendum under the auspices of the
U.N., the people of East Pakistan could have voted whether to remain part of
Pakistan or to become the separate country of Bangladesh. Now Pakistan will
have to face the shame of surrender to India. There will be a terrible price to

pay."

The next morning, my father began his journey back to Pakistan. |
returned to Cambridge. And Dacca fell. The loss of Bangladesh was a terrible
blow to Pakistan. Our common religion of Islam, which we always believed would
transcend the one thousand miles of India which separated East and West

‘ Daughter of Destiny, Copyright © www.bhutto.org 50




Pakistan, failed to keep us together. Our faith in our very survival as a country
was shaken, the bonds between the four provinces of West Pakistan strained
almost to breaking. Morale was never lower, compounded by Pakistan's actual
surrender to India.

As television cameras focused in, General Niazi approached his Indian
counterpart, General Aurora, on the race course at Dacca. | couldn't believe my
eyes when | saw General Niazi exchange swords with the conqueror of Dacca,
an old classmate from Sandhurst, and embrace him. Embrace him! Even the
Nazis did not surrender in such a humiliating manner. As commander of a
defeated army, Niazi would have acted far more honorably if he had shot himself.

When my father landed in Islamabad, the city was in flames. Angry mobs
were even torching the liquor stores that had supposedly supplied Yahya Khan
and the members of his regime. Watching Pakistan's surrender to India on TV
after weeks of the regime's claims that Pakistan was winning the war sent huge
crowds in Karachi to storm the television station and try to burn it down. And
bellicose editorials in the Indian press threatened further devastation to Pakistan,
claiming our country was "an artificial nation which should never have come into
being."

On December 20, 1971, four days after the fall of Dacca, the people's fury
forced Yahya Khan to step down. And my father, being the elected leader of the
largest parliamentary group in Pakistan, became the new president. Ironically,
since there was no Constitution, he had to be sworn in as the first civilian in
history to ever head a Martial Law administration.

At Harvard | was no longer known as Pinkie from Pakistan, but as Pinkie
Bhutto, the daughter of the president of Pakistan. But my pride at Papa's
accomplishments was compromised by the shame of our surrender and the price
Pakistan had paid. In the two weeks of the war, one-quarter of our air force had
been downed. Half our navy had been sunk. Our treasury was empty. Not only
was East Pakistan gone, but the Indian army had captured 5,000 square miles of
our land in the West and taken 93,000 of our men prisoners of war. Pakistan
could not last, many were predicting. The united Pakistan that Mohammed Ali
Jinnah had founded after the partition of India in 1947 died with the emergence of
Bangladesh.

Simla, June 28, 1972. A summit between my father, the president of
Pakistan, and Indira Gandhi, the prime minister of India. The future of the entire
subcontinent depended on its outcome. And again, my father wanted me to be
there. "Whatever the result, this meeting will be a turning point in Pakistan's
history," he told me the week after | returned from my junior year at Harvard for
summer vacation. "l want you to witness it firsthand."

If the atmosphere had been tense six months before at the United
Nations, it was strained to the breaking point at Simla. My father was coming to
the negotiating table with Indira Gandhi empty-handed. India held all the
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bargaining cards—our prisoners of war, the threat of war trials, and five thousand
square miles of our territory. On the presidential plane to Chandigarh in the
Indian state of Punjab, my father and the senior members of the Pakistani
delegation were somber. Would tensions ease between our two countries at
Simla? Could we make peace with India? Or was our country doomed?

"Everyone will be looking for signs of how the meetings are progressing,
so be extra careful," my father advised me on the plane. "You must not smile and
give the impression you are enjoying yourself while our soldiers are still in Indian
prisoner-of-war camps. You must not look grim, either, which people can
interpret as a sign of pessimism. They must have no reason to say: 'Look at her
face. The meetings are obviously a failure. The Pakistanis have lost their nerve.
They have no chance of success and are going to make concessions.""

"So how should | look?" | asked him.

"I've already told you. Don't look sad and don't look happy," my father said.
"That's very difficult."

"It's not difficult at all."

For once he was wrong. It was very difficult to maintain a neutral face as
we transferred to the helicopter at Chandigarh that was to take us to the hill
station of Simla, the former summer capital of the British raj in the Himalayan
foothills. It was even more difficult when we landed there on a football pitch and,
under the scrutiny of television cameras, were greeted by Mrs. Gandhi herself.
How tiny she was, much smaller than she seemed in the countless photographs |
had seen of her. And how elegant, even in the raincoat she wore over her sari
under the threatening skies. "As-Salaam 0 alaikum," | said to her, our Muslim
greeting of peace. "Namaste, greetings," she replied with a smile. | gave her
what | hoped was a noncommittal half-smile in return.

During the next five days, my father and the other members of the
Pakistani delegation were on a roller coaster of emotions. "The talks are going
well," a delegate told me halfway through the first session. "It doesn't look good,"
another told me that evening. The next day was an even wilder ride of optimism
followed by pessimism. Acting from a position of strength, Mrs. Gandhi was
insisting on a package settlement, including India's claim on the disputed state of
Kashmir. The Pakistani delegation wanted a step-by-step approach, settling
separately the issues of the territory, the prisoners, and our dispute over
Kashmir. Any sellout by Pakistan under pressure would be unacceptable to the
people of Pakistan and heighten the chances of a new war.

But while the negotiating teams were deadlocked, a phenomenon was
taking place on the streets. Every time | left the Himachal Bhavan, the former
residence of the British governors of Punjab where we were staying, people lined
the streets to stare at me. Cheering crowds began to follow me everywhere: past
the old cottages and country gardens planted by nostalgic British, on my
arranged visits to a doll museum, a handicrafts center, tinned fruit factories, a
dance program at a convent where | ran into several of my old teachers from the
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convent in Murree. When | walked down the Mall, where officials of the Imperial
Government had once promenaded with their wives, the crowds grew so huge
that the traffic had to be stopped. It made me feel quite uncomfortable. What had
| done to draw such attention?

Letters and telegrams piled up welcoming me to India. One even
suggested my father appoint me ambassador to India! Journalists and feature
writers scrambled to interview me and | was invited to speak on All India Radio.
To my chagrin, my clothes became a national fashion event, an embarrassment
to me not only because they were all borrowed from Samiya's sister, my own
wardrobe consisting mostly of informal khameez and jeans and sweatshirts, but
because | considered clothes irrelevant. | fancied myself more of a Harvard
intellectual whose mind was occupied with the serious questions of war and
peace, but the press persisted in asking me question after question about my
clothes. "Fashions are a bourgeois pastime," | finally said in exasperation to one
interviewer. But the story the next day had me blazing a new fashion path.

My father and the others among the Pakistani delegation couldn't
understand either why | was receiving so much attention. "You must be a
diversion from the seriousness of the issues here," my father decided one
morning, looking at the front-page picture in the newspaper of me waving at a
crowd. "Better be careful," he teased me. "You look like Mussolini."

His diversion theory was probably right. The talks were being conducted in
total secrecy, leaving the legions of international press gathered in Simla with
little to focus on, save me. But | felt my overwhelming reception also represented
something else.

| symbolized a new generation. | had never been an Indian. | had been
born in independent Pakistan. | was free of the complexes and prejudices which
had torn Indians and Pakistanis apart in the bloody trauma of partition. Perhaps
the people were hoping that a new generation could avoid the hostility that had
now led to three wars, burying the bitter past of our parents and grandparents to
live together as friends. And | certainly felt it possible as | walked the warm and
welcoming streets of Simla. Did we have to be divided by walls of hatred or could
we, like the once-warring countries of Europe, come to terms with each other?

The answer to that question lay deep inside the paneled conference
rooms of the British Raj buildings where the long and weary hours of negotiating
were going nowhere. My father extended his stay, hoping for a breakthrough. But
he wasn't optimistic. The Indians continued to refuse to even acknowledge
Pakistan's position on Kashmir: a plebiscite to allow the Kashmiris themselves to
decide which country they wished to join. And he was having difficulty with Mrs.
Gandhi. Though he had been a great admirer of her father, Prime Minister
Jawaharlal Nehru, Mrs. Gandhi, my father felt, did not have the vision and ideals
of her father which had enabled him to build India into a country of international
respect.
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| was not at all sure myself about Mrs. Gandhi. At the small working dinner
she had given for our delegation on June 30th, she kept staring at me, which
made me quite nervous. | had followed her political career closely and admired
her perseverance. After her selection as prime minister in 1966, the warring
members of the Indian congress thought they had selected a malleable and
token leader and had called her goongi goriya, dumb doll, behind her back. But
this silk-and-steel woman had outmaneuvered them all. To steady my nerves at
the dinner, | tried to make conversation with her, but she was very reticent. There
was a cold aloofness about her and a tense-ness which only eased when she
smiled.

My nerves were also unsettled by the fact that | was wearing a silk sari my
mother had loaned me. Even though she had given me a lesson in wrapping the
yards of material securely around me, | was nervous that it would suddenly
unravel. All | could remember was the story of my Auntie Mumtaz's sari in a
supermarket in Germany. The hem had got caught in the escalator and her sari
had unraveled until someone finally stopped the escalator. That memory didn't
help. And Mrs. Gandhi kept on staring.

Perhaps she was recalling the diplomatic missions on which she had
accompanied her own father, | thought to myself. Was she seeing herself in me,
a daughter of another statesman? Was she remembering the love of a daughter
for her father, a father for his daughter? She was so small and frail. Where did
her famed ruthlessness come from? She had defied her father to marry a Parsi
politician of whom he had not approved. Their marriage had not worked and they
ended up living separate lives. Now both her father and her husband were dead.
Was she lonely?

| wondered also if perhaps the presence of the Pakistani delegation in
Simla sparked more historical memories. It was in this very city that her father
had met with Mohammed Ali Jinnah and Liaquat Ali Khan to carve out the
boundaries of the new state of Muslim Pakistan from Hindu India. Now, as prime
minister herself, she could ensure the survival of that separate Muslim state. Or
she could try to destroy it. Which way would she go? The answer came four days
later.

"Pack," my father said to me on July 2nd. "We're going home tomorrow."

"Without an agreement?" | asked.

"Without an agreement," he said. "lI'd rather go back to Pakistan with no
agreement than one imposed by India. The Indians think | can't afford to go home
without a treaty and will therefore give in to their demands. But I'm calling their
bluff. I'd rather face disillusionment in Pakistan than a treaty which sells out our
country."

A gloom fell over the exhausted delegation in Himachal Bhavan. Only the
shuffling of papers being packed up broke the silence. All that was left was the
courtesy call my father was going to pay on Mrs. Gandhi at 4:30 and the dinner
our delegation was hosting for the Indians that night. Then we would be off to
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Islamabad.

| was sitting on the floor of my bedroom when my father suddenly
appeared in the doorway. "Don't tell anybody," he said with a new gleam in his
eyes, "but I'm going to use this protocol visit to try one last time with Mrs. Gandhi.
| have an idea. But don't be disappointed if there are no results." And he was
gone.

| kept going to the window to watch for his return, looking out at the mist
that blurred the pine trees on the hills, the curving mountain roads, the wooden
lodges. Simla was so like Murree, yet the people who lived on either side of the
border couldn't even visit the other. And suddenly my father was back.

"Hope has returned," he said with a huge smile. "We'll get the agreement,
Insha'allah."

"How did you do it, Papa?" | asked him as the somber silence in the house
lifted to be replaced by the humming sound of one delegate passing on the news
to another.

"l saw that she was very tense during our visit," my father told me. "After
all, failure was not only a setback for us, but for her, too. Both our political
opponents would use it against us. She kept fiddling with her handbag and gave
the impression that her tongue did not relish the taste of the hot tea in her cup.
So | took a deep breath and talked nonstop for half an hour."

We are both democratic leaders with a mandate from our people, my
father had told her. We can take the region to a peace which has eluded it since
partition or we can fail, deepening the already existing wounds. Military
conquests are part of history, but it is statesmanship which finds an enduring
place in it. Statesmanship requires looking to the future and making concessions
at the moment for the rewards they will reap. As the victor, it is India, not
Pakistan, who must make those concessions for the reward of peace.

"Did she agree?" | asked my father with mounting excitement.
"She didn't disagree," he said, lighting a cigar. "She said she would consult her
personal advisers and let us know at the dinner tonight."

How we all got through the banquet toasts, the speeches, the
pleasantries, | will never know. This time | was the one to keep glancing at Mrs.
Gandhi, but could read nothing from her face. After dinner, my father and Mrs.
Gandhi went into a small side sitting room while their negotiating teams went into
the billiard room, the largest room available. They used the billiard table as a
massive desk. Whenever they completed a point, or had a disagreement, one of
the delegates would take the papers into the sitting room to elicit a "yes" or "no"
from the two leaders.

The drafts and re-drafts, amendments and modifications, took hours. The
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house got more and more crowded with journalists, television cameramen, and
representatives from both countries. | kept coming and going from the press of
people downstairs to my bedroom upstairs. "Anything happened yet?" |
periodically called from the staircase. Because no announcement could be made
unless it was official, the Pakistani delegation devised a code to enable them to
know how things were going. "If there is an agreement, we'll say a boy has been
born. If there is no agreement, we'll say a girl has been born." "How
chauvinistic," | commented, but no one was listening.

"Make sure you're downstairs if and when an agreement is signed," my
father had said to me before going into the sitting room. "It will be a historic
moment." As it turned out, | was upstairs in my bedroom when "Larka hai! Larka
hai! A boy has been born! A boy has been born!" rang out through the house at
12:40 A.M. | ran downstairs but in the crush of journalists and television crews, |
couldn't get into the room in time to see my father and Mrs. Gandhi sign what
would become known as the Simla Accord. But what did it matter? The longest
lasting peace on the subcontinent had been ushered in.

The Simla Accord returned the five thousand square miles taken from us
by India. It laid the foundation for the restoration of communication and trade
between our two countries and did not prejudice the stand of Pakistan or India on
the Jammu and Kashmir disputes. The Accord also paved the way for the return
of our prisoners of war without the humiliation of the war trials that Mujib was
threatening in Bangladesh. But it didn't provide for their immediate return.

"Mrs. Gandhi agreed to return either the prisoners of war or the territory,"
my father said to me when he came upstairs later. "Why do you think | chose the
territory?"

"l really don't know, Papa," | said, quite shocked. "The people in Pakistan
would have been much happier if the prisoners had been freed."

"And they will be freed," he assured me. "Prisoners are a human problem.
The magnitude is increased when there are 93,000 of them. It would be inhuman
for India to keep them indefinitely. And it will also be a problem to keep on
feeding and housing them. Territory, on the other hand, is not a human problem.
Territory can be assimilated. Prisoners cannot. The Arabs have still not
succeeded in regaining the territory lost in the 1967 war. But the capturing of land
doesn't cry out for international attention the same way prisoners do."

Returning without an agreement to free the prisoners was a hard decision
for my father to make and, predictably, there were many protests from their
families and opposing Pakistani politicians. Perhaps the Indian side was banking
on the inevitable turmoil to force him to capitulate. But he didn't. And all 93,000
POWs were released after Pakistan's recognition of Bangladesh in 1974.

As we flew back to Rawalpindi on July 3rd, the mood was jubilant, a far
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cry from the somberness that had accompanied us to India. Thousands of people
were at the airport to welcome my father as we stepped onto the red carpet.
"Today is a great day," my father addressed the crowd. "There has been a great
victory. This is not my victory. Nor is it a victory of Mrs. Gandhi's. It is a victory for
the people of Pakistan and India who have won peace after three wars."

On July 4, 1972, the Simla Accord won the unanimous approval of the
National Assembly, even the opposition joining in the tributes. The Simla Accord
still stands today.

Unfortunately, the Constitution of 1973, Pakistan's first democratic
constitution framed by genuinely elected representatives of the people, does not.
While our whole family watched from the prime minister's box in the National
Assembly a year later on August 14, 1973, the National Assembly unanimously
adopted the Islamic charter which, unbelievably, had been supported by national
consensus, by our regional and religious leaders, and by my father's opposition.
As the majority representative of the National Assembly, my father became the
prime minister of Pakistan.

Until Zia overthrew my father and suspended the Constitution four years
later, the people of Pakistan enjoyed the first Constitution in Pakistan's history to
introduce fundamental human rights and ensure their protection. The
Constitution of 1973 forbade discrimination on the basis of race, sex, and
religion. It guaranteed the independence of the judiciary and its separation from
the executive. The first representative government of Pakistan finally had the
legal framework to govern, the sanctioned authority that Professor Womack had
brought home to me so clearly in his seminar.

As | prepared to leave Harvard in the spring of 1973, the strength of the
United States Constitution was being graphically demonstrated. In spite of the
balmy weather and the Frisbee games in Harvard Yard, many of us were rooted
to the televised Watergate hearings. My God, | thought. The American people
are removing their president through democratic, constitutional means. Even a
powerful president like Richard Nixon, who had put an end to the Vietham War
and opened the pathway to China, could not escape the law of his land. | had
read Locke, Rousseau, and John Stuart Mill on the nature of society and the
state, the need to guarantee the rights of the people. But theory was one thing.
Seeing it unfold in practice was quite another.

The Watergate process left me with a profound sense of the importance of
nationally accepted laws, rather than whimsical or arbitrary laws imposed by
individuals. When President Nixon resigned his office a year later in August
1974, the succession of power was smooth and peaceful. The leaders in a
democracy like America's might come and go, but the U.S. Constitution
remained. We would not be so fortunate in Pakistan.

As graduation grew near at Harvard, | grew increasingly sad at the thought
of leaving Cambridge, of leaving America, | had been accepted at Oxford, as had
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several of my friends, including Peter Gal-braith, but | didn't want to go. | knew
my way around Cambridge and Boston and had finally mastered the subway
routes on the MTA. | knew and understood the people. | could go on to the
Fletcher School of Law and Diplomacy at Tufts before returning to Pakistan, |
pleaded with my father. But he was adamant that | go on to Oxford. Four years in
one place is more than enough, he wrote me. If you stay longer in America, you
will begin to put down roots there. It is time for you to move on.

For the first time | felt my father was pushing me. But what could | do? It
was he, after all, who was paying my tuition and expenses. | had no choice. And |
was a practical person.

My mother came to graduation and she and my brother Mir, who had just
finished his first year at Harvard, helped me pack. My roommate, Yolanda
Kodrzycki, and | gave away our furniture and took down our posters. Our suite
looked bare, as did Harvard Yard and the shelves at the Coop bookstore. Maybe
it was time to move on.

As the plane lifted off from Logan Airport, | strained to catch my last
glimpse of the Boston skyline. Shopping at Filene's Basement. Eating at the
communal tables at Durgin Park. Going to the Casablanca to forget our hockey
loss to Boston University. Man had reached the moon and | had seen the moon
dust at M.I.T. With the lyrics to a Peter, Paul, and Mary song—"I'm leaving on a
jet plane, don't know when ['ll be back again"—running through my mind, | flew
home to Pakistan.
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4

REFLECTIONS FROM
AL-MURTAZA:

The Dreaming Spires
of Oxford

In our third month of detention at Al-Murtaza, my ear starts to bother me
again. Click. Click. The noises begin as they had during an earlier detention in
1978. Then the doctor called in by the Martial Law authorities in Karachi had
diagnosed the problem as a sinus condition aggravated by the plane flights I'd
taken every two weeks to visit my father in jail, and he'd cauterized the inside of
my nose to open the eustachian tube. Now, | start to feel the familiar buzzing in
my ear and the buildup of pressure. The local doctor visits, but the noises
continue. | ask the jail authorities to bring the doctor who had operated on me in
Karachi. I'm surprised when they bring in someone | don't know instead. He is
gentle and has a soothing voice. "Relax. You have been under a lot of stress," he
consoles me as he examines my ear.

"Ouch!" | cry out. "You're hurting me."
"You're just imagining it," he replies. "I'm just taking a look inside your ear."

When | wake up the next morning, there are three drops of blood on my
pillow. "You've perforated your eardrum. You must have done it with a hairpin,"
the doctor says when he returns. Hairpin? Why would | put a hairpin in my ear?
He writes out a prescription for two drugs, sedatives which he tells me to take
three times a day to relax me and make the clicking go away. But all the pills do
is make me sleep, and when I'm awake I'm depressed. My mother is shocked
when by the third day | no longer get up at sunrise to go into the garden, care to
take my meals, or even brush my teeth. She gets so upset she throws the
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medicine away.

For days afterward, the pain comes and goes while the noises increase.
Click. Click. Click. Click. | can't sleep, can't get any peace at all. Has the regime's
doctor deliberately punctured my eardrum, or was it a mistake? Click. Click.
Click. My ear feels full and | cannot hear properly.

| try to distract myself during the day by working harder in the garden.
Sweat trickles through the hole in my eardrum. Water from the showers | take
seeps into my ear. | don't realize, and was not told by the doctor, that | should
keep my ear dry, that water going into a perforated ear can make it septic. Click.
Click.

Unable to sleep at night, | walk around inside Al-Murtaza. Like 70 Clifton,
Al-Murtaza has been raided so many times that everything either has been
moved or has vanished. My father's collection of antique guns passed down from
my great-grandfather has been impounded by the regime and sealed in a
storeroom in the garden. The Martial Law authorities come to Al-Murtaza every
week to see if the storeroom seal has been tampered with, as if they expect my
mother and me to blast our way out with antique muskets.

| pass the now-empty gun room which we used as a family dining room
and go on to the wood-paneled billiard room where my brothers used to
challenge my friends visiting me from Oxford. A small ceramic of a fat Chinese
man surrounded by many children is sitting on a table in the billiard room, though
it belongs in the drawing room. | pick it up to return it. My father loved the
figurine, often joking that he wanted enough children to make up a cricket team,
but educating eleven children in the modern world was too expensive, so he'd
settled on the four of us.

Oxford, Oxford, Oxford, he'd drummed into all of us. Oxford was one of the
best and most respected universities in the world. English history took root from
Oxford. English literature, the Church, the monarchy, the Parliament, all had
some connection with Oxford. American education was very good, he'd allowed,
but was conducted in a more relaxed manner. Oxford would give us all a new
horizon and a sense of discipline. He'd entered all four of us at birth. As the
oldest, | was the only one who had the luxury of completing my Oxford education
before the coup derailed our lives. Mir left Oxford shortly after the beginning of
his second year to fight for my father's life in London, while Sanam never got
there at all. My years in my father's beloved alma mater meant a great deal to
him.

"| feel a strange sensation in imagining you walking on the footprints | left
behind at Oxford over twenty-two years ago," my father wrote me from the prime
minister's house in Rawalpindi soon after | arrived at Oxford in the fall of 1973. "I
was happy by your presence at Radcliffe, but since | was not at Harvard, | could
not picture you there through the same camera. Here | see your presence like
mine in flesh and blood, over every cobble of the streets of Oxford, over every
step you take on the frozen stone ladders, through every portal of learning you
enter. Your being at Oxford is a dream come true. We pray and hope that this
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dream turned into reality will grow into a magnificent career in the service of your
people."

He had been far happier at Oxford than, at first, | was. Unlike Harvard,
where my roommate and | had had our own suite of rooms, my single room at
Lady Margaret Hall was tiny with a communal bathroom down the passageway. |
missed having my own telephone, and had to rely instead on Oxford's antiquated
message system, which generally took two days. And | found the English
reserved compared to my friends at Harvard, who had been instantly friendly. For
weeks | sought out the company of my American classmates who had come on
to Oxford. But my father kept after me, sending me a print of ancient Rome which
had hung in his room at Christ Church in 1950. "Before you went to Oxford this
print could not have had any meaning for you," he wrote from Al-Murtaza. "Now |
am sending it to you in case you want to keep it in your room." | hung it on my
wall, warming to the sense of continuity that now stretched from the dust of
Pakistan to the clean-swept streets of Oxford.

My father had warned me that compared to Harvard, Oxford would teach
me to work under pressure. As | struggled to write the required two essays a
week for my tutorials in politics, philosophy, and economics, | had to admit he
was right. He was right as well in urging me to join the Oxford Union.

Of all the various societies at Oxford, and there were many, ranging from
socialist, conservative, and liberal political clubs to those focusing on rowing and
beagling, the most well known was the Oxford Union Debating Society.
Established in 1823 and modeled on the House of Commons, the Union was
seen as the training ground for future politicians. | had no intention of becoming a
politician, having seen firsthand the pressures and strains of life in politics. | was
aiming for a career in Pakistan's Foreign Service. Nevertheless, | joined the
Oxford Union to please my father.

Aside from fulfilling my father's wishes, | was drawn by the art of debate.
The power of oratory had always been a great force on the Asian subcontinent,
where so many were illiterate. Millions had been swayed by the words of
Mahatma Gandhi, Jawaharlal Nehru, Mohammed Ali Jinnah, and, indeed, my
father. Storytelling, poetry, and oratory were part of our tradition. | didn't realize
then that my experience gained in the polite and paneled walls of the Oxford
Union would translate into speaking before millions in the fields of Pakistan.

For the three years | read PPE and the fourth year | returned to take
Oxford's course in international law and diplomacy, the Oxford Union was one of
the most important and pleasant focal points of my life. Its gardens and building
in the center of Oxford with a restaurant in the cellar, two libraries, and a billiard
room became as familiar to me as the rooms at Al-Murtaza. In the debating hall
we listened to speakers ranging from the feminist author Germaine Greer to the
trade unionist Arthur Scargil. Two former British prime ministers came during my
time at the Oxford Union, Lord Harold Macmillan and Edward Heath. Student
speakers dressed in formal clothes with carnations in their lapels, forcing me out
of my jeans and into the silks of Anna Belinda. After candlelit dinners, we set to
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warring with words.

What tricks life plays on us. The first speech | was asked to give in the
main debating chamber under the busts of such former British statesmen as
Gladstone and Macmillan concerned the constitutional, not armed, removal of an
elected head of state. "That this house would impeach Nixon" was the motion,
which | was asked by the Union's president to propose.

"It is a paradox that a man who ran for the presidency on the issue of law
and order did his best to break the law and cause disorder in the length and
breadth of his country," | began my argument. "But then American history is
replete with paradoxes. Let me tell you the story of George Washington and his
father. When young George's father found somebody had cut down his cherry
tree, he was absolutely furious and wanted to know who did it. Bravely, young
George stepped forward and said, 'Father, | cannot tell a lie. | did it." Well,
Americans began with a president who couldn't tell a lie and now they have one
who can't tell the truth."

With all the easy conviction of a twenty-year-old, | outlined the charges of
impeachable offenses against the American president, including his violation in
Vietnam of the war-making powers of Congress and the secret bombings of
Cambodia, his antedating the gift of his vice-presidential papers so as to claim a
tax deduction, and his alleged involvement with the Watergate cover-up and the
mysterious erasure of his secretary's tapes.

"Make no mistake, my friends," | concluded. "These charges are serious.
Nixon has consistently considered himself above the law, able to do as he
pleases. The last English sovereign to do so lost his head. We are proposing a
less drastic but no less effective surgery. It is said that Nixon once went to see a
psychiatrist who told him: '"You're not paranoid, Mr. President. You really are
hated.' Today Nixon is not only hated, but he has lost all credibility. By losing
credibility with his people, Nixon has lost his moral authority to lead the American
nation. This is the tragedy of Nixon and America."

Codes of law. Credibility. Moral authority. All these democratic principles
which | took for granted during my years in the West would be lost in Pakistan.
The motion to impeach President Nixon carried by a vote of 345 to 2 in the
Oxford Union. Guns, not votes, would overthrow my father in Pakistan.

But Pakistan seemed far away when | was at Oxford. Just as my father
had predicted, the light, happy years among the dreaming spires of Oxford
became the best years of my life. Friends took me punting on the Cherwell River,
and for picnics on the shaded greens of Blenheim Palace near Woodstock. Other
weekends we drove in the yellow MGB convertible my father had given me as a
graduation present from Radcliffe to watch Shakespeare at Stratford-on-Avon, or
to London, where | satisfied my craving for American peppermint stick ice cream
at the newly opened branch of Baskin-Robbins. During "eights week," when
rowing crews from each college raced each other up the river, we all joined the
garden parties held at the college boathouses, the men dressed in boaters and
blazers, the women in hats and long flowered dresses. We took exams "sub
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fusc," wearing the traditional white shirts, black skirts, and black sleeveless
gowns which prompted even non-students in Oxford to call out "Good luck!" as
we ran by.

Unlike Harvard, where there were few foreign students (only four in my
class at Radcliffe, including an English girl whose definition as "foreign" struck
me as rather odd), there were many more up at Oxford. Imran Khan, the
Pakistani cricketeer, was there, as was Bahrain Dehqgani-Tafti, whose father was
Iranian. Bahram, who was killed in May 1980, soon after the revolution in Iran,
used to entertain us for hours at the piano, his repertoire ranging from Gilbert and
Sullivan and Scott Joplin to Faure's Requiem. But though Asians were accepted
at Oxford as rather exotic individuals who did not fit into any particular class or
category, not all the British felt the same way.

In February 1974 | flew home to Pakistan to join my family at the Islamic
Summit my father was convening in Lahore. Practically every Muslim monarch,
president, prime minister, and foreign minister was there, representing thirty-
eight nations, states, emirates, and kingdoms. After my father's call to the
Summit members to extend diplomatic recognition to Bangladesh, Mujib ur-
Rahman came, too, flown in on President Houari Boumedienne's private plane.
The Summit was a great success for my father—and for Pakistan. By
extending the olive branch to Mujib, my father paved the way for the peaceful
return of the Pakistani prisoners of war whom the Bengali leader was
threatening with war trials.

| returned to England enthusiastic with a sense of Asian identity—and
promptly encountered my first case of racism.

"Where are you planning to stay in England?" the immigration officer asked
me, studying my passport.

"Oxford," | replied politely. "I'm a student there."

"Oxford?" he said sarcastically, raising his eyebrows. Fighting irritation, |
produced my student identification.

"Bhutto. Miss Benazir Bhutto. Karachi, Pakistan," he said in a contemptuous
tone. "Where is your police card?"

"Right here," | replied, producing the up-to-date police card all foreigners
were required to carry in England.

"And how do you plan to pay your bills at Oxford?" he said with
condescension. | resisted quipping that | had brought pencils and a tin cup with
me. "My parents send funds to my bank account," | said, showing him my bank
account.

Still the nasty little official kept me standing there, going over my papers
time and again, looking up my name, which he obviously didn't recognize, in a
big, fat book.
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"How can a Paki have enough money for an Oxford education?" he finally
said, pushing my documents back to me.

| was furious as | turned on my heel and strode out of the airport. If that
was how immigration officials were going to treat the daughter of the prime
minister, how were they going to treat other Pakistanis, who were not as fluent in
English as | was or who were not as aggressive?

Long before | had gone to Oxford, my father had warned me about the
prejudice | might find in the West. He had encountered it himself as a student
when a hotel clerk in San Diego, California, denied him a room, not because he
was a Pakistani, but because his dark skin made him look like a Mexican.

He warned me again of the perils of racism when my letters from Oxford
and my references at home became as much Western as Eastern. He was
worried, | suppose, that | might succumb to the siren song of the West and not
return to Pakistan. "They (the Westerners) know in their heart of hearts that as a
student you are not going to remain permanently in their country," he wrote me.
"They accept you because they do not think of you as an immigrant, as a colored
liability. Their attitude changes completely once they come to know that you are
one more Pakistani or one more Asian who has returned to their great country
for refuge. They will begin to look down at you. They will think it unfair that you
should compete with them for any avenue of success."

His warnings really weren't necessary, because | never really
contemplated not returning to Pakistan. My heart was there. My heritage and
culture were there. So was my future, | hoped, in the diplomatic corps. | was
already getting diplomatic experience of sorts, just by being my father's
daughter.

During a 1973 state visit to the United States, where my father set in
motion the lifting of the arms embargo against Pakistan, | was seated next to
Henry Kissinger at the formal White House dinner. All | could think of through the
soup course was the irreverent Harvard Lampoon centerfold of the cigar-
smoking secretary of state lying on a panda-skin rug, a treasured issue | had
immediately sent to my sister and Samiya in Pakistan. To distract myself during
the fish course | chatted to him about elitism at Harvard and other
noncontroversial subjects. | was therefore quite bewildered the next night when
Kissinger collared my father at another dinner to announce: "Mr. Prime Minister,
your daughter is even more intimidating than you are." My father had roared with
laughter, taking the quip as a compliment. I'm still not sure. . . .

Nuclear power was the subject in France, where my father attended the
funeral of Georges Pompidou in 1974. He had reached an informal nuclear
assistance agreement with Pompidou the prior year to provide Pakistan with a
reprocessing plant. What he didn't know was whether Pompidou's successor
would continue the negotiations. "Who do you think the next president will be?"
My father asked me over dinner with friends at Maxim's. "Giscard d'Estaing," |
replied, basing my projection on the excellent course | was taking in French
politics from my tutor Peter Pulsar at Christ Church. Luckily | was right, for
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President d'Estaing did indeed agree to honor the agreement in spite of great
pressure from Henry Kissinger and the United States.

My presidential projections had not been so astute three years before in
China, where my father had sent my brothers, sister, and me to observe a
Communist state. In a courtesy meeting with Chou En-lai, the Chinese premier
had asked me who | thought the next president of the United States would be.
"George McGovern," | had replied firmly, repeating my choice again even after
Chou said his American sources had pinpointed Richard Nixon. As a loyal
antiwar activist at Harvard and resident of the liberal Northeast, | couldn't
conceive of any other choice but McGovern. "Write me your impressions when
you return to America," Chou En-lai asked me. | had. McGovern, | insisted again.
So much for my political shrewdness as a student.

My own—and more successful—presidential election was occupying me
in the fall of 1976 when | returned to Oxford for a one-year course in the foreign
service program. Although | was anxious to leave the world of academia for that
of diplomacy, my father felt strongly that his children, by virtue of being the prime
minister's children, had to be doubly qualified for any job so that no one could
accuse him—or us—of favoritism.

My brother Mir was entering his first year at Oxford, and | looked forward
to spending more time with him. But to me the real bonus of another year at
Oxford was the chance to stand for the presidency of the Oxford Union. Over
the years | had served on the Union's Standing Committee and as treasurer, but
| had been defeated in my first attempt for the presidency. This time | won. My
upset victory in December 1976 in what really was an "old boys' club," where
only ten years before women had been restricted to the upstairs gallery and
where the membership ratio still ran seven men to one woman, surprised
everyone, even my father.

"In an election one side has to win and the other has to lose," he had
written me shortly before the 1976 presidential election in America, bracing me
for the same loss Gerald Ford was about to suffer to Jimmy Carter. "You have
to do your best but the result must be accepted in good grace." A month later
the message from my father was very different. "OVERJOYED AT YOUR
ELECTION AS PRESIDENT OF THE OXFORD UNION," his cable read. "YOU
HAVE DONE SPLENDIDLY. OUR HEARTWARMING CONGRATULATIONS
ON YOUR GREAT SUCCESS, PAPA."

My three-month term as president was to begin in January of 1977. As Mir
and | flew home to Pakistan for the Michaelmas break, there wasn't a cloud on
my horizon.

"Come meet Zia ul-Haq," one of my father's aides said to me on the patio
of Al-Murtaza during my father's annual birthday party a few days later. And for
the first and only time | came face-to-face with the man who six months later
would overthrow my father and subsequently send him to his death.
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At the time | was curious to meet my father's army chief of staff designate,
having heard of the difficulty in filling the position. Six other generals had been
passed over for the top spot, all of them found by army intelligence sources to
have some sort of character flaw—drinking, adultery, doubtful loyalty. General
Zia was not without flaws either. He was rumored to have links to the Jamaat-e-
Islami, a fundamentalist religious organization which opposed the PPP and
wanted the country to be governed by religious, rather than secular, leaders. He
was also said to be a petty thief by one of my father's ambassadors.

But Zia also had a great deal in his favor. Unlike many of our army
officers, Zia had been untarnished by the carnage in East Pakistan, having been
out of the country during the civil war. And he was reported to be respected
among the army. No other criterion was more important to my father in the
drawn-out selection process that was increasingly exasperating to him. When
the different army agencies wrote favorable reports about Zia, my father chose
him. "The civilian government must not seem to be imposing their will on the
military. Zia may not be among the senior-most officers, but the men in the army
seem to like him," my father said with relief. And so on January 5, 1977, | came
face-to-face at Al-Murtaza with the man who would change our lives forever.

| remember being startled when | saw him. Unlike the childish image |
carried of a soldier as tall and rugged with James Bond nerves of steel, the
general standing in front of me was a short, nervous, ineffectual-looking man
whose pomaded hair was parted in the middle and lacquered to his head. He
looked more like an English cartoon villain than an inspiring model for the leader
of the Pakistan army. And he seemed so obsequious, telling me over and over
how honored he was to meet the daughter of such a great man as Zulfikar Ali
Bhutto. Certainly my father could have found a more commanding chief of staff, |
thought to myself. But | had said nothing to my father.

"I'm going to call for additional land reforms," my father confided in me as
we walked in the garden of Al-Murtaza on the afternoon of his birthday. "And I'm
also going to call for elections in March. The Constitution doesn't require
elections until August, but | see no need to wait. The democratic institutions we
have installed under the Constitution are in place and the Parliament and
provincial governments are functioning. With a mandate now from the people, we
can move on more easily to the second phase of implementation, expanding the
industrial base of the country, modernizing agriculture by sinking new tube wells,
increasing seed distribution and fertilizer production. . . ." The ideas flowed out of
him as we walked, his vision of a modern and competitive Pakistan becoming
nearer and nearer.

Many of his reforms had already begun. The PPP had delivered on its
campaign promises to the poor, beginning the redistribution of the land held by
the feudal few. My father had also begun his socialist economic policies,
nationalizing many of the industries monopolized by Pakistan's "Twenty-two
Families" to channel the profits back into the country. His government had fixed
minimum wages for those who had often worked for little or no compensation
from the tribal chiefs and industry owners, and encouraged the workers to form
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unions, giving them a voice in management and a stake in their futures for the
first time in Pakistan's history.

Electricity had been brought to many villages in the rural areas. Literacy
programs for men and women were established and new schools were built for
the poor. Parks and gardens were sprouting in the dust of the cities and new,
metal roads were being built to link the provinces where before there had been
only dirt tracks. In a pact with the Chinese, a new highway was being carved out
of the Hindu Kush which would run all the way to the border of China. My father
was determined to bring modern prosperity to the people of Pakistan.

"My donkey keeps slipping on this new road," one farmer complained to
my father in Baluchistan. "l will show you a better kind of donkey that will get your
vegetables to market three times as fast," my father assured him. The next week
he had sent the farmer a jeep.

There was opposition to my father, of course. He was certainly not a
favorite of the industrialists whose private fiefdoms he had nationalized. Nor of
the landowners, much of whose holdings he had apportioned, along with his own,
to the peasants who had been working the land for as many as eleven
generations. The members of the Jamaat-e-Islami, many of whom were small
shopkeepers, raised their voices against my father's social reforms, especially
the government's outspoken support for women who worked outside the home
and the new laws forbidding sexual discrimination. My father's policy of
consolidation antagonized those with vested interests in separatism: the
secessionists in Baluchistan and the Northwest Frontier who wanted
independence, the tribal chiefs who wanted to continue imposing their own rules,
not the central government's, on their hundreds of thousands of followers.

In fact, all the same factions which had existed at the birth of Pakistan in
1947 still existed in 1977: the regionalists against the central government, the
capitalists against the socialists, the feudals and sardars against the educated
and enlightened, the inhabitants of the poorer provinces against the rich elite of
the Punjab, the fundamentalists against those who favored modernization. And
over all lay the mighty shadow of the army, the single most organized and
smoothly functioning institution in fractious Pakistan.

Some Western political analysts and Pakistani military men argued that
democracy was in fact impossible for such a divergent and unsettled population
where the literacy rate and annual income were so low. Many in Pakistan
couldn't even talk to each other, each region having its own languages and
customs. Such a population could only be kept in line by military rule, the
argument went. But my father had disproved that theory by successfully
establishing a democratic government where elections, not military might,
determined the country's leaders. As 1977 began, there was no thought in
anyone's mind that his government wouldn't be reelected in March.

While my father prepared for the elections in Pakistan, | returned to Oxford
to organize debates at the Union. "That capitalism will triumph" was the subject of
my first debate as president, which | invited Tariq Ali, an ex-president of the Union
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and a highly respected and articulate Pakistani leftist, to oppose. "That the West
can no longer live at the expense of the third world" was another debate designed
to focus attention on the North-South divide.

While the political opposition in Pakistan was banding together against the
PPP in a nine-party coalition of regionalists, religious fundamentalists, and
industrialists called the Pakistan National Alliance, | was arranging the fifth and
tradition