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I send this last missive from Gayari. We are a hundred and thirty-nine Pakistanis of different caste, creeds and rank. We found unity and comradeship in our sole call of duty, protecting the motherland. At this moment we lie buried under tons of snow, a towering edifice ten storey high. I do not have much time. A few moments are all that I have before I pass on to that eternal dimension which none other than Almighty Allah has promised.

 

Being the means to martyrdom, it is not this mammoth white shroud, as warm as a mother’s womb, as tender as a mother’s caress that weighs down on us. It is the agonising predicament of this beloved land and its inhabitants that we leave behind. Nothing could be colder, a burden more monstrous and painful than the mere thought of it.

 

In a nation’s life, the past, present and future are milestones. The past is a teacher, the present and future a reality to be realised through what we have learnt over time. Our paradox has been the blatant disregard of everything that Islam, humanity and our past mistakes teach us. The clarity and direction to a better future, diminishing over the years, has been completely forsaken by us.

 

Mr President Sir; you are our Supreme Commander. When elected, we thought you would steer this floundering ship to safe waters. We also thought you would exorcise the legacy of General Musharraf. His servile submission to Washington was a catastrophe for Pakistan and the Pak Army. In you, we pinned our hopes. Gullible that we are, if nothing else, the personal tragedy you had undergone seemed guarantee enough. Not to be Sir, today you epitomise the depths to which we have sunk. How could a president be so oblivious of his own people? Why would anyone of sane mind flit away the enormous goodwill that landed him in office? How could wealth of such obscene proportions and means be amassed? Sir, martyrdom is a divine blessing, the political one you seek; a farce. Surely democracy has been your best revenge. Sir, truer words have seldom been spoken.

 

Mr Prime Minister Sir; your thunderous tirade of raising our pays and deeming us a state within a state begs a question. Does a pittance quantify the sacrifices made? Could anyone trade his life for all the riches of this world? No Sir, absolutely not, but then was human life ever cheaper than in the Pakistan of today. Standing guard in minus 25 temperatures, spending the night in our igloos, it was not the flesh-eating cold but your heartless utterances and doings that wrought anguish and pain. Your brand of executive power derived from this hackneyed democracy has seen those doing their sworn duty ridiculed, targeted or sacked for good. How can a person, who cannot rule himself and control his siblings, lead a nation. It surely does defy logic. Sir, going to the gallows for an individual is no badge of honour, striving for a better motherland surely is.

 

To Mr Nawaz Sharif; strangely enough you are yet another individual who caught the imagination of the downtrodden. Many presumed that you had empathy and the will to make a better Pakistan. Given a chance, you too wavered and let us down. Some thought your exile would prove remedial. This too was a mirage. Maybe you shall come here and the eternal dove you are, call for a unilateral withdrawal. Done that, you shall go back to your palatial abode to manage family assets that reportedly when combined with that of President Zardari add up to a nauseating eight billion dollars. Maybe, the president too shall hip hop here, his maiden visit to a battle-front. He too shall say a few meaningless words and go back to tend to his endless manipulations. Sir, we could do without you both here.

 

To the people of Pakistan; there is a saying that a rising tide floats all ships. You are the entity that can be this tide. You have to understand this all important obligation. In passivity, apathy and ignorance, you become complicit to the misconduct of your chosen few. This handful usurps instead of extending the benefits of a free and democratic life. Successive governments have allowed impunity to flourish because it is the shortest way to self-enrichment and subversion of rule of law. No wonder, a country blessed with abundant natural resources and a teeming pool of human workforce remains hostage to an elite thriving on impunity, corruption and unaccountability.

 

To Mr Sam; why does your morality and vaunted principles stop at your shoreline? What gives you the right to murder millions and carry on the killing spree with crass arrogance and wanton impunity? Why do you choose to micro manage political outcomes and governance in Pakistan? What makes you seek an unpopular trussed up ruler’s spineless loyalty rather than an honourable honest relationship with the people of this land? What convoluted morality makes you apologise to the inconvenience caused to an Indian film star yet seal your lips to your murder of twenty-four of my young fellow soldiers fighting your despicable war? Why is the dichotomy so stark? Warriors desecrated their dead foes in Homer’s Iliad. Your “warriors” urinate on dead bodies; pose for photographs with them, take body parts as trophies and murder women, children and the old. Is this world your stage to recreate Iliad?

 

To my parents; Captain Javed Akhtar Shaheed, a sword of honour winner, and four others were swept away by an avalanche at Siachen years ago. Their bodies have never been found. Major (r) Akhtar, Captain Javed’s father was comforting kith and kin with these words: “I always wanted to be a martyr. My son achieved what I could only pray for!” I did not let you down as I embody the values that you taught me. I know how heart-rending it is for you that you can never ever embrace your flesh and blood again. I pray and hope that you find solace in my martyrdom.

 

Finally to my wife; I thank you for always being there for me. Never once did you complain about the absence of a newly married husband. Never once did you question my call to duty. You do not have to face a mortal enemy or fire a gun to be a soldier. You are a ghazi, as much a soldier as any one of us here. I am proud of you. Please remember and tell this to our yet unborn child too; you shall both be always with me, a part of me. There is so much more I want to say but this being a public missive cannot. I pray that my unsaid words reach you and be with you ever after.

 

As I see the Angels coming for me, I remember the words about life being the sum of choices we make. We made our choices, we are proud of them. The rulers and the ruled have to make their own. Given a chance, we would make the same choice again. Not for a raise, a piece of land or for all the fortunes of this world. Not for anything else but this beloved motherland that is our Pakistan. We adore the choice we made; we cherish the legacy we leave behind. Allah Hafiz; Pakistan Zindabad.
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