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It was through the cracked facade of our political system that former premier Gilani squeezed to the PM house. His worst indictment is that he scorned the ‘base degrees’, the people of Pakistan, who had enabled his unmerited ascent. With his ignominious departure, he leaves behind a tattered legacy of callous indifference, falsehoods and deceit.

 

The most telling aspect of Gilani’s term was a total destruction of public faith in the possibility of prudent governance by showing exactly how poorly a government can be run. His daily attire and doings symbolised his callous scorn for the multitude. It also lay bare a totally disconnected being as many committed suicide and killed their children to escape the agonising inability to feed themselves and their loved ones.

 

Now that he has been stripped of power, maybe he shall feel the agony of one devoid of the same. Hardly a day out of office, the arrogant claim of only his blessed one being the next PM was dashed to the ground. Makhdoom Shahbuddin’s fifty-five minutes of fame proved that. Reality too must have struck when non-bailable arrest warrants were issued against his son in the infamous Ephedrine case. As Milton said, ‘Hard are the ways of truth and rough to walk’.

 

His departure led to the joke doing the rounds that the only mandatory requirement for the vacant premiership slot was an absolute incapacity at letter writing. This condition and the ominous fallout for the next premier did nothing to deter many from trying their best to adorn the throne. This is because our political elite have tasted the extremes of ill-gotten wealth and the NRO power. Besotted by the forbidden fruit they seem to have given up on the concepts of good and evil, moral and immoral or right and wrong. After all, as they see it, these are merely the unrealistic and unreachable attributes of More’s fabled Utopia. 

 

Our political scene of today reminds one of Alexander Pope’s Dunciad. One is forced to think that when he set about writing the poem, Pope might have, by some power of foresight, visualised our political circus rather than the literary culture of 18th century London. The characters in the poem symbolise the decline of truth, learning and morality. 

 

Written in couplets with allusions to Virgil and Homer, the poem is about the ascendancy of chaos and decline of morality. Dunciad portrays a world where merit and morals are denounced as unwanted traits. Conversely, deceit and dishonesty are rewarded and adored. The poem goes on to unravel a parody of the ancient Olympic Games.

 

The games see an array of events, familiar because we face them daily courtesy our own Dunciad democracy. Bridewell’s Fleet Ditch, the sewer outlet for the city where all the gutters of the city wash into the river, is the venue for the diving contest. The winner is the one who dives deepest and flings the most filth.

 

This is followed by a tickling contest. In 18th century London, tickling with a feather or a quill meant to flatter someone. Here we see the contestants trying to outdo each other at flattery, the winner being the most spineless. Another contest sees the reading of some works of Henley and Blackmore inducing everyone to sleep. There are other contests too, better left sans mentioning, yet the similarity with our governance is striking. 

 

Raja Pervaiz Ashraf’s ascendancy epitomies the extent of regression of state and society. This is not so baffling a move by President Zardari and his partners but by the political system itself which has allowed the unthinkable to happen. As Robert Hutchins put it, ‘the death of democracy is not likely to be an assassination from ambush. It will be a slow extinction from apathy, indifference, and undernourishment’.

 

Our political history proves that politicians have always undermined the very democracy they advocate. Having thus proved themselves by nature and practice, whenever in power, they set about creating conditions where they may remain unchallenged. Is this not the method behind the election of an accused to act as a buffer for yet another accused? With this being the primary goal, how can one imagine this Dunciad democracy to deliver and flourish? 

 

We, however, are fed a daily dose of deception that those in power are working to alleviate the sufferings of the citizens of this unfortunate land. An effort to keep them in a semblance of order is deemed a trial of a grave and a conspiracy against this Dunciad democracy. Nothing could be further apart from the truth. ‘The belief that one’s own view of reality is the only reality’ Watzlawick said, ‘is the most dangerous of all delusions’. Emotional blackmail finds footing within those willing to be blackmailed. We have to reject this delusion.

 

With the new PM in office, the chosen course depicts scorn at our miseries, yet all coalition partners see it as a way to further their own ends. We surely are set for another period of uncertainty chaos and anarchy. Nawaz Sharif, who abetted this governance for four years, is as reluctant to let go of Punjab’s stewardship as he ever was. He shall be judged by history for his abetment of this Dunciad democracy, not for his hoarse and meaningless rhetoric. 

 

Democracy is a self-regulating system to run a social order; we are hostage to the fatal pitfalls and manipulative whims of one individual. It has been our tragedy that where a true leader would have seen an opportunity to push a desperately needed agenda of reform, it has been used to evade judicial oversight and to pummel the Constitution.

 

One can only hope that the miseries wrought in these last years have raised mass awareness. We have to reject those tested time and again. The only way out of this morass is to play our part in voting in someone incorruptible, unpurchaseable. Many amongst us lay our hopes on Imran Khan to restore our belief in Pakistan.
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