Madr-i-Millat: Symbol of Democracy

An Observer"

Madr-i-Millat, Miss Fatima Jinnah, the loving anctlbved
sister of the Father of the Nation whos&' tigath anniversary was
mournfully observed throughout the country by theogde of
Pakistan, had been the closest companion of thed@u#aam
during his lifetime, and had, after the Quaid’s akére from, this
ephemeral world, continued to remain the most fotcadvocate
of the cherished principles the architect of Pakistad bequeathed
to his nation. This succinct statement of Malik Ginu Jilani
provides for us a vignette of that noble and resdlady:

She had her hour of loneliness, her hour of despairher long hour

of distress, yet her courage never felled her.\W@re never faltered.

Her spirit was never overtaken by ‘weariness’, Isaé the strength of

those who lived for great principles, the silent@rance of those
whom the world needs.

Mohtarmah Fatima Jinnah had, always adhered uhfligty
to the principled stand of the Quaid. She was emdowith the
courage of conviction and all the requisite quaditto sustain that
courage even in moments of trial and tribulatiddgt it was only
after the Quaid’s departure from our midst thaséhqualities of
hers caught the public eye. During the lifetimehef illustrious
brother had preferred to live under his shadowwhen she found
that the nation had drifted from the course chaftadit by the
architect of Pakistan that she was impelled to dbanher
seclusion and prepared herself for a determinedadei for the
revival of democracy which had been defaced andrales] by
Ayub Khan’s deceptive formula of ‘Basic Democraties
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Miss Fatima Jinnah had, no doubt, organised the &sn
Wing of the Muslim League during the 1940's but shad
scrupulously avoided coming into the limelight aagbuming any
prominent role on the public platform. It was ordyter the
towering personality of the Quaid had faded out tha nation
discovered her strength and her charisma whenahe out in the
open. The Quaid’s concept of democracy having Ibeeéuced to a
mockery by the creation of an infinitesimal eleataollege of
8000 basic democrats, and abridged further to By to
manipulate the elections Ayub Khan ordered to bd e 1964.
Miss Jinnah could ndonger sit back and suffer such deceitful
efforts to hoodwink the people.

In 1951 she spoke on radio, but the authorities realdiced
that powerful organ into a handmaiden of the regirhier
broadcast was interrupted by lone moments of stlemhich
indicated that the microphones were being switabfédo muffle
certain portions of her talk, unsavoury for theersl ears, from
reaching the listeners. She was naturally chagriaed so was the
nation, at such a clumsy method of blacking outipos of her
speech. She had no hold on any of the State'dutistis and the
people who ran these institutions and manned trdiogisual
media had implicitly to obey every order of theharttarian ruler
and carry cut every directive of his underlings.

Frail in body, but strong in mind, she took up thellenge
and decided to come into active politics, not founcbs of the
power cake or even for the whole of it. She wasiogrn to serve
the nation and deliver the masses from the tyrahmgle of a
despot, and striving to hand over power to the [@eeoyhere it
belonged. With this objective in mind she enteretiva politics in
1964 when she accepted the Combined OppositioieRP4EOP)
proposal of her name to contest the electionswlese shortly to
be held.

The responsibility Mohtarmah Fatima Jinnah had pieck
was indeed an arduous one as she had to undexizkesige travel
throughout the country by air, rail and road to iweie and inspire
the people and, through them, the so-called Basimd@zrats who
constituted the electoral college that had shmklto a mere
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eighty thousand from out of the body of a few railliadult voters.
This scribe was a witness to her arrival in Lahehgch was a red-
letter day in the annals of that metropolitan cltyrad never before
witnessed such surging crowds repairing to the tealdrport for
a glimpse of that highly revered lady, the sistethe man who
enthralled the Muslims throughout the four cornesk the
subcontinent. From the early hours of the mornihtha taxis and
rickshaws of the city had assembled at several itapbpoints in
the city to take people to the airport free of geaand return to
their Vantage points to pickup more people and nashhe air
terminal. This labour of love continued without dketill 10.00
a.m.

The milling crowds had filled the entire availab$pace
outside the airport. Bonfires of that morning’s uss of
contemporary English daily which had championedsidient
Ayub’s cause for the Presidential polls had prgéchim as the
only candidate, worthy of the ballot, marked theiteoto the
airport. The roads from the airport to the city éned with a sea
of ebullient men, young and old, to accord a weledhe like of
which had not been seen even in the days of thedQuanself,
perhaps because they knew that he had no rivarteied with. As
the aircraft landed, there was a stampede withyewer moving
forward to catch at least a flexion and glimpsé¢heir great leader,
the late Father of the Nation’s sister.

President Ayub had already arrived secretly in kahand
positioned himself in a room of the Governor’s Hefio®m where
he could see, without being seen, the reactioh@inda dilan-e
Lahore on Miss Fatima Jinnah’s arrival. And then, thegession
from the airport with quite a number of jeeps legdiand more
following with all the COP leaders standing almimsattention the
car she rode. Never before had such an impressaleome to
anyone else been seen in Lahore since the daykeofQuaid
himself. One has the feeling that this spectaclg have given the
jitters even to President Ayub himself, and madeyrat his B.Ds
see the light.

With no more than forty thousand in the then Westiflan,
and a like number of electors in the East Winghibuld not have
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been difficult, for the servile officialdom of thedays to rig the
polls. The media jubilantly announced Ayub’s suscesdter the
fictitious counting of ballot papers was over. Blog people knew
in their heart of hearts that they had been defdud

Nevertheless, the people of what remains of thisitg shall
to their dying day remember the Madr-i Millat’s comment to
democracy -- the system of government that the itethof
Pakistan had wanted to perpetuate in the countng shall
reverentially cherish the memory of the Quaid arsdgneat sister
for all times to come.



