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For the last one decade, I have been frequently confronted with three questions. The young civil servants often ask; “what are the factors responsible for your unflinching commitment with integrity and rule of law”?  My reply is; “I was lucky to be born in a house where value system was very strong. My parents focused on our (me and my siblings) character building. Since our childhood, they sensitized us about right and wrong and drilled and instilled in us the spirit and courage to stand by the right and resist the wrong. Alhamdolillah, my father, a man of impeccable character, was available to us as a role model. Once, as chairman of the union council he voted against his own son (my elder brother) just to keep his words and uphold the principle. Thus when I joined civil public service, my direction, destination and concepts were clear and pre-determined. 

Many people including police officers often asked me that “Prime Minister Nawaz Sharif wanted to post you as Inspector General Police of Sind Province, (which was resisted by PPP and MQM) but despite strong wishes and expectations of police force and the people of Punjab, why he did not post you as IGP of Punjab?” I always replied “God did not will that.” But some of those who used to ask this question attended the prize distribution ceremony of National Highways & Motorways Police, which was my last function in police uniform. After my welcome speech as Inspector General, Prime Minister Nawaz Sharif (as the Chief Guest) addressed the gathering and said, “I know Zulfiqar Cheema for the last 21 years. He is very honest, upright and competent officer. But when he takes a stand on principles he does not listen to anyone”. Many guests who met me later over tea, stated that “we have got the answer to our question, the Prime Minister himself has disclosed the reason”. 

The third question mostly asked by bright young boys and girls who meet me on different occasions is “we are keen to read your articles but we cannot read Urdu. When would you write a book in English?” Here is the answer to their question.

When I asked Mr. Khalid Sharif (a renowned poet and publisher) he dismissed the general perception about a decline in the book-reading habit of Pakistani readers. He always refers to my first book “Do Tok Batein” now in its tenth edition and still in the market. He was of the view that the readers still read credible writers with keen interest. So it was decided to present some of my important writings for the convenience of english readers.

Throughout my career I have tried to call a spade a spade. In this book also, readers will have the feel of frank expression of views, without mincing words _ a straight talk.  

The book covers diversity of subjects mostly pertaining to myriad problems, our country is confronted with, including rule of law, corruption, accountability, democracy, institutional confrontation, governance, education, grey areas of policing system and skill development etc. A sincere effort is made, not only to identify the problem or the malady, but a possible solution and the remedy is also proposed. I have also tried to highlight some brighter aspects of our beloved country and the patriotism of our expats. Travelogues, light humour, personal experiences and anecdotes as usual, are also the integral components of this book. 

I am deeply indebted to Professor Dr. Masood Akhtar Zahid of Quaid-i-Azam University for taking pains and translating some seventy percent of my Urdu writings into English in its true spirit.

I am also grateful to Mr. Ali Moin Nawazish, (a brilliant educationist and media expert) for translating many of my articles for this book. 

I owe a debt of gratitude to my nephews, Saad, Hasham and Abu Bakar who read the manuscript, identified and removed the errors and made valuable changes. 

Thanks to my nieces Zainab and Fatima also for making appropriate corrections in some articles.

I am indebted to Ghazanfar and Ramzan Malick for typing and retyping the articles and making this book presentable for the readers. 

My special thanks to Abdul Hafeez Abbasi and Ramzan Malick for designing the title for the book.

And last but not the least, I am extremely grateful to Mr. Khalid Sharif (M. D. Mavera  Publishers) for his passion and professionalism and Mr. Tariq Mahmood (the composer) for his commitment and hard work to maintain the quality in composing, printing and publishing of this book.


Zulfiqar Ahmad Cheema

ISLAMABAD
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And finally the tragedy we feared the most, fell on us. Ammiji (our mother) left us forever. Her physicians tried their best to save her life but to no avail. As the messihas bowed their heads, I felt as if the candle that lifted the veil of darkness from our lives had finally burnt out. It looked as if canopy covering our heads in scorching heat of summer had broken down. It appeared as if the roof had collapsed in storm; and the flower-garden of our home that always gave us the whiff of captivating fragrances had become desolate.

All of us (three brothers and two sisters) were standing around her bed in the hospital. I was gently holding Ammi Jan’s feet when a few tears trickled down my eyes and stuck at her foot. In the light of those pearls dropped from my heart, I could see the whole story of half a century. 

Every morning Ammi ji would get me and my brother (Nisar Ahmad) bathed, and after combing our hair, prepare Parathas (bread cooked with pure butter) serve us, and then send us to school. In the afternoon she would sit near the outer door of our house to wait for our return. Our schools and colleges kept on changing but Ammi jan would always come to the outer gate to see us off, embrace us warmly and raise her hands to pray to the Almighty for our safety and security. On the day of our return from our colleges, universities and afterwards from places of our postings, she would always come out of her room, bring her chair near the gate and keep on waiting for us. 

With her love and prayers, we kept on rising the scales of our education and career. My brother became doctor and I became a police officer after qualifying the CSS examination.  Bhai Jan - our eldest brother, who was a barrister became a judge and then Ammi Jan prayed  to Almighty, “O, our Lord, keep my son on the right path, always keep him away from what is forbidden, make him content on the income which is pure and permissible. If his earning is diluted with something forbidden, then take him back to yourself ”. We would hear about right and wrong from our parents on almost every day but our mother’s clear and categorical words completed our training course.

O! the Creator of the universe; what a great blessing have you created in the form of mother and verily you must be proud of such a wonderful creation. The world’s beauty, flora and fauna, springs and captivating fragrances are all due to this beautiful entity, the mother. Every other relation or bond may have some motives and limitations; but mother’s love is selfless, eternal, infinite, pure, undiluted and without any motives.

Big challenges and difficulties often crop up in the profession I have been. On such occasions our mother’s prayer was my strength. Knowing the true worth of mother, I never refused a request for leave to any of my subordinates in my entire career if the leave was sought on grounds of illness of the applicant’s mother.

Once, when we (me and my brother) were to reach home on a certain date, Ammi ji kept on sitting and waiting for us the whole day. Unfortunately we could not reach that day and could not inform even (as there was no telephone facility available in those days) the night fell in but she rose just to offer her prayers came back and kept sitting at the gate the whole night. As a result she was caught by pneumonia due to severe cold. But she forbade her maids to tell her sons (us) about her illness because “they have other issues to deal with and should not worry about my illness”.

On our continuous persuasion and requests, Ammi Jan would agree to join us at my place of posting. So she had spent a few days at Uggi, (near Mansehra) Shabqadar, Dera Ismail Khan, Kohat and Abbotabad. For me, her arrival was no less than the Divine blessings that God had descended upon my house. Her happiness was beyond description when both of us (myself and my brother Dr. Nisar Ahmad) were posted at the nearest city Gujranwala, for the reason that she would be able to see us more frequently. Every Sunday both of us along with children would visit the village with the sole purpose of seeing and sitting beside her for some time. On reaching the village, all of us would hurriedly get out of the car, my brother, Abubakr, Omar, Ali, and I would run into the house to be the first to meet Ammi Jan. Turn by turn she would hug everyone and utter the sacred word “bismillah”. While still in her grasp she would kiss everyone’s face and forehead. Her kiss and hug would give us a feel as if she has sucked all our worries and anxieties. And after a few hours, while seeing us off, it was almost a norm for her to pray to Allah SWT for our safety and wellbeing. Her prayers would inject in us a rare sense of security enough to keep us out of any harm. This was our strength that gave us the succor to face the most difficult challenges and strength to hit the mountains.

Even in her last days of life our pious and God-fearing mother was as worried about her nocturnal prayers and vigils as she was about covering her head of silver-white hair with dopatta. With her drip still on, she would ask me in feeble voice whether I had taken glass of milk (my usual habit) and then assuming I would be tired, would direct me to go to sleep.

O, the Lord of the lords, thou created beautiful creatures and the most beautiful and the most beloved is called mother. O, Lord, such a wonderful creature too is to perish? To grant her exemption from death would not have been impossible for you, as nothing is difficult for thee. O. Lord Creator, why your most beautiful creation – the mother had to face death. That death should have faced death before causing death to the mothers.

Two days after she left us, a learned scholar shared with the mourning crowd, gathered in our village to offer prayers for the departed soul, an anecdote from the Holy Prophet Muhammad’s life. He (PBUH) once said to his companions that he always regretted being unable to perform one ibada. And when the curious companions asked to reveal that, the Prophet (PBUH) said: “I wish my mother were alive and would call my name O Muhammad, right in the middle of my prayers and I would leave the prayer mid-stream and rush to sit on her feet”. God had kept from His beloved Prophet the motherly as well as fatherly love and affection putting him on one trial after another.

Located between our house and the guest house is the village mosque. After offering Maghreb prayers it was my routine to rush home to meet Ammi Jan. Three days after our mother left us when I came out of the mosque after Maghrab prayers, as per my old routine I walked towards home, but after a few steps, stopped and turned back towards the guest house. With mother gone, the home had sadly morphed into just a house and I had neither the wish nor the strength to go there. A few days later, my brothers took me to home. As I entered; I ran to the cot still lying in the court yard she used to sit and lay on, imagining she will take me into her arms and say ‘Bismillah’; but neither hands were lifted nor that familiar voice of Bismillah was heard; then I ran to her room where instead, her dopatta was lying on the pillow and glasses on the other side. Little Omar was crying holding her walking stick, while Ali was shedding his tears as they both were searching for the loving  hug of Ammi Jan. I know that many Sundays would now pass but no one will be there waiting for us and getting worried and upset if we were late in returning home.

No doubt whosoever has come to this world has to taste death; everyone has to go. If the dearest of God’s Prophets Muhammad (PBUH) had to join his creator, who else has any claim to eternity. Except for the Omnipotent and Omniscient Allah, all are destined to meet their end. O, Lord of all, “forgive our mother and raise her among the chosen few on the Day of Judgment. We are now poorer without her, have mercy on us and give us a rightful share in your storehouse of benevolence.”

After the loss of our mother I wrote my feelings, which were published in two national dailies.

After reading my personal feelings, there was a beeline of callers each feeling pain and grief.

The sentiments, expressed, were purely mine, but the readers thought it theirs. In fact it was the story of every son and daughter who has been deprived of this heavenly blessing that a mother really is. Hundreds of them called me (with their eyes wet) that they were reading their own story. A girl who had lost her mother almost a decade ago claimed to have so felt as if she passed away just today. A young caller thanked Allah as both his parents were alive but felt guilty not having given them due care and respect. Claiming that he has made amends and now gives lot of time and importance to his mother and now he finds the very thought of losing them one day, as dreadful. 

Narrating her story an educated mother of three grown up girls, likened her courtyard to mine, once a beautiful garden but reduced after mother’s demise to a deserted and desolate orchard. A caller from Bahawalpur so related his experience: “though I have become a paternal and maternal grandfather, but I cannot efface from my memory the abiding love and warmth of the tender touch of my mother’s hand on my forehead, a real healer that would take away all my worries”.  

A good number of affluent callers also found it hard to come to terms with the loss of their mothers, the light of their homes. One of them described her departure as the onset of darkness similar to that caused by a faulty transformer that grips streets and homes. “In her death we have lost true beacon of life”.  

After reading a son’s story, thousands of readers responded and told that “it was simply impossible for me to contain my tears.” While the lucky ones with parents still alive underwent a positive behavior change towards parents whom they started giving more respect and care. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Don’t Divide Overseas Pakistanis!
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When nations are on the decline, they become indifferent even to their national disgrace. Their failure is not their poverty or defeat in wars. Fallen and defeated nations can rise again with their resolve and resilience. Nations fail when they lose their sense of loss.

It is so painful to see that our country is ridiculed in front of the whole world and no one is alarmed or shows any concern on our national humiliation; neither any political leader, nor any court, or media. 

Sometime back the brawl between the workers of Pakistan’s two political parties (PTI and MQM) at a rally in London was not the first display of such disgusting humiliation. Such brawls between the flag bearers of different political parties of Pakistan have many a times found prominent place in international media.

Our international friends tauntingly ask us “why do you behave like low level illiterate people, who publicly abuse each other?” The unschooled ignorant men and women of villages quarrel and abuse each other publicly and the ‘Chaudhries’ (village heads) watch the show and sometimes intervene as well. The Overseas Pakistanis affiliated with political parties of Pakistan also quarrel in the same way and bring disgrace to the country. Are they or their leaders not concerned about Pakistan’s image and prestige? 

In modern democracies, political conflicts do not cross certain lines and limits. There are many foreigners living in Pakistan, and it is beyond imagination that American Republicans and Democrats take out separate rallies in D-Chowk Islamabad or Trafalgar square in London or that French or German nationals raise slogans against each other on the streets of Karachi. Civilized nations understand that politics stays within the boundaries of their country. In foreign countries they are just Americans and not Republicans or Democrats. As soon as they set foot on foreign soil, they like to be called British citizens only and not representatives of Conservative or Labour party. Why can’t we understand this reality that our identity on foreign soil is our country and not the political party we are affiliated with. 

There is no dearth of political differences amongst Turkish and Malaysian people. But no one has ever heard that Turks pelted each other with bottles or eggs; or that Malays entered into a brawl or snatched and tore flags on foreign soil.

It is hard to understand why our behaviour becomes so undignified. We have enough room in our own country, to quench our political thirst. Why do we wash our dirty linin in London or Washington or hold each other’s throat in foreign countries? The horrific result of doing politics abroad is that Indians, Bangladeshis, Turks, Malays are all united, but Pakistanis are divided in groups and alienated from each other everywhere in the world. They hold party flags instead of the national flag and owe their loyalties to their party and not their country.

It is so painful to see many Overseas Pakistanis holding party flags instead of national flags even on our national festivals. They shout slogans against each other and abuse different political leaders of Pakistan even on Independence Day celebrations. I fail to understand why we don’t feel ashamed of such conduct. Why don’t we feel any loss by making a mockery of ourselves before the world? Why do we forget that our introduction and identity in the outside world is not our party or its leader, but our homeland - Pakistan.

It must be still fresh in our memory that a few years back American leader Al Gore won the presidential race from Bush Jr, but then a judicial verdict came and he bowed before the court’s judgment. A few days later he was on a foreign visit when the media bombarded him with questions why had he accepted the controversial election results? The graceful statesman replied that “your country is not the right place to discuss American politics; there is enough room in America to do the same. And above all, prestige and honor of America is much higher than the egos of Bush and mine”. Even Indian leaders do not discuss internal politics in foreign countries. But it is disgusting to see the Pakistani politicians abusing and maligning their political opponents on the foreign soil.

If Pakistan’s Prime Minister, while addressing an enthusiastic crowd of Pakistani expats in Washington, defames and demonizes his political rivals back in Pakistan, and talks of removing air conditioners from their prison cells, it would be in bad taste. In the public meeting, on foreign soil, Prime Minister Imran Khan should have talked about the bright future of Pakistan and his government's achievements. He should not have talked about controversial issues of Pakistan's politics.

Our leaders may satisfy their thirst for political rallies within the country, but there must not be any divisive activity outside, which might disintegrate Pakistanis and affect their unity and harmony. In many European countries the number of Pakistanis has reached such a level that their representatives have made their way to the parliaments. If the Pakistani community remains united, more overseas Pakistanis would be able to make it to the parliament. Their weightage would increase and they would be able to use their influence more effectively to contribute for their homeland.

The political leaders are requested not to divide the Overseas Pakistanis. In foreign countries only ‘Pakistan Society’ should be established and promoted which should organize events on National Festivals and highlight the brighter aspects of Pakistan. Overseas Pakistanis should be given the right to vote, but they should quietly cast their votes through E ballot. Holding rallies or political meetings or establishing branches or offices of Pakistan’s political parties abroad is absurd, destructive and must be done away with immediately.

In this regard the major political parties like PTI, PML (N) and PPP must take the lead and announce the closure of their offices outside Pakistan. The majority of Overseas Pakistanis would welcome this step.
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Dooms Prophets to Lick Dust
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Pakistan is blessed with rich resources and in this regard, it stands ahead of more than hundred and fifty countries of the world. Yet some so-called ‘experts’ on this region go on projecting it negatively and do not portray those countries as failed states which are fifty-times less resourceful than Pakistan. The malice they have harboured for Pakistan is not without motives. Their anxiety over our geo-strategic location and their agenda for the region combined tend to colour their viewpoint. Pregnant with ample resources, this region is the focus of profound interest of the world powers. In the military jargon, our location forms the ‘crush zone’ which the world’s political hegemons cannot tolerate to see peaceful and stable.

Lacking profundity and probity essential of academic writings, such ‘experts’ base their opinions on false and flawed evidence, and fail to hide their prejudice. They are perfectly aware that this resource-rich country is neither a bubble of water nor a fragile glass that would shatter into smithereens, rather this blessed piece of land is graced in abundance with nature’s bounties and blessings. 

In case they are oblivious to the facts, they must be apprised that 210 million intelligent and hardworking people of Pakistan (including 120 million youth) constitute a treasure of human resource not possessed by more than five countries in the world. This robust manpower is capable of spawning miracles.  


❖  Pakistan is blessed with a variety of landscapes comprising of lush green planes, roaring rivers, majestic mountains, thick forests, spectacular glaciers and enchanting lakes. Some of the tourist spots in Murree, Nathia Gali, Abbotabad, Swat, Kaghan, Naran, Gilgit, Hunza and Sakardu are matchless in their stunning beauty and excellent weather in summers. 

❖  Pakistan is among top six most fertile countries of the world, which has fertile and plain land from Kharian (in central Punjab) upto Arbian Sea. This piece of land has the fertility to grow enough to feed the entire population of South Asia.

❖  Pakistan is one of the six largest producers of food crops such as rice, wheat, sugarcane and potatoes. Pakistan produces the finest quality of cotton and rice in the world. 

❖  Pakistan is one of the top four countries that produce the most delectable and delicious fruits. In particular, Pakistani mangoes and kinoes are matchless in their taste and flavour. They are increasingly in demand in the European and central Asian countries where they are savoured by the elites. Foreigners visiting Pakistan are amazed and overwhelmed by fresh and succulent fruit found in heaps in every city and town of the country.

❖  Nature has endowed Pakistan with enormous wealth of mineral resources. We are among the six highest ranking countries of the world with huge reserves of copper, gold and coal.

❖  Pakistani nation enjoys the four best seasons in the world. Many countries in the world suffer the perennial misfortune of stay for months without sunshine, where the temperature drops to minus 30/40 degrees. Submerged in dark, weeks and months are consumed in clearing the roads and doorways of the slush and snow piles. Fortunately enough, our country has four exclusive weather patterns and the whole year remains the working season. 

❖  Pakistan have a huge number of hard working and patriotic expatriates working abroad and earning a hefty amount of foreign exchange for their motherland. 

❖  Pakistani doctors and professionals have made their mark in America, Western Europe and the Middle East. The US government acknowledges that if Pakistani doctors return to their country, their health department may collapse.  

❖  Pakistan has been the world champion in a number of sports like Hockey, Cricket, Squash and Snooker. 

❖  Again it is a national pride for Pakistan to be listed among the top three nations known for generously donating and supporting humanitarian and charitable causes. Just to quote one example, in 2005 when worst earthquake of history jolted our country, claiming the lives of thousands of innocent men, women and children and rendering hundreds of thousands homeless in Pakistan’s Hazara Division and Azad Kashmir, the entire nation responded amazingly. From every nook and corner of the country people came out to help their fellow countrymen in need and donated their most precious belongings for relief. Newly wedded brides donated their entire jewellery and small children gave their entire pocket money collected over many years... to help and support their affected brothers and sisters. Young volunteers from all over the country left their hearths and homes and spent weeks and months in the affected areas contributing with their heart and soul in the rescue and rehabilitation work. 

❖  Pakistan features prominently as one of the six most powerful countries which have the strongest and most professional Armed Forces.

❖  And on the top of it, Pakistan is the first and the only nuclear power in the whole of Muslim World. 

❖  Pakistan is one of the very few countries of Muslim world where the masses enjoy the right to elect their rulers. Democratic governments are in place in the centre as well as in all the provinces. Pakistan’s media is extremely vibrant and no one can escape its scathing criticism. Pakistan is one of those few countries where judiciary is exceptionally powerful. 

❖  Contrary to many countries of the world important vacancies in the top civil services are filled through competitive examination conducted by Federal Public Service Commission. Selections for these superior services are purely on merit. Sons and daughters of many powerful ministers have failed in these examinations and children of clerks and labourers have succeeded to occupy the best of services. 


Can these false prophets of doom deny that these are not the forebodings of failure but indicators of sustainable progress and glory. 

It is true that due to inefficiency and maladministration some institutional rot has occurred, but the dwellers of this land have the will and capacity to improve and set things right.

Suffering from a deep rooted prejudice and driven by ulterior motives, the international players are not prepared to see this potentially strong country embark on the route of progress, therefore, they are religiously pursuing an agenda of destabilising it. As part of their grand design they are trying to inject pessimism and despondence among the youth to render them cynical or indifferent to their motherland. 

Among the developed countries it is a common practice in the  educational institutions to apprise the new generations that they have two homes to look after; one which  provides the roof under which they sleep and the other is the land they walk on. 'One provides you shelter and the other gives you identity. Beseeching patriotism such messages are brought home to the impressionable youth daily through morning assemblies. Indeed, the world literature exhorts love for the country that it reverentially names as motherland. The sanctity of its borders is declared as sacrosanct as the honour of a mother. 

But why we speak of the country so blithely or in unfriendly tone? Is this home not worth one-fourth of the love that we reserve for our home? If the drawing room or kitchen of our home is unclean.... we would clean it instead of maligning it publicly. If some cracks are developed in the roof or a wall, we would get it repaired and not leave it by terming it not worth living.  

Ironically, the institutions of our home and school which were the primary sources of training have become dysfunctional. Serious efforts are needed for the revival of these institutions. Parents and teachers should inculcate love and compassion in the hearts and minds of the children for their homeland. Media persons should also use their mics and pens to water the seedlings of patriotism, and affection for the motherland rather than igniting the fire of negativity and despair. 

We are certain that the green crescent flag will fly aloft till the end of the world, and the dooms prophets would be compelled to lick the dust.
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The public administrators, in general, and police officers, in particular, must reach out to the community to know their problems and redress their grievances. Since the outset of my carrier I have always believed in Participative policing and have always tried to have close contact with the general people. To get acquainted with the common man’s grievances even as a young ASP I have been holding open meetings with the community at large at police station level. So when I was posted as police chief of a district in South Punjab, I told the concerned DSP to organize an open kuchehry (open meeting with the community). He, after a few days informed me that the first open meeting would be held in the area of Ahmedpur police station. When I asked him about the reputation of the local SHO (incharge of the police station) the DSP counted his different attributes except integrity. When I specifically asked, “is he honest?” The DSP said “Sir he is wise and have good links with the influential people of the area”. He further added that “I have briefed the SHO about your policies and priorities and there would not be any complaint in your tenure Sir”. Anyhow, I gave him green signal to hold first open kuchehry at Ahmad Pur. 

When I reached there, I saw some persons lined up outside the venue with garlands in their hands. “Sir they are notables of the area” the DSP told while introducing them. One of them was introduced as Butt sahib, who stepped forward to garland me, but on my refusal he garlanded the DSP. While introducing him further the SHO said “sir he is in the steel business and very influential in the area” However Mr.Butt’s demeanor and body language hinted at his dubious character. Another man with heavy mustaches, wearing waist coat and Peshawari Chappal was introduced as Khan Sb. He was presented as another respectable person of the area, who provides financial assistance to the poor, needy and the widows.  Standing proudly, next in the row was a man with a white turban, introduced as Chaudhry sahib. Chaudhry sahib had rassagirana looks (looks of the harbourer of criminals). Another man wearing silk kurta and a necklace around his neck was standing, who looked more like a gambling den runner than a dignitary. Then, there were some other people wearing slanted caps. They were introduced as helpers and supporters of local police.

While walking towards the stage, I asked the DSP, why these “respectables” looked so scared. The DSP tried to convince me “sir they are getting pale due to your awe and the hot weather is also having its effect on them.” He kept on insisting about their nobility and respectability.

After recitation of the Holy Quran and Naat, the stage secretary went to the SHO to get instructions, after which the proceedings formally started off. In his introductory remarks the stage secretary termed my visit as good omen, which
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