












Meanwhile, Ghinwa Bhutto is running 
in parliamentary elections in a constitu-
ency adjacent to Benazir’s. Her party is 
an offshoot of the PPP called the PPP-
SB, named in memory of her late father-
in-law.  

The house is full of ghosts, and while 
Ghinwa and Fatima are careful not to be 
too brutal in their criticism, there is a his-
tory here. Fatima’s father had long been 
a political rival for PPP power. He was 
mysteriously killed in a police shoot-out 
in Karachi in 1996,  for which Ghinwa 
and his children blame Benazir, if not for 
the actual killing, then for doing little to 
prevent it or to aid the investigation.

It gets murkier. There are rumors that 
Benazir’s husband, Zardari, was behind 
it; there are rumors that Benazir wanted 
the power of the PPP simply for herself. 
There is also the elusive question of why 
all the Bhuttos die such horrific deaths: 
Benazir’s youngest brother, Shahnawaz 
Bhutto, was found dead at 27 in the south 
of France in 1985 with a broken bottle 
of poison next to him. (Benazir’s only 
surviving sibling is her younger sister, 
Sanam, now 51 and living in London. 
Their mother, the Iranian-Kurdish Nus-
rat Bhutto, is said to be ill from a com-
bined stroke and Alzheimer’s and had 
been living with Benazir in Dubai.)   

Ghinwa’s warm, informal, somewhat 
chaotic household shows a side to the 
Bhutto empire that is slightly off-key. I 
can’t imagine a greater contrast to the 
regal air of Benazir, whom I met in 2000 
when I debated with her at the Oxford 
Union. She was elegant and refined, her 
accent rather British, her charisma im-
peccable. Although she had the wonder-
ful quality of making everyone seem like 
the most important person in the room, 
her grandeur was apparent. It was easy to 
forget that she had spent four years in and 
out of prison, from 1979 to 1983, passing 
her birthdays, losing her hair, suffering 
from starvation, isolation, and malaria.

But mutual friends who went to Ox-
ford with her remember a charming, 
lively, and, even then, highly politicized 
young woman who raced around their 
dorm rooms wearing “relaxed Western 
clothing” and bringing them glasses of 
her favorite cocktail: crème de menthe 
and milk. Benazir’s onetime Oxford 
hallmate Bettina von Hase tells me she 
received a Christmas card from Benazir, 
who managed to stay in touch with her 
Oxford contemporaries, on the day she 

died. “I can’t imagine that in the middle 
of all that turmoil, she took the time to 
send a Christmas card,” von Hase says. 
“I had not seen her in years, but she had 
written to me personally.”

Meanwhile, Ghinwa is hoping to open 
up another Bhutto political front. Her 
following is small, but she is optimistic. 
“This is the legacy of the Bhuttos,” she 
says after dinner, leading us through the 
long hallway to the outer courtyard. “To 
make the impossible possible.”

As I leave al-Murtaza and the troubled 
spirits of the Bhutto dynasty, I begin the 
long drive back to Karachi, passing the 
workers slowly tending fields and the 
muddy villages that have not changed for 
centuries. I reflect that most of the people 
I spoke with in Pakistan simply want 
one thing: democracy. But the death of 
Bhutto, the country’s history, and past 
violence must be healed before that hap-
pens. Bhutto herself, in one of her last 
writings, acknowledged this: “Before 
there is more pain,” she wrote in her final 
book, Reconciliation: Islam, Democracy, 
and the West, which she worked on virtu-
ally until her death, “reconciliation must 
be achieved.” @
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