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Preface 
 

Every one of us may have our own interpretations of various historical facts; however, 

the main pre-requisite is finding the whole truth. It is very unfortunate that soon after the 

partition of 1947,  and that of 1971 the historical context, facts and realities got 

fictionalized. It is often said that three histories of partition exist in our part of the world, 

the one that is told and taught in Pakistan, the other that is told and taught in India and/or 

Bangladesh, and the third that is the real version. This partly happened to serve the vested 

interests of certain classes who are using the maneuvered history to gain maximum 

benefits. To me hiding historical facts or distorting them is not only a crime against 

current generation but a sheer crime against our future generations who would be 

deprived of being acquainted with truth. 

 

In our Rewriting History Project, SDPI has not followed to develop first histories; we 

have tried to follow the third one to bring the real version from peopleôs perspective. It is 

the first book of its nature covering a vast geographical range and communities spread all 

over the South Asian States. We look forward to bring out more extensive and mature 

studies on the subject in the light of feedback from the readers. Making the book public, I 

would like to recall our great poet Faiz, who in his famous poem ñSubh-e-Azadiò had 

said: 

 

This stained light, this night-bitten dawn 

This is not the dawn we yearned for 

This is not the dawn 

For which we set out so eagerly 

(Tr. By Daud Kamal) 

 

 

 

 

         Abid Qaiyum Suleri 
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Mohammad Abdul Rauf Malik 
Lahore 

I was born in Lahore on 1 October 1926. Lahore is an old historical city. It is the birthplace of 
many prominent and learned scholars. It was the center of cultural activity and became home to 
many other learned men, like Chughtai, Punjabi poet Hidayatullah, Maulvi Abdul Haq, publisher of 
the first Muslim English daily newspaper.  

I had yet to started school when my father died. He had wanted me to be a ôHafizõ, a person who 
has memorized The Quran but he died when I was only 4 or 5. I have faint memories of him.  

I was admitted to Cheenian Wali Mosque, Maulana Daoud, one of the founders of the Majlis-e-
Ahrar.was the custodian of the mosque. His son Abu-Bakar was my class fellow. We passed our B. 
A. from the same college at the same time. Through his contacts, I got involved in ôAhrarõ. Maulvi 
Abdul Haqõs religious books impressed me, especially ôAzadi-e-Hindõ. Maulana Syed Ataullah Shah 
Bukhari and Allama Mashriqi visited us. When the ôKhaksar Movementõ started, the ôkhaksarsõ lived in 
my house.  

I joined Congress Party when I was in college. I came into contact with various leftist groups and 
communists through Congress Socialist Party, especially, Feroz-ul-din Mansoor and Fazal Ilahi 
Qurban. There were many reasons for my inclination towards socialist thoughts. Principal Chabeel 
Dasõs writings on ôHum Ghulam Kion Hani?õ(Why are we slaves?) made a strong impression on me. I 
was introduced to many other communist leaders. I became a member of the Congress Party in 
1946 and issued a membership card. I was 20 years old and had recently graduated from college.    

Amrat Ralia Ram helped us in getting a bookshop when some comrades came to Lahore in 1945. 
Comrade Kalimullah from Hyderabad, Comrade Ahmed Hussain from Allahabad were sent by the 
Party to Lahore with the task of publishing books in Urdu, including text books, literary books as 
well as books on politics. When riots began amidst Partition, we spent most of the time in the 
bookshop. Comrade Kalimullah left for Hyderabad. Ahmed Husain and I spent our time reading 
books during riots and curfews.  

A sympathetic member of the Party, Naseem Zikria became my friend. We spent a lot of time 
together. Later, he became Principal of F. C. College, Lahore. Most of my friends left because of the 
riots. Naseem got admission for M.A. classes and disconnected himself from the Party. In 1948, I 
was given the informal charge of the Party.  

 

One day I received a message to receive a guest by the name of Masood, who was coming by train 
from Karachi and traveling in first class. I was given 50 Rupees. I did as per orders. I went to 
Montgomery (Sahiwal) traveling in third class and from Montgomery to Lahore in first class. Since 
names of the passengers were written on the bogey, finding him was not troublesome. We 
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recognized each other; the Party had chosen me for this purpose because I was the only person who 
could recognize him. When I saw him the last time he was dressed in shalwar qameez and he had 
moustaches but this time he was dressed in trousers and shirt.  He inquired about Peopleõs 
Publishing House (PPH) my exams, the Party office on 114 Macleod Road, my brother Abdullah, the 
publications, the bookshop etc. 

We got off from train and went to Dr. Ashrafõs cousinõs house. I had to return that night but I got 
sick. I remained sick for ten days and could not work at PPH. I told Nasim to take care of Party 
matters. After recovery, I resumed Party work. I was officially made the in charge of Party. 

 During 1948, Chiang Kai Shekõs Forces were forced to withdraw when Peoples Republic of China 
was winning. 1 October is celebrated as anniversary of Peoples Republic of China. A pamphlet in this 
regard was printed with a slogan òAwami Jamhuri Cheen Zindabadó. It became so popular that it got 
banned. It was the ever first pamphlet that got published after the creation of Pakistan and it was 
printed in our shop. 

It makes me feel sad even today when I recall this incident. I went to Delhi in 1946 to attend All 
India Students Federation Conference. I was one of the delegates chosen from Lahore. It was a 3-4 
days conference. I had to return soon because I had to appear for exams. By the time I reached 
Lahore, riots had begun. I was studying in Islamia College Lahore, which was at that time known as 
DAV College. Coming out of the College, I went to Bull Road after passing through Railway Road, I 
saw a dead body of a Sikh lying on the roadside. It was the first such scene that I came across and it 
is difficult to forget. In 1947, tension started that led to actions of violence and riots.  

We lived in multi-racial settlement. Hindus lived in the walled city, adjacent to Kucha Sawaran. I still 
remember that their women pulled out water from the wells in their copper utensils. My mother and 
grandmother gave us money to buy groceries from a Hindu shopkeeper, Mohini. When I grew up, 
we started purchasing from a Muslim shopkeeper, Mohammed Din, whom we called Deena. The 
first girl I fell in love with was a Hindu. Her name was Jannak and she was the friend of Sughran, 
who often came to our home. Obviously it was a period of innocence and childhood.   

During the riots, the whole town was set on fire. Jannakõs family members went to the refugeesõ 
camps in Lahore, opposite Lajpat Rai Hostel. Shahalmi area was burnt down. At that time it was a 
small market and Hindus were dominant in business. My father used to give me money to bring soft 
drinks from Gokal, a Hindu. All those shops were burnt down. There were only 5-6 Muslim shops in 
Anarkali shopping area, primarily dealing in leather goods and tailoring. All the shopkeepers in 
Shahalmi were Hindus. There were two temples and both were burnt down. I am an eyewitness to 
the Shahalmi burning incident. I saw people being burnt, killed, looted and thrown out of their 
homes. Cheema was a Muslim police officer and actively participated in the burning incident.  

We were compelled to become part of these disturbing factors. Although I was a student of History, 
I could not understand the reason for what was happening?  Why the fires? Why the killings and the 
riots? Perhaps I had personal attachments with my Hindu friends when I was studying in Mission 
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School, where half of the students were Hindus. At that time, I did not know that Ralya Ram was 
related to the Party; he took Bible classes. 

We joined the Communist Party. The situation was very bad and people were seeking any manner of 
place for shelter. There were fires everywhere. People escaped from Amritsar, Gurdaspur, Batala, 
Hoshiarpur and Jalandhar after their houses were targeted. Our office was on 114 Macleod Road and 
the situation was always alarming around us. We made arrangement for the bereft and helpless 
people to get to their destination. Anees Hashmi came with his family from Delhi. He stayed with us 
until he was allotted a house on Macleod Road within 5-10 days. Many others came to us seeking 
help. Talib Jalandhary of Faisalabad was one of them. Later, he became a member of the Muslim 
League. Our office was the center for helping people. We printed a womenõs magazine called Niswani 
Dunya and Talib helped with its promotion. 

Communist Party assumed that if all the comrades join The Muslim League it would develop into a 
progressive party. It resulted in Mian Iftikharuddin leaving and the party was left with scoundrels 
only. This decision was undone in 1946 when Rajni Palm Dutt changed the approach. Parminder, on 
the other hand, wrote an article ôLasting Peace for Peopleõs Democracyõ, discouraging sectarianism. 
Although I was a member of Party for many years, I got Partyõs card from Satwant Singh, son of 
National College Principal. Danyal Latifi was the Secretary of Partyõs District Committee but he left 
and joined the Muslim League. I was recommended as his replacement. I was 18-19 years old and 
had done my FSc. Shameem Ashraf Malik and I got the membership card. A poem Daagdaag Ujala 
titled Sahar by Faiz Ahmad Faiz was published in the magazine, ôNargisõ. It was written in July, before 
14 August 1947. Party line and its motto changed. To err is human and Party members committed 
misdoings. 

I became acquainted with Lal Khan soon after Partition. Mirza Ibrahim introduced me to him when 
Lal was a railway worker. He was 27 years old at that time and was elder to me. Among the members, 
Aslam Awan was known to broadcast any news he got from many sources and thus, Mahinder Singh 
named him ôradioõ. It did not cause any problem nor made any difference. The most important 
meeting with Lal Khan took place in 1958 during election. He found out that I was a comrade and a 
railway worker. In 1952, both Mirza Ibrahim and Lal Khan were jailed. We got arrested in 1954. It 
happened after elections. During elections, we got together for collecting charity. Hamid Hashmi and 
Aslam Awan did lot of work for the Party. Everybody participated actively in election campaign.  

I was never a part of a cell or fraction of the Party. I reported directly to Sajjad Zahir. I was a 
member of Ishfaqõs Baig ôPakistan Soviet Cultural Associationõ run by Raza Kazim. PPH was a 
central meeting place.  

Mumtaz Hussain was a big critic. He came to me one day along with Hamid Akhtar. He was starved, 
thin and lean, dressed in an old coat that seemed to be purchased from Landa Bazar. I did not 
recognize him. Akhtar reminded me about his article in ôNizamõ.  
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I lived with Lal Khan in jail for three months. He was a pleasant comrade, got up in time and used to 
be our P.T.I. master in jail. We used to play volleyball, ate together and took care of each other 
especially in troubles. After we were released, PPH was banned.  

Abdullah Jan Jamaldini 
Quetta 
 
I belong to a village in Noushki. There were not many Hindus living here but both Muslims and 
Hindus lived in peace and harmony. There was no discrimination. 
 
Many people were massacred during riots in 1947 in Punjab and other areas. Hindus and Sikhs were 
brutally killed in Quetta and Pishin. In Baloch areas, nobody was harmed and in many instances the 
Balochs protected them.  
 
In 1947, I was Naib Tehsildar in Quetta when Hindus were attacked. In Noushki and many other 
Baloch areas, Hindus and Muslims lived a happy life. Before Partition, we had a semi-nomad life. In 
spring, we would go to other areas with our cattle. There were many Hindus in our village and they 
would also travel with us. My mother had friendly relations with Hindu women but she did not allow 
them to come near her kitchen. 
 
Muslim Leagues members arrived from Punjab and instigated riots against Hindus. When Mir Gul 
Khan Naseerõs elder brother heard about this, he was very angry. He assured that no Hindus would 
be harmed in any manner. Hindus trusted Mir Sahib. 
This tradition is same even now, so many years after the Partition. In 1992, people reacted against the 
demolition of Babri Mosque; and started demolishing Hindu Temples all over the country. There was 
unrest in Loralai, Balochistan. Mir Sahibõs cousin, Mir Akram Khan sat in front of the temple gate 
and guarded it.  
 
I frequently visited the homes of my Hindu friends, Ganga Ram, Narain Das, and Menghraj. They 
wore typical Balochi dresses. Their women were just like our women in the way they dressed. Very 
few Hindus migrated from Balochistan to India. A few who left Balochistan for India, still remember 
their motherland.   
 
Balochistan was always secular. There was no discrimination of language, culture, dresses or customs 
between Hindus and Muslims. The Baloch people saved Hindus many times during the course of 
history. Balochi poetry includes many of these stories.   
 
Sometimes I visit one of my sons in Killi Battu, where he does farming. He told me the story about 
two Hindu brothers who were shopkeepers in the village. One of them was called Shewal. A Pathan 
named Gurg (Gurg is a Balochi name for wolf) was very strong and tall, boasted that he would rob 
Shewal and spend the money on his wedding. One night, he came to rob Shewal. When Shewal 
called for help, every body came running with their spades to save him. Gurg had a gun but even 
then the villagers fought with him and killed him.  
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Poems were written on this incident and it became folklore in that area.  
 
In 1947, I was Naib Tehsildar in Food Department in Quetta. The city was under curfew but I had a 
curfew pass and was able to move around the city freely. I saw a man standing outside Arya Samaj 
Ashram gate. He was wearing a long posteen and a big Kakar turban on his head. I was amazed and 
wondered what this old Pathan was doing there. I asked in Pushto, òWhat are you doing here.ó He 
replied, òI am a Hindu?ó I said, òWhere do you live?ó He replied, òI have come from Tharparkar.ó 
 
I studied at Sanden Primary School Quetta. In class two, I had a friend named Jaichand and I still 
miss him. In school, we spent our break-time together. He wore long Shalwars, and a turban on his 
head. His father was a railway employee. I can still hear his heavy voice echoing in my head. I had 
another Hindu childhood friend, Narian Das. He studied with me in the same school in Noushki. I 
used to go to his house and we played and ate together. His father knew my father and loved me as 
his own nephew. After many years, when I was the sub-editor of Nawa-i-Watan in Quetta, Narain 
Das informed me that he was going to India.  
 
These were our relationships and associations with each other. They are just memories now. 
 

Ajit Rai 
Amritsar 
 
I was born in village Makandpur in Lyallpur in 1938. Shaheed Bhagat Singh (a famous freedom 
fighter) was born in nearby village Banga. I was born in my grandparentsõ house. My father lived in 
Chak 65. We moved to Multan when my father acquired some land there. Both Lyallpur and Multan 
are my hometowns. I brought up in a non-religious manner. 
 
In 1947, I was nine years old. A Muslim boy, Bakka and I became very good friends. He had goats 
and I had cows and buffaloes and we grazed the animals together. When we left our village, I left my 
cattle to my friend Bakka, who assured me, òI will graze them till you come back.ó I called his 
mother Amman, and he called my mother Bibi. We often ate together. 
 
In 1947, we decided to leave for India; we all wept and hoped that we will meet again. Riots had 
already started before we left Multan. Independence of Pakistan had not been announced.   
 
In Mandi Burewala, Baloch Regiment was appointed for our security. Our caravan was five miles 
long and slowly moved forward. A short distance from Khanewal, Muslim thugs opened fire on us, 
killing two men. The Captain of the Baloch Regiment opened fire on the miscreants. Some were 
killed and the rest ran away. Some soldiers asked him why he was killing his own Muslim brothers. 
To which he replied, òWe are given the responsibility to guard this caravan. My Quran does not allow 
me to let people die who are under my protection. It is our duty to take them to their destination 
safely.ó After that, no one attacked our caravan, and we reached Ferozpur border.  
 
It was raining and water level was high when we cross River Satluj. We had to stop and stay in our 
relativeõs house in Ludiana. After a few days, water level receded and we saw many bloated corpses 
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floating in water. I can never forget that. Another incident impossible to forget was an old woman 
and two children drowning and crying for help. Their cart got caught up in whirlpool, and they 
drowned.  
 
The rain kept pouring as we crossed Satluj. Thousands were killed. The rain washed away the dead 
bodies and pulled a curtain over the massacre.  
 
When we came here, we realized that it would be impossible to go back. The government announced 
that the people who left their land in Pakistan would be compensated. We got land near Nawan 
Shehr and we settled there permanently. I never got a chance to contact Bakka or his parents.  
I remember another incident when we were leaving village. My maternal uncle and his brother-in-law, 
Mehnga stayed back, to sell our harvested crop of wheat to a Patwari, who assembled people from the 
village and attacked them.  
 
In the small town, Basti Sheikh near Lyllpur, our elders had enmity with the local hoodlum, Allah 
Ditta. There was a land dispute. When Patwari, along with others attacked us, Mehnga got killed. 
Frightened and confused, my uncle climbed the roof of a house. 
 
Somehow Allah Ditta heard about this attack. He came to our village with his men and rifles. When 
my uncle saw him, he thought that his old enemy would definitely kill him. Instead, he opened fire 
on the Patwari and his followers ran away. He asked my uncle to come down. Again my uncle 
thought he was going to be killed. He took kirpan in his hand and climbed down. Allah Ditta threw 
down his gun and embraced my uncle. He said, òForget everything that had happened between our 
families so far.ó Mehnga was barely alive. Allah Ditta gave him some water but he died. 
 
Allah Ditta and his men arranged for his cremation, according to our Sikh beliefs. He gave my uncle 
his horse and brought him to our caravan. We were close to the border when Allah Ditta arrived 
with my uncle.  
 
This incident inspired me to write a story Haji Lok. The main idea of the story was that when Allah 
Ditta was going back to his village after leaving my uncle, he had a strange light on his face, like 
pilgrims after the pilgrimage.       
 
My memories of my village Chak 104 are different. I had not started going to school. I was the 
favorite child of my maternal grandparents. The son of a street entertainer, Gulla, became my friend. 
We played together for endless hours. He was very good at playing with seashells (a game like 
marbles). He was a better player than me. One day, I lost all my seashells. He loaned me a few of his 
seashells. I lost them as well. He loaned some more. I lost again. I lost so many times; it was 
impossible return the loans. I wrote a story on Gulla.  
 
Similarly, I wrote a poem ôYaheen Kaheenõ on my childhood memories. I recorded memories of my 
village and childhood days in such a way that people cried when I recited it.  
 
Our collective cultural heritage can never end, nor could its memories be erased. They would come 
back to us in shape of our dreams, stories and poetry.  
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It is true that Punjab was split in two but you can never split our common heritage, civilization and 
culture. How could you split Nanak, Bullah Shah and Waris Shah? How can you divide Farid and 
Shah Hussein? 
 

Archbishop Lawrence J. Saldanha 

Lahore 
 
I was very young and studying in school at the time of Partition. My father was in the Railway 
Department. When my father returned from official tours, they would welcome us at the platform as 
protocol. There was no difference in protocol on the basis of religion or ethnicity. He treated 
Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs with equal respect and they had cordial relations with each another. All 
races and communities lived peacefully and the system worked very well because the British Police 
and Army had strict control and discipline over the people. 
  
When the Second World War ended in 1945, freedom movement stared and the British control 
slackened. Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs began to support their respective religion-based parties. 
Differences between different communities began to surface. In 1946 and 1947, the freedom 
movement was at its peak and the number of political activists increased. People marched through 
our street in rallies, shouting for freedom and expressing rage. People were unsure how the country 
would be divided or what would happen next and everyone was insecure and uncertain. Would 
Lahore be a part of India or Pakistan? 
 
When the Boundary Commission settled the boundary between Amritsar and Lahore, riots began in 
Lahore because people knew it would be part of Pakistan and Hindus and Sikhs had serious concerns 
over it. In the same way, Muslims in Hindustan had concerns about their future and began to migrate 
to Pakistan. The rich people got out before the situation worsened but the poor were last to move. 
There was mass looting and there was no police to protect people or their belongings.  
 
I know that Christian members of Punjab Legislative Assembly voted in favour of Pakistan. C. 
Gibbon was the Speaker of Legislative Assembly and S.P. Singha was a prominent Christian leader. 
 
Punjabi Christians thought all Punjabis must support each other and Punjabi identity became 
important. The Christians of Punjab opted for Pakistan while Christians of Bombay or Goa did not. 
Our leaders such as S.P. Singha met with Jinnah. I think they made a good decision.    
 
The minority situation is worse now then it was in the early years of Pakistan. Previously references 
were made about Cecil Chaudhry in the textbooks of History or Civics but now there is no mention 
of Christian heroes in our textbooks. We must correct our history books to give space to national 
heroes of all religious backgrounds and not just Muslims.  
 
Christians escorted Hindus and Sikhs to Amritsar and Muslims to Lahore. In Narowal, Belgian 
Father Salesius escorted different caravans to Pathankot. He led Hindu caravans because no one 
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attacked caravans under his protection. The people of that area still remember Father Salesius as a 
brave Christian Father. 
 
Christian schools buildings were used for rehabilitation work. Christian women worked with Red 
Cross to facilitate migration from India into Pakistan. Miss Fraser worked in schools for more than 
50 years along with her mother. She told me that her mother worked in different refugee camps for 
Red Cross.  In Gujranwala, Father Fidentian saved two or three Sikh women, whose parents were 
killed. Father Fidentian died in Belgium.  
 
Before Partition, a large number of Hindus and Christians worked in government services. When 
Hindus left at Partition, the Christians picked up the slack and responsibility of running the system. 
When Muslims became better educated, they were appointed to all the important positions.  
Shortly after Partition, Christians had top positions, like in the Air Force. The situation began to 
change over time. Christian youth were disheartened as they realized the country was only for 
Muslims and many began to migrate to England and other countries.  
 
A wave of hatred was unleashed against Christians during 1965 and they were called ôtraitorsõ. The 
Muslims had no right to doubt Christian loyalty to Pakistan. 
 

Chaudhry Mohammed Rafique 
Pind Dadan Khan 
 

I was born in Pani Pat, India. I was 15 or 16 years old when Pakistan was created. I am 80 years 

of age. We were living Chora Kaun at that time. We were getting ready for the evening prayers 

when suddenly Sikhs arrived in vehicles and attacked our town. We were preparing the evening 

meal but left everything on the stove and fled. We were well prepared in advance and just picked 

up the baggage and left everything behind. We headed for our neighbouring village of Noor 

Wala, at a distance of 10 kilometers, which was a Muslim settlement. We took refuge in the 

homes of relatives. People were crying and some were hurt and a few died in this chaos. We 

reached Noor Wala in a miserable state. The villagers shared their food with us.  
 
In the morning, the Gorkkha police arrived and called out that all the men should line up in the field. 
We were terrified. We were ordered to leave for Karnal, situated at a distance of 13 kilometers. We 
had to walk, carrying bag and baggage. Some died on the way and some fell down in the bushes. The 
Gorkkhas were on both sides of the road, carrying guns in jeeps. Many people were shot dead in 
front of me and others escaped into the bushes. 
We were not given any food for two days after we reached the camp. My father purchased a sack of 
barley for Rs.90 from a Hindu, who had added poison to it. We got very sick and suffered from 
dysentery. 
 
We had joint investment with a high-class Hindu businessman whose name was Banarsi Daas. That 
year, we earned Rs.70, 000 from harvesting chilies crop. We had a quarter share in this income. The 
next day, Banarsi Daas suggested that it would be good for business if we converted to Hinduism 



 

14 

during the troubled time and reconvert to Islam when the condition became normal again. When I 
disagreed, he reluctantly gave me Rs.100 or 200. 
 
A few days later, we decided to leave for Pakistan by train. The only place we got was on top of the 
roof of the train. We had to secure ourselves with ropes in order to prevent ourselves from falling 
off. Our only wish was to reach to our Muslim brothers in Pakistan, where we could earn our 
livelihood and never have to live with Hindus. I got married when I was 16 years old. The wedding 
took place two or three months before Partition. An accident took place during the wedding 
procession and a child got hurt. Banarsi Daas came to our help. He was a high caste Hindu. He gave 
some money to the child and we were able to proceed with the wedding. 
 
We traveled by train from Karnal to Amritsar, a distance of approximately 200 or 300 kilometers. My 
father had Rs.2700, hidden in his shoe. The Sikhs stopped our train to kill us. They wanted to avenge 
the train massacre in Chalisa, Tehsil Pind Dadan Khan. They killed ten of our men. We began to 
recite òKalimaó. But miraculously with the grace of Allah Almighty, the killing stopped and we 
proceeded to Lahore.  We were so delighted and excited when the train entered Lahore that we 
started shouting slogans. The train stopped at Pind Dadan Khan station. We had absolutely no idea 
where to go in Pakistan but we were sure about our safety. There were about four thousand people 
on the train. Many people had come to welcome us, despite it being early in the morning. We saw 
mountains around us and wondered about employment in such a place. Pani Pat was a very beautiful 
and lush green area. We grew almost every kind of fruits and vegetables and grazed cattle. I had two 
elder brothers. One of them was very good at Hindi. Even the boys from grade ten couldnõt compete 
with him. Both of them died here, after migration. 
 

We had not opted for settlement in Pind Dadan Khan. Two thousand people went back to 

Malakwal because of the lack of job opportunity. Many others left for other cities like Malakwal, 

Chiniot and Sukkur.  About two thousand people decided to stay in Pind Dadan Khan. The local 

Tehsildaar assured us that he would provide us with accommodation. After a few days, he told us 

about the vacant house we could occupy. We bought 20-40 stalks of sugarcane, at the cost of 

Rs.1.25.  Within two days we sold it at a profit of 25 paisas. The government has not given us any 

funds for rehabilitation. Whatever I have today is the result of my own hard work. 
 

Chandar Calran 
Quetta 
 
My name is Chandar Calran. I am 40 years old. I was born after the creation of Pakistan, but my 
parents told me about many events that took place in 1947 and also about pre-Partition India. My 
ancestors survived the 1935 earthquake. I was told many stories about 31 May 1935, when the 
earthquake rocked the city of Quetta and left it in ruins. We lived in Lahiri village.    
 
The events of 1947 forced us to forget the earthquake. Muslims and Hindus lived in this region for 
hundreds of years. They had friendly relations with each other and shared each otherõs pain and 
happiness. Then suddenly the riots started. Our elders told me that friendly neighbors became 
enemies overnight. When the riots started in Quetta, many Hindus were forced to flee.  
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We did not migrate because we belong to the Baloch families of Sindh. Our ancestor came from 
Sindh to this area. We live by the tribal system; tribal heads respected us, gave us land and helped us 
in many ways. Baloch Sardars are Muslims but they never consider us as outsiders. Their support and 
friendly behavior made us a part of this land. 
 
When the riots of Partition started, the heads of the tribes came forward to help us and ensured our 
security and safety. Had they not supported us, we would have fled like many others. At the time of 
Partition, our population was twenty five thousand but after the riots it dropped considerably.  
 
This area comes under the Pashtun belt. Quetta, Pisheen and many other cities had a huge population 
of Sikhs. Many were killed during riots and many migrated to India. The Hindus lived peacefully 
under the protection of Baloch tribes. In our village Lahiri, no one was harmed. Even now, many 
Hindu families are living peacefully in these areas. My father often told me that he decided not to 
leave because the Sardars were very protective and respectful towards us. All our ancestral houses and 
temples were here; it was better to die on our own land instead of becoming an immigrant. The 
Hindus families that migrated became apprehensive even though they were granted safety, they were 
fearful that problems would resurface.  
 
Christian helped when the riots broke out in this area; they served people with care and devotion, in 
the name of humanity. The government should acknowledge their contributions. Hindus also worked 
hard for the betterment of this society. 
 
Even today, Hindus and Muslims are living in peace and harmony. We attend each otherõs wedding 
ceremonies and exchange gifts, our Muslim brothers respond with love and respect as we have for 
them. On the festival of Rakhi Bandhan, our Muslim brothers celebrate with us. It is a part of our 
Baloch traditions. 
 

Farkhanda Lodhi 
Lahore 

I was born in Sahiwal in 1937.  At that time, it was known as Montgomery. During Partition, we 
moved to Khushalpur, where we had many relatives. I donõt remember exactly when we shifted but I 
remember it was during Partition. 

I was 10 years old at the time of Partition. Even today I fail to understand why did this happen. One 
night at 12.p.m.my brother announced that Pakistan was a separate country. It was a strange kind of 
feeling. Although the family members read newspaper and discussed local issues since we were 
children, we were taken aback. My father had died a few days before and my brother refused to take 
his body to Sahiwal for burial. In wartime, neighbors turned into enemies.  

We lived in a Sikh area but they had not harmed us. My mother wanted to leave and we left in the 
name of Allah. First, we went to our elder brother. Most of the people lived in camps but we did not. 
One or two members of our family lost their lives during Partition 
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My Hindu friends were Satya, Sawitri and Widya. We were like sisters and usually played games like 
ôstappoõ. We attended each otherõs functions and ceremonies. We always reserved seats next to us and 
saved sweets for them. I had Sikh and Hindu friends; Sawitri was very pretty. We exchanged sweets 
on special holidays.  

That is my self-culture study and for this reason I cannot forget the attachment with the history and 
culture of the sub-continent.  Perhaps this element is dominant in my nature. I donõt have association 
with Arab culture as most Muslims. Even spiritually, I feel no attachment or association with them. 
There was an Imam Bargah in our neighbourhood. Hindus recited ôMarsiasõ. Two or three groups 
carried the ôTaaziaõ. The Hindus also put up ôSabeelsõ 

I wrote about it in my novel. In fact, that novel was written about Sahiwal, I knew everything about 
its climate, rituals, taboos, miseries; I grew up and studied there. Until we migrated, there was no 
bloodshed between Hindus and Muslims. My sister was married and lived in Amritsar. She told us 
that Muslims burnt Hinduõs houses. My brother told us about the time when he pulled a Sikh out of 
a burning house, children were also trapped and people on the street rushed into the burning house 
to save their lives. After this incident, my brother was never happy again in his life. This tragedy was 
a burden in his heart till the day he died. 

We left two months before Partition. My paternal aunt migrated from Amritsar; she was beaten, 
stabbed and wounded and she remained sick until she died. 

It is only a notion that Muslims were different at the expense of two-nation theory. We would meet 
and invite each other but still considered ourselves as separate; this was the basis of separation. If we 
analyze the situation, we will find out that Punjabis caused tremendous harm not only to India or 
Pakistan, but also to their own culture by harming other Punjabis. In fact, they have destroyed their 
language, culture, inheritance and in a long run, their country. 

The whole scenario was like this: a region cut off into two parts. Hatred and hostility dividing people. 
We should have tolerated. Every world religion teaches patience and tolerance. Intolerance and 
impatience resulted in Partition. A human is superior only as a collective group. Alone no one can be 
superior or inferior. It is the approach of thought, connectivity, affection and attitude that can be 
graded as superior. Our Holy prophet (PBUH) also stressed this and never spoke of separation.  

In Khushalpur, I experienced only one kind of environment. At the age of 10, I came to Sahiwal 
leaving behind relations, friends and memories. Here, the environment was entirely different. Hindus 
were leaving for India and Muslims were rushing to Pakistan. I still remember the changes in our 
lives. 

We lived in Civil Lines with my elder brother. Everything was different. As Muslim women, we could 
not go outside, unlike in India. Rough and rude nature was dominant in people here, in contrast to 
the fun and entertainment in India. Non-Muslims from Pakistan had to leave for India and we had 
left India for Pakistan; in uprooting our lives, the grudges and hatred was enhanced. 
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There are also cases where people helped each other. There was a doctor who practiced in Police 
Lines. His family was greatly respected. Circumstances changed suddenly. The doctor packed up all 
his essential possessions and left with a gun in his hand.  

There was scarcity of drinking water. Innocent people and small children waited endlessly at the train 
station. Many people took advantage of the situation and settled personal enmity.  

Partition brought a wave of shamelessness. People started plundering in search of food and anything 
they could take from the helpless. The element of tenderness and regard got eliminated. Lack of 
education made them brutal and this is something present in the religion. This is reality that the 
culture imposed on us was originally of the Arabs. Arab culture played an important role in the 
development of our history and we cannot deny that Arabs were savage people. It is permitted to 
humiliate, usurp and take possession of others by force. This is what we have acquired from Arabian 
culture. We are delusional and brainwashed. A society without finer quality cannot survive. If Hindus 
today are surviving they must have such qualifications in their religion. Their religion is suitable for 
any proactive movement. It is moderate; it does not exceed to extremism. I donõt think that Arabs 
are following the teachings of Islam. We have absorbed Arab culture and history. Their wild nature 
prevailed before the advent of Islam. It was only our Prophet (PBUH) who introduced Islam and its 
teachings. They ate wild things and the victorious punished the losers. The aim was total suppression 
of individual vision. The Arabs attacked and looted the earning of other families. Hazrat Ayesha says 
in a book that there was an incident, when Khyber was conquered, Arabs found a settlement of Jews 
and ate their whole stock of dates. They loaded the dates on their donkeys and mules and claimed 
that for the first time in their life they ate to their heartõs content. Upon this, the Holy Prophet taught 
them mutual sharing and he laid stress on eating with equal distribution. The Buddhists do not eat in 
this manner. Even Hindus eat together in small bowls. One another thing we consider sacred is the 
colour green. I think it is psychological because the Arabs had no verdure and to meet its deficiency 
they tied green turbans around their head. 

By the grace of Allah, my grandfather was an educated person of his times when there was a usual 
trend of low literacy in small state of Kangra. He urged all of us to get an education. 

Sahiwal was a different world. My mother had an Islamic mind and admitted in an Islamic 
Government School for Girls, Sahiwal. I graduated from Sahiwal College and came to Lahore after I 
got married. I did a library course and got a job. In the initial phase of Pakistanõs creation, there was 
no problem to get a job, no one bothered to take notice whether the person was eligible for the job 
or not.  

I become a writer. I was fond of reading literature and would read for hours in the library. I did not 
have sense to distinguish good books from bad ones and read whatever was available. Everyone was 
afraid that after getting a job I would become independent. Since my father had died and our family 
was large, I needed a job immediately. My teachers, family members and my husband have all 
contributed towards my upbringing. When I had to go outside in Sahiwal, it was troublesome. 
Muslim League was the dominant party and actively involved in allotment of land. We also got a plot 
of 10 marlas.  
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My grandfather came from the village in 1857 and took refuge in Khairpur. He took charge of a 
stable owned by a British. My great grandfather spoke Urdu. He married his daughter (my 
grandmother) to a Punjabi. The next generation also got married to Punjabis and gradually; our 
language was transformed from Urdu to Punjabi. My grandfather used to go to Sargodha to listen 
ômushairasõ. He had a job during daytime and used to read books at night under the street lamps. Both 
my parents spoke Persian.  

 I wrote my first novel ôHasrat-e-Zaibe-e-Tamannaõ after marriage, followed by a collection of short 
stories ôGood way to hearõ. ôParwatiõ, did not get printed. It hurt me but I did not have courage to ask 
the reason. 

Punjabi culture has ways fascinated me. Its class division reflects in individual minds and experiences. 
Like soil and nature. Soft and fertile soil leads to a soft nature while a hard and rough soil leads to a 
rough nature. Sahiwal is a fertile soft green city and has an old culture.  

I became aware of women rights. Partition exploited them. They are mistreated in all circumstances. 
She ensures the continuity of our generation. She gives birth and has the responsibility of the childõs 
upbringing and training but she is never rewarded. 

In early 1973, I started to write in Punjabi.  I wrote a collection of stories in 1973; one of them was 
ôYaadeinõ. The radio team asked me to provide some articles in Punjabi.  I have a revolutionary spirit. 
Although my major work was in Urdu, I got more appreciation for my work in Punjabi.  

We are bereft people and our culture is injured. This land of Punjab has suffered a lot and it had to 
put aside its own interests. We hate each other and do not realize that we, in fact are outsiders. We 
should accommodate and embrace those who come from outside. Punjabis forget this. They forgot 
themselves and praised others; talked for others and communicated through others. Now a little 
awareness has developed. I would say that a great Punjabi Urdu poet and writer, Allama Iqbal should 
not have had forgotten his roots. He never wrote anything in Punjabi. 

There are two things in Punjabõs culture; kill or be killed. The attitude of Hindustan is that women 
have a compromising nature. The nature of Punjab or the nature of Pakistan itself has become the 
nature of its women. She should submit for as long as she can in order to survive but not beyond. 
Sindhis, Pakhtoons, and Balochis do not speak Urdu unlike Punjabis and thus are known as traitors. 
We were the first to adopt Urdu and I think it was a part of our psychology. During British rule, 
English was dominating other languages and they considered Urdu as Muslim language. 

Gurcharan Singh Mehta 

Amritsar 
 
I was born on 12 January 1936 in Nowshera. My father was in the army and stationed there. My 
ancestral village is Kontrila, Tehsil Gujran Khan. My great grandfather, Dr. Roy Sobha Singh was 
Medical Superintendent in Civil Hospital. The British Government awarded him the title of Roy. My 
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grandfather was also a doctor. He served in various hospitals in Rawalpindi, Dera Baba Nanak Shah 
and Lyallpur.  
 
As a young boy, we lived in a house in Bazar Talwaran, Rawalpindi. We rented out five shops in this 
bazaar. My maternal grandparents lived in Noorpur Shahan and we visited them very often. There 
were not many Sikh families in this village. Most of the population was Muslim and people lived in 
peace and harmony. My maternal grandfather had a shop near the shrine of Bari Shah Latif. In 
Bazaar Talwaran, the majority of population was Sikh and Hindus. Muslim population was 
concentrated around Jamia Masjid area.  
  
Syed Aslam and Syed Ghafar lived opposite my grandfatherõs shop. They loved us like their own 
children. They were tongawalas. At the time of a wedding, every body was invited, without any 
discrimination. Our school was situated outside the city but we had no problems going to school.  
 
On the 6 March, my friend Gurbachanõs father arrived at the school. He told us that riots had started 
in the city and he had come to pick us up. We had no idea what he was talking about but we went 
along. Returning home, I saw people fighting in the streets and bazaars. Riots spread to all the 
neighboring areas and especially villages. We had never thought of migrating but on 28 August, a 
deplorable act forced us to leave Pakistan.  
 
My brother was learning fabric printing in a Hindu shop. At that time, incidents of killing Hindus and 
Sikhs were common. He went to shop on 28 August as usual and a Muslim shot him. The shop next 
door sold sweets; Muslims also killed three of the shopkeeperõs sons. They were taken to civil 
hospital but it was too late. My brother was still alive when he reached the hospital. The bullet hit his 
heart, had the doctor operated to remove the bullet, he could have survived. Due to negligence of the 
duty doctor, my brother died. When we took him to cremation ground, everyone at home was 
worried about our safety.  
 
Before my brotherõs death, my grandmother was against migration to India. She said that the 
government changes but the people remain the same. My brotherõs death was too traumatic for her.  
 
She had a lot of property in Toha Khalsa (a Potohari village, where many Sikhs were killed). Her 
father was a minister in Kashmir. She thought that even if Pakistan and India had separated, the 
people would never change. By the end of August, not only our family but many other Hindu and 
Sikh families decided to migrate to India.  
 
My fatherõs younger brother was in the military; he immediately moved us to the army barracks 
because it was no longer safe in the city. We locked our four-storied house and moved to the army 
barracks. During our stay in the barracks, we came back to see our house to find that the locks were 
broken. Our uncle arranged military cars for us and we reached India.  
 
In Noorpur Shahan, Sikhs were not harmed. The village elders and local Rajas guarded the village 
from Muslims. Hence, the houses of Hindus and Sikhs remained secure. The Rajas took the Hindu 
and Sikh families to their houses. Later, they were taken to safe places in Rawalpindi on tongas.  
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In Kontarila, my grandfather had a huge mansion. Everything was burnt down. I still think of 
Noorpur Shahan as a lighthouse, and Kontarila as hell. I was a student of class five when we had to 
leave Rawalpindi. It was difficult to leave everything behind but to forget those events is even more 
difficult.  
 
After 1947, I got a chance to come back to Pakistan in 1976 for Guru Nanakõs birthdayõs 
celebrations. But I got visa to go to Nankana Sahib only and I returned to India with a yearning to 
see my own village and city once again.    
 
My wish was fulfilled in 1993, after forty-six years of Partition. When I moved to India, I was only 
eleven years old. When I came back to Rawalpindi, I was an old man of 57, trying to recognize the 
old streets and roads. We stopped in front of the Gordon College. I went to Raja bazaar, the school 
in which I studied till class four was still there, I went to Bazar Talwaran and I saw my old house. I 
recognized it the moment I saw it. The people who were living in that house were very hospitable. 
They welcomed and invited us inside. I was very happy to see that these people kept the house with 
love and care. It was as beautiful as it used to be. I looked around the house. I wanted to keep the 
house in my eyes. 
 
The new owners of the house offered me tea. We sat together and shared our experiences of 
Partition. The mother of my host was just like my grandmother. I told her about my brotherõs death, 
she told me about the disappearance of her father. They migrated from Amritsar during Partition. 
Our hearts were full of sad memories. 
 
We went to see our school. The building was still there. I went in to see the headmaster. I asked 
about Sundar Singh, who was the principal of the school when I was studying.  
I also saw my maternal auntõs house while sitting in a rickshaw. I did not have the time to see it from 
the inside. I could not visit my village because the validity of my visa did not allow me. 

Inayat Masih Gohar 

Peshawar 
 
At the time of Partition I was thirteen years old and studying in class VIII. I saw the making of 
Pakistan; the ceremony was held in the Cunningham Park (now Jinnah Park).  
 
I was born on 5 September 1934 in Peshawar. My father died when I was still a child. My maternal 
uncle, who was in Khyber Rifles in Landi Kotal, took my sister and me under his wing. I was 
enrolled in Edwardes High School and my sister in Elizabeth High School. We lived with our 
maternal aunt in Peshawar. 
  
The students belonged to different religions but we were friendly with each other. We had no 
religious differences among us. There were Sikhs, Hindus and Muslims in our school. Amanullah and 
Shaukat were my Muslim friends. I had two Hindu friends Dawarka Das and Badri Nath. There was 
no Sikh student in my class but there were many in our school. We never went to each otherõs 



 

21 

houses. Our friendships were limited to our school and our parents never socialized with each other. 
During recess, we ate together in a church beside our school.  
 
We had Hindu, Sikh, Muslim and Christian teachers. Gurmukh Singh was an excellent math teacher. 
There was a Punditji, who taught Hindi; a Maulvi Sahib for teaching Islamiat and we studied Bible 
from our Christian teachers. 
  
Mr. Shukla was the principal of our school. He was a Christian. Later, T. D Prashad was appointed as 
the Principal, he was a Hindu but converted to Christianity. His wife loved us very much; she gave 
sermons on Sundays. She cooked special food for all the children and gave us gifts on Christmas day 
and Easter. 
 
Hindu and Muslims also were friendly with each other. There was no discrimination. There were 
many Hindu shops in the Ander Shehr Bazar, where I lived. Muslims did not have shops in that 
bazaar.  
  
There was a big ground in Jabba, where Hindus held Dusehraõs fair every year. Hindus, Muslims and 
Christians went to the fair because it was fun. Similarly, Divali and Besakhi were celebrated with the 
same enthusiasm. There were no communal differences in these religious festivals before Partition.  
 
During the last months of 1946, situation started to change. At the beginning of 1947, Muslim 
League movement became very strong. The massacres started at this time, I saw many dead bodies of 
Hindus in the streets. Sarab Diyal was killed in his own house. We went to see his dead body. These 
mass killings of Hindus started before Partition.  
 
Hindus and Sikhs started to flee from these areas to save their lives. Those who could not leave were 
killed. Some decided to stay, they were either killed or had to convert to Islam. The Muslims saved 
some of them. When the riots escalated, the government established a camp in Qila Bala Hissar, 
where Hindus and Sikhs were detained. The weather was extremely hot and the Qila was full of 
people. A railway station was established near the Qila to take the Hindus and Sikhs out of this area. 
But even then, they were killed. Majority of the Hindu and Sikh population of the NWFP assembled 
in Peshawar. Many Muslims risked their lives to save Hindus and Sikhs.  
 
I went to Qila Bala Hissar once, where my teacher Gurmukh Singh and his family was taking refuge. 
He sent a message to our Principal T. D. Prashad, that his children were dying of hunger and he 
needed help. Muslims were not allowed to enter the Qila. The Principal asked me to take food for 
Gurmukh Singh. I believe that many Christians helped the trapped Hindus and Sikhs in the Qila.  
 
There was a huge population of Hindus in the Bazar Ander Shaher, Dhaki Naal Bandi and Dalgaran, 
Karim Pura Bazar, Mohalla Jogan Shah. I saw many dead bodies of Hindus in Dhaki. In Mohalla 
Jogan Shah, their houses were set on fire. Bazar Ander Shaher was set ablaze. The shops were looted 
and then burnt down.  
 
This is one side of the story; the other side is of the Muslim families who came from India. They 
faced more or less the same kind of trauma. The government decided to allot them the shops and 
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houses left behind by the Hindus, but the government could not do enough with its meager 
resources. 
 
Two Christian leaders from Peshawar, Jacob and Dina Nath worked hard for the resettlement of 
Muslims. They were active participants of the Pakistan Movement and fully supported Muslim 
League. Christian population helped the Muslim migrants. 
 
When the problems of the migrants increased, the Muslims drove out the remaining Hindus from 
this area and occupied their houses and properties. This new wave of violence drove the remaining 
Hindu and Sikh population out of this area.  
 

Kartar Singh  
Delhi 
 
I reached Hushiarpur in India with some of my relatives before Partition. My parents and other 
relatives were still in Pakistan. We were seven brothers and sisters. One of my sisters lived in Multan; 
another married a Muslim and lived in Phularwan. My sisterõs husband was in East Punjab and I was 
unable to reach Phularwan because of riots. My brother-in-law was a Muslim. My fatherõs friend 
arranged his marriage. We had friends among Muslims and there was no discrimination between us.  
 
My father and other relatives reached Amritsar but our sisters got left behind. We were worried 
about them; we did not know their whereabouts and they were also worried about us. 
 
My sisters went to Nankana Sahib, hoping that someone from our family would come looking for 
them. They asked people returning from East Punjab about us. They remained hopeful and kept 
asking people about their brother Pardammal Singh. One day, they met a person who knew their 
brother. That person told Pardammal about meeting his sister in Pakistan. 
Thirty years had passed since Partition. She wrote an incomplete poem in her letter to my brother 
and asked him to complete it. We used to do this as children and she just wanted to make sure that it 
was her true family. My brother completed the poem and sent it back to her, and this is how our 
communication was re-established.  
 
One of my fatherõs friends kept my sisters safely in his home. Years passes and he started getting old 
and did not know where to find us. He arranged marriages for my both sisters. One of them was 
married to a police officer and the other to a Tehsildar. My youngest sisterõs son is a heart specialist in 
Karachi. Once he came to India and called me. I live far from the airport and could not meet him. 
The older sister came to Delhi and Hushiarpur. My family went to Mandi Bahauddin to attend her 
daughterõs marriage. But I never got a chance to see my youngest sister again. Quite recently, my 
nephew, niece and their children came to visit us.  
 
Before Partition, Hindus, Muslims and Sikhs had close relationship of love and mutual respect for 
each other. I was born here. If you take away Muslims from our lives, it is like subtracting half our 
lives from us. When I was a child, I use to eat and sleep in my Muslim friendsõ houses. Similarly, my 
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Muslim friends were welcomed to our houses. It was not that we spent time together only in schools, 
we spent a good part of our lives with Muslims. 
 
Our religions were also intermingled. I can recite darood sharif. There was a time when I could offer 
Muslim prayer. It was more like a culture than a religion for us. A journey to Pakistan is like a journey 
to my childhood.  
 
It seems so extraordinary that we need visas and passports to visit the places where we were born 
and brought up. My place of birth on my passport states Mian Channu.  
 

Khaleeque Anjum 

Delhi 
 

I was born in 1935. I belong to Delhi. At the time of Partition, I was twelve years old. 

I am a witness to many horrible incidents.  

 

We never felt there was any difference between Hindus and us. When I was in school, many 

Hindus were my classmates. There was an elderly Hindu person in our neighborhood and we had 

the same respect and love for him as a family member. He advised on important matters, 

especially arrangement of marriages. He was consulted in these matters because he knew 

everything about the castes and family backgrounds of the most of the young boys and girls. 

Similarly, my uncle (fatherôs elder brother) was equally respected in his house. His advice and 

guidance was sought mostly in matters related to education. He was a highly educated person.  

 

We never felt that the Hindus were different from us. This difference struck us for the first time 

during Partition 1947, when the riots started. Before these riots, I was not conscious of my 

identity as a Muslim. During this period I witnessed horrifying scenes. 

 

When the riots started in Delhi, I was at my uncleôs house. His house was in Garhi Shah Tara 

near Ajmeri Gate. We were always fearful of an attack from Hindu extremists. My uncle and his 

son guarded the house during the night. Everybody was apprehensive; the fear of attack from 

Hindus was a mental agony.  

 

Fortunately, the street where my uncle lived was not attacked. But, Koray Wali Gali came under 

attack. It was horrifying; many people were killed. The street was littered with blood and dead 

bodies. Pundit Nehru came to visit the area, I saw an old woman run to Pundit Nehru and start to 

cry. Nehru patted the womenôs head and tried to comfort her and wept with her. He called the 

army personnel to put a stop to this bloodshed. Later, the government officials took the corpses 

away. After Nehruôs visit, Garhi Shahtara became a safer place. 

 

Army took charge of protecting this area. There was a huge Hindu house at the corner of the 

street; at that time I felt he was an enemy of the Muslims. But, now when I recall all the incidents, 

I think he was just insecure. One day, he called the military guards to his house. I was watching 
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from the roof of my uncleôs house. He saw me and suddenly a bullet brushed past my ear. I lay 

down on the ground and climbed downstairs. I think it was his sense of insecurity that he fired on 

me. He was living in an area where there was Muslim majority.  

 

In another incident, I saw a Pathan Muslim stabbed a Hindu ice seller, whom I personally knew. 

Muslims liked him. During Muharram, he put up sabeel. When I saw the Pathan stabbing the 

poor fellow, I could not sleep or eat for many days. 

The impression that in Delhi only Hindus killed Muslims is wrong. Muslims also killed many 

Hindus. But Hindus were greater in number so they killed more Muslims.  

  

I was in my uncleôs house, when riots started. I was stranded in his house, and was unable to go 

back to my own house for many days. My mother thought that I was killed. When I got back, my 

mother hugged me and cried bitterly.  

 

My father died when I was still a child. My mother was a headmistress of a school. Due to riots, 

there was shortage of food and financial resources in every household. My mother sold many 

utensils and other things in order to buy food.  

Many rich and educated families went through the same misery. They sold their valuable items 

for nominal prices to put food on the table. I took up petty jobs to earn a bit of money for my 

family. My mother decided to stay in India. When all our relatives left for Pakistan, situation 

became even more difficult.     

                        

Government camps were set up near Purana Qila for the troubled Muslim families, who wanted 

to go to Pakistan. These people were sent to Pakistan on trains. The Sikhs intercepted these trains 

near Amritsar. There were incidents in which the Muslims killed Hindus but there is no 

comparison to what Hindus did to them. Army and police supported the Hindus against the 

Muslims. The office of Anjuman-e-Trraqi-e-Urdu (Association for development of Urdu) was set 

ablaze. And books were burnt down to ashes. Similarly, many book depots owned by Muslims 

were set on fire.        

 

The Hindu and Sikh migrants from West Punjab remove Muslims by force and occupied their 

houses. They killed many Muslims, as a result, Muslims started to migrate from these areas.  

 

I visited Pakistan many times after the Partition. I always thanked God that my mother decided to 

stay in India. I do not liked what is happening in Pakistan. 

 
Mohammad Ibrahim Joyo 
Hyderabad 
 
I was born on 12 August 1915 in Hyderabad. I am now 93 years old. I studied Sindhi language for 
five years and took Anglo Vernacular classes. In 1934, I joined Sindh Madrassatul Islam. I graduated 
from D. J College Sindh in 1938.  
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I had many friends; among them were Professor Jethmal, who was a pious gentleman. Principal 
Tahilramani, Bhagat Singh taught me Algebra. My teachers in D. J College, Andrew Malkani and 
Bhairumal Mehar Chand Advani were all Sindhi scholars. 
 
Sadhu Wasvani once delivered a lecture in our college. He was an old man; the mohajirs had taken 
over the entire Aamil colony. Hindus were thrown out of their own houses. He was one of the first 
to leave Pakistan for India and settled in Pune. The circumstances were such that he was forced to 
leave.    
 
In 1843, the British conquered Sindh and ruled for almost a hundred years. During this period, 
people of Sindh developed and grew as a nation. They encouraged and promoted Sindhi language in 
schools and it helped them to develop, strengthen and promote their language and culture.  
    
In Sindh, Hindu community was stronger in trade and commerce and built towns and cities. Majority 
of the Sindhi population was Muslim. They dominated the agricultural sector; the landlords had huge 
agricultural holdings. Muslim feudalism disallowed Hindu contribution in the agricultural sector. 
Hindus were mostly middlemen and involved in trade, commerce and exchange of commodities.  
 
 Hindus accepted the British rule for certain communal and political reasons. They chose the option 
of English education. Muslims, on the other hand, lagged behind in education. Better education and 
civic life enabled Hindus to join civil services and also to occupy important positions with the British 
Raj. 
 
The disparities in education and jobs created many conflicts between the Muslims and Hindus. One 
of the major conflicts was class distinction. Muslims were mostly landowners and a vast number of 
Hindus in rural areas were daily wage earners and laborers. There was a class of Hindus that emerged 
as a result of British rule and English education. They dominated the major urban areas of Sindh 
such as Karachi, Hyderabad, Sukkur, Nawabshah, Mirpur Khas, Larkana, Khairpur.          
 
During late 1880s, British applied the theory of divide and rule to Sindh. They instigated Muslims 
and Hindus against each other. Political Parties like Congress and Muslim League were established. 
The Muslims demanded separate electorate and British Raj willingly accepted it. This demand for 
separate electorate laid the foundation of communal problems between the two communities. The 
British designed it and consequently, it led to Partition. Throughout the British Raj, separate 
electorate subsisted and paved the way for Partition.    
 
Sindhi nationalism was very strong; it evolved and developed around education, literature and 
culture. Muslims and Hindus lived in peace and harmony. Sindhi poets like Sacchal Sarmast, Bhitai 
and Sami were equally liked and appreciated by both communities. They visited each otherõs holy 
places and celebrate each otherõs religious festivals. 
 
Hindus were better educated; as a result most of the teachers belonged to the Hindu community. 
When the Pakistan movement started, people in Sindh thought it was a political game. None of us 
could imagine that India would be divided and millions of people would be uprooted and killed. We 
were taken by surprise because the two communities called Sindh their home. Hindus were not 
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willing to leave their homeland; Muslims were not prepared to let them go. It was difficult for both 
the communities.  
 
Lahore Resolution of 1940 was a blow to Sindhi nationalism and Sindhis were emotionally wounded. 
Sindhi Muslims never wanted to drive Hindus out of their homes. People with communal and 
religious temperament did not want to accept this reality in 1948.  
  
The riots in Karachi started in the first week of February 1948. I was teaching at Sindh Madrassatul 
Islam. I saw people propagating communal sentiments, Abdullah Haroonõs son shouted slogans 
against Hindus on the roads of Karachi. The Sikh Gurdawara in Artillery Ground was attacked along 
with neighboring Hindu houses. The Muslims looted, plundered and harassed the Hindus and Sikhs, 
forcing them out of Pakistan. The majority of the population in Karachi consisted of Sindhi Hindus. 
Hyderabad also suffered the same kind of treatment. But nowhere else, Hindus were attacked as 
vehemently as in Karachi. 
 
The British tried to build this region as a shield against Russian threat. In his 1930 Allahbad speech, 
Allama Iqbal gave two reasons for demanding the separate state of Pakistan; to establish a state on 
the spirit of Islam; and to serve as a shield against invasion from North West. Most interestingly, he 
was right. 
 
I think the problems Pakistan is facing today in the shape of issues like Talibanisation and terrorism 
are different faces of Mullaism, Ulemaism, and Mushaikhism that started during the late 19 century in 
this region. These forces gained momentum after Partition and gave birth to militancy and 
fundamentalism.  
The militant and fundamentalist mindset in Pakistan is not the product of a single event of 9/11. It 
has not emerged and evolved in this decade. It has been growing since the inception of this country. 
Pakistan was demanded on the basis of fundamentalism. 
 
I visited India twice after Partition. Most of the Sindhi Hindus who migrated to India have deep-
rooted affiliations to this region. Several sent their ashes to be scattered into River Indus.   
Nirmala Desh Pandayõs ashes were scattered into the Indus River in accordance with her will.    

 
Mrs. Altaf Afzal 
Multan 
 
I was born in Peshawar. Later, my mother took us to Lahore. I got married when I was thirteen. All 
my husbandsõ friends were active Party workers. I lived in Punjab, where Hindus, Sikhs and Muslims 
lived peacefully together. We had a friendly relationship. I had many Hindu friends; they visited me 
almost every day but I was not allowed to go out. They called me Bhabi, and brought gifts for me on 
Eid and Devali.  At the time of Partition, I was in Peshawar. My son was only eight months old. 
When the riots started, the Khuwaneens and other Muslims killed many Hindus and Sikhs. Muslim 
invaded their houses to kill them. Some of them tried to take shelter in a temple and Muslims set the 
temple on fire. The situation was extremely grave and chaotic. I was worried about my children and 
did not know where to go.  
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Nasir Ahmed 

 
Before Partition, we lived peacefully with our Hindu and Sikh neighbors. We socialized with each 
other and celebrated all our religious and cultural festivals together.  
 
Besakhi was our common cultural festival; Hindus, Sikhs and Muslims celebrated it together. During 
Besakhi, young Muslim, Hindu and Sikh boys danced to the beat of the Dhol in the fields. We drank 
water from the same well. During the British rule, there was peace and justice.       
 
We settled our disputes peacefully and never had to go to the police. Once a Muslim girl eloped with 
a Hindu boy, all the village elders got together to bring the girl back. Bribery was not common in 
those days. Our elders settled disputes between us. Hindu moneylenders loaned money everyone 
without any discrimination. In 1947, Muslim Mohajirs confiscated the properties and houses of the 
Hindus.  
 

Romesh Chandar 
Delhi 

I was born in Layyah (Muzaffar Garh). I am the only son of my parents. My mother was a very 
progressive woman. I was brought up under my grandfatherõs tutelage. My great grandfather was a 
Hindu civil servant. His name was Devki Nandan. My uncle R. N. Batra worked for WAPDA, 
embraced Islam and changed his name to Rab Nawaz. My mother also converted while living in 
India. She came to Pakistan for her medical treatment and died. 

My grandfather was a session judge and a big landlord. He lived near Shahpur (Sargodha). After my 
motherõs death, he took care of his 40 ômurabbasõ of land. In addition, he had another 30 murabbas   in 
another place. He was fond of horse riding.  

I went to an expensive boarding school in Simla for the nine-month academic year. The fee was 
Rs.200 and ordinary Hindustanis were not admitted. There were 200 pupils and Indians were 10% of 
the total. We spent the three months of winter vacations at home. This school is still in Simla. It is 
now called Kishan Garten. I was taught Urdu by a British woman because the school had no 
Hindustani teachers. There were only 20 Indian students whose families were loyal to the British. My 
five cousins from our motherõs side were also in that school. Later, I went to Government College, 
Lahore. 

 I enrolled in medicine program in first year but wasted one year during studies. The college had a 
Club for the seniors and the Principal nominated the members. I could not complete my Masters 
program and had to leave the college in January.  Mazhar and I stayed in touch and visited each other 
after Partition.  I was the editor of the College English news magazine ôRaviõ.  

Mazhar was my contemporary. He became senior by a year when I changed my subjects to arts. 
Mazharõs elder brother, Mehmood Ali became a member of AICC (All Indian Congress Committee) 
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and he left college. Mazharõs father was a Nawab and his wife; Tahira was the daughter of Sir 
Sikandar Hayat.  

It was an era when members from the elite class began to get involved in politics. My Masters 
program was incomplete when my grandfather decided to send me to UK. I got admission in Kings 
College in London.  Second World War started and I was unable to go abroad. Mehmood was 
already in UK in the Legal University. His father was my grandfatherõs close friend. Without 
completing my M.A, I joined the political movement and the trade union. Later, I became President 
of AIT, Punjab. Political activities started in Bradlaugh Hall, which was the Headquarter of Congress. 

People from Communist Party were also member of Congress. Shoan Singh Josh, Secretary of 
Communist Party was also the Secretary of Congress Party. I joined the Congress and was the 
Secretary of Congress Party. 

There were 150-200 prisoners when I went to jail for the first time and there was a problem of 
overcrowding. A wing was vacated to provide more space. We were provided with ration, which we 
cooked ourselves. We were jailed for one and a half month.  

In 1942, Germany attacked Soviet Union; the Communist Party called it a peopleõs war. We were 
totally against the war and decided to paste posters throughout the city to show our opposition. This 
work was assigned to Mehmood, Mazharõs brother and Danya, whose father was IG Police in Lahore 
for Punjab.  The police was informed and Danya was caught. Case was filed against us and we went 
to courts but because of lack of evidence the police did not have a case against Danya and me. 
Mehmood received a jail sentence. His appeal was cancelled and he was jailed for several days during 
the trial.  

The Trade Union was very active. There was a strong Transport Union on one side and a big Textile 
Union on the other. Textile Union took out processions, not only in Lahore and Lyallpur but also 
throughout Punjab.  

I entered politics on the basis of self-determination. A meeting of ILO was held in Delhi and Fazal 
Elahi and I were representing the labor of Pakistan. There was an international conference in Lahore, 
attended by many people from civil society.  

It was the first strike in the Railway Department. The public thought that I was there to organize the 
strike but that was wrong. I had nothing to do with the railway. I actually went for the education of 
children before and after Partition I went to receive my payments that were delayed. Meanwhile 
strike occurred and I got arrested. I was kept in Lahore Fort. Comrades helped me. In fact, all of 
Punjab favored me. My first decision was that since we were communists, we therefore had to run 
away from Pakistan. I stayed back and the rest absconded. I did not leave because my relatives and 
mother were in Lahore. They took me unofficially to the Fort for five days. Twice Muslims saved 
me. 95% tonga drivers were Muslims and they knew me in the 15 years of union membership and 
offered assistance in tense situation.  
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I came to India after 1948. My mother got sick and came to Pakistan for treatment in the last year of 
her life. My uncleõs two daughters were sent abroad where they accepted Islam.  

I came to Pakistan without any possessions. I have contacts with my relatives; some of them visit me 
and live in Islamabad. My cousins also visit from India. First time they came to Pakistan was for my 
wedding. I lived with Syed Rashid Ahmed, (Javed Jabbarõs father-in-law) in Karachi. He asked me if I 
was willing to sing for the radio station again, provided the conditions were normal. I replied that I 
would think about it. I used to sing for the radio station before Partition. BBC aired a program on 
Partition and I worked with the six member recording team.   

One of the teachers in Government College, who later became its Principal, asked me if I was 
interested in working for the radio station. He asked me to apply; luckily there was a vacancy for staff 
artist in All India Radio Station. It was a contract based responsible post. I was selected. Later, I was 
appointed Assistant Station Director. On completion of two years in public service, I was appointed 
Station Director. 

Sabir Lodhi 
Lahore 

I was born in December 1933 in a village called Sialba Maanji, located between Chandi Garh and 
Kurrali. These were two villages; Sialba and Maanji but they have a common name because they were 
adjacent to each other. My father lived in Pathan Basti in Patiala State and my mother also belonged to 
the same city where my father built our house. Except for the initial one and a half year of my life 
that I spent in the village, I lived in Pathan Basti. My father was an accounts officer in Army. 

Soon after the Second World War in 1945, we went back to the village, unaware of the future events. 
Pakistan Movement had started and the inhabitants of Pathan Basti were well aware of that. We used 
to discuss and think over such matters. The Jatt and the Gujars, who were in the Army, talked about 
the probability of Pakistanõs creation. Lists were prepared as to who would be staying back and who 
wanted to leave for Pakistan. I had just finished my Class VIII exams. My father got his name written 
in the list of those who would stay in India because migration seemed out of question. On 14 August, 
early morning, we heard news on the radio that Pakistan was a reality.  Till that day we lived in peace 
with each other and there was no tension in our village. But within a day, the whole village was set on 
fire to terrify the Muslims and compel them to leave. Personal enmities surfaced.  

Our house was an old mason of Maharaja Ranjeet Singh times. Sher Singh lived in one half and we 
lived in other part. The Singhs sent us a message, òWe take oath of our Guru that you will be safe 
and if you think it necessary to leave for Pakistan, we would also arrange for that.ó Obviously we did 
not trust them. We migrated to Kurrali camp and stayed there for two and half years. It took 6 or 7 
months to reach Pakistan. 

In Pathan Basti we were forbidden to eat beef. People had to go to the adjacent Tehsil of Ambala to 
buy the beef secretly. Apart from this, there was no other issue of hatred or religious prejudice. As 
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far as religious ceremonies and rituals were concerned, we attended Devali and other festivals and we 
sent each other sweets; we played together, ate together and everyone participated regardless of 
religious differences.  

In Basti Pathan, the Hindu shops were very good and they dealt in pure stocks. My father would give 
me a list of grocery to purchase from Pishodam Daasõs shop. We did not go to the Muslim shops 
because they were dishonest. We bought meat from them because it was not available in the Hindu 
shops. We bought our entire dry ration from Hindus. Muslim shopkeepers were not financially sound. 
We never heard about exploitation of Muslims because everybody possessed the same and had the 
same responsibilities. 

I was greatly influenced by a teacher who was a Sikh Sardar.  Our primary school merged into junior 
and senior school. I sat next to a Hindu boy named Ram Moorti of Maajri. We used to do our 
homework together. Sardarji taught Geography. There was a general paper prepared by him. He 
would be in tears when talking about Bahadur Singh. I developed an interest in this subject. The 
credit for my progressive thinking goes to Sardarji.  

When the riots began, we left for Kurrali. A regiment with a British colonel arrived. There were 
gunshots from all the sides but we managed to reach Kurrali camp. Girls were abducted on the way. 
Kurrali High School was converted into camps. There were rows of mango trees nearby. Hindus cut 
all the trees and burnt them. There was only one well of drinking water; poison was thrown in it. 
Flour had pieces of crushed glass added in it. No child under the age of 6 or 7 survived and the old 
people became very sick. I also suffered and it was not until 1954 that I recovered from stomach 
problems.  

Once it was announced that train was ready and we walked the distance of two kilometers. Hindus, 
Sikhs and Christians stood by the roadside. Some stood silent and some made of fun of us. At the 
train station, we found the train was already full. We had to return and wait for two months to catch 
the next train.  

The area where we lived comprised mostly of Sikhs. We traveled to the camps, escorted by Regiment 
so we did not face any mishaps. The volunteer team searched for Hindus as well as Muslims women 
who were either abducted or stranded and took them safely to their camps. There were cases in 
which women were forcefully converted and married. For instance, a Tehsildar married a woman in 
this manner. After his marriage was exposed, his wife was asked whether she wanted to stay with her 
husband. She refused and was sent back. During period of migration, many Muslim married women 
refused to move to Pakistan. They said they had their children and families and could not leave them. 

I agree with the people who claimed that the wave of hatred spread across the sub-                      
continent. I spent one and a half year in Poona. During the month of Moharram, we saw a strange 
happening. Two Hindus carried the òTaaziaó and all the Muslims mourned (maatam). In the end the 
Taazia would be set afloat in a stream. The other remarkable fact was seen at the time of Janaaza, all 
the Hindu shopkeepers who constituted the majority, along with the fewer Muslim shopkeepers 
shouldered the coffin from beginning to the end of the bazaar.  
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Mahatma Gandhi was arrested. I remember when he was released in 1945. At that time I did not 
know that he was such a great man. I only knew that he was a Hindu leader.  

In Chakoma city, Hindus and Muslims lived together in harmony and we never heard of any 
inequality or misconduct. I also lived in Patiala. I did not see any hatred or animosity between Hindus 
and Muslims until 1946. The element of hatred did not exist in Pathan Basti. There were only few Shia 
families but all the Sunnis of Basti mourned during Moharram.  

We got to know about riots and killings taking place in other areas through the newspaper. I did not 
see any problem in the three cities I mentioned earlier. In Amritsar, we got the news about atrocities 
against Muslims on a large scale. I feel sad about the terrible happenings in 1947 and I can never 
forget that time. We started getting horrible news. We heard on Sardarõs radio that 16 Muslims were 
killed in Calcutta. There were two Christian families in the village and a small church. Rajputs 
constituted 60% of the community. 30% were Muslim Rajputs and the other 30 % were Hindu Rajputs. 
All the Sikhs were Jatts. There were two Muslim Pathan families and one Syed family. This was the 
composition of village but nobody had animosity with each other. They lived together happily. If 
they had any problem they would even go to the church for counseling. Similarly, people also went to 
a Sardar who looked after a Gurdwara. Hindus visited Molvis in mosques when their children got sick. 
I would say that a conspiracy was hatched to distort the actual facts of history. It was a well-planned 
propaganda. 

My father was sure that there would be no permanent immigrations. People left their house keys with 
their neighbors, in hope of returning in two months. We were children then and the media was not 
active. If we had enough information, we would definitely have known that it was all propaganda. 

Saifuddin Bohra 

Quetta 
 
A hundred and fifty years ago, Quetta was very different from present day. People spoke Pashto, 
Brahui and Balochi. The Balochs grazed cattle and Pashtuns traded with Afghanistan. After the 
conquest of Sindh, two British Regiments came to Balochistan. Parsis and Bohras came from Gujarat 
and settled in this area. The British needed both these communities. Bohra community was involved 
in machinery, hardware, paints, and construction. Parsis had monopoly over liquor and ice business. 
Even today, Markar and Patel families have factories in these areas. Hindu businessmen of food grain 
and fabric came from Shikarpur. Many Pathans from the Frontier also settled here. Chachis arrived 
to set up business in milk products. Similarly, tailors and hairdressers came from Goa, along with 
many Punjabis. Hence, Quetta became a city of different business and craftsmen.   
 
The British feared that these communities might leave Quetta. In 1901, the British Government 
allotted lands and properties to these communities to build their own houses and markets. At that 
time the local population of Quetta was extremely poor. Basically, the Kasi and Bazai tribe owned this 
city. The British government bought land from these two tribes.  
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A cantonment was constructed on land bought by the Bazai tribe. To protect themselves from Iran, 
Afghanistan and Russia, the British laid down railway tracks. British fought many battles with 
Balochs, especially Marri and Bugti tribes for complete domination. 
 
The British collected revenue taxes of twenty five thousand rupees that year but the very next year, 
they increased it to sixty thousand rupees per year. Quetta and Sibi promoted export contacts with 
India. Varity of fruits were plentiful and inexpensive in this area; weather was pleasant; life was safe 
and good; and chances for employment and business were bright.  
 
The government allotted one house and one shop to those who came to Quetta for business. The 
Parsis washed the roads of Quetta three times in a day and it was called little Paris. Facilities like 
health, education, communication and electricity were available. Parsis built the first electricity 
powerhouse as a private business holding. As long as Parsis were running it, there was no power 
breakdown in Quetta.  
 
When the First World War started, the British tried to recruit the local population in the army but 
they were not interested. People preferred to stay connected to their land and traditions. Nawabs and 
Sardars were not happy with the new developments. They felt that these changes undermined for 
their rule.   
 
My father and many other relatives died in 1935 earthquake. The injured were kept in the Race 
Course Ground and later taken to Karachi. During our journey, Hindus give biscuits and sweets to 
earthquake affected people. In Karachi we did not feel at home. We missed Quetta and decided to go 
back. Similarly, those who went to Punjab and Bombay returned to Quetta.  
 
The British started reconstruction of the city. From 1937 to 1942, they rebuilt Quetta. The Hindus 
monopolized most of the trade. Bohras had monopoly over hardware business. There was complete 
peace in Quetta. Till 1947, there was no incident of burglary or robbery. There were clubs, bars and 
cinemas that remain open till late at night.  
 
There was no sign of communalism at that time. Even among Muslims, there was no sectarianism. 
Shia population was very small but they were safe. The Hindus controlled all the business. There 
were fifteen or twenty big Muslim shops. 
 
The political activities were gaining momentum. The most popular Congress leader was Abdus 
Samad Khan Achakzai. The Nawab of Zhob was the most prominent Muslim League leader in 
Quetta. Muslim League leaders were Qazi Isa, Mir Jaafar Khan Jamali, Haji Fazal Ilahi, Malik Qasim, 
Nawab Khan Mohammad.    
 
There were many people interested in these Parties and their politics and gradually the Hindu 
population started feeling fearful. They started a movement called ôArya Samajõ.   
 
The Muslim elite wanted to secure their personal gains after the establishment of Pakistan. Qazi Isa, 
Nawab Jogeyzai and many others wanted the position of Assistant to Governor General.  
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In 1947, Quetta was a peaceful, non-communal and non-violent city. Hindus were not killed or 
displaced. Muslim League was not strong enough to instigate Muslims. These communities had lived 
here for almost a hundred years. Hindus sent sweets to Muslims on Devali. Similarly, Muslims sent 
fruits to Hindus. Muslims bought all their groceries from the Hindu shopkeepers.  
 
Secondly, there was no reason for killing Hindus. The community members loved and respected each 
other. The week of 14 to 22 August 1947, passed without any disturbance. Then, on Muslim Leagueõs 
instigation, riots started against the Hindus.  
 
There was a display of lights on the evening of 14 August to celebrate Independence Day, in which 
Hindus also participated. Some people harassed Hindu children and women on Bruce Road but there 
were no riots. Riots started after 22 August and these were so unexpected that no one understood 
why the Hindus were being killed. In fact, no Muslim wanted his Hindu neighbor to be harmed. No 
one understood where these killers came from or who sent them.  Over forty Hindus were killed in 
these riots.  
 
We helped the remaining Hindus to leave for India. Local people were not involved in these killings. 
If the Hindus had stayed a bit longer, they would not have had to go because the government soon 
controlled the riots.  
 
Muslim League did not want Hindus or Sikhs to live in Pakistan, they also wanted all the Muslims of 
India to leave India and settle in Pakistan. As a result, Hindus started to sell their properties at low 
prices. Thirty thousand Hindus and Sikhs were forced to leave this area. We received thirty thousand 
mohajirs in exchange and they occupied the properties left by Hindus and Sikhs.  
 
Many Muslims saved the lives of their Hindu and Sikh friends by offering them refuge in their 
homes. They provided food to people who had locked themselves in their own houses to avoid 
Muslim attacks. Local people were against any kind of attack on Hindus. 

Shakuntala 

Peshawar 
 
I was born in Kohat. I came to Peshawar after my marriage. At Partition, my in-laws decided to stay 
here. Similarly, my parents did not leave Kohat. Their ancestors came to this region hundreds of 
years ago. My elders told me that Hindus and Sikhs lived here peacefully. They had a friendly 
relationship with each other. Even now the tradition of peaceful coexistence is respected.           
There was an incident in Peshawar Cantt. in 1992, when Kali Bari Temple was attacked. It was a 
reaction of the Babri Mosque tragedy. We live in a peaceful environment. We go to our temples and 
celebrate our religious festivals.  
 
We socialize with our Muslim countrymen; we go to each otherõs religious and social gatherings. We 
were born and grew up in this country; this is our home. We have no problems with our Muslim 
brothers.  
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We have religious freedom in Pakistan. We celebrate our religious festivals like Holi and Devali inside 
our temples. There are many other temples in Peshawar, other than Kali Bari Temple. There is a 
temple in R. A. Bazaar but it is closed to the public for the last eight years. There are other temples in 
Jhanda Bazar and Ganj. We hold our annual fair of Gugga Pir in Kali Bari Temple, pundits teach us 
our religion in the evenings. There is a Hindu Path Shala (religious school) in Jhanda Bazar Temple, 
where Hindu children are taught religion. My children had their education from a missionary school. 
We have the freedom of marrying our children according to our religious traditions. Cousin marriage 
is not allowed in our religion and we strictly follow this rule. 
 

Sona Singh 
Peshawar 
 
I was born in Tirah in 1945. I got my basic education from a Sikh Gurdawara. I have complete 
command over Gormukhi, I can speak Urdu but I did not get a chance to learn English. I never went 
to a proper school.  
 
Sikhs started settling in Tirah in the time of Emperor Aurangzeb. People came from Punjab and 
settled here hundreds of years ago. There were about three thousand Sikhs in Tirah but gradually 
their population has declined. Many have moved to Peshawar and other urban areas. There were 
more than three hundred Hindus in Tirah but they have moved away. In 1947, I was quite young but 
I remember that there were no riots in this area. If we were attacked, our Muslim brothers saved our 
lives. I have heard from my elders that a few of our relatives were killed during these riots. My uncle 
was shot but he survived.  Afridi Malik saved my father and other people.  
 
In Tirah, we lived a peaceful life. We had shops and business and were financially sound. In 1980, we 
moved to Peshawar. I was made in charge of Gurdawara Bhai Joga Singh. We decided to make a 
Committee, which would look after the administrative duties of the Gurdawara but the government 
did not give approval for it. 
 
Muslims do not interfere in our religious matters. As a member of minority community, we have no 
problems in Peshawar. If Sikhs have problems, it is not from the government or our Muslim 
brothers; these are internal disputes between Sikhs. The government respects us, gives us our salaries 
for working in the Gurdawara.   
 
There is no violation of our human rights. Our Gurdawaras and all our sacred and holy places like 
Panja Sahib and Nankana Sahib are well maintained. Sikhs who come for their pilgrimage are 
protected when they visit the holy places. Sikh Sardars are appointed to protect and guard our 
Gurdawaras. We have the freedom to give our children religious education in Gurmukhi.  
 
We do not participate in national politics; neither do we think that it is of any use. We do not support 
any political party.  Hindus and Sikhs are still living in Tirah. Their population has declined. Nobody 
bothers us; if a Muslim does bother us, other Muslims take care of the matter. Tribal people are very 
nice people; they do not suppress us and do not allow others to suppress us. Many Sikhs migrated 
from Afghanistan and are now living in Peshawar in dire poverty. 



 

35 

Yunus Qiyasi 
Peshawar 

 
I was hardly five years old at the time of Partition. I cannot remember detailed accounts of Partition; 
I was a child and not allowed to go out alone. Certain events have left a lasting mark on my memory. 
I could go out with my elders to the bazaar adjacent to our street, where Bishan Dass owned a 
sweets-shop. I do not exactly remember Bishan Dass, but he was a polite and pleasant person.  
 
Something that I can never forget and is still fresh in my memory is an incident concerning Bishan 
Dass.  was looking out of my window and saw that Bishan Dass sweets-shop was being looted. 
Bishan Dass and many other Hindu shopkeepers were truthful and honest. They sold their 
merchandise at reasonable prices and the shops were always full of customers. Even if the price of a 
certain commodity went up in the market, they never added the inflated rate to their old stocks. They 
had ethical values. 
 
As a child, my whole world revolved around Bishan Dass sweets-shop. For me, it was the center of 
my universe. The robbing of the sweets-shop robbed the innocence of my childhood and I saw the 
harsh reality for the first time. Had it been a fabric or electrical or plumbing store, it would not have 
affected me in the same manner; but, it was a sweet- shop and I was a child.  
 
I played with other Hindu and Sikh children; Partition took these friends away from me. Many years 
after Partition, I realized that it was not only Bishan Dass sweets-shop that was robbed in the riots, I 
lost my childhood companions as well. I lost my childhood. We wept over the loss of our friends, 
our parents and elders wept for their companions. We still remember and cannot forget the old days. 
 
During the festival of Divali, our elders celebrated with diyas. The memory of the diyas is still fresh in 
my mind. Similarly, on Eids, Hindus celebrated with us. Hindus and Muslims had disputes and 
disagreements. They filed lawsuits against each other. Even today, if a person from Peshawar goes to 
India, he takes time to meet his old friends and neighbors. They are welcomed with open arms and 
treated with warmth and hospitality.  
 
The literature produced after Partition is full of hatred, stories of violence and bloodshed. There are 
very few people who wrote in their memoirs that Hindus and Muslims did not just exchanged food 
and other pleasantries. There were occasions when they accepted each otherõs religion through 
marriages. A Hindu girl or boy would accept Islam to marry a Muslim. All the beautiful and old 
houses belonged to Hindus in Peshawar. Hindus still remember these houses with love and yearning, 
they remember the streets, the whole neighborhood and their residents. People who left Peshawar to 
go to India were not just Hindus; there were many Muslims as well. Many families in the Indian film 
industry still speak Hindko language and talk about their time in Peshawar like Prithvi Raj and Raj 
Kapoor. Prominent film writer Sagar Sarhadi still has memories of Abbotabad.  
 
Muslim families who settled in Mumbai still have memories of Peshawar in their hearts. Dileep 
Kumar and Shah Rukh Khan are associated with Peshawar. When Dileep Kumar came to Pakistan, I 
was his press secretary. I recorded his interview for Radio Pakistan, but it was not released because of 
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the change in government policies. Dileep Kumar wished to see his old house in Qasai Gali, Mohalla 
Khudadad. The house had changed over the years but some things were still the same. He had tears 
in his eyes when he saw the place of his childhood. He lived with his maternal grandmother and 
aunts in this house. Four years later, Dileep Kumar returned to Peshawar and he stayed at the 
Governorõs House. He inquired about me from the protocol officer. I went to see him. I recorded 
another interview with the great actor in his mother tongue Hindko.  
 
Raj Kapoor also belonged to Peshawar. After his death, Rishi Kapoor and Randhir Kapoor came to 
Pakistan and visited their ancestral house in Dhaki Naal Bandi. They filled a bagful of the soil to take 
back to India, because òOur mother wished for this soil.ó Anil Kapoor also wanted to visit his 
ancestral home when he came to Peshawar but his house had been demolished and a new building 
was erected in its place. He took a handful of soil and went back with tears in his eyes.  
 
A photographer from an Urdu newspaper was going to Mumbai, he asked me to write a letter to Anil 
Kapoorõs father, requesting him to ask his son to show us around the studios. I sent the letter along 
with a picture of Anilõs father. Anil Kapoor was in the studio when the unexpected guests arrived. He 
took them inside the studios and introduced them to many other famous people.  
 
Dileep Kumar enjoyed a Hindko TV comedy show called ôDekhda Janda Rehõ. The main character 
Salahuddin went to Mumbai and met Dileep Kumar. He arranged a meeting between Salahuddin and 
a film producer who offered him a role in his film. It shows Dileep Kumarõs love for Peshawar and 
the people of Peshawar. Pak-Hind Society was founded in Peshawar. On their visit to India, they 
requested the Pakistan Embassy to arrange a meeting with Dileep Kumar. Dileep Kumar told the 
youngsters that they should speak to him in Hindko language. He served Peshawari qahwa instead of 
regular tea. 

Dadi Leelan Vati 

Hyderabad 
 
I was born in Hyderabad in 1916. I have lived in this house since 1937; my parents gifted it to me. At 
the time of Partition, I was a graduate. There were only three colleges but none for girls, though 
there was co-education schooling for them. There was a college in Karachi and another in Shikarpur. 
The atmosphere was peaceful and students worked hard. I worked in D.G. National College and 
there were four or five lecturers. After that, I worked as a teacher in a training college where I taught 
music. Partition was announced in this period. We felt happy that the British period had ended.  
 
The riots started at the time of migration, people were desperate and homeless. Many of our people 
got killed near Tando Adam. People were scared and in doubt if should continue to live in Pakistan. 
Our community faced many hardships, our temples were destroyed and our properties confiscated. 
My brother migrated but I stayed back. My Guru took responsibility of my care and looked after me. 
I never felt insecure in Pakistan. Everyone loves me and calls me a Dadi.   
 
Only one seat is allocated to Hindu candidates in the Medical College. My son secured 80% marks in 
Intermediate Examination but was not admitted. A Muslim candidate who received 60% marks got 
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admission in college. Next year, my son topped his class and was admitted in the Medical College. It 
is not fair; Muslim candidates with 50% marks are selected over minority candidates with 80% marks. 
I worked on the bases of equality. When the Government appointed me as Minister for Minorities, I 
allotted 80% of the seats to Muslim candidates. There should never be a division of minority or 
majority. 
  
We do not have a religious educational syllabus in schools; our children have to study Islamic Studies 
as a compulsory subject. If our religion cannot be taught to our children, there should be ethics or 
character building subjects instead. Hindu and other minorities should have their own religious 
syllabus. 
 
There was a change in education when Urdu was declared as the national language instead of Sindhi 
or any other local language. Now, our Sindhis can speak Urdu but people cannot understand Sindhi 
in other provinces.  
 
Before Partition, Muslims and Hindus were happy together but the situation changed when migrants 
came to Sindh. We always wanted to be on good terms with the majority population and try not to 
have any confrontations. We want to live in peace. We played a vital role in the placement of 
migrants.  
 
 The main reason for this peaceful environment in Sindh is the influence of Sufi culture. 
 
Our community in Tharparkar is insecure. I held meetings with the people and discussed their 
problems. The Government distrusts them and does not think of them as Pakistanis because 
Tharparkar is situated at the Indian border. We did not have any Government Institutions in Sindh at 
the time of Partition. There were only three Government Schools. All other schools were private 
institutions. Religious places and other welfare institutions were taken over to accommodate the 
migrants. Now the situation is different, we have hospitals as well as educational institutions. Our 
community is famous for charitable services such as Sir Ganga Ram Hospital, Lahore.  

Gul Aslam Khan 
Bannu 
 
There was very limited interaction between the Muslims and the Hindu community of our area. In 
our schools, most of the teachers were Hindu. The Hindu teachers had very good attitude, they 
treated us on equal terms, without any discrimination on religious grounds. They performed their 
duties efficiently. Despite the fact that the teaching staff was Hindu, the Headmaster was a Muslim 
named Dost Mohammad. I had very little interaction with the Hindu community of my area. We 
lived together in same village but I never developed any friendship with them and avoided visiting 
their homes.  
 
The Nawab of our area was very influential person and always helped the community members. He 
was very gracious towards the Hindu community and supported them in domestic and other 
problems of daily life. 
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In fact, people of our area were mostly Muslims and avoided interacting with the non-Muslim 
community. There was a clear-cut line, segregating the Muslims and non-Muslims. We never 
participated in their festivals, rituals or other activities and they were not allowed to intermingle with 
us. 
  
Our elders and forefathers avoided interacting with Hindus. There was one Hindu businessman who 
had wholesale shop across our house. When the riots started, he left his home and place of business. 
I do not remember what happened to him but he left this place, leaving everything behind. 
  
Hindus were targeted while migrating from Lakki Marwat to India. It was a total chaos; law and order 
situation was non-existent. Some miscreants targeted the convoys carrying the Hindus. Such 
miscreants exist in every village. The local population never initiated attacks on the Hindus. 
  
Before Partition, our region was very peaceful. After Partition of Indian-subcontinent, riots started 
across the country, Hindus were killed and physically abused. The role of our Police Force was very 
significant and encouraging and Hindus were provided full protection. I remember one incident 
when I was DC of our district. I received a call from District Bannu from a Sikh requesting help. He 
was scared and told us that some miscreants and an angry crowd had targeted his area. Our response 
was immediate; I dispatched a rescue team. Hindus and Sikhs places of worship were secured. It was 
not safe for an individual to be alone and they were advised to move in groups, a Hindu or Sikh 
found alone was harmed. After Independence of Pakistan, most Hindus moved to India and they 
were transported in buses.  
 
Before Partition, the Hindus predominantly controlled the economic activity in our area.  Muslims 
were limited to the agricultural sector. Hindus and Sikh community had a well-established business 
base. They were very good businessmen, they knew the art of business and at times we felt that they 
deliberately kept the Muslims outside the business sector.  Hindus dominated business; they owned 
many shops and most of them were very rich. I remember one Hindu businessman, Bhoja Ram. 
Most of the teachers were Hindus. The two famous doctors in our area were Hindu. They were very 
good doctors. They provided treatment without charging a fee, only charging for medicines, and at 
times, provided medicines free of cost.  

 
Gul Nawaz 
Bannu 
 
My name is Gul Nawaz and I belong to Tajizai cast of Pashtoon tribe. I was only thirteen years old at the 
time of Partition but I remember events that took place around our area.  
 
One of our close relatives was a Tehsildar in Patiala during the pre-Partition period. Access to 
communication and transportation was extremely limited. There was only one train service. We 
started our journey from Bannu District to Lahore. At midnight, we changed trains in Lahore and 
boarded an Indian bound train. What seemed like a very long journey, almost the whole day and the 
night, we reached our destination in Patiala.  Most people were living in tents. In these trying times, 
people were still busy in their routine work; some were fixing the water pipes, others going about 
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their lives. During our stay at the camp, we heard that the railway track was damaged by floodwater, 
the contractor asked help for repair and rescue missions. Therefore, a team was organized and we 
went to the other location as well. 
 
After Partition of Pakistan was declared, we were worried for our safety. The Sikhs pushed us in 
trucks and took us to their camp, where we were asked to remain silent. In the middle of the night, 
gunfire was heard and all of the sudden there were blasts of artillery firing. The soil was soaked with 
human blood. 
  
A Pathan contractor from Afridi Clan came to our rescue. Armed with guns, he asked the Sikhs to let 
me go. It was month of Ramadan. The Pathan and Sikh contractor decided to leave that place at the 
same time. For some reason, the Sikh contractor feared that he might get killed by the Muslims and 
jumped from the train into the river and drowned. The rest of us continued our journey towards our 
destination, Pakistan. 
  
The leader of our convoy was the Afridi contractor, he ordered us to not to stop at any point. We 
had four rounds of bullets, five guns and few pistols with us. We traveled almost 40 miles and 
reached the next train station, which was so crowded I refused to travel on that train, it was too hot 
and congested. I walked for 15 days until I reached a Muslim village, near Amritsar. 
 
For the onward journey I went to the train station. The train had passenger cabins but no engine. 
Sikhs had detached the engine. We waited at the railway station for three days for the train to arrive. 
We started our journey again and headed towards Jalandhar. On the way, many people warned us not 
move further because of high risk. They were fearful we might get killed.  
At last, we reached a point where Pakistan was only 20 kilometer away. Finally, we reached a place 
where we could see the Pakistani soldiers standing on the Pakistani side and Hindus on the other side 
of the border. We hurried towards Lahore. One of my companions was an Afghan and the other was 
a Punjabi. Most of the Sikhs and Hindus had already left Pakistan. The locals carried out looting and 
other misconduct. I stayed in Punjab for a long time.  
 
There were some Hindus in our village before Partition. Muslims and Hindus lived together in 
harmony and peace. There were three Hindu families in our area; I still remember their names Rochi, 
Ram and Gaila. There was a communal harmony between the different casts and tribes but there 
were unfortunate incidents of looting, harassing and maltreatment. The locals did not spare their 
neighboring Hindus. It is very unfortunate. And this was not the case with the non-Muslims only in 
Pakistan; in fact the situation with Muslims in India was the same.  
 
The social interaction among Muslims and Hindu community in our village was very significant in 
nature. They lived in harmony and respect was given to the non-Muslims. They participated in 
wedding ceremonies, sharing good times with each other. They supported each other in time of 
trouble and difficulties. Neither Hindus nor Muslims interfered in each otherõs religious matters; 
everyone was allowed to follow their religion and practice freely without any hindrance or limitations. 
Muslim and Hindus used to eat out of the same pan. The Muslims in our village never targeted the 
non-Muslims. 
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Muslims who migrated to Pakistan from India were in miserable conditions. The government allotted 
shops and land to them. The role of government authorities was not justified, no one was treated on 
equal terms, majority of the people who migrated to Pakistan were living in miserable conditions in 
camps. There was shortage of water, foods, cloths etc. We did not relied on the government relief 
but started to work for our survival. We had no opportunity and there were very limited resources 
available. 

Ghulam Gul 

Bannu 
 
There were Sikhs and Hindus living in our village. It is difficult to remember how many families but 
they were in good numbers. They were rich and had bad habits. I remember one Sikh whose name 
was Mooni, involved in many social evils such as playing music, gambling and betting etc. The locals 
warned them to stop because it was not allowed in our society and had no place in our religion. 
Another evil tradition of Hindus and Sikhs was that they sold their women; there were more women 
than Hindu men in the village and I think that is why they sold their women. 
 
The level of interaction with the Hindus was limited; the main reason was their association with 
dance and music. Despite this, there was communal harmony and good understanding between the 
majority Muslims and Hindus.  
  
During my childhood, I had many Hindu good friends and we played together. One of my friends 
was Batoo and we visited each otherõs homes. We helped each other in many domestic chores. 
People had respect for each other. Hindu women were respectful and observed a proper parda. We 
never heard anything bad about them. The Hindu never betrayed the Muslims; it was Muslims who 
did injustices to them. Sometimes the reaction towards the Hindus was not good. 
  
The only period I remember, with reference to the intensified relationship with the Hindu 
community was the period of Partition. Hindus were always fair with Muslims, but the Sikhs were 
cunning. The Hindus never forced people to do something wrong, never betrayed a community 
member, never disrespect the people of our community and always respected our ancestors and 
women. I think the Muslims treated them harshly. 
  
In our childhood, we used to watch their religious festivals and other activities very keenly. It was a 
lot of fun. I saw their Devali festival. They never stopped us; in fact they always welcomed the 
Muslims. 
 
Partition changed the whole situation. Our people neither tried to kill any Hindu or Sikh in our area 
nor any were forced to leave their home. I think most of the Hindus left willingly because they felt 
threatened. I cannot remember any incident of killing. 
  
Hindus were very good businessmen, the business community was always outnumbered by them. 
Some Muslims also established businesses but they were not as high quality as the Hindus. They had 
a good share in every walk of life; all the teachers in our schools were Hindu. Their lessons were 
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always is harmony with our religion and positive and neutral. The Hindus were also very good 
doctors. They also participated in many community meetings. They were also very good sportsmen.  
 
We never felt that they were non-Muslims because the level of intervention in each otherõs private 
lives was limited. We never interfered in their religious activities and they did the same. There were 
no clashes on the religious ground. I do not remember any incident in which the Muslims requested 
the Hindus to leave this place. Christians constructed most of the health facilities in our area but the 
doctors were Hindu. 

Mohammad Khan 
Bannu 
 
My name is Mohammad Khan. Our village had Hindu population before the Partition but I do not 
know the exact number. I had good relationship with some of them. Hindus lived peacefully, their 
women visited our homes and our children went to the same school. Most of the Hindus were 
associated with business. Hindus dominated business even though they were in minority. They were 
very good businessmen and had an excellent understanding of business techniques. They developed 
good relationships with others based on communal harmony. I do not remember a single harsh 
incident between the Muslims and Hindus.  
 
At Partition, most of the Hindus from our village and nearby villages migrated to India and left their 
homes and most of their belongings in Pakistan. In many cases, Muslims supported them but there 
are some cases in which their belongings were not returned, even when they asked for it. Their 
houses or places of worship were not burnt in our village; I do not know the situation in the other 
villages. As far as our area is concerned, we had very good relationship with the Hindus. Not a single 
Hindu was attacked by the Muslim mobs during the time of Partition. We heard reports that some 
Hindus were looted and killed in other parts of this area. Sikhs or Hindus were not forced to convert 
to Islam. 
  
Partition resulted in massive migration from both sides of the borders. Muslims migrated to our area 
from the Indian side. They were helpless and the government provided some relief in terms of land 
and money. The residents of the area fully supported their brothers who had migrated to Pakistan 
and provided shelter, food and other forms of help. Our religious leaders did not want us to acquire 
western education and encouraged religious education only; as a result Muslims were less educated 
than the Hindus.  The Hindus and Christians dominated the medical and educational institutions. 
Muslims had no significant role in any professional activities. They were not educated and they did 
not acquire any professional qualification. I did not develop friendship with Hindus or Sikhs but they 
always helped us. There was communal harmony among Muslims and Hindus. Neither we never 
attacked their places of worship nor they made any attempts on our mosques. We shared our things, 
sometimes, even wheat and other corps. At Partition, Hindu residents of this area started to migrate 
and no one was attacked. However, there were reports that buses were stopped and Hindus looted.  
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Sher Ahmad 

Bannu 
 
My name is Sher Ahmad and my fatherõs name is Sherdad Khan. There were a good numbers of 
Hindus in our community structure. We lived in peace, work together and shared our good times. 
There was total harmony in our society. One notable difference was the status of the Hindu 
community; they were rich and enjoyed better living standard while the Muslims were poor and 
worked in the fields or daily labour work. Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs share this land as their home. 
We never had clashes or fights and if a problem arose, the elders and community members resolved 
them. We had respect for each otherõs religion. They never interfered in our domestic affairs nor 
targeted our religious sentiments. There was mutual understanding and peaceful coexistence. 
   
The schooling system was different during the British time. The Muslim community could not afford 
to send their child to British schools; Hindus had that opportunity because they were rich.  Muslims 
were not interested in acquiring education; they focused on religious education only.  
 
I remember two important incidents that I witnessed. Hindus allegedly kidnapped some Muslim 
women. That incident seriously disturbed the social fabric of the village. The riots started and 
situation between the Hindus and the Muslims became very volatile. 
  
The other incident was the fierce fighting between the Muslim under the leadership of Faqeer Ippi 
and the British army. Muslims controlled the war and won. 
  
The creation of Pakistan caused upheavals here. We were aware of the situation and waiting for 
something to happen. Quaid-e-Azam wanted to establish a separate homeland for the Muslims. 
There was a call to support the Muslim League and Quaid-e-Azam. The terrible and horrific episodes 
are linked with the massacre that took place between Hindus and Muslims during the migration 
period. Before Partition, Hindus were prosperous and no one harmed them. It was a reaction to the 
atrocities carried out by the Indian Hindus towards Muslims. People started to kill Hindus and the 
buses carrying the Hindus were looted. In District Bannu, Hindus were victimized. Some miscreants 
targeted them in Bannu Bazar. Most were killed; some were looted and hurt and some managed to 
escape. I am a witness to this madness but I never touched a single thing that belonged to the Hindus 
nor participated in such attacks.  
 
I remember Quaid-e-Azamõs visit. It was a huge gathering but his speech was in English because he 
could not speak Urdu, it was translated in Urdu but unfortunately, I could not understand, I did not 
know Urdu. 
 

Yar Mohammad Khan 

Bannu 

 

My name is Yar Mohammad Khan and my fatherõs name was Dost Mohammad. I am approximately 

70 years old.  I do not know total population of our village at the time of Partition or the number of 
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Sikhs and Hindus who lived here. There were Hindus, Sikhs and Christians in our school. We had a 

healthy relationship. I did not go to their homes or developed a friendship; we did not attend their 

marriage ceremonies. There were many teachers, some were Hindus, Muslims and Christians but the 

majority were Christians. There was one staff room for all of them. They were good teachers. They 

were fair to all the students. Most of the Muslims in Bannu were farmers. I did my Matriculation in 

1946 and joined army in 1948.  

Aziz-Ur-Rehman Sarhadi 
Dhudial 
 
I was ten years old at the time of Partition. There were not many Hindus in our village. We lived 
peacefully and there was no dispute or discrimination between Hindus and Muslims. We studied in 
the same schools. I had many Hindu friends and we played together.  
 
In 1947, most of the Hindu families migrated to India but many decided to stay in Pakistan and to 
this day, there are Hindu families living in Darband and Batagram areas. There was a Hindu doctor in 
Batagram who never reused old syringes and was a very good human being.  
In those days, women had to go to the river to fetch water. Both Hindu and Muslim women covered 
their faces. We respected each otherõs religion, women and customs. Many Hindus who migrated to 
India during Partition, returned to Pakistan to take the belongings they had left behind.   
 
There were only ten or fifteen Hindu families in our village and majority of children in our school 
were Muslims. However, Hindus were in majority in Dam Taur and most of the teachers were also 
Hindus.  
 
Different people have different views about Partition. I personally feel that the British divided 
Hindus and Muslims in the name of faith; fearing their combined strength could challenge British 
authority and superiority.  

 
Muhammad Zaman Chughtai  
Mansehra 
 
I was born in Kashmir. I am almost 75 years old. I was fifteen in 1947 when the riots started in 
Kashmir. The Hindus killed many of my relatives including my grandmother and uncle. Men from 
the NWFP tribal area came to our aid. When the Indian army started its operation, they had to leave 
Kashmir.  
 
The situation was becoming very tense in India and we were fearful for our safety, so we decided to 
migrate to Pakistan. We suffered many hardships and difficulties on our way. We had no food or 
water and all of us, young and old had to walk long distances in the mountainous area. Local people 
along the way were very kind and helpful; they gave us sweet makai rotis (bread made with corn flour).  
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After we reached Chakothi, we burnt the wooden bridge to prevent the Indian army from crossing 
over. In doing this, we saved our lives and restrained movement of the Indian army. We started a 
long march from Chakothi towards Muzaffarabad, a distance of over 50 km. Midway, in Garhi 
Habibullah, an Indian missile hit a local school and hundreds of children died. We were terrified. We 
were tired of walking long distances and stayed in Garhi Habibullah for three months.  
 
Minister Baba Jallaludin helped us to settle in a place called Dam Taur and a camp was set up for 
Kashmiri refugees. We were provided food and shelter and promised accommodation in one of the 
houses abandoned by the Hindus. We lived there for three years. The government allotted land in 
different parts of NWFP and Azad Kashmir to the new migrants.  
 
We decided to migrate to Pakistan because it was created for Muslims. Otherwise, we had lived with 
Hindus peacefully for hundreds of years. We invited them to attend our marriage and funeral 
ceremonies and vice versa. The Hindus hired Muslim cooks to prepare meals for their Muslim guests. 
Similarly, we hired Hindu cooks for our Hindu guests. There was no enmity between us. We 
respected each otherõs religion and customs. There was no hostility between common people but the 
Indian army killed Muslims in 1947.  
 

Rahim Dad 
Dhudial 
 
I was born in 1941. At the time of Partition, I was six years old. My father used to tell us that there 
were no disputes between Hindus and Muslims before partition. It was a British conspiracy to divide 
Hindus and Muslims that consequently led to partition.  
 
In our area, there were no riots. People were not killed in the name of religion. When our Hindu 
neighbors left for India, they left their valuables behind. We guarded their belongings and when they 
returned a few months later, we handed over all their valuables, mostly gold and silver.  
 
During 1947, riots broke out in Punjab, Kashmir and many other areas but our people remained 
calm and peaceful and there were no riots.  

Taus 

Mansehra 
 

I am almost 75 years old. I lived in Batagram at the time of Partition. The atmosphere became very 
tense when Hindu started to migrate to India. I kept a sword to guard myself against any attack. 
Hindus were under the protection of the local Khawaneen. These Hindus stayed in Pakistan even when 
many of their relatives left for India. They were disciplined and well mannered and we had mutual 
respect for each other.  
 
When Hindu caravans were moving out of these areas, extremist Muslim groups attacked and looted 
Hindu families and many were killed. Dead bodies were thrown in ponds in Batal. Only a small 
number of Muslims were responsible for these killings, most Muslims helped their Hindu brothers 
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and offered them shelter in their houses until the situation calmed down. It is because of this reason 
that even today, Hindu families are living peacefully in Batagram.     
 
Before Partition, life with Hindus was peaceful. They brought life and colour to our marriage 
ceremonies. They supported us in our happy moments and hard times but Partition changed 
everything. There was a time when Hindus had to disguise themselves as Muslims in order to avoid 
any unforeseen attack. Some converted and accepted Islam. Muslim families helped and provided 
food to Hindus who converted to Islam. We call them ôSheikhõ. Hindus were dominant in trade and 
business in the area. After Partition, the situation changed miserably.  
 
I do not think Partition was a wise decision. Before Partition, Hindus dealt in trade and business 
matters. They lowered the prices of grocery items during Ramadan to facilitate us because they 
respected our religion.  
 

Christian Voices from East Punjab 
 

M. M. Gill  
Batala 
 
I was four years old at the time of Partition. My only memory of those days is a scene that I 
witnessed from the top of our roof. I saw many Muslims running and crying for help in the streets. I 
was shocked to see people looting, killing and shouting ôHindustan Zinda Bad (Long live India).  
 
Our village Bhagowal was in Tahsil Batala, District Gurdaspur. It was the largest village in the 
district, full of many fruit gardens. Before Partition, 90% of the population in our village was Sikh. 
We lived in peace and harmony and people loved and respected each other. People from other 
villages joined our village during the riots and instigated non-Muslim population to kill 
Mohammedans but their efforts failed. No one from our village harmed the Mohammedans.  
 
Similarly, in village Chania, Christians and Hindus saved many Muslims. They gave them food, 
shelter and protection. Christians escorted them to the caravans so that they could go to Pakistan. 
We never thought that they were Muslims; we felt that they were human beings like us and needed 
our help.  
 

Jones Bhatti 
Chandi Garh 
 
I strongly feel that Partition was unnecessary. India was a big country and it would have been much 
better if it had not taken place. It was a political decision taken against the wishes of the common 
people; especially the Christian community was not in favor of Partition.    
 
I was very young at that time but I have heard a lot about it from my parents. Many people got killed 
during the riots and many houses were looted but Christians were not a part of these activities. We 
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tried to help people and saved many lives. Now, in India, there is so much communalism. We are 
denied our due rights and discriminated and ignored by the government. 
 

E. D. M. Khan 
Chandi Garh 
 
I worked as a clerk at Punjab Secretariat, Lahore at the time of Partition. I opted to stay in India 
because my parents and all my relatives lived in Lucknow. I was the only Christian in the office, who 
decided to stay in India; there were many others who decided to stay in Lahore.  
 
I had the responsibility to transfer the official record of Indian Punjab to India. On 15 August, I 
went to the Railway Station and I took the relevant official files with me. Thousands of people were 
waiting; when the train arrived from Rawalpindi, it was already full; most of the passengers were non- 
Muslims. The station was full of Muslims with guns, spears and daggers. When the train stopped, the 
Muslims started firing and killing people on the train. I went to the stationmaster, who was a 
Christian and asked for help. He told me to leave the official files in a storeroom. He advised me to 
travel the next day at nighttime. I locked the official files in a storeroom and returned home.  
 
Next day, on 16 August, I tried again but somehow failed to take the files to India. Riots were at their 
peak at this time. I was so terrified that I went to the Chief Secretary and requested to proceed to 
India at the earliest. Arrangements were made and I arrived in India by air. Later, I was sent to fetch 
the official files. The army and the Pakistani Government extended their cooperation in completing 
the task that was assigned to me.  
 
I still miss Lahore; there is no place like Lahore. Before Partition, we lived in a friendly atmosphere 
and people respected each other. 
  
In India, I do not get the respect given to a Sikh or Hindu refugee. I was not considered as a refugee. 
Help and aid went to Hindu and Sikh migrants and Christians were ignored.  
 
When I came to India, I was posted in Simla. They provided me with a house. On my first day at the 
office, my house was burglarized. All my furniture, kitchen utensil, beddings and even the sketches of 
Jesus Christ were stolen.  

 
Daniel B. Dass 
Amritsar 
 
I was born after Partition. All my maternal and paternal relatives decided to stay in Pakistan. At the 
time of Partition, our whole family and all our relatives were in Pakistan. My father was in India and 
he opted to live there. After my brother and sister got married, we made new relationships in India. 
 
My grandfather, Keser Das was a priest in Methodist church in Sialkot. My uncle Inayat Khan (his 
name was Inayat Masih but he changed his name in Pakistan) was a schoolteacher. He lived in Shanti 
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Nagar when I last heard from him. His son lives in Karachi. I had three aunts: Martha, Maryam, and 
Rozi; I have no contact with them. 
 
My maternal uncle and aunts live in Shanti Nagar. One of my cousins, Gladwin changed his name to 
Zia after Partition. My relatives visited India a few times from Pakistan. Due to unstable political 
conditions between India and Pakistan, we lost contact with our Pakistani relatives. My father wanted 
to go to Pakistan to see his relatives but unfortunately he died before his wish could be fulfilled.  
 
My Uncle Inayat Masih and Aunt Maryam lived in Shanti Nagar in Pakistan but they migrated to 
India a few years ago. My immediate family moved to India after Partition but the other relatives 
decided to stay in Pakistan. I contacted a few of them but it was not easy to maintain contact. I want 
to go to Pakistan to meet my relatives. I do not want to die like my father, who took his longing to 
his grave. The most tragic fact about Partition is that Christian families split up because of Hindu-
Muslim communalism.  
 
Christian provided many services during Partition. In Amritsar, Alexandra School became a place of 
shelter for Hindus and Sikhs coming from Pakistan. The school compound was converted into a 
hospital and became the main center for our new mission. Anand Lal was the Bishop of this area and 
his wife was a Bible teacher. She worked hard to take care of the refugees in St. Maryõs Hospital in 
Taran Taaran. Bishop Nasir, who later became the moderator of The Church of Northern India, 
worked hard for the refugees. Bishop Nasirõs parents lived in Pakistan and provided help to the 
Muslim refugees. 

Dalip Masih 

Tesil Moga 
 
 My name is Babu Dalip Masih. I was born eighty years ago in village Dagru, Tehsil Moga. I am an 
eyewitness to the massacre of 1947. Men, women and children were the victims of this massacre. 
During the riots, we found two young Muslim boys who managed to escape death and reached our 
village. Both the boys were extremely frightened and traumatized and needed immediate help and 
shelter. We adopted one of the boys and brought him up like our own son, gave him good education 
and arranged his marriage. Now he has his own children and lives in Moga.  
 
A childless couple of our community adopted the second boy. They brought him up as a family 
member and gave him a good education. After a few months, we found a Hindu girl who got left 
behind and we also took her to our home. She told us that she was a Hindu. We looked for her 
family for a few months but when no one claimed her, we brought her up like our own child. When 
she was of marriageable age, we found a good Hindu boy and arranged her marriage. She lives in 
Dugru. Now she has young sons and daughters and living a happy life. She still visits us.  
 
When Muslim caravans started to move from Malir Kotla, it was eight or nine miles long. The road 
crossed our well. We appointed fifteen to twenty Christian boys to give water to the travelers. We 
gave them water no matter how long it took us. Some people brought gur (raw sugar) and channay 
(chickpeas) to distribute among the travelers.  
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Similarly, when Sikh and Hindus crossed borders, we helped them. The girl I talked about was 
married to a Hindu boy who migrated from Pakistan. To our Lord, every body is equal, whether 
Hindu, Sikh or Muslim. We live for love and service of humanity. It is our Christian faith.  
 
A caravan coming from Pakistan was two miles from Dugro village; it had many girls who had lost 
their families, we found one of these girls hiding in the fields. We took her out of the fields and tried 
to calm her. She told us that she was lost and was hiding in the field to save her life. In the evening, 
the caravan reached our village and her family was looking for her. We heaved a sigh of relief that a 
young girl was reunited with her family.  
 
On the other side of the border in Pakistan, many Christians tried to save innocent lives. Many years 
before Partition, a family from Dugro village migrated to the other side in the leadership of Phuman 
Singh but one elderly person, Moti opted to live in Dugro village. These people were religious Sikhs 
(people from Scheduled Castes converted to Sikhism). During Partition when the massacre started, 
this family was given refuge in a priestõs house. He provided shelter and arranged for their food for a 
few days. When he felt that he would be unable to continue the support, he converted them to 
Christianity and helped them to cross the border.  
 
They came to India as Christians and decided to go back to Dogru. It was a large family. In fact, we 
were in contact with the priest and wanted the family to safely get back to their village. On our 
insistence, Moti wrote a letter to the Government of Pakistan for the safe return of his family. The 
priest and the mission also helped to make it possible. They had already converted Phuman to 
Christianity, so it was not a big problem for them to cross the border safely. I am convinced that had 
the mission not helped them in Pakistan, they would have been killed.  
 
Now I preach Christianity in Hindus and Sikhs. When someone else preaches his religion, I listen to 
him with all due respect. I do not express my dislike for any religion because it is in our Christian 
teachings. Our Lord loves everyone, without any discrimination.  

Kehr Singh  

Moga 
 
I was born in Moga in 1926. I got married in 1946. In 1947, Punjab was divided. As long as the 
British were in control, there were no riots. When Hindus, Sikhs and Muslims took control, they 
started killing each other. I saw people killing each other with swords and kirpans, but it is also a fact 
that many Muslims in Pakistan saved the lives of Hindus and Sikhs.  
 
Similarly, many Hindus and Sikhs also saved Muslims and guarded their properties and valuables. 
Unfortunately, communalism spread all over the subcontinent and Hindus and Sikhs attacked 
Muslims in villages. The Muslims moved to urban areas with their young daughters and small 
children but they were not safe in the cities either. We provided shelter to many Muslim families in 
our boarding school, though the government arranged for their food supply. Later, the military 
accompanied them safely to border.  
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My house was near the hostel. I saw many undesirable people wandering around the hostel. Muslim 
refugees could not sleep and remained fearful all night. We helped these troubled people and eased 
their worries. 
 

Mrs. Das 
Amritsar  
 
We live in Gujranwala when my father was serving in the army. After retirement, he got a job in the 
civil services and was posted in Amritsar Post Office. We came to Amritsar on 14 August 1947. 
There was a curfew in the city; we somehow managed to get to the house that was allotted to my 
father. My father stayed in the Post Office that night and got back at 5 in the morning when curfew 
was lifted. We were worried about him because riots had started in Amritsar.  
 
My father had the government treasury to protect. He wore the military uniform and guarded the 
treasury all night. The government had imposed curfew in the city but the rioters roamed in the city.  
 
Odu was our next-door neighbour and often played with us. One day I was looking out of my 
window and saw Odu going out; he told me that he was going to buy flour. Suddenly a man came 
from nowhere and shot Odu.  I cannot forget this horrifying incident. What was his fault? He was 
not harming anyone; he was only going to buy flour for his family. Why was he killed?  His body was 
left on the roadside. 
 
My husband and father-in-law tell same appalling stories about Partition. In Gurdaspur, Muslim 
rioters brutally killed many Hindu and Sikh farmers. They usually beheaded people, including 
children; sometimes they cut up children in pieces. I do not understand what madness changed these 
humans into animals. 
 
My father-in-law was a missionary and helped these vulnerable people by providing shelter. There 
was a Gurdawara beside his house and the Sikhs who could not be accommodated there, he brought 
them to his house, changed their appearance to make them look like Christians and sent them to 
Amritsar. He also taught them Christian prayers so that they could avoid any trouble on their way.    
 
My husband was studying in Class 8 at the time of Partition. He helped many Sharnarthis (Hindu and 
Sikh refugees) to reach refugee camps. He told me about his Hindu and Muslim friends.  
 
My own memories of Amritsar are limited because I was very young at the time of Partition. I still 
remember Mianji in Amritsar, who was the owner of Rialto Cinema. All the property around cinema 
belonged to him. We had to cross a huge ground in front of his house to go to school. One day at 
the end of August, we were passing through the ground when some women from his house called 
me. They offered my sister and me a lot of gold jewelry otherwise Sikhs would take it from them. We 
got frightened and refused their offer and hurried back home. When I told my mother about it, she 
said that I did the right thing. Mianji was extremely rich but they left everything behind and migrated 
to Pakistan.  



 

50 

 
The Muslims who migrated from Amritsar asked us to take their cattle. My father did not accept the 
offer. One day, our Sikh guard brought some sheep meat and we cooked it but the taste of the meat 
was bitter and we could not eat it. It is our Christian belief not take things that do not belong to us 
and that is why the taste of that meat was bitter.  
 
Rioters attacked and looted each house vacated by the migrants and then burnt them down. They 
tried to burn down Mianjiõs house four times but each time it rained and extinguished the fire. People 
said they would never succeed because Mianji was a noble man. 
 

Parkash Masih  
Ferozpur 
 
In 1947, I was very young. Hindu and Muslims looked down upon us and we were exploited by both 
of them. During Partition, we were the victims of violence from both sides and we were treated 
mercilessly.  
 
When circumstances took a turn and Muslims had to run for their lives, they asked for our help. We 
were helpless because if we helped them, the Hindus and Sikhs would kill us. Sikhs roamed the 
streets with swords in their hands. Ferozpur Cantt became the center of all kinds of violent activities. 
 

Shanti Devi 
Moga 
 
I was born and brought up in Kasur. My father taught in a school in Moga, so we moved there. 
Before Partition, I went to Kasur to my uncleõs house for six months. By the time I returned, the 
riots had started.  
 
There were many Muslims living in the villages. They decided to migrate when they were attacked 
and moved to Moga. In a few cases, the military escorted them safely to Moga. Caravans started to 
move from Moga to Kasur via Ferozpur. Hindu and Sikh rioters intercepted them. The Muslims with 
young girls were forced to return to save their lives and dignity. 
 
All the boarding mission schools were vacant because of the summer vacation. The refugees, 
especially with young girls were given shelter in these boarding schools. At that time, I was almost 
twenty-two and had a baby son. The Muslim families stayed in the boarding schools for two or three 
days until they joined another caravan to go Pakistan. The young girls were not safe even in the 
boarding houses. 
 
Many times during the night, I heard people screaming for help in the streets. They knocked at my 
door. Military people were after the young Muslim girls and raped many of them, some ran out in the 
streets crying for help but we were also afraid of the military and no went out to help these girls or 
opened their doors. I desperately wanted to help but I had a young child. We felt so helpless. During 
the day, we helped families with young girls to go to Pakistan.  
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Muslim villagers were attacked and killed by the rioters. The desperate victims ran out of their village 
and we provided shelter in our boarding houses. Riots went on for a while and gradually it became 
peaceful again. Even now, memories of those days make me agitated.    

 
Principal S. M. Bhatti 
Gurdaspur 
 
I witnessed the 1947 Partition and the situation before Partition. In 1946, I was ten years old and had 
passed class four exams. My village is Nowshehra Mujjha Singh, which is situated in Gurdaspur near 
Dhariwal. My schoolteacher, Abdulghafar Khan was Muslim. He taught all four classes of the school 
and paid equal attention to each student. Every one respected him. He also gave physical training to 
the students. The school consisted of only one room. Schoolbooks, the register and his clothes were 
kept in the single box in the school. He would arrive from his village; change clothes and started 
teaching us.  
 
Islamia High School was located in the nearby village of Sat Koha, where I took admission in class 
five. I was promoted to class six when Partition was announced. In July 1947, a rumor was circulated 
that Muslims were attacked in a nearby village of Naya Pind. Our teachers left us in school and 
rushed towards Naya Pind. I got scared and ran back to our house. On my way, I saw many people 
carrying sticks, daggers, and spears. Everybody was running here and there. I went back to my village 
with my two Sikh and two Christian friends. When we reached our village, we were surprised to see 
there was a flurry of nervous activity and everybody was moving out of their homes. A mill owner 
was grinding wheat; he quickly took his bulls and wheat and went away.       
 
The area was populated with mostly Sikhs and Muslims but very few Hindus. There were twenty-one 
villages of Kakke Zais. The Muslim population of Kakke Zais was known for its bravery. Most of 
them were either in the army or in police forces and knew how to use weapons. In 1947 when 
Partition was formally announced, robberies and massacre had already begun. Well-planned attacks 
were launched. Armed mobs came from Kakke Zais and stopped at Muslim village of Theh near our 
village. They set fire to everything.  
 
Salvation Army Captain Ishar Das tried to calm the people. In our village, Hindus and Sikhs had 
already fled to the safer areas. The Muslim population had joined hands with the Muslim mobs. In 
this situation, Captain Ishar Das warned them against entering our village. They got frightened and 
went to another nearby village where they killed and robbed people.  
Ishar Das went to each house to check the welfare of the people. Most of the Hindu and Sikh houses 
were unlocked because the people had fled; some elderly people were hiding to save their lives. 
Captain Ishar Das took them to his house and others were placed under the priestõs protection. Only 
Christian population remained in the village. 
 
All this happened on 14 August because it was rumored that Gurdaspur would become part of 
Pakistan. Radcliff Award was still to be announced. They hoisted the Pakistani flag on Dhariwal Mill 
but it was taken down the next day.  Except for Shakar Garh, the whole area was included in India.  
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Now it was Muslimõs turn to run for their lives when Sikhs attacked Muslim villages. The mob from 
Ghumman Kalan was the most notorious. They destroyed the whole Muslim village of Faizullah 
Chak. Muslims built trenches and fought back. They fired at each other for hours and the whole 
village was littered with the bodies of Muslims and Sikhs. During the fight, a huge number of 
Muslims fled. In those days, it was announced that the Christians should wear the Cross to avoid any 
trouble during the riots. Many Hindus and Muslims saved their lives by wearing the Cross.  
 
On the night of 17 August, an announcement was made that the Baloch Regiment trucks had arrived 
to take the Muslims to Pakistan.  Many were hiding in the sugar cane fields.  The Muslim leaders 
came out first and saw the trucks; they asked people to come out. It was too late when they found 
out they were Indian Army trucks. It was a well-planned attack on Muslim and most of them got 
killed.  
 
Soon, both sides started getting better organized. Muslims became organized and started to move out 
at nighttime. A train arrived at Ferozpur and majority of the Hindu and Sikh passengers were found 
dead, the wounded in the train were taken to Francis Newton Hospital where Ms. Farris Frances 
worked as a surgeon and most of them survived.  
 
As a reaction, in Amritsar, a train full of Muslim refugees was attacked and many people were killed. 
It became a routine matter that both sides received trains full of dead bodies.  
 
Many Muslim girls and boys were given shelter and refuge in Christian houses. When the situation 
became peaceful, we helped them to cross the border to Pakistan. They stayed for weeks or even 
months before they could safely go to Pakistan. 
 
In Nabha village, a Muslim left his young daughter with a Sikh friend and promised to return when 
the situation would become peaceful. He could not come back for a long time. The Sikh friend 
waited for many years and then arranged a marriage for her. After many years, the Muslim came back 
and took his daughter back.  
 
Christian schools were converted into refugee camps. I lived in the hostel in a missionary school in 
Dhariwal. Dr. Harvard and other missionaries took medicines and food to border areas. I can say 
that in those trying times, Christian mission played an important role in saving human lives. We 
helped people on both sides of the border. It is a pity that our good deeds never became part of the 
history in both countries.  
 
I studied in Bearing College, Batala along with many Muslims, Sikhs and Hindus. A renowned 
Punjabi poet Shiv Kumar Batalvi was my classmate. He never forgot the lesson of love for humanity 
and to stand up for people who need help. His poetry is a proof of his training.  
 
The relief camps were set up in missionary schools in Ludhiana, Pathan Kot, Dhariwal, Batala, 
Gurdaspur and Ferozpur. People migrating from this side were protected and people coming from 
the other side were helped by our missionary schools and hospitals. 
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Shanti  
Ferozpur 
 
I was twenty-eight years old at the time of Partition and had three children. I lived in Ferozpur Cantt. 
The situation was violent that we avoided going outside. Hindus, Sikhs and Muslims were hostile to 
each other. The Muslims caravans going to Pakistan offered us their cattle but we had no interest in 
their belongings. We helped them and served them when they needed our help. 
 
There are some incidents that we can never forget. One such incident was when the Muslims were 
attacked; the wounded were taken to the hospital. The rioters followed the wounded Muslims into 
the hospital and dragged them out of the hospital and burnt them. People wanted to help but stood 
silently to save their own lives. I saw many Muslims killed. I still have these scenes etched in my 
memories.  
 

Surjeet Singh 
Dhariwal 
 
I was born on 20 October 1941. I live in Dhariwal. I was six years old at the time of Partition and a 
student of class one.  
 
Dhariwal (Gurdaspu) was the center of Christian community. Almost 90% of the population was 
Christians and concentrated in this area. When riots started between Hindus, Sikhs and Muslims, 
many innocent people were massacred. We provided shelter to all displaced people in our hostels. 
When our school reopened in September, the walls of the hostel were painted with blood.  
 
We lived in the Labour Colony. My father was a schoolteacher. Sadhu Singh and his family lived in 
our neighborhood. Sadhu Singh found a Muslim boy hiding in the fields, somehow his family left 
him behind during the riots. Sadhu Singh brought him home and named him Makhan. This boy was 
my class fellow. For twenty years, Sadhu took good care of him and brought him up like his own 
son. He never forced Makhan to convert to Sikhism. Somebody reported to the government that a 
Sikh in Dhariwal had a Muslim boy in his house. Acting on this complaint, military took the boy and 
sent him to Pakistan.  
 
We never heard from Makhan again. I heard that he had a fabric shop in Lahore. When I went to 
Pakistan in 1985, I tried to find him but did not locate his whereabouts.  
 
During the riots many Christians were also attacked because it was difficult to distinguish between 
Hindus, Muslims or Christians. All Christians were provided with Crosses. Many Hindus and 
Muslims wore the Cross to save their lives.  
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Anwar Ahsan Siddiqui 

Karachi 
 
I am from Fatehgarh, famous city in U.P in India. Farooqabad was the military cantonment and 
districts headquarter and we continued to live there for three years after Partition. I was about seven 
years old. My motherõs family is from Lucknow, the main city in U.P. In 1950, my family migrated to 
Karachi. I was not mature enough to understand the historical event of Partition. Now, when I 
recount the events from that period, I do so with better understanding. 
  
Pakistan was created in the name of Islam, which was very appealing to the religious sentiments of 
Muslims. I believe the sole objective behind this major movement in the history of the sub-continent 
was political power, which was concealed behind racial, religious, gender-based, national or linguistic 
façade. These are human weaknesses and people are easily exploited, particularly their religious 
sentiment. It can retard human thinking and easily deflect it against other communities. It ultimately 
leads to sectarianism and division of communities. 
  
The British Raj planned it and Indian Muslims fell for it.  For centuries Muslims, Hindus, Sikhs and 
Christians lived together and there were no inter-communal problems. 
 
In Fatehgarh, Muslims were 10 to 12% of the Hindu majority population but there were no disputes 
between them. My father had more Hindu friends than Muslims. The politicians created tension and 
conflicts started between the upper and middle classes. The objective was to monopolize power of 
vested interest groups.  
 
Half a century later the hostility between India and Pakistan, Hindus and Muslims has not abated.  
 
Although there is constant effort for reconciliation between the two countries and delegations are 
coming and going, politicians and artists visiting back and forth but the ruling elite sabotages these 
efforts. When it appears that the two countries are getting closer, the ruling sections of the two 
societies in both the countries move to nullify the effort, instead they prepare for new confrontation 
and dispute.   
 
In 1949-1950, the Government of U.P. declared that the property and personal effects of Muslins 
wanting to migrate to Pakistan would be confiscated. A special department was established for this 
purpose called Custodian Department.  
 
The function of the Custodian Department was to investigate Muslims inclined towards Pakistan and 
await confirmation. The Government forcibly took possession of properties and belongings of 
Muslims without compensation. People settled old conflicts by falsely reporting to the Custodian 
Department. 
  
My father had a well-established workshop in Fatehgarh and a fully furnished house. He confided in 
his good friends Bashir Khan, a Christian and Pyare Lal, a Hindu, about his plans to migrate to 
Pakistan. 
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Bashir Khan, a Christian convert from Muslim faith, informed the Department. My father lost our 
house and the workshop. Our neighbour, Munshi Matta Sahib, a schoolteacher, and his two sons, 
Ranbir Singh and Gambhir Singh stood by us. They knew about our plans and did not report to the 
authorities. They safely saw us out of our Mohalla.   
 
My father was a young man and living a comfortable life. The Muslim youth migrated to Pakistan for 
better employment. The middle class thought their children would get a better life in Pakistan. 
Hindus were ahead of Muslims in education and Bengalis even more so. Muslims lost in competitive 
examinations and Hindus got the better jobs. 
 
Pakistan was a new country. Jobs at all levels: clerks, Munshis and office workers were plentiful and 
available.  
 
Muslim youth came to Karachi because it was the capital city and hub of activities. My elder brother, 
Dr. Syed Aslam Farrukhi got a job and a flat as soon as he reached Karachi. He advised our father to 
migrate because of the many opportunities and options.  
 
We reached Karachi in 1950. It was an emerging industrial city, full of Urdu-speaking mohajirs, 
Balochis, and Sindhis, jointly working in the developing urban environment. An integrated economy 
of Karachi was about to come into existence. In my book ôLahoo phir Tapkaõ, I relate the social, 
cultural and political history of Karachi. 
 
Mohajirs arrived in large numbers and there were disputes with Sindhis. Gradually the situation eased 
and calmed down. There was no unrest between mohajirs and Sindhis in Karachi. 
  
Karachi was progressing in leaps and bounds. It was the only city in Pakistan, which had an industrial 
base. In Interior Sindh, the NWFP, Punjab and Balochistan, people had strong land connections and 
landlords had a tight grip on the tenants. Karachiõs industrial society was coming into existence as 
opposed to a feudal one.  
 
Karachi gave new life to its citizen and created new political awareness. It became a cosmopolitan 
city. Industrialization attracted people from other provinces, especially Pathans and Punjabis. 
 
I remember an incident that happened when I was very young.  When the farmers were unable to pay 
the tax to the landlord, they were beaten. I felt sad for the children, who had to see their fathers 
being beaten up. My mind did not accept this system. I searched for an answer.   
I realized that religion is a good thing but it is a private concern, not a social or political matter. I read 
books by Krishan Chandar, Prem Chand and Ismat Chughtai. These writers enabled me to 
understand that there was a need to end class differences. 
  
In 1953, I realized that something had to be done to eliminate class differences. My poems were full 
of anger, emotions and feelings against class prejudices. Ultimately I found a way to end class 
distinction through Socialism. My mind accepted Socialism as the only solution in 1956.   
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There were some elements in West Pakistan that supported Bengali struggle in 1971. In 1962, 
National Awami Party (NAP) was the only political organization that had leadership and following in 
both East and West Pakistan. The leaders who agreed on the NAP manifesto had no ideological 
differences among them. 
  
Ayub Khan was a military dictator and everyone knew he was under American control. We were not 
hopeful that the united opposition, which included extreme right elements such as Jamat-i-Islami 
would stand together. The only hope for us was that if democracy was established, the struggle for 
human rights would become easier. 
  
Some progressive people assisted Ayub Khan and this caused deep cuts in the ranks of the 
Communist Party, leading to the creation of different factions.  
Communist Party defused rifts, divisions and unrest in laborers, students and workers. Hatred led to 
skirmishes; I am an eyewitness to many incidents where friends fought as enemies. It was a painful 
process that continued for many years. Many intellectuals, journalists, writers, student workers, 
political leaders, peasant leaders and women activists and individuals from every section of society 
were a part of this struggle. 
 
The main beneficiaries of this situation were the opportunist elements, whose political character is 
depicted in a slogan we used in those days ôPro Peking via Islamabadõ.  
 
War started with India and Ayub Khan benefited from it. The war over economic interests was 
turned into a religious war by Ayubõs rhetoric; the pro-China elements joined Ayubõs religious fervor, 
and this again created a lot of confusion, rifts and divisions.  
The NAP split into Maulana Bhashani Group and Wali Khan Group. I was pro-Moscow from the 
beginning and still am. 
 
 After 1965 war, Z. A. Bhutto laid the foundation of the PPP and began campaigning and attracted 
all the frustrated progressive elements into his camp by declaring: ôOur politics is democracy, our 
system is socialism and our religion is Islam.õ 
The rhetoric was skillfully planned to attract the masses. The NAP was losing membership to PPP. 
In some areas, the leaders of the NAP remained while members and ordinary workers joined PPP.  
 
The religious elements were aggravated with the PPP. In Karachi and Lahore, Yaum-e-Shaukat-e-Islam 
was being observed, when the right-wing elements abused Peoples Party and declared its members as 
infidels. Extremist and anti-state element was emerging out of the whole scenario. Peoples Party had 
conquered the hearts of the masses in such a way that there is no parallel to it in the history of 
Pakistan. People gave un-equivocal support to PPP.  
The emergence of Peoples Party was an alarming development for the aristocracy and had to be 
stopped. The landlords joined hands with the military in Sindh, Punjab, NWFP and Balochistan to 
obstruct the progress of the PPP. Obstacles were created to entrap Bhutto and use him to promote 
their own interests. 
 
I firmly believe that if the PPP was responsible for the separation of East Pakistan, it was because it 
was used by the military, landlords and the Sardars. If Bhutto had shown political maturity, he could 
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have restrained the military from using him. He had so much power; he could have made the military 
surrender, if he wanted.  
 
Mujib was not as strong because he had no viable economic policy but won on the issue of 
nationalism. The West Pakistan military, bureaucracy and landlords were together in not wanting to 
give power to a Bengali. Most Bengalis had middle-class backgrounds; the leadership was of middle 
class. There were no landlords with great land holdings and no feudalism. West Pakistanõs landlords, 
bureaucrats and generals could not allow Bengali middle class to rule the country.  East Pakistan was 
dismembered on this account. 
  
It was such a tragic event and it tore the two-nation theory into pieces and along with it, the hearts of 
its people. The fact is that the two-nation theory forwarded in 1947 became the basis of Pakistan; 
suddenly no life was left in it. And Hindus did not do it; Muslims finished it by themselves. 
  
The real issues were economic and special interests groups. A unity forged on the basis of religion, 
race or nationalism is a false unity. After the separation of East Pakistan, Wali Khan Group of NAP 
took a stand against military action in East Pakistan. Speeches were made, poets wrote poems and 
writes wrote essays. People did what they could do; we kept presenting that West Pakistan 
committed atrocities against Bengalis. The government placed allegations on India. 
It was a colossal tragedy; the responsibility does not rest with Bengalis or India but with the ruling 
classes of West Pakistan.  
 
It was proven that the country was made artificially; no other country in the world had two 
provinces, separated by 1300 miles of  ôenemyõ territory. It was the first rare example in the world.  
A lot of work was done to bring the two wings closer but it was an impossible task. We had no 
relationship with the Bengalis. A relationship on the basis of Islam could not flourish because Islam 
is also shared between Pakistan and Saudi Arabia, between Pakistan and Morocco but it has not 
given birth to ônation-hoodõ between those countries. 
 
There were many people who wrote about it: Wahid Bashir and Saher Ansari. It was not as though 
the event remained unnoticed by poets and writers; neither all thought that Bengalis were traitors nor 
all supported the military action.  
Indeed, people condemned army action in Bengal and the characters of West Pakistani politicians. 
People such as Mahmood-ul-Haq Usmani, Aizaz Nazir and other leftist leaders came out in support 
of Bengalis. Baloch leaders such as Mir Gul Khan Nasir, Atttaullah Mengal and Ghaus Bakhsh 
Bizenjo vehemently supported the liberation movement in East Pakistan. The NAP leaders of the 
NWFP also supported the Bengali cause.  
 
Who were opposing the Bengalis here? Jamaat-i-Islami, Al-Badr and Al-Shams were drenched in blood. 
In the Conference of Islamic Countries in Lahore, Bhutto recognized Bangladesh. Jamaat-i-Islami still 
opposed it. Habib Jalib wrote this poem: 
  
Bangladesh hai na-manzoor, na-manzoor to kia Manzoor 
 
ôIf Bangladesh is not acceptable then what is acceptable other than Bangladesh?õ 




