
Partition Story Part 1

Harjit K Dhillon

Harjit Dhillon had an idyllic life in Punjab. During Partition, a young Harjit went to 

stay with her sister in neighbouring village. Although she was homesick, Harjit found 

comfort there. One night without warning, her father’s friend came and escorted her 

and her sister back to their village. It was for their safety but it was a scary journey. 

Her father was also persuaded to go along with a group of villagers as they attacked a 

neighbouring Muslim village. It was a harrowing night. Finally, Harjit remembers seeing 

her Muslim neighbours being taken away. She still wonders where many of them have 

gone.

“Hanji, my name is Harjit Dhillon. And I born in 1937. October 11”.
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I born in my village Bahbal district Hoshiarpur. And it’s a small village with very beautiful 

surroundings.

The mountain range is only 4-5 miles from there. And the sandstream runs beside my 

village

And the main GT Road that, you know, goes to the border now. They widened the road now 

and it’s a beautiful area.”

We had such a different life from the regular people because my dad was in jail. British 

jail.Before he was released in 1946, he had been in jail many times and when we collect his 

year its almost 16 years he spent in British jails! Everytime he comes out he spoke at the 

functions, then they catch him again.

I only finished grade 2 then my sister –she’s five years

older than me – found a teaching job after grade 8.

And the village was almost 20 miles from our village.

So when she went alone, she felt really homesick, then

she took me along. I could make rotiyaan and she

couldn’t so maybe that’s why she took me along! 



Partition

So we lived there  for  two years in that

village. I was 10 years old. There was one

big famiy. Not even that rich. And that

lady had 5 daughters and I was so homesick

and she loved melike a sixth daughter. 

I pray for her every night. 

When the riots were happening and my dad at that time was in the village, he sent his friend 

to bring usback to our village. We couldn’t travel by bus and we couldn’t go on the main 

streets, you know. So we walked all that area to middle of the night. Then we stayed one 

night in another village. And grandfather went to some houses to bring food for us.

And we stayed in the Gurdwara.
And the next morning then we start
walking and we come to our village.

It was very hard and my dad didn’t want to go with the other people to attack the musulmaan

village. That village was where we stayed overnight – Haltabadla. There was a very bad people 

in my village and they start threatening my dad that if you don’t cooperate with us we will 

took your daughters away. So that was very scary time. And one time my dad talked to 

his party people* asking what should I do. And they said try to go one day and see what’s 

happening there. So he went along and he saw the cruel moment he saw those times.

(He said those bad people ask the girls – my dad said they were just like my older daughter. 

And they said come with us, come with us. And they said no we don’t want to go. So with a

big sword they cut their necks. My dad he was feeling so bad..

One person was running and running and trying to save his life so he climbed on a tree 

so no one can see him. But those people took some women and used them for month to two 

months and then they sold them.)



Then our village has 4-5 muslim families. Those were our age kids. Fajan was my age. 

Fajan was her name.  And the younger ones were Rashida and Boota. (And the older sisters 

were Karmi and Rahmatein. And Jaanvi was their oldest.) And their house was three blocks 

from our house. But there was no other houses in between. We could see their lights on, 

cooking, singing. When Eid was happening they used to cook meat. The smells and aroma 

all around. There is one tradition in the village when it does not rain, the girls get together 

and make a doll and perform its funeral. And then the rain comes. So we use to go together 

and play in the mango gardens. And we were very close. 

Muslims leave her village

When my dad went to a small town called Maalpur, he met with some military people. And

they sent a message with him to tell your people to get ready we will come and collect them.

They got all their jewelry and valuables together. And then I still remember, the truck came

and the military put the whole family in the truck and drove away.

But the houses are still there and my dad opened a school in that house. When he opened that 

school, I taught in that school for almost six months and then I went to college.

The little girls that went with the military from village, I always wonder how I can find them

but it’s too late. Maybe those two little girls, Rashida and Boota are still somewhere.

When we cross the border there

was gate with a line written,

“Children of a common mother”

and I always think of Pakistan… 

After the war was stopped, I still remember I went to see a building

where our close family was living and I said “Chachchi, larai hat gayee” 

 was 10 – 11 year old! “Chachchi larai hat gayee”

I still remember all those songs
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Manjit Singh Dhillon

My name is Manjit Singh Dhilon. I was born on March 20, 1930 in 
the village of Pandori Ladda Singh in Punjab, India. 

My grandfather went to Russia in 1935 and he returned to our village in 1943. My 

grandfather’s name was Niranjan Singh. In Russia, they learned how to take down the 

English people and how to bring revolution. 

The whole village came to see my grandfather when he arrived. So many people thought my 

grandfather was dead already. He was 61 years old. 



I would volunteer with my grandfather to sign up new members for the Communist Party.  

In those days, there was so much oppression from the police and people were so scared. The 

Communist Party took stage shows from village to village and the police sat their taking 

note of who was speaking and what they were saying.

The Party said don’t take any fear

from them – and they pointed

them out – and after a few

times the fear had gone away. 

I was only 13 years old.

I helped make the stages but

I was too young to act in the plays. 

When Partition came, we were thinking that everyone would stay were they were. We thought 

how could such a big population move, you see? It’s very impossible. The Gadhar party of 

America and Canada fought for the one India. Not for partition. 

They were feeling very sorry.

At the same time my grandfather 

and his friends were helping the 

Muslims for their safety. 

We were sleeping in the middle of the night and my grandfather came to me and said wake 

up. We are going to give shelter to those people here. So the whole family came to my village 

and they stayed in our home. 

There’s one story the day that 

partition happened. A village about 

three miles from our village. They 

were all Muslims. One family was 

hiding in the sugarcane field.

When night came they sent a 

message to our village person that 

they need help.

They were three brothers and two women and children. About 7-8 people. And they were so 

shivering that maybe someone is going to kill them. So my grandfather told them you are 

in a safe place and nothing to worry about. 

They stayed with us for two nights. 

Then the third day my eldest brother 

took them to a Muslim refugee camp 

in Brahm.



One day, during partition, I went with my grandfather to visit his sister.  When we went 

about three miles from our village, we came across a small village named Gujurpur. And we 

saw – because that story I will never forget – we saw about 7-8 older people and they were two 

10-12 year old boys. 

They were all Muslim but they had

put on yellow turbans.

They said, “we have now become Sikh”

and they put their hand together as a

disguise you see, for their own safety. 

And then my grandfather asked the eldest man his age

He said he was 70 years old. So my grandfather say,

did you ever say namaz? He replied he’s been doing

namaz all his life. My grandfather told him to protect

himself in his new dress. But keep on saying the namaz

because you might find god, you see. I can still see him,

the old man shook hands and bowed to my grandfather

and he was crying.

He told my grandfather you have a big heart.

 I can still see all those people in front of my eyes.
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