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On November 1, 1984 early morning, I saw the air filled with smoke. Like many other 
people, we went to see what was happening from the terrace of our house. We could hear 
loud cries:  

 (the Sikhs have killed our mother, Indira Gandhi; now, we will show them what we can 
do)." 

We ran down to the safety of our rooms. We could hear stones being pelted, so we shut 
our door. After a while, when the noise outside became louder, my husband, his younger 
brother and my three children went and hid in the neighbours’ house.

On the evening of November 2, at about 8 P.M. when our neighbour served us tea, the 
wife told me that many people had been to her house to scout for Sikhs and she did not 
want any trouble and wanted us to move elsewhere. Meanwhile, my husband went to the 
terrace and tried to get into the house. The wall was too high for him to jump. He just sat 
next to the wall. Salim spotted him and started shouting, here is a Sardar who has cut his 
hair and is hiding behind the wall. Salim dragged him and brought him to the terrace of 
the neighbour’s house. My husband implored him with folded hands not to give him 
away. But Salim was merciless, he pushed him and my husband fell on a heap of 
concrete and stones below. The killer mob was waiting there, armed with knives, iron 
rods, swords and kerosene oil tins. Salim also joined the crowd.

Just then, I heard the front neighbour’s women yell, "behenji (sister) they are killing 
your husband.’ I ran out only to stand in a corner and watch my husband burn alive. 
Even then he had his hands folded. The goons hit him with iron rods and then burnt him 
alive after pouring kerosene oil over him. Among the killers was Salim and some other 
men who went on hammering my husband. The people I recognized among them were 
Salim (30/499), Omi, Vedi, Doctor V.P. Singh (Block 31) and Lambu Doctor (Block 32). 
Both of whom have their clinics outside the Gurudwara, Ramsharan (30/426) and Mulla 
(30/493), his son and son-in-law. Besides, I saw Radhe (Block 19 Juggi), Ramkishan 
(19/452) who has a government job, Kishanlal and his sons, Rajkumar, Bharat and 
Trilokpuri (19/49), Gwalan (19/447) and Moti Pandtani’s Son, Mahendra (19/445). Lalit 
Gupta himself gave kerosene oil to have Sikhs burnt alive.

Meanwhile, the crowd was becoming larger and larger. The killers were shouting with 
joy and excitement after killing Sikhs. Ramsharan was among those who were dancing. 
People were shouting, "where are the prey? Where are the fresh, fat rats? Come out and 
we will show you."

Police came to peep into our houses and if any one of us complained about the killer 
mobs waiting to get us, the police said,’ don’t worry, nobody will touch you’. But the 



same cops would go to the waiting crowds and tell them about our hideouts. There was 
no end to stoning and yelling. The crowds repeatedly shouted, "we will rape your 
daughters and wives". If some hapless girls beseeched them, "brother don’t harm us", the 
killers would say, 2don’t call us brothers, we are your men and will take you away in the 
night".

I had already sent my brother (after cutting his hair) along with the home guards. On the 
evening of November 2, when the army came, all of us women fell on their feet and told 
them how our sons and husbands had been killed and burnt alive. "Please save the 
honour of our daughters" we begged them. The army people gave us an assurance, 
"don’t worry, now that we have come, we will take you in trucks to police stations". We 
grabbed our young children and ran like mad towards the trucks. We spent the night in 
the Kalyanpuri Police Station.

The Government left the prosecutors unpunished, which outraged Sikhs. 
Bhindranwale spoke out against Indian activities against Sikhs. His speeches made 
Sikhs realise that they were not free in India. They were being treated like second 
class citizens. Sikhs started demanding more rights.


