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“"Moti... Moti...” Zeenat was
looking for her pet dog.

“Moti...come... see what I have
brought for you,” Zeenat called
out loudly. She had a bowl of
milk in her hand. But Moti was
nowhere to be seen.

Suddenly, she spotted a piece
of red ribbon. It was stuck in the
fence of barbed wire. “Oh! This
is Moti’s ribbon!” Zeenat was
worried. “Moti...” Zeenat shouted
with all her might.

Hearing her shouts, Sangeeta,
Deepak and Javed rushed to
Zeenat. All the three asked in
chorus, "What's the matter? Why
are you shouting?”



Zeenat was almost in
tears. She said "I can't find
Moti. Where could he have
gone? Look at this ribbon.” /*"

"Isn't it Moti’s ribbon?” asked /

Deepak pointing at the ribbon.

“Yes, Zeenat had tied it around
his neck day before yesterday,” Javed
confirmed. _ }

Sangeeta was observing the fence a
little closely. She found some branches
of the bush crushed. ™I think Moti has gone
there,” Sangeeta pointed her finger to the \ | /
other side of the fence. ' i '







"Oh! My Moti is lost...” Javed started crying.
Sangeeta hugged Javed and pacified him, "Don't cry, we'll
find Moti. Come, let us go there.”
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Zeenat still holding the bowl of milk in her hand made her
way through the bushes. Sangeeta held the wire up so that no
one gets hurt. One by one all of them went to the other side.

This side of the valley was also very beautiful. The same
Himalaya Mountains were watching over the people of the
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valley. The tall green trees were
also similar, and the same water
stream was flowing on both the
sides of the fence.

Javed and Deepak both aged
six grew up together like the
children of the same family.
Javed's elder sister Zeenat was
eight, and Deepak’s elder sister
Sangeeta was ten years old.
Sangeeta was respected as the
wise person by all the three.
She was also very protective of
them all.

All the four were calling Moti
one by one. But there was no
response.

The children were sad and
tired. They loved Moti like their
own brother. Javed held on to
Sangeeta’s hand and said, “Didi...
I hope we can find Moti.” Tears
rolled down his cheeks.

Seeing Javed crying Deepak
said in choked voice, I hope Moti
is all right.” Sangeeta being the
eldest of all tried to pacify the
boys, "I am sure he is somewhere
here. We'll definitely find him.”










* I am hungry,” said Deepak.

" I am tired,” said Javed.

Suddenly, they heard the sound of a bomb blast. They put
their arms around each other. They had heard similar sounds
earlier too. At home, in such a situation, their parents would
take them indoors. Whenever there was firing or bomb blast
the children were asked to stay in. But playful children would
forget about those blasts and start playing outside next morning.

The place across the fence was deserted. Here they neither
had the security of their home nor their parents. They got
scared.

Zeenat looked around. She saw a small tin-shed at
a distance. She asked others, “Shall we go and sit
there? We can take some rest and then again
look for Moti.”
All the four went inside the tin-shed and sat
down. It seemed safer.
The night was approaching. Deepak held
Sangeeta’s hand and asked, ™ Didi, I am
sleepy. I want to go home. Can we go
now?”
Zeenat put her arm around Deepak and
said, "I don't think we can find our way
— bacif. Itis so dark. Letus ."S’EE:P here.
We'll go home in the morning.
“"Come, let us hold each other’s arms
and sleep,” suggested Sangeeta.
It was dark and quiet. Nothing was
heard except one’s own breath and













































