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        My parents for an unforgettable trip and a little snow leopard who inspired me.
      

      
        William, my soulmate and my great love. He is always by my side, whether we are physically close or not, and he loves me exactly as I am, with all my rough edges. He has always encouraged me to follow my heart and use my talents.
      

      
        Silvia, whom I met on a very special adventure in Peru. She was my first patient and critical reader; she encouraged me in my work and gave me lots of good ideas.
      

    

  
    
      

      Foreword and recommended reading

      
        As is often the case in life, things turn out quite differently from what was expected. It was the same with the spark to Leh’s story. Quite unexpectedly, my parents were unable to go on a planned trip to Ladakh, India. Their decision to hand this unique trip over to us, William and me, was unexpected. This gift was a first step on the journey to finding myself and rediscovering my creativity.
      

      
        The idea for Leh’s story was born in Ladakh and matured in Peru, where I put a first draft on paper in the jungle. Back home in Küsnacht, I continued working on it.
      

      
        From an early age, I’ve always enjoyed spending time by myself. Animals and nature have always been extremely important to me. I was able to live out and enjoy my creativity. As a child, teenager, young and mature adult, I never really felt like I belonged to a group. I always went my own way. Sometimes this was difficult. But the hardest part was realising that fitting in was necessary to belong. Swimming against the current has become more pronounced due to various events in my life, none of which I would have wanted to miss, and it has been a faithful companion, always guiding me through difficult decisions.
      

      
        With Leh’s story, I want to convey to children and interested parents that being different is enormously inspiring. From birth, we all have everything we need to lead a happy and fulfilled life. We can recognise this, enjoy the moment, accept everything and free ourselves from external constraints and guidelines. Leh’s story is intended to convey precisely this and allow the reader to immerse themselves in a fantastic world where fantasy plays the leading role.
      

      
        A living being, whether human or animal, is neither right nor wrong; it simply IS, and BEING is enough.
      

      
        I hope my readers and their parents enjoy their trip with Leh.
      

    

  



Part 1

Arriving in Küsnacht

1. Under the Christmas tree


My name is Leh. I am a little snow leopard, and I want to tell you the adventurous story of my journey. As you will find out, I am not a normal snow leopard. But I am getting ahead of myself. Let’s start where it all began.



I slumber curled up in the dark. I am surrounded by a warming wrap of something solid that is held together on four sides. I feel a slight pressure on my shoulders and bottom. I hear voices around me. Suddenly, something or someone comes very close to me. Through the envelope surrounding me, I can feel myself being lightly nudged and sniffed. Then the troublemaker stomps on and my brief fright is quickly gone. I close my eyes and slumber on.
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A rustling around me snaps me out of my peaceful slumber. Someone has lifted me up and is tampering with the protective covering around me. The slight pressure on my shoulders and bottom eases. Suddenly, I am surrounded by warm light. I blink and see a fir tree right in front of me – not a fir tree in a forest, but a fir tree in a large, warm room. The tree is not just a tree either, but a Norway spruce richly decorated with baubles, figures and angel hair moving in the warmth. The light and warmth that envelop me and all those present come from red wax candles that adorn the tree’s sweeping branches.



I suddenly feel something cold and wet on my left cheek. A black nose, emblazoned in the middle of a white muzzle studded with whiskers. The muzzle belongs to a small white dog with black beady eyes, a black spot on its head and a black spot on its back. Although small, the white monster is certainly four times my size. I feel a little queasy at first. However, it turns out that I’m not in any danger. The monster is a 12-year-old female Jack Russell that goes by the name of Pipi. At least she does most of the time. During my time in Küsnacht, I get to know her better and understand that she has a gentle and reserved character. Only when she plays with her Frisbee she is very loud and annoying and she doesn’t like it when her humans hug and kiss without her being allowed to join in. It’s called jealousy, I think. But I’m getting ahead of myself again. Let’s just say that her interest in me quickly evaporated because I’m not edible.



The joy at my emergence from the wrapping paper, the envelope I was in, is great. The hands that unpacked me gently lift me up. The small group of four people sitting together and celebrating marvel at me and come to the unanimous conclusion that Leh is a worthy name for me. The festival at which I arrived in my new family is called Christmas and is celebrated with the family every year. It is a wonderful celebration of contemplation, love and lots of goodies. The evening ripples on.



I, Leh – I like my name – sit comfortably on a soft white armchair between the two young people, a female and a male, and watch with great interest what is happening around me. It will turn out that my name will play an important role in my story. It is precisely this name that makes me think and raises the first questions about my origins. It is to be the initial spark that ignites the fire of restlessness and sets me off on an adventurous journey. A journey that takes me far into the distance and opens my eyes in many ways.


2. Arrival in Küsnacht


After the Christmas festivities, I set off on my first journey, well wrapped up in a warm bag that smells of Christmas biscuits, cinnamon, nutmeg and many other spices I am unfamiliar with. It’s hardly surprising that I’m nervous and my heart is pounding like crazy in my little chest. I still don’t know where I’m going or what awaits me in my new place.





With me come the two young people I’ve already taken to my heart – and the little white beast, what was it called, ah yes, Pipi.



This first very sheltered and comfortable journey in my bag takes me to Küsnacht, to a lovely apartment that is home to Pipi and the two humans, as well as other residents. One of these residents quickly turns into my best friend. But one thing at a time. Back to my arrival in my new home.



The engine noise stops, doors are opened, then there is a jolt, and my transportation bag, which I share with wonderful scents and more, is lifted up. A few minutes of rocking follow – it makes me feel a little sick in my stomach – a second tug, and then the zip of the bag opens. I am gently taken out by two warm hands, squeezed briefly and then placed on a soft blanket on a large bed. I listen for a moment to the sounds that suggest activity. I stretch my limbs, which had become a little stiff during the journey, and lie down on the cosy surface, resting my head contentedly on my paws. Then I let my gaze wander.



I recognise myself in a large mirror opposite me, and in the same breath, I realise that someone else is sitting or standing semi-upright next to me on the blanket. In a flash, my reflexes working perfectly, I sit up and get into a crouching position, ready to defend myself or save myself by jumping onto the nearby bedside table.
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Ready to pounce, I look at my counterpart. A slender brown mottled animal, standing on its hind legs, its front paws neatly tucked under its chest, and its shiny black nose, emblazoned in a pointed snout, is stretched in my direction. The fine tactile hairs on my counterpart’s narrow face vibrate as he picks up my scent. Two shrewd, round black eyes focus on me. The animal’s body is tense and leans in my direction, more interested than threatening. We eye each other in silence for a while. Then the moment of tension has passed. On all fours, the meerkat, which is what I have in front of me, approaches me nimbly. The black nose meets mine without hesitation and a narrow paw with small claws nudges me.



‘Who are you?’



I’m a little perplexed and don’t know what to answer at first. Then, hesitantly, I say: ‘I’m Leh.’



There is a short pause, then the sly eyes of my counterpart flash mischievously. ‘Nice name for a snow leopard, pipsqueak. A bit highbrow, but why not?’ I get in reply.



Before I can launch into a counter-attack, my counterpart is already chattering away. His name is Tiko. He is one and a half years old and has been living with the two humans, Annabelle and John, for almost a year. Annabelle and John are very pleasant and lovely contemporaries. The lively Tiko tells me how good home is here. The food tastes good, they are allowed to cuddle a lot and there are no taboos in the apartment apart from the various beds for Pipi. However, in these beds, of which there are several scattered around the apartment, there is a risk of being nibbled on. The terrace, which is sunny in summer, and the small garden in front of the kitchen are also freely accessible and very inviting for enjoying the lazy hours of sunshine. In summer, you can sometimes go out on the big blue pond, Lake Zurich. It’s quite an adventure on a boat. Tiko goes on to say that there are different types of boats, and with John and Annabelle, you can never be sure whether the excursions will be leisurely or sporty. They alternate between a very old brown motorboat with comfortable armchairs, on which you can lounge around, and a very narrow, long and rather uncomfortable rowing boat that glides almost silently across the water.



This is a lot of information for me. I don’t understand everything and am slightly confused. Boats, apartments, taboos, cuddling, and being nibbled on. Before I can catch my breath for a question, because I like to question everything, I want to understand and analyse everything and get to the bottom of the details. Tiko’s flow of words continues.



Not far from the apartment, there is also a beautiful valley with a stream and a dense primeval forest where you can go for a walk, climb around and have interesting conversations with a grey heron.



‘Grey... what?’ I’m about to start, but then it goes on.



There is also a zoo in Zurich, a large garden where some of his family live. He visits
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