Dear friends and dog-friends,
I got the order from my human friends to first of all wish you a happy new year. I actually mind a bit that they always tell me what to write as I am myself smart enough and also because of the regular scolding of over passing the three page limit.
New Year:
But reliable as I am I convey these wishes to all of you. This “New-Year” issue, however, confused me a little bit because this event is yet to come when the nights start getting less cold and people here call it “Losar”. So, I asked Zorro, my number one source of information about the white people. He was extremely proud when he told me what his detective-ears had found out: He says that dog need to distinguish between two different types of humans: The first type has darker skin and invades the stupa area already early morning and give us leftovers, unfortunately mostly vegetarian stuff...  The white ones who occasionally show up in our territory, tend to pet and talk friendly words and even shoot us – not with guns of course, but little machines called cameras…   At this point I lost patience and interrupted Zorro who would otherwise have talked for hours about the tasty stuff he gets as a result of his constant bothering from the white ones and I begged him to come to the point. Now guess what, the New-Year question has a very simple answer: Different types of people have different beginnings of the year and the brown ones call it “Losar”! This being so, I suddenly had the idea that the event I will tell you next must have been the Dog-New-Year!
Kukur-Tikka (Dog Tikka)
One day, the brown people, but not the ones who walk in circles in our territory, but the ones who usually do not pay any attention to us at all were extremely friendly – or at least this is what they thought. Starting in the early morning before one could even conceive of hiding somewhere, they systematically tied us all up! But not as usually with a rope or chain but with some soft yellow stinky garlands! Most of my dog-friends got quite upset about it as the strong string inside is nothing fun to have around the neck when having a little fight. Some candidates such as Tashi proudly told me that he was growling and snapping so hard that three people were needed to ornament him with this stuff. And also others started into a competition of reporting about how fast they got rid of them as soon as their benefactors were around the corner... childish! I, of course, practiced patience and left it on the whole day. And not only that, as a responsible secretary of SDC it is my duty and pleasure to be well informed about any issues concerning dogs. So I asked Saru, one brown type human friend who works at the resort and who gave one garland to everyone up there. She told me that that day Nepalese people regard dogs as Gods! It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her that these Gods would probably have better liked some bones instead of something bitter like those yellow balls – I’ve tried them. Anyway.
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Zorro the locomotive
The only guy who let alone removing the garland, wore it proudly for the whole day was of course Zorro!  He is such a funny individual that he deserves a paragraph here: He has a moving past, was in miserable condition when they found him, recovered greatly at the resort and then decided to come back to the street though he was offered to stay there forever due to his being retired, blind on one eye and being slightly handicapped due to a hole in his palate! He looks like and makes a noise like a locomotive when he is breathing.  He is a very helpful guy and was therefore selected to be the official assistant of my human friends. He needs to be present whenever they treat Peter who is a very difficult patient. Actually it is not the case that Zorro really has to do much compared to my work for instance. But the mere fact that such a water-buffalo-like looking bodyguard is present and would despite of his overweight immediately jump on Peter prevents this one from misbehaving. Zorro is really a brave guy – or maybe also just so ignorant that he is not afraid of Peter. What this assistant, however, misunderstood is that he is not always needed! He has now started to accompany our human friends whenever and wherever they go, 24 hours. They therefore gave him the matching nick-name “one-eyed gentle man”. The only problem about it is that they literally have to trick him out to get rid of him! I would solve the problem differently: They could hire him to other people as a bodyguard with an official salary, let’s say a bone per mile (out of which I deserve half for the idea and the accounting). In any case, although he extremely upsets all dogs whose territory he crosses smiling on his daily and nightly escorting activities, it is still an excellent exercise for him – which won’t be of any harm!
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Whisky
Also in this newsletter I have the sad duty to report you the loss of a dear friend of us. I am not sure what his name actually means but I found out the following: It was given due to his previously broken leg which made him walk like those people who sometimes cross my territory in the night who yell and sing and stink very badly. I am a bit upset with the comparison of my find with these people, because it does not apply at all! My friend Whisky would have out-shined those individuals in terms of speed and smartness by fare – even at the time of being very ill. His disease and the way my human friends tried to fight it was the strangest thing in my whole career as a secretary: You won’t believe me, his skin became completely yellow! Since he was a senior dog, nobody would make jokes on that but what stroke us most was that he just could not eat anything anymore! All of us worried about him would always leave him generously the best bits of the food but he would not even touch them! Isn’t this unbelievable, even meat!? My human friends, of course equally worried started doing something no dog apart from the wise Whisky would have been able to tolerate. They desperately looked for him twice a day and brought a huge bottle! As an experienced secretary I know in the meanwhile that the water-like looking content is actually quite powerful stuff. I was shocked to see that instead of pouring this in his mouth – with an enormous needle connected with a strange string they made this liquid enter Whisky’s body! All of us have such an admiration for this patient, who beard this procedure for several weeks – never loosing his little smile on his face. The last day I saw him he looked like a skeleton and he told me something very profound: “When it is time to leave this world, we should do this without struggling!” Isn’t this very wise and completely contradicts his name! A few days later, my human friend approached me, her cloths still smelling Whisky and I immediately knew. Some tears in her eyes, she told me that our friend Whisky had peacefully passed away in the resort that night well accompanied. As a symbol of their sadness and respect for this extraordinary friend they had lost, none of the dogs there touched their food that night!
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I learnt that in a new year we should always take some precepts – and mine is to always keep the 3 page limit in order not to steal too much of your precious time. I succeeded today and will try my best in the future... If it is too hard to be so brief, I will just have to choose a smaller font or write all of you more often!
This much for today – all my heartfelt greetings from all of us at the stupa and the resort who are desperately hoping for warmer weather to come...
Sincerely,
Your Strubel
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