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Now don’t start getting ideas. I am not a philosopher. I’m a dog. But I look like a philosopher, they say. I’m what’s known as a Rhodesian Ridgeback. My forebears used to hunt lions in Africa, but I’m a modernized urban specimen. I don’t hunt much of anything.

I was born somewhere on the plains west of Uppsala, Sweden. In the beginning I was blind and tumbled around with my siblings. We pooped and bit each other and our mother – who I must admit was kind of a bitch – tried to raise us to the best of her ability.

When I was about two months old I was adopted. Two long-legged humans, a man and a woman, came and picked me up, loaded me in a car and drove into town. This is the story of the eleven years we spent together.

One Man.

One Dog.

Three Countries.

Eleven Years.

Countless Meatballs.

Norton is probably one of the most well-travelled dogs in the world. He has chased down tennis balls in Central Park, checked out the fairer sex in Kensington Gardens and rescued a woman in distress on the Swedish island of Gotland.

Norton and Håkan spent eleven years together. They shared many adventures and developed a strong bond of love and friendship. In these memoirs, Norton the dog recounts his numerous travels and the many wisdoms he has amassed from living his life with the two-legged race called human beings.
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I. Stages on Life’s Way
(2004–9)
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Including: The Man on the Moor —

A Story from Real Life
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OVERTURE

Now don’t start getting ideas.

I am not a philosopher. I’m a dog.

But I look like a philosopher, they say, and I’m not sure the distinction is as great as you might think. In which case, the main difference is probably that we dogs keep our musings to ourselves. For good and ill.

I’m what’s known as a Rhodesian ridgeback. My forebears used to hunt lions in Africa, but I’m a modernized urban specimen. I don’t hunt much of anything. As I write this I happen to be with the man in an inn on a moor in England. It’s not the moor of the Baskervilles; this one’s called Exmoor, located right next to it.

I’m going to tell you something that happened yesterday. Firstly, because it’s an instructive story, and secondly because I actually remember it; my memory isn’t world class, truth be told. But we’ll deal with that in due course. Let me start from the beginning, which is always a good idea.

PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR
AS A YOUNG PUP

I was born somewhere on the plains west of Uppsala, Sweden, but I don’t remember much of that. In the beginning I was blind and tumbled around with my siblings. We pooped and bit each other and nursed, and our mother – who I must admit was kind of a bitch – tried to raise us to the best of her ability. Without all that much success, I must say.

Little by little our eyes opened, but there wasn’t much to see other than the family during that early period. We lived in an extreme version of ‘compact living’ and I remember thinking that if it doesn’t get any better than this, I should rather have been born in Africa twenty generations ago. However, it has to be noted that we did get food and water and all our basic needs were met.

When I was about two months old I was adopted. Two long-legged humans, a man and a woman, came and picked me up, loaded me in a car and drove into town. When I say ‘town’ I mean Uppsala. Their apartment was nice and big, but at first I pretty much stayed on a pad underneath the worktop in the kitchen. Whenever I needed to pee they picked me up and carried me out to the yard, and I figured out that the outdoors was really the toilet. For both one thing and the other.
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There were a few good spots in that apartment. A big, soft footstool with a sheepskin on it, for example; I spent much of my first year on that. Likewise in a brown leather armchair where I could sit and look out over a river. It was called Fyris, I found out later, and it was quite sluggish. But it suited my temperament; I am a particularly calm philosopher, I mean dog, especially when I’m indoors. I can sleep up to fifteen hours a day and even when I’m awake I prefer to lie quite still. Some people think I’m stuffed, but that’s not the case.

One of the differences between philosophers and dogs is that the latter are rather fond of being outdoors. But not to excess; a few hours a day is more than enough. My new people realized this; they had probably read a dog book or two, as I virtually didn’t need to explain anything to them. Every day one of them loaded me in the car and then we drove out into the forest. Various wooded areas fifteen minutes or half an hour away from town, as I estimated it. Right from the start I liked to ride in cars and that was probably lucky considering my further adventures and fate.

Sometimes a friend went with me on those forest walks. He was a German shepherd and his name was Kastor. To start with it was all good, we raised all kinds of hell in among the trees, moss, sticks and twigs whirling as we rushed past, but when Kastor got a little older his temperament got a little worse. We snapped at each other a few times, there was bloodshed and more, and unfortunately I discovered that he was stronger than me.
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It was roughly at this phase of my life that I decided to become a pacifist. That isn’t so common among us philosophers, sorry, I mean dogs, but I would say that I constitute a good benchmark. I am never aggressive at all, not in the slightest. Even when my long-legged caretakers suddenly showed up with a cat, Nelson, I stayed calm. In time we became really good friends, Nelson and I, even if he was pretty dim, let me tell you. I write was, because Nelson has moved to another family at this point. He had a tangled love story in New York a little later in life, but I’m getting ahead of myself.

MY UNIVERSITIES

The long-legged ones put me in a kind of class that first year. It was an incredibly dreary affair. There were ten or so of us youngsters who were supposed to learn to do all the things we didn’t want to do. Run hither and thither on command, or sit still or lie down or fetch sticks and God knows what. Thank heavens class ended after only a month, and I must say that education in general is an overrated concept.

That family I lived with was not only made up of the tall man, the tall woman and silly Nelson. There was a slightly shorter young woman too, and someone whose name was Johannes. For a long time I didn’t know whether he was a human or a dog. He was no philosopher anyway, but we had a lot of fun. We wrestled and tumbled around and bit each other, but then he moved to Stockholm and became an ice hockey player. The shorter younger woman was also gone on and off, but in later years she came back.
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During the daily forest walks I learned a few things. For one, that the man sometimes gets lost, but that he always seems to find his way back to the car. One doesn’t really need to go and search for him, not even when he stands there calling one’s name, forlornly. It’s just as well that he learns how to handle things on his own; I don’t want to spoil him.

They were rather calm and pleasant, those early years in Uppsala. I got a good foundation to stand on, you might say. But then one day, when I was approximately two and a half, the peaceful life came to an end. The big apartment by the river was emptied systematically of furniture, even my footstool and my pad disappeared, and anyone at all could figure out that a move was imminent.

Imagine my surprise anyway when we – the woman and I – drove off to a big airport, where I was stuffed into a cage and loaded on board an airplane. Luckily, I had my philosophical side to resort to; just in case, the woman drugged me a little too, so I did the only thing left to do while stuck in a crate: settled down and slept the whole eight-hour-long trip across the Atlantic.

When we got there it turned out that we were in America. Lazy Nelson had ridden with the woman inside the human compartment on the plane the whole way, and when I finally came out of the cage, the man was there to meet me. He had acquired a garishly painted camper van and explained that it would be our home for the next three months. Goodness gracious, I thought; you originate from Africa, you’re born on the plains outside Uppsala in Sweden, and now you’re going to roam about the United States of America too. The philosopher in me decided to become a Stoic.

AMERICA, EARLY ADULT YEARS

The big land in the West was not too bad, it turned out. It was hot, though, that whole summer, but I soon staked a claim to the passenger seat in the front next to the man, for he was usually the one who drove. There I could put my nose over the fresh-air intake, which was really pleasant. I of course had to deal with serving as map reader too, because that man is a marvel of un-technicality and had forgotten to acquire a GPS. When we drove into a new campground I usually had a straw hat and sunglasses on. ‘Good God!’ they would shout in reception. ‘He looks like Sean Connery! What an excellent co-driver!’ I think they figured out that we always got the best spot at the campground that way. In the evenings we lit a fire. Nelson and I were usually tied together with a clothesline; he had












NEW YORK, NEW YORK
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THE MAN ON THE HEATH



















































AFTER-PARTY



OEBPS/Images/img4.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img3.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img6.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img5.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Norton’s
Philosophical
Memoirs

Hakan Nesser





OEBPS/Images/img2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img1.jpg
Norton’s
Philosophical

Memoirs

” Hikan Nesser /{
/ L

mnﬁwﬁ.
told by his b
" hﬁ‘ 4

™





