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A book for dog lovers and anyone who’s ever loved and lost an animal.Often funny and very
touching, this is the heartwarming memoir of Nelson, a very special, feisty little rescue dog.It is
the true story of his life and death. The good times and the bad times. And what happened
next.And always by his side, his unconventional human family who love him very much and are
there for him come what may. When he is happy and has the time of his life. When he is naughty
and misbehaves. When life takes a turn for the worst and he gets ill. When he has to get used to
life on three legs. And when he finally dies.But is death really the end of his journey?A funny and
sad, silly and wise, bittersweet story of love and loss. And hope.

"I could not stop reading this! Brilliantly done . . . I’m awestruck!" (Denise Mina, internationally
bestselling author of THE LESS DEAD (via Twitter) )"This outstanding thriller by Will Dean might
be the best book you read this year. THE LAST THING TO BURN is intense, dark, and utterly
chilling — I felt this one in my bones." (Jennifer Hillier, award-winning author of JAR OF HEARTS
and LITTLE SECRETS )“I couldn't put it down. A visceral nightmare of a book with one of the
most evil villains I've come across in a long time. Powerful writing.” (Steve Cavanagh, award-
winning author of THE DEFENSE )“Ratchets up the tension to the point where I had to check my
pulse.” (Liz Nugent, critically-acclaimed author of LITTLE CRUELTIES )“A heart-racing
exploration about human survival. An addictive and insightful thriller.” (Maxine Mei-Fung Chung,
critically-acclaimed author of THE EIGHTH GIRL )“Brilliant.” (Elly Griffiths, internationally
bestselling author of THE LANTERN MEN )"Compelling. A well-written domestic
thriller." (Mystery & Suspense Magazine)"A story of pain and survival that I almost guarantee will
stay with you long after you close the book." (Men Reading Books)About the AuthorWill Dean
grew up in the East Midlands of the United Kingdom and lived in nine villages before the age of
eighteen. After studying law at the London School of Economics and working in London, he
settled in rural Sweden where he built a wooden house in a boggy clearing at the center of a
vast elk forest, and it’s from this base that he compulsively reads and writes. His debut novel,
Dark Pines, was selected for Zoe Ball’s book club on ITV, shortlisted for the National Book
Awards (UK), TheGuardian’s Not the Booker prize, and was named a Telegraph book of the
year.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1 1I’m not going back.Not
now, not ever. My right ankle is the size of a fist and I can feel bone shards scraping together, six-
year-old shards, as I limp away from the farm cottage toward the distant road.The destination is
there, I can see it, but it’s not getting any closer. I walk and hobble and it’s still a whole world of
pain away from where I am right now. My eyes scan the distant road, left, then right, for him. Very
little traffic. Trucks transporting cabbages and sugar beets; cars ferrying fruit pickers. One bus a
day.I have my fiver, his fiver, my ticket out of this flatland hell. The creased green paper’s rolled



and tucked into my hair, still black after these nine long years though only God knows how.Every
step is a mile. Etched aches and new pains melt into red-hot misery beneath my right knee:
boiling fat and razor-sharp icicles all at once.The track is pale October brown, the mud churned
and dried and churned by the tractor. His tractor.I move as fast as I can, my teeth biting down
onto my tongue. I’m balancing different pains. Managing best I can.He’s not coming. I can spot
his Land Rover from a mile away.I stop to breathe. The clouds are moving over me, urging me
out of this forgotten place, helping me at my back, pushing me along toward that road, toward
that one bus per day with his banknote hidden in my hair.Is that?No.Please, no. It can’t be.I
stand completely still, my anklebone throbbing stronger than my own heart, and he is there on
the horizon. Is that his truck? Maybe it’s just the same model. Some plow salesman or
schoolteacher. I look right, toward the town past the bridge, and left, toward the village. Places
I’ve never been to. My eyes lock onto the Land Rover. His Land Rover. Keep driving, for the love
of God be someone else and keep on driving.But he slows and then my shoulders fall.He turns
onto this track, his track, the track to his farm, to his land.I look right at the nothingness, the
endless fields he’s sculpted, and the spires in the distance, and then left to the wind turbines and
the nothingness there, and then back. That’s when I weep. Tearless, noiseless weeping. I fall. I
fold forward with a crack, a sharp stone beneath my right knee, a blessed distraction from my
ankle.He drives to me and I just kneel.With a clean, clear-thinking head maybe I’d have
managed to escape? Not with this leg. Not with him always coming back. Always checking on
me. Always watching.It’s Kim-Ly in my head now and I will not let him in. My sister, my little sister,
it is you who gives me the strength to breathe right now on this long, straight-churned mud track
in this unseen flatland. I’m here for you. Existing so that you can carry on. I know what’s to come.
The fresh horrors. And I will endure them for you and you alone.He stands over me.Once again, I
exist only in his shadow.Consumed by it.I won’t look at him, not today. I think of you, Kim-Ly, with
Mother’s eyes and Father’s lips and your own nose. I will not look up at him.I’ve made it past the
locked halfway gate.But no farther.It’s still his land all around. Smothering me.He bends and
reaches out and gently picks me up off the dirt and he lifts me higher to his shoulder and carries
me on toward the cottage.I am as limp as death.My tears fall to the mud, to the footprints I
created an hour ago, the man’s size eleven sandal prints; one straight, the other a right angle—
that one a pathetic scrape more than a print, each step a victory and an escape and a complete
failure.He walks without speaking, his strong shoulder pressing into my waist, hard and
plateaued. He holds me with no force. His power is absolute. He needs no violence at this
moment because he controls everything the eye can see. I can feel his forearm at the back of my
knees and he’s holding it there as gently as a concert violinist might hold a bow.My ankle is
ruined. The nerves and bones and tendons and muscles are as one damaged bundle; sharp
flints and old meat. Fire. I feel nothing else. The pain is something I live with every day of my life,
but not like this. This is wretched. My mouth is open. A silent cry. A hopeless and unending
scream.He stops and opens the door that I scrub for him each morning and we go inside his
cottage. I have failed and what will he do to me this time?He turns and walks past the mirror and



past the key box bolted high on the wall and heads into our one proper downstairs room. In
Vietnam my family had six downstairs rooms. He takes me past the locked TV door and past the
camera and places me down on the plastic-wrapped sofa like I’m a sleeping toddler extracted
from some long car journey.He looks down at me.“You’ll want a pain pill, I expect.”I close my
eyes tight and nod.“It’ll come.”He takes the Land Rover keys from his pocket and walks to the
key box in the entrance hall. He takes the key from the chain around his neck and opens the box
and locks away the keys and then locks the box.He comes back in. A man twice the size of my
father but half the worth of a rat.“Empty ’em.”“What?” I say.“Empty your pockets, then.”I unzip his
fleece, the zipper buckling as I sit hunched on his sofa, and reach down into my apron, his
mother’s apron, and pull out my remaining four objects, the four things I have left in the world that
are actually mine.“Four left.”I nod.“Well, your fault, ain’t nobody to blame but yourself, Jane.”My
name isn’t Jane.“Pick one.”I look down at the plastic dust sheet covering the sofa, at the ID card,
which contains the last words I possess in my own language, the last photo of myself, of what I
used to look like before all this happened. It’s the last thing with my real name, Thanh Dao; with
my date of birth, November 3; with my place of birth, Biên Hòa, Vietnam. It proves I am really
me.Next to it lie Mom and Dad. My mother with her smiling eyes and her cowlick bangs and that
half grin I see in my sister sometimes. And my father, his hand in hers, with love and trust and
friendship and warmth shining onto my mother from his every pore, his every aspect.And then
Kim-Ly’s letters. Oh, sweet sister. My life is your life now; my future belongs to you, use every
second of it, every gram of pleasure. I stare down at the wrinkled papers and think of her
Manchester days, her job, her hard-won independence, soon to be real, complete, irrevocable.I
inherited the fourth item from his mother. I didn’t want it but I needed it. I need it still. I found it in
the storage closet up in the small back bedroom, the one he makes me sleep in one week out of
every four. Of Mice and Men is his mother’s book but I’ve read from it or thought of it or wished
from it every day for years so now, by rights, I’d say it belongs to me.I look at him, at his lifeless
blue-gray eyes.“I need them Lenn, please.” I mesh my fingers together. “Please, Lenn.”He paces
over to the Rayburn stove and opens the fire door and pushes in a handful of coppiced willow
and closes the door again and turns to me.“You went leavin’ here so now you choose one of ’em.
If you don’t, I will.”He goes over to the sink, and I see the jar on top of the cabinet.“Can I have a
pill first, please.”“Pick one and then you can take the pill.”My ID card. My photo of my parents. My
sister’s precious letters. My book. My, my, my, mine. Not his. Mine.I already know which one it’ll
be. I’ve rehearsed this in my mind. In the middle of the night. Planning. Scheming. Hoping for the
best while preparing for the worst. For this.“You didn’t even make it one-third out,” he says. “Don’t
know what you were thinking, woman.”I focus on Mom’s face. I memorize it through my ankle
pain, through the hurt and the dry tears. I register the details. The asymmetry of her eyebrows.
The warmth in her gaze. I look at Dad and scan his face and take in every mole and line, every
beautiful wrinkle, every hair on his gentle head.I push the photo toward Lenn and gather the
letters and the book and the ID card back into my arms and onto my lap and bury them deep
inside his mother’s apron.This was a selfish act. But I think my parents would understand. They’d



know I needed the book to keep sane and the ID card to stay me and the letters to get up each
morning and go to sleep each night. They’d forgive me.He picks up the photo and holds it by the
corners so as not to touch the image. He puts it inside his oil-stained overalls and then he
stretches up and takes the jar off the kitchen cabinet. It looks like something you’d find in a
candy store, tall and made from glass with a screw-on metal lid. It contains tablets the size of
pencil erasers. He won’t tell me exactly what they are but I know. He’s a farmer. He can order
them without anyone asking any questions. He takes out a pill, the white dust marking the cracks
of his calloused fingertips like some rock climber or weight lifter, and then he snaps it in two. He
places half back inside the jar and screws on the lid so tight I can’t budge it, and then places the
jar back on top of the cabinet. I’ve drugged him before, of course. Well, I tried to, did you think I
wouldn’t? Fragments dissolved into hot gravy. Almost two pills. But he’s very particular about his
food. He tasted something was off. By then he’d eaten most of his dinner. I watched him, praying,
pleading, begging. He got sleepy, and then, dozy like a furious wasp at the end of summer, he
came at me. That’s how I lost my own clothes and the silver ring my grandmother gave me when
I left home. He tasted the horse drugs in his chicken pie gravy. He’s more careful these
days.“Have this.”He pours me a glass of water from the sink and hands it to me along with the
snapped half pill and I take it and swallow it.“Can I have the other half, please, Leonard?”“You’ll
get poorly, you know you will.”The pill’s taking effect slowly. I urge its haziness down my body
toward my ankle, faster, willing it down there through the blood vessels and nerve pathways to
dull the pain away.“We’ll see about the rest of that pill. Maybe after you’ve had dinner.”That is
hope right there. The chance that I might black out, be swept away by the tide into a deep and
dreamless sleep. He’ll be watching me, monitoring me, he always is—gazing, staring, owning—
but I will be at the bottom of the sea by then, a break from this fenland life, a sabbatical from
hell.“Better get the sausages on while I watch them tapes. I want ’em like me mother did ’em,
proper brown and no pale bits.”I try to stand from the sofa but my ankle’s too raw, even with the
horse pill kicking in. I drag myself over to the fridge while he sits at the old PC, careful to unlock it
with his password, his broad back shielding it from me. The screen lights up. Everything in his
fridge is his food. Oh, I’ll eat some of it, but I didn’t buy or grow or pick or choose anything. I drop
the sausages, Lincolnshire, into a cast-iron skillet on the Rayburn. He’s scanning through the
tapes, the tapes from the seven cameras installed by him in this house, his house, to monitor me
every single day. The sausages spit in the pan. I watch the fat liquefy and boil inside the sausage
skins, bubbles moving, and then one bursts open from its side and fizzes.“You’ve had quite a
day, ain’t you?” he says, pointing to the screen, to me a few hours ago collecting my belongings,
my four objects that are now three, and leaving this place through the front door.“Quite the little
holiday, you’ve had, eh?” He looks over at the potatoes in the sink. “Make sure there’s no lumps
in it this time, Jane.” He turns back to the desktop screen. “Me mother’s never had lumps. I don’t
like eatin’ no lumps.”--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/RNkM/I-AM-NELSON-The-story-of-a-little-dog-who-is-larger-than-life-Even-when-hes-dead


BONUS FREE MUSIC DOWNLOAD INSIDEFirst published in Great Britain in 2021 by
Addendum PublishingCopyright © Martina Mars 2021The right of Martina Mars to be identified
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little splinters of memories.The way you look: all gleaming white, and I mean gleaming (someone
once asked me if we were bleaching your fur to get that effect), but with an absolutely adorable
flurry of tiny brown spots at the back of your ears and one big brown spot across your left eye (if
we had been given a pound for every time someone asked us if your name was Patch, we would
have been rich).The way you move: always knowing exactly what you want and precisely where
you want to go.The way you eat: always anxious not to leave a single scrap of food behind.The
way you sleep: whimpering softly and chasing I don’t know what in your dreams.The way you
always come running to me, whenever you’re afraid or in pain, even though you’re such a tough
and fierce little boy.Too many memories to mention them all. I will keep on clinging to every
single one of them.Thank you for letting me write this for you.We love you, Baby Puppy, always,
always and forever.CONTENTSCONTENTSFIRST THINGS FIRSTBEGINNINGSFAMILY AND
FRIENDSOTRO LINDO DÍAEARLY DAYSTHINGS I LOVETHINGS I HATEHAPPY
DAYSCHANGESENDINGSLOOSE ENDSNOWWISHFUL THINKING?MY PHOTO
GALLERYAUTHOR’S NOTEACKNOWLEDGMENTSABOUT THE AUTHORFREE DOWNLOAD
OFFERFIRST THINGS FIRSTHello, I am Nelson!My mum always used to say that I was
somehow more than a dog, and I guess you could say that she was right.They all say that I am
dead now, but that doesn’t make much sense to me. I’ve never felt more alive and how can you
feel so alive when you’re dead?When I first got over here, everyone was really nice and tried to
cuddle me, but as I once wrote to my Uncle Richard, they all learned the rule ‘DON’T TOUCH
MY BOTTOM! OR MY BACK!’ soon enough. That’s when I usually flash my teeth, because I
REALLY hate when people try to touch me. I figure, why should they take liberties with me, when
they don’t touch and stroke anybody else they don’t know.I can’t tell you much about where I am
now, because it’s not allowed and the pages just go blank when I talk about it. So I guess you’ll
just have to wait and see what it’s like when you get here yourself. What I can say, is that it sucks
that I can’t be with my family anymore.Well, I still am in a way, but now they can’t seem to see
me. I sometimes manage to visit them in their dreams, but that’s just not enough. So I am not
getting all the attention I want and I find that really frustrating.I know that my mum and dad can
feel me sometimes, but it makes them feel sad. I hate it when they cry, because I can’t make it
better by licking their faces like I used to. Well I do it anyway, but it doesn’t work in quite the same



way as before. Now my pain is gone, I have so much more energy. But all I want is to be back
again with my family.I love my parents very, very much and they love me right back. My dad once
calculated that my mum must have told me she loved me at least 20 times every single day of
my life. That means she must have said it at least 80,280 times during the 11 years minus one
day I lived with my parents. That’s an awful lot of love, don’t you think?
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just have to wait and see what it’s like when you get here yourself. What I can say, is that it sucks
that I can’t be with my family anymore.Well, I still am in a way, but now they can’t seem to see
me. I sometimes manage to visit them in their dreams, but that’s just not enough. So I am not
getting all the attention I want and I find that really frustrating.I know that my mum and dad can
feel me sometimes, but it makes them feel sad. I hate it when they cry, because I can’t make it
better by licking their faces like I used to. Well I do it anyway, but it doesn’t work in quite the same
way as before. Now my pain is gone, I have so much more energy. But all I want is to be back
again with my family.I love my parents very, very much and they love me right back. My dad once
calculated that my mum must have told me she loved me at least 20 times every single day of
my life. That means she must have said it at least 80,280 times during the 11 years minus one
day I lived with my parents. That’s an awful lot of love, don’t you think?It was the first thing my
mum would say to me in the morning and the last thing at night, and countless times in between.
Every time she cuddled up to me on the sofa, every time she left again, and every time she
passed me by on her way up or down the stairs. Every time she gave me my breakfast, my



dinner or a treat. Every time she put my harness on to take me out for a walk, and once more (at
least!) when she took it off again. She said it when she carried me up and down the stairs, and
when she washed my paws. I had an ‘I love you’ for every time she found me doing anything
funny or naughty, and she even said it when I flashed my teeth at her because I was in what she
called ‘one of my moods’. And sometimes she would say it just because and for no particular
reason at all.At times she says it even now that I’m gone, just not as often as before. My dad
didn’t say it out loud quite so often, but that’s okay, because I know that he thought it all the
time.My parents are called Mummy and Papá. I know this, because they always used to ask me
‘Where’s Mummy?’ or ‘Where’s Papá?’ when they wanted me to go and find them. They have
other names too, and so did I, because my mum always invents new names for people she
loves. She calls me Baby Puppy and Poodle (even though I look NOTHING like a poodle) and
Käsekuchen (cheesecake) and Mäuslein (little mouse) and Monsterle (little monster) and many
other silly names and surnames in different languages on different days. And I understand it all,
because I can see the pictures in her mind when she says them. She even called me Poochini
for a while, and Placido Dogmingo, when I went through one of my more laid-back phases.But
most of the time, people who love me call me Nellie.I should explain that my mum and dad are
human, so they don’t look like me. For starters, they have way less hair than I and they walk on
their back legs all the time. But they are still my parents.My mum never liked words like ‘owner or
‘master’ or ‘pet’. She used to explain to people that although I wasn’t human, I still was very
much their son. Because parenthood doesn’t depend on someone being the same race or
species as their child. She said that being a parent simply means that you are responsible for
someone physically and emotionally, that you care for them and love them unconditionally –
which is precisely what my parents did for me. And that she didn’t think she could have loved a
human child any more than she loved me.Mummy also hated when people said that animals
can’t think or feel, because it’s just so obvious that we do. She thinks humans say that to make
themselves feel superior, and to justify what they do to animals and plants. She says they just
show their ignorance in doing so, because the truth is right there in front of your eyes if you care
to look. To illustrate that point my mum always used to tell people the story of my brother Alfred
and the fox.It is a true story. I haven’t made it up. And it goes like this:Long before I was born, my
brother Alfred, who was a Scottie dog, lived with my parents in London. I never got to know him
as he died just before I was adopted. Each year around Christmas time, my parents would put
up a Christmas tree with lights on it and baubles and other dangly bits and bobs.I know, because
they used to do the same for me each year. And at the end, my mum always placed a small
white toy deer under the tree. He was called Heloir. Now I personally didn’t mind the deer, but
apparently Alfred couldn’t stand the sight of him. This might have had something to do with the
fact that he tried to nip Heloir in the butt once or twice, and that Mummy had firmly told him off
for it.Anyway. The house where Alfred lived with my parents had a long garden which bordered
onto a large cemetery. It was beautiful and quiet, and every now and then a fox would jump over
the wall at the back and strut his stuff in the garden. He did this in plain view of Alfred, who stood



foaming with anger by the glass patio doors and had to watch this parade helplessly, as he
hadn’t figured out how to open the doors by himself. Sometimes, however, my parents left the
back door open, and then Alfred would rush outside and give chase to the fox. It has to be said
that the fox was very agile, as foxes are, but Alfred unfortunately was not.
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funny or naughty, and she even said it when I flashed my teeth at her because I was in what she
called ‘one of my moods’. And sometimes she would say it just because and for no particular
reason at all.At times she says it even now that I’m gone, just not as often as before. My dad
didn’t say it out loud quite so often, but that’s okay, because I know that he thought it all the
time.My parents are called Mummy and Papá. I know this, because they always used to ask me
‘Where’s Mummy?’ or ‘Where’s Papá?’ when they wanted me to go and find them. They have
other names too, and so did I, because my mum always invents new names for people she
loves. She calls me Baby Puppy and Poodle (even though I look NOTHING like a poodle) and
Käsekuchen (cheesecake) and Mäuslein (little mouse) and Monsterle (little monster) and many
other silly names and surnames in different languages on different days. And I understand it all,
because I can see the pictures in her mind when she says them. She even called me Poochini
for a while, and Placido Dogmingo, when I went through one of my more laid-back phases.But
most of the time, people who love me call me Nellie.I should explain that my mum and dad are
human, so they don’t look like me. For starters, they have way less hair than I and they walk on
their back legs all the time. But they are still my parents.My mum never liked words like ‘owner or
‘master’ or ‘pet’. She used to explain to people that although I wasn’t human, I still was very
much their son. Because parenthood doesn’t depend on someone being the same race or
species as their child. She said that being a parent simply means that you are responsible for
someone physically and emotionally, that you care for them and love them unconditionally –
which is precisely what my parents did for me. And that she didn’t think she could have loved a
human child any more than she loved me.Mummy also hated when people said that animals
can’t think or feel, because it’s just so obvious that we do. She thinks humans say that to make
themselves feel superior, and to justify what they do to animals and plants. She says they just
show their ignorance in doing so, because the truth is right there in front of your eyes if you care
to look. To illustrate that point my mum always used to tell people the story of my brother Alfred
and the fox.It is a true story. I haven’t made it up. And it goes like this:Long before I was born, my
brother Alfred, who was a Scottie dog, lived with my parents in London. I never got to know him
as he died just before I was adopted. Each year around Christmas time, my parents would put
up a Christmas tree with lights on it and baubles and other dangly bits and bobs.I know, because
they used to do the same for me each year. And at the end, my mum always placed a small
white toy deer under the tree. He was called Heloir. Now I personally didn’t mind the deer, but
apparently Alfred couldn’t stand the sight of him. This might have had something to do with the
fact that he tried to nip Heloir in the butt once or twice, and that Mummy had firmly told him off
for it.Anyway. The house where Alfred lived with my parents had a long garden which bordered
onto a large cemetery. It was beautiful and quiet, and every now and then a fox would jump over
the wall at the back and strut his stuff in the garden. He did this in plain view of Alfred, who stood
foaming with anger by the glass patio doors and had to watch this parade helplessly, as he



hadn’t figured out how to open the doors by himself. Sometimes, however, my parents left the
back door open, and then Alfred would rush outside and give chase to the fox. It has to be said
that the fox was very agile, as foxes are, but Alfred unfortunately was not.On many occasions the
fox would run in a straight line in the direction of the garden shed and then sidestep like a
dancer, leaving poor Alfred to almost plough head first into the shed because he couldn’t
change directions as easily. My mum says he looked like an angry rhino with fur and had the
agility of a tanker.Now, as much as Alfred hated the exchange, the fox simply loooved it. It
provided him with all the entertainment he needed and he always finished the whole routine off
by elegantly jumping up onto the shed roof. There he would lie for a while smiling, whilst Alfred
was relegated to fuming and barking on the ground below.Now, my parents were never quite
sure why the fox did what he did next; whether he felt sorry for Alfred, or maybe wanted to say
thank you for all the fun he had had, but one day he walked calmly into the garden, with a
complete roast chicken in his mouth.I’m not sure where he got it from but my parents, who were
watching from an upstairs window, saw the fox walk very slowly up the garden path, right up to
the patio doors, looking at Alfred all the while, and then slowly laying down the chicken like a
peace offering. Then he turned around and loped off to lie down on the roof of the shed to watch
what would happen next. Alfred couldn’t believe it. For once he was in luck, as the back door had
been left open. So he raced outside, nearly tripping over his own paws in his haste to get to the
chicken. My dad says he then stopped and seemed to pause and think. Finally he picked up the
chicken and vanished inside the house with it.My mum says if that had been the whole story, it
would have been quite extraordinary in itself, but that’s not where the story ends.She says the
crafty little bugger, meaning my brother Alfred, must have wanted to reciprocate, to show the fox
that he didn’t owe him anything. And what better way to achieve this than by getting rid of
something at the same time, something he hated from the bottom of his heart. So, to my parents
utter amazement, they saw Alfred reappear a few minutes later with his own offering for the fox in
his mouth.It was only when he laid it down, below where the fox was resting on the shed, that my
parents finally saw what he had put down for the fox to take away in exchange for the chicken.
And yes, you’ve guessed it: there, gleaming white in the grass lay Heloir.Needless to say, my
mum raced down to the bottom of the garden to get him back. Oh, and poor Alfred didn’t get his
chicken either, as my parents were worried he might choke on the bones. Also, there was the
slight niggling doubt at the back of their minds that maybe, just maybe, the chicken had been
poisoned, and the fox suspecting this, had brought it over to check and see if it would kill poor
old Alfred.I guess we will never know. But my parents realised that day that both Alfred and the
fox did what they did knowing full well what they were up to, which just goes to show that animals
are not as mindless as some people like to think.Anyway, I wanted to tell you my story. But let me
start right at the beginning. I’m just going to talk and my mum will pick it up in her head and write
it down, like she always did whenever I wanted to send birthday or Christmas cards or letters to
anyone. I even dictated a whole picture story to her once, when we came back from a holiday in
Cornwall. But that’s a story for later on.BEGINNINGSI can’t really remember my birth family at



all, because I was very young when the other people gave me away. A medium once told my
mum that my first mother rejected me, and that the first few months of my life had been very
unhappy. And the people at the dog rescue centre, where I finally met my parents for the first
time, told them that I had been abused by children, and that the people where I lived gave me up
rather than discipline their children.I don’t exactly know what ‘abused’ means, but I think it’s
something to do with why I was always so scared of exploding pellets and loud bangs and metal
crutches and beer bottles. It’s why I don’t really trust anyone but my parents and my extended
family.Papá is a composer. He writes classical music. And before you ask, no, not the kind that
sounds as if someone had dropped all the instruments of an orchestra on the floor and kicked
them about. Or as if a cat was walking backwards and forwards across the keys of a piano. I
know what that sounds like, I grew up with cats.No, Papá writes beautiful music full of melodies.
The kind of music that touches you and lifts you up; the kind that makes you want to smile or cry
and sometimes both at the same time. The kind that makes you feel.Often Mummy and I used to
sit in his studio and listen to it. Some of it made her cry, but she always said they were happy
tears, because the music moved her. I just sat and listened. Mostly on her lap, because then I felt
more part of it all.Also, because it was so much closer to the cookies Papá keeps in a glass jar
on his desk for me. If I stared at it long enough, he would open the jar and give one to me. And if I
stared VERY hard, he would laugh and give me another one.Sometimes, when the music was
very sad I used to cry too. Or when I didn’t like it. Then I would howl like a wolf. For some reason
the Queen of the Night aria from Mozart’s Magic Flute always set me off. Oh, and any time I
heard a recorder or an accordion playing. And if my mum sang very high notes, I always used to
sing along with her. That usually made her stop and laugh, and then Papá used to say ‘You’re
impossible, I can’t write with all that noise going on!’I still visit Papá in his studio, although he
doesn’t write much music at the moment. He says he doesn’t feel like it because I’m gone. I still
stare at the cookie jar, but now he can’t seem to see me anymore. Although, sometimes I think
my mum almost does. She looks down and talks to me and sometimes she strokes the air above
me. I only wish she wouldn’t cry so much, because I can’t do anything to make her feel better. I
often bark ‘Look, Mummy, I’m here, I really am!’ But she doesn’t seem to hear me. And believe
me, I have a very loud, insistent bark! That’s the one thing my mum and dad say they really don’t
miss. Well, maybe only a little, because it was part of me.I met my parents for the first time when
I was just nine months old. I had been living in the kennels of the RSPCA in Brighton for a while.
The people who work there took a funny photo of me and put it on the line or something. You
know, so it appears on the thin metal boxes my parents have on their laps a lot when they work.
They use them to write stuff and look at things, and Papá uses his to compose his music
too.Anyway, my mum saw my photo on hers when she was looking at dog rescue centres one
day and sent it to Papá, because she loved the way I looked. Funny thing was, he then used it
weeks later to make a birthday card for her, even though we had never met. Mummy still has the
card in her box of treasured things.But because my parents don’t live in Brighton, they didn’t
come to see me straight away.My mum is an actress, although she’s resting quite a lot lately. Not



literally, because she’s always very busy, but that’s apparently what actors do when they are
female and grow older. It’s not her choice and it makes her sad, because she loves what she
does, but apparently you can’t just act on your own.I heard my mum say that a lot of people in
her industry don’t like to take chances on actors if they are not famous by a certain age. She
says first you have to be right for a part. Then you have to be chosen by a casting director, who
will ultimately decide if they want to introduce you to the director they work for. Unfortunately, a
lot of casting directors only invite you to audition in the first place if they know your agent, which
has nothing to do with your talent. So, even if you are really good at what you do, you might
never get to meet the director or the producer of a film or play, just because you never get the
chance to show them what you can do.The whole thing doesn’t make much sense to me,
because I almost always get to do what I want to do.But I did meet a casting director once.
Mummy’s agent had been asked if my mum had a dog, and if yes, could she please bring it to
the casting. So up we went to London and I got to go on the Underground, too, for the first
time.My mum says she learned three things on that trip. Firstly, that I was claustrophobic.
Secondly, that I didn’t like casting directors. And thirdly, never to take me to an audition again.
That’s partly because I didn’t take well to being called ‘Ben’ as per the script and therefore
refused to react in any way shape or form, but mainly because I tried to nip the casting director,
which forced my mum to instantly demonstrate her acting skills in a big way. As in ‘Oh, how
weird, he’s never done that before!’Needless to say, we didn’t get the job.Anyway, back to my
story.At the time when I was at the RSPCA rescue centre, Mummy was working a lot, mainly in
the film studios around London. Then, all of a sudden out of the blue she got a phone call from
her agent, saying that she had been offered work on a commercial, which was meant to be
filmed on the roller coaster on the pier in Brighton of all places.Now my mum believes in signs
and she took that as a BIG sign, especially as Papá was free that day to accompany her. So they
finally rang the RSPCA and asked if they could see me afterwards. I had a different name back
then, but I’m not going to tell you what it was, because it brings back bad memories and I don’t
want to keep them.On the day my parents came to see me for the very first time, my dad made
my mum promise that they would only adopt me if I clearly showed a connection to them from
the start.It was a beautiful day, with bright, blue skies and oh so many good smells in the air. At
visiting time, I saw a man and a woman walking up the kennels holding hands, and that’s when I
got rather excited, because somehow I just knew that they were looking for me and that
everything would be different from now on. I just knew that this time it was going to be forever
and I wouldn’t be brought back like twice before.My mum tells it like this:‘We had just arrived at
the RSPCA dog rescue centre in Brighton and were very excited to meet, what we had been
told, was a very shy, little, white dog, Jack Russell mixed with Corgi, with pointy, spotted ears
and a brown patch over his left eye. The first thing we noticed, when we saw him for the first
time, was that he didn’t look as funny and awkward as in his photo. He was much slimmer and
WAY more active than we had imagined. He was also decidedly not shy. He was barking his
head off along with all the other dogs and was raring to leave his kennel. He was wearing a



protective collar around his neck to stop him from licking himself, as he had just been neutered
the day before. As soon as his protective collar came off and he was on a lead, he started to pull
with all his might. He was so strong that we could barely hold on to him.He pulled us right down
to the exercise ground and was hell-bent on catching up with the bigger dogs, leaving the
smaller ones in his wake. He simply wouldn’t stop pulling, so my husband turned around to me
and said: ‘Amor, remember that we promised each other that we wouldn’t adopt him if he doesn’t
show any connection to us? I really don’t think this dog is linking with us.’And that’s when the
weirdest thing happened. The little white dog simply stopped dead the very second he said this.
From pulling at what seemed like 100 miles per hour to NOT. AT. ALL. And then he turned around
and jumped up and put his paws on our legs. First on mine, then on my husband’s.I remember
thinking that it was really strange how he seemed to be making sure that he was doing it to both
of us.And then he kissed and licked our hands and wagged his long tail like mad to say
hello.And that’s when we knew. We simply knew that he was ours. And we looked into his
incredibly clever brown eyes, and we noticed for the first time that he had brown eyelashes on
one and white eyelashes on the other, and we fell in love.’What I didn’t know was that the people
at the rescue centre had asked my parents to put me back into my kennel after our walk, whilst
they completed the adoption paperwork. So I REALLY panicked, because I thought they didn’t
want me after all. Mum told Auntie Dee a few days later that I had let my tail droop as they were
putting me back inside. She also said that I had nudged her hand to make sure she put my
protective collar back on before she closed the gate, and that it had almost made her cry,
because she couldn’t explain to me that they would be back in a few minutes to pick me up for
good.

Pawprints On Our Hearts: How A Few Incredible Dogs Changed One Life Forever If you've ever
loved a dog: Love stories from the front lines Kat the Dog: The remarkable tale of a rescued
Spanish water dog Diary of a Dumpster Pup: How a cat lover saved the life of an abandoned
newborn puppy. A true story. Saving Sadie: How a Dog That No One Wanted Inspired the World
Chasing the Blue Sky Oliver: The True Story of a Stolen Dog and the Humans He Brought
Together As The Stars Fall: A Heartwarming Dog Novel (Books for Dog Lovers Book 1)
Someone To Look Up To: a dog's search for love and understanding Say You Will: A Faderville
Novel (The Faderville Novels Book 5) The Red Collar ( A Dog Story) The Ordinary Life of an
(Extra) Ordinary Dog - A Memoir Connected Souls Woodrow on the Bench: Life Lessons from a
Wise Old Dog The World Through Bella's Eyes: A Pit Bull's Story Thanksgiving Night (Angel
Paws Holiday Book 1) Gone Dogs: Tales of Dogs We've Loved Werewolf: The True Story of an
Extraordinary Police Dog Bring Jade Home: The True Story of a Dog Lost in Yellowstone and the
People Who Searched for Her Piglet: The Unexpected Story of a Deaf, Blind, Pink Puppy and
His Family

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/RNkM/I-AM-NELSON-The-story-of-a-little-dog-who-is-larger-than-life-Even-when-hes-dead


garded, “Voices of the dead. I was initially glad that Neslon was telling the story when he was on
the other side since I would not have to read about his death - saving my tears. But - I cried
anyway. Great story with lots of laughs and some of his stuff sounded like my wonderful mut . A
wonderful read - buy it!”

Aleta, “we love you nelson !. am such a dog lover, have 3 right now, chi wa was, and you are in lil
rosies toy chest, she can't read, but I can !”

Melina Lockhart, “Told by Nelson ,the dog. Excellent  reading.  I fell in love with Nelson”

Ebook Library Reader, “Good reading. Very entertaining it made think of when I lost my dog
made me think of him and how he was”

Little Butterfly, “Heartwarming story of a dog & his life. I cried & laughed reading the story of
Nelson. His Mum & Dad were so kind and patient and he was Blessed to adopted by them.”

Jules, “What a Life What a Debut for You. Martina became Nelson!I had to check that it was not
Nelson but the author writing the life of Nelson”

J.D. Maney, “Touching and heartbreaking!. I loved Nelson as I met him, but I think I loved his
human parents even more. I was astonished at the lengths they went to in order to get to know,
understand, and adapt to Nelson, especially when he was ill! They shine in my mind as the kind
of parents we should all strive to be to our four-legged companions, regardless of species.”

Bea, “Hilarious!. Nelson's story is laugh-out-loud funny but also very touching. His story is told
with so much love for one of the many rescue animals who has obviously been abused in the
past, in his case by children. He cannot bear strangers touching him ("Don't touch my bum!"
Look, see my teeth!). He is definitely no fluffball, even though Martina has been know to call him
Poochini (among other things). One of the many funny stories is about his predecessor, a
Scottie called Alfie, and his blundering around being teased by the local fox: "an angry rhino with
fur". And being played with like a toreador with a bull, causing him to run head-first into the shed.
Then the fox brings him a present. And he takes out a much-hated toy in return, hoping his fox
friend will get rid of it for him. This is a book for dog lovers and rescuers everywhere. Dogs
behaving badly: oh yes.  And is Nelson really dead? We get to decide.”

ElaO, “A beautiful take on what it means to love an animal. This is a beautiful book about deep
love that crosses species and continues after death. Having loved and lost an animal, I could
really relate to those bittersweet feelings. It's beautifully written, and I loved that the story takes



Nelson's perspective, with his insightful and often funny observations about day to day life with
his family and the magic in that. I was deeply moved by the end, and intrigued to find out what
else might be in store. The music download is a great and unexpected bonus!”

R, “A dog's eye view of life!. A lovely book, both humorous and sad that illustrates beautifully the
great impact pets have on our lives and vice versa. It captures often through Nelson's eyes,
through anecdote and pure fact the special bonds formed, the great love and happiness found
when Nelson finds his forever home.As heartwarming as it is poigniant in the great sense of loss
and pain felt when Nelson dies, it really is like losing one of the family. You can't help but smile
and chuckle whilst picturing Nelson getting up to his antics, but be sure to keep a tissue close to
hand.”

Sandra, “For all dog lovers. A beautiful written short book about a very fortunate rescue dog that
was adopted by a very caring couple and life from his prospective. He is quite a character!”

mary murphy, “I Am Nelson.. This is a delightful story. I would recommend it, especially for dog
lovers.”

The book by Martina Mars has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 111 people have provided feedback.
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