Little Wolf
dId You eat a bowl of stuPId for breakfast?

L

ast week, on a random spur-ofthe-moment, I Googled the word
‘Cooney’. And guess what I discovered? My surname, it seems, is derived
from an old Gaelic word
meaning ‘little wolf ’.
Which immediately rang
all sorts of bells.
‘Little Wolf ’ – yes, I like
that, I really do. And if it’s all
right with you, I’m gonna try it
for a while. I think the world might
respect me more, and this could be
the beginning of greatness.
The truth is, of course, I didn’t
choose my name. I wasn’t given
a list to look through. Nobody
asked me if I would rather be
Ramsbottom or Fogglesworth,
Bracegirdle or Knutt. That
decision was made for
me. And, come to
think about it, most
decisions were …
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for one mInute there, You bored me to death.

I’ve sometimes felt envious of people who have importantsounding names … names that have meaning … names that
imply ‘somebody’ instead of just ‘anybody’. and while the name
‘cooney’ has served me well for more than half-a-century, it’s
never really helped me stand out from the crowd. but all that is
about to change …
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and laser beams. I could’ve just as easily
grown up in the Victorian Era, the Industrial Revolution, or the Ice Age – or been
a Viking, a medieval monk, or a Neanderthal Man. And I guess it wouldn’t have
bothered me. But I’m glad things worked
out the way they did, because I’m kind-of
fond of the 21st century.
I didn’t choose to be ‘he’ instead of ‘she’
… pink instead of brown … short instead
of tall – it just happened. I didn’t select
my hairy legs, or my hairless chest, or
the mole on my chin, or my feet. I just
got them – automatically – along with all
the other bits which, over the years, I’ve
become rather attached to.
I didn’t choose to be ME. It’s not my
fault. My opinion wasn’t asked. I could
have been you, or the next bloke, or a
billion other people. But I’m not. Yes:
given the chance I might’ve made a few
improvements. But no: I’m not about to
complain. You see, me is who I is, and me
is who I’ll always be.
Just call me ‘Little Wolf ’ from now on
– okay?
John (graPevIne’s founder & bIg cheese)
Is the Proud Part-owner of 12 healthY
grandkIds – so the cooneY name and dYnastY
Is safe for the tIme beIng.

I thought I saw the light
at the end of the tunnel,
but it was just some jerk
with a torch, bringing me
more work.
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I never fInIsh anYthI

I didn’t choose my ancestors. Those
long-distant immigrants weren’t thinking
of me when they saved up their pennies,
hitched up their skirts, climbed onto
leaky boats and sailed across the Pacific.
They didn’t ask me if I wanted to be their
great-great-grandson and carry on the
family name. But I am … and I have …
and I trust I’ve done them proud.
I didn’t choose my parents. No one
asked me if I’d prefer a policeman or a
poultry farmer instead of an accountant
for a dad … a fashion-queen or an operasinger instead of a shoe-shop-lady for a
mum. I didn’t get to vote on whether I
had two sisters or 10, twin brothers or
none. I mean, think of the possibilities! I
might have been an only child, sole heir
to the throne, and inheritor of the family
fortune! Except I wasn’t – and there isn’t.
I didn’t choose to be a post-war baby.
I didn’t put a ring around 1948 and say,
“Keep that year free!” If the decision had
been left to me, I might have picked 1861
or 1357. But it wasn’t. And I didn’t. Which
is why I’m only 65 today – not 152 or 656.
I didn’t plan my conception. I didn’t even
ask to be born. But I’m very glad I was,
because you have to be born to be glad, eh!
I didn’t choose to grow up in this age
of emails and websites, space shuttles

• Due to gravitational effects, you actually weigh
less when the moon is directly overhead.

• Seahorses are the only fish with a neck. They
have chameleon-like eyes that move independently
of each other, and a prehensile tail that can tie to a
perch.

• Honey is the only food that doesn’t spoil.

• Giraffes need less sleep than any other mammal.
To avoid becoming a large stationary meal for predators,
they need to stay as alert as possible, sleeping deeply for
just a few minutes at a time.

• In English pubs, ale is ordered by pints and quarts.
So in Merry Ol’ England, when customers got unruly,
the bartender would yell at them: “Mind your pints and
quarts, and settle down!” It’s where we get the phrase:
“Mind your P’s and Q’s …”
• Your body uses 200 muscles just taking one step.
• Windmills always turn anticlockwise, except in Ireland.
• 62% of the people who read this list will spend several

seconds wondering, vaguely, why windmills always turn
anticlockwise, except in Ireland.
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