“My Name” from House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

In English my name means hope. In Spanish it means too many letters. It means sadness, it means waiting. It is like the number nine. A muddy color. It is the Mexican records my father plays on Sunday mornings when he is shaving, songs like sobbing.

It was my great-grandmother's name and now it is mine. She was a horse woman too, born like me in the Chinese year of the horse--which is supposed to be bad luck if you're born female-but I think this is a Chinese lie because the Chinese, like the Mexicans, don't like their women strong.

My great-grandmother. I would've liked to have known her, a wild, horse of a woman, so wild she wouldn't marry. Until my great-grandfather threw a sack over her head and carried her off. Just like that, as if she were a fancy chandelier. That's the way he did it.

And the story goes she never forgave him. She looked out the window her whole life, the way so many women sit their sadness on an elbow. I wonder if she made the best with what she got or was she sorry because she couldn't be all the things she wanted to be. Esperanza. I have inherited her name, but I don't want to inherit her place by the window.

At school they say my name funny as if the syllables were made out of tin and hurt the roof of your mouth. But in Spanish my name is made out of a softer something, like silver, not quite as thick as sister's name Magdalena--which is uglier than mine. Magdalena who at least- -can come home and become Nenny. But I am always Esperanza. I would like to baptize myself under a new name, a name more like the real me, the one nobody sees. Esperanza as Lisandra or Maritza or Zeze the X. Yes. Something like Zeze the X will do.
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1. When I was a kid, eleven or so, about the time I began to wear “Cornelia” like a
rash, I’d asked my mother what she could have been thinking. Why had she named me
after a great-aunt whose chief claims to fame were having perfect attendance from
kindergarten through graduation and inventing an apple bundt cake the secret ingredient
of which was chicken fat? Why hadn’t I been named after my maternal grandmother, for
instance? Susan. Susan I could have used.

And I"d seen it then, just a flash of glinting, diamond-hard anger. Heard it, as
well, when my mother snapped, “I didn’t spend two seconds considering Susan as a
name.” Then my mother smiled and said in her ordinary voice, “And perfect attendance is
no mean feat.” Love Walked In, Marissa de los Santos. 2006

2:

There were ten of us: John,
Thomas, Mary, Frederick, and myself, fol-
lowed by the nursery dwellers — Anna,
Eliza, Ben, Henry, and baby Charles. I was
the middle one, the one Mother called dif-
ferent and Father called remarkable, the one
with the carroty hair and the freckles, whole
constellations of them. My brothers had
once traced Orion, the Dipper, and Ursa
Major on my cheeks and forehead with
charcoal, connecting the bright red specks,
and I hadn’t minded — I’d been their whole
sky for hours.

Invention of Wings, Sue Monk Kidd. 2014
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"She is trying to remember precisely how James I and his mother were related to
Elizabeth Tudor. Elizabeth: now there was a name. An imperious queen, four syllables,
and that exotic z amidships. Esther is plain. When she reads it in a book, she is ill
disposed toward the character that bears it; it makes her think of someone scrubbing a
floor. At school, boys pointed out that it thymed with things like pester and fester.”

p.111
Once, Esther had complained to Joe Peaslee about being called Esther.
"No? She who saves her people?"
"But I haven't any people," she said, "not anymore."
"You have them," he told her. "You will know them when you meet them. And I

wager they will still need their Esther." p. 249

Little Century, Anna Keesey. 2012

Box #3
Bear’s not my real name, of course, but that’s what everyone calls
me. Bean.

It wasn’t my idea. When I was born, Mom named me Jean,
but the first time Liz laid eyes on me, she called me Jean the Bean
because I was teeny like a bean and because it rhymed—Liz was
always rhyming—and then simply Bean because it was shorter. But
sometimes she would go and make it longer, calling me the Beaner
or Bean Head, maybe Clean Bean when Id taken a bath, Lean Bean
because I was so skinny, Queen Bean just to make me feel good, or
Mean Bean if I was in a bad mood. Once, when I got food poison-
ing after eating a bowl of bad chili, she called me Green Bean, and
then later, when I was hugging the toilet and feeling even worse, she
called me Greener Beaner.

Silver Star, Jeanette Walls. 2014

Box #4
She remembered the résumé
she’d given Dovey prior to landing this job: experienced at
mashing peas and arbitrating tantrums. She could now add:

owns pillowcases, good at Velcro.

Flight Behavior, Barbara Kingsolver, 2014




Mentor Texts to Use with “Name” Lesson

Flight Behavior--(everyday resume) Barbara Kingsolver

"She remembered the resume she'd given Dovey prior to landing this job: experienced at mashing peas and arbitrating tantrums. She could now add: owns pillowcases, good at Velcro."

Little Century--(family beliefs) Anna Keesay
"There was some agreement on what one valued and how one behaved. One believed in the progress of the workingman, in orchestras, in cleaning up the milk supply so poor children would not get sick. One went to see exhibitions of science and to flower shows, but could not afford opera and thought much of popular music maudlin....Everyone read more than one newspaper, and no one spit in the street, and if a child was born with a harelip, one sought and paid a surgeon."
Excerpt from All the Light We Cannot See, by Anthony Doerr. 2014.

Setting: coastal town in France, WWII.

Madame Manec, age 76

Marie-Laure, age 16

This very morning, she announces, she has managed to procure what might be the last two crates of peaches in France. She hums as she helps Marie-Laure with the peeler.


“Madame?”


“Yes, Marie.”


“What is a pseudonym?”


“It is a fake name, an alternative name.”


“If I were to have one, what sort of name could I choose?”


“Well,” says Madame Manec. She pits and quarters another peach. “You can be anything. You can be the Mermaid if you like. Or Daisy? Violet?”


“How about the Whelk? I think I would like to be the Whelk.”


“The Whelk. That is an excellent pseudonym.”


“And you, Madame? What would you like to be?”


“Me?” Madame Manec’s knife pauses. Crickets sing in the cellar. “I think I would like to be the Blade.”


“The Blade?”


“Yes.” The perfume of the peaches makes a bright ruddy cloud.


“The Blade?” repeats Marie-Laure. Then they both start laughing.
