From My Name by Sandra Cisneros (The House on Mango Street)
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. . . . 

     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.

From This Boy’s Life by Tobias Wolff

I didn’t come to Utah to be the same boy I’d been before.  I had my own dreams of transformation, Western dreams, dreams of freedom and dominion and taciturn self-sufficiency.  The first thing I wanted to do was change my name.  A girl named Toby had joined my class before I left Florida, and this had caused both of us scalding humiliation.

     I wanted to call myself Jack, after Jack London.   I believed that having his name would charge me with some of the strength and competence inherent in my idea of him.  The odds were good that I’d never have to share a classroom with a girl named Jack.  And I liked the sound.  Jack.  Jack Wolff.  My mother didn’t like it at all, neither the idea of changing my name nor the name itself.  I did not drop the subject.  She finally agreed . . . . 

     My father got wind of this and called me from Connecticut to demand that I stick to the name he had given me.  It was, he said, an old family name.  This turned out to be untrue. . . .

     My mother was pleased by my father’s show of irritation and stuck up for me.  A new name began to seem like a good idea to her.  After all, he was in Connecticut and we were in Utah. . . . We were barely making it, and making it in spite of him.  My shedding the name he’d given me would put him in mind of that fact.

From The Namesake:  A Novel by Jhumpa Lahiri

As for a name, they have decided to let Ashima’s grandmother, who is past eighty now (and living in India), who has named each of her other six great-grandchildren in the world, do the honors.  When her grandmother learned of Ashima’s pregnancy, she was particularly thrilled at the prospect of naming the family’s first sahib.  And so Ashima and Ashoke have agreed to put off the decision of what to name the baby until a letter comes, ignoring the forms from the hospital about filing for a birth certificate.  Ashima’s grandmother has mailed the letter herself, walking with her cane to the post office, her first trip out of the house in a decade. The letter contains one name for a girl, one for a boy.  Ashima’s grandmother has revealed them to no one.

     Though the letter was sent a month ago, in July, it has yet to arrive. Ashima and Ashoke are not terribly concerned.  After all, they both know, an infant doesn’t really need a name. . . .Names can wait.  In India parents take their time. . . . 

     Besides, there are always pet names to tide one over:  a practice of Bengali nomenclature grants, to every single person, two names.  In Bengali the word for pet name is daknam, meaning, literally, the name by which one is called, by friends, by family. . . .

     Every pet name is paired with a good name, a bhalonam, for identification in the outside world.  Consequently, good names appear on envelopes, on diplomas, in telephone directories, and in all other public places. . . .Good names represent dignified and enlightened qualities.  Ashima means “she who is limitless, without borders.”  Ashoke, the name of an emperor, means “he who transcends grief.”  Pet names have no such aspirations.
From The Names:  A Memoir by Scott Momaday
My name is Tsoai-talee.  I am, therefore, Tsoai-talee; therefore I am.

     The storyteller Pohd-lohk gave me the name Tsoai-talee.  He believed that a man’s life proceeds from his name, in the way that a river proceeds from its source. . . . 

     You know, everything had to begin, and this is how it was:  the Kiowas came one by one into the world through a hollow log.  They were many more than now, but not all of them got out.  There was a woman whose body was swollen up with child, and she got stuck in the log.  After that, no one could get through, and that is why the Kiowas are a small tribe in number.  They looked all around and saw the world.  It made them glad to see so many things.  They called themselves Kwuda, “coming out.”

 








--Kiowa folktale

. . . . The names at first are those of animals and of birds, of objects that have one definition in the eye, another in the hand, of forms and features on the rim of the world, or of sounds that carry on the bright wind and in the void.  They are old and original in the mind, like the beat of rain on the river, and intrinsic in the native tongue, failing even as those who bear them turn once in the memory, go on, and are gone forever:  Pohd-lohk [“Old Wolf” in Kiowa], Keahdinekeah [“Throwing It Down” in Kiowa, the name of the author’s great-grandmother], Aho [meaning unknown; the name of the author’s grandmother].
