My Name


“Sticks and stones will break my bones, but names will never hurt me!”  My mother taught me this little rhyme when I was quite young to use as a comeback whenever anyone bullied me.  And even though I chanted this to my brother and others in response to their name-calling, it is ironic that it was my very own name that ended up hurting and hindering me for years to come. 
      Up until the age of six, I had always been called by my nickname “Nancy.”  It wasn’t until I entered first grade that I learned that my real name was “Anne.”  I HATED it!  My brother would constantly tease and torment me by sing-songing my name: “Anne Elizabeth Leonard.” I felt betrayed by my own name.

When my parents were anxiously awaiting my birth, my mother prayed to St. Anne, the mother of the Blessed Virgin Mary, asking her to please send her a baby girl.  When I was born, my parents decided to call me Nancy, but it was not the name of a saint, so it could not become my Baptismal name.  Since Nancy is a nickname for Anne, I was baptized Anne, but called Nancy.


Even though all of my friends and family called me Nancy, to my dismay, the nuns who taught me all through grade school insisted upon calling me Anne.  When I reached high school, problems arose.  On my first day of my Freshman year, I entered my homeroom.  Sister Raphael instructed all of us to stand on the side of the room so that she could assign seats to us alphabetically.  She called out my name “Anne Leonard,” and I approached my assigned seat.  However, as I was heading for my assigned seat, another student also was simultaneously making her way towards the same seat.  It was at that moment that Sister Ralph, as we called her, noticed that there were two “Anne Leonards.”  Someone else had the same name as me.


Since I really detested my Baptismal name “Anne,” I became excited as I realized this would be the perfect remedy to finally ridding myself of the _____________moniker.  I attempted to convince the school to allow me to go by my nickname, Nancy, in order to avoid confusion, but they refused.  So every time we received our report cards, I had some of Ann’s grades, and she had some of mine.  We always had to go to the Studies Department and work it out.  It usually took most of a class period.


It was not until I entered college that I took matters into my own hands and registered as Nancy Leonard.  Except for the administrators who received my high school records, none of my instructors at Cabrini College ever knew that my real name was Anne. Finally, after twelve years of living with two names and what seemed like a split personality, I could finally be just Nancy Leonard.
