My Name

I am a dozen dozen.  144.  Gross.  My maiden name long before it was associated with things repugnant.  I started my first teaching job in a town far from where I was raised and after the first day one of my students told me that his mother asked about the new English teacher.  
“Her name is Miss Gross.”
“Oh, she can’t be that bad—this is only her first day!”
This never happened when I was growing up, but somewhere between 1953 and 1978, our language changed.  I never saw it coming. Today, I am almost a little bit relieved that I don’t have to introduce myself as Miss Gross.  But Mrs. Carte doesn’t always work so well either.  I have been called Cartee, Carter, and Car-tay.  I just tell them to think of the food items on the menu—ala carte.
My first name is another matter.  Pamela.  I looked up what it meant, but I have forgotten.  Something about honey is all I can remember.  As the story goes, I was named by a barmaid named Ione.  Not sure why that happened.  I was supposed to be a boy and so my mom had the name Michael all picked out.  Maybe that is why it was hard to come up with a girls’ name.
[bookmark: _GoBack]My brother-in-law, my niece, my husband, my son, and I all have the same middle name:  Rae/Ray.  My brother-in-law thinks his is better because his is like a ray of sunshine.  I like the name Rae—any other Pams that I know all seem to have Ann or Sue as a middle name.  Growing up, we had lots of Pams but only one Pamela Rae.  My older sister just has the letter K.  I thought that was pretty cool and my middle sister could use the letters of her names to make her nickname.  Mary Elizabeth Gross became MEG.  We still use that nickname even though she has been a Bradford for 45 years.  MEB just doesn’t work!
No one calls me Pamela—I am just Pam or Pammer or Pamski.  But once, when I was in college, Dr. James Quivey, head of the English Department at Eastern Illinois University,  called me Pamela all the time.  I loved the way he said my name—Pamela.  


