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When we think about tracing our Baha'a tree, we often imagine following our family name thousands of years ago to the first bearer of the name. In our neat and tidy script, each successive generation has the same surname, written in the same way in each record, until we reach the dawn of man. In reality, however, the surname we bear today may have existed in its present form
for only a few generations. For most of human existence, humans have been defined by only one name. Hereditary surnames (a surname passed from the father to his children) were not distributed in the British Isles until about the fourteenth century. Patronizing naming methods in which the child's surname was formed from his father's name were in use across much of
Scandinavia and in the 19th century, resulting in each generation of the family with a different surname. Tracking our ancestors back to the point where they first purchased the surname can also be a problem as spelling of the name and pronunciation may have evolved over the centuries. This makes it unlikely that our current family surname is the same as the original surname
bestowed on our distant ancestor. The current family name may be a small spelling variation of the original name, an anglicized version, or even a completely different surname. Illiteracy - The further we take our research, the more likely we are to encounter ancestors who couldn't read or write. Many didn't even know how their own names were written, only how to pronounce
them. When they gave their names to clerks, scribes, clergymen, or other officials, that person wrote the name the way it sounded to him. Even if our ancestor did memorize the spelling, the person recording the information may not have bothered to ask how it should be written. Example: German HEYER has become HYER, HIER, HIRES, HIERS, etc. Simplification - Immigrants,
upon arrival in a new country, often found that their name was difficult for others to spell or pronounce. In order to fit in better, many have decided to simplify spelling or otherwise change their name to associate it more closely with the language and pronunciations of their new country. Example: Yhe German ALBRECHT becomes ALBRIGHT, or Swedish JONSSON becomes
JOHNSON. Necessity - Immigrants from countries with alphabets other than Latin had to transliterate them, producing many variations on the same name. Example: The Ukrainian surname sadkowski has become SADOVSKI. Incorrect pronunciation - Letters in surnames are often confused due to verbal misunderstanding or heavy accents. Example: Depending on the accents of
both the person who speaks the name and the person whose writing it was written, KROEBER can become GROVER or CROWER. The desire to fit in - Many immigrants have changed their names in some way to in their new country and culture. The common choice was to translate the meaning of their surname into a new new Example: Irish surname BREHONY has become
JUDGE. The desire to break with the past - emigration was sometimes somehow caused by the desire to break with the past or to leave it. For some immigrants, this included getting rid of something, including their name, that reminded them of the miserable life in the old country. Example: Mexicans fleeing to America to escape the revolution often changed their name. Dislike of
surnames - People forced by governments to adopt names that are not part of their culture or were not of their choice often discard themselves from such names at the earliest opportunity. Example: Armenians forced by the Turkish government to give up their traditional surnames and adopt new Turkish surnames will return to their original surnames, or some variations, after
emigrating/fleeing Turkey. Fear of discrimination - Changes and changes in surnames can sometimes be explained by a desire to conceal nationality or religious orientation for fear of reprisals or discrimination. This motive is constantly emerging among Jews, who have often encountered anti-Semitism. Example: The Jewish surname COHEN was often changed to COHN or
KAHN, or the name WOLFSHEIMER is shortened to WOLF. Stories of immigrants fresh from boats with their names changed by overzealous immigration officials on Ellis Island are common in many families. It's almost certainly nothing more than a story, though. Despite the long-held myth, the names on Ellis Island haven't really changed. Immigration officers only checked
people passing through the island on the records of the ship on which they arrived - records that were created at the time of departure, not arrival. The first thing my father gave me was my name. Nora, for a great grandmother who emigrated from Ireland and chose Minnesota as her new home. Elizabeth, for her aunt, and McInerney, for myself, yes. Growing up, I hated my name.
It was too unusual, too clumsy, and too Irish. I was born in the Midwest in the early 80's, and went to school at sea Jennifers, Amis, Emily, girls whose names were easy to find on the keychain, whose surnames were neat and neat and easy to pronounce: Johnson, Barrett, Smith. No, I'd fix people when they called me Nora Meek-in-ernee or Nora McNally, it's like two guys in a
bar... Mack and Ernie... I'd write out new versions of myself with each new crush. Someday I'll meet the perfect guy who could save me from this hell based on the name I lived in. Maybe Chad Johnson or Dan Smith. He would be tall and beautiful, and most importantly, he would have a surname that people could spell and pronounce without any guidance. My criteria for marriage
were clearly beyond reproach. But it turned out that my last name wasn't so bad. It was mine, and although I found out in my twenties that my parents had actually forgotten to put my middle name on my birth certificate, that is all my legal were a lie, it was a good name. Name. fits me. It wasn't just mine, it was me. It's like two guys in a bar... Mack and Ernie... In my twenties, I met
the perfect guy. He was tall and handsome and had an equally unusual surname, but at that moment, what do I care about? I had a name that I liked. My confidence that I would wra little of my name with my marriage was replaced by the certainty that I would not, in anything. Why would I exchange my identity for a new one? I've always felt a little sad when my female colleagues
would come back from their honeymoon and send an updated email address, effectively deleting their former professional identities in favor of matching names with their favorite. And even sadder when their wedding hashtags were #RIPInsertBirthNameHere. Like, oh, you had to kill your old identity? It's cool, it's very cold. But when it came time to fill out my own marriage license,
I refused. Really? Said he, as I replaced my last name with his on our marriage statement, you love your name. And I did. Yes. But I also loved him, and he had stage IV brain cancer, and not taking his name seemed like something wrong, a way of hedging my bets, or holding back. No, the only way to really show this man, our family and friends how much I loved him is to take his
name as his own. This content is imported from Instagram. You can find the same content in a different format, or you may be able to find more information on your website. Equally important is that my father thought I was done with his last name. My father was, to put it mildly, a traditional man. You're no longer McInerney, he told me in the days leading up to my wedding. You
take a new name to build a new family. Now I look back and say: Nora! Patriarchate! You don't have to change your name just because the society and the actual patriarch of your family tells you! But at the time, the patriarchy seemed warm and comforting, as if it were just looking after me and my future family, who, as heaven knows, no one would even know was mine if we all
didn't have one last name! Now I look back and say: Nora! Patriarchate! You don't have to change your name just because the society and the actual patriarch of your family tells you! On December 3, 2011, Nora McInerney left (#RIPMcInerny), and Nora Purmort took her place. But it was hard to let her go. I slipped McInerny as a ion, I insisted on using it during the introduction
and in my online biography, signed it on everything from greeting cards to checks, but it didn't matter. McInerney added too much effort to other people and I became Nora Purmort. My new name, as it turned out, was no easier for people to pronounce. Purmont? Cleaner more? Poor? But the worst part is that I've never felt. Three years after our wedding, it was my husband's
funeral. For six before that we buried my own father. Both men whose names I carry are now dead, and along with an endless ocean of grief, I am left with an identity crisis Ok. This is one of those terrible word problems without a clear answer, threatening my life with a GPA. My father was Stephen McInerney. His name became mine, and for 28 years, that's who I was. Watching
him die, surrounded by my three siblings, I wanted to slip back into that name, curl up inside him like an oversized blanket, and carry it the way I have for 28 years. My husband was Aaron Purmert. His friends called him Purm. Or, because his skinny little self somewhat ironically insisted on it, Big Purm. He was mine, and I was his, but without him, the name that was so suited to
him suited me even less. Without it, it's too small a sweater that I always yank. After the divorce, people understand why you change your name. But after being widowed? It feels like you have to become a living museum for the dead to keep everything - your name, your memories - exactly where they left them, forever. In my head, I hear a chorus of anonymous voices telling me
that I would be wrong to refuse Aaron's name, just as I would be wrong not to take his name in the first place. The name of this anonymous chorus of voices is a sign of my love for him, for our life together, for the family we had. To soothe that voice, I asked my most trusted person (Google) what to do and it was like ̄\_(ツ)_/ ̄. So I also asked my Hot Young Widows Club and they
were like, a big question. I know widows who changed their surname, and widows who kept their first husband's name until they married, and widows who kept their first husband's name even after they married their second. Some of us change the name of our children when we're married and some don't. Some of us take our birth names again and some of us don't. This is
problematic for me because I have spent 33 years pursuing an AK, 100% on a living, and it is one of those terrible word problems without a clear answer, threatening my life's GPA. So, I started slowly trying my name. In the introduction, in my twitter bio (where my two surnames previously exceeded the number of characters. Of course not. No one noticed. Or if they did, they said
something behind my back the way decent people should. I'm Nora McInerney, I tell people when I meet them. Because even though I have a different name and cover of my book on my cover, I am. The little universe, part of my son and me, recently came across another, a whole new team of people to love with their last name. It's amazing that lightning struck you twice to make
your heart grow to include new people. And it's amazing to share a house and life together, and then your brain will be like, Cool! You're in love! Now, let's say you marry this guy... Are you changing Ralph's name, or just your own? What about the future children? And when Ralph goes to school and people like, hey, why your name from both of your adults? And no one sits with
him at the dinner table and his life IS RUINED . And you have to tell your brain, your brain, 2016, not 1956, and families are different now, and if the only way to define our unity with each other is by name, then we are clearly not a big part of the family. Because names change. With a lot of paperwork, but still. What is not the love I have for Aaron, and the life we shared together.
It's all indelible, part of me. I licked his ashes out of his fingers. I held him until he took his last breath. I pushed his baby out with a 98 percent head out of his vagina. There is no erasure of the love we have built that changes the life of the experience of physical and emotional being for someone's life and death. I still haven't decided what exactly, my legal name will be. Nora
McInerney? Nora Purmort McInerney? Nora Borealis? Nora Smith? Kidding. But even so, a chorus of voices in my head can kindly STFU. My family is always my family, regardless of our names. I'm not taking my father's name or trashing Aaron. I claim to be my own. Nora McInerney Purmort is the author of It's Ok to Laugh (Crying Cool Too). It contributes to the ELLE.com. This
content is created and supported by a third party and is imported to this page to help users provide their email addresses. You may be able to find more information about this and similar content on piano.io piano.io
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