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When I was little, I used to think my name was for an old lady. Elizabeth, like Queen Elizabeth, I don’t see myself as a queen or an old lady so I’ve always felt the name never fit me. But with my middle name, there’s a whole new ring to the name. Elizabeth Marie. Its sounds like the name of a pretty little girl you’d see in a movie with pigtails and those cute little ribbons as the ties and a soft pink dress that falls like a cupcake upside down on her hips to her knees. Elizabeth Marie. I’ve never been called by that, neither my first nor middle name. For as long as I could remember my name has always been Lizzy. I like Lizzy, its simple, it suits me. The name reminds me of a flower, I don’t quite know why. One with small white petals that scream happiness when you bring them towards your face to smell their scent. My mom gave me the nickname Lizzy but along with that I’ve grown up with the nicknames of Lizard and Mickey G. I honestly don’t know the significance behind those, but they make me sound cool so I like them.

My name was determined by a dream. Before I was even born my dad had a dream about me. My dad explained it to my mom the day after over the phone. “Chatita, I had a dream that I had a little girl and I took her to a baseball game. She was about 3 with pigtails and had those socks with the lace on the rim. Her name was Elizabeth, can you still have kids?”

“I don’t know, I’m 44, I haven’t had a kid in 22 years.” And sure enough then I came along; with much of a surprise too since my mom thought she could not have kids anymore. My name, was determined long before I was born.
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