 What Is In A Name?
They chose one and loved it. But no love went into the choosing when I was the one with the choice. Then no love came its way.
I had combed through the choices, knowing I had to choose wisely, had to find one that would fit their choosing.
I thought I’d found it.
I was sure I had.
Not too dissimilar to cause a fight, to make them think I had not loved their first choice – though they put no such thought into choosing to fight me on my chosen one – but not too close to resemble the person I’d been when that first name had fit.
It was my choice. It should have been. But I chose to make it easier for them, thinking it would be easier for me. Thinking they’d put up less of a fight.
But they fought.
		Of course they fought.
They fought me on my choice: the question of why I’d made it never mattered, only that they’d made a choice on the matter and I’d always be that person that they’d chosen that name for. Did they not see that for me to be who I am, I needed to not be who they wanted? 
I needed to fight their chosen name and chosen hopes, so that I could be happy and content in the choice I’d made. But I fought them too hard. Why did It matter to them that I’m choosing to break away from their choice, for surely my happiness against their tradition should be an easier choice to make.
They should have been celebrating
  Instead, they cried
They find a halfway, they think they can avoid my choice, by choosing to shorten my name. It’s easy, it’s familial, it’s just a nickname. But it matters. It matters that they refuse to call me what I am. They’re fighting my existence with a nickname.
They avoid the words. They think they can escape the use entirely, they choose to lack the words rather than use ones that feel uncomfortable on their tongues.
He
They
This avoidance of the truth is no better than a blatant disregard of it. I fill the void in their sentences with the words they really want to say. It hurts just the same. Their choice is killing me.
So what’s in a name? Identity, respect, love. My identity is quelled by their choosing to avoid it. The respect I might have had before making my choice is gone and replaced by a nickname. The love? Well there might be love for their daughter, but what about the man that she became? Is there love for him?
That love starts in the naming. The choice.
But that love can end with a name too.

Critical Analysis
My biggest inspiration for this poem was my own experience as a trans person. However, the reading I was set as part of the preparation for one of my lectures, was part of what prompted this thought train, so I suppose it was inspiration: the author talks about how as a trans person, there is often not a single coming out, but rather multiple occurrences of having to explain yourself to other people, and having to remind them. There have been leaps forward in how transgender people are understood by society, but it is far from perfect, and even in this day and age, there things that are not so keenly accepted. My very deliberate choice to repeat words such as ‘fight’, ‘matter’, ‘avoid’ and ‘choice’ was an attempt to highlight them as the key themes of the poem. Words that are heard too often when on the topic of the trans community. I aimed to drill home this idea of having to repeat something over and over to get a point across, in the way that once someone has come out as trans, they often have to repeat it and explain it a thousand times over their life, sometimes to people who will refuse to see it as something real, that matters, and should be respected.
The purpose of the regularity of the structure, broken up by phrases and words on their own, in jaunty succession is aimed to mimic the idea of trying to break free of a rigid ideal or ‘norm’ that society tries to force on gender-non-conforming people. I hope to show that the voice in the poem is trying to break free of their family’s ideas of who they should be, in the same way the words are trying to break free of their structure and pattern. Ocean Vuong also uses alternative structures in his poetry, similar to this, which is where I drew some of my inspiration for this piece. Particularly in his poems, Headfirst, Aubade with burning city, and Into the Breach, Vuong uses this differentiating structure, choosing to place certain words or phrases on new lines or in diagonal formations across the page.
I also found some spoken word poetry on YouTube that inspired some of the ideas for this piece, such as Ethan Smith’s ‘A Letter to the Girl I used to be’ which focused on the idea of leaving behind an old identity, becoming an entirely new person with no room for the earlier version, though I juxtaposed his style by treating this ‘old identity’ in a much harsher way, wanting to completely replace and kill her, rather than memorialise her. This is partially due to my own relationship with my femininity and past feminine identity, that my poem focuses so strongly on that ‘old me’ being gone completely. Another poem that sparked a specific idea with me, was Denice Frohman’s “dear straight people” in which she says; “Do you have to make it so obvious that I make you uncomfortable? Why do I make you uncomfortable? Do you know that makes me uncomfortable? Now we’re both uncomfortable.” I took this theme of other people feeling uncomfortable, and how it affects Trans people, and put it into my own poem with “use the ones that feel uncomfortable on their tongues”.
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