Lorna Deane

My Name: Lorna May Bethsada
When I think about my name, the words of Shakespeare come to mind. In his play, Romeo and Juliet, in her soliloquy, Juliet asked,
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet.
How profound!
I made up the following theory about my names. I am the last of nine children, the seventh girl, and the last in a succession of six girls. All my sisters have two beautiful names that roll smoothly and lyrically off the tongue. Lorna May almost made it, until my mum, in a valiant effort, gave me the three names left on her list of potential girls’ names.
Mum told of a different explanation. I was born in Mandeville Hospital in Jamaica. A dear friend of long standing, Mrs. Longmore, visited Mum while she was still in the hospital and asked,
“So, Miss May, what are you going to name her?”
“Lorna May Gibson, my mother responded.” 
“I think you should call her Bethsada, without explaining the significance of that name. Mum agreed, and I have had to live with the consequences of a name that has caused me uncomfortable moments. The name is unusual since, throughout my life, I heard of no one else with that name. Fortunately, the name is the last of three names. People normally tune out after hearing the first two, not expecting a third.
I looked up the meaning of the name Lorna, which is primarily found in English-speaking countries. The name is associated with attributes like resilience, charm and leadership qualities.
In Greek, Lorna is associated with Laurel, and this name includes strength and grace. 
Very often, when I meet someone new, I hear this type of response, “Oh, I know a girl,” or “I have a friend whose name is Lorna. From Jamaica.”		
It is easy to understand that May is derived from Mary. My mother named me after herself, Mary Aldora Gibson. She had already named the fifth girl Mary. May became the next best option. 
 	Two words closest to Bethsada appear in the Bible. One is in a parable in the book of John, where Jesus healed a paralyzed man who had been sick for thirty-eight years at the Pool of Bethesda.
The other is in the book of Matthew, where Jesus pronounced a curse on two cities, “Woe unto thee, Chorazin, woe unto thee Bethsaida…” where He had performed miracles, yet they rejected him. If judged by pronunciation alone, the second reference comes closest. I do not claim this as the origin of my name since I do not wish to associate it with a curse.
Then there is the matter of the correct pronunciation of Bethsada. I say it with a long “a” in the middle, and a short “a” at the end. The Dean at the University of Manitoba, at a time when I stood waiting to collect my bachelor’s degree Certificate, placed emphasis on a long middle “a,” Bethsada. That sounded oh, so wrong. I hesitated before I responded to that version of my name.
But all is not lost. Through marriage, I changed my last name to Deane. This occurrence brought me close to celebrity status.
When I introduce myself as Lorna Deane, the response I get is either “That name sounds familiar” or “Where did I hear that name before?” Now, even in sleep, I can respond,
“Oh! You must be thinking of Lorna Doone, the name of a nineteenth-century novel by R. D. Blackmore.” 
“Oh, that must be it. Now that you say it, I'll certainly remember your name.”
I entertained thoughts of changing my name to remove Bethsada. One irritant was that on most Forms I have had to complete, there was never enough space to hold all the letters of my name.
Now I own my name and roll it smoothly off my tongue, telling everyone who asks that it is a beautiful name. I demonstrate by caressing Bethsada with a pronounced tongue between the teeth, th, a long middle a and a short a at the end.
All that about my name. And more.
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