
Terrible Baby Names

Graham Barr

––––––––

© 2013 Graham Barr

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

This edition first published 2013

-*-*-*-*- 


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Introduction

Using This Book

Food

Pets

Places

Relatives

Celebrities

Characters

Mash-Ups

Words That Sound Cool

Final Words of Caution

About the Author

Introduction

I was one of the lucky ones, a boy whose parents went traditional when naming me. I'd like to think they did this to protect me in the playground. I needed as much help as I could get, seeing as I wore glasses from age 5 and never learned how to tie my own shoelaces (thanks, Velcro!).

For a long time, the closest I ever came to name-based humiliation was people calling me Gray at school, their way of making fun of our grey old council house. Hardly traumatic.

Then we come to the Summer of 2003. I was enjoying a cold glass of beer in a warm pub, with a few of my friends. A TV in the corner was tuned to a music channel, and we watched as a New Releases segment popped up. Comedy-rock troupe Electric Six blared through the tinny speakers, with their gaudy, Freudian video for Gay Bar. 

One of my friends looks at me and says “Gray!” Another says “Bar!” 

I think you can see where this is going. Even my seemingly safe name wasn't immune to mockery. My face went red, but as an adult, I could weather the storm. Twenty years earlier, I'd have been a gibbering mess.

As I became a parent, I realised that giving your child an eternally laugh-proof name is a serious task. My wife and I had many drawn-out conversations/arguments on the topic, even before we knew what gender our little wonder would be. And out of those conversations, this book was born. 

Now, I can't stop you using whatever name you like. Just remember that you'll have plenty of chances to humiliate your child throughout their life. 

Choose your moments. And have a camera ready. 

––––––––

- Graham “Gay Bar” Barr

Using This Book

––––––––

Step 1: Read through the following names.

Step 2: DO NOT USE ANY OF THE NAMES.

Step 2a: If you have used a name, don't panic! Your country should have ways in which you can change your child's name, either before they can say it themselves, or once they have been ostracised by their peers, live in a cave and never call you, not even on holidays.

Step 2b: Make their name change a birthday present. Have a renaming ceremony where you all dress nice and eat little sandwiches. Or, if they're still living in that cave, roll up their amended documents, stuff them in a bottle and toss it through the entrance hole.

One final word of caution: the names you'll find here are not presented in alphabetical order, to keep you on your toes. When it comes to bad names, you must be ever-vigilant.

Good luck!

Food

Maybe your partner had this weird craving during their pregnancy. Maybe you enjoyed an unusual dish on your overseas honeymoon, or on that special night when you conceived your wonderful offspring.

You already know it's a terrible idea, but some food names are just so special! And you want your baby to be special! 

No. Nothing about food-named babies is special. Naming a baby based on the memory of something you put in your mouth is just weird. 

-*-*-*-*- 

Olive

First, olives are a polarising food. Some people wrinkle their face up at the mere mention, so there's problem number one. 

Second, comparisons to a certain famous sailor's girlfriend are inevitable, if not by other kids then certainly by their parents. 

And third, it sounds like a name for someone who wears bottle-thick glasses and breathes through their mouth, even when they don't need to.

Orzo

It does sound like a somewhat powerful, mysterious name. Then you remember it's a speck of pasta that looks like a bit of rice. Weedy, thin...it gets worse the more you think about it. But at least you're thinking!

Pandoro

Yes, it's slightly different to Pandora. Congratulations, you've fallen into the “change a letter, make it unique” trap. In that spirit, add a “k” and you have Pandorko. 

Coca / Cocoa

If you've given birth to, or are about to welcome into the world, a tiny French girl, then go for it. Otherwise, you've going to have people shoving chocolate bars or anything else remotely brown at this poor girl for years.

Paprika / Pepper

It's hot! It's spicy! It's kind of inappropriate unless your long term plan for this child is to have them dance at the Moulin Rouge someday.

Saffron

Oh, it's a popular one. I can't deny that. There's strike #1. Everyone's using it. So, in the uniqueness stakes, you're already doing terribly. 

Beyond this, saffron is an expensive, fussy thing. Delicate and stringy. And it smells funny.

Sage

So, you decided not to use Saffron. This was your second choice. Keep choosing. Sage is leathery, persistently smelly, and too much of it makes you ill.

Basil

Only suitable for air force recruits and men with large twiddly moustaches.

Sangria

It might have seemed like a funny idea when you came back from Torremolinos and looked through all those photos where you were hunched over a jug of this stuff. In the cold light of day, people are going to look at you and your baby, then burst out laughing. At you, not with you.

Jicama

Pretty much the Mexican equivalent of calling them Apple. Lame.

Ziti

You may be thinking “but it rhymes with pretty!” but everyone else will be thinking “zitty,” “titty,” or “shitty.” 

Foster

Yes, you do like the occasional glass of lager, don't you? And yes, you did so well not having any while pregnant (or your partner was). But come on now. 

Mirabelle

See Coca/Cocoa. 

Also, every parent thinks their child is possessed of wondrous beauty. Take off the rose-tinted glasses for a second. It's a wailing bag of skin at this point. 

If you really must give them a name that says “what a beauty”, wait for independent verification from a non-biased source e.g. bus drivers, doctor's receptionists, that strange guy who asks you for money when you're trying to get coffee in the mornings etc.

Taramasalata

I know, you think you can call her Tara for short and get away with it. But you can't.

Idli

Maybe your baby is cute, white and rotund, but they won't be that way forever. Hopefully. Look, we'll just say someone spelled Idil wrong on the birth certificate, okay? It'll be our little secret. 

Champ

You've got a beautiful baby boy. If you wanted to call something Champ, you should have bought an Alsatian. 

Mochi

See Champ, only you should have bought a hamster or something.

Kaya

You're one letter away from kayak. Besides which, imagine having to explain how you had this awesome coconut spread one time, on the same day you found out your partner was pregnant, and watch people's faces glaze over.

Kutia

You spend Christmas in Poland, and – miracle of miracles! - you discover that you're with child. 9 months later, you look down at your child's face and call them a little cutie. 

“Hey,” you say, “Remember when we had that weird porridge thing back in Poland? That had a name like 'cutie', didn't it?” You're right. It's also a bowl of grey slop. Don't do it.

Apple

See Jicama. Only it's easier for people to make bad apple jokes. I can't see what's a-peeling about this name. Ha! I pipped all the others to that one. And so on.

Nori

This flat sheet of seaweed may seem like a cute girl's name, but one day the connection will be made, and your darling child will have to put up with all the “ew, seaweed is stinky!” comments, not to mention the godawful seaweed jokes.

Pets

Nothing wrong with giving your favourite animal a wacky name like Corporal Sherman Lee, or Stan St Stevenson Archibald Wigginsthorpe the Third. You're the one who has to yell it out in a squeaky voice whenever the blasted thing gets loose in the garden.

When your kid gets loose in the garden though, and you need to tempt them out from underneath the shed, don't give away the fact that you named them after a long-forgotten pet. Give them a new name, all their own. 

Keep it snappy though; nobody wants to hear you warbling “Christopher Sebastian!” in your calmest voice while secretly wishing for a time machine and a three-pack of condoms.

-*-*-*-*- 

Buddy

“Hey buddy!” Your son looks round expectantly. His mistake – whoever shouted that out was greeting someone else. He turns back to his seat at the bar, drains another glass of whiskey and orders another. 

“Hey buddy!” Your son looks round expectantly...

Duke

Wishful thinking. Do they even have dukes any more?

Buster

This one's pretty special, as it doesn't actually mean anything. It's based on a nickname. That's it. Enjoy explaining that one!

Harley

Conjures up images of tough, biker types, or men with impressive facial hair. As it's going to be a while before your young 'un can do either of these by themselves, it's not a great choice. Even if he likes his toy motorbike, or somehow manages to get glue on his face before rolling around on an unswept barbershop
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