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Dear Diary,

I have committed a capital offense. Literally. Everywhere I turn, capital letters are bossing me around—at the beginning of sentences, strutting around in names, shouting from headlines, and sometimes popping up where they don’t belong just to make me look foolish. Lowercase letters are calm, steady, and unassuming. Capitals, though? They’re the extroverts of the alphabet. They arrive overdressed, hog the spotlight, and insist on being noticed.

Take the start of a sentence. That first capital isn’t optional; it’s mandatory, like showing your ID before you buy wine. Forget it, and suddenly your sentence looks naked, embarrassed, and a little cold. “this is how it feels without a capital.” See? Like I’ve turned up to a job interview wearing slippers. Capital letters know they’re indispensable, and they never let us forget it.

And then there’s I. The one pronoun that insists on standing tall no matter where it goes. Why does “I” get a capital when “you,” “he,” and “she” are left slouching? It’s pure ego. A lonely vertical line strutting around like it owns the joint. If letters had social media, “I” would definitely be an influencer.

Proper nouns, of course, are obsessed with their capitals. Cities, rivers, landmarks—they all preen like they’re in a yearbook photo. “Look at me,” says the Mississippi River. “I’m not just any river. I’m The River.” And then you have brand names—Coca-Cola, Nike, McDonald’s—parading around like neon signs, while poor generic cola has to shuffle along in lowercase shame.

But capitals don’t always know when to leave the party. Random Words sometimes show up in the Middle of a Sentence, capitalized for No Reason at All, like they’ve had too much champagne. You see this in business memos, government notices, and anywhere someone wants to Look Official. It doesn’t fool anyone, Diary. It just makes the sentence look like it tripped over its own shoes.

And then there is this: ALL CAPS! Basically ALL CAPS is the drunk uncle at Thanksgiving. Sometimes it’s useful for headlines or acronyms, but more often it’s just yelling at me from across the internet. “BUY NOW! LIMITED TIME ONLY!” Yes, thank you, I’ll pass. Lowercase may be soft-spoken, but at least it doesn’t give me a headache.

It doesn’t help that every style guide has a different opinion on capitalization. Chicago Manual of Style (CMoS) says one thing, AP says another, MLA whispers from the corner like a shy cousin, and tech companies just make up their own rules as they go. It’s less a rulebook and more a Choose Your Own Adventure. Do you capitalize “internet”? Depends on what year it is. Do you capitalize job titles? Ask three editors and get four answers.

Still, Diary, I have to admit: capitals aren’t all bad. Sometimes they really do pull their weight. Take “Polish” vs. “polish.” One is a person from Warsaw, the other is what I put on my nails when I’m procrastinating. Case closed. And there’s something satisfying about a perfectly balanced Title Case headline, or a reverent capital letter used sparingly for emphasis. Capitals can elevate. They can inspire. They just need to stop acting like every sentence is their runway.

So here I am, working through my love–hate relationship with these alphabet divas. I’ll complain, I’ll confess, I’ll probably capitalize something I shouldn’t and have to apologize for it later. But maybe—just maybe—I’ll figure out how to keep my Capitals in line.

Yours Uprisingsly,
The Writer Stirring Up Trouble in Uppercase
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Entry 1: Capital Punishment

[image: ]


Dear Diary,

I am writing this from a prison of my own making. My crime? Forgetting to capitalize the first word of a sentence. The sentence looked so small and harmless at the time, sitting there with its lowercase letter at the front like a toddler trying on its mother’s shoes. I thought I could get away with it. But the Grammar Police saw it instantly, and now I’m serving time.

It seems harsh, doesn’t it? To be sentenced over a single shift key slip. And yet that’s the weight of capitalization. One missing capital, and suddenly it looks like I don’t know how sentences work. One forgotten “M” in “Monday,” and the world thinks I’m writing ransom notes. One lowercase “i,” and I’ve apparently joined the secret society of internet poets who believe capital letters are tools of oppression.

I’ve been charged before. I once sent an email without capitalizing someone’s name. Oh, the fallout. You’d have thought I’d keyed their car or insulted their grandmother. Nothing makes a reader clutch their pearls faster than seeing their own name dressed in lowercase. It’s like showing up to a royal banquet in ripped jeans. A capital letter is more than a courtesy — it’s armor plating for the ego.

The sentencing is always the same. A teacher’s red pen. An editor’s raised eyebrow. A friend’s passive-aggressive text pointing out that “Canada is a country, you know.” No appeals, no second chances. Just the swift, merciless smack of capital punishment.

I can’t help but notice how smug capitals are about this power. The capital “T” doesn’t just begin a sentence — it presides over it like a judge in robes. A capital “W” doesn’t stroll in quietly; it slams the gavel, demanding order. Even the humble capital “L” seems to leer at me, as if daring me to slip and write london instead of London. They’re waiting for me to mess up, so they can add another charge to my record.

A teacher once told me that the capital letter at the beginning of a sentence is more than just a tall piece of type—it’s punctuation in disguise. It acts like a second stop sign. The period ends the old thought, and the capital shouts: “New thought starts here!” Maybe that’s why my lowercase experiments feel so strange. Without the capital, my sentence has no trumpet to announce its arrival.

But here’s the real torment, Diary: I know I’m guilty, and I’ll do it again. My typing is fast, my attention span is short, and the shift key is a fraction of an inch farther away than I want it to be. One moment of laziness and the damage is done. The capital is missing. The punishment is swift. The shame is eternal.

And yet, despite the fear of imprisonment, I have to admit there’s something thrilling about capital letters. They’re not just rules; they’re drama. A lowercase “turkey” is dinner; a capital “Turkey” is a country. A lowercase “march” is a slow parade down the street; a capital “March” is a whole month of my life gone in a blur. Capitals aren’t just letters—they’re verdicts.

So yes, I’ll keep obeying. I’ll serve my sentence faithfully. Because if I don’t, my writing turns into a crime scene, and the Grammar Police don’t take bribes. At least not the ones armed with red pens.

Yours guiltily,
The Writer Who Serves Her Sentence Willingly
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