
JOE APPEALS FOR A LOWER CASE 

I run my eyes over the questions on the Application Form.  I know I’m not 
going to enjoy doing this.  That’s the trouble with Official Forms — I’m never 
sure if my answers will be satisfactory, if they will meet the ‘requirements’.  I’m 
afraid that this Official Church Application Form will be even worse than most 
of the Official Government Application Forms I’ve had the misfortune to 
wrest from their envelopes. 

Then I remember some considerate Official telling me some time ago: 
‘Can I suggest that you answer first of all the questions you find the easiest to 
answer?’  That was really a good suggestion at the time.  And remembering it 
now makes me feel much better. 

Q1.  Name and date of birth of the Applicant. 
That’s a good one to skip at the moment.  I'm known by so many that I’m 

not sure which one to use.  I’ll come back to it later. 

Q2.  Name and date of birth of the Applicant’s father (if known). 
I follow the instruction to ‘write all answers in capital letters’ and print 

OLD TESTAMENT and NOT KNOWN.  I will have to explain somewhere to 
the reader of Application Forms that in the BookWorld the correct term for 
‘date of birth’ would really be ‘date first published’.   While I don’t know the 
date dad was first published, I do know that the collection of books officially 
chosen to be published together as the Old Testament happened late in the 
4th Century or early in the 5th century AD.  And, because of disagreements, 
there was a shorter and a slightly longer list. 

Q3.  Name and date of birth of the Applicant’s mother (if known). 
I print NEW TESTAMENT and NOT KNOWN.  Again I will add 

somewhere that the books chosen to be published as the New Testament 
happened at the same time as the Old Testament was published (around the 
end of the 4th Century and the beginning of the 5th Century AD). 

And when, at the same time, it was decided that dad and mum should 
be united (and I’m afraid they had no say about it at all), ta-da! — there I was! 

Q4.  What is the new name the Applicant wants to adopt? 
This is an easy question to answer.  It’s the reason I need to submit this 

Application Form. 
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I write as confidently and as persuasively as I can.  JOE.  That’s when I 
realize that because I’m obeying their instruction to write in capital letters I 
almost ruin everything.  So, as confidently and persuasively as I can, I cross 
out the word JOE and write, even more persuasively: joe. 

Q4.  What are your reasons for choosing this name? 
You mean I have to provide some kind of justification for this promising 

new era in my life?  I hadn’t expected this. 
Well, I suppose I’ll have to say something about the oppressive esteem 

and the stifling veneration that has become too much for me to bear.  The 
readers of this Application Form will need to understand how, for my whole 
life, my name has been plagued by capital letters.  THE BIBLE.  The HOLY 
BIBLE.  Even followed by more capitals.  Such as:  KJV.  TEV.  RSV.  NIV — the 
list goes on.  And even the other more informal names I’ve been given (if 
‘informal’ is the right word) invariably feature capital letters.  The Word of 
God.  THE SCRIPTURES.  Holy Scripture.  Holy Writ.  The Good Book.  Not 
that I’m opposed to capital letters as such.  But I do get upset by the 
implications of those capitals.  And that annoyance has been growing in me 
over the centuries. 

All those capitals give me a status far beyond what I deserve.  Far 
beyond who, in fact, I am.  And then there’s the supposedly appropriate   
binding, and gold lettering, and embossing, that make it even worse.  I’m 
made to look so impressive, so authoritative, so imposing, so dignified.  But it 
lumbers me with a personality that isn’t really me at all. 

But joe — lower-case joe. . . how I enjoy saying it, and envisaging it 
being written down . . . changing my name to joe is my chance to unmask 
myself, to come out.  That’s the current term, isn’t it? 

I wonder if the readers of this Application Form will understand how 
wonderful it will be to be lower-case joe? 

Maybe I should also mention somewhere what I discovered about myself  
through my research into my ancestry.  That did much to reinforce my deep 
feelings about myself, and to support the lower-case me.  That has given me 
a freedom I haven’t felt for ages and ages.  It gave me the strength to come 
out. 

Of course both my parents, have two capitals in their name.  (Perhaps 
that’s where all this status rubbish started — not that it’s their fault.)  Yet their 
beginnings were decidedly lower-case stuff. 
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dad (yeah, that’s the lower-case change I‘ve made to his name, since I 
need no permission to do that.  And when my name change is approved i will 
certainly use the lower-case i for myself.) — while, officially, dad’s beginnings 
stretch back to the 8th Century BC, his origins lie in pre-literate times 
centuries before that.  His collection of books began as ordinary stories 
parents told their children about their God; as wisdom shared around camp 
fires as folk tried to understand the world; as sayings that seemed to have the 
ring of truth about them; as songs learnt to preserve their folklore; as short 
stories about God’s involvement in the history of their nation; as lists of the 
laws God had given them;  All that folklore was in time gathered and written 
down, but it certainly didn’t deserve, and wasn’t given, capital-letter status. 

Only centuries later did capitals start to creep in.  It was felt necessary 
because the collection grew and became more organised and more 
important for the growing nation’s understanding of themselves and their 
God.  But dad was never treated in the way I am now.  Interestingly enough, it 
was only when I began to be plagued by capital letters, that my aged dad 
was given similar treatment. 

mum, it seems, had more trouble than dad.  Only naturally, I suppose — 
because while dad’s purpose was to preserve the promises God had made, 
mum’s purpose was to describe and give witness to the way in which those 
promises were kept.  She certainly had capitalisation to deal with right from 
the start.  But again, nothing like what I suffer now.  Arguments also took 
place about whether books should or shouldn’t be included in her covers.  So 
there was little that was outstanding or impressive about those that made it. 

One reason, then, for wanting a lower-case name is to get across my 
lowly background, inherited from dad and mum.  Anyway, my collection of 
books is merely the combination of dad’s and mum’s, so what validity is there 
to the honour, status and capitals that I’ve received?  I want to return to my 
origins. 

I also want my Application Form readers to understand how few people 
these days want anything to do with me.  And it’s getting fewer by the 
decade.  Do you realize, I could ask them, how the capitals turn me into such 
a solemn individual?  Such a serious person?  Someone who’s not allowed to 
indulge in anything light hearted, or allowed to be frivolous?  Someone who 
would hardly be allowed the freedom to have some fun, let alone to be 
funny?  You see, I can never be who I am.  I can never be myself. 

And do they realize how lonely I am?  Who would ever invite ‘The HOLY 
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BIBLE’ around for a cuppa, or a barbie, or a chat about what’s going on in the 
world?  Who would ever cuddle up for a good read with THE SCRIPTURES on 
a reclining sofa, or tucked up warmly in bed?  Instead contact with me has to 
be done only at the correct time and in the right holy place — at church 
(where I may even be borne aloft at the front of a ‘Gospel procession’!) 

But ordinary lower-case joe.  I reckon he has a pretty good chance of 
friendly and cosy invitations like that.  I would come alive — in a way I’ve been 
only dreaming about for centuries. 

If you want another reason, here's one that really worries me, and 
concerns me deeply. 

My purpose in life is to point, in as many ways as possible, to Jesus.  But 
I’ve become, more and more, a rival with Jesus.  I have heard people blatantly 
asserting that God has revealed himself to the world through me.  You see 
that I have to put up with!  What a pedestal I have been put on!  And what a 
distortion of the truth that is! 

Surely it should be obvious, particularly to all readers of my books, that 
the supreme, the greatest, the most complete way in which God has revealed 
himself is in Jesus.  I'm here simply to try to describe and to give witness to 
that amazing revelation in him. 

It seems to me that all the capital letters, and the unwarranted use of 
HOLY, may have contributed much to this distortion.  I should have changed 
my name to ‘joe’ long before this.  I remember cringing the first time I was 
called the ‘Word of God’.  I hoped it wouldn’t be misunderstood, because  
‘The Word’ is the name for Jesus in John’s Gospel.  Jesus is the Word of God, 
not me!  I am simply here to be the record of God’s promise to speak to his 
people in a new way; and to point to Jesus as his ultimate way of relating and 
speaking with the human race.  It’s true, I record what God has said, I record 
God’s word (if you want to put it that way).  But it’s another thing to call me 
the ‘Word of God’.  I’m hoping that the change to lower-case joe may correct 
this.  Or is it too late? 

Maybe I also need to get across another reason for my name change that 
arises from being called the ‘Word of God’. 

Because I’m supposedly the WORD OF GOD, a lot of people, 
particularly so-called scholars, are forever arguing about what I’m saying, or 
meaning.   About what is the correct doctrine, what is the truth, the gospel 
truth.  No, they claim, the HOLY BIBLE doesn’t say THAT about God it says 
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THIS.  It doesn’t say THAT about you and me, about the church, about 
politics, about miracles, about, well you name it — it says THIS.  And there I 
am stuck on the pedestal.   A pedestal that towers over Jesus himself. 

No, I’m lower-case joe, worthy of no pedestal at all.  I speak about Jesus.  
That’s all I want to do.  And if you listen for that, you will get to know HIM.  
And when you know HIM, you will know the truth that gives real freedom 
(including the freedom from fighting and arguing about what I’ve written). 

Maybe I should also spell out to the readers of this Application Form one 
more reason for my name change — a reason that flows on from the point I 
have just made. 

As the WORD OF GOD, I am supposedly addressing the society in which 
you live.  And all societies in which you will ever live.  I’m hoping that when 
I’m recognised as the lower-case joe I really am, that expectation will be 
gone.  I’ll be free to be myself.  I’ll be the joe who recorded God’s encounter 
with people and societies in the distant past.  I’ll be the joe who recorded 
what Jesus said to the people among whom he lived, and what apostles and 
prophets and all kinds of inspired people said to the people among whom 
they lived.  A joe who has little concern about what their messages to people 
in the past may mean to people today. 

A joe who has a far greater concern.  A joe who recorded a message that 
has the power to give you a relationship with GOD, with JESUS and the HOLY 
SPIRIT.  (And the power is not in joe, but in the person PERSON from whom 
the message originated.)  Knowing THEM — and THEY are not confined to 
the past as joe is — you have all you need to know what God wishes the 
people among whom you are living now to know. 

I’m not sure how I can get all this down on this Form.  I reckon there’s an 
instruction that states I can include another page (or two) if the space 
provided isn’t sufficient for my answers.  That might help. 

My main concern is that the readers of this Application Form don’t 
dismiss this Applicant as some kind of a nut who’s having them on.  But wait a 
minute!  Maybe the authority and capitals of my present signature can give 
me the ordinary and unpretentious lower-case name I long for.  Who would 
dare dismiss a Form signed by ‘THE HOLY BIBLE’?   Where do I sign? 

Neil Stiller,  Feb 2019,  stillersite.wordpress.com


