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A Series Introduction

Dear Reader,

Welcome to The Dear Diary Style Files—your not-so-humble guide to the glorious mess that is English punctuation, grammar, and style. This series chronicles the literary trials and triumphs of a writer who’s just trying to get her act (and her syntax) together.

Each “diary” tackles one chaotic corner of the writing world—from panicked punctuation to nerve-fraying number formats—with equal parts sass and substance. It’s where style meets sarcasm, and where even the humble comma gets its moment in the spotlight.

Whether you're a newbie novelist, a weary wordsmith, or just someone who once almost killed Grandma with a missing comma, you're in the right place.

May your modifiers dangle with dignity,

Saoirse Temple
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Entry 1: The Period. Full Stop. End of Story. (.)
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Dear Diary,

Today I fell asleep halfway through my own sentence.

Not because I was tired. Because of him—the Period.

He’s so... final. He doesn’t flinch. He just shows up, like some tiny grammatical bouncer, and says, “Alright, that’s enough. Move along.” No room for debate. No second thoughts. Just a single dot—and suddenly we’re done here.

Honestly? It’s kind of rude.  

And yet... I need him.

I didn’t realize just how much until I tried writing a paragraph without him. Just for fun. You know—living on the edge, like punctuation never mattered and grammar rules were just a suggestion.

Here’s what I got:

I went to the store I bought milk and then I saw Jamie from school and I panicked because my hair was gross and I said hi anyway but I don’t think she heard me and then I tripped over a basket and now I think I’m banned from the dairy aisle forever

Yeah. It reads like a stream-of-consciousness anxiety spiral. Without periods, I sounded like I was being held hostage by my own thoughts. Even I couldn’t tell where one idea ended and another began—and I wrote it.

So maybe the Period isn’t trying to be a buzzkill. Maybe he’s just enforcing boundaries. Maybe he’s the punctuation mark I didn’t know I needed.

But here’s the thing. He’s also kind of... boring.

He’s the human equivalent of khaki pants and a pocket calculator. No sparkle. No mystery. Just quiet, respectable responsibility. He’s the guy who says “as per my last email” and means it.

And lately, I’ve noticed I’ve been using him a lot—especially when I don’t want to say what I really mean.

	“I’m fine.” (I’m not.)

	“It’s okay.” (It’s very much not okay.)

	“I don’t care.” (I care. So much. Too much.)


I’m starting to think the Period is more emotionally repressed than I realized. He’s that friend who never cries at movies and says things like, “Let’s not get carried away.”

And yet... there’s comfort in that, too. The Period shows up at the end of every thought like a little lifeguard whistle. He’s the one who makes sure I stop before I drown in my own sentences.

Also, I found out he goes by other names. Some people call him a “full stop.” That makes sense. He’s not the kind of guy who would settle for being halfway done. Then there’s the dot. I think that’s what people call him in informal text messages and URL introductions. “Dot com.” “Dot org.” He’s everywhere.

He even dabbles in math. That’s right—Mr. Beige Khaki with a calculator actually is a calculator. In math, he represents multiplication: 3 · 4 = 12. That surprised me. I mean, I always thought he was more subtraction energy, but hey—who knew?

Still, I think I resent him a little.

Because sometimes, using a period feels like giving up. Like drawing a line under something before I’ve had time to fully say it. I type one, and it’s like... there. That’s the thought. That’s all I get.

And if I’m being honest, I’ve got a lot of thoughts I’m not ready to stop having.

I’m probably projecting again. Sometimes, I do that.

Anyway. Today, I tried writing a love letter to my crush, and every sentence ended with a period. It felt robotic. Lifeless. I rewrote it with exclamation marks and then with question marks and then with nothing—just let the sentences float awkwardly into space.

Eventually, I gave up and sent a gif of a hedgehog holding a balloon.

No punctuation required.

Still, I guess Period deserves some credit. Without him, my pages would be a mess. My readers would be confused. And my teachers would send me back to remedial grammar with a note that says, “Please find the end of your thought.”

He might not be sexy. Or mysterious. Or emotionally available. But he shows up. He does his job. And sometimes, that's enough.

Writer’s Note to Self:
Respect the dot. He’s the quiet, competent one. And someday, you’ll miss him when you’re tangled in a sentence that doesn’t know how to end.
Yours, reluctantly resigned,
The Writer.
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Entry 2: My Questions Are Getting Out of Hand (?)
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Dear Diary,

How do you know when you’re spiraling?

Is it when you start ending sentences with question marks that aren’t technically questions? Like, “This is fine?” Or “I guess I’ll just go now?” Or maybe “Everything’s totally under control?” (Spoiler: it’s not.)

I think I might be under the influence of the Question Mark.

He’s got this energy. Tall. Bold. Just enough curve to make you wonder what he’s thinking—but never quite enough to tell you. He’s mysterious. Elusive. The kind of punctuation mark who shows up at midnight, taps on your brain, and whispers, “But what if it all goes wrong?”

And suddenly you’re up at 3 a.m. rewriting your grocery list because what if you forget the milk? What if you meant oat and got almond? What if that changes the entire trajectory of your life and you never recover?

Okay, yes. That’s dramatic.

But that’s the Question Mark for you. He feeds on uncertainty. He’s that annoying-but-charismatic friend who questions everything, even things that are clearly fine.

“You’re sure that’s the right word?”
“You’re really going to wear that?”
“You’re okay... right?”
He doesn’t just ask questions. He plants them—like little seeds of self-doubt that grow into full-blown existential gardens.

Today, I tried to write a simple scene:

She turned the key and opened the door.

But noooo. He had to swoop in and make it:

She turned the key and opened the door...?

Now the whole vibe has changed. Is she unsure? Is the door suspicious? Is there something behind it?! Is she walking into a trap? Into a new beginning? Into a metaphor?

WHY ARE WE SUDDENLY DOING LITERARY ANALYSIS!?

I mean, don’t get me wrong—he’s good at what he does. In the right place, he can make a sentence absolutely sizzle with tension:

Did she love him? Did she ever?

Now that hits. It’s vulnerable. It’s poignant. It’s a grammatical gut-punch in seven words.

But here’s the danger: once he gets inside your head, everything becomes a question.

Should I be a writer?
Am I actually good at this?
What if I’m just wasting time?
What if I’m not enough?

The Question Mark doesn’t answer those. He just winks, shrugs, and wanders off to go haunt someone else’s inner monologue.

And yet... I kind of admire him.

He’s not afraid to challenge things. He invites conversation. He makes space for wonder, for possibility. He’s the mark that opens doors—even if they’re a little creaky. Without him, stories would be lectures. With him, they’re conversations.

You know what I learned today? There’s a name for a sentence that forms a question: it’s called an interrogative sentence. Fancy, right? Sounds like something that wears a trench coat and investigates comma crimes.

But the real kicker? Question marks weren
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