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Chapter 7 

Proofreading Tests 

Here’s the deal about proofreading tests: this is not a case of art imitating life. The goal of most 

proofreading tests is to cram in as many mistakes as possible. Actual proofreading projects are 

never rife with as many errors as the tests that would-be proofreaders take. So, take these tests 

with a grain of salt. Know that when you’re actually doing the job, you can enjoy what you’re 

reading a whole lot more. But for now, it’s all about finding the errors (and many are painfully 

obvious!).

Here are three proofreading tests, which get more involved and detailed as you go along. 

Following all three tests is a detailed answer key, with two versions of the tests. The first answer 

key shows the marked up test exactly the way in which you would return a completed test. The 

second answer key includes a running commentary to help explain some of the trickier aspects of 

the tests.  

Don’t do all three tests at once; your eyes will cross! Do the first one, review the answer key, 

take a break, and then do the next one. Don’t be too surprised if you find similar mistakes on the 

second test. After all, one of the many beauties of proofreading is that the errors are rather 

standard. It’s not like new errors come along every day; there’s a fairly reliable bank of 

frequently executed mistakes. After you’ve completed these tests, you’ll be armed with 

knowledge of the bulk of them.  

Onward, error seekers! 
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The Tests 

Proofreading Test #1 

Your Bigest Rock 

by Stefan Doering 

Used with permission. 

A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from Paris on the Paris-New York 

flightand I was really bummed! I got to Charles De Gaulle Airport 2 ½ hours early, 

thinking that was more than enough time to get a goood seat.  

Iwas wrong! The line was almost out the door.  

Iwas flying my favourite airline, Air India (the only airline I know of that 

assumes the following; you are a vegetarian, you eat Indian food, and you enjoy 

a lively flight. Because of the cheap air fare, the flights are packed with people 

and lugage.  

I like an exit row seat, especially on a long flight, because of my height. but 

looking at the line ahead, I was worried I would be squished like a sardeen in a 

middle seat.  

So I decided to make a little “game” of the situation. I call goals or 

outcomes “games’ to take the severity and stress out of the acheiving. If its a 

game, you enjoy the process and thus attract it to you much more powerfully. 

Besides, if you are having fun, “winning” becomes secondery.  

So I created a game on this ridiculousy crowed flight to have a great seat 

(Air India does not pre-book seats]! This would be a window seat with a nice view 

not over the wing with lots of leg space. And to add to the mix, I would like a 

gorgeus woman sit to next to me.
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laughed to myself when I created this game and then looked at the line, 

snaking it’s way to the front of several over-worked French airline ticket agents. 

As the line slowly moved ahead, I said, “Fat chance!” followed by, “Trust the 

universe, trust the universe! The uni verse will bring it to you exactlyy how it is 

supposed to be.”  

Finally, as I got closer to the check-in desk, the single line broke into 4 

individual lines and I chose one--the WRONG ONE!  

There was a woman ahead who had tons of luggage She was taking an 

inordinate amount of time trying to get her bag weighed as they were clearly over 

the limit. Meanwhile the other lines were moving. I said, “I’ll be lucky if I get an 

isle seat!” followed by, “Trust the universe! Relax and trust!”  

Finally they tell luggage lady to step aside to figure out how to redistribute 

her luggage weight, our line starts moving again. As I   become the 

next customer, luggage lady steps in front of me and I think, “Jeez!” followed by, 

“TRUST!”

Finally she is done and it is my turn. I walk up with my one small suitcase 

and ask the agent, “I don’t suppose you have any exit row seats left, do you.” 

She said, “Hold on, let me check.”

As she was checking the, supervisor came over and said, “We would like to 

upgrade you to First Class, but please don’t tell anyone otherwise we’ll have a 

stampeed.”

I smiled thanked him, and asked the ticket agent, “I don’t suppose you have 

any window seats available in first class” She exclaimed, “In fact, we have one 

left”
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Cool! Walking onto the airplane, I was smiling from ear to ear thinking how I 

was loving this game. I realized that if I had been stuborn and insisisted that 

luggage lady wait until I went ahead, she would be the one first flying class!  

First Class on a seven-forty-seven is up the Staircase at the front of the 

plane. Flight attendants show you to your huge, electronic seat and offer you 

endless drinks, Indian food, DVD movies, magazines, and newspapers.  

Still smiling, I looked out my window at the great view outside. 

I heard the final call for boarding: “Kindly take your seats; we aim to leave as 

scheduled at 4 p.m.” I noticed the seat next to me was still empty. It looked like It 

would have a huge amount of space on this flight! As I was thinking this, an out-

of-breath woman raced up the stairs and sat in the seat.  

And course of she was gorgeus. Yes, I love this game! 
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Proofreading Test #2 

A Year in Moscow 

by Colette Russen 

Used with permission. 

It wasn’t that Rispoli was tired. It was that he was dead tired. 

This was to have been his last day before a hard-earned two week vacation. 

Vacation that Janters, his boss, had guaranteed him. Vacation that Ripoli had had 

coming to him for well over a year. Vacation that was to have begun…nine hours 

earlier.

Why did kidnappings have to occur at the least oppoprtune moments? And 

why him? Janters had at least three other thugs working under him, why couldn’t 

he assign one of them to kidnap this diplomat’s brat? Rispoli sighed and ran his 

fingers through his unruly black hair. Sometimes working for a a large crime 

syndicate was not all it was cracked up to be.

IF things had gone according to plan, he’d be ordering his second scotch and 

soda from the stewardess and settling back in his first-class seat, well on his way 

to Bali—fun, sun, and brown, beautiful women in sorongs. Instead, he was 

slouched down in the front seat of a borrowed black ’84 Monte Carlo Super Sport, 

staring out the drivers side window through a light drizzle at a posh private school 

on the upper east side of Manhattan. He could make out half the name on 

inscribed on the brick; PREPARATORY Academy. The car stank of cigarette smoke, 

old fast food grease, and some kind of coconut air freshener that was hanging 

from the rear-view mirror. Instead of scotch and soda, he was drinking cold coffee 

from a stryofoam cup. He could feel a familiar burning sensation behind his 

sternum and popped a few rolaids. Diplomats, he thought. Just because they can 
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park anywhere they want, they think they can get away with anything? Don’t they 

know how things work in this city? The men Rispoli worked for had a lock on the 

city’s drug trade, and morons these from . . . where were they from again?

thought that they could muscle in with their own product, importing it 

from…wherever the heck they were from. Well, they would pay.  

His job was to snatch the diplomat’s daughter and take her to a safe house. 

The rest would be handled by other people, and he would finally be on his way to 

Bali.

A bell rang in the school, and kids started pouring out. But to Rispoli’s 

suprise, they were all boys. Geez, was he at the wrong school? He rechecked the 

address. Nope. And the description he had been given: blonde, gray skirt, blazer, 

red tie; name, Anika Straasen. All the boys were wearing gray pants and blazers 

and red ties, but… wait a minute. He saw her leaving the front door, surrounded 

by adoring twelve-year old boys. It had to be her; it couldn’t be anyone else. He 

mentally kicked himself for being in such a hurry that he didn’t get a picture or a 

more accurate  description.  

She was gorgeous. Long, slim legs; thick blond hair tied up in a loose knot, 

stray strands framing her face. And her face! High cheekbones, full lips. No 

wonder the twelve year olds all loved her. Who wouldn’t be in love with a teacher 

who looked like that? In Rispoli’s rush to get the job done, he had neglected to get 

her age. She had to be at least 28, Maybe 30, he thought.

He stayed in the car, trying to decide what todo. He watched her as she talked 

and interacted with the boys as their parents and caregivers came to pick them up, 

as they slowly filtered away and left her standing there by herself. She smiled at 
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one last boy and turned, walking back into the school. In a flash, he was out of the 

car and behind her. 

“Ms. Straasen?” she turned to face him, one hand on the door handle. “Are 

you Ms. Straassen?” he asked. 

A small smile played on her lips; she cocked her head to one side. “Yes, I 

am,” Her voice rose slight ly at the last word. 

“The famous Ms. Straasen.” he exclaimed, holding out his hand. “I thought I 

recognized you. My nephew was in your class two years ago, and he never 

stopped talking about you. I’m Michael Caputo.” 

Her smile grew, and she shook his hand. “Who was your nephew, Mr. 

Caputo? I don’t seem to remember that last name.” She had a slight accent; just 

enough to make her speeech seem sophisticated. 

“Oh, no, of course you wouldn’t—he’s my sisters boy. David.” He held his 

breath, hoping that David was a common enough name, but not so common he’d 

have to supply a surname. 

“David Gleason, of course.” A lovely boy.” She turned back toward the door; 

he took the handle and held it open for her. 

“I hate to impose, but I wonder if I could ask you a favor.” He lightly touched 

her shoulder. “I’m here with my son for an interview, and . . . he’s so nervous. 

He’s just turned eleven, and he’s very shy--I think he still hasn’t recovered from 

losing his mom last year and our move to the city. Could you help me coax him 

out of the car” He tried to keep a hopeful yet sad look on his face. I’m a widower,

he thoughtful. I’m so worried about my son. My poor, half-orphaned son who I’m 

sending to this rich-kid school because I’m wealthy and I’m so sad about my wife
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dying. Oh, please, nice lady, help me get my son out of the car so I can kidnap you 

and get my butt on a plane to Bali.

She smiled (reluctantly it seemed to him, and nodded. “Oh, this is just great! 

His name is Ben. We’re right over here--the big black car to the left at the curb.”  

She turned from the door and walked toward the car. He had just enough time 

to break the top off the glass vial in his pocket, tilting it so the ether spilled onto 

the handkercheif in his other hand. “He’s in the backseat.” 

She walked closer, bending down, grasping the handle. Her body stiffened, 

and and she started to turn. “There’s no one in—” 

Rispoli was right behind her, opening the door with one 

 hand, clamping the other hand wtih the handkerchief in it over her mouth and 

nose, pushing her agianst the car until she went limp against him. She didn’t even 

make a noise. He turned her around so it looked like they were a couple hugging. 

“Come on sweetie, it’s all right. I’ll take you home,” he said for the the benefit of 

anyone who might have been listening, although he was positive no one was. He 

laid her down across the backseat and covered her with his jacket. Once he closed 

the door, the tinted rear windows made it impossible to see inside He got in the 

car, started it up, and drove to a nearby private garage, where he reached into the 

backseat and checked her pulse. Strong. He put tape over her mouth—the ether 

would be wearing off shortly—and used a plastic zip tie to tie her hands and feet 

together. She was beginning to open her eyes, and he prepared to break another 

vial and give him another dose if she started to struggle.

She looked straight into his eyes, no tears, no fear, no nothing. Just cold, blue 

steel. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to kill you or or anything.” She 

nodded.. “Can you breath through your nose?” She made a little side-to-side 
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motion with her head—not exactly yes, but no exactly no. “If I take the tape off 

your mouth, will you scream?” She shook her head no. “If you scream, I will 

knock you out again. I mean it. Do you understand me?” Yes.  

Than he pulled the tape off quickly. The skin around her mouth was red, and it 

looked like it hurt. “Unnecessary,” she said quietly. The blue eyes flicked up, met 

his, and held his gaze. Have you got a cigarette?” 
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Proofreading Test #3 

Culture

by Suzanne Gillad 

Several years ago, I attended my first opera. On the drive to San Fransisco, 

Cal., from the contry, my friend Melissa and I drove passed the vineyards 

and dusty driverways. Aproaching the city, traffick increased heavly. I 

straightened my tie as we enteredt the theatre parking area, which was 

large enough to accomodate the throngs of people streaming in. We 

walked through a vast pavillion separating the theatre from the outside 

world. I felt like a millionaire in in my rented tuxedo and top hat. 

An usher held out his hand to me. “May I have your ticket please”, he 

requested politely? 

“Certainly. “I held it out to him as I peaked inside the theatre. 

The theatre was lit with miniscule electric candles thru-out and was 

beautifullu furnished with flamboyant colors of fabric. It was a a highly-

decorated site, which peaked mine curiousity. Every one at the opera 

seemed to be as decked out as I. I noted over fourty two plumed ladies 

hats, gentleman in dapper grey morniingsuits, and well behaved childrens 

in velvet dresses (although I comfess one parent was shushing a little girl!) 

My perusal was interrupted by the dimming of the multitude of lights. 

The opera was a grandaffair, featuring mighty men brandishing sords 

and women shreiking in fine tones. I was astounded that there vocal 
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chords stayed intact. It took awhile for me to figure out the plot, so 

absorbed was I in the joy full music, but I perservered. It seems a regal 

dutchess had lost her crown and was in jepardy of loosing her kingdom as 

well.

During Intermission after the first Act, we headed for the bar for a 

Cointreu and cinnamon bun. I was so anxious about what would happen 

to the princess, I could barely eat a morsal. 

act two beagn. To the never ending consternation of the ruler, the 

crown was not found. But the dutchess did not lose her power after all.

Exhilirated, I turned to Marissa after the curtain had come down. 

“That was quiet an extraordinary performance” I exclaimed! Inspite of my 

reservations , I had a lot of

fun.”
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The Test Commentary 

Proofreading Test #1 

Your Bigest Rock 

by Stefan Doering 

Used with permission. 

A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from Paris on the Paris-New York 

flightand I was really bummed! I got to Charles De Gaulle Airport 2 ½ hours early, 

thinking that was more than enough time to get a goood seat.  

Iwas wrong! The line was almost out the door.  

Iwas flying my favourite airline, Air India (the only airline I know of that 

assumes the following; you are a vegetarian, you eat Indian food, and you enjoy 

a lively flight. Because of the cheap air fare, the flights are packed with people 

and lugage.  

I like an exit row seat, especially on a long flight, because of my height. but 

looking at the line ahead, I was worried I would be squished like a sardeen in a 

middle seat.  

So I decided to make a little “game” of the situation. I call goals or 

outcomes “games’ to take the severity and stress out of the acheiving. If its a 

game, you enjoy the process and thus attract it to you much more powerfully. 

Besides, if you are having fun, “winning” becomes secondery.  

So I created a game on this ridiculousy crowed flight to have a great seat 

(Air India does not pre-book seats]! This would be a window seat with a nice view 

not over the wing with lots of leg space. And to add to the mix, I would like a 

gorgeus woman sit to next to me.  

Comment: An en-dash appears 
between compound adjectives (two 
distinct or opposite words/phrases that 
modify a noun).

Comment: A list of information is 
always set up by a colon, not a 
semicolon. 

Comment: When you see open 
parentheses, scan quickly to ensure that 
close parentheses appear as well. Close 
parentheses are frequently forgotten. 

Comment: Check that open and close 
quotes agree with each other. 

Comment: “Its” vs. “it’s” is a frequent 
error. “It’s” means “it is.” “Its” is 
possessive—meaning something belongs 
to something else. If you’re not sure, 
simply see if “it is” makes sense in the 
sentence. If it does, add the apostrophe. 

Comment: Brackets can look like close 
parentheses at first glance. Change this 
bracket to close parentheses. 
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laughed to myself when I created this game and then looked at the line, 

snaking it’s way to the front of several over-worked French airline ticket agents. 

As the line slowly moved ahead, I said, “Fat chance!” followed by, “Trust the 

universe, trust the universe! The uni verse will bring it to you exactlyy how it is 

supposed to be.”  

Finally, as I got closer to the check-in desk, the single line broke into 4 

individual lines and I chose one--the WRONG ONE!  

There was a woman ahead who had tons of luggage She was taking an 

inordinate amount of time trying to get her bag weighed as they were clearly over 

the limit. Meanwhile the other lines were moving. I said, “I’ll be lucky if I get an 

isle seat!” followed by, “Trust the universe! Relax and trust!”  

Finally they tell luggage lady to step aside to figure out how to redistribute 

her luggage weight, our line starts moving again. As I   become the 

next customer, luggage lady steps in front of me and I think, “Jeez!” followed by, 

“TRUST!”  

Finally she is done and it is my turn. I walk up with my one small suitcase 

and ask the agent, “I don’t suppose you have any exit row seats left, do you.” 

She said, “Hold on, let me check.”  

As she was checking the, supervisor came over and said, “We would like to 

upgrade you to First Class, but please don’t tell anyone otherwise we’ll have a 

stampeed.”  

I smiled thanked him, and asked the ticket agent, “I don’t suppose you have 

any window seats available in first class” She exclaimed, “In fact, we have one 

left”  

Comment: Insert “I” plus a space so 
the typesetter knows not to set 
“Ilaughed.” 

Comment: Here’s that sneaky “its” vs. 
“it’s” again. 

Comment: If you’re not sure whether 
“overworked” takes a hyphen, check Web 

11. Chances are if it’s in a proofreading 
test, it’s deliberately wrong! 

Comment: Two small dashes that 
introduce the break-in of a new thought 
indicate em-dash. 

Comment: Remember homonyms from 
third grade? “Isle” vs. “aisle” is a good 
one. 

Comment: When a sentence is a run-
on, changing a comma to a semicolon can 
fix it. 

Comment: Looks like the typesetter 
accidentally hit the TAB key. Simply 
“move text left” here, or “close up 
space”—your choice. 

Comment: It’s a judgment call whether 
to delete the comma or transpose it to 
read “As she was checking, the 
supervisor…” Based on the tone of this 
piece and for clarity’s sake, transpose the 
comma rather than deleting it. 

Comment: Well, she exclaims it, so it’s 
best to insert an exclamation point! 
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Cool! Walking onto the airplane, I was smiling from ear to ear thinking how I 

was loving this game. I realized that if I had been stuborn and insisisted that 

luggage lady wait until I went ahead, she would be the one first flying class!  

First Class on a seven-forty-seven is up the Staircase at the front of the 

plane. Flight attendants show you to your huge, electronic seat and offer you 

endless drinks, Indian food, DVD movies, magazines, and newspapers.  

Still smiling, I looked out my window at the great view outside. 

I heard the final call for boarding: “Kindly take your seats; we aim to leave as 

scheduled at 4 p.m.” I noticed the seat next to me was still empty. It looked like It 

would have a huge amount of space on this flight! As I was thinking this, an out-

of-breath woman raced up the stairs and sat in the seat.  

And course of she was gorgeus. Yes, I love this game! 

Comment: Run copy continuously 
here. “I heard” would easily fit on this 
line, based on the margins already 
established. 

Comment: Spell out numbers in 
dialogue; that is, when someone’s 
speaking, short numbers should be 
spelled out. However, cumbersome 
numbers such as “1984” need not be 
written out in text. 

Comment: The phrases A.M., P.M., and
B.C. all take small caps. 

Comment: Your eye will automatically 
correct this to read “of course.” Try 
reading line by line with a piece of white 
paper covering the rest of the page to 
avoid eye tricks.
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Proofreading Test #2 

A Year in Moscow 

by Colette Russen 

Used with permission. 

It wasn’t that Rispoli was tired. It was that he was dead tired. 

This was to have been his last day before a hard-earned two week vacation. 

Vacation that Janters, his boss, had guaranteed him. Vacation that Ripoli had had 

coming to him for well over a year. Vacation that was to have begun…nine hours 

earlier. 

Why did kidnappings have to occur at the least oppoprtune moments? And 

why him? Janters had at least three other thugs working under him, why couldn’t 

he assign one of them to kidnap this diplomat’s brat? Rispoli sighed and ran his 

fingers through his unruly black hair. Sometimes working for a a large crime 

syndicate was not all it was cracked up to be.  

IF things had gone according to plan, he’d be ordering his second scotch and 

soda from the stewardess and settling back in his first-class seat, well on his way 

to Bali—fun, sun, and brown, beautiful women in sorongs. Instead, he was 

slouched down in the front seat of a borrowed black ’84 Monte Carlo Super Sport, 

staring out the drivers side window through a light drizzle at a posh private school 

on the upper east side of Manhattan. He could make out half the name on 

inscribed on the brick; PREPARATORY Academy. The car stank of cigarette smoke, 

old fast food grease, and some kind of coconut air freshener that was hanging 

from the rear-view mirror. Instead of scotch and soda, he was drinking cold coffee 

from a stryofoam cup. He could feel a familiar burning sensation behind his 

sternum and popped a few rolaids. Diplomats, he thought. Just because they can 

Comment: Add hyphen to adjectival 
phrases (two- or three-word phrases that 
modify the noun). 

Comment: Insert an “s” to correctly 
spell “Rispoli.” Names are always 
misspelled on tests. Keep a running list of 
proper nouns as they occur; then you 
won’t have to scramble back through the 
text to find the earlier appearances. 

Comment: This sentence is made up of 
two complete thoughts that could stand 
on their own; change the comma to a 
semicolon.

Comment: Capitalize questions after a 
colon. 

Comment: Small articles—a, an, the—
will often appear twice in a row. Watch 
for it. 

Comment: The side window belongs to 
the driver, so it takes a possessive: 
“driver’s-side window.” Don’t forget the 
hyphen, too! 

Comment: Heralding an announcement 
or information requires a colon, not a 
semicolon. 

Comment: “PREPARATORY ACADEMY”
should all be in small caps. 

Comment: Rolaids is capitalized 
because it’s trademarked. Check out 
http://www.inta.org/tmcklst1.htm for 
trademarked names. 
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park anywhere they want, they think they can get away with anything? Don’t they 

know how things work in this city? The men Rispoli worked for had a lock on the 

city’s drug trade, and morons these from . . . where were they from again?

thought that they could muscle in with their own product, importing it 

from…wherever the heck they were from. Well, they would pay.  

His job was to snatch the diplomat’s daughter and take her to a safe house. 

The rest would be handled by other people, and he would finally be on his way to 

Bali.  

A bell rang in the school, and kids started pouring out. But to Rispoli’s 

suprise, they were all boys. Geez, was he at the wrong school? He rechecked the 

address. Nope. And the description he had been given: blonde, gray skirt, blazer, 

red tie; name, Anika Straasen. All the boys were wearing gray pants and blazers 

and red ties, but… wait a minute. He saw her leaving the front door, surrounded 

by adoring twelve-year old boys. It had to be her; it couldn’t be anyone else. He 

mentally kicked himself for being in such a hurry that he didn’t get a picture or a 

more accurate  description.  

She was gorgeous. Long, slim legs; thick blond hair tied up in a loose knot, 

stray strands framing her face. And her face! High cheekbones, full lips. No 

wonder the twelve year olds all loved her. Who wouldn’t be in love with a teacher 

who looked like that? In Rispoli’s rush to get the job done, he had neglected to get 

her age. She had to be at least 28, Maybe 30, he thought.  

He stayed in the car, trying to decide what todo. He watched her as she talked 

and interacted with the boys as their parents and caregivers came to pick them up, 

as they slowly filtered away and left her standing there by herself. She smiled at 

Comment: Transpose “morons these.” 
Sometimes it takes a bit of juggling to 
figure out what the author means! 

Comment: Insert “r.” This is a 
common misspelling because of the way 
“surprise” is often pronounced. 

Comment: Don’t forget to hyphenate 
the entire phrase “twelve-year-old boys.” 
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one last boy and turned, walking back into the school. In a flash, he was out of the 

car and behind her. 

“Ms. Straasen?” she turned to face him, one hand on the door handle. “Are 

you Ms. Straassen?” he asked. 

A small smile played on her lips; she cocked her head to one side. “Yes, I 

am,” Her voice rose slight ly at the last word. 

“The famous Ms. Straasen.” he exclaimed, holding out his hand. “I thought I 

recognized you. My nephew was in your class two years ago, and he never 

stopped talking about you. I’m Michael Caputo.” 

Her smile grew, and she shook his hand. “Who was your nephew, Mr. 

Caputo? I don’t seem to remember that last name.” She had a slight accent; just 

enough to make her speeech seem sophisticated. 

“Oh, no, of course you wouldn’t—he’s my sisters boy. David.” He held his 

breath, hoping that David was a common enough name, but not so common he’d 

have to supply a surname. 

“David Gleason, of course.” A lovely boy.” She turned back toward the door; 

he took the handle and held it open for her. 

“I hate to impose, but I wonder if I could ask you a favor.” He lightly touched 

her shoulder. “I’m here with my son for an interview, and . . . he’s so nervous. 

He’s just turned eleven, and he’s very shy--I think he still hasn’t recovered from 

losing his mom last year and our move to the city. Could you help me coax him 

out of the car” He tried to keep a hopeful yet sad look on his face. I’m a widower,

he thoughtful. I’m so worried about my son. My poor, half-orphaned son who I’m  

Comment: Full sentence begins with a 
capital.

Comment:  Watch spelling of proper 
names! 

Comment: Change comma to period 
because what follows is a full sentence. 

Comment: If “he exclaimed” a moment 
later, add an exclamation point here. 

Comment: Add apostrophe for 
possessive.

Comment: Delete additional quotes. 
For every open quote, there should follow 
one close quote. 

Comment: Insert “?” because he asked 
a question. 
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sending to this rich-kid school because I’m wealthy and I’m so sad about my wife

dying. Oh, please, nice lady, help me get my son out of the car so I can kidnap you 

and get my butt on a plane to Bali.

She smiled (reluctantly it seemed to him, and nodded. “Oh, this is just great! 

His name is Ben. We’re right over here--the big black car to the left at the curb.”  

She turned from the door and walked toward the car. He had just enough time 

to break the top off the glass vial in his pocket, tilting it so the ether spilled onto 

the handkercheif in his other hand. “He’s in the backseat.” 

She walked closer, bending down, grasping the handle. Her body stiffened, 

and and she started to turn. “There’s no one in—” 

Rispoli was right behind her, opening the door with one 

 hand, clamping the other hand wtih the handkerchief in it over her mouth and 

nose, pushing her agianst the car until she went limp against him. She didn’t even 

make a noise. He turned her around so it looked like they were a couple hugging. 

“Come on sweetie, it’s all right. I’ll take you home,” he said for the the benefit of 

anyone who might have been listening, although he was positive no one was. He 

laid her down across the backseat and covered her with his jacket. Once he closed 

the door, the tinted rear windows made it impossible to see inside He got in the 

car, started it up, and drove to a nearby private garage, where he reached into the 

backseat and checked her pulse. Strong. He put tape over her mouth—the ether 

would be wearing off shortly—and used a plastic zip tie to tie her hands and feet 

together. She was beginning to open her eyes, and he prepared to break another 

vial and give him another dose if she started to struggle.  

She looked straight into his eyes, no tears, no fear, no nothing. Just cold, blue 

steel. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to kill you or or anything.” She 

Comment: This phrase is still part of 
his thought, so it should be italicized. 

Comment: “Handkerchief” and “chief” 
are commonly misspelled. 

Comment: Run copy continuously. 

Comment: Multiple appearances of 
small words will happen frequently in 
tests. Anticipate them. 

Comment: Change “him” to “her.”  



 © Paid to Proofread LLC  160 DO NOT DUPLICATE

nodded.. “Can you breath through your nose?” She made a little side-to-side 

motion with her head—not exactly yes, but no exactly no. “If I take the tape off 

your mouth, will you scream?” She shook her head no. “If you scream, I will 

knock you out again. I mean it. Do you understand me?” Yes.  

Than he pulled the tape off quickly. The skin around her mouth was red, and it 

looked like it hurt. “Unnecessary,” she said quietly. The blue eyes flicked up, met 

his, and held his gaze. Have you got a cigarette?” 

Comment: “Breath” is a noun. Add an 
“e” to create the verb “breathe.” 

Comment: “Then” means “at that 
time.” “Than” is a preposition which 
means “in comparison with.”

Comment: Add open quotes to match 
the close quotes. 
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Proofreading Test #3 

Culture 

by Suzanne Gillad 

Several years ago, I attended my first opera. On the drive to San Fransisco, 

Cal., from the contry, my friend Melissa and I drove passed the vineyards 

and dusty driverways. Aproaching the city, traffick increased heavly. I 

straightened my tie as we enteredt the theatre parking area, which was 

large enough to accomodate the throngs of people streaming in. We 

walked through a vast pavillion separating the theatre from the outside 

world. I felt like a millionaire in in my rented tuxedo and top hat. 

An usher held out his hand to me. “May I have your ticket please”, he 

requested politely? 

“Certainly. “I held it out to him as I peaked inside the theatre. 

The theatre was lit with miniscule electric candles thru-out and was 

beautifullu furnished with flamboyant colors of fabric. It was a a highly-

decorated site, which peaked mine curiousity. Every one at the opera 

seemed to be as decked out as I. I noted over fourty two plumed ladies 

hats, gentleman in dapper grey morniingsuits, and well behaved childrens 

in velvet dresses (although I comfess one parent was shushing a little girl!) 

My perusal was interrupted by the dimming of the multitude of lights. 

The opera was a grandaffair, featuring mighty men brandishing sords 

and women shreiking in fine tones. I was astounded that there vocal 

Comment: Extra points for spelling the 
author’s name correctly! 

Comment: You have a choice to spell 
out “California” or to use the accepted 
abbreviation, “CA.” 

Comment: “Past” and “passed” are 
homonyms. 

Comment: This should read, “As we 
approached the city.” Otherwise, it’s the 
traffic that approached the city. 

Comment: The question itself takes the 
question mark, not the end of the entire 
sentence. 

Comment: No need for a comma after 
a question mark. 

Comment: More homonyms: “peeked.”

Comment: “Minuscule” is commonly 
spelled wrong. 

Comment: “Thru-out” is slang. 
“Throughout” is correct. 

Comment: An adverb ending in “ly” 
followed by a particle or adjective is 
always open. This is an advanced 
proofreading concept! 

Comment: A triple homonym! Not 
“peaked,” not “peeked,” but “piqued.” 

Comment: Add apostrophe for 
possessive.

Comment: “Gentleman” is singular; 
“gentlemen” is plural. 

Comment: “Grey” is British spelling; 
Americans prefer “gray,” as Web 11 will 
tell you. 

Comment: Don’t forget final 
punctuation after parentheses. 

Comment: “There” is a place. “Thier” 
belongs to them. 
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chords stayed intact. It took awhile for me to figure out the plot, so 

absorbed was I in the joy full music, but I perservered. It seems a regal 

dutchess had lost her crown and was in jepardy of loosing her kingdom as 

well. 

During Intermission after the first Act, we headed for the bar for a 

Cointreu and cinnamon bun. I was so anxious about what would happen 

to the princess, I could barely eat a morsal. 

act two beagn. To the never ending consternation of the ruler, the 

crown was not found. But the dutchess did not lose her power after all.  

Exhilirated, I turned to Marissa after the curtain had come down. 

“That was quiet an extraordinary performance” I exclaimed! Inspite of my 

reservations , I had a lot of  

fun.”

Comment: They sing “chords” with 
their vocal “cords.” 

Comment: Lowercase “act” when it is 
not a proper noun. 

Comment: “Cointreau” is the brand 
name. (Check www.inta.org or your 
liquor cabinet!) 

Comment: Earlier she was a duchess, 
not a princess. 

Comment: Capitalize here because 
“Act Two” is a proper noun in this 
context. 

Comment: Did you begin to think 
“duchess” is spelled with a “t” because it 
has appeared that way so many times? 
Don’t let ’em fool you. 

Comment: Her name was Melissa on 
the previous page. 

Comment: With this punctuation, the 
sentence is exclaiming rather than the 
character. Place emotional punctuation 
within quotes. 
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Appendix

Juicy List of Commonly Misspelled Words 

There are some gems in here that may surprise you: 

absence 

accessible 

accommodate

achievement 

ad nauseam 

a lot 

amateur 

arctic 

argument 

ascend 

atheist 

auxiliary 

balloon

barbecue 

beggar 

beginning 

believe 

benefit 

broccoli 

calendar 

camouflage 

carburetor

Caribbean 

cemetery 

characteristic 

chili 

condescend 

congratulations 

conscious 

controversial 

courteous 

daiquiri

Dalmatian 

deceive 

defendant 

definitely

desiccate 

dictionary 

disastrous 

dumbbell 

ecstasy

eighth

eligible 

embarrassing 

environment 

exceed 

exercise 

exhaust 

facsimile 

Fahrenheit 

familiar 

February 

fiery

fluorescent 

forfeit

fulfill

Gandhi 

gauge 

genius 

government 

grammar 

guarantee 

guerrilla

guttural

handkerchief 

harassment 

height

hemorrhage 

heroes 

hierarchy 

hypocrisy

idiosyncrasy 

ignorance 

immediately 

implement 

independence 

inoculate 

introduce 

irresistible 

island 

jealousy 

jewelry 

judicial 

Juilliard

knight

knowledge 

laboratory 

legitimate 

length 

leprechaun 

liaison

license 

lieutenant 

lightning

liquefy 

luxury

maintenance 

maneuver 

marriage 

marshmallow 

medicine 

memento 

millennium 

miniature 

minuscule 

miscellaneous 

mischievous 

missile 

misspelled

mortgage 

muscle 

nauseous 

necessary

neighbor

neutron  

newsstand 

ninety  

ninth

noticeable

nuisance 

occurred 

obedience  

obstacle  

occasionally  

occurrence  

official

omission

omit

omitted  

opinion

opportunity

oppression  

optimism

optimistic

orchestra  

ordinarily  

outrageous  

overrun

pamphlets  

parallel  

particular  

pastime 

pavilion 

peaceable 

peculiar 

penetrate 

perceive 

performance  

permanent  
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permissible  

permitted

perseverance  

persistence  

personnel  

perspiration  

pharaoh 

physical

physician  

piece  

pleasant  

portray  

possession  

possibility

practically

precede 

precedence  

preceding  

preference  

preferred  

prejudice  

preparation  

prevalent  

principal  

principle  

privilege  

probably  

proceed  

professor  

pronunciation  

propaganda 

psychology  

publicly

puerile 

pursue 

quantity  

quarantine  

questionnaire 

quizzes 

raspberry 

realistically

realize  

recede  

receipt

receive  

recommend  

reference referring  

relevant  

relieving  

religious  

remembrance  

reminiscence 

renowned 

reservoir  

resistance  

restaurant  

rhyme 

rhythm

ridiculous

roommate 

sacrilegious  

sacrifice

safety  

salary 

sandals 

schedule  

secede  

secretary

seize  

sentence  

separate  

sergeant  

simile  

simultaneous 

 sincerely  

sophomore  

souvenir  

specimen  

sponsor

spontaneous  

strategy  

strength 

stubbornness 

subpoena  

subtle  

succeed

sufficient 

supersede  

suppress 

susceptible  

syllable 

symmetrical  

synonymous

technical  

technique  

temperamental  

temperature  

tendency  

theories  

therefore  

though

threshold 

through

tomorrow

tournament  

twelfth

tyranny  

unanimous  

unforgettable  

unique  

unnecessary  

until

usage  

usually

utilization

vacuum  

valuable  

vengeance 

village  

villain

vinaigrette 

violence  

visible

vision

warrant  

weather  

Wednesday  

weird 

wholly

withdrawal  

yacht  

yield  

young
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Glossary

Acquisitions editor: person who takes 

responsibility for finding and buying a 

publishable manuscript

Author’s alteration (AA): author’s change 

or other manuscript alteration that is not 

a printer’s error (PE)

Bad Break (BB): incorrectly hyphenated 

word at the end of a typeset line 

Boldface (Bf): term identifying a typeface 

weight that is heavy and black 

Bound book: the finished product, ready to 

be sold

Camera-ready: copy that the printer will 

use to photograph and print a book

Caps (UC): capital letters of the alphabet 

Cold read: one piece of copy is read straight 

through, with nothing to compare it 

against

Comparison read: two pieces of copy are 

compared to ensure that they are 

identical; also called a slug read

Compositor: person who transforms the 

manuscript into galley pages; also 

known as a typesetter

Copy: manuscript before it is printed; also 

all typewritten material before it is 

printed

Copyeditor: a person who reviews and 

corrects a raw manuscript for content 

and mechanics

Dead copy: the original manuscript or a 

proofread, typed version of the 

manuscript used to compare against 

typeset versions 

Designer: person responsible for the layout 

and graphics and physical appearance of 

the book

F&Gs (folded and gathered): a set of galleys 

that may be sent to the Production 

Editor, once a book is fully printed and 

before being bound, to make sure no 

major errors have crept in (The term 

F&G—folded and gathered—is from the 

days when books were printed on large 

sheets of paper, then folded and cut to 

size.) 

First pass: the first version of typeset pages 

from a manuscript—a rough proof of 

type, usually not assembled, for 

inspection and review before the print 

run

Foul: “dead” manuscript, or pages that are 

no longer used because an updated 

corrected version has been produced 

Italic: a style of type that slants to the right 

Manuscript: a book in loose pages 

submitted to a publishing house for 

evaluation and/or publication 

Out of house: any work that takes place 

outside of the publishing offices

Page proofs: the manuscript typeset by the 

compositor/typesetter

Print run: the number of copies that are to 

be printed

Printer’s error: an error made by the 

typesetter or printer in production 

Production manager: an in-house person 

who farms out the work to a production

editor
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Production editor (PE): a person who 

coordinates all steps in the publishing 

process from raw manuscript to bound 

book

Proof: a sample sheet of printed material 

that is checked against the original 

manuscript 

Proofreader: a person who reads the typed 

or typeset copy against the original 

manuscript to make sure it is 

typographically correct 

Proofreader’s marks: shorthand symbols 

used to indicate alterations or corrections 

in the copy. The symbols are standard 

throughout the printing industry 

Query: a question concerning the copy by 

the proofreader to the editor, author, or 

typesetter 

Roman: term often used to describe serif 

type 

Run in: to set type with no paragraph breaks 

or to insert new copy without creating a 

new paragraph 

Running head: a book title or chapter head 

repeated at the top of every page in a 

book

Second pass: the second version of typeset 

pages from a manuscript, with 

implemented corrections from the first

pass

Slugging: reading the galleys against the 

original manuscript, looking for errors 

either by the typesetter or the copyeditor

Typesetter: person who transforms the 

manuscript into galley pages; also 

known as a compositor

Transpose: a common typographic error in 

which letters or words are not correctly 

placed 

Typesetter: the person who sets type 

Typeset pages/galleys: a rough proof of 

type, usually in loose-leaf pages, for 

review to ensure that type is correctly set 

Word break: breaking a word on a syllable 

at the end of one line and continuing the 

word on the following line 

Wrong font (wf): a type character set in a 

face, style, or size other than that 

specified


