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Readi ng and Proofreadi ng are
not the sanme thing.

You READ for meaning.

Y ou PROOFREAD to check the thousands of little marks on the page.

These optical illusions prove that your eyes cannot do two things at one time.

Isthisaduck or arabbit?

Do you see two faces or a vase? Isthisan old woman or a young woman?
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Pr oof readi ng Met hods

When we read for meaning, our eyeslook at units of meanings, or groups of two to five words. Often,
our eyes skip over words and our brainsfill in the gap. When you look at a piece of writing in order to
find the errors, you must dow down your eye movement o that you can seetheindividua characters
that make up the words and punctuation on the page. Here are some ways to do that:

ey
Ruler: Using aruler, or a second piece of paper, b —"
underline one line a atime as you proofread your text. — - _

Window Card: cu arectangular “window” into — =
an index card and dide it dong your text isolating one word —
a atime.

Read Backwar ds; Read your text from the last word to the first, from the final page to the

fird. Fird the to page find the from fird the ... (Thisis the greaet method for exposing misspelled
words.)

Read Out L oud: Rexd your paper out loud, marking the errors as you go.

riend to Friend: Read your paper out loud while afriend follows dong on a

copy and marks any errors. (Or your friend can read the paper out loud while you mark the
errors.)

Fi nger/Penci |: Using your finger or a pencil, point to each word as you read it.

Always assume thereis at least one error to be found and, if possible, let
your manuscript rest for a day or two before proofreading.

Why Spellchecking is not Proofreading

* A spdllchecker does not know how to choose the correct homonyms (theref/thelr, through/threw, sew/
S0, knew/new, rainfreign, past/passed, know/no).

* A spdlchecker does not know that when you typed “moth” you meant to type “mother.”

* A gpdllchecker does not know how to fix errorsin structure or grammar.
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Proof readi ng Practice

Rebuilding after Hurricane Mitch:
A ministry of love, not construction

| didn’t no what to expect. Sure, they told us what they knew: we would live in atarped shdlter,
there would be a outhouse, we would bathe in acreek or use buckets, a kitchen would be connected to
our living quarters. | imagined something like the set of MASH: sturdy buildings, tablestop St &, aplace
for our things. But when we arrived at the village, | didn’t even redize we where there Some boys were
kicking a bal around a muddy field, and there appeared to bet some work going on. But | didn’t see the
lean-too tarp and tin shacks as shelters; | didn't see the littered, rocky hillside as a community. Perhaps
thiswas awork ste. Where was the village.

As our guides drove back out a haf an hour to pick up the rest of our group, we were left with
our limited Spanish and our senses. We could hear the “pat-pat” of the women making tortillas, the
laughter of children playing soccer in the mud, adow trickle of water somewhere, and aradio with very
bad receptions playing Spanish rock music. We could see barefoot, young children carrying younger
children; women scrubbing clothes against washboard; men pushing whedbarrows of rock and mud;
and curious children beginning too gather around us. This was indeed avillage. The village where we
would spend the next week working aongside Honduran families who, one year ago, lost everything to
Hurricane Mitch.

Eighteen of my communication colleagues and | travelled and worked in two of the poorest
villages in Honduras. We worked dongside the villagers of Corraitos making stand by hurling shovels of
grave into a screen; mixing that sand with cement and beating the mixture into blocks, moving the
blocks to paettesin the field to dry; and carrying dry blocks up them rocky hillside to be placed, one by
one, on the row of partid houses in the backdrop. With the villagers of Nuevo Porvenir, we dug a
trench to help contral the flooding of the main, road into their community. But progress was dow, and
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something gtill didn’'t make sense to me. What was the point of spending hundreds of dollars to get
there, when

the money could have built houses exponentially faster than our feeble, gringo bodies? Wouldn't it have
been better to give then the money. We weren't trained in construction. Compared to them, we weren't
even strong.

One of our guidestold us it was aministry of love, not congtruction. They didn’'t need usto
build the houses -- they had a perfectly good start before we arrived and will finish their projects long
after we have returned home. He said nobody knows how many lives were logt in Hurricane Mitch and
that it's hard to to count people who never counted in the first place. We were there to show them that
they counted. We were there to show our love for God and our love for them, through God. Maybe |
didn’'t get it at firdt, but the Hondurans did. They said, “It gives us dignity.” In the end, it turned out that it
was there love that was the most powerful.

| wasin surviva mode al week and didn't realize how much the experience had affected me. |
was using most of my energy to try to stay hedthy and not be so homesick fort my family. | cried with
the Hondurans many times: a the worship service one year from the sorm that ripped their lives apart,
when men from the village who were leading the service knelt behind the dtar, covering their lowered
eyes with handkerchiefs; when others from the congregation stepped outside the tin shack that was their
church to dot the same; when saying good-bye and embracing Tula, our cook, and her assistants who
had al taken such good care of us; while shaking hands with the men and saying merdly, “Adios,
gracias, becauseit'sdl | could think of; while climbing into the Toyota four-wheder one last time, and
driving avay. But | didn’t know where these tears were coming from, and they felt contrived because |
waan't redly feding anything. Now | know, | wasn't letting mysdlf.

When | got home, | felt very done Thiswas the hardest part of my journey. Because my col-
leaguesand | dl went our separate ways, there was no one with whom to struggle to make sense of this.
And | missed the villagers. | new | wood, but the language barrier kept me from telling them so. When |
firg came home and was pulling muddy dothing piece by piece from my suitcase, it hit me “We left
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them there.” 1 mean, of course we did. They wouldn't want to be taken from their home. But lill, they
should have whet | have. Had | redly done dl that | could?

Sometimes | fed pretty tough: | survived aweek with not ectricity or running weter, of watch-
ing out for tarantulas in a makeshift latrine, of eating beans and tortillas for dmost every med, of work-
ing in ankle-degp mud in the mountains of a third-world country. But mostly, | fee humble and ashamed.
Thereis son much in my life| take for granted.

We gathered in ahotel in San Pedro Sula, two hours away from the villages where we worked,
for our fina worship service together. For communion, we purchased a smd| bottle of wineto go with a
hand-made tortillawe brought from our last med a the village. And before hem broke the
bread, our pastor said, “ There are only two things | know for sure: God loves you. And God loves

these people.” That'sdl | know for sure, to.

Key posted at www.kimgroninga.com/students
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