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  Elements	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  
saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
  
cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  
free	
  street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
   it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  
in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  
un>l	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
  
along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
   lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
   in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
   upon	
   his	
  
heart;	
   that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
   tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
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With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  
saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
  
cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  
free	
  street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
   it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  
in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  
un>l	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
  
along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
   lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
   in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
   upon	
   his	
  
heart;	
   that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
   tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  
	
  



I	
  have	
  a	
  theory	
  about	
  the	
  human	
  
mind.	
  A	
  brain	
  is	
  a	
  lot	
  like	
  a	
  
computer.	
  It	
  will	
  only	
  take	
  so	
  many	
  
facts,	
  and	
  then	
  it	
  will	
  go	
  on	
  
overload	
  and	
  blow	
  up.	
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With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  
and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  
exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  
strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  
turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  
and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  
morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  
long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  

Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  

and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  

iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  

wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  

exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  
strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  

turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  
and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  

morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  

tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  

long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
   eager	
   eyes	
   and	
  
strained	
   aXen>on,	
   Mr	
  
H a r e d a l e	
   s a w	
   h i m	
  
chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
  
barred	
  up	
   in	
  his	
   cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
   he	
   had	
   leZ	
   the	
   jail,	
  
and	
   stood	
   in	
   the	
   free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
iron	
   plates	
   upon	
   the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
   to	
   assure	
   himself	
  
that	
   it	
   was	
   real;	
   and	
   to	
  
exult	
   in	
   its	
   being	
   so	
  
strong,	
   and	
   rough,	
   and	
  
cold.	
   It	
   was	
   not	
   un>l	
   he	
  
turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
   streets,	
   so	
   lifeless	
  
and	
   quiet	
   in	
   the	
   bright	
  
morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
  
weight	
   upon	
   his	
   heart;	
  
that	
   he	
   knew	
   he	
   was	
  
tortured	
   by	
   anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
   that	
   home	
   itself	
   was	
  
but	
   another	
   bead	
   in	
   the	
  
long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  

Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  

barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  

and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  

iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  

wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  

exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  
strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  

turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  

and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  
morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  

weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  

tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  

and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  

long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
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With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  
and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  
exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  
strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  
turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  
and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  
morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  
long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  a9en:on,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leD	
  the	
  jail,	
  
and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  
the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  
and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  
stone	
  wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  
himself	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  
and	
  to	
  exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  
so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un:l	
  he	
  
turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  
the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  
lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  
bright	
  morning,	
  that	
  he	
  
felt	
  the	
  weight	
  upon	
  his	
  
heart;	
  that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  
was	
  tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  
for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  leD	
  at	
  
home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  
itself	
  was	
  but	
  another	
  
bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  
his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aBen1on,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leE	
  the	
  jail,	
  
and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  
exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  
and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  
was	
  not	
  un1l	
  he	
  turned	
  his	
  
back	
  upon	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  
glanced	
  along	
  the	
  empty	
  
streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  and	
  
quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  
morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leE	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  
long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  
strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  
chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  
and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  
street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  
drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  
that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  
exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  
strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  
cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  
turned	
  his	
  back	
  upon	
  the	
  
jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  
and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  
morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  
that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  
and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  
long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
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Legibility	
  
With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  attention,	
  Mr	
  
Haredale	
  saw	
  him	
  chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  
barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  left	
  
the	
   jail,	
   and	
   stood	
   in	
   the	
   free	
   street,	
  
without,	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   iron	
   plates	
   upon	
   the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  
the	
  stone	
  wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  
real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  
rough,	
   and	
   cold.	
   It	
   was	
   not	
   until	
   he	
   turned	
  
his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
   along	
  
the	
   empty	
   streets,	
   so	
   lifeless	
   and	
   quiet	
   in	
  
the	
   bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
  
upon	
   his	
   heart;	
   that	
   he	
   knew	
   he	
   was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  left	
  at	
  
home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  but	
  another	
  
bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  

With	
   eager	
   eyes	
   and	
   strained	
   attention,	
  
Mr	
   Haredale	
   saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
  
locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
   cell.	
   Nay,	
  
when	
   he	
   had	
   left	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   stood	
   in	
  
the	
   free	
   street,	
   without,	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   iron	
  
plates	
   upon	
   the	
   doors,	
   with	
   his	
   hands,	
  
and	
   drew	
   them	
   over	
   the	
   stone	
   wall,	
   to	
  
assure	
   himself	
   that	
   it	
   was	
   real;	
   and	
   to	
  
exult	
   in	
   its	
   being	
   so	
   strong,	
   and	
   rough,	
  
and	
   cold.	
   It	
   was	
   not	
   until	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
  
back	
  upon	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  
empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
  
upon	
   his	
   heart;	
   that	
   he	
   knew	
   he	
   was	
  
tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  left	
  
at	
   home;	
   and	
   that	
   home	
   itself	
   was	
   but	
  
another	
   bead	
   in	
   the	
   long	
   rosary	
   of	
   his	
  
regrets.	
  

Readability	
  



With eager eyes and strained attention, 
Mr Haredale saw him chained, and locked 
and barred up in his cell.  Nay, when he 
had left the jail, and stood in the free 
street, without, he felt the iron plates 
upon the doors, with his hands, and drew 
them over the stone wall, to assure 
himself that it was real; and to exult 
in its being so strong, and rough, and 
cold.  It was not until he turned his 
back upon the jail, and glanced along 
the empty streets, so lifeless and quiet 
in the bright morning, that he felt the 
weight upon his heart; that he knew he 
was tortured by anxiety for those he had 
left at home; and that home itself was 
but another bead in the long rosary of 
his regrets. !
 !

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  saw	
  
him	
  chained,	
  and	
  locked	
  and	
  barred	
  up	
  in	
  his	
  cell.	
  Nay,	
  
when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  free	
  street,	
  
without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  doors,	
  with	
  his	
  
hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  
himself	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  
and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  un>l	
  he	
  turned	
  his	
  back	
  
upon	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  glanced	
  along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
  
lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  morning,	
  that	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  
weight	
  upon	
  his	
  heart;	
  that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  tortured	
  by	
  
anxiety	
  for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  
was	
  but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  
	
  	
  

Monospaced	
  font	
   Propor>onal	
  font	
  

Each letter contains the 
same amount of space in 
the text. - 12 pt. 
Courier)!

Each	
  leXer	
  occupies	
  only	
  the	
  space	
  it	
  
needs	
  in	
  the	
  text.	
  –	
  12	
  pt.	
  Calibri.	
  





READING	
  ALL	
  CAPS	
  IS	
  MORE	
  DIFFICULT	
  
than	
  Reading	
  in	
  Title	
  Case.	
  

“…HE	
  KNEW	
  HE	
  WAS	
  TORTURED	
  	
  
BY	
  ANXIETY	
  FOR	
  THOSE	
  HE	
  HAD	
  	
  
LEFT	
  AT	
  HOME;	
  AND	
  THAT	
  	
  
HOME	
  ITSELF	
  WAS	
  BUT	
  	
  
ANOTHER	
  BEAD	
  IN	
  THE	
  LONG	
  
ROSARY	
  OF	
  HIS	
  REGRETS.”	
  
	
  
-­‐BARNABY	
  RUDGE,	
  CHAPTER	
  61	
  
	
  

“…he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  tortured	
  by	
  	
  
anxiety	
  for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  	
  
home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  	
  
rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.”	
  
	
  
-­‐Barnaby	
  Rudge,	
  Chapter	
  61	
  
	
  



Headlines	
  are	
  an	
  excep>on.	
  





Reading	
  
Ver>cally	
  	
  
is	
  	
  
more	
  	
  
difficult	
  
than	
  reading	
  Horizontally.	
  	
  

VERTICAL	
  READIN
G	
  



Reading	
  white	
  text	
  on	
  a	
  black	
  
background	
  is	
  harder	
  than	
  
	
  
	
  
“…he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  
for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  
home	
  itself	
  was	
  but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  
the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.”	
  
	
  
-­‐Barnaby	
  Rudge,	
  Chapter	
  61	
  
	
  

Reading	
  black	
  text	
  on	
  a	
  white	
  
background	
  
	
  
	
  
“…he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
  tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
  
for	
  those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  
home	
  itself	
  was	
  but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  	
  
the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.”	
  
	
  
-­‐Barnaby	
  Rudge,	
  Chapter	
  61	
  
	
  



The	
  almost	
  perfect	
  example.	
  



After reading the

the sentence, you are

now aware that the

the human brain

often does not

inform you that the

the word ‘the’ has

been repeated twice

every time.




What	
  We	
  See	
  



After reading the

the sentence, you are

now aware that the

the human brain

often does not

inform you that the

the word ‘the’ has

been repeated twice

every time.




What’s	
  Really	
  There	
  
After reading the

the sentence, you are

now aware that the

the human brain

often does not

inform you that the

the word ‘the’ has

been repeated twice

every time.






On that same night—events so crowd upon 
each other in convulsed and distracted times, 
that more than the stirring incidents of a whole 
life often become compressed into the compass 
of four-and-twenty hours—on that same night, 
Mr Haredale, having strongly bound his 
prisoner, with the assistance of the sexton, and 

challenge an attempt at rescue. Directing the 
sexton to lead the horse, he walked close by the 
murderer's side, and in this order they reached 
the village about the middle of the night. 

The people were all awake and up, for they 
were fearful of being burnt in their beds, and 
sought to comfort and assure each other by 

person who should aid in extinguishing the 
fire, or render the least assistance to him, or any 
Catholic whomsoever. Their threats extended to 
their lives and all they possessed. They were 
assembled for their own protection, and could 
not endanger themselves by lending any aid to 
him. This they told him, not without hesitation 

forced him to mount his horse, conducted him 
to Chigwell;  bent upon procuring a conveyance 
to London from that place, and carrying him at 
once before a justice. The disturbed state of the 
town would be, he knew, a sufficient reason for 
demanding the murderer's committal to prison 
before daybreak, as no man could answer for 
the security of any of the watch-houses or 
ordinary places of detention; and to convey a 
prisoner through the streets when the mob 
were again abroad, would not only be a task of 
great danger and hazard, but would be to 

watching in company. A few of the stoutest-
hearted were armed and gathered in a body on 
the green. To these, who knew him well, Mr 
Haredale addressed himself, briefly narrating 
what had happened, and beseeching them to 
aid in conveying the criminal to London before 
the dawn of day. 

But not a man among them dared to help him 
by so much as the motion of a finger. The 
rioters,  in their passage through the village, had 
menaced with their fiercest vengeance, any 

and regret, as they kept aloof in the moonlight 
and glanced fearfully at the ghostly rider, who, 
with his head drooping on his breast and his 
hat slouched down upon his brow, neither 
moved nor spoke. 

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and 
indeed hardly knowing how to do so after what 
they had seen of the fury of the crowd, Mr 
Haredale besought them that at least they 
would leave him free to act for himself,  and 
would suffer him to take the only chaise and 

...home itself was but another bead in the long rosary of his regrets. 



On that same night—events so crowd upon 
each other in convulsed and distracted times, 
that more than the stirring incidents of a whole 
life often become compressed into the compass 
of four-and-twenty hours—on that same night, 
Mr Haredale, having strongly bound his 
prisoner, with the assistance of the sexton, and 
forced him to mount his horse, conducted him 
to Chigwell;  bent upon procuring a conveyance 
to London from that place, and carrying him at 
once before a justice. The disturbed state of the 
town would be, he knew, a sufficient reason for 
demanding the murderer's committal to prison 
before daybreak, as no man could answer for 
the security of any of the watch-houses or 
ordinary places of detention; and to convey a 
prisoner through the streets when the mob 
were again abroad, would not only be a task of 
great danger and hazard, but would be to 
challenge an attempt at rescue. Directing the 
sexton to lead the horse, he walked close by the 

murderer's side, and in this order they reached 
the village about the middle of the night. 

The people were all awake and up, for they 
were fearful of being burnt in their beds, and 
sought to comfort and assure each other by 
watching in company. A few of the stoutest-
hearted were armed and gathered in a body on 
the green. To these, who knew him well, Mr 
Haredale addressed himself, briefly narrating 
what had happened, and beseeching them to 
aid in conveying the criminal to London before 
the dawn of day. 

But not a man among them dared to help him 
by so much as the motion of a finger. The 
rioters,  in their passage through the village, had 
menaced with their fiercest vengeance, any 
person who should aid in extinguishing the 
fire, or render the least assistance to him, or any 
Catholic whomsoever. Their threats extended to 
their lives and all they possessed. They were 

assembled for their own protection, and could 
not endanger themselves by lending any aid to 
him. This they told him, not without hesitation 
and regret, as they kept aloof in the moonlight 
and glanced fearfully at the ghostly rider, who, 
with his head drooping on his breast and his 
hat slouched down upon his brow, neither 
moved nor spoke. 

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and 
indeed hardly knowing how to do so after what 
they had seen of the fury of the crowd, Mr 
Haredale besought them that at least they 
would leave him free to act for himself,  and 
would suffer him to take the only chaise and 
pair of horses that the place afforded. This was 
not acceded to without some difficulty, but in 
the end they told him to do what he would, and 
go away from them in heaven's name. 

Leaving the sexton at the horse's bridle, he 
drew out the chaise with his own hands, and 

...home itself was but another bead in the long rosary of his regrets. 



thoughts though,' he added, putting up a pocket-book he had 
produced while speaking, 'I'll not give you a card, for if it was 
found upon you, it might get you into trouble. Langdale—that's 
my name—vintner and distiller—Holborn Hill—you're heartily 
welcome, if you'll come.' 

Mr Haredale bowed, and rode off, close beside the chaise as 
before; determining to repair to the house of Sir John Fielding, 
who had the reputation of being a bold and active magistrate, 
and fully resolved, in case the rioters should come upon them, to 
do execution on the murderer with his own hands, rather than 
suffer him to be released. 

They arrived at the magistrate's dwelling, however, without 
molestation (for the mob, as we have seen, were then intent on 
deeper schemes), and knocked at the door. As it had been pretty 
generally rumoured that Sir John was proscribed by the rioters, a 
body of thief-takers had been keeping watch in the house all 
night. To one of them Mr Haredale stated his business, which 
appearing to the man of sufficient moment to warrant his 

arousing the justice, procured him an 
immediate audience. 

No time was lost in committing the 
murderer to Newgate;  then a new building, 
recently completed at a vast expense, and 
considered to be of enormous strength. The 
warrant being made out, three of the thief-
takers bound him afresh (he had been 
struggling, it seemed, in the chaise, and had 
loosened his manacles);  gagged him lest 

they should meet with any of the mob, and he should call to 
them for help; and seated themselves, along with him, in the 
carriage. These men being all well armed, made a formidable 
escort; but they drew up the blinds again, as though the carriage 
were empty, and directed Mr Haredale to ride forward, that he 
might not attract attention by seeming to belong to it. 

The wisdom of this proceeding was sufficiently obvious, for as 
they hurried through the city they passed among several groups 
of men, who, if they had not supposed the chaise to be quite 

'My lord,' said Mr Haredale,  'the murdered gentleman was my 
brother;  I succeeded to his inheritance; there were not wanting 
slanderous tongues at that time, to whisper that the guilt of this 
most foul and cruel deed was mine—mine, who loved him, as he 
knows, in Heaven, dearly. The time has come, after all these 
years of gloom and misery, for avenging him, and bringing to 
light a crime so artful and so devilish that it has no parallel. 
Every second's delay on your part loosens this man's bloody 
hands again, and leads to his escape.  My lord, I charge you hear 
me, and despatch this matter on the instant.' 

'Oh dear me!' cried the chief magistrate; 'these an't business 
hours, you know—I wonder at you—how ungentlemanly it is of 
you—you mustn't—you really mustn't.—And I suppose you are 
a Catholic too?' 

'I am,' said Mr Haredale. 

'God bless my soul, I believe people turn Catholics a'purpose to 
vex and worrit me,' cried the Lord Mayor. 'I wish you wouldn't 
come here; they'll be setting the Mansion House afire next, and 
we shall have you to thank for it. You must 
lock your prisoner up, sir—give him to a 
watchman—and—call again at a proper 
time. Then we'll see about it!' 

Before Mr Haredale could answer, the 
sharp closing of a door and drawing of its 
bolts, gave notice that the Lord Mayor had 
retreated to his bedroom, and that further 
remonstrance would be unavailing. The 
two clients retreated likewise, and the 
porter shut them out into the street. 

'That's the way he puts me off,' said the old gentleman, 'I can get 
no redress and no help. What are you going to do, sir?' 

'To try elsewhere,' answered Mr Haredale, who was by this time 
on horseback. 

'I feel for you,  I assure you—and well I may, for we are in a 
common cause,' said the old gentleman. 'I may not have a house 
to offer you to-night; let me tender it while I can. On second 

...home itself was but 
another bead in the long 

rosary of his regrets. 



'My lord,' said Mr Haredale,  'the murdered gentleman was my 
brother;  I succeeded to his inheritance; there were not wanting 
slanderous tongues at that time, to whisper that the guilt of this 
most foul and cruel deed was mine—mine, who loved him, as he 
knows, in Heaven, dearly. The time has come, after all these 
years of gloom and misery, for avenging him, and bringing to 
light a crime so artful and so devilish that it has no parallel. 
Every second's delay on your part loosens this man's bloody 
hands again, and leads to his escape.  My lord, I charge you hear 
me, and despatch this matter on the instant.' 

'Oh dear me!' cried the chief magistrate; 'these an't business 
hours, you know—I wonder at you—how ungentlemanly it is of 
you—you mustn't—you really mustn't.—And I suppose you are 
a Catholic too?' 

'I am,' said Mr Haredale. 

'God bless my soul, I believe people turn Catholics a'purpose to 
vex and worrit me,' cried the Lord Mayor. 'I wish you wouldn't 
come here; they'll be setting the Mansion House afire next, and 
we shall have you to thank for it. You must lock your prisoner 
up, sir—give him to a watchman—and—call again at a proper 
time. Then we'll see about it!' 

Before Mr Haredale could answer, the sharp closing of a door 
and drawing of its bolts, gave notice that the Lord Mayor had 
retreated to his bedroom, and that further remonstrance would 
be unavailing. The two clients retreated likewise, and the porter 
shut them out into the street. 

...home itself was but 
another bead in the long 

rosary of his regrets. 



Proofreading	
  

Content:	
  	
  
– Does	
  it	
  make	
  sense?	
  
–  Is	
  the	
  data	
  correct?	
  

Correc>on:	
  	
  
– Grammar	
  
– Spelling	
  
– Punctua>on	
  

•  They	
  feel	
  bad	
  about	
  that.	
  
•  There,	
  their,	
  they’re	
  
•  Let’s	
  eat	
  Grandma	
  (or)	
  	
  

	
  Let’s	
  eat,	
  Grandma.	
  



“When	
  I	
  use	
  a	
  word,”	
  	
  Humpty	
  Dumpty	
  said	
  in	
  	
  rather	
  a	
  scornful	
  tone.	
  “It	
  	
  means	
  just	
  what	
  I	
  choose	
  it	
  	
  to	
  mean	
  –	
  	
  neither	
  more	
  or	
  less.”	
  
	
  Lewis	
  Carroll.	
  Through	
  the	
  Looking	
  Glass,	
  Chapter	
  VI.	
  

	
  



Proofreading:	
  A	
  Very	
  Old	
  Mistake	
  
(a	
  missing	
  word)	
  

From	
  a	
  1631	
  Bible	
  
published	
  by	
  Robert	
  Barker	
  
and	
  Mar>n	
  Lucas,	
  the	
  royal	
  
printers	
  in	
  London	
  
	
  



Proofreading:	
  An	
  Embarrassing	
  Mistake	
  
(a	
  missing	
  leXer)	
  

“When	
  I	
  was	
  only	
  three,	
  	
  
and	
  s>ll	
  named	
  Belle	
  	
  
Miriam	
  Silverman,	
  I	
  sang	
  my	
  
first	
  aria	
  in	
  pubic.”	
  
	
  	
  
Opening	
  sentence:	
  
Bubbles:	
  a	
  self-­‐portrait	
  by	
  Beverly	
  Sills.	
  
First	
  edi>on.	
  New	
  York:	
  Bobbs-­‐Merrill.	
  1976.	
  



Spellchecking	
  Is	
  Not	
  Proofreading	
  

“Gorilla	
  warriors	
  have	
  been	
  kidnapping	
  children	
  as	
  young	
  as	
  five	
  years	
  old	
  	
  
and	
  training	
  them	
  to	
  become	
  rebel	
  soldiers.”	
  

Proofreading:	
  A	
  Silly	
  Mistake	
  
(an	
  unintended	
  word)	
  



Read	
  

Read	
  Again	
  

Read	
  Backwards	
  



Working	
  with	
  Images	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  
saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
  
cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  
free	
  street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
   it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  
in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  
un>l	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
  
along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
   lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
   in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
   upon	
   his	
  
heart;	
   that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
   tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
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Working	
  with	
  the	
  Web	
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Working	
  with	
  Customer	
  Service	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  
saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
  
cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  
free	
  street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
   it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  
in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  
un>l	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
  
along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
   lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
   in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
   upon	
   his	
  
heart;	
   that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
   tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  
	
  

	
  	
  	
   	
  

	
  



Who	
  Is	
  Your	
  Target?	
  

What	
  Are	
  They	
  Seeing?	
  







Do you enjoy 
cell phone 
gabbing?

Neither do we.

Thanks.

1.	
  

5.	
  

2.	
  

4.	
  

3.	
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Your cell phone eloped 
with your laptop.
Enjoy the silence!
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Something’s	
  Not	
  Working	
  Right	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  	
  

We	
  apologize	
  for	
  the	
  inconvenience.	
  
We’re	
  working	
  on	
  a	
  solu>on.	
  

	
  	
  
If	
  you	
  need	
  assistance,	
  	
  

please	
  ask	
  any	
  staff	
  member.	
  
	
  	
  

Thanks	
  for	
  your	
  pa>ence.	
  

Date	
   Logo	
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  the	
  Tour	
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-­‐	
  On	
  your	
  intranet	
  

-­‐	
  In	
  your	
  desk	
  files	
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  Store	
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  Files	
  



Q:	
  Where	
  were	
  you	
  when	
  the	
  lights	
  went	
  out?	
  
	
  

A:	
  In	
  the	
  dark.	
  



VolunteerMatch.org	
  
Where	
  volunteering	
  begins	
  

Online	
  Resources	
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  Code	
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Three	
  Basic	
  Elements	
  

With	
  eager	
  eyes	
  and	
  strained	
  aXen>on,	
  Mr	
  Haredale	
  
saw	
   him	
   chained,	
   and	
   locked	
   and	
   barred	
   up	
   in	
   his	
  
cell.	
  Nay,	
  when	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  the	
  jail,	
  and	
  stood	
  in	
  the	
  
free	
  street,	
  without,	
  he	
  felt	
  the	
  iron	
  plates	
  upon	
  the	
  
doors,	
  with	
  his	
  hands,	
  and	
  drew	
  them	
  over	
  the	
  stone	
  
wall,	
  to	
  assure	
  himself	
  that	
   it	
  was	
  real;	
  and	
  to	
  exult	
  
in	
  its	
  being	
  so	
  strong,	
  and	
  rough,	
  and	
  cold.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  
un>l	
   he	
   turned	
   his	
   back	
   upon	
   the	
   jail,	
   and	
   glanced	
  
along	
  the	
  empty	
  streets,	
  so	
   lifeless	
  and	
  quiet	
   in	
  the	
  
bright	
   morning,	
   that	
   he	
   felt	
   the	
   weight	
   upon	
   his	
  
heart;	
   that	
  he	
  knew	
  he	
  was	
   tortured	
  by	
  anxiety	
   for	
  
those	
  he	
  had	
  leZ	
  at	
  home;	
  and	
  that	
  home	
  itself	
  was	
  
but	
  another	
  bead	
  in	
  the	
  long	
  rosary	
  of	
  his	
  regrets.	
  	
  
	
  

	
  	
  	
  Text	
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  Service	
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Ques>ons?	
  



Thanks!	
  

stanley@infopeople.org	
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