
Preface 

This sample is here to show you what a proofread actually does—the final polish before your 
manuscript struts out into the world. Unlike a copy-edit, there’s no style sheet tagging along 
(though in real life an editor might have one to hand, or ask you for it if the text has already 
been through copy-editing). Proofreading isn’t about rearranging your sentences or wrestling 
with plot holes—it’s about catching the sneaky gremlins that somehow dodge every earlier 
round of editing. 

1. The Sample 
The extract you’ll see has already been copy-edited by someone else, so for this 
demonstration I’m assuming all the heavy lifting—tense corrections, sentence restructuring, 
and stylistic choices—has already been done. What’s left is the proofreader’s territory: the 
small but vital things. Spelling errors, typos, rogue spaces, and those cheeky punctuation slips 
that always appear five minutes before printing. Proofreading is the safety net that keeps your 
manuscript from embarrassing itself in public (or worse, turning “public” into “pubic”). Yes, 
that typo happens far more often than you’d believe. 

2. What Proofreading Is (and Isn’t) 
Proofreading is the final step of quality control. It won’t restructure sentences, wrangle messy 
paragraphs, or reinvent your plot. What it will do is give your writing the professional polish 
it deserves, so your readers aren’t distracted by stray commas or wayward apostrophes 
staging a rebellion. 

3. Tracked Changes 
As with our other edits, you’ll see changes marked up using Tracked Changes. If the sight of 
all those red squiggles gives you palpitations, remember—you can switch your view to see 
the text as if all edits are already accepted. (And yes, we’ve got a step-by-step guide on our 
website if Word decides to be unhelpful about it.) 

That’s it: clean, simple, and fuss-free. Proofreading may not be glamorous, but it’s the 
difference between a manuscript that looks “almost ready” and one that shines without a hair 
out of place. 
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Dark.  

Flashes of light.  

A storm is raging outside. Atypical for this late into Rusolis.  

The boy walks towards his parents’ room. The hall seems 

to stretch on forever, never allowing him closer than a few 

paces. He can hear his heart beating it’s way out of his chest. An 

overwhelming sense of dread weighs on him as the rotten 

stench of death lingers in the air. He stretches out his hand to 

reach  for the handle, the door still impossibly far away.  

Another flash of light illuminates the hall as wicked 

shadows dance along the walls. It is as if the house is alive. The 

floor is sticky, warm against his bare feet. A voice cries out. 

Coming from the room at the end of the hall.  

Each step, a study in trepiedation. The screams grow 

louder. He recognizes recognises his mother’s voice, stretched 

to its limits. Her voice cracking, her throat stripped raw. Finally, 

the boy reaches the door. His trembling hand outstretched, 

grasping the handle, pushing open the door. 
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It is too dark to see anything., His mother’s cries no longer 

echoing through his head. The room is thick with the miasma of 

blood, sweat, tears. The sickly sweetsickly-sweet scent of death 

chokes the boy, his body reacting, threatening to vomit up the 

night’s meal. He steps into the room. He wants to call out to his 

mother, his father. He opens his mouth, but what comes out is 

immediately swallowed up by the viscous soup swirling around 

the room. It seeps inside, sucking the air out of his lungs. 

Strangling him. 

Another flash of light sparks through the window as time 

slows down. Even the light of a thousand suns is but a meager 

flicker in this intense darkness. It is just enough to see the 

horror spread out before him. 

His mother, lying in the bed, her jaw ripped clean from her 

face. Blood and gore staining her dressing gown. In her lap lay 

his brother and sister. A sight so grizzly he could not bear to 

repeat it. Hanging above the bed, his father’s corpse swings 

back-and-forth, the skin flayed from his bones in patches. a A 

monstrous creature stands before him, stuffing his father’s 

entrails into its mouth like a wild beast feasting on its decimated 

prey. 
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It’s eyes…blue. Like the river of fire. Like the light from a 

star, bleeding its energy out into space. A whole world, an 

entire universe contained within that stare.  

As the light fades from the brief flash outside, all that 

remains are those eyes, staring at the boy from the darkness. 

Part of the darkness itself. The sounds of it devouring his father 

filling his ears, deafening in their intensity.  

The swirling darkness has entered the boy, filling up his 

entire being. There is no room for him in this body. His breath 

stolen, his body no longer obeying his commands. A cold like 

that of the deepest ocean sits at his core. The light of his very 

soul swallowed up, snuffed out of existence. 
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