
Boy said the gentleman in the high chair listen to me. You know youre 
an orphan I suppose Whats that sir inquired poor Oliver.  The boy is 
a fool I thought he was said the gentleman in the white waistcoat 
in a very decided tone. If one member of a class be blessed with an 
intuitive perception of others of the same race the gentleman in the 
white waistcoat was unquestionably well qualified to pronounce an 
opinion on the matter. Hush said the gentleman who had spoken first. 
You know youve got no father or mother and that you were brought 
up by the parish dont you 

Yes sir replied Oliver weeping bitterly. I hope you say your prayers 
every night said another gentleman in a gruff voice and pray for the 
people who feed you and take care of you like a Christian. Yes sir 
stammered the boy. The gentleman who spoke last was unconsciously 
right. It would have been very like a Christian and a marvellously 
good Christian too if Oliver had prayed for the people who fed and 
took care of him. But he hadnt because nobody had taught him. 
Well you have come here to be educated and taught a useful 
trade said the red-faced gentleman in the high chair.

(‘Oliver Twist’ – Charles Dickens)

Proofread and Punctuate
Without punctuation, it is difficult for a reader to elicit any meaning in a text. These novel extracts are 
missing all punctuation except the occasional full stop. Your job is to read a passage and try to make 
sense of it, inserting all the punctuation where required, thinking about how punctuation choices will 
shape the meaning of the text.



Proofread and Punctuate Answer
Without punctuation, it is difficult for a reader to elicit any meaning in a text. These novel extracts are 
missing all punctuation except the occasional full stop. Your job is to read a passage and try to make 
sense of it, inserting all the punctuation where required, thinking about how punctuation choices will 
shape the meaning of the text.

“Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, “listen to me. You know you’re an orphan, I suppose?” 
“What’s that, sir?” inquired poor Oliver.

“The boy is a fool I thought he was,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, in a very decided 
tone. If one member of a class be blessed with an intuitive perception of others of the same race,  
the gentleman in the white waistcoat was unquestionably well qualified to pronounce an opinion on 
the matter. 

“Hush!” said the gentleman who had spoken first. “You know you’ve got no father or mother, and that 
you were brought up by the parish, don’t you?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.

“I hope you say your prayers every night.” said another gentleman in a gruff voice; “and pray for the 
people who feed you, and take care of you like a Christian.” 

“Yes, sir,” stammered the boy. The gentleman who spoke last was unconsciously right. It would have 
been very like a Christian, and a marvelously good Christian, too, if Oliver had prayed for the people 
who fed and took care of him. But he hadn’t, because nobody had taught him. 

“Well! You have come here to be educated, and taught a useful trade,” said the red-faced gentleman 
in the high chair.

(‘Oliver Twist’ – Charles Dickens)


