
English Skills: Commonly Confused Words: Activity 2 

 
Assignment: Proofreading a passage for Commonly Confused Words 

Purpose: To develop student proofreading skills and understanding of how to identify 

and correct errors with commonly confused words. 

Procedure: Read though the essay excerpt below and identify--and correct-- the errors 

with commonly confused words. There are 10 errors.   

Make your corrections above the line. 

Learning the Euphonium 

There I was, the second semester of sophomore year, about to start my first-ever music class. Music 

class was deemed to be an easy “A,” and I had chosen it over Visual Arts because I had been adviced by a 

senior that the art teacher was insane when it came to grading. On the first day of class, Mr. Moiser, the 

music teacher, told us to consider what instrument we would like to play. We were told to return the next 

day with an instrument in mind. 

 I wanted a cool instrument, one that would impress people just by mentioning its name. My mind 

automatically jumped to the drums. Drummers always get the “cool points,” and fitting in was important 

to me in high school.  The  next day,  I was excited to tell Mr. Mosier about my choice. However, as he 

went down the list of student names, I realized that most of my peers—or at least the ones ahead of me on 

his alphabetized roster—wanted to be drummers. After all the drum kits were claimed, I then began to 

panic. Looking at me sympathetically, Mr. Moiser lead me to a corner of the music closet and pointed to 

an old, rusty, golden-colored instrument I had never seen before.   

 “There is no way on earth that I am playing that thing. Absolutely no way,” I insisted.  

 “Aw c’mon kiddo. Who’s going to play it besides you? Give it a shot,” he said with a smile.  

 The friendly “give it a shot” must have had a profound affect on me because I actually picked up 

the instrument. “Is it some kind of tuba or trumpet?” I asked. 

“No, its called a euphonium,” he replied. “Very cool, isn’t it?” 

“Not,” I mumbled under my breath, staring passed Mr. Mosier at all the future drummers who were 

already playing with their drum sticks. I was not chosing an instrument that I had never heard of before. 

The euphonium was just as bad as the tuba. If anything, worse, because on anyone’s “cool” list of 

instruments, the euphonium would rank below the tuba just because of its name. Additionally, it looked 

difficult to play. I did not want to lose my chance at an “A” just because my last name ended in a “R.” 

Because I disliked the euphonium—and because I was a silly, ignorant sophomore—I started to slack 

off in music class.  In fact, I took to leaving my euphonium lying unattended in the hallway in the hopes 

that someone might steal it. Once my math teacher actually tripped over the case. Holding it aloft, he 



screamed, “Who’s is this?” I reluctantly claimed ownership and began leaving my euphonium under a 

desk in the music room.  

After a couple of weeks, Mr. Mosier asked to talk to me after school. With his usual calming smile, 

he told me, “You’ve got the chops, kid. You can do it! Remember, you did not choose the euphonium; it 

choose you. ” Over the next month, he gently encouraged me, and his words took effect. Slowly, my 

attitude changed. I couldn’t wait for each new piece of music to be assigned. As the year progressed, I 

eagerly learned new notes and arrangements, trying to impress Mr. Mosier and outshine the rest of the 

brass section. Not only did I earn my coveted “A,” but I passed all of my music tests with perfect scores. 

In the fall semester of junior year, Mr. Mosier invited me to join the marching band. At first I was 

reluctant, but eventually I gave in, not caring about loosing the respect of my peers. I soon learned that 

being in the marching band was much more challenging than I had expected. It meant learning intricate 

songs with hard-to-play melodies and fast tempos. After a full month practicing my first band song, 

“That’s the Way I Like It,” I was relieved to master it finally. I thought the worst was over and that I 

would continue to learn the rest of the band’s repertoire. I was wrong. I than had to learn how to march 

while playing. Unfortunately, I soon discovered that I had lead feet and stumbled all the time. The 

challenge of playing the euphonium had reached a new level. Would I ever succeed? I had my doubts. 

 

 

 

 


