
Examining spelling punctuation and grammar ( SPAG) through 
reading.



Chapter 1  A perfectly normal family.

This is the story of Barnaby Brocket, and to understand Barnaby, first you have to understand his parents; 
two people who were so afraid of anyone who was different that they did a terrible thing that would have 
the most appalling consequences for everyone they loved. 

We begin with Barnaby's father, Alistair, who considered himself to be a completely normal man.  He led a 
normal life in a normal house, have lived in a normal neighbourhood where he did normal things in a 
normal way. His wife was normal, as were his two children. 

Alistair had no time for people who were unusual or who made a show of themselves in public. When he 
was sitting on a Metro train and a group of teenagers were talking loudly nearby, he would wait until the 
next stop, jump off and move to a different carriage before the doors could close again. When he was eating 
in a restaurant – not one of those fancy new restaurants with difficult menus and confusing food; a normal 
one – he grew irritated if his evening was spoiled by waiters singing “Happy Birthday”  to some attention-
seeking diner. 
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Examining spelling punctuation and grammar ( SPAG) through 
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THERE WAS A HAND IN the darkness, and it held a knife.

The knife had a handle of polished black bone, and a blade finer and sharper than any razor. If it

sliced you, you might not even know you had been cut, not immediately.

The knife had done almost everything it was brought to that house to do, and both the

blade and the handle were wet.

The street door was still open, just a little, where the knife and the man who held it had

slipped in, and wisps of night time mist slithered and twined into the house through the open

door.

The man Jack paused on the landing. With his left hand he pulled a large white

handkerchief from the pocket of his black coat, and with it he wiped off the knife and his gloved

right hand which had been holding it; then he put the handkerchief away. The hunt was almost

over. He had left the woman in her bed, the man on the bedroom floor, the older child in her

brightly coloured bedroom, surrounded by toys and half-finished models. That only left the little

one, a baby barely a toddler, to take care of. One more and his task would be done.



What did you notice in these paragraphs?
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