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Extracting data manually is error-prone 

and requires high concentration

High processing costs

Spending an additional time on 

correcting mistakes

PROBLEM

Upward of 80% of enterprise data today is 

unstructured. most documents are difficult 

to automatically capture and digitize.
          - forbes.com

https://www.forbes.com/sites/forbestechcouncil/2017/06/05/the-big-unstructured-data-problem/


Dr.Dok is AI-first cloud-native platform designed to 

streamline and accurately scan & process Images, DOCX, 
and PDF files of various sizes and shapes. 

Dr.Dok efficiently extracts all pertinent information from the 
documents and presents them in your preferred structured 

format, ensuring error-free results.

Printed Text Extraction 

(OCR)

Handwritten Text Extraction (ICR)

Special Marks Extraction 

(OMR)

Signature Verification

Custom Business Rules, Styles & 

Structure Adjustments

Document Comparison Upscale Images

DR.DOK

Document ClassificationGraph Generation

Document Segmentation



DOCUMENT ANNOTATION & TRAINING TOOL

If it’s a NOT A SPECIFIC document for 
your organization (E.g. Invoices, 
passports etc.)
✓ We don’t any samples from you.
✓ Dr.Dok is ready to process them.

If it’s a SPECIFIC document for your organization…
✓ All we need are just 7 samples of the specific 

document you wish to process.
✓ It takes only 5 minutes to train your document.



DOCUMENT SEGMENTATION

DR.DOK

✓Cropping

✓Alignment Changes

✓ Lighting Adjustments

✓Noise Reduction

✓Upscaling



AUTOMATED DATA EXTRACTION

Bank KYC Form
Printed

 Text

Handwritten 

Text

Human-

Marked Data

DR.DOK



Pay : Teach Lane

Date: 2020-01-01
Amount(Numeric Format): 5000/-
Amount(In Words): Rupees Five Thousand Only

Account No.: 8563261452630
Cheque No:  950020

MICR Code: 695002032
RBI Code: 002860
Transation Code: 31

Bank Name: State Bank of India
Address: New Delhi……..

Signature:
.

.

AUTOMATED CHEQUE PROCESSING

DR.DOK



MULTILINGUAL SUPPORT 

Multilingual

 Data Extraction
(Printed & 

Handwritten Text)

Organization

James

வெளிகலாகக 

வ ாக்கம் 

DR.DOK



CUSTOM BUSINESS RULES & STRUCTURE ADJUSTMENTS
Uploaded Document

They swam laps, floated face to face talking, explored some of the inner pools, and splashed about for over an hour. When Miako 

climbed out she realized she was tired and sleepy. Stepha came out of her changing room and looked at her sharply.

“Your room should be ready by now,” she said. “Go and take a nap. I’ll be sure you’re called for dinner.”

       Miako wanted to perform the rite of inexpressible thanks, but instead she resorted to the inadequate words that non-Felitta insisted 

on, and walked back down to her room. The bare space was now furnished with a thick round rug with a blue radial pattern beneath a 

couch, bed, and desk. There was a painting of Mount Kibbith seen from the sea, and another of fields of crocuses popping up through a 

snowbank; they were quite good. All of her things had been brought from the lodge. She opened her bag and took out her flute case. For 
ten minutes she played a melody that ran idly through her brain like a stream through a meadow. But her fingers grew sluggish, so she 

set the instrument down and flopped onto the bed, and was almost instantly asleep.

       

A young Tongat woman woke her, touching her gently on the shoulder. Miako blinked up at her and rubbed her eyes. The woman couldn’t 

have been more than two years past choiceday, dressed in black leggings and the Tongat long tunic, dark green with gold trimming. Her 

expression was either reverent or fearful.

“What time is it?” Miako said.

“About 15.00. Dinner is being served. President Pipgatherer sent me to ask if you would like to join us.”

       Miako realized she was starving. And that she had to pee. “Can you show me the facilities?” she said.

       The woman led her farther down the corridor to a washroom and waited. When Miako came out they went back to the common 
areas, where a large crowd had shoved the furniture out from the center of the seating area and were sitting tightly-packed together on 

the floor, passing bowls and plates back and forth. Her guide led her to the far side of the clump, where Chass sat erect and impassive 

with a little bubble of space around him. She sat down to his right and he greeted her quietly.

       Someone passed Miako a thin, round flatbread about a foot wide. It was warm and soft, fragrant of fennel, cumin, and garlic. Before 

she could decide whether to start gnawing at it or ask someone what the protocol was, Stepha sat down on her other side, crossed her 

legs, and accepted a large bowl of thick stew from the person beside her. She filled a ladle with the steaming mixture and gestured for 

Miako to hold out the bread. With a swift, practiced swoop she dumped the finely-chopped meat and vegetables onto the bread and 

swirled them with the ladle to distribute them evenly.

       “Fold it in half and go to it,” she said. A man sitting in front of Stepha handed her a loaf of her own and she repeated the procedure, 

then passed the stew bowl away.

       The stew had just a hint of heat, and it was delicious. Just about the time Miako was wishing she had something to drink her young 

guide came back to hand her a tall glass of dark beer. She accepted a small bowl of pickled red onions halfway through her sandwich 

and finished all of it. Stepha handed her something like a tureen filled with chocolatecovered dried fruit; she took a small handful and 

reached across Chass to hand it to the Archivist, who she had just noticed was sitting on the Mediator’s left.

Processed Document with Custom Business Rules

DR.DOK



CUSTOM STYLE CHANGES
Uploaded Document

They swam laps, floated face to face talking, explored some of the inner pools, and splashed about for over an hour. When Miako 

climbed out she realized she was tired and sleepy. Stepha came out of her changing room and looked at her sharply.

“Your room should be ready by now,” she said. “Go and take a nap. I’ll be sure you’re called for dinner.”

       Miako wanted to perform the rite of inexpressible thanks, but instead she resorted to the inadequate words that non-Felitta insisted 

on, and walked back down to her room. The bare space was now furnished with a thick round rug with a blue radial pattern beneath a 

couch, bed, and desk. There was a painting of Mount Kibbith seen from the sea, and another of fields of crocuses popping up through a 

snowbank; they were quite good. All of her things had been brought from the lodge. She opened her bag and took out her flute case. For 
ten minutes she played a melody that ran idly through her brain like a stream through a meadow. But her fingers grew sluggish, so she 

set the instrument down and flopped onto the bed, and was almost instantly asleep.

* * *

       A young Tongat woman woke her, touching her gently on the shoulder. Miako blinked up at her and rubbed her eyes. The 

woman couldn’t have been more than two years past choiceday, dressed in black leggings and the Tongat long tunic, dark 

green with gold trimming. Her expression was either reverent or fearful.

“What time is it?” Miako said.

“About 15.00. Dinner is being served. President Pipgatherer sent me to ask if you would like to join us.”

       Miako realized she was starving. And that she had to pee. “Can you show me the facilities?” she said.

       The woman led her farther down the corridor to a washroom and waited. When Miako came out they went back to the common 

areas, where a large crowd had shoved the furniture out from the center of the seating area and were sitting tightly-packed together on 

the floor, passing bowls and plates back and forth. Her guide led her to the far side of the clump, where Chass sat erect and impassive 
with a little bubble of space around him. She sat down to his right and he greeted her quietly.

       Someone passed Miako a thin, round flatbread about a foot wide. It was warm and soft, fragrant of fennel, cumin, and garlic. Before 

she could decide whether to start gnawing at it or ask someone what the protocol was, Stepha sat down on her other side, crossed her 
legs, and accepted a large bowl of thick stew from the person beside her. She filled a ladle with the steaming mixture and gestured for 

Miako to hold out the bread. With a swift, practiced swoop she dumped the finely-chopped meat and vegetables onto the bread and 

swirled them with the ladle to distribute them evenly.

       “Fold it in half and go to it,” she said. A man sitting in front of Stepha handed her a loaf of her own and she repeated the procedure, 

then passed the stew bowl away.

       The stew had just a hint of heat, and it was delicious. Just about the time Miako was wishing she had something to drink her young 

guide came back to hand her a tall glass of dark beer. She accepted a small bowl of pickled red onions halfway through her sandwich 
and finished all of it. Stepha handed her something like a tureen filled with chocolatecovered dried fruit; she took a small handful and 

reached across Chass to hand it to the Archivist, who she had just noticed was sitting on the Mediator’s left.

Processed Document with Custom Styles
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DOCUMENT CLASSIFICATION

Upload
Large Set of Files (ZIP)

Dr.Dok can classify them into different folders



DOCUMENT COMPARISON



UPSCALE IMAGES

Low Resolution Image High Resolution Image

Dr.Dok can upscale images within 5 seconds



DIGITAL SIGNATURE VERIFICATION



GRAPH GENERATION

Dr.Dok can generate different type of graphs
Upload

Excel file with graph data



INTEGRATION

DR.DOK
Database

Uploaded 
File

Processed 
File

DR.DOK can be integrated with any system
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