Book Font Survey
Thank you for taking part in this survey on the readability
of fonts. Your feedback will be used to help decide which
font to use in our dyslexic friendly books.

Font Size

Line Spacing

Arial

By returning your completed survey, you consent to our
handling of the data you provide. Please see the final page
for more details. Please DO NOT include any personal
information in your responses.

Open Dyslexic
Tahoma
Verdana

If you downloaded a digital copy, print the pages at 100%
size to review. Please DO NOT review it on screen as this
will invalidate your results.
Return your paper copy to:
Books On The Hill, Hill Road, Clevedon, North Somerset
BS21 7PL

Next, consider all of the fonts and indicate which you find
easier to read, and which are more difficult by ranking them
from best = 1, to worst = 4. Please use one number per
font, and don’t give two the same number.

Rank

Or email your responses to: info@booksonthehill.co.uk
Please look at each set of three pages (one set per font)
and indicate in the table opposite:
1. The smallest size of the font you can comfortably
read.
2. The closest line spacing of the font you can
comfortably read
Put a “X” if you could not read any of the size/spacing
options

Arial
Open Dyslexic
Tahoma
Verdana

ARIAL
Font size - please choose the smallest you can comfortably
read:

10 pt:

13pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the
door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.

Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.

“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local press are

pushed the door open for her.

at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project press conference.

11pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local
press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door
open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project press
conference.

12pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.

Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project
press conference.

14pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at
the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he
said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a
seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler
Project press conference.

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.
“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed
the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project
press conference.

Line Spacing - look at the next 2 pages.
Please choose the closest you can comfortably read.

1.25 line spacing

1.5 line spacing

She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in some
jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,
patches of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been paved.
She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but she
never seemed to have the money, or the
time. Or the courage, a small voice inside
added.

She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in some
jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,
patches of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been paved.
She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but she
never seemed to have the money, or the
time. Or the courage, a small voice inside
added.

1.75 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being

2.0 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular

blown up just to die alone, lost in some

tourist destination. Had she escaped being

jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in

blown up just to die alone, lost in some

her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.

jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in

There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,

her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to

patches of stone peeked through the grass,

walk. She descended the steps and skirted

suggesting the area had once been paved.

the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,

She followed the ancient road towards the

patches of stone peeked through the grass,

structures in the trees.

suggesting the area had once been paved.

The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but...

She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the...

OPEN DYSLEXIC
Font size - please choose the smallest you can comfortably
read:

9 pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local
press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door
open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way in...

10pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.
“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He
pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way in...

11pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the
door.

12pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard
at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,”
he said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to
take a seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler
Project press conference.

13pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security
guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little
late,” he said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d
like to take a seat.” He pushed the door open for
her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the
Kepler Project press conference.

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he
said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a
seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way in....

Line Spacing - look at the next 2 pages.
Please choose the closest you can comfortably read.

1.25 line spacing

1.5 line spacing

She couldn’t see any roads, or
any gaps in the trees to suggest
where a road could be. There were
no parking lots or modern buildings.
Perhaps this wasn’t a popular tourist
destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in
some jungle, God knows where? Fear
settled in her stomach like a mass
of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees.
Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which
way to walk. She descended the
steps and skirted the bottom of the
pyramid. On the far side, patches
of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been
paved. She followed the ancient
road towards the structures in the
trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away
the sense of dread. She ran her
hands over the moss covered walls.
She’d always wanted to travel and
see places like this, but she never
seemed to have the money, or the
time. Or the courage, a small voice
inside added.

She couldn’t see any roads, or
any gaps in the trees to suggest
where a road could be. There were
no parking lots or modern buildings.
Perhaps this wasn’t a popular tourist
destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in
some jungle, God knows where? Fear
settled in her stomach like a mass
of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees.
Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which
way to walk. She descended the
steps and skirted the bottom of the
pyramid. On the far side, patches
of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been
paved. She followed the ancient
road towards the structures in the
trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the
sense of dread. She ran her...

1.75 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or
any gaps in the trees to suggest
where a road could be. There were
no parking lots or modern buildings.
Perhaps this wasn’t a popular tourist
destination. Had she escaped being

2.0 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or
any gaps in the trees to suggest
where a road could be. There were
no parking lots or modern buildings.
Perhaps this wasn’t a popular tourist

blown up just to die alone, lost in

destination. Had she escaped being

some jungle, God knows where? Fear

blown up just to die alone, lost in

settled in her stomach like a mass

some jungle, God knows where? Fear

of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees.
Maybe there would be signs or

settled in her stomach like a mass
of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,

something to give her a clue which

poking out between the trees.

way to walk. She descended the

Maybe there would be signs or

steps and skirted the bottom of the

something to give her a clue which

pyramid. On the far side, patches
of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been
paved. She followed the ancient
road towards the structures in the
trees.

way to walk. She descended the
steps and skirted the bottom of the
pyramid. On the far side, patches
of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once...

TAHOMA
Font size - please tick the smallest you can comfortably
read:

10 pt:

13pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the
door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.

Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.

“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local press are

pushed the door open for her.

at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project press conference.

11pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local
press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door
open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project press
conference.

12pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.

Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler Project
press conference.

14pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at
the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he
said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a
seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler
Project press conference.

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.
“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed
the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into...

Line Spacing - look at the next 2 pages.
Please choose the closest you can comfortably read.

1.25 line spacing

1.5 line spacing

She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in some
jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,
patches of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been paved.
She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but she never
seemed to have the money, or the time. Or
the courage, a small voice inside added.

She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being
blown up just to die alone, lost in some
jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,
patches of stone peeked through the grass,
suggesting the area had once been paved.
She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but she never
seemed to have the money, or the time. Or
the courage, a small voice inside added.

1.75 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular
tourist destination. Had she escaped being

2.0 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any gaps
in the trees to suggest where a road could
be. There were no parking lots or modern
buildings. Perhaps this wasn’t a popular

blown up just to die alone, lost in some

tourist destination. Had she escaped being

jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in

blown up just to die alone, lost in some

her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.

jungle, God knows where? Fear settled in

There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to
walk. She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,

her stomach like a mass of writhing snakes.
There were more ruins, not pyramids,
but smaller structures, poking out between
the trees. Maybe there would be signs or
something to give her a clue which way to

patches of stone peeked through the grass,

walk. She descended the steps and skirted

suggesting the area had once been paved.

the bottom of the pyramid. On the far side,

She followed the ancient road towards the

patches of stone peeked through the grass,

structures in the trees.

suggesting the area had once been paved.

The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the sense
of dread. She ran her hands over the moss
covered walls. She’d always wanted to
travel and see places like this, but...

She followed the ancient road towards the
structures in the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the...

VERDANA
Font size - please tick the smallest you can comfortably
read:

10 pt:

13pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard
at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,”

Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the door.

he said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said. “Local

take a seat.” He pushed the door open for her.

press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He pushed the door
open for her.

Ruth thanked him and made her way into the Kepler
Project press conference.

11pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at the
door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he said.
“Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a seat.” He
pushed the door open for her.

14pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security
guard at the door.
He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little
late,” he said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d

12pt:
Ruth Anders held her pass up to the security guard at
the door.

like to take a seat.” He pushed the door open for
her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into...

He inspected it closely. “You’re running a little late,” he
said. “Local press are at the back, if you’d like to take a
seat.” He pushed the door open for her.
Ruth thanked him and made her way into...

Line Spacing - look at the next 2 pages.
Please choose the closest you can comfortably read.

1.25 line spacing

1.5 line spacing

She couldn’t see any roads, or any
gaps in the trees to suggest where a
road could be. There were no parking
lots or modern buildings. Perhaps this
wasn’t a popular tourist destination.
Had she escaped being blown up just
to die alone, lost in some jungle,
God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing
snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees. Maybe
there would be signs or something
to give her a clue which way to walk.
She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far
side, patches of stone peeked through
the grass, suggesting the area had
once been paved. She followed the
ancient road towards the structures in
the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the
sense of dread. She ran her hands
over the moss covered walls. She’d
always wanted to travel and see places
like this, but she never seemed to
have the money, or the time. Or the
courage, a small voice inside added.

She couldn’t see any roads, or any
gaps in the trees to suggest where a
road could be. There were no parking
lots or modern buildings. Perhaps this
wasn’t a popular tourist destination.
Had she escaped being blown up just
to die alone, lost in some jungle,
God knows where? Fear settled in
her stomach like a mass of writhing
snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees. Maybe
there would be signs or something
to give her a clue which way to walk.
She descended the steps and skirted
the bottom of the pyramid. On the far
side, patches of stone peeked through
the grass, suggesting the area had
once been paved. She followed the
ancient road towards the structures in
the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place
enchanted her and pushed away the
sense of dread. She ran her hands
over the moss covered walls. She’d...

1.75 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any
gaps in the trees to suggest where a
road could be. There were no parking
lots or modern buildings. Perhaps this
wasn’t a popular tourist destination.

2.0 line spacing
She couldn’t see any roads, or any
gaps in the trees to suggest where a
road could be. There were no parking
lots or modern buildings. Perhaps this

Had she escaped being blown up just

wasn’t a popular tourist destination.

to die alone, lost in some jungle,

Had she escaped being blown up just

God knows where? Fear settled in

to die alone, lost in some jungle,

her stomach like a mass of writhing

God knows where? Fear settled in

snakes.

her stomach like a mass of writhing

There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,
poking out between the trees. Maybe
there would be signs or something

snakes.
There were more ruins, not
pyramids, but smaller structures,

to give her a clue which way to walk.

poking out between the trees. Maybe

She descended the steps and skirted

there would be signs or something

the bottom of the pyramid. On the far

to give her a clue which way to walk.

side, patches of stone peeked through

She descended the steps and skirted

the grass, suggesting the area had
once been paved. She followed the
ancient road towards the structures in
the trees.
The lonely beauty of the place...

the bottom of the pyramid. On the far
side, patches of stone peeked through
the grass, suggesting the area had
once been paved. She followed the...

GDPR Statement
Thank you for agreeing to take part in this survey.
Responses will be received and processed by Alistair Sims
and/or Chrissey Harrison, on behalf of Books on the Hill publishing.
We respect your right to privacy and therefore your personal
information (any information which allows your survey responses to be attributed to you as an individual, or traced to
back to you in any way) will not be recorded*.
Your original responses will be retained for up to 1 month
from the date of receipt. During this time, they will be transcribed from the original paper or email record, which will
then be destroyed securely.
Any question responses which we consider to contain personal data (i.e tracable to you as an individual) will not be
transcribed.
The remaining data, comprised of responses in anonymous
form, will be retained indefinitely.
Your full survey responses will not be shared with any third
party. Results, in anonymous summary form, may be shared
with third parties.
If you provided your personal information in order to receive
or return the survey, this information will not be linked to
your response, and will not be retained or processed, unless
you previously consented to our storage and use of that data
(e.g. you joined the Books on the Hill mailing list), in which
case the former policy you agreed to applies.

*By nature of the fact we may know you personally, it’s
possible the individuals receiving the data may know whose
survey is whose in some cases, but this data will never be
recorded or disclosed.
If you have any questions or concerns, please contact Alistair
at Books on the Hill. Contact information is available at
https://www.booksonthehill.co.uk/contact-us/

