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Foreword

When you’re involved with academic research 
it normally tends to stay within the academic 
realm – no matter how persuasive it might be, 
you never expect it to be picked up and put 
into practice in the popular arena. So, when 
dyslexic author Al Campbell contacted me and 
asked if he could apply the principles of some 
research I had done with dyslexic students on 
word and line spacing to a book he was writing, 
it was quite unusual.

My research, and that of my colleagues, 
indicated that if words and lines were spaced 
out more than is traditional in typesetting, 
dyslexics would be able to access content more 
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effectively. Al and his publisher RedDoor Press 
not only wholly embraced this, they added in 
a font specially designed for dyslexic readers 
called Open Dyslexic.

I myself am dyslexic and, when Al sent me 
some page proofs, I read the dyslexia-friendly 
version first without any difficulty, wondering 
if it actually made an improvement. Then I 
opened the conventionally typeset version and 
couldn’t even begin to read it. I just had the 
sensation of the page moving and of seeing 
light and dark contrasts rather than letters. 

From both my personal and research 
perspective, for dyslexics like me, the change 
really does seem to make a significant 
difference. I could read a novel.

I know that Al and RedDoor have shown this 
to other dyslexics, all of whom report that it 
is much more accessible. On an academic level 
this is a positive validation of the work we 
have been doing at Anglia Ruskin. 

On a much more practical level this e-book 
version could be a real life-changing exemplar 
for dyslexics around the world who have for 
so long been starved of ‘stories’ and access to 
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literature in general. 
Most excitingly, there is nothing unique or 

copyrighted in this type of presentation and 
for an e-book it is a very simple process. As 
such there is no reason that any publisher 
cannot take these very simple principles on 
board and open the world of reading to the 
10% or so of the population that are dyslexic, 
across all genres of writing. But congratulations 
to RedDoor Press and Al for being the first.

I sincerely hope they will.

Dr Steven Stagg, Senior Lecturer  
and Autism Spectrum Disorder researcher, 

Anglia Ruskin University



Praise for The Daisy Chain  
Dyslexia-Friendly E-book

‘I really like that dyslexia-friendly font and 
layout – it’s more relaxing on my eyes, makes 
it easier to see the words and makes reading 
so much more enjoyable for me’

Amy Hunt, dyslexicbookreviews 

‘It always takes dyslexic actors like me longer 
to get to grips with words that are typeset in 
traditional ways. It’s so great that somebody 
has finally taken us seriously and realised that, 
when addressed properly, dyslexia needn’t be 
a barrier’

Daisy Roe, actor

‘It’s about time publishers woke up to the 
fact that there are millions of dyslexics like 
me for whom life could be a whole lot easier 
just by typesetting and formatting books a bit 
differently. I found both the experience and 
the story thoroughly enjoyable’

Phoebe Downey, public administrator



‘When I looked at the first page, I realised for 
once I could read without being frightened. It’s 
a good tale too’
Mark Wilson, playwright, and theatre director

‘As someone who assesses neuro-diverse 
people on a weekly basis, I know dyslexics 
not only struggle to read, but are often afraid 
of reading. The way the words in this edition 
have been laid out evidently makes a notable 
difference. The heroine of the story, Daisy, 
is almost certainly neuro-diverse herself and 
the narrative relies heavily on dialogue which 
dyslexics often find easier than tight prose. 
I hope more publishers follow RedDoor’s 
initiative’ 

Fleur Campbell, PATOSS registered specialist 
dyslexia assessor

‘I read the dyslexia-friendly version first, 
without any difficulty, wondering if it actually 
made an improvement. Then I opened the 
conventionally typeset version and couldn’t 
even begin to read it. I just had the sensation 



of the page moving and of seeing light and 
dark contrasts rather than letters’ 

Dr Steven Stagg, senior lecturer  
and autism spectrum disorder researcher, 

Anglia Ruskin University 
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THE BARBICAN

A coach-and-four drives through the arch 
and pulls up at the Leg O’Mutton. Tired 
from the long journey from Suffolk, 

crammed next to a fat parson and opposite a 
farmer with halitosis, Daisy can’t wait to get 
out. The groom throws her bags down into the 
mud.

The air at the Barbican, a nexus for 
transport, is foetid. Having had to share a bed 
at the overnight inn with a widow who snored, 
Daisy wearily stands surrounded by the 
noise of animals and the smell of excrement, 
endeavouring to keep her boots clean. She is 
tall for a girl – easily tall enough to see over 
the withers of a good-sized cob – and what 
country folk would describe as ‘lanky’. Even 
in the weak, low-elevation, morning spring 
light, the sun glints copper in her auburn hair, 
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a shining contrast to her sombre mourning 
clothes.

As she looks around, lost and forlorn, a 
youth barges into her, knocks her to the 
cobbles, seizes one of her bags and runs off. 
Daisy indignantly jumps to her feet and starts 
to give chase.

Much to the surprise of them both, a 
strikingly tall and handsome man sticks out 
a long leg and trips the would-be thief who 
sprawls to the ground in a heap. The man 
retrieves the bag, grabs the youth by the 
collar from behind, pulls him to his feet and 
despatches him with a kick up the backside. He 
walks over to Daisy who is catching her breath 
and brushing dirt from her jacket.

‘Are you all right, miss?’ he asks in a deep 
baritone voice, whilst holding out her bag.

Noticing he speaks with a foreign accent, 
Daisy regards him with interest. He is strong-
jawed with blue eyes and long, fair hair tied 
neatly with a black, silk ribbon. Despite his 
clothes being travel-stained, she sees he is 
elegantly dressed. She finds her tongue.

‘Actually, sir, I am quite all right – and I 
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would most certainly have caught him. You 
didn’t need to involve yourself!’

The man looks at her quizzically and raises 
an eyebrow. Daisy takes the bag from him and 
remembers her manners.

‘But I thank you, sir. My possessions hold no 
great value, but much sentiment.’

The man bows. ‘Johannes Van der Humm, 
pleased to be of service.’

Daisy curtseys. ‘Miss Daisy Salter – obliged 
to have received the same.’

‘I assume, Miss Salter, that this is your first 
time at the Barbican? You will have observed 
it is not the best place for a young woman 
travelling alone.’

‘I have only been through London with my 
father before now, sir. And then only twice.’

Van der Humm looks at her closely and 
realises she is wearing mourning clothes.

‘Would I be correct in supposing that your 
father can accompany you no more?’

‘Sadly, sir, he cannot.’
‘My sincere condolences.’ Van der Humm 

dips his head in respect, and Daisy nods her 
gratitude. ‘Well, Miss Salter, I am for the inn and 
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some lunch. My Dutch countrymen tell me that 
this inn, being so close to Smithfield Market, 
does an excellent mutton pie. Perhaps you 
would join me, and together we can oversee 
your bags?’

‘In that case, you are a very kind Dutchman, 
sir, but first I must find which coach will take 
me onwards to Richmond.’

Van der Humm smiles. ‘This is a happy 
coincidence. I am bound for Bristol on a coach 
that departs at three o’clock. That same coach 
makes a scheduled stop at Richmond to change 
horses. Do you have your ticket yet?’

Daisy shakes her head. ‘Not as yet, sir; I still 
have to buy one.’

The Dutchman makes an expansive gesture 
with his hands. ‘Happenstance, I have a ticket 
to spare, my intended travelling companion 
is unwell.’ He smiles. ‘Please, be my guest – 
firstly for mutton pie and then the coach trip.’

‘That is very generous, sir, but I can pay – 
for both.’


