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© 2014 Clavis Publishing, Hasselt (Belgium) – Amsterdam (the Netherlands), illustrations by Mark Janssen in 
Kodo. De weg van de Boog [Kodo. The road of the bow] written by Bert Kouwenberg 
 
English translation: 
Kodo opened his eyes. He was lying on his father’s sleeping mat. He felt ashamed as he 
remembered the beatings. Strangely enough his body did not hurt. “How are you, Ignorant One?” 
From the paper of the fusama the Old Man looked up at him in a not unfriendly way. Kodo sat 
up straight. His arms and upper body were wrapped in white linen bindings. They created a sharp 
bad smell. The little fox was sitting in a corner. “Bean curd,” the Old Man said. “A miracle cure 
when you have been beaten up.” “It stinks!” Kodo said, who smelled the bindings cautiously. It 
almost made him gag. The little fox came over to him and yawned. Kodo looked at the small, 
sharp teeth. I need to get stronger, he thought. I need to be ready when the Ninjas come. If I 
practice every day, I will get stronger every day. He got up and slapped himself on the forehead. 
“I’m going to be a samurai!” “Let me give you some sincere advice, Ignorant One,” the Old Man 
said. “In sword fighting it’s all about the eyes.” “Mind your own business!” Kodo yelled. He 
could just refrain himself from adding “Pencil head!”. He walked towards the fusama, opened it 
and looked over his shoulder at the little fox. “Come, Kitsune-chan, let’s go.” “Eyes, Ignorant 
One. Eyes!” the Old Man shouted at him. “Don’t forget that. And look for the cranes.” 
 
When Kodo came outside his father was standing next to the Ferry House, close to the Rose 
Bush. He carried the Long Sword on his back, the Short Sword was sticking out of his belt. Kodo 
walked towards him and looked at him. “We need to practice, Sensei*.” He bowed his head. 
“Are you sure you want this?” Kodo nodded. His father removed the bindings. Then he washed 
Kodo’s arms, his upper body and his face with snow and put a headband around his head. “Your 
clothes are in your room. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
Kodo’s father looked up. He dropped his sword and pointed up to the sky. There, in the light of 
the setting sun, two white birds were approaching. They landed nearby in the snow. “Look at 
them dancing, Musko. The cranes are saying goodbye to the Winter and welcoming the Spring.” 
The birds turned and hopped. They spread their strong wings, took big steps and made big 
jumps. They bent and stretched their proud and elegant necks and rubbed them against each 
other. “Cranes know the secret of happiness,” his father said. “Each pair stays together for the 
rest of their lives.” Kodo thought about his mother. “But what if one of them is gone?” he asked. 
He felt his father’s arm over his shoulder. The sun was setting. Kodo shivered. From the Other 
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Side, over the frozen water, the sweet odor that he had smelled last night in the living room was 
coming closer.  
       
*Sensei: master    
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© 2014 Clavis Publishing, Hasselt (Belgium) – Amsterdam (the Netherlands), illustrations by Mark Janssen in 
Kodo. De weg van de Boog [Kodo. The road of the bow] written by Bert Kouwenberg 
 
 
English translation: 
Kodo opened his eyes. He was lying on his father’s sleeping mat. He felt ashamed as he 
remembered the beatings. Strangely enough his body did not hurt. “How are you, Ignorant One?” 
From the paper of the fusama the Old Man looked up at him in a not unfriendly way. Kodo sat 
up straight. His arms and upper body were wrapped in white linen bindings. They created a sharp 
bad smell. The little fox was sitting in a corner. “Bean curd,” the Old Man said. “A miracle cure 
when you have been beaten up.” “It stinks!” Kodo said, who smelled the bindings cautiously. It 
almost made him gag. The little fox came over to him and yawned. Kodo looked at the small, 
sharp teeth. I need to get stronger, he thought. I need to be ready when the Ninjas come. If I 
practice every day, I will get stronger every day. He got up and slapped himself on the forehead. 
“I’m going to be a samurai!” “Let me give you some sincere advice, Ignorant One,” the Old Man 
said. “In sword fighting it’s all about the eyes.” “Mind your own business!” Kodo yelled. He 
could just refrain himself from adding “Pencil head!”. He walked towards the fusama, opened it 
and looked over his shoulder at the little fox. “Come, Kitsune-chan, let’s go.” “Eyes, Ignorant 
One. Eyes!” the Old Man shouted at him. “Don’t forget that. And look for the cranes.” 
 
When Kodo came outside his father was standing next to the Ferry House, close to the Rose 
Bush. He carried the Long Sword on his back, the Short Sword was sticking out of his belt. Kodo 
walked towards him and looked at him. “We need to practice, Sensei.” He bowed his head. “Are 
you sure you want this?” Kodo nodded. His father removed the bindings. Then he washed 
Kodo’s arms, his upper body and his face with snow and put a headband around his head. “Your 
clothes are in your room. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
With raised swords they stood opposite each other. “Eyes,” his father commanded. Kodo opened 
his eyes widely, but he couldn’t resist his father’s gaze for long. He cast down his eyes, lowered 
his sword and touched his cheek lightly with his hand. “Again! Look into my eyes.” “I will 
succeed,” Kodo grunted. He raised his sword again and stared at his father. He kept staring until 
he became dizzy. His knees were trembling, his feet seemed to sink in the snow, the sword 
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pulled on his arms. “Eyes! Eyes!” Kodo straightened his back. A warm glow spread through his 
whole body finishing in the sword. “Attack,” his father yelled. “Now!” Kodo jumped forward 
and attacked. But he hit into the air, because his father dodged the attack. His father did not say 
anything, but nodded approvingly. Kodo knew that he could not get a bigger compliment than 
that. The Old Man from the fusama had been right that sword fighting is all about the eyes.  
 
Kodo’s father looked up. He dropped his sword and pointed up to the sky. There, in the light of 
the setting sun, two white birds were approaching. They landed nearby in the snow. “Look at 
them dancing, Musko. The cranes are saying goodbye to the Winter and welcoming the Spring.” 
The birds turned and hopped. They spread their strong wings, took big steps and made big 
jumps. They bent and stretched their proud and elegant necks and rubbed them against each 
other. “Cranes know the secret of happiness,” his father said. “Each pair stays together for the 
rest of their lives.” Kodo thought about his mother. “But what if one of them is gone?” he asked. 
He felt his father’s arm over his shoulder. The sun was setting. Kodo shivered. From the Other 
Side, over the frozen water, the sweet odor that he had smelled last night in the living room was 
coming closer. 
 
*Sensei: Master  
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Appendix C Sample Pages of the Text-Only Version 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

© 2014 Clavis Publishing, Hasselt (Belgium) – Amsterdam (the Netherlands), illustrations by Mark Janssen in 
Kodo. De weg van de Boog [Kodo. The road of the bow] written by Bert Kouwenberg 
 
English translation: 
Kodo opened his eyes. He was lying on his father’s sleeping mat. He felt ashamed as he 
remembered the beatings. Strangely enough his body did not hurt. “How are you, Ignorant One?” 
From the paper of the fusama the Old Man looked up at him in a not unfriendly way. Kodo sat 
up straight. His arms and upper body were wrapped in white linen bindings. They created a sharp 
bad smell. The little fox was sitting in a corner. “Bean curd,” the Old Man said. “A miracle cure 
when you have been beaten up.” “It stinks!” Kodo said, who smelled the bindings cautiously. It 
almost made him gag. The little fox came over to him and yawned. Kodo looked at the small, 
sharp teeth. I need to get stronger, he thought. I need to be ready when the Ninjas come. If I 
practice every day, I will get stronger every day. He got up and slapped himself on the forehead. 



READING PICTURES REQUIRES MENTAL IMAGERY SKILLS 
  8 
 
“I’m going to be a samurai!” “Let me give you some sincere advice, Ignorant One,” the Old Man 
said. “In sword fighting it’s all about the eyes.” “Mind your own business!” Kodo yelled. He 
could just refrain himself from adding “Pencil head!”. He walked towards the fusama, opened it 
and looked over his shoulder at the little fox. “Come, Kitsune-chan, let’s go.” “Eyes, Ignorant 
One. Eyes!” the Old Man shouted at him. “Don’t forget that. And look for the cranes.” 
 
When Kodo came outside his father was standing next to the Ferry House, close to the Rose 
Bush. He carried the Long Sword on his back, the Short Sword was sticking out of his belt. Kodo 
walked towards him and looked at him. “We need to practice, Sensei.” He bowed his head. “Are 
you sure you want this?” Kodo nodded. His father removed the bindings. Then he washed 
Kodo’s arms, his upper body and his face with snow and put a headband around his head. “Your 
clothes are in your room. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
With raised swords they stood opposite each other. “Eyes,” his father commanded. Kodo opened 
his eyes widely, but he couldn’t resist his father’s gaze for long. He cast down his eyes, lowered 
his sword and touched his cheek lightly with his hand. “Again! Look into my eyes.” “I will 
succeed,” Kodo grunted. He raised his sword again and stared at his father. He kept staring until 
he became dizzy. His knees were trembling, his feet seemed to sink in the snow, the sword 
pulled on his arms. “Eyes! Eyes!” Kodo straightened his back. A warm glow spread through his 
whole body finishing in the sword. “Attack,” his father yelled. “Now!” Kodo jumped forward 
and attacked. But he hit into the air, because his father dodged the attack. His father did not say 
anything, but nodded approvingly. Kodo knew that he could not get a bigger compliment than 
that. The Old Man from the fusama had been right that sword fighting is all about the eyes.  
 
Kodo’s father looked up. He dropped his sword and pointed up to the sky. There, in the light of 
the setting sun, two white birds were approaching. They landed nearby in the snow. “Look at 
them dancing, Musko. The cranes are saying goodbye to the Winter and welcoming the Spring.” 
The birds turned and hopped. They spread their strong wings, took big steps and made big 
jumps. They bent and stretched their proud and elegant necks and rubbed them against each 
other. “Cranes know the secret of happiness,” his father said. “Each pair stays together for the 
rest of their lives.” Kodo thought about his mother. “But what if one of them is gone?” he asked. 
He felt his father’s arm over his shoulder. The sun was setting. Kodo shivered. From the Other 
Side, over the frozen water, the sweet odor that he had smelled last night in the living room was 
coming closer. 
 
*Sensei: Master  
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Appendix D Example Questions of the Story Comprehension Test 
 

Example 1. Why does the first training end? 
A. *Kodo is in so much pain that he faints. 
B. Kodo asks his father to stop the training. 
C. Kodo’s father wants to stop the training. 
D. Kodo is able to beat his father one time. 

 
Example 2. When Kodo wakes up after the first training his body is wrapped around with white 
linen bindings that smell really bad. Why? 

A. *To make sure he is not in pain. 
B. To keep him sleeping as much as possible. 
C. To tie him to his sleeping mat. 
D. To make him gag. 

 
Example 3. What is the old man’s advice about sword fighting? 

A. It’s about speed. 
B. *It’s about the eyes. 
C. It’s about the hands. 
D. It’s about the power. 
 

Example 4. What secret do the cranes know? 
A. The secret that Kodo’s father is hiding from him. 
B. The secret of the sweet smell. 
C. *The secret of happiness. 
D. The secret of the four seasons. 

 


