Running head: READING PICTURES REQUIRES MENTAL IMAGERY SKILLS

Appendix A Sample Pages of the Experimental Picture Version

Kodo opanda Ad|m ogan. H| lag op zi|n vadars sksspret. Mat schaamts herirnarda
hij zich da afstraffing. Vraemd genosg desd 2)n Ijf gaan pijn.

“Hog I3 hat met |&, Orevstends?” vanaf hat paplar van de fusama kesk de Cuda
ham nilat orvlandall Jk san.

Kodo ging rechtop dtten. Zijn arman en bovenlicdsam waren In witts, linnen
windsals gewikkald. Er lwam ssn scharpe stank varaf. Hat wos|a zat In sen hoak.
‘Bonanwrongal,’ zal de Oude. "Een wondermiddel ak ja aen flink pak rammal habt
gekragan.’

“Hart stinkt!* zal Koda, dia voorzichtlg aan da windsals rook. HI| mosst er bijna van
kokhal zen.

Hit waos|e kwam nasr ham toa an gaouwde. Kodo kesk naar da klaing, scharps
tandan.

Ik moat starkoar worden, dacht ). Ik moat ar klaar voor zijn als de Minja's koman.
&ls |k glks dog oafan, waord Ik alka dag starkar. HI| stond op en stomipta zichzel
op d|n worheofd. 1k word mmosrallf

Lt ml] |@ e welgamesnds raad geven, Oreatands,” 26l de Ouda. ‘Het gast bl
hat revaardvadrtan vooral om de ocgen.

*Bemoel |& met @ elgen zaken!® dep Kodo. ‘Pansealkop!” slikta hi| nog met In. HI|
liap naar da fusama, swhoof dis opsn an kesk om naar hat vosja.

“Kaom, Kisuns-dhan, we gean."

“gan, Oreeatanda. Cgen!” riep de Owde ham na. vergaeat het niat. En kijk utt
naar da kraanvogals !

Toan Kodo buten kwam, stond djn wader aan de zljkant van het Vaarhuls, bi) de
Rozenstrulk. HI| drosg het Langrssard op zijn rug, hat Kort aessrd stak ult zijn

gordal.
Kodao llep naar ham toa an kesk ham san. "We mosten osfonan, Sanmi®." HI|

boog djm hoofd.

“Wvaat |a zaker dat | hot wilt?

Kada knikta,

ZiI)n vadar verwi|darde da windsals. Daama westa hi| Kodo's armen, zijn
boverilicssm en gezicht met sneswve en knoopts ham ssn witte hoofdbard om.
“Ja klaran liggen In ja kamar. Ikwacht hler op [&"
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Kodo's vader kesk omhoag. H| lat zijn zevaard zakken on wess nsar da ludht.
Cwsar nadarden, In hat rods licht van de endergaanda zon, twes grote witts vogals.
Ta landden Wakhi| In de snaauw.

K|k hos 2 dansen, Musko. Da kraanvogals nemen afecheld van de 'Wintar an
begroatan da Lerta.*

Da vogals draalden an huptan. Za spralddan hun sterks wisugels en maakten langa
passan en hoge sprongan. Za bogen an straktan hun trotss, dadljka halzan an
wreven e togan ellosar.

“Kraarmvogsls kennen hat gehslm van galuk,” zel zijn vadar. ‘Elk paar blijft hun
leven lang samer.*

Kodo dadht aan zijn moeder. "Hoe most hat dan als ean van hanar niet mesr 15?*

wrosag hi|.

Hl voslda de armi van d |n vader om zijn schouder. D zon girg cndar.

Kodo huhvwerda, Wanaf de Owarkant kwam hen, over het bavaran water, de zosts
geur tegamoat diz hi] de vorge awond In de woonkamer had garoken.

\ Y

A
-

© 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. | need to get stronger, he thought. | need to be ready when the Ninjas come. If |
practice every day, | 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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Appendix B Sample Pages of the Pictures-and-Text Version

Kodo opanda djn ogaen. Hi| lag op zijn vadars skeapmet. Mat schaamts herinmerds
hil) zich du afstraffing. Wraemd genosg desd d jn I|f gaan pijn.

"Hom |5 hat met |e, Ormstenida?” Vanaf hat paplar van de fussma keck de Ouda
ham nigt crvrisndsll Jk aan.

Kodo ging rechtop diten. Zijn arman en bovenlicheam waren in witts, nnan
windsals gewikkald. Er kevam s scharpe stank varaf. Hat wosje zat In sen hoak.
‘Bonanwrongal,’ zal de Ouds. "Een wondermiddal ak ja san flink pek rammal habt
gakragen.

"Hat stirkt!* zal Kodao, dis woorzichtlg aan da wirsdsals rook. HI) mosst er bi jna wvan
kokhal zon.

Hat vosja lwam naar hem toe en gesuwds. Kodo keok rear de ksine, schape
tander.

Ik moat sterker wordan, dacht hi. Ik most er kisar voor zijn s de Minjs's komen.
&k Ik alks dag oafan, word 1k slke dag sterker HI| stond op en stompta dchzalf op
zljr voorhoofd. “1k word samoarai

‘Laat mil| [a een walgemaenda raad gaven, Onwetends,” zal da Cuds. "Hat gaat bl)
hat resardvachten wooral om da ogan.”

‘Bamoal |& mat Ja algsn zakan !’ riep Kodo. ‘Perssalkop!” dikta hij rog net iIn. HI|
llap rmar de fusama, schoof dis open &n kesk om rear het voaje “Kom,
¥ltsuna-chan, wa gasn."

“Dagan, Crevatanda. Ogen!’ riep de Oude ham ra. Wergaat het niat. En kijk utt
naar da kraanvogals?

Toan Kodo bulten kwam, stond #)n wader asn da zijkart van hat Vaarhuls, bij da
RAozeristrulk. HI| drossg het Langzessrd op zijn rug, hat Kortowsard stak ot zijn
goerdal.

Kodao llep naar ham toa an kesk ham san. "We moeten osfenan, Senmi*." HI| boog
d|n hoofd.

“Waot |o zaker dat |@ hat wik

Kodo knikta.

ZI|n vadar verw|dards da windsals. Daarma wests hi| Kodo's armen, zijn
bovenlicdesam en gezidtt met sneswve en knoopta hem een witts hoofdbard om.
“3a klarun liggen In ja kamer. lk wadht hier op jo"
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Mat opgaheven zwaardan stonden za tegenover elksar. *Ogen,” beval zijn vadar.
Kodo spards zijn cgan wijd opan, maar kon de blik van zijr wadar niet lang
wearsiman. H| soeg zijn ogen nesr, ligt zijn revaard zakken an streak mat djn
hand larg: d|n wang.

“Opnisuw! K|k In miljn ogen.’

“Hat gaat ml| lukken,” gromda Kodo.

Opnleurw hief ki) het revaard en kack zijn vadar strak ssn. HI| blacf staran tot ki)
&r dulzellg van ward. Zijn knikadn kniktan, zijn wootan lsken weg te dnkan In de
srmauw, hat zwaard trok san djn armen.

*Ogan! Ogenl”

Kodo rechite zijn rug. Esnwarma glosd trok door zijn hels 1 tot In het nesand.
“Wal aan.* rlap zijn vadar. "Nul*

Kodo sproreg raar varan an haslde ut Masr bi) slosg In da lucht, omdst 2d)n vwsder
do aarmal ontwesk.

T)n vader zal niats, maar knl ke gosdksurend. Kodo wist dat hi) geen groter
complimant kon krijgan. e Owde van da fusama had gelljk gehed dat het b
zwaardvedttan om da ogen gaat.

Kodo's vader kesk omhoog. HI llat zijn revaard zakken an weses naar da lucht.

*El|k hoa za darsan, Musko. De kraamwogsls neman afscheld van da Winter en
begrosten du Lamte

D vosgals draaidan en hupten Za spraidden hun starka Weugels en masktan langs
pazmen an hoge sprongen. Ze bogen an gtrakten hun trotse, slerlljks halzen an
wraven za tegen alkaar.

*Eraanvogals kenman hat gehsim van galuk,’ zal djn vader: “Elk paar blifft hun
lavan larg saman.

Koda dacht aarm o |n moadar. *Hoa moat het dan als cen van han ar nlet maar 57
waoag hi).

HI| voslda da am van zijn vadar om djn xhoudar. Cs zon ging ondar.

Kodo hulwrde. visnaf da Cverkart kwam han, over hat bevroram wetar, de zosts
geur tagemoat dis hi] da worlge avend In de woonkamar had geroken.

Cwsar nadarden, In hat rods licht van do ondergaanda zon, twes grote witts vogals.
Ta landden Wakhil| In de snaauw.

© 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. | need to get stronger, he thought. | need to be ready when the Ninjas come. If |
practice every day, | 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

Kodo opanda d|n ogan. HI| lag op zijn vadars slsapmest. kat schaams herirmarda
hi| zich da afstraffing. Wraemd genosg desd 2 )n lIjf gean pijn.

“Hom Is hat met e, Orwetends? vanaf hat paplar van de fusama keck do Ouda
ham niat orvrlsndali jk san.

Kodo ging redhtop diten. Zijn arman en bovenlichsam waren in witts, [Innsn
windzals gowikkeld. Er lmam een scharpe stank varaf. Hat wos|e zat In sen hoak.
‘Bonanwrongal,’ zal de Oude. “Een wondermiddel ak ja een flink pak rammel habt
gakragan.’

“Hat stinkt!* zal Koda, die woorzichtlg aan do windsals rook. Hi| moest er bijna van
kaokha zen.

Hat vosja kevam naar ham toe en gesuwds. Kodo keak rear de klsing, sdwape
tanden.

1k most sterker wordan, dadht hij. 1k most e klsar voor zijn als da Ninja's komen.
&k Ik alks dag cafen, word 1k elks dag serker. HI| stord op en stompta dchzalf op
zl|n voorhoofd. Ik word samaoarsil

Laat mi] ja sen walgemaenda read gavan, Onwetends,” 2ol da Cuds. "Hat gaat bl
het resardvechten vooral om de cgan.”

‘Bamaal |@ miat ja algen zskan!’ rep Kodo. "Perssalkop!” o lkts hi| mog nat In. HIj
liap resar de fusama, schoof dis opan en keek om rear het vosje. “Kom,
Kltsuna-chan, wa gaan.”

"Ogan, Onwstende Ogan!’ riap da Ouda hem na. "Wargest hat nlet En kijk ut
naar da krasmvogak.*

Town Kodo bulten kesm, stond z1jm wader aan da zijkant van hat Vearhuls, bl da
Rozarstrulk. H| droag het Langowaard op d|n rug, het Korzwaard stk ult djn
gordal.

Kodo llap naar hem tos en keak ham aan. '¥We mosten osfanen, Sansal*”. HI| boog
zl|n hoofd.

begroatan da Lerta.*

D vogels draalden an huptan. Za spraiddan hun sterks visugels en maakten langa
passan en hoge sprongan. Za bogan an straktan hun trotes, garl jka halzen an
WreNen I tegan olksar.

“Kraarvogsls kennen het gehslim wan galuk,” zel zi|n vadar. "Elk paar blijft hun
leven lang samen.

¥odo dadht aan zijn mosder: "Hos moet ket dan als ean van han ar nlet mesr 15?*
wroag hij.

Hl| voalda de arm van d)n wader om zijn schouder. D= zon ging ondar.

Kodo huhverda. vanaf de Owarkant kwam hen, over het baworan water, de zosts
geur tegamosat dis hi) de vorge avord In de woonkamer had garoken.

“Wvoet | zakar dat | hat wile?

Koda knikta.

Zi)n vadar verwi|derds da windsals. Daama wests hi| Kodo's armen, zijn
bowvenlicdsam en gezicht met sneswvw en knoopts hem san witts hoofdbard om.
*Ja klaran liggen In ja kamer. Ik wacht hier op o

Miat opgehsven swaardan stonden za tegenovar alkaar. "Ogen,” baval zijn vadar.
Koda sperda 2)n ogen wid open, maar kaon da blik van 2d)n wsder nilet lsng
waarstaan. Hi| doag djn cgan naar, llet zijn svssrd zakckan en stresk mat zijn
hand langs zijn wang

‘Cpnlswa! Kljk In mljn ogan.’

*Het gaat mi] lukkan,’ gromds Kodo.

Opnisuw hiaf hi| hat swaard an kesk d|n vadar strak aan. HI| blesf staran tot hi)
ar dulzallg van werd. Zijn knleén knikten, 3)n woeten lakan weg ta zinken In da
sneguw, hot owsard trok san zijn arman.

‘Dgan! Ogant*

Koda rachtta zi|n rug. Ean warma gload trok door zijn kala 1l ftot In het sesard.
“al man." riep d|n wader *Nul’

Kodo sprong naar voren an hsalds utt. Maar hi) soag In de ludht, omdat zijn vader
do sarmval arbwaak.

ZI)n vadar zel nigts, maar knlkts gosdksurand. Kodo wist dat hi] gesn grotar
mmpli mant kon krijgen. ba Cuds van de fusama hed galijk gehad dat het bi)
owaardvachten om de ogen gaat

Kodo's vadar kagk omhoog. HI| let zijn semard zakdoan en waas naar da ludht. Daar
nadarder, In het roda licht van de ondengaande zon, twea grote withs vogels. Ze
landden Wakbl| In de saauw.

*Kl|k hoa za darsan, Musko. De kraarvogels nemen afschald van da 'Winter an

© 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 |
practice every day, | will get stronger every day. He got up and slapped himself on the forehead.
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“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.



