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EVELI N E HASLER, born in Glarus, Switzerland, studied psychology and history in Friborg
and Paris. She also worked as a teacher. Her many books for children are known throughout the
world and have been honored with numerous international awards. Today Eveline lives and works
in Switzerland, writing poetry and narrative works for adults.
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KÄTH I BH EN D was born in Olten, Switzerland. She studied commercial art and worked in
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advertising for several years. After winning a competition held by a Swiss publisher, she began
illustrating children’s books. Among other honors, her work was awarded the Premio Grafico
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award at the Bologna Children’s Book Fair and received the Swiss Youth Book Prize in the same
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year (1990). Käthi has a passion for literature, art, music, and last but not least gardening. In 2019,
Käthi was one of twenty-six Swiss artists honored at Switzerland’s host country appearance in
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Bologna. Today she lives in Heiden, Switzerland.

Translated by Marianne Martens
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When fall came, Morris said to Boris,
“It’s time for one of us to go up the mountain.
There are some shingles loose on the roof of our hut
there, and we’ll need to fix them before the snow comes.
I went in spring, so it’s your turn.”
“What, me?” shouted Boris. “I don’t feel like it.
It takes more than a day to get there.”
Rather than arguing with his brother,
Morris decided just to go himself.

s

Once upon a time, long, long ago,
there lived two brothers. Their
names were Morris and Boris. They
looked like twins since they both
had humps on their backs. From a
distance it looked as though they
were carrying backpacks.
But if you got to know them,
you’d see that they were very
different. Morris was helpful and
kind to everyone he met. He took
care of the cattle and fussed over
the plants in the garden.
But Boris never had a kind word for anyone.
He beat the cows and never gave them quite enough to eat.
The plants on his land grew wild, nearly choked by weeds.
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He set out on the long journey.
The night before, a storm
had ripped the last few leaves from the branches
of the trees.

Plump chestnuts were tucked
between the leaves on the ground,
and when he stepped on them,
they burst out of their prickly husks.
Morris bent down and picked up
as many as he could carry.
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When Morris grew tired of climbing, he stopped for a snack.
He sat on a tree stump and watched the ants running around.
“Don’t worry, I won’t hurt you,” said Morris, taking some
bread and cheese out of his bag.
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By lunchtime he’d reached a high plateau. The path was
overgrown with thorny branches. He struggled through,
but thorns clung to his clothes and scratched his arms and legs.
Patiently, he untangled the prickly tendrils, marveling at
how intricate they were.

Soon he saw some mushrooms. Their red hats glowed
merrily above their stems.
“Hello, toadstools,” he said admiringly. “I know I can’t
eat you, but you sure do look lovely.” They seemed to be
growing in a secret circle.
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The path dipped down into a ravine.
This had always been his favorite point
of the journey. If you shouted toward the cliff,
it would echo back at you.

“Beautiful forest,” shouted Morris.
“Beautiful man-man-man-man,” answered
the echo. Morris thought he heard a giggle
behind the branches, but he didn’t see anyone.
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A big toad was hiding in the shadows
of the trees. Its moist skin was dirt colored
and covered with warts.
Morris bent down for a closer look and
noticed what beautiful eyes the toad had.
Golden irises encircled dark pupils.
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Dusk fell, and Morris built a fire
and roasted his chestnuts. They
crackled in the heat and their
roasted shells popped open. Their
chalky middles were sweet and
delicious. Morris stoked the fire
and stretched out on the ground to
rest. There were many sounds all
around him, and, spellbound, he
listened to them in the darkness.
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Where was that rattling sound
coming from? Maybe a mouse,
he thought. And what about that
creaking sound in the woodpile?
Must be a fox looking for his
dinner, thought Morris. And
what about that snorting? That
had to be a badger. “I am safe here,”
said Morris quietly. “I can just close
my eyes and go to sleep.”

Morris had barely fallen asleep
when strange figures crept out from
behind trees to have a look at him.
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When Morris woke it was dawn. He rubbed his eyes.
What a noisy night that was, he thought as he stretched.
Whistling happily, he went on his way up the mountain.
Soon he heard a stream. Water! Just what I need.
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“It’s a human! And he’s on our land!” said the roots.
“What should we do with him? Does anyone know him?”
“We know him,” said the mushroom creatures.
“We know him very well,” said the plant elves.
“We know him,” said the tree spirits. They whispered and discussed.
“Let’s give him something that he will never forget,”
said the forest witch at last.

He washed himself and saw his reflection in the water.
He looked very cheerful. Must be from the blue sky, he thought.
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At last Morris reached the hut.
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Quickly, he got to work fixing the roof.
On his way home, Morris walked with big, swinging steps.
He’d never felt so light and free. It was almost as if he were flying.
Soon he arrived back home in the valley.

Boris was chopping wood in front of his house.
He stared in shock at his brother.
“Where’s your hump?” he asked.
“My hump?” asked Morris, reaching over his shoulder.
There was nothing there! The hump was gone!
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What’s good for my brother
must also be good for me,
thought Boris. So the next day Boris set out,
mindful to go the same way that Morris had gone.
He stopped for a snack in the same place
his brother had stopped.

On the plateau, he swatted angrily at the thorny bushes with his cane.
“Hey, you stinky old mushrooms,” he shouted at the toadstools.
Carelessly, he stomped on them.
But what goes around comes around.

When it grew dark, Boris made a fire. “There aren’t even any chestnut
trees here,” he thought angrily. “Only pine trees and birch trees. How
useless. They have no fruits to cook.”
As the fire died down, Boris lay down and listened to the night. Where
was that rattling sound coming from? he wondered fearfully. And what
about that creaking sound in the woodpile?
And what about that snorting
sound? Feeling frightened, he
sat up and threw rocks into the
bushes. Then it grew quiet. The
quiet was even scarier.
Finally he fell asleep. Strange
figures came out of the bushes.
They circled him.
“It’s a human! And he’s on
our land!” said the roots. “What
should we do with him? Does
anyone know him?”
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Boris was soon in the ravine.
“What sorry old trees,” shouted
Boris at the cliff.
“What a sorry old man-manman-man,” shouted the echo
back at him. It was almost as
though someone was laughing
at him.

Boris saw the toad too. Luckily, at the very last minute,
it managed to save itself from being squashed under his shoe.
“Out of my way, you ugly old cow pie,” he shouted at it.

“We know him,” said the mushroom creatures.
“We know him very well,” said the plant elves.
“We know him,” said the tree spirits.
They whispered and discussed.
“Let’s give him something that he will never forget,”
said the forest witch at last.
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When he finally arrived back home,
he saw his brother bringing the goats
into the stall. “How do I look?” he
asked Morris.
Morris stared at his brother. He
couldn’t even speak—Boris’s hump
was bigger than ever!
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The next morning when he woke up, Boris felt weary. He’d slept
badly all night. Such strange noises he’d heard! The clouds hung low as
if the snow was on the way. In a bad mood, he continued on his way.
By the stream, he ate the last of his provisions and carelessly dumped
his scraps in the water. When he saw his reflection in the water, it
scared him. He had to remind himself that it was only a reflection.
Surely the waves were distorting the image.
When he reached the hut,
it started to snow. Boris took a
short nap.
After all, he didn’t have to fix
the roof. His brother had already
done it for him, he thought,
chuckling to himself at how clever
he was to get out of that job!
Besides, it was going to be a long
trip home trudging through
the snow.
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Sadly Boris whistled for his dog. “Why, oh why, did this happen
to me?” he asked the dog. Boris lifted his hand as if to pet the dog for
the first time, but the dog ducked fearfully, bared his teeth, growled,
and ran away. Suddenly Boris realized something.

Boris understood that the difference between his brother’s trip and
his trip lay within himself. “I’m going to take the trip again,” he said.
“Not now. Not in the snow. But in the spring.”
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Once there were two brothers who lived in a valley.
Both brothers were burdened with humps on their backs.
One brother was good and kind, helpful and friendly,
and the other was the opposite, until one magical night
that would change their lives forever.
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“Bhend creates complex, wonderfully animistic landscapes,
filled with both accurately rendered natural details, and hidden
faces and forms woven into the underbrush.”—Kirkus Reviews
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