
Rain, Frost and Wind 
Once upon a time there were two brothers. One was very rich and the other very poor. Besides being 

poverty-stricken, the latter had a large brood of children. 

On New Year’s Eve, the poor brother got up and decided to kindle a fire because there were only 

ashes left over after supper. He raked around in his hunting bag, but couldn’t find either a flint or a 

piece of dried fungus with which to strike a spark. In a word, he couldn’t relight the fire. 

So the poor peasant sent his older son to his rich brother, who lived in the same neighbourhood, in 

order to bring back some live coals. But the rich brother not only did not lend him any coals, he gave 

the boy several clouts on the neck, shoved him behind the door and started to shout angrily, “I hope 

you have to eat your fill of hot embers! Because of you I can’t have any peace at night!” 

The boy returned home and painfully related how he was treated by his uncle. The rich man’s 

hospitality to his poor brother was bitter, but the poor man couldn’t do anything to remedy it. He 

blamed himself for having to go amongst strangers to borrow embers when his nearest neighbour 

was his brother. So he climbed up the tallest poplar that grew before his hut and from there looked 

all around the neighbourhood to see if there was any sign of fire. And suddenly he saw not far from 

the village something flickering weakly. This comforted the poor brother greatly. He climbed down 

from the poplar and marched straight toward the light. He came to a bonfire and there he saw a 

strange trio. The peasant recognized that one was Rain, another Frost and the third, Wind. 

 

He told them his problem and asked for some embers. The trio listened to everything he had to say 

and then replied, “We’ll give you some coals, my man, if you know the answers to our questions.” 

“First state your questions. Let me hear them, them I’ll tell you if I know the answers.” 



Rain asked the first question. “What do you think? Is Rain good?” 

“Of course it’s good! Especially when there is drought on the earth.” 

Next Frost spoke up, saying, “Well, what about Frost? Is it good?” 

“I should say so! When there is lots of mud, Frost freezes it so Man can walk over it.” 

Then Wind began to talk. “What about Wind? Is it good?” 

“Of course. In summer it dries the mud in no time.” 

The trio exchanged glances and immediately judged that the poor man had judged very well. 

“Well, since you answered all our questions,” they said to him, “you’ll get some embers from us. 

Apart from that, we know that you haven’t anything to eat. So when you arrive home, go to the 

pantry and there you’ll find everything for yourself and your children. And now spread your cloak 

down and we’ll heap up some coals on it.” 

Oh, oh—the poor man turned pale, thinking to himself. If he spread his cloak and they poured coals 

on it, the cloak would become full of holes like a sieve, and then how would he, a poor man, survive 

the winter? The trio beside the bonfire noticed that he was frightened and began to console him, 

saying, “Don’t be afraid of anything! Nothing will happen to your cloak. But if you should see that it 

is beginning to burn up, you can easily shake the embers from it!” 

Hearing this, the peasant began to feel a bit calmer, so he spread his cloak and they heaped it full of 

coals. When he saw that the cloak wasn’t smouldering he became altogether calm. The trio near the 

bonfire finished by throwing him nine more spades of coals. 

Then the peasant gathered up his cloak, threw it over his shoulders and set off for home. He arrived 

and spread his cloak down and only then saw what he had brought. Believe it or not, there before 

him lay a pile of pure gold! And amongst it there glimmered one firebrand. 



The first thing the peasant did was to build a fire. Then he said to his wife, “Listen, Dearie. Do go to 

the pantry and find something to eat. Bring it all to the table and we’ll have a good feed. And for 

once let the children eat till they’re full.” 

The woman glanced into the pantry and from surprise she started to scream. She fainted and fell on 

her back. Why? There certainly was something to be surprised about because what she saw there had 

never appeared before the eyes of a poor person. When the man heard his wife starting to scream 

hard and something fall onto the ground, he ran to the pantry, glanced inside and stood with his 

mouth open. 

And do you know, my dear, what had scared the wife and why her husband was so amazed? On the 

once empty shelves of the pantry there sparkled a large diamond and the whole pantry shone with 

such a bright light that it almost blinded one’s eyes. The peasant raised his fainting wife and 

sprinkled her with water. She slowly came to herself and he told her not to be frightened of anything 

because a miracle had occurred. Now they wouldn’t have to worry because there was enough to eat 

and drink. The wife began to feel much happier, so they all sat at the table and enjoyed eating all 

kinds of food. 

The next day the peasant took the sparkling diamond to the king’s palace. The king glanced at the 

precious stone and immediately gave him a wagon of gold coins and saw to it that the money was 

taken to the peasant’s hut. 

The peasant heaped the gold into a pile and then said to his boy, “Sonny, run over to Uncle Yuri and 

ask him for his scales. Tell him we have to weigh some money!” The lad ran to his uncle, entered the 

house and said, “Uncle, Daddy asked if you could lend us your scales, because he has to weight 

some money.” 



“What kind of money? Perhaps you mean husks of grain?” The uncle laughed right into the boy’s 

face, but loaned him the scales. 

They weighed the money and the boy returned the scales immediately. So that the rich man 

shouldn’t behave too arrogantly the peasant left a good pile of gold pieces on the scales. 

What can one say? It was as if a knife had been driven into the heart of the rich brother, such spite 

and envy pierced him. Up to now, never had he wanted anything from his poor brother and now he 

couldn’t endure this. He called on him and at once began to draw out information from him. 

“But is it really true, Brother, that you weighed the money with my scales?” 

“Yes, it’s true,” replied the younger brother and showed him fine baskets of gold. 

“From where did you obtain so much money and where did you get it so suddenly?” 

“Well, do you remember New Year’s Eve, when I sent my son to your place to borrow some live 

coals? You had the heart not to give him even one coal and on top of that you chased my boy out the 

door. I didn’t want to bother anyone any more, so I climbed up the poplar tree standing near the gate. 

I got up to the very top of it and looked on all sides to see if there was some kind of light anywhere. 

And suddenly I saw that not far off in the field there glimmered a feeble light. I went straight toward 

it. There beside a bonfire sat some kind of trio. I asked them for some live coals, but they told me 

that first I had to answer some questions that they would put to me. I answered all three of them and 

they poured some coals on my cloak. But when I returned home and looked closely I saw that the 

cloak contained not coals from a bonfire but piles of pure gold. Furthermore, the trio informed me 

that in the pantry at home I would find enough to eat and drink and one shining precious stone. I 

found all this. I then took the stone to the king and he gave me a whole wagon of gold coins for it.” 



Envy did not leave any peace in the heart of the rich brother. He could barely wait till the end of the 

year, because he schemed that when he did as his poor brother had done then he would become even 

richer! 

When New Year’s Eve arrived the rich brother didn’t wait for the stove to become cold: he himself 

put out the fire. The he went out of the gate, climbed up the poplar tree and began to look around to 

see if there was a little light glimmering anywhere. In truth, not far from the village, exactly at the 

place where the year before good fortune had gleamed for the younger brother, he saw some kind of 

bonfire. The rich brother quickly climbed down from the poplar tree and made straight for the light. 

Near the bonfire he found the trio but had no idea who they were because his brother forgot to tell 

him. He asked them for some live coals and they replied, “We’ll give you some coals but you must 

guess what each of us is called.” 

The rich man began to guess, racking his brains, but he couldn’t name even one of them. The trio 

near the bonfire knew very well what the man’s intentions were: he wanted to obtain the treasure in 

order to become a richer landowner. They remembered that on last New Year’s Eve he had 

begrudged giving a couple of coals to his younger brother. The trio beside the bonfire thought and 

thought, and then said, “Well, fine man, spread your cloak down and you’ll get some coals, seeing 

that the fire has gone out in your house.” 

The greedy rich man didn’t have long to wait. He spread his cloak down and received ten spades of 

coal. He put his arm into the sleeves of the cloak, picked it up and thus brought the coals home. 

When he reached the porch a fire burst forth, leaped up and caught the thatched roof, then the whole 

house. Soon the stable and all the property burned down. Within an hour or so the big landowner 



became as unfortunate as the younger brother had been a year ago. Thus the rich man had his fill of 

hot, live coals! 

But the younger brother, though he had become very wealthy, was no miser. He took in his burnt-out 

brother and they lived together. And maybe they are together still—no one really knows. One thing 

we do know: Rain, Frost and Wind still travel over the wide world and are alive and well. 


