
Mares’ Eggs 
In a certain town there once lived a poor man and a rich man. They had their own problems but 

never visited each other. As for the poor man, though he suffered from want, he never begged 

from the rich man. Once he earned a bit of money and so he bought a colt. The rich man saw a 

rust-coloured colt in the backyard of the poor man and he remarked to his wife, “Is it possible 

that our neighbour has bought a draught horse? I’ll go and investigate.” 

He went to the poor man and asked, “Hey, neighbour. Where did you get that colt?” 

The poor man knew how envious the rich man was and jokingly said, “Well, it didn’t fall from 

heaven. I hatched it out of an egg.” 

The rich man opened his mouth from surprise when he heard this and asked, “From what kind of 

egg?” 

“Too bad that you have lived half a lifetime in this world and don’t know anything about mares’ 

eggs,” replied the poor man. “Then listen. One day I went to the market and saw near a wagon a 

crowd so thick that you couldn’t force a needle through it. But I managed to force my way 

closer. And in the wagon there sat a man who was making a speech. ‘Hey, good people! Buy 

some mares’ eggs! From each one there will hatch a black-maned colt.’ The poor were buying 

one egg at a time. But the rich weren’t even asking the price: each one held out a sack. I barely 

managed to buy two eggs. I went home and after forty days I hatched out a colt.” 

The rich man listened for awhile then began to beg. “Neighbour, sell me the other egg. We are 

friends, so don’t bargain. I’ll pay you well.” 



The poor man thought, then shook his head, remarking, “I wanted to sit on this one, too, in order 

to have a pair of horses. But I can’t refuse a good neighbour.” And he rolled out a large yellow 

melon from under his bed. 

The rich man paid him well and ran off home with the melon. He spread some straw on the barn 

floor and started to hatch out a colt. His wife scolded him. “Have you lost your senses, 

husband?” Who ever heard that a colt could be hatched from a melon?” The rich man chased her 

away and continued sitting on the melon, like a hen on eggs. 

It was summer then, and his wife was angry because the work in the fields was neglected and her 

husband was sating time. She scolded him, saying, “People are mowing and our grass is drying, 

so not only are we losing our wealth, we will die of hunger.” The rich man couldn’t wait for his 

wife to finish talking. He took his scythe on his shoulders and the melon in a sack and set off for 

the field. He chose a comfortable place on a hillock, sat on the melon and continued to hatch out 

a colt. His wife brought him his lunch but not once had he used his scythe. She started toward he 

husband, scolding him and complaining. The rich man couldn’t stand it. He rushed at his wife, 

ready to strike her and she, on purpose, kicked the melon. It rolled down the hillock and broke 

against a stump. A frightened rabbit jumped out from under it. When the rich man saw this he 

almost burst into tears. 

“See, woman! Only two more weeks were needed for me to sit in order to hatch out a fully 

grown colt. But now it is only a half-grown colt and even it managed to escape!” 


