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Th^r Kösaf Miller) Loses the Tale-Telling Contest

One day a man sent his son to take a donkey load o to be

ground at a/jmil3y Before the son left home, he made it a point that he 
should not go to the Kose's mill, because the Kbse had a reputation for 
being dishonest. The younger man stopped at a mill and asked, "Whose 
mill is this?"

"The Kose's mill."

"Oh, I should not have come here. I should have gone to the mill 
farther on."

But before he reached the second mill, the Rose walked rapidly by 
a short cut and reached the mill before him. The young man asked, "Whose 
mill is this?"

The Rose said, "It is the Kose's mill."

The young man said, "Oh, I should have walked farther and reached 
another mill."

But the Rose again reached the next mill before the young man and 
told him it also was the Kose's mill.

The young man finally returned to the first mill and decided to 
have the wheat ground there, no matter what happened.

The Rose planned to play a trick on the young man. The Rose said, 
"Young man, let us bake som^^read ^  I shall provide the water and the 
salt, and you provide the flour."
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"All right," the young man said, and he agreed to this and put 
so« flour into a kettle. The Rose poured too much „ater on the flour. 
The young man said, "What did you do, Rose?"

"Well, son," the Rose said, "put 
thicker."

in some more flour to make it

The young man put some more flour in. This time, it was too thick. 
To thin it, the Rose poured in water, but again he poured in too much.
In this way the young man's flour was all used up. After kneading the 
dough, they began to bake it. They baked a loaf of bread, but the R8se 
suggested that before they ate it, they should have a contest. Whoever
could tell the best tale would eat it. The young man agreed to this, and 
the Rose began his tale.

slipped and dropped inside the melon and was lost. So I dived into that 
melon after my knife. There I met an old man with a white beard who 
asked me, 'What are you looking for, son?'

"’I am looking for the knife I lost here,’ I said.

The old man said, ’I have lost a whole caravan here. If I cannot 
find that, how could you possibly find a little knife?’"

.:ie Rose ended his tale there and said, "Kow^iet us hear your story." 
The young man began, "Once we had a became lost one

day. I looked everywhere for it, but I could not find it. Than I climbed 
up to the top of a needle and looked from there and saw my lame bee put 
to work pulling a threshing board [dogen, normally pulled by oxen or
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horses] in a faraway village. I put the saddle on my cock and rode to

that village. I took my lame bee back to my house, but when I reached
home and took the saddle off the cock, I noticed it had rubbed the cock's 
back sore.

"Someone said, ’Rub its back withf^lnutJ/

"When I rubbed the cock's back with walnuts, a(™inut ̂ S t a r t e d  

growing there. School children threw so much earth and~so many stones at 
the tree [to get the walnuts down] that there was soon a field several 
acres wide on top of the walnut tree. Then I decided to plow the field 
and sow (¡barley\n it. I took my oxen up there, plowed it, and sowe^ j) 
barley, which in time grew and became ripe. I saw a w i l d ^ C ^ i ^ h T
field. I threw my sickle at the boar and it caught in the boar’s hoof 
and as the boar ran, it reaped all the barley in the field."

The Kose said, "That is enough. You have won."


