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“Tock, tock, tock. 

Squeeeeak. Tock, tock, 

tock. Shhhhhhhhhh.”

The room was filled 

with unusual sounds. 

Semi-darkness spread 

from wall to wall. Your 

eyes needed time to 

adjust to it. 

“Tock, tock, tock. 

Squeeeeak. 

Shhhhhhhh.” 



“I’m here, my dear friend.” A white 

head appeared out of nowhere. 

It was Martin the miller. He was 

easily recognisable. Even in half-

darkness, his head glowed white 

with flour. 



“Working in a mill keeps me 

fed; I get to eat delicious 

bread!”, the miller sang to 

himself. The other sounds 

in the room came from the 

wooden parts of the mill. The 

wood squeaked and bumped, 

rustled and thumped, and 

scraped and clumped.



“Oh, you’re a girl! I’m sorry, 

I couldn’t see you very well 

at first”, Martin apologised.

“Apology accepted! 

Mistakes can happen. 

My name’s Jelena”, the 

girl said. “I was passing 

by and simply had to 

take a peek. Never 

before have I seen a 

house with a wheel. Or 

a wheel with a house 

for that matter.”



Indeed, there was a large 

wheel spinning right next 

to the wall of the house. 

This was a mill wheel 

powered by water. “This 

river is called the Rječina, 

my dear”, said Martin. “Its 

source is nearby, on the 

edge of Grobnik Plain. 

Many villages have been 

built on its banks.”



“If it weren’t for the River Rječina, who would 

turn this large wheel? Who would grind the 

wheat and make flour for the villagers? 

They use flour to make bread and cornmeal 

to make polenta. That’s why there are so 

many mills on the River Rječina.”



“The polenta and bread are not just for the people in 

the villages”, continued the miller. “Count Frankopan, 

lord of the whole of Grobnik Plain, also enjoys them. 

I send most of 

my flour to him. 

However, he doesn’t 

live by the river but 

on the top of the hill, 

in Grobnik Castle.”



“Tock, tock, squeeeeak.” The 

mill ground the wheat. It 

wasn’t paying any attention 

to their conversation, as it had 

work to do. But then it grew 

quieter and quieter until it went 

completely silent. 



What had happened? Had 

the mill stopped working? 

How was that possible?



Jelena and Martin looked at each other in 

wonder. The miller went outside to check 

the mill wheel. But outside, they were 

faced with an even bigger mystery. The 

riverbed of the Rječina was dry. The river 

had disappeared.



Good news travels fast, but bad news 

travels even faster. The news of the 

disappearance of the Rječina had everyone 

worried. Count Frankopan himself rode 

to the mill from his castle. He roamed and 

looked around but to no avail. The Rječina 

was nowhere to be found. It was if it had 

vanished off the face of the earth.



They searched for it in other places too. 

They looked around the villages for a 

day, two days, three days, four days. The 

area started to feel the lack of water. The 

gardens grew thirsty, because people 

couldn’t water them. The cows mooed 

unhappily, and the kittens meowed even 

more sadly.



Count Frankopan sat in his castle trying 

to figure out what had happened. He 

was aware that without water, wheat 

wouldn’t grow. No wheat means no 

flour, and no flour means no bread. 

What would people eat? 



Every now and again, as he passed by 

a window, he would sweep the fields 

beneath the castle with his eyes. Then he 

would get lost in his thoughts. “The Rječina 

has a source”, he thought. “Maybe we 

should go there. I’ll send my men at once to 

check if there’s water at the source.”



And when they got there, oh dear! 

The source was completely dry. Not 

even a single drop of water. The count 

realised what was wrong. They hadn’t 

had any rainfall for over a month, so 

the source had dried up. 



Drought had swept Grobnik Plain, and the 

villagers were very worried. 

“Vegetables have dried up in the gardens. 

Fruit cannot ripen on the trees. The wheat 

cannot grow. What will our children eat? 

We have no more bread.”



“Something must be done to help these 

people”, Jelena thought to herself, as she gazed 

sadly at Martin’s mill. 

“Something must be done to help these 

people”, the Count thought as he gazed sadly 

from the window of his castle.



The girl thought of something and 

wanted to share it with the Count. 

“If the largest amount of flour from 

the mill goes to his castle, then 

there’s still enough there to make 

plenty of bread.”



“I was just thinking the same!”, exclaimed 

the Count. “You’re a really smart girl. I will 

immediately give the order to use the flour 

from the castle to make as much bread as 

possible. It should be handed out to the 

villagers.”



The aroma of bread came from the castle on 

the hill. The villagers arrived from all sides. 

What they saw was highly unusual. The 

bread was handed out by the Count himself, 

with the help of a little girl. They split every 

piece in two before giving it away, so there 

was enough bread for everyone. 



“It’s nice to do good”, the white-headed 

miller thought. “A friend in need is a friend 

indeed.”



“Drip, drip. Drop, drop”, a sound 

could be heard from the roof of 

the mill. It was the sound of rain 

against the roof. Martin and Jelena 

peeked outside. Then they quickly 

went back inside, with their noses 

all wet. Rain was falling heavily 

from the skies. 



The River Rječina once again 

flowed over the stones on its 

riverbed and rushed towards the 

mill. The wheel of Martin’s mill 

spun joyfully. 

“When the mill wheel goes round 

and round, our bellies are safe and 

sound!”, the miller sang to himself 

happily. And all around him the 

wood squeaked and bumped, 

rustled and thumped, scraped and 

clumped.



Picture books:

1. The Wilful Wand

2. The Treasure of Trsat

3. Three Brothers and Three Towers 

4. A Journey on a Bakar Sailing Ship

5. A Grobnik Watermill

6. The Girls from Bribir

7. The Miners from Čabar

8. A Band of Dormice
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