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SCENE 3. 
 
    Dame Trot’s Dairy.  
 
 SIMON enters L pulling on a halter.  
 
SIMON.  Come along Daisy, it’s milking time… Oh, do come along.  
 
DAME.  (entering briskly R) Come along, Daisy. Milkies! 
 
 (DAISY rushes in enthusiastically, knocking over Simon.) 
 
 (Stroking DAISY) Good girl, good girl…  Morning Simon, up 

you get, you can’t dawdle around all day. 
 
 (JACK and the PRINCESS rush in.) 
 
JACK.  Mum, we’ve just been dancing with a tree! 
 
DAME.  Your secret’s safe with me, dear. Hello, Demelza. You’re just in 

time to see us milk Daisy. 
 
PRINCESS.  I’ve never seen a cow milked before. 
 
DAME.  Well you’re in for a treat and we’d better get on with it because 

it’s Daisy’s milking time and routine is vitally important to your 
average cow. 

 
DAISY.  (Stamps and look huffily at DAME.) 
 
DAME.  Or even to your above average, top of the range cow. 
 
DAISY.  (Nods in agreement.) 
 
DAME.  Now, let’s begin. Simon the pail. 
 
SIMON.  One pail. (Hands over pail.) 
 
DAME.  Thank you. We place the pail just here. (Does so.) And the stool 

– Simon the stool. 
 
SIMON.  One stool. 
 
DAME.  Thank you. And the stool - like so. (Places stool at DAISY’S 

rear end.) You see, we always use the same equipment so as 
not to disturb or fluster the cow in any way, we just want her to 
relax. 

 
DAISY.  (Rear half sits on the stool and the front half sits on the rear 

half and crosses one leg over the other.) 



 21

 
DAME.  No, Daisy! Not like that! Oh, you naughty cow! Now come on, up 

you get. (DAISY gets up.) That’s it, good girl. (DAME sits on 
the stool – to PRINCESS.) Of course, you’ve realised that it is 
the Milker’s job to sit on the stool, whilst the cow –  

 
DAISY.  (Sits on the DAME and crosses a leg as before.) 
 
PRINCESS.  Sits on the Milker? 
 
SIMON.  No, that’s a bit of a mistake. 
 
DAME.  Of course, it’s a bit of a mistake! Stop messing about, Daisy!  
 
 (The DAME pushes DAISY up and they both rise.)  
 
DAME.  The cow does not sit on the Milker! 
 
JACK.  The Milker sits on the cow. 
 
DAME.  (to JACK) Watch it, sunshine. (To PRINCESS.) The Milker sits 

on the little stool which has been carefully placed by the hind 
legs of the cow! (Goes to sit.)  

 
 (DAISY slides the stool away.) 
 
DAME.  (landing on the ground) Ow! Daisy! I’m sorry about this 

Demelza, she’s very skittish today. We’ll do it again. Now, are 
you doing to behave yourself this time, Daisy? 

 
 (DAISY nods.) 
 
DAME.  Good. Then we’ll begin. 
 
  (DAISY slides the stool away. 
 
 The DAME goes to sit, but looks round at the last moment.) 
 
DAME.  Oh, Daisy! 
 
 (Sheepishly, DAISY slides the stool back.) 
 
JACK.  (indicating audience) Hey - maybe you should ask one of them 

to help? That way you could keep an eye on her. 
 
DAME.  Oh, that’s a good idea. Can we have a volunteer please to help 

us milk Daisy…? Preferably male, six foot two and handsome as 
hell…. 
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 (Ad lib recruiting volunteer who is brought up on stage, 
introduced etc.) 

 
 Let’s have a big round of applause for Graham! Lovely - now 

don’t worry Graham. You’re not worried are you…? Good. 
Because nothing can possibly go wrong - I’ll be watching out for 
Daisy at all times, okay…? Lovely. Now Simon, can you make 
sure the stool is in the correct milking position please? 

 
SIMON.  Righto. 
 
DAME.  Thank you.  
 

(DAISY’S hoof moves towards the stool.) 
 
Leave it where it is, Daisy.  
 
(DAISY moves her hoof back.) 
 
Now, Graham if you’d like to sit down. Have you ever milked a 
cow before, Graham…? You haven’t? Well, there’s really 
nothing to it. Just get hold of the squeezy things. That’s it… Not 
too hard, Graham - you need to be gentle down there. You do 
appreciate that, don’t you Graham…? Good. She’s a nice cow, 
but you can’t tug her about… That’s it, start squeezing… 

 
 (Nothing happens.) 
 
 Come on Graham, you’ll need to squeeze harder than that! 
 
SIMON.  I’ve got a joke – maybe a giggle would put her in the mood? 
 
DAME.  Not at the moment, Simon. Graham’s doing his squeezing. 
 
SIMON.  This one’s a killer. 
 
DAME.  Alright then. Are you ok with a little joke, Graham…? (To 

SIMON) Go on then. 
 
SIMON.  Why does a milking stool have only three legs? 
 
DAME,  
JACK &  
PRINCESS.  We don’t know. Why does a milking stool have only three legs? 
 
SIMON.  The cow has the udder one! (Cracks up at his own joke.) 
 
DAME.  Hilarious – now, can we get on? 
 
SIMON.  I’ve got another one! Why do cows sit down in the rain?  


