


One bright, sunny day, Daisy the cow was enjoying her  
lunch when she noticed a young boy watching her. 

“Oh,hello,”said Daisy. 

“Hi,”said the boy while looking at Daisy‛s food.  
“What is that?” 



“This is lunch.The farmer gives us only the best. We eat grass, hay,corn, 
and lots of other things to make sure we get everything we need to be healthy. 
And it‛s delicious!” said Daisy. 

“So what brings you here to the dairy anyway?” 



The boy said he was Pete and that his father  
drives one of the trucks that comes to the  
dairy every day. 

“Nice to meet you, Pete. I‛m Daisy. So what‛s in those big 
silver trucks, anyway?” 

“Oh!” said Pete – proud that he knew the answer. “They‛re 
filled with milk!” 



“Milk? I always wondered where all the milk goes.  
Did you know a cow can produce around 9 gallons  
of wholesome milk every day?” 

Pete‛s eyes went wide. “Wow! That‛s a lot!” 



“It‛s because the farmer feeds us such great, nutritious food. And we have  
soft beds to sleep in. And a 
veterinarian even checks up on us  
to make sure we‛re healthy and  
happy,” said Daisy proudly. 
 
“Gosh, your own doctor?...” 



“… and what are those?” asked Pete. 

“Oh! Those are the misters that the farmer  
has for us so we can stay cool in the desert  
heat.” 

“Wow, I think I wouldn‛t mind being a cow,” 
said Pete. 

Daisy snickered, “Dairy cows are all girls, silly.” 

“Well, I do like milk,” said Pete. 



“Oh!” said Daisy, “You drink milk? Do you have a cow at your house?” 

“What? No. My Mom picks it up at the store,” explained Pete.  

“The store…? How does our milk get to the store?” 

“Well, I know my Dad takes it from the dairy in a big  
silver truck, but after that… who knows?” said Pete with  
a shrug. “He says I‛ll see when we leave here and go 
to the next place.” 



Daisy started coming up with a huge plan. She would go with Pete and his dad so she could 
find out where the milk goes. And what‛s a store? So many questions… 

Daisy explained her plan to Pete. They would have to dress Daisy up as a human so she can go  
places humans go. 



“Hey, Dad! This is my new friend Daisy! Can she come along?” asked Pete nervously. 

Pete‛s father agreed and they all squeezed into the cab of the big, silver milk truck. 



After a while, they saw a glimmering building. “You see,” said Pete‛s father, “after I  
pick up the milk from the dairy farm, I bring it here to the milk processing plant!” 

The three took a short tour of the facility. 





“Then they put it in bottles, label it and it‛s off to the stores,”  
said Pete‛s dad. 

“Aha!” yelled Daisy. “The store! Where is that? I need to  
see that!” 

“Sure,” said Pete‛s dad. “I‛ll take you guys. Pete, you can meet  
up with Mom there. She and your sister are shopping right now.” 



“Wow! We‛re actually here! The grocery store!” Daisy was amazed at all the different  
products made with milk. “Look at this Pete! Whole milk... 2% milk... low-fat milk!” 

“Not only that, but cheese of all kinds,” joined in Pete. “Sour cream, yogurt, and my  
personal favorite… chocolate milk! You make all this stuff possible,Daisy!” 

Daisy smiled proudly. 



“Hey! There‛s my sister!” yelled Pete. “Daisy, I‛d like you to meet Abigail.”  

“Hello Abigail,” said Daisy pleasantly. 

“Umm, hi. How did you get a cow in here?” she asked. 

But Daisy was full of questions. “Do you like milk, too, Abigail? Why do you kids drink milk? 



Abigail knew a lot about health and nutrition. She proudly explained that milk is very good for  
humans. It has protein to help build muscle. It has calcium to build strong bones and teeth. 
Milk is full of vitamins and nutrients. 
 
“Well, then…” said Daisy slyly, “all I can 
say is…. you‛re welcome!” 

Daisy, Pete and Abigail all laughed.  
“You‛re right, Daisy,” giggled Pete.  
“Thank you very much for your service!” 



“Wait a minute!” said Abigail. “How are we going to get Daisy back home to the dairy?” And  
suddenly their Mom was standing right behind them. 

The kids explained how Daisy just wanted to see where milk goes when it  
leaves the farm. Their Mother understood. “Well, we have to get her  
back to the dairy. But first we have to get her out of here 
unnoticed.” She told the kids to go get some mops and black shoe polish. 



“There!” said Pete‛s Mom. “Now she‛s just a dog that belongs to the dairy farm.” 

“And we‛ll just give this poor doggy a ride home!” said Pete.  

“Okay…” said his Mother. “Let‛s get her in the back 

of the truck.” 



On the way home Daisy gazed up at the evening sky and 
couldn‛t help feeling proud of the fact that she makes nutritious milk. 
 
And milk‛s journey to families everywhere all  
starts with her! 





Find the words! 








