
Click, Clack, Moo, Cows that Type 

Farmer Brown had a problem. His cows had learned how to type! 

All day long, he heard: 

Click, clack, moo. Click, clack, moo. Clickety, clack, moo. 

At first, he couldn’t believe it. 

“Cows that type? No way!” 

But the noise didn’t stop: 

Click, clack, moo. Click, clack, moo. Clickety, clack, moo. 

Then, Farmer Brown got a letter. It said: 

Dear Farmer Brown, 

The barn is very cold at night. 

We want electric blankets. 

Sincerely, 

The Cows 

Farmer Brown was shocked.  

“Electric blankets? For cows? No way!” 

The cows got mad. They went on strike! 

They left a sign on the barn door: 

“Sorry. No milk today.” 

Farmer Brown was upset. 

“No milk?! What’s going on?” 

And still, he heard: 

Click, clack, moo. Click, clack, moo. Clickety, clack, moo. 

The next day, he got another letter: 

Dear Farmer Brown, 

The hens are cold, too. 

They want electric blankets. 

Sincerely, 

The Cows 

Then the hens joined the strike! They put a new sign on the barn: 

“No milk. No eggs.” 

 

 



Farmer Brown was angry. 

“Cows that type! Hens on strike! This is crazy. How can I run my farm with no milk and no 

eggs?” 

Farmer Brown had an idea. He found his old typewriter and wrote a letter: 

Dear Cows and Hens, 

There will be no electric blankets. 

You are cows and hens. 

I need milk and eggs. 

Sincerely, 

Farmer Brown 

Duck, who wasn’t on strike, took the letter to the cows. 

The cows had a big meeting.  

All the animals listened, but no one understood what the cows were saying.  

It was just “Moo, moo, moo.” 

The next morning, Duck brought a new letter to Farmer Brown: 

Dear Farmer Brown, 

We will give you the typewriter if you give us electric blankets. 

Leave them outside the barn door. 

Sincerely, 

The Cows 

Farmer Brown thought, “Okay, that’s fair.” 

He left the blankets outside the barn door and waited for Duck to bring the typewriter. 

But the next morning, Farmer Brown got another letter. It said: 

Dear Farmer Brown, 

The pond is boring. 

We want a diving board. 

Sincerely, 

The Ducks 

From the pond, Farmer Brown heard: 

Click, clack, quack. Click, clack, quack. Clickety, clack, quack. 


