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INTRODUCTION

Nearly five years ago, I uploaded a one-minute video to YouTube about how to use our new raw milk vending machine at our little dairy farm on Lancashire’s Fylde coast. It was all a bit rough around the edges (because my videos are obviously super polished now) and I expected about five people to watch it: the Ginger Guy with the Moustache (my dad), my mum, Joanna (now my wife!) and my sisters Penny and Amy.

I can’t believe what’s happened since then. As I write this, I’ve just passed 400,000 subscribers. And I still can’t get my head around it.

I love what I do. I’m one of those people who get excited for Monday. I can’t wait to go to work. I like seeing what’s going to happen and how the day will go. I like hearing everyone chatting about what’s gone well, what’s gone wrong and what we can do to fix it. I can’t hide my joy when my favourite cow is in calf for the eleventh time. I like mending things. I like getting through a list of jobs, doing them well, doing them efficiently and feeling like we’re moving forwards and improving. And I love that moment of reflection on it at the end of the week, when you think about the work you’ve put in making the grass grow better for the cows and the knock-on effect that has on the whole farm. For me, the best thing about farming is the sense that what you sow today you’ll reap later on. It’s a long-term reward process.

The funny thing is I didn’t always want to work on a farm. And Dad never actually made me work on the farm ever, it was always a choice. Sure, he’d take me and my sisters along with him to do little bits and bobs when we were young, and we loved having animals and tractors about. I remember that we’d feed the lambs before going to primary school each morning, which was always fun. One of my fondest memories is when Dad gave me a little pedal tractor when I was five or six. He even added a mini trailer to it. And when he chopped the grass in the summer, I used to load up my little trailer, just like him. I made a tiny little silage clamp out of red bricks to store the grass I’d collected and the Ginger Warrior made me a protective cover over it like he would do with the much bigger version. When the cows needed moving across the road, Amy, Penny and I would help Dad shepherd them along, blocking off the traffic, and we put a long line of string with rubber discs attached across any road or gateway that wasn’t blocked by us. Possibly a bit dodgy on the health and safety front, but it was the 1990s.

I was in awe of how much my father did and how strong he was. I remember seeing him smack massive posts into the ground with a sledgehammer. He looked like some sort of strongman at a funfair ringing the bell at the top of the tower. And I knew how strong he was because I couldn’t even get the hammer off the floor!

But it was only when I was 15 years old that I decided that farming was something I wanted to do. I remember like it was yesterday asking my dad for a boiler suit. All I wanted was a boiler suit and to start farming. And that summer, I really got my teeth stuck into it and massively enjoyed it. I realised that I like working hard and trying to better myself. I get that work ethic from my dad and he’s really inspired me.

If I hadn’t chosen farming, I think I would have found something else I enjoyed and would probably have applied that same work ethic I get from Dad. I used to be mad into training at the gym and I got pretty good at it. So maybe that’s something I would have done professionally – gone into personal training or something like that. I think you’ve got to get slightly obsessed with something if you want to be really good at it.

But I’m not the brightest guy in the world – I was in learning support at school for English and was put in a class of ten instead of the usual 25–30, but I was in the top set for maths. Numbers always made sense to me – there was always one answer! I thought I was just slow, but then found out I was dyslexic around ten years old. But it doesn’t have to hold you back. I had a great time at school – I got on with lots of different groups and was in the rugby team. I was sometimes the class clown and didn’t take myself too seriously, as you might maybe expect from my social media stuff. One subject I really didn’t like was biology, which is funny because I’ve spent so much of my time studying the anatomy of animals on the farm, even down to things like how blood circulates through their bodies. But I’m a practical learner and working on the farm where I learned through example and trial and error (and there have been a fair few of the latter) taught me so much. I love biology now!

One of my favourite farming expressions is ‘Make hay while the sun shines’, so it seemed like the right title for this book. When things are going well and you have the opportunity to get something done, get it done! It’s something my dad has passed down to me. Up on the Fylde coast, in the northwest of Lancashire, it’s cold and wet a lot of the time, but what keeps me going is that I know it’ll get better and when it does it’s amazing up here.

I love the feeling of putting in the extra effort and time to help the cows that are struggling a bit. It’s one of the most satisfying things, making a decision to, say, do everything I could to save the Charolais bullock who had broken his leg back in February 2018. Rather than put him down, which I know would have been a normal response to a serious injury like that to a farm animal, I asked the vet to splint his leg and see how he went. We gave him some TLC in the sick pens next to the parlour so I could keep an eye on him, and six weeks later he was back with the other calves, bouncing around. Yeah, it was a bit of a gamble, but he recovered, and lived a healthy happy life here, spending the summers grazing outside with the sun on his back. That’s what I love – to see that animal without a care in the world and to know that he’s here today because of the choice I made. So I’d do the same thing again. And I felt really supported by lots of you who sent in nice comments about that decision.

I love a bit of constructive criticism because it means I can learn how to improve things and that’s why I’ve always asked for people to give their opinions and tell me how they do things on their farms. I feel like we’re all in this together, learning from each other what’s good, what’s bad and how to help each other out. I’m lucky because I get very few nasty comments on the channel. And the people who just say things like, ‘You’re an arsehole’, I can deal with fine. It’s part and parcel of putting yourself out there for people to see and comment about publicly. That’s not to say that the odd negative observation doesn’t affect me, though, especially if it reinforces something I fear or if I’m caught at a low point. I shot a video in June 2019 about a comment I’d had on the young stock not looking healthy. It upset me a lot because I’d just had to put my dog Ben down, and I put so much effort and so many extra hours into making sure our cows were healthy and happy. My family encouraged me to focus on all the good comments, but at the time I couldn’t look past it. I was in that frame of mind where I was in a bad mood so I wanted to piss myself off more, I think. My wife Jo’s a really good listener, though, and made me feel better about it. And I chatted to the vet and she told me not to worry about it – she said the animals were doing really well and that’s the main thing.

Now, though, a couple of years down the line, I just ignore the negative comments. I’m confident and self-assured enough to know that I’m all right at farming. Of course I’ll have moments where I think I could have done better – and I’m my own worst self-critic in that sense – but I don’t react to them any more. I’ve got more experienced with dealing with social media and don’t let it get me into a tizz. But when I started out on YouTube, things got to me a lot more. I found it all really addictive, there’s no doubt about it. Getting Views and interaction makes you feel good and you just want more of it. And when a video didn’t do as well as I hoped it might, I used to get nervous and think, ‘God, what’s happened here? The whole thing’s going to come crashing down.’ Part of me still feels like that and, for a while, I did get into a habit of doing things in a certain way when I uploaded videos. I can see why some sportsmen and women get superstitious about repeating things in exactly the same way to replicate a day when everything went perfectly!

I didn’t believe that the things I’m fortunate enough to have achieved on YouTube could possibly happen to me. I really am just a regular guy, working hard on a farm, like so many of you. There are loads of Tom Pembertons out there! When I got 1,000 YouTube subscribers, I was amazed. I remember when I saw that 500 people had watched one of my videos, and I was stunned. Then, the idea of 10,000 subscribers was just a crazy amount and trying to reach that number felt impossible. When I actually hit 10k subscribers, it was huge. It sounds odd, but 10k felt more amazing at the time than 100k did, because it took so long and involved such a lot of graft to get there. Back then, I’d check the numbers loads of times a day, watching them slowly creeping up and celebrating little wins. I spent so long on my phone then, replying to everyone’s comments, because it blew me away that so many people wanted to chat, encourage me or offer advice. But that’s the thing I still love most about being a YouTuber: getting emails, comments, Snapchats, Instagrams, Tweets and even the odd letter (remember those?!). The effort someone’s gone to to write the letter and send it to me always makes receiving letters feel like Christmas Day. And then when I learn that someone’s got into farming and is learning stuff because of me, it’s such an amazing feeling.

When I release a video, now, I’m usually knackered after a day on the farm and hours editing, so I just flop on the sofa at home. But I’ll always deliver them and go live if I’ve promised to unless, for example, I’m chopping grass late. People seem to be really understanding if I’m super busy. It seems weird saying that now, when at 16 I was a lazy, lazy kid. But in farming, I found something that I loved and I realised that I enjoyed working hard. And you do work hard on a farm. We work 12-hour days, but it’s more like 15 hours in the summer when we’re doing field work, plus a few days when we’re mowing through the night. We can’t be running around 15 hours a day the whole year round, though – you just won’t last. We do a 12 days on, 2 days off policy on the farm, so my days off are every other Saturday and Sunday. Although ‘off’ might not be quite what you think because I still feed the cows on Sunday mornings. But you get a nice few hours off if everything is going well and you’ve caught up on all your jobs. It’s only when you talk to someone from outside agriculture that you realise that this isn’t the sort of working week most folks have! But that time off is enough for me to recharge and when I come back I’m massively keen to get stuck in again.

It takes blood, sweat and tears to make a living in farming, but it’s worth it. And in the process, you’ll learn new things, grow as a person and see the things thrive that you’ve invested your time and effort into. It’s massively rewarding and I honestly believe I’ve got the best job in the world. And I think part of that is because there so much to being a farmer. You have to be an amateur vet, midwife, carer, mechanic, handyman, tractor and telehandler driver, sheepdog, and an Olympic sprinter to chase after lambs if you leave them for too long after they’ve been born, to tag their ears. Sometimes things come up that I’ve got no idea about how to fix, but I’ve learned a lot from watching YouTube videos on how to do things or seeing them done in real life. I’ll always ask questions and not be afraid of looking stupid, like I have done with the Wareing guys putting together the new shed (more about that in Chapter 6). And then sometimes it’s just a case of good old-fashioned trial and error, like trying to fly a drone (crashing it a lot) and learning how to shoot and edit videos.

I’m surprised Jo puts up with it all, though, to be honest. I often ask myself, ‘How can you be arsed with someone like me – farming all hours and then editing until the early morning!’ And most of the time I come home, I stink of cow poo. Frankly, it’s a miracle she said yes when I asked her to marry me in September 2020. Jo genuinely had no idea I was about to propose to her when I took her away that weekend to Tarn Hows in the Lake District, seven and a half years after we met at a friend’s 21st birthday. And I had no idea I’d get as nervous as I did before popping the question. To be fair, though, I think I was even more nervous when I rang Jo’s dad, Jon, the day before, to ask for his daughter’s hand in marriage. I’m quite a traditional lad in some ways and like to do things properly. Although, I’m not sure I did it quite properly…

So I tried Jon twice on the phone and he didn’t answer. Not a promising sign for a prospective son-in-law! And then half way through cobbling together some pasta for dinner (Joanna was out), the phone rang and it was Jon. We’re on, I thought. For the life of me, I couldn’t think which pub to suggest, but eventually we sorted that. I then went to the pub straight away and just about found the words to get myself a pint at the bar while I waited. I was anxious, so I didn’t think to get him one, though – what a nightmare.

After chatting for a bit, I finally decided to pluck up the courage to ask the question: ‘Jon – can I have your blessing to ask Joanna’s hand in marriage?’ (scariest moment of my life). Jon looked at me. I would say he was shocked, but seeing as I’d been sitting next to him shaking for 20 minutes, he knew exactly what was going on. He said there were three conditions to having his daughter’s hand. The first: do I love her? Some questions I struggle with, like which pub to go to or which beer to choose, but I know one thing for sure: I love Joanna! The second: will I care for her through the bad times and the good? I said yes, I promise I will take good care of her and keep her safe from the cows and bees (yes, my Joanna is terrified of cows, but we’ll go into that later). And the third and final condition: make sure the wedding doesn’t clash with a United game! Gotta love Jon.

The engagement went without a hitch. Well, apart from me forgetting to press the ‘record’ button on the phone, which is especially impressive for a YouTuber. I went for the ‘Shall we have a look over there?’ line to distract Jo before getting on one knee. I’m just glad she looked back around! Some nice folks who could see what was happening cheered, which was lovely. The wedding was incredible, and Joanna looked amazing, although it was a bit touch and go on how many people would be able to come, given we’re talking Covid-19 restrictions in 2020. In the end, we got lucky with everything easing a couple of weeks before we got married.

During the ceremony, I got my words muddled up and ending up saying, ‘For better and worse’, which got a good laugh. But that made everyone relax and the rest of it was that perfect mixture of funny and sweet. Although, for some reason the vicar didn’t say, ‘You may now kiss the bride.’ My Joanna wasn’t having that, so she asked him if she could kiss me. Love it. That’s a quality wife. She knows what she wants and she gets it.

I wouldn’t be where I am without Joanna by my side. And I need her there, because I’m far from perfect! When we’ve got a few hours off together, I’ll suggest shooting a video or want to just pop back to the farm to check everything’s all right instead of doing whatever it is people our age should be doing. And she’ll be there, helping and supporting me. She doesn’t have a background in farming, but she knows that it’s hard for me to keep away from the farm when I’m so emotionally invested in it.

I love not knowing what’s going to happen each day I arrive on the farm. Whether it’s a happy surprise – like a new Highland calf appearing overnight or a new loaned Case arriving on the farm unexpectedly – or something difficult that comes up, I want to be there getting my hands dirty and bettering myself. I think it was a famous NFL player who once said that your fifth and final rep in the gym might be your opponent’s first rep, so there’s always room for improvement. Those words encourage me to keep pushing on and bettering myself even if almost all of the time I’m just competing with myself and comparing that to what I’ve done before. I do get competitive with my dad, though, in a sort of playful rivalry kind of way. I love guessing how many bales a field will yield and hearing Dad come up with a completely different number and the reasons for it. And I do relish the, let’s face it, occasional victories.

I know I get my work ethic from my dad, who’s been such a big inspiration to me. He’s always going on to me about making two blades of grass grow where one is at the moment and not putting off anything till tomorrow that you can do today. Sometimes he’ll say this three times in the space of a ten-minute breakfast and end with ‘. . . because if we don’t do it, it will get on top of us.’ He is always seeking to improve things where he can and that’s rubbed off on me. I know he got that sense from his father, so it makes me feel in touch with the previous generations of Pembertons who worked this land. I’m proud of who we are and where we come from.

Our farm goes back six generations, back to the 1830s when the family rented a farm off the Clifton estate. It was then owned by Thomas Joseph Clifton, the head of one of the oldest and most influential families in Lancashire, and their family home was Lytham Hall, the Grade I listed Georgian mansion just over the road. My great-great-great-grandfather started farming at Birk’s Farm (our farm now), around 1870. My great-great-grandfather, Thomas Pemberton (great name), took over the farm and also opened up a butcher’s shop in Clifton Street in the middle of Lytham. The meat used to be delivered by butcher’s bike and the milk was delivered on a horse and cart in the mornings and afternoons. Back then, it came in big churns, which the milkmen would ladle out to customers into their own jugs.
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When Thomas Pemberton passed away, my grandfather John and his brother Mike bought Birk’s Farm from the Clifton estate, back in 1952, with the inheritance they’d been left. From then on they worked together as J & M L Pemberton (John and Michael Leonard), which is what you’d see on the side of the horse and cart. Sadly my grandfather John passed away when I was 17 years old, but my dad talks about him often. ‘He was a colossus of a fella. He was very determined, thick-skinned and hard-working, building up this farm from very little, but we had lots of jokes with him. He was a visionary, my father, and could be very single-minded. People always used to say there was three ways of doing a job: the right way, the wrong way and John Pem’s way!’

John Pemberton had big plans when he inherited the farm. And the first thing he did was to sell absolutely everything, including all the shorthorn and Ayrshire cattle they owned. Then he went up to Scotland to buy cattle that were completely free of TB so he could start selling raw milk to supplement the family’s income from farming. I bet people thought he was a nutter, but he wanted a clean start and saw a future in retailing the milk. So that’s what he focused on, selling it from a horse and cart in glass bottles with a green top on. And to be fair to him, he was right, so props to him because he started producing raw milk on the farm, which was something that we returned to in 2016.

My dad, Andy, began farming aged just seven and started rearing cows when he was eight, although he wasn’t tall enough to milk them then, even if he stood on a bucket! He had big plans for the pocket money he earned on the farm, saving it all up to buy a second-hand car as soon as he turned 14. I’m a lot like my dad on this. The first pay cheque I ever got was from the farm when I was 19. It was just under £300 for the week, which felt like a huge amount. So I sat down and did some sums. I worked out that I could live off £120 a week easy – back then I was living with my parents in the farmhouse, so if I’m honest most of that cash went to the pub – so I set up a standing order and put £150 into another account. I’ve done the same thing for the last ten years, putting half of what I earn into a savings account. I remember someone telling me, when I was 14, that you could buy a house, rent it out and it would earn you more than you’d pay for the mortgage. I remember thinking, ‘Why don’t more people do that?’ So that’s exactly what I did when I was 21.
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I’ve learned to be careful with money and we try and save it wherever we can. I know I joke a lot about one day buying a Ford Ranger, but that’s still a way off. Maybe it’s a dream that I’m chasing that will get replaced by another dream along the way. Whenever I think about a Ford Ranger, I think of the acceptance speech Matthew McConaughey made when he won Best Actor at the Oscars in 2014, which has left a permanent mark on me. He talked about his hero, which rather than naming someone else as you’d expect, was himself, only ten years in the future. He knows he’s never going to get any closer to attaining that – his hero will always be ten years away, but it’s the act of chasing that figure that keeps him hungry to keep making himself the best that he can be.

For now, though, I want to invest in the future of the farm that I’m so proud of. And with the money I’ve been lucky enough to earn through the YouTube success, I spend it on things that are easily as sexy as a Ford Ranger, like a new feed bin, a new slurry tanker, a new silage clamp and a massive new shed to replace some of the kit and buildings that are now a bit past it. My dad knows that each generation of Pembertons leaves its own unique stamp on the farm, as he did, and he respects, supports and embraces the changes that are happening. As he says himself, ‘My thoughts aren’t gospel by a long chalk. I just do what I’ve learned and experience tells me that we need to accept that changes are happening.’

It was Dad who nominated me for the Digital Innovator of the Year Award at the British Farming Awards without me even knowing (!), but even when we went to the award ceremony, I didn’t think I’d have a chance of actually winning it. And when we got to our table, I was even more sure I wouldn’t win it, because the table was right at the back of the room. So I felt comfortable having quite a few beers before it was announced. Hearing my name called out was a massive surprise and it all seemed completely nuts. But I was so pleased to come back to the table with my family and my good friend Ross, who I met at Royal Agricultural College a good few years ago, because I never would have got to this point without my family and friends helping and believing in me.

And on that note, I want to single out my mother, Ailsa, for doing so much work that doesn’t get seen. She’s in charge of the bookwork, and that’s a full-time job here covering everything from payroll and accounts to the mountains of other form-filling you have to do on a farm. On top of that, she handles another more-than-full-time job: looking after the Pemberton men. She’s an amazing mum, an incredible cook and would do anything for any of us. My eldest sister, Amy, isn’t in farming. The one that got away! She runs a dance, drama and music school in Lytham and is as dependable as she is honest and kind. Penny is my next sister and is an accountant (she’s actually my accountant now – thanks, sis!). She’s got a big heart and would take the clothes off her own back to keep someone else warm. Penny has three horses on the farm now, so I see a lot of her.

I’m still very much the younger brother to Penny and Amy. When we were all little, as two older sisters do, they used to dress me up as a doll for a laugh. Come to think of it, Amy still makes sure I’m looking pretty – she cuts my hair! We all get together for a Sunday roast every few weeks in the farmhouse with Mother and Father, and it’s an absolute banger, full of laughter, singing and quoting movie lines.

And without all of you who watched the videos, liked them and subscribed to my channel, none of this crazy journey would be happening. I believe that social media can bring the farming community together. We get a bad rep in agriculture (or ‘Ag’, as we call it) for being grumpy folks and I think a lot of that is because we spend a lot of time on our own, often in remote places. But if you’ve got a smartphone in your pocket and you see a video of someone like you tackling the same sort of things you do with a smile on their face, even when they balls them up, it’s going to make you have a laugh, feel connected and that you’re part of something. It also might awaken something in you that you didn’t know you had. I’ve met some amazing young farmers who are incredible communicators and really passionate about what they do. And we need more people like that to take the industry forward in the future.

I’m just one of these people flying the flag for Ag, showing the world what I love behind the farm gate. And that’s what this book is all about. So I hope you enjoy the show!
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1

EVERYDAY JOBS

The alarm on my phone wakes me up at 5.30am and I throw on some clothes and my Farm Life beanie, try not to wake Joanna and jump in the van. I park in the farm shop car park, open the gate that connects the farm to my mum and dad’s house and close it again, because as I’ve learned the hard way, rule number one when you’re working on a farm is always shut the gate!

I say hello to Father (aka the Ginger Guy with the Moustache, the Ginger Warrior, the Ginger Ninja or the Red Baron) in the kitchen and he’ll usually come up with a motivational pearl of wisdom like ‘Never put off tomorrow what you can do today.’ Mind you, sometimes it’ll be something like ‘Thomas, that grass smells wonderful – good enough to smoke!’

I grab a cup, spoon in some coffee granules, get the trusty wellies on and wander towards the milking parlour, opening up the shed that houses our raw milk vending machine on the way. I can’t walk past it without remembering that that’s the place where I recorded my first YouTube video. Watching that professional, polished performance back, I just knew that the BBC would be on the phone asking me to present a show before long…

The girls (that’s what I call the cows) know what time it is – grub time! – and the excitable mooing goes up a notch when they hear me turn on the milking parlour lights and switch on the parlour cleaning system. Then I head outside, open the gate and get chased by the same dozen or so keen bean cows who want to make sure I get my morning cardio fix. All of our cows tend to walk into the parlour nice and easy so we don’t need to encourage them, but I tend to give them ‘a hoop and a haaa’ to gee them along anyway. Our milking parlour is like a lot of things on our farm: old and a bit rough around the edges, but it does the job well enough for us. I think my dad would say ‘tried and tested’. It was built in 1960 and is an eight-a-side swingover system, which just means it has eight milking units and can hold eight cows in two lanes with a central gangway where the farmer can walk up and down. When one lane of eight cows is done milking, you swing the units over to the other lane where the cows are waiting patiently. Each of the units has four suction cups which attach to each of the cows’ teats. These connect to big glass jars suspended above which collect the milk from each cow. A friend of mine visited the farm for the first time recently and said, ‘I love it – it looks like a chemistry lab inside a World War II submarine.’

If I’m honest, which I try to be, the glass jar system is a bit of a pain because it isn’t as quick as other systems, which just involve one big tube which all the milk collects into. But the one joy of jars is that if you make a cock-up (and as anyone who’s ever watched any of my videos will know, I’m no stranger to that) you can isolate that jar.

Before we attach the units, we use a pre-dip, a disinfectant foam that covers each teat. We leave it for 45 seconds to let it set in and soften all the muck (and there can be a bit of that sometimes), then we wipe them with paper towels to get the girls nice and clean. Then I start the machine to activate the suction pump on the milking units, and then attach a cup to each teat. When the cow’s finished milking, the units detach automatically and swing back to the central gangway. So you need to keep your wits about you lest you get walloped across the face by a swinging unit (it still happens to me surprisingly often). If one of the cups loses suction, it makes a hissing sound, so you know there’s a problem.

Once the first eight are in and milking, then comes the most important moment of any farmer’s morning: the brew. I fill up my coffee cup with hot water and select which cow’s gonna be kind enough top it up with milk for me to make what I like to call a farmer’s cappuccino. Cow selection is key to any good brew. We have lots of different breeds of cow on the farm and they each have their own special qualities, but I’m after some properly creamy milk, so I go for the brown or red cows (Brown Swiss or Ayrshire). I challenge you to make a better brew than I do at 6.30 in the morning! The only trouble is I tend to leave my mug in a different place on the farm each time and find it two weeks later.

I love morning milking because it’s quiet, it’s time by yourself where you can think about everything that needs doing in the day or stick your headphones in and listen to a podcast. Also, you get to see all of your milking cows, so you can notice anything unusual. You get to know your cows really well, what they do and why they normally do it. I can recognise most of them from just their back ends now! They’ve all got unique personalities. Some are cheeky little minxes, like number 253, who without fail starts nibbling bits of milking equipment every morning. Or she’ll pull the paper towel out from the dispenser and scatter it all over the floor. I wouldn’t change this sort of thing for the world, though, and it makes me smile more than it occasionally drives me nuts.

After the first eight are done milking, I spray each of their teats with an iodine solution to disinfect and protect them from mastitis (which can be really nasty) and let them out before washing down the floor and unhooking the chain and allowing the next eight in. All in all, it takes about two and a half hours to milk all the cows. But hopefully, that’s going to come down in a big way because the next big project on the farm (well, after the others we’ve got going on) is to build a new parlour. And with a new parlour, we could get milking times down from two and a half hours to say one and a half hours, which, when milking twice a day would make an unbelievable difference on our little farm. This might not seem a lot to everyone at home – two hours a day – but that adds up to 730 hours a year! Working my usual 70-hour week, I will have gained over ten weeks each year! For any business, that sort of time saving is amazing, but on a farm when time is already short, it’s incredible. The only minor issue is the fact that you won’t get much change out of a quarter of million pounds for a new parlour. And then there’s the headache over whether you’re going to make enough money to pay off the interest and the debt. Investment on a farm is always a balancing
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