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Winnie, Woody & Rory
at Todber Valley

A little book of big adventures

Meet Winnie, the sensible little black cockapoo mum; Woody, the apricot
cockapoo dad who is as daft as a brush; and Rory, their ginger spaniel son,
who loves nothing more than racing through the fields with his tongue

hanging out.



For everyone who loves Todber Valley

...and dogs who never quite behave.
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1. You Might Meet Us at the Steamer Inn
2. The Great Todber Valley Picnic

3. Rory and the Rainy-Day Rescue



STORY ONE

You Might Meet Us at the Steamer Inn

If you stay at Todber Valley, keep your eyes open. You might spot three very
important residents trotting past your caravan: Winnie, Woody and Rory.




You Might Meet Us at the Steamer Inn

Winnie is the little black cockapoo and the sensible mum of the family. She
notices everything. Woody is the apricot cockapoo dad. Woody is lovely,
cheerful... and as daft as a brush. Rory is their ginger spaniel son, who believes
every field was invented especially for him to run across with his tongue
hanging out.



One sunny afternoon, the smell of something delicious drifted across the park.
Woody stopped so suddenly that Rory nearly ran straight into him. 'Biscuits!'
Woody decided. Winnie gave him the look she normally saved for very silly
ideas.




The smell led them towards the Steamer Inn. Winnie walked properly. Rory
zig-zagged through the grass. Woody followed his nose so carefully that he
walked straight into a flower tub. BONK! He sat down looking surprised, with
one tiny petal balanced on his head.



Outside the Steamer Inn they found families chatting, children playing and a
table with a few crumbs left behind. Winnie sat neatly. Rory's tail wagged so
hard his whole bottom wiggled. Woody stared at one lonely crumb as if it were
buried treasure.




Just as Woody leaned closer, a gust of wind lifted the crumb into the air. Woody
chased it under one chair, around another table and straight past Rory. Rory
thought this was a new game and joined in. Soon both boys were running in
circles while Winnie watched with the long-suffering face of a mum who had
seen all this before.



At last the crumb landed beside Winnie. She sniffed it, looked at Woody, and
calmly stepped over it. Woody skidded to a stop. Rory flopped into the grass
with his tongue out. Everyone laughed. And that is why, if you visit the Steamer
Inn, you might just meet Winnie, Woody and Rory - especially if someone drops
a biscuit.




STORY TWO

The Great Todber Valley Picnic

The next adventure began with a picnic blanket, a basket and one very bad idea.
The bad idea belonged to Woody, naturally.
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The Great Todber Valley Picnic

Winnie had chosen a peaceful patch of grass with a view over the valley. Rory
raced around the meadow in enormous loops, ears flying and tongue hanging

out. Woody tried to help unpack the picnic but somehow ended up rolling onto
his back in the middle of the blanket.
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While Winnie rescued the plates, Rory discovered the picnic basket. Inside
were apples, bread rolls and a packet that smelled far too interesting. He
pushed his nose closer. The basket tipped. An apple rolled away. Rory chased
it. Woody chased Rory. Winnie chased both of them.




The apple bounced down the hill, across the path and towards the little stream.
Rory reached it first and splashed straight into the water. Woody followed with a

magnificent leap... that was rather less magnificent when he landed in the
shallowest, muddiest bit.
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Winnie stayed on the bank. Someone had to be sensible. But when Woody
shook himself, a shower of muddy droplets flew everywhere. Winnie was
suddenly wearing tiny brown spots. She stared at him. Woody froze. Rory
froze. Even the sheep in the next field seemed to stop chewing.
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Then Rory found the apple again and bounded away. This time all three raced
across the bridge and through the meadow. Rory ran fastest, Woody ran
sideways for no obvious reason, and Winnie kept them both in sight like the
world's busiest mum.
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By the time they returned, everyone was tired, slightly muddy and very hungry.
The picnic was still there. Winnie settled beside the basket, Rory lay with his
tongue hanging out, and Woody tried to sit on the blanket without rolling over.
He lasted almost thirty seconds. A new family record.




STORY THREE

Rory and the Rainy-Day Rescue

Todber Valley is beautiful in sunshine, but one morning the clouds turned dark
and the rain began to drum on the caravan roof. Winnie curled up indoors.
Woody watched drops race down the window. Rory pressed his nose to the
glass and sighed. No field running today.




Rory and the Rainy-Day Rescue

Then a child nearby called out. A favourite toy rabbit was missing. It had been
outside before the rain started, and now nobody could find it. Winnie stood up
at once. A lost toy was serious business.
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The three dogs put on their raincoats and began the search. Winnie checked
beside the steps and under the decking. Rory sniffed around puddles. Woody

investigated a flowerpot, a drainpipe and, for reasons known only to Woody, his
own tail.




A tiny muddy pawprint led towards the edge of the caravan. Rory spotted
something brown beneath the step. He squeezed down low, stretched one paw
forward and wriggled until only his back legs and wagging tail were showing.
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Out he came with the soggy toy rabbit gently held in his mouth. Winnie gave
him a proud nudge. Woody celebrated by jumping in a puddle so large that all
three of them got soaked again.




The rain eased, and they carried the rabbit back. After a warm towel, the toy
was almost as good as new. Rory received a huge cuddle. Woody received a
towel over his head. Winnie received the quiet satisfaction of knowing her boys
had managed to be useful for once.
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Later, the clouds lifted and the valley shone gold. The three dogs sat together
outside the caravan looking across the hills. Rory's tongue hung out. Woody
leaned slightly sideways. Winnie sat between them, keeping everyone in order.
Tomorrow would bring another adventure. At Todber Valley, it usually does.





