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“To Save Them All, You Can’t Save Yourself,”

-Unknown Philosopher

The boiling hot wind blew gently past Abbic as she looked around, her eyes wide and wet. She had no idea if she was about to cry or do anything, this was all so shocking, so terrible.

Before she got on with her job, Abbic ran her long fingers would her damp long blond hair and wished she hadn’t worn her long black leather armour. She shook her head as she felt a drop of sweat running down her spine. (Bad choice for hot weather!)

Breathing in the hot dusty air of the sandstone valley with tall blue dagger-like mountains either side of her. Abbic braced herself for what she had to do next.

Abbic slowly looked down at all the slaughtered tomatoes around her. They were all dead, slaughtered and crushed.

She knew to most people these soft, tasty red fruits were only that- fruit. They were meaningless to most but to Abbic they were amazing creatures. Their red flesh was so sweet, playful and tomatoes would laugh and sing for hours upon hours.

Of course not all tomatoes were like this, Abbic hated the idea of all of them being like that, but a lot of tomatoes were fun and alive. 

And it was her job to protect them.

Forcing herself to focus on the little red round corpses, Abbic held her stomach as she looked at how the corpses were sliced open, tomato juices running everywhere but all the corpses were a mess.

This was a massacre. Some were hacked apart, some were sliced, some were crushed into a delicious sauce.

Abbic cast her mind back to other crime scenes scattered all over The Realm that she had stalked and studied, they were all horrific, so many little lives lost for no clear reason, just some madmen deciding to attack innocent tomatoes that were destined to be devoured anyway. 

All such a waste.

But Abbic cocked her head when she saw some of the tomato bodies seemed to be mashed up to form little red piles of dripping tomatoes. Odd.

Looking at the perfectly blue sky, Abbic forced her stomach to relax as it knotted inside her. As she remembered what her boss had said, she shook her head at her failure.

All Abbic had ever wanted to do was help and protect people, a girl who had grown up with nothing and starving most nights, she never ever wanted another person to go through that. That’s what made this massacre even worse.

Just the thought of starving children and crying adults made Abbic’s eyes water, whoever done this slaughtering needed to pay. That was a promise.

Taking another dusty breath of the hot air, it reminded Abbic of the warm fresh cheese and tomato pies her Mother use to make. She shook her head at the memory and looked back at the tomatoes around her, no one would be making pies at this rate.

And no one would be eating this winter, Abbic shook her head at that realisation. She had to get to work.

Abbic hissed as she carefully walked through all the tomato juice over to one of the little piles of red tomato flesh. As she stared at the pile that came up to her waist, Abbic felt her stomach tighten and a drop of sweat ran down her spine.

This was always the hardest part of her job as a police officer (of sorts) but Abbic made herself move some of the flesh to the ground. In one slow motion the pile of bright red flesh slopped to the ground.

A part of her felt as if it was disrespectful to do this to the dead but it was her job, her duty, her mission to stop people starving this winter.

Those feelings quickly died (like the tomatoes) when Abbic saw a cold golden ring dripping tomato flesh and fresh bright tomato juice. She smiled as she admired its smooth cold surface, Abbic had no idea if she would find one here. Each of the other crime scenes had one that inevitably led to another massacre.

Abbic knew it was stupid but she really hoped this scene would be empty, maybe she wanted the killers to stop, go home and never return.

Wishful thinking.

Staring at the gold ring in her hand, Abbic brushed off some of the flesh and her eyes narrowed as she saw something. 

Brushing away even more of the red, dripping flesh, Abbic smiled as she noticed a symbol on the ring. She knew it, it was of a university with a tomato farm about a day’s ride away.

A tomato farm!

Abbic felt her stomach twist into a crippling knot. She hated at these idiots. How dare they attack a tomato farm.

Trying to force the ideas of little unripe tomatoes being slaughtered, Abbic whistled for her horse. 

She was going to fight for the tomatoes. No one was starving today.

But the idea of finally finding the killers scared her more than she wanted to admit.
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Abbic wasn’t impressed it was another boiling hot day in the Realm as she rode towards the school. With the hot boiling wind blowing her long blond hair, Abbic ride as fast as her large brown horse could go.

With there being nothing to do but ride, Abbic took long deep breaths of the hot dusty air as she continued to ride. Abbic hated the feeling of the hot air entering her lungs, it felt weird and strange.

Looking ahead, Abbic smiled as she saw the massive grey castle of the Tomato school. She loved the way the tall stone towers rose up into the sky and the massive iron gate stood out. This castle wanted invaders to know not to come, or even try to attack.

It still didn’t make Abbic feel better as her stomach churned a little more, she couldn’t get the memories of those red corpses out of her head, Abbic dared not even consider how much families that would affect.

Her horse turned slightly and Abbic let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding as she saw the tomato fields behind the castle. Abbic kicked the horse to make it continue. 

Abbic couldn’t stop smiling as she stared at the massive tomato fields that stretched on for miles upon miles. Making the fields perfectly neat with rows of bright green tomato plants and their little green tomatoes that grew. 

She could hear the unripe tomatoes talk amongst themselves from metres away. There were probably hundreds of thousands of talking tomatoes here. That was amazing, Abbic had only heard of small groups of tomatoes being made living before. hundreds of thousands... that was extreme (but great)!

When her horse got to the fields, Abbic smiled as she smelt the characteristic sweet tomatoey smell of the plants. She loved that smell, so sweet, so distinctive, so amazing.

Getting off her horse, Abbic felt the warm, hard ground under her leather booted feet. Her eyes narrowed on the horizon, it didn’t look like anyone was coming or like anyone was here actually.

Turning her attention to the castle, Abbic smiled at its massive impressive stone towers and its thick stone walls. But something was wrong.

Abbic nodded as she remembered when she visited here before there were thousands of guards inside the castle and it was always impossible to miss them. Abbic knew she should have been able to see them on the walls, there were none.

Looking around the fields and in between the rows upon rows of tomato plants, she couldn’t see anyone. No gardeners, no guards, no people.

It was so weird.

A small part of her wondered if she should try and speak to the unripe tomatoes and maybe find out what happened to them. 

Abbic smiled as she remembered how shy and strange unripe tomatoes would be. She loved them but Abbic much preferred riped tomatoes, they were great conversationalists, unripes not so much.

Her horse screamed.

It fell.

Blood poured out.

The unripe tomatoes screamed.

Abbic spun.

Her eyes widened as Abbic saw two men pointing long shiny swords at her and a woman holding a flaming torch. Abbic shook her head in disgust, these were the monsters.

Abbic raised her arms. It was the only thing she could do for now, she had to think of a way to save the tomatoes and stop these criminals.

But as she stared at her horse with its dark rich blood gushing out onto the hard ground, Abbic shook her head as she knew these people weren’t messing around.

As her eyes narrowed on each of the criminals, Abbic really didn’t like their long brown cloaks over their white tunics, they definitely didn’t come from money, so why attack the tomatoes if you didn’t have money
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