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index-27_1.jpg
Mossie loved being still
She curled close to warm
stones.

She whispered with the
Soil
She always let the others
go first.

One morning, a shadow
passed overhead.

A small bird
Tanded on the pot
and
peered inside.
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Chapter Five: The Precious Gift

As Miss Tomato listened

to the chatter of the three

liny seedlings, something
stirred beneath the

leaves.

cr of memory.

A whisper from the past.

‘Tucked in the corner of
the pot, half buricd
beneath the new soil, was
asoft, worn napkin.
Faded, but still folded
with care,
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Book 3 of the Garden Story
Series
is now available.
Grab your copy today.

£ The Tale of
Miss Tomato

orm
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index-37_1.jpg
Miss Tomalo looked up al
the stars.
The same stars Lil Red

once reached for,

The same stars shining on
the seedlings now.

She didn't need Lo say
anything.
‘The garden felt it.

Hope.
Love.

And the quiet knowing that

life always finds a way to
bloom again.
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Her leaves trembled as she
pulled it free. The words,
though smudged, were
still visible.

“Miss Tomalo's Tegacy.”

Her heart bloomed and
ached all at once.
She remembered.
The day the garden lady
lifted Lil Red with such
love.
The way she had cradled
his seeds...
and wrapped them in this
very cloth.
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They weren'l perfect.
They didn't always listen.
Sometimes they toppled
over or shouted at
butterflies.

But they were growing
Each in their own way.
Lach from love.

She remembered Lil Red
and felt his roots deep in
her stem.

She remembered the garden
Tady's louch and the quict
gift sheleft behind
Miss Tomato closed her
eyes and whispered
“I thought T had lost
everything.

Bul Twas just being made
ready....for this."
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Later Miss Tomato
whispered,
“Why did you rise, little
one?"

Mossie blinked, “I wasn't
seared.
Tjust..knew they needed
me."

Miss Tomato smiled.

“Chen your lesson is this
gentleness is not
weakness. TUis wisdom in
stillness.”
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Chapter Three: The Suprise

Aweck passed. The sun
warmed her pol.

Bees buzzed nearby, but every

5o often, she heard a sound.

Asgiggle, Ahum, A whisper,
k that didn't helong to the wind.

“Hmm, “she murmured one
morning,

turning slightly towards her
neighbor.
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She found Miss Tomalo
alone.
Leaves drooped.
Flowers closed.
Dust elung to her
once-bright stem.

‘The garden lady crouched
Deside her pot, set down her
Lools, and whispered,
»Oh you poor girl”

She didn't rush.
She didn’t speak much.
Just rinsed each leaf
with warm water and love.
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Somewhere in a Caribbean Garden, Miss Tomato
once thought her time had passed.

But when the garden lady returns

with a quict gift, a new chapter begins.
One filled with tiny sprouts, loud lessons
and the gentle discovery that love

never really leaves...

it just changes shap
The Tale of Miss Tomato's
Seedlings

Is a tender sequel to
The Tale of Miss Tomato
A Garden Story,

this is a story of legacy,
laughter and leafy
second chanees.

By Debs Otway
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Chapter Two: The Visit

Miss Tomato awoke from
a deep, dreamy sleep.
For a moment, she didn't
move, just
breathed in the morning
air and felt the
sun warming her tived
branches.

She remembered the ache
of the past:
the garden disaster, the
dogs, her sweel Tl Red

different.
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Chapter One: The Garden Lady

No one knew where she
came from.
She never knocked.
She never asked.

Bul when a garden
wept...
when the soil cracked
and the leaves
drooped with sadness...
she came.
Barefoot.

Quict.
Carrying a walering can,
2 bucket of soap water
and a heart full of
listening.
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Pip

‘Then...he noticed
something.

A caterpillar crawling,
Aladybug blinking.
‘The soft music of the wind
rustling Miss Evergreens
leaves.

Pip's eyes widened.
“Oh," he whispered,
“the garden talks back

Miss Tomato nodded.
“Yes love, but only if you're
quiet enough Lo hear iL."
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Chapter Seven: Quiet Lessons

Pip's leaves wiggled with
excitement.
“Lwant to learn everything!
All at once! Right now!"
e squeaked,
Miss Tomato smile
"Then your lesson is this:
learn to listen first little
one.
The garden has its own
thythm."
Pip tried.
He sat still.
He watched.
He almost didn't talk for a
full minute.
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“This pot needs a proper
name,
asecurily syslem
and a morning anthem!"

Miss Tomalo sighed.
“Then she laughed,
Asoft full-bodied laugh
that made her flowers
flutter.

They were wild,
They were noisy.
They were everything,

And somehow...they were
exactly what she needed.
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About the Author

Debs Otway lives on a quiet Caribbean Istand,
where sea breezes carty stories and gardens whisper their
secrets.

Her tales bloom from real plants, real storms and the
quiet magic of everyday life.

Tllustrations are crcaled in collaboration with Chad, her
imaginative co-conspirator who brings warmth and
colowr to the garden world.

en one

Togelher, they believe thal love, laughter and e
small tomato can change the way we see the world.
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For every soul that has ever
felt forgolten,
and for every small thing
Lhal grew anyway.

To Ll Red,
and the ones who carry
his rools forward,

‘With love,
Debs
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The Tale of
Miss Tomato’s
Seedlings

A Garden Story

By Debs Otway !

A gentle tale grown with love under the Caribbean sun
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The Tale of-
Miss Tomato’s
Seedlings \

A Garden Sto

Book 2

By Debs Otwa 23
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Also in
This Series

‘The Tale of Miss Tomato:
A Garden Story Book 1

+ The Tale of Miss Tomato's Secdlings:
A Garden Story Book 2

“The Tale of Miss Tomalo and
the Greal Slorm:
Garden Story Book 3
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‘The Tale of Miss Tomato's Seedlings A Garden Story
A gentle tale grown with love under the Caribbean sun
By Debs Otway
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“'m Pip!" said
the smallest one,
houncing with joy.

“I counted seventeen ants
yesterday."
“Sevenleen!” And one
winked al me!”

Miss Tomato blinked.
“Ohmy."

“I'm Mossie,” whispered
the second seedling,
nestling gently against
awarm stone.
“Ilike the quiet....and the
way the soil smells after
the rain.”
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Miss Tomato leaned in,
smiling softly.

“Oh Budrick...your hearl is
brave, but leadership isn't
about being loud."

He blinked up al her,
dripping,

“It's not?"

She shook her leave:
“No, love Its's about
listening.

And uplifting others.
‘The best leaders grow
alongside
those they care for."
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Night settled aver the
garden,

‘The moon rose slowly,

casting silver light across
the leaves.

Pip was already dreaming,
mumbling something
about dancing bees.

Mossie curled up beside a
sleepy snail.

‘Budrick snored softly, his
head resting on the
“official pebble.”
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One afternoon, while
practicing his “sproul
speech,” he tripped, right
into the water dish.

Sploosh!

Pip gasped.
Mossie tried not to giggle.
Even Miss Evergreen
had to turn away.
Soaked and slightly wilted,
Budrick huffed,
“Imeant to do that.”
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She smiled and whispered,
“Goodnight my darlings.
We'll grow again

lomorrow.”

The End... or maybe just
the beginning,
of something wonderful.
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Chapter Nine: A Grateful Heart

‘That evening, the pot
glowed with golden light.
Pip told stories of
caterpillar wisdom.

Mossie hummed lullabies
lo the soil.

Budrick organized a

“snuggle circle,” insisting

it was for “leaf alignment
purposes.”

Miss Tomato watched
them, all of them nestled
logether in her shade,
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Budrick puffed up.
Pip ducked.
But Mossie?

She stood.

Not tall.. just enough.
Just cnough to shicld
Pip.

Just enough to hold
still while the bird
blinked, then flew
away.
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Chapter Six: Joyful Blessings

‘The next morning,
Miss Tomato woke to
chaos,
“IFOUND A LADYBUG
LEGY"
shouted Pip,
fladling his tiny leaves.
"T'm making a mud
pillow,"

Mossie mumbled, half
buricd and completcly
conlenl.
“Attention all units!”
Budrick yelled from atop &
small pebble.
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This tale grow from a small sced of love, nurtured by
paticnce, imagination and the gentle guidance of those
around me.
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and for believing in me when this was only an idea taking
rool.
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With love, Y
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“Ihese are his," Miss
“Tomato breathed.
“My Lil Red's babies.”

Miss Livergreen rustled
wently.
“She planted them while
youslept.”
she said
"She knew where they
belonged.”

Miss Tomato
pressed the napkin to her
stem,
her whole body humming
with Tove.

Her family had returned.
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|

Budrick was quict for a
whole hour.
Then he handed

Pip a bectle shell crown.

“Co-caplains?”
he offered.

Pip squealed.
Mossie cheered.
Miss Tomato beamed.
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Chapter Four: The Seedlings

One was bouncing.
One was curled sweetly.
And
One...had his leaves
folded like arms.

“We've been waiting
for you to wake up,"
said the bouneing one.
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“Miss Evergreen.... T think Tm
hearing things lately."
“Ilearing things?”
she chuckled, “Oh no,

Miss Tomato. You're not
imagining it."

She leaned in, her voice low
\
and leafy.
“You've got seedlings
in your pot.
The garden lady planted
them while you were resting."

Miss Tomato blinked.
“Seedlings?" she asked, her
voice hushed.
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“Yes," Miss Evergreen
said warmly.
“Three of them.
Tiny, but strong.
They've been waking up
slowly.
Tistening. Growing,
Waiting for the right
moment."

Miss tomato tilted her
leaves towards the soil.
And just then...
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Chapter Eight: Gentle Leadership

Budrick had plans.
Dirt inspections.
Atiny flag made of
dandclion fluff (he declarcd
it “official).

Lle marched around the pot
declaring rules:

“No bouneing before
sunrise!"

“No worm conversations
withoul approval!”
“No snuggling the pebble
without permission!"
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Dear Readers,

This little tale began with a tomato plant, but it grew
into something far more tender, a reminder that love
returns, in time... sometimes with wild leaves and
muddy feet.

Wherever you are, may you always know, you are parl of
something growing, something genlle, something

wonderfully wild.

___Debs Otway
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Some said they saw her
in the early mist....
her wild hair as vines,
‘hands soft with soil.
Others swore she
hummed to seeds until
they opened.

She never stayed long.
Just enough to tidy
aforgotten corner,
to whisper to a frightened
rool,
to patch a cracked pot
with care and hope.

SRS B e time anyonc noticed
something had already
begun to grow.
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Her leaves were stronger,
Her soil felt deeper.
She stretched and yawned.
“Oh, my heavens,”
she murmured, “The Garden
Tady must've
visited me, while T was asleep.”
Abreeze rustled her leaves as
she looked around her pot.
The weeds were gone.

A new layer of soil, dark and
soft, hugged her roots.
She felt...comforted.
Nouished. Held.
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“And 1," said the third,
standing straighter than his
stem allowed,

“Am Budrick.
Firstborn leaf.
Tuture leader of this entire
pot."

Miss Tomalo lried nol lo
Laugh. Instead, she cleared
her throal and said gently,
“Well then, I suppose I'd
beller gel lo know my new
family.”

The seedlings beamed.
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The garden was quiel,
but not lonely.
“There was a hum in the air,
familiar like someone
‘had sung to the soil.
Miss Tomato smiled.
“Thank you *
she whispered,
not knowing if
the garden lady could hear.
But somewhere deep
inside, she felt
the message reached her.
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Ateeny voice piped up.
“Lixcuse me...
Miss Tomato?”

She gasped
“There near her base,
three
litdle sprouts
pushed
gently through

the soil,

round faces, bright eyes
and wobbly stems.
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