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Chapter 11 - Roots Begin to Settle

Over the next few days, the garden’s mood softened.

The chives stretched their leaves higher, their roots sinking a little deeper into
the warm soil.

The lettuce patch often waved in greeting, and even Basil and Sage gave them
small, approving nods.
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Pip was counting how many butterflies had visited that morning.

Mossie was leaning into the warmth of a smooth stone.

Budrick stood as tall as his stem allowed, scanning the garden like a watchful
guard.

She thought life might finally be returning to normal.

But that morning, from near the fence, faint voices carried on the breeze.

“...help... please...”
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“Told you they’'d be part of the family,” Mossie whispered to Pip, her voice light
with certainty.

Pip’s eyes shone.
“And it’s only just beginning,” he whispered back.

The garden held its breath, but the breeze that followed was softer now
carrying the first hint of change.
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It wasn’t just a collection of plants anymore, it was a family.

And under the wide Caribbean sky, each root, leaf and bloom grew side by
side... not the same, but equal.

The end... but every ending leaves space for a beginning.
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Chapter 12 - Equality in the Garden

Morning sunlight spilled over the garden, gilding every leaf in gold.

The garden lady moved slowly among her plants, humming as she checked
roots, lifted leaves, and refilled saucers.

Miss Tomato stood tall, her seedlings clustered close.
The chives swayed nearby, laughing at something Budrick had said.
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Miss Evergreen declared, “I feel safer with them here.”

Bougainvillea, usually so prickly, let one of her blooms drift down into the
chives’ pot, a silent apology.

Mossie carefully tucked the bloom beside their stems.

Pip suggested they keep it “as a decoration.”
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Basil offered a quiet nod the next time the chives passed.
Sage dipped his leaves in greeting, cautious, but no longer cold.

Even Miss Bromeliad, proud and bright, tilted her rosette in a small sign of
respect.

The seedlings, who had been watching everything, could hardly contain
themselves.
Their little leaves wiggled as though clapping.
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Mossie nodded shyly.
“And I could show them the stone that smells like rain.”

“That,” Miss Tomato said, “is exactly how gardens grow,
not just with sun and water, but with open hearts.”
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Chapter 3 - Old Friends, New Faces

The garden lady arrived with her basket, her skirt brushing against the wet
grass as she walked.

The air was still cool, touched with the scent of damp earth and crushed leaves.

She knelt beside the tangled plants, her shadow falling softly across them.
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Chapter 2 - Tangled Strangers

Down by the far end of the garden, three unfamiliar plants lay tangled at the
roots, their leaves bent and muddy.

The soil there was still damp from the storm, clumped in dark ridges where the
rain had carved little rivers.

A broken twig leaned against a stone and a snail’s silvery trail shimmered
faintly across the ground.
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Budrick stepped forward with a firm nod, his stem standing taller than usual.
“Then we’ll make sure you feel at home. Starting now.”

And so, under the soft glow of starlight, the seedlings began weaving the chives
into their games and daily routines.

They told stories, shared songs and played leaf-tag until even the shyest chive
laughed for the first time since the storm.

24






index-38_1.jpg
Mossie’s eyes widened.
“That sounds amazing!” she whispered.

The garden fell still for a moment, the fading light holding them all in its glow.

For the first time since arriving, the chives looked truly at home.
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Chapter 6 - The Seedlings’ Gift
That evening, when the garden was quiet and the air smelled faintly of wet
earth, Pip, Mossie and Budrick scurried over to the chives’ pot.

Fireflies blinked lazily above the leaves and the soft hum of crickets filled the

night.

“Do you miss your home?” Pip asked, bouncing so hard he almost tumbled into
their soil.
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Chapter 10 - Shared Stories

That evening, as the sun dropped low and the air turned gold, the plants
gathered together.

The chives spoke for the first time about their hilltop farm, fields of plantain
rolling down the slope, yam vines curling in the sun and garlic sprouting in

neat rows.

Their voices carried both pride and longing.
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The air smelled heavy and earthy, rich with the sweetness of turned soil, but
edged with the sharp tang of uprooted greens.

They were long, thin and green, their stalks glistening as the morning sun
broke through drifting clouds.

A breeze stirred, carrying the strong scent closer, sharp enough to make Sage
twitch his leaves.

“We... we came from the farm on the hill,” whispered the tallest one, Snip.
“The storm pulled us from our bed. We’ve been lost ever since.”
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“A long sigh of relief rose from the patch.
Their leaves, still ragged, lifted gratefully.

“How did you do that?” one of them asked, still trembling.
“It’s just who we are,” said Snip quietly, his voice steady.
Pip nearly toppled over in his excitement.

That was amazing! Did you see how fast they went?” he squeaked, his little
leaves quivering.
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The soil beneath them was soft and new, the air touched with the fragrance of
basil and sage.

Though everything was unfamiliar, the warmth of Miss Evergreen’s welcome
settled into their roots like the first sip of water after thirst.
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Basil leaned toward Sage and murmured, “You know... they do make the
garden smell richer.”

Sage smiled. “And safer.”

Even the marigolds nodded in agreement.
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Yes,” admitted Chia, the smallest. Her voice was like a whisper of grass.
“We miss the wind on the hill and the smell of the pumpkin flowers.”

Mossie tilted her head thoughtfully.

“The soil smells different here, but it’s still warm and safe,” she said softly,
brushing her tiny leaves against Chia’s.
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Chapter 1 - After the Great Storm

It had been a week since the Great Storm swept through the hills.

The garden still smelled faintly of wet earth and sea spray and the plants were
slowly settling back into their rhythms.

Miss Tomato’s pot was once again tucked in her sunny corner, her seedlings
Pip, Mossie, and Budrick safe at her side.
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Chapter 7 - First Signs of Trouble

By midweek, the garden still felt unsettled.

The air carried a kind of hush, as if everyone was waiting to see what would
happen next.

Basil and Sage stayed polite, offering quick nods but little more.
They kept close to their own pot, speaking mostly to each other.
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“Oh, you poor things,” she murmured, her hands gentle as she freed their roots
from the knots of debris and mud.

Bits of straw clung to their stalks and she brushed them away with patient care.

She carried them to a fresh pot filled with soft, dark soil that smelled rich and
welcoming.

Nestling them in, she patted the earth around their roots as though tucking
them into bed.
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Mossie smiled, her calm tone soft as always.
“The lettuce is safe now.”

Budrick stepped forward, puffing his chest.
“Knew you had it in you,” he declared, pride glowing through his small frame.

The garden grew still again, but this time the silence felt different, lighter,
touched with the strength of something new.
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Miss Tomato leaned forward, listening closely.
“Your old home sounds like my cousins’ place,” she said gently.
Her tone carried both memory and welcome.

The seedlings crowded closer.
Pip leaned in, his questions bubbling out.

“Did you ever see dragonflies up there? Or ants? We have seventeen here!”

The chives chuckled at his eagerness, their smiles stretching wider than before.

36






index-41_1.jpg
Budrick puffed up and declared it a “symbol of unity,” standing guard beside it
for a whole hour.

The chives said nothing, but the gentle way their leaves swayed in the evening
breeze made it clear: they were starting to feel at home.
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A sharp, fresh scent lifted into the morning air.
It spread quickly, wrapping through the patch and beyond.

The snails paused, their soft bodies shifting uneasily.
Then, one by one, they turned.

Slowly at first, then faster, they glided away, slipping toward the far fence until
the lettuce was free.
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Snip lifted his head.
“I remember the morning fog, soft and cool. It wrapped around us like a
blanket.”

Sprig added, “And the sound of roosters crowing. Every day, like a bell that told
us it was time to stretch.”

Chia gave a quiet smile.

“There was a hawk once. It circled for hours, but never touched us. We learned
to stand tall.”
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The garden had grown quieter and each plant carried the weight of it.

Then, one early morning, a cry rose sharply from the far side.
The lettuce patch shivered in panic.

“Snails! They're eating us alive!”

Leaves trembled, edges chewed and curling.
Their voices rose together in alarm, breaking the garden’s uneasy silence.
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Budrick folded his tiny leaves like arms.
“Well, that’s silly. If I were in charge, I'd...”

Miss Tomato smiled.
“I know, Budrick. But real change comes from showing kindness, not force.

Let’s welcome them, so the others can see there’s nothing to fear.”

Pip bounced.
“Ooh! We could invite them to leaf-counting day!”
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Chapter 8 - The Chives’ Strength
The garden lady hurried over as soon as she heard the cries.
Her footsteps pressed quickly against the soil, hands reaching for the lettuce.
But before she could begin, the chives moved first.

Together, they leaned forward, their green stalks stretching as far as they
could.
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Chapter 4 - Uneasy Whispers

Basil leaned toward Sage.
“They're... different,” he muttered.

Miss Bromeliad fluffed her leaves and hissed, “They smell too strong. It'll upset
the balance.”

Bougainvillea tossed a petal dramatically.
“Mark my words, trouble always comes with outsiders.”
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Pip’s eyes went wide.
“Mumma... are they talking about the chives?”

“Yes,” Miss Tomato said gently. “But why?” asked Pip.
“Because sometimes,” Miss Tomato continued, tilting her leaves toward them,

“plants or people feel uncertain about what they don’t know.
They mistake ‘different’ for ‘dangerous.”
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Every garden has room for new friends.

In the garden, change can feel uncertain.
When new faces arrive, whispers stir and not
everyone is ready to welcome what is different.

But Miss Tomato, her little seedlings and the wise §
chives remind us that every leaf, root and bloom:
has a place. Together, they show that kindness,
courage and open hearts can turn fear into
friendship.

The Tale of Miss Tomato and the Chives is a
gentle story about belonging, acceptance and the
beauty of differences. Grown with love under the

Caribbean sun.
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and a lively family of animals spark daily inspiration.

A lifelong maker and storyteller, she blends nature’s rhythms with gentle life
lessons to craft the Miss Tomato series a celebration of kindness, resilience and
the beauty of differences.

When she isn’t writing or painting, Debs can often be found tending her

garden, sharing quiet moments with her dogs and cats, or dreaming up her
next creative project.
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Bougainvillea, bright and sprawling along the fence, let her whispers drift
down like falling petals.

“Outsiders,” she muttered again and again, her voice prickling more than the
thorns she carried.

The chives heard her words, but they said nothing, lowering their slender
stalks against the breeze.

The seedlings tried to chatter as usual, darting from one pot to another, but
even their laughter felt softer.
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The chives smiled faintly, their long green stems leaning closer together.

They were used to the company of sweet potatoes, yams, pumpkins, garlic and
another tomato family back on the hill.

Memories of that crowded, earthy patch lingered like a scent in the air.

Here, the garden felt strange...quiet, but alive with birdsong floating above and
the sun stretching through patches of cloud.
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Chapter 5 - An Unexpected Welcome
Before Miss Tomato could speak, Miss Evergreen swayed forward, her broad
leaves brushing against the newcomers.
Her voice carried like a rustle in the breeze.

“Welcome,” she said warmly.
“Storms may uproot us, but kindness can plant us again.”
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Chapter 13 - One Family

The chives bowed, not out of obligation, but in gratitude.

“Thank you,” said Snip.
“We may have come from another hill, but now, this is home.”

The garden lady watched from the veranda, smiling softly.
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Thank you for reading
The Tale of
Miss Tomato A Garden Story Series

The Tale of
Miss Tomato’s Miss
Seedlings A Ga

A Garden Story

Debs Otway
By Debs Otway

By Debs Otway

With each page turned, the garden grows
a little brighter.
Look out for new releases to come, where fresh
adventures bloom and the magic of the garden
awaits.
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Then she placed the pot near Miss Tomato, Miss Evergreen, Basil and Sage,
where sunlight dappled the ground in golden patches.

“You'll be safe here,” she promised, giving them a drink of warm water mixed
with compost tea.

The liquid sank into the soil, leaving a faint, earthy aroma that curled into the
morning air.
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Dear Readers,

Thank you for stepping into the garden with Miss Tomato, her seedlings and
their new friends.

This story was planted with love and like all gardens, it grew with patience,
care and a little bit of magic. My hope is that as you turn these pages, you
discover not only the adventure of the plants, but also a reminder that
kindness, courage and open hearts make every garden and every world a more
beautiful place.

May this book inspire you to look closer at the little wonders around you: the

whisper of leaves in the wind, the glow of fireflies, the scent of soil after rain.
These are nature’s quiet gifts, waiting to be noticed.

‘l‘m

With love and gratitude,
Debs Otway
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Chapter 9 - A Shift in the Breeze

Word spread quickly through the garden.
The “outsiders” had saved the lettuce without a single leaf being lost.

Whispers carried from row to row.

Even Bougainvillea, though still muttering under her breath, fell quieter than
before.
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Dedication

For every gentle heart that welcomes newcomers
in gardens, in families and in life.
And for the little ones, both plant and animal,
who teach us every day that difference is beautiful.
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Bougainvillea tossed down another blossom as a peace offering, which Sprig
tucked behind Chia’s leaf.

Miss Evergreen sighed in the warm breeze.
“Well, I suppose I must admit it—the garden is lovelier with you here.”
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