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Chapter One: The Day the Garden
held its Breath

It was a strange day in the
garden.

The wind refused to blow.
The sun blazed hotter than
usual.

And a low, humming tension
filled the air, like the earth was
holding its breath.
Something was coming.
But Miss Tomato had no idea
what.

The garden lady moved in and
out,
quickly and quietly.
Sage and Basil
were taken from their usual
place
beside Miss Tomato.
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Pip sniffled a little.
Mossie leaned in.
Budrick blinked hard and
nodded.

“You won't always be able to fix
everything,"

Miss Tomato said,
“But kindness... noticing...that's
how
you help things bloom again."
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Miss Tomato looked around
the shed.
“Where are they?”
she whispered.

Her leaves trembled.
Before panic could take root,
the door creaked open.
Budrick peeked in, panting.
“I found her!” he gasped.
“She's coming!"

And then the garden lady
stepped inside,
soaked but steady.
She moved like she knew.
Straight to the back corner she
went.
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That afternoon, the sun
returned, not soft, not
scorching.

Clouds drifted like sleepy birds
across the sky.

Pots were set in new places.
The hose had a kink now.
The garden was still a little
messy...

...but it felt alive.
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About the Author

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

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

Illustrations are created in collaboration with Chad, her
imaginative co-conspirator who brings warmth and colour to the
garden world.

Together, they believe that love, laughter and even one small
tomato can change the way we see the world.
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Mr. Fern, one of the oldest,
began to speak.
“We've weathered storms like
this before," he said
But his deep, creaky voice

made the seedlings nervous.
“Do you think everything
will be okay?"
Pip asked.
“And the garden?"
Mossie whispered.
“And will the wind take us?"
Budrick added, trying to sound
brave.

Miss Tomato pulled them close.
“I don't know," she said softly.
“But we're together. And for
now, that's enough."
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Chapter Six: After the Storm

The next morning, the wind
had quieted.
The storm was gone.
But the garden had changed.

Leaves were scattered.
The mango tree had lost a
branch.

And the palms leaned a little
more than they use to.

Miss Tomato was returned to
her sunny spot,

but now Sage and Basil were

on the other side of the bed.
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There she found them, two
brave little seedlings
and one weary plant in need of
help.

“Oh, sweet Bromeliad," she said
softly, crouching low.

“I should have seen it sooner."
She gently lifted Miss Bromeliad
from the tangle of string.
“I've got you now."

The seedlings stepped back,
quiet, watching.
“She wasn't alone," Budrick
said.
“No,” the garden lady smiled.
“She wasn't."
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The seedlings stood in silence,
watching.
“They look hurt,”
Mossie whispered.

“They look strong,”
said Budrick.

Miss Tomato nodded.
“They are."
She paused.

“Not everything can be saved
from the storm.
But some things stay... and
heal...slowly."

And just then, Pip pointed.
A single new bud, tiny,
green and glowing,
had begun to grow
from one of the branches.
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"...Did you hear that?” she
whispered.
They all froze.

From deep in the shadows,
there came a soft rustle, like
someone brushing up against

dry straw.
Pip's Voice wobbled.
“Miss Bromeliad...?"
They followed the sound,
carefully and quietly,
until they reached the back
corner of the shed.
There, nestled between two
cracked pots,
was Miss Bromeliad.

She was leaning sideways,
her roots tangled in a knot of
old string.

One of her blooms had wilted.
But her face lifted when she
saw them.
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Miss Tomato smiled.
Storms change things.
But they also clear space.

She closed her eyes and
whispered to the earth,
“We're still growing."

The End... or maybe the
beginning
of another beautiful story.
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Budrick looked towards the
door, then back at the others.
“I'll go," he said softly.
Miss Bromeliad tried to
protest,
but he was already nudging
his way past the gloves and
the cans,
his little leaves trembling with
every step.

“I'll find her," he called back.
“She'll know what to do."

The storm was rising again,
louder now.
Rain began to tap against the
tin roof
like a thousand tiny footsteps.





index-3_1.png
The Tale of Miss Tomato and the Great Storm A Garden Story
A gentle tale grown with love under the Caribbean sun
By Debs Otway
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All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or
transmitted in any form or
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brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain
other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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incidents are the product of the author's imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events,
locales or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
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Chapter Nine: A New Season Begins

Mr. Fern told his storm stories...
again.

Miss Evergreen shared how she
lost two leaves and “barely
survived."

Cactus stuck closer to his family
now.

And Miss Bromeliad, propped
in her quiet patch, glowed with
gentle gratitude.

The seedlings ran around
bumping into everything,
still learning.

Still loud.

Still whole.

Miss Tomato watched it all.
Messier than before.
Stronger than ever.
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That evening, Miss Tomato felt
the stillness settle in.

She looked at her little ones.
Pip curled beside a smooth
stone, Mossie humming quietly
to a beetle,

Budrick propped up like a
guard, half asleep, but
pretending not to be.

"Come close,” she whispered.
They gathered at her stem.
“You were brave,”
she said softly.

“But not in a loud way,
You were brave in the way,
that matters most.

You noticed someone hurting.
You showed up.

And you didn't look away."
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Dear Readers,

¥ ple story felt true to you,
s. Ki Eness in the face of hardship, is

arts of us are revealed in the storm,

nues to grow and so do we.

I needed to write a story about
: fhese things, for myself
ndI hoped, for you.
If you are or have been in the storm, r
Thope you hold this story close.
If you are beginning to bloom again,
I hope you carry it forward and keep growing.
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Chapter Seven: New Stories take Root

Miss Bromeliad had been
tucked gently under the mango
tree, close to where the shade
touched the sun.

The garden lady visited her
often, humming softly as she
worked.

The seedlings didn't bounce as
much as before.

They still giggled and poked
around...

but something in them had
stretched.

A little taller.

A little quieter.

A little more aware.
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Chapter Eight: The Hibiscus Hedge

At the far end of the garden,
beneath the leaning palms,
the hibiscus stood,
or what was left of them.

The branches were torn.
Leaves scattered.
Several blossoms were bruised
or gone completely.

They hadn't moved.
They couldn't be moved.
Planted directly into the earth,
they
had stood through the storm,
rooted and still.
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For the quiet ones
who notice the winds before they blow,
who hold space in storms
and love without needing to be seen.
This garden is yours.

With love,
Debs @
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Mr. Fern raised his voice above
the noise.“Stay calm, everyone!
This is the first wave.
There'll be a lull soon, but it
won't last.

When it comes, breathe. Rest, it
means we're halfway through."
And just as he said,
the wind slowed.

It didn't stop. But it softened.
The shed seemed to exhale.
Some plants settled into
the quiet.

Others looked up cautiously.
Then a shout shattered
the stillness.

“She's gone!" came a voice from
the shelf above.

It was Cactus, his spikes
trembling,
his voice sharp with worry.
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“Miss Bromeliad is missing!"
He looked around wildly at his
cluster of companions.
“She was here when we came in,
she was right behind me!"

Gasps echoed through the shed.
Miss Tomato's seedlings
clutched each other tight.
Even Budrick looked frightened.
Miss Evergreen whispered,
“Oh no... not during the lull..."

The shed filled with murmurs
and rustling leaves.

“She wouldn't go out alone
would she?"
“I saw her... right by the
hose pipe!"
“Maybe she fell behind the rake,
check again!"
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Chapter Three: A Mission in the Wind

The storm came.
It was loud, howling, roaring,
shaking the sky.
the wind whipped through the
palms
that lined the garden.
The mango tree thrashed and
groaned.
Inside the shed, every pot
trembled.

The roof creaked.
Leaves rustled nervously.
The seedlings clung to
Miss Tomato's stem.
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Miss Evergreen muttered about
her new view being “less
dramatic,”
but her leaves fluttered in the
breeze like she was secretly
grateful.

The seedlings looked around.

“Everything's... different,”
Mossie whispered.

“Yeah,” Pip said. “But still here."

Budrick stared at the sky.
“It's like the storm made space."

Miss Tomato smiled softly.
She could feel it too.
The shift.

The stretch.

The quiet newness of things.
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That weekend, the garden lady
brought warm water and
compost tea.

She moved slowly, tenderly,
checking roots, straightening
pots, brushing dust from
leaves.

The storm had shifted things,
yes... but the garden was still
here.

She paused by the hibiscus,
smiled at the new buds
and whispered,

“You did well."
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Thank you for reading The Miss Tomato
A Garden Story Series

. The Tale of . The Tale of
MissTomato §VF Miss Tomato’s
N Seedlings

A Garden Story

ByDebs 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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Miss Tomato looked at her little
ones.

Pip's eyes were wide.
Mossie was silent.
Budrick stood tall, but his
leaves were shaking.

“I want to help," Pip said softly.
“Me too,” whispered Mossie.
Budrick gave a solemn nod.
“Let's find her."

The wind groaned in the
distance, growing louder
again.

Miss Tomato saw it in their
eyes... real fear...
and something more
Courage.

“You don't have to do anything,"
she said gently.

“But you want to anyway.
That's Bravery."
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Chapter Five: Brave Little Rescuers

“Oh... my little ones,"
she whispered.
“I didn't think anyone would
come."
Mossie gently leaned against her
side.
Pip untangled the string with
shaky leaves.
Budrick stood guard, eyes
shining.

We couldn't leave you behind,"
Pip said."

Miss Bromeliad smiled faintly..
“Thank you. “I'm just...tired."
There was a quiet that settled

then.

Not Fear. Not sadness.
Just... understanding.
They stayed with her holding
space.

Rooted in love
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Miss Evergreen was in a full
state of fuss, muttering and
rustling.

“This is how it starts" she
grumbled.

“Miss Garden Lady better hurry
before we all blow away!"
Miss Tomato had never
experienced a storm.

She felt her leaves tighten.
Her roots pressed deeper into
the soil.

She looked at her three little
ones,

Pip, Mossie and Budrick
and tried to stay strong.

Just then, the garden lady
returned.
She lifted Miss Evergreen and
Mr. Fern first.
Miss Tomato's heart raced.
Would she come back for us?
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In a quiet corner of the Caribbean, something strange
begins to stir in the garden.

The sun grows hot. The wind stands still.

And every leaf holds its breath-i

Miss Tomato and her little ones—Pip, Mossie, and Budrick—
feel the shift in the air.

But when a storm uproots everything they know,

it’s not the rain or wind they remember most...

It’s the courage that bloomed.

The kindness that stayed.

And the gentle reminder that change,

no matter how wild, can lead to new beginnings.

The Tale of Miss Tomato

and the Great-Storm
is the third heart-rooted tale
in the beloved Garden Story series.
A tender story of stillness, storms,

and the quiet power of love
that holds us together.
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That night the stars returned.

Quiet, scattered, watching.

Miss Tomato sat in her pot
beneath the moon,
her little ones nestled at her
base,

the wind finally gentle again.

She looked out at the garden...

not perfect, not how it was,
but real.
New shoots, bent stems,
blooming scars.

And just beyond the basil...

a tiny green tip pushed up
through the soil.

A new sprout.
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Chapter Four: Finding Miss Bromeliad

She looked around the
cramped shed.
Buckets, A hose. A leaning
broom.

So many places a small pot like
Miss Bromeliad could slip into
and be forgotten.

“Stick together," she whispered

to her seedlings
“No leaping, no climbing, no
nonsense,
justlook and listen."
The three nodded.
And then, slowly,
Pip, Mossie and Budrick
began to move, through
the maze of shadows and
stories.
The wind began to rise again.
But the search had begun.
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Chapter Two: Safe in the Shed

Of course she came back.
With gentle hands, the garden
lady picked up
Miss Tomato's pot,
Cradling her and the little
ones with care.

“I'm only moving you until
the storm passes," she
whispered.

“The shed isn't
wonderful...but it should keep
you safe."

They were carried into the
dark.

The shed wasn't glamorous,
pots were stacked side by
side,
soil scattered like old stories.
The air was thick.

The light, dim.
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The shed was darker now.
And outside, the wind began to
growl again.

The little seedlings shuffled
carefully,
leaf to leaf, root to root.
They weren't fast.
They weren't very quiet.
And Budrick kept bumping into
everything.

“Shhh!” hissed Pip.
‘T am shushing!” Budrick
snapped,
tumbling into a glove.
Mossie paused.
Her tiny stem leaned toward a
quiet corner
behind a rusted watering can.
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