
Tomato Terror 

Mr Sale made a fair living out of growing and selling tomatoes, he had a loving wife, 

he was respected in the community, yet something seemed to be missing from his life. 

He lived in a region famous for growing fruit and vegetables, so famous that every 

year a competition was held to see who could grow the best produce.  

Mr Sale grew some exceptionally tasty tomatoes, the best in the region, but 

every time the competition came around nothing seemed to go to plan. Either his 

tomatoes wouldn’t ripen in time or they would be hit by some mysterious disease just 

before the competition. “I must be cursed,” he would grumble to himself. 

It was competition year and Mr Sale set aside a greenhouse for growing his 

competition tomatoes, where he could give them the special care and attention they 

deserved. But no sooner had he planted the vines when he was hit with the same 

spate of bad luck. Unprecedented strong winds smashed the glass in his competition 

greenhouse, damaging the vines.  “I must be cursed,” he grumbled to himself as he 

repaired the damage. The early setback meant his tomatoes wouldn’t ripen in time 

and now the competition was only days away. 

Mr Sale decided he needed to speak to the town Mayor who was in charge of 

running the competition. He would be in town this weekend opening the fun fair that 

arrives a few days before. Pushing through the crowd, Mr Sale reached the stage just 

as the Mayor was finishing his speech, everyone began to clap, including Mr Sale. As 

the Mayor stepped down off the stage Mr Sale called out in a high voice, “Mr Mayor, 

hello it’s Mr Sale, local grower…” 

“Mr Sale, how lovely to see you,” the Mayor beamed. “I hope we’ll be seeing 

you at the competition this weekend?”  



“Well, it’s funny you should mention that,” Mr Sale grinned and the Mayor’s eyes 

began to glaze over. “I was wondering if it was in your power to maybe put the 

completion back a few weeks?” Mr Sale pleaded. “You remember those terrible winds 

we had a while back? Well it was just my luck that my competition tomatoes got 

damaged. Do you remember those winds?” 

The Mayor stared at Mr Hale and the corners of his smile began to twitch. “I’m 

ever so sorry Mr Sale,” the Mayor began, “It’s a competition and everyone must abide 

by the same rules. If I change them for you, what about all the other growers? It’s just 

bad luck I’m afraid.” 

“I thought maybe just a small extension…” Mr Sale’s voice trailed off. 

The Mayor took a deep breath. “It’s out of the question. We can’t move the 

whole competition just for you.” Somebody tapped the Mayor on the shoulder and 

gestured that he needed to be somewhere else. “I will see you at the competition, Mr 

Sale.” The Mayor grinned, before turning away and saying in a shrill voice, “On time!”  

Mr Sale walked back through the hullaballoo of the funfair crowd and decided 

to try and cheer himself up a bit by watching some of the rides. He even bought a stick 

of pink candyfloss but it was no use, he still felt glum. He stood watching a spinning 

ride high up in the air when a large black flying creature caught his eye for a moment. 

Maybe it was a crow? It was as big as a crow, but it was hard to tell. Momentarily 

distracted, a loose coin fell from a nearby ride and hit Mr Sale square on the forehead, 

making him drop his candy floss onto the floor. “I must be cursed,” he muttered to 

himself as he watched the silver coin roll across the ground and into a small canvas 

tent. 



Walking somewhat dazed toward the tent to retrieve the coin, Mr Sale pushed 

the flap open and stepped inside. The tent was in total darkness and appeared to be 

empty. He was about to leave when a rasping voice sounded from somewhere within, 

“Mr Sale, I’ve been expecting you.”  

As his eyes adjusted to the light, he could see an old man sitting at a small 

round table with the silver coin placed out in front of him.  

“I believe you have been enquiring about the competition?” the man spoke. 

“That’s right?” Mr Sale replied, intrigued enough to take the seat opposite. 

The man leaned forward, he seemed very old but had few wrinkles, his eyes 

were sunk into his face and were impossible to see. “Mr Sale, the tomato grower?”  

Mr Sale leaned back, the tent or the man had a peculiar smell, “Yes?” 

“I can help you,” the man said coldly, without human emotion. 

“I just need an extension…” Mr Sale began, but stopped when the old man 

smiled showing rows of thin sharp teeth.  

The man reached down still grinning and put something heavy onto the table 

with a thud. Mr Sale looked down at the small inconspicuous black rock that had been 

placed in front of him. “What am I supposed to do with that?” Mr Sale asked, scratching 

his head. 

The man brushed his long spindly fingers over the rock and Mr Sale copied 

instinctively with his own hand. A small vibration, like that of a tuning fork was coming 

from the rock. The man gave another terrible display of his teeth and Mr Sale drew his 

hand back in fright.  



The old man suddenly stopped grinning and stared blankly at Mr sale. “Plant 

this rock under your tomato plant and your tomatoes will be…” the man hesitated. “Out 

of this world.”  

Mr Sale looked at the rock sceptically, then at the old man. “What’s the catch?” 

“No catch,” the man assured him confidently. “All I require in return is a taste of 

your tomato’s that you grow with this stone. I have an acquired taste shall we say.” 

Mr Sale picked up the rock, ignoring the vibration this time and dropped it into 

his pocket.  

The man grinned at him in vacant amusement. “We have ourselves a deal 

then?” For the first time the man’s eyes opened and they seemed to glow red in the 

darkness. 

“Yes,” Mr Sale blurted out, stumbling up and out of the tent, closing the flap 

behind him. 

“Goodbye Mr Sale,” rasped the voice from inside the tent. 

Mr Sale walked home troubled and worried about what he had just agreed to. 

Once back on his own farm he felt much better. His old dog Benji got up from his 

afternoon sleep in the sun and greeted him with a nuzzle. Sleep was all Benji seemed 

to do these days, but he was quite old so it was to be expected. Mr Sale waved to his 

wife at the kitchen window and walked past the house to check on his tomatoes. At 

the first set of greenhouses, his workers were just finishing for the day and loading the 

last of the picked tomatoes onto pallets. Mr Sale had a quick chat to them about their 

day before heading down to his competition greenhouse with Benji following close 

behind him. 



Mr Sale inspected the limp vine and the unripe tomatoes. He sighed and put 

his hand in his pocket, feeling the vibrating stone. He reached for a small spade and 

dug a hole under the plant, breaking some of the roots as he went and shaking his 

head. He placed the stone carefully in the hole and dug in some fresh warm compost. 

Benji watched and sniffed the warm earth with approval before laying down and 

closing his eyes for another nap. “It’s a hard life,” Mr Sale chuckled to himself, leaving 

Benji to sleep and heading back up to the house for his dinner. 

The next morning was an early start, as always on the farm. After giving the 

days instructions to the workers, Mr Sale headed to his competition greenhouse just 

to see if by some miracle something had happened. Mr Sales stared in utter 

amazement, the vine which had been so limp yesterday was now bright green and full 

of vigour, and the old tomatoes seemed to be turning a deep red colour right before 

his very eyes. 

He touched the tomato and felt the vibration run through the plant just like from 

the stone. Feeling the fruit on the vine, a tendril from the plant moved slowly and 

wrapped itself around his finger. Mr Sale quickly unwrapped the tendril and stepped 

back letting out a low impressed whistle.  

He looked down and something caught his eye sticking out from the compost 

at the base of the plant. It looked like a paw, Benji’s paw. The plant must have pulled 

the old dog into the compost while he was sleeping. Mr Sale stroked the paw with his 

finger and as he did another tendril pulled Benji further into the compost.  Mr Sale 

stepped back in shock for a moment, but then became distracted by his wonderful 

blood red tomatoes gleaming in the morning sunlight. “He was an old dog,” Mr Sale 

said out loud, trying to convince himself. “Maybe it was for the best.”  



The day passed by unremarkably and the workers were finishing up early 

because it was the end of the week. Some of the workers lived on the farm in a small 

caravan and because it was the end of the week, they would more than likely be getting 

blind drunk to celebrate. Sometimes Mr Sale would find them passed out drunk along 

the track, much to his annoyance, but they worked hard during the week so he didn’t 

complain too much.  

By early evening Mr and Mrs Sale could already hear the workers singing away 

from their caravan and when Mrs Sale enquired about where Benji was, Mr Sale simply 

shrugged. Instead of getting an early night the day before the competition, Mr Sale 

decided he would check on his tomatoes one last time. Walking down the track in the 

moonlight he predictably found one of his workers slumped up by one of the 

greenhouses fast asleep with an empty bottle of vodka next to him. Mr Sale gave the 

man a nudge but he didn’t stir from his sleep. After a short struggle, Mr Sale managed 

to pull the man to his feet by putting his arm around his shoulder like he had done 

countless times before. Only this time Mr Sale didn’t take him back to his caravan.  

The young man grunted in protest until he was finally set down on a nice warm 

patch of compost making him instantly fall back asleep. Mr Sale smiled as the tendrils 

began to move and wrap around the man’s body. “Sweet dreams,” Mr Sale whispered, 

but then a loud thump on the glass made Mr Sale jump back. Silhouetted perfectly in 

the moonlight was a giant black bat spread out on the glass. It was watching him with 

familiar red eyes. Mr Sale let out a shriek and ran back home. 

The next morning was the day of the competition. Mr Sale rushed down to the 

competition greenhouse and to his relief, there was no sign of the bat or the man. Only 

the man’s shoes remained and Mr Sale kicked them to one side as his wife came in 



to have a look at the tomatoes. “I’ve never seen anything like it,” she said out loud, 

picking a tomato. “You can actually see the colours changing inside, it looks 

otherworldly.” She took a bite and the red juice dribbled down the sides of her mouth 

like blood. “They have a very distinct taste and I can’t quite put my finger on it.” She 

paused for thought, “Not sure if they’ll win the competition, maybe they need a little 

something extra?” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Mr Sale said picking up his spade and watching his wife 

bend over to inspect another tomato. “Maybe you’re right.” 


