Jack and the Giant Pepper

Once there was a boy named Jack. He lived in the forest with his mother and their pet panda bear, Archibald. They were happy, but they were very poor. One day,

Mum said, "Dearest Jack, our cash flow is seriously plugged. You'll have to sell Archibald at the market. Buy food and seeds. This is all we have, so don't buy any

nonsense!"
Jack liked his panda, but he was nearly starved. So he hiked with Archibald through the forest to the market. Suddenly, a little purple man in a shiny silver tweed suit jumped onto the path. His face was a wrinkly old potato, but his eyes were sharp and bright as knifepoints. "Gushing grape juice!" he croaked. "That's the finest panda in the county! How'd you like to trade it for something magical?"
Magical. Jack's scalp tingled. "Actually, I'm shopping for food and seeds." 

"Seeds! How about a real seed?" The man opened his fist, and on his palm a seed sparkled like a ruby. "This seed'll grow into the biggest pepper in the world."

"A giant pepper plant!" Jack said. "I could climb up the vine to the cloud lands where the giant lives! I could steal his treasures and never work again! Wow! It's a deal, grape man!"
Jack traded the panda and ran home with the magic seed.

"One seed?" Mum said. "What are we supposed to eat while it grows?"

"Oops," Jack said. As usual, his belly chose the wrong moment to growl.

"Now we really will starve," Mom said. There was nothing to do but plant the seed. The next morning, the magic plant had already grown! But it wasn’t a giant vine, it was a giant pepper. The plant was normal. The pepper was the size of a house.

"Oh, that's great," Jack said. "I can’t climb a big pepper to the giant."

"Sell it," Mum said. "It won't fetch as much as the panda, but anything's better than three months of pepper casserole. I trust you know what to buy this time, son."
So Jack rolled the pepper to market. It was ridiculously heavy, and of course he had to roll it up a big hill. Suddenly, up came the old man. He was riding Archibald.

"That pepper for sale?" asked the man.

"Not to you," Jack said.

"Not even for a magic toothbrush?" The old man smiled. His teeth shone like the moon. "How would you like to never brush your teeth again?"

Jack hesitated. He did hate brushing his teeth. Then he said, "Sorry, I have this thing about getting humiliated twice by the same purple guy."

The man's dark eyes narrowed and gleamed. "Young man, I want that pepper."

"Don't we all," Jack said. He put his shoulder to the massive pepper.

"Give it here!" the man screamed. He leapt from the panda, his fingers gnarled

claws tearing at Jack. Jack dodged. The man crashed into the pepper and it rolled away with him down the hill.

So Jack rode the panda home. He'd never thought to ride him before.

"Not another panda!" Mum said. But Jack explained everything. "Well, I'm happy to see Archibald," Mum said, "but we still need cash. You'll have to sell him. Again."

"I've been thinking," Jack said. "It’s not everyone that has a riding panda. Why don't we give lessons?" And so they did. All the neighbouring villagers cheerfully shelled out big bucks to learn how to ride a panda. From then on, Jack had plenty of money. And he never saw the purple old man again.

