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The La Tomatine Fiesta

The long-awaited La Tomatine was drawing closer day by day. A week to the festival, people would be seen streaming into the lodgings close to the location of the event. This was in an attempt to ensure that they were not passive but the active participants of the events. The once partially idle town became busier than an ant. The locals were increasingly engaging in their economic activities with bars and restaurants experiencing and gladly enjoying the boom of their economic period. This was only a week to the always memorable Tomato Festival. 

On a specific day, people could be seen streaming into the town as the event was to begin at noon. Ninety-percent of the tickets had been purchased. Tones of tomatoes had been shipped to the event and the place was already occupied by the deep red color of the tomatoes and the air’s scent was one of the tomatoes. One would have thought that an international tomato paste industry had been opened. People would purchase their tickets and stream into the premises. Most of them were dressed in red and green. Alas! What could more of a dress code be expected? Tomatoes were always red and they had a little green leaf attached to them. For anyone not to notice the colorful event whereby dress code and the color of the vegetable to be celebrated took over the entire atmosphere, it was close to a sin. 

When the time for the event to begin reached, a dozen trucks all filled with very ripe tomatoes lined up in the streets. There were approximately twenty-thousand participants, expected to engage in a tomato battle. All the participants were dressed in black trousers and white t-shirts which had a very big tomato drawn on them. The coordinators of the events were running up and down one fancy coordinator was an old man, with an all-grey colored head. From his looks, he was in his late eighties but his legs still had the capacity to carry his body weight confidently. The old man was the supposed bell ringer for the battle to begin. As the rumors spread, he is one of the eldest people who have a vivid and clear history of the tomato festival. None of this annual event ever passed without his participation being recognized. 

As soon as all the participants, event organizers and the public were ready and all quiet with faces of excitation, the bell rang. The participants were equally divided into two big teams that were further divided into three semi-teams. Each team was to offload bananas from a track and use them to aim and hit their opponents’ truck. This would lead to the tomatoes bursting, splashing and filling the floor. The faster a team would offload their tomatoes, the higher their chances of winning the battle.  The battle began, the all-white trucks now became red. With each passing moment, the color intensity increased. The once clean floor became a huge paste of tomatoes. The atmosphere was rented by the tomato odor as they were starting to rot under the unsparingly hot son of the summer event. However, none of this seemed to discourage the cheering crowd. The participants finished their two-hour long battle and the heart of the moment came. 

The streets were opened and the crowd was allowed into the zone where the paste had formed. The once white t-shirts were now nothing but filthy-blood filled pieces of clothing. People pelted each other with tons of tomato paste. The once beautiful and adorable crowd that was colorfully dressed attained an unpleasant uniform red color; this was the total fun of the event. As people were consumed in the adventures, fun, and excitements of the event, the atmosphere instantly changed. A loud bang was heard and the happy atmosphere turned into a zone of screams, wails, and tears. The intensity of the atmospheres red color increased.  However, this time it was not out of the tomatoes that made up the event. It was blood, human blood was rapidly filling the area. People could be seen struggling to move through the paste. The atmosphere was rapidly getting filled with a quite unpleasant odor due to mix up of the tomatoes and blood. Sirens could be heard from a distance. People stepped on each other as sustaining stability in the tomato paste was close to impossible. The once enjoyable event now turned to the worst of its worst.

One of the truck drivers had accidentally left a lighting cigarette in the truck. This cigarette was the beginning of all the tragic events of the day. The cigarette lit up the truck. Since all the trucks ere petrol-fueled, they couldn’t resist but join their fellow truck. All that could be seen as the yellow flames of the rapidly burning trucks. The once clear air was now filled with dark smoke. Massive of lives were lost, many more were at stake if the fire could not be extinguished. The cries of children, wails of their mothers, sounds of people struggling to fight against the fire that razed them and their belongings were all that could be heard. After what seemed an eternity, some fire extinguishers, ambulances, rescue teams and police officers arrived at the scene. People were vacated from the area. The sick were taken to hospitals as the extinguishers tried to bring down the rapidly spreading fire. This was one of a Tomatine Fiesta, the first in history to ever experience a drastic change from a cheerful celebration to a mourning field. It shall always remain in the minds and hearts of many because the lives lost could not equal the tomatoes spoilt for the fun of the event. 

