
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A member of the GreenFerry team tells the story of the Scotstoun tubs.  If 
you weren’t there, you missed a treat…  

 
Yesterday was a strange day.  It started off so quietly.  The GreenFerry Team had 
organised themselves to plant nine giant wooden tubs in the local shopping centre, 
Scotstoun Shops.  This was to replace three smaller ones which had been 
vandalised a few months earlier.  This time, we had plans to bolt the tubs together, 
weigh them down better -- basically starting again.    
 
Our local council workers had been fantastic 
in collecting and delivering the heavy bags of 
compost, and tubs from the nearby barn 
where June, one of our team, had spent 
hours preparing and painting them.  My car 
was full of polystyrene which residents had 
donated a few days earlier.   Jeana had been 
dispatched to buy the plants. All was ready 
for action.   
 
I’d been on my own all morning staple gun in 
hand.   There had been some debate about 
whether tubs should or shouldn’t be lined and, still uncertain myself, I took the 
decision to line them.    
 
Many people stopped to chat.   “Whit ur ye dae’in’ that fur?” “Yer wastin yer time.” 
“It’ll just get vandalised again.”   “Hooz payin’ fur that?”    I stopped to discuss it 
more.  Should we not even try?  Should we just leave the place as it was? Were 
we just going to give up and let the vandals win?   “Oh no,” they said reassuringly.  
“I didn’t mean that.”   
 
At one-o’clock, the other women in the 
GreenFerry team arrived along with our 
local joiner, Kenny Sinclair, who started 
bolting the tubs together.  As he worked, we 
began filling the tubs with polystyrene from 
the innards of boxes which had once held 
computers, televisions, DVD players, and 
even an electrical massage chair (with plug 
and instructions still in the box -- happily, 
we knew its owner was and delivered those 
back.)    
 
Some passing teenagers made a good show of stomping on the more stubborn 
pieces of polystyrene which were proving hard to break up. 
 



All morning, men from the local pub, The Queen’s Retreat, had drifted out for a 
smoke.  Earlier in the day there had been a minor commotion as two of them 
erupted into anger, trading insults at one another and filling the air with colourful 
language.  Now, the men outside were vaguely intrigued by the activity growing in 
front of their eyes.  It required only an invitation.   
 
Soon they were swinging heavy bags of compost 
effortlessly over their shoulders, slicing them neatly 
open, emptying the contents into the tubs.  
Someone decided to do a little jig atop each one as 
it would “help pack the compost down”.   The 
atmosphere was becoming positively carnival. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I got out the trowels, Jeana brought in the plants and shrubs, and June produced 
tray after tray of flowers she’d been “plant-sitting” for us.  Then, from nowhere a 
mass of children appeared.  Suddenly it was all happening in Scotstoun 
Shopping Centre. 
 
For another solid hour, this merry little band of men, women, teenagers 
and children worked together to dig holes and scrape compost and 
tease out roots and firm everything down, all the while chatting 
amongst themselves about what would happen next and who would 
look after what tubs.  A local shop-keeper produced tea while children 
ran back and forth with watering cans.   
 
As a parting gesture, the men of the Queen’s Retreat 
commandeered a red watering can and signed their 
names on it.  It now sits proudly on the bar declaring 
that watering is to take place every three days.  
 
 

               
                          

        
Thanks everyone  for your help!   You were fantastic.      


