
T
hanksgiving saw Mary and I on the ferry heading to the

continent for a family celebration and since our daughter

was part of the gathering this seemed an opportune time

to bestow part of the largess of our garden in her unsuspecting

lap. 

All the usual vegetables returned her gaze as she peered into

the cornucopia but it was the waft of fresh basil that really

brought her to life. Wrapped in a damp towel, cradled on a nest

of perfect tomatoes the basil savoured the moment.

Then, as she plunged ever-deeper, her hands uncovered a

hidden cache—green tomatoes. Eyes narrowed. The smile

froze. ‘Oh,’ she cried, frantically searching for the right word,

‘Thank you...’ One gets such a surge of warmth after bestowing

that special gift the recipient didn’t know they needed.    

Two days before the rains I had harvested. For those with

water and fertile earth this has been a magnificent year and one

of the bounties is tomatoes. 

At this end of the beach the serious tomato grower will use a

greenhouse but this tool is redundant perhaps one year in five.

Thanks in part to the oil patch and all that C02, 2009 was such

a year. (Which is just as well because only now am I laying the

foundations for my greenhouse.) 

I sowed my tomato seeds in early March, in pots, in the

house. For the first few weeks I had to cover each pot to keep

the cats off. The five varieties including a wild one from

somewhere in Central America that will grow ten feet tall, if I

let it, and produces small cherry-sized fruits of various colours. 

This was the year of the experiment. The first batch of plants

were ensconced in a ten-foot-long raised bed surrounded by a

plastic tent. Batch two were placed in another plastic tent

located over freshly dug clay, and the remainder were

unceremoniously clumped in a twenty-foot open bed to fend as

they might. 

Batch the first produced ripe fruit in early July. The size and

yield was modest, consistent and still thriving in the middle of

October. Batch two was two weeks later with a similar yield.

While batch three, which received little or no water and no

support, grew into a jungle which covered all the ground in

which they were planted, plus the paths on both sides. 

The resulting fruit was large and green with a few over-ripe

specimens that fell onto the ground and required forays on

hands and knees  beneath the vines before the slug stampede

got to them. 

Batch three explains why it is that twenty-five kilos of green

tomatoes are arranged like a carpet on the floor of our living

room. 

We chopped and froze a few for green tomato chutney, pasta

sauce and what have you. Most of the rest are scrutinized daily

for telltale signs of blushing, and a token few are given away to

those most in need of a conversation piece. 

My daughter has not returned phone calls since our visit but

I am sure the green tomatoes glowed brilliantly as the

centerpiece of a post-Thanksgiving dinner given to urban

friends soon after. 0
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