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‘Susie Treppit speaking.’ 

‘Hello, Tom Howard from The Botanicals, just to let you know I have your seeds.’ 

This name seemed vaguely familiar. 

‘Sorry, who did you say you are?’ 

‘Tom Howard, from the Botanicals, you know, the Botanical Helpers. It’s about 

the form you ticked online last week, you know, with the Newsletter.’ 

Susie had been helping on and off for the last two years at the Botanical 

Gardens (the Botanics), weeding, thinning out dense shrubs, forking in compost and 

whatever task was assigned. Since moving from the big house to her flat the 

Botanics was her substitute garden. 

‘Oh, sorry, Mr, eh, sorry?’ 

‘Just call me Tom, everyone does.’ 

‘Well Tom, you caught me off guard there. Or rather, you caught me on guard. I 

thought you were another cold caller. I seem to be plagued with them just now.’ 

‘Well, Mrs Treppit, you’re Venture Pack has arrived and I have it for you. I’m 

the coordinator.’  

‘Yes, I remember now. Call me Susie, please. Where do I collect them?’ 

‘Right, Susie it is. I could send them by airmail?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Airmail. If you lean out from your terrace and look up, I’ll drop them down to 

you.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Yes, Susie, I’m your neighbour, I live up above you.’ 

‘Oh, you’re the chap with the red car, are you?’ 

For weeks Susie had been unable to get her car out her garage because of this 

car. 

‘Yes, sorry about that. My son borrowed it while I was in New Zealand for a 

break and he got the numbers mixed up. He thought he was parking in front of my 

garage. Sorry again.’ 
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‘Oh, that’s alright, history now. So, why not just pop down for a coffee later? I 

am hopeless with hand-eye coordination things.’ 

‘OK, yes that would be nice.’ 

She glanced at the clock, 09.43. ‘How about elevenish?’ That would give her a 

chance to get spruced up, if she could find something that still fitted.  

‘Right, elevenish it will be.’  

      oo0oo 

‘Come in, Tom, come in and find a seat.’ 

He was taller close up and had a glass eye which she hadn’t noticed seeing him 

come and go. His handshake was firm but not crushing like some men. He was 

smartly dressed in lime green pin-cords and an open-necked greenish, checked 

shirt. He wore sandals without socks, Later she noticed that his toes were 

beautifully manicured. His mop of grey hair was still damp and he had a small bud 

hearing aid which might be the same model as hers. 

‘How do you like it, Tom?’ 

‘Actually, to tell the truth, not at all. I’ve brought one of my infusions with me so 

a mug of hot water will be great, thanks.’ 

‘So, you avoid caffeine, Tom?’ 

‘Yes, I’m afraid so. It was Celia who got me off caffeine.’ 

‘Celia?’ 

‘Yes, my ex-wife. She is what is known as a great persuader. I suspect she 

counts me as one of her long term failures but, with regard to caffeine, there at 

least she succeeded.’ 

The picture of Malcolm almost running down the driveway, getting into the black 

car to be driven off by the blonde child from the Gleneagles Hotel Spa filled her 

mind again. It never went away. Being tossed aside after thirty three years of what 

for her had been a happy enough marriage, had been devastating. To be replaced by 

a child of nineteen was obscene. He had left her with a fraction of the wealth that 

they had built up together from their double-glazing business, sacrificing the 

opportunity of having children on the altar of growing success. After removing her, 

Malcolm had sold up and moved to Nice with his floosy. Thanks only to her second 
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cousin Andrew, a solicitor, she had fought to get enough to buy this flat, and, in the 

end, sufficient left to make her remaining years comfortable, if lonely. 

She opened her eyes to find Tom humming quietly, dunking his bag. 

The sweet flowery scent of it filled the room.  

‘Sorry, I was away in a dwam just there. What did you say?’ 

‘That caffeine no longer rules my life, that I am a free man, that I love plants, 

and that these Sweet Sultan seeds will grow to make a beautiful display on your 

terrace and later, you might like to harvest them and try them as an infusion, like 

this one. I’ve brought a handful of bags for you to try. I made them myself, 

harvested them in New Zealand, where I got these seeds. The idea, my idea, is to 

encourage people to grow their own and get the triple benefits from them.’ 

‘Triple benefits?’ 

‘Well, they look great, they are perfumed so they smell great, and they make a 

healthy infusion. People claim it helps all sorts of ailments and others use the oil in 

aromatherapy.’ 

‘Ah, aromatherapy. I tried that quite a few times at Gleneagles. We used to 

have a lodge there, in the grounds.’ 

Time seemed to fly by and suddenly it was nearly one o’clock.  

‘Well, I’ll be off then, Susie, leave you to your busy life. Nice to meet you at 

last; and sorry again. I could have strangled Ewan when I found out what he had 

done.’ 

‘So, Tom, when are you on at the Botanics again?’ 

‘Tomorrow morning, if it’s dry. And you, Susie?’ 

‘Yes, I’m on tomorrow too. Perhaps we could get the bus together?’ 

‘Not me, I always walk. Fancy a walk?’ 

‘Yes, if you promise not to stride out too fast.’ 

‘Great, I’ll ding your doorbell at quarter to nine then?’ 

‘Oh! OK, quarter to nine it is. I’d better get an early night.’  

      oo0oo 
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There was something about the name Sweet Sultans that snagged in her mind. 

Then it came back to her and she rummaged through her pile of old birthday and 

Christmas cards. She found it at last. It had arrived a few months after her 

divorce had come through, when she changed her name back to Treppit and opened 

her new Facebook account. It was from her old school friend Maisie Kaywood. 

The card showed: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 

 The motto inside said: 

A wicked man earns a fallacious profit: one who sows 

goodness reaps a sure reward. 

Proverbs Chapter 11, verse 18.  

Below it Maisie had written: 

Susie, put him behind you and move on.  

Don’t let this rat stop you trusting.  

His day of reckoning will come, in due time. 

Thinking of you, always, 

Maisie   

      oo0oo 

Sweet Sultan  

(Amberbon Moschata) 
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The summer flew by. The Sweet Sultans bloomed and so did their friendship. 

They made several walking tours of Edinburgh. Tom had been an Architect and 

seemed to know a lot about its history. Her own roots were in Glasgow but she loved 

this city and could not imagine moving away. He was much more expert in plants and 

trees than she was. She was learning of a different life from the constant drudge 

of business that she had given herself to for so long. 

Soon, under his encouragement, she allowed herself only one coffee per day, 

always before noon. Less gin and white wine was drunk. She was sleeping better and 

was fitter and slimmer than she had been in years. She dug out clothes that she 

had almost given up on and they fitted. 

When Malcolm had left her she had been not only been ousted from the 

business. She had also discovered that their friends were more Malcolm’s friends 

than hers. They had politely shunned her and she was left with only her mother, 

now in a care home in Falkirk and Valerie her sister, who lived in Oxford with her 

tribe of sons, daughters and grandchildren.  

Malcolm had been brazen in the way he had organised her removal from wealth 

and power. In effect he had left her behind as the sole Director of the original 

business while he moved ownership of the assets away to another company in 

preparation its sale. She had been so busy and so trusting that she had signed the 

papers at his request, never bothering to read them. 

      oo0oo 

‘Well Susie, how are you today?’ 

‘Fine, Tom, and you?’ 

They sat out on his pent-house terrace, enjoying the late September sunshine 

and the views to the south over the city towards the Pentland hills. 

‘Not so good, actually. I have to go for another check-up this afternoon, and 

face up to the results. Ewan is behind it, of course, always pressurising me to get 

every check known to man. I keep telling him I’m fine, that no one lives forever, but 

he does go on and on. This time he might be right.’ 

‘Oh. Do you want to talk about it?’ 

‘No, not really. It’s just the usual thing old men get. You know, prostate 

problems.’ 
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‘Oh. Sorry. Do you want me to come with you? Would that help?’ 

‘You don’t mind? That would be good. I hate hospitals; “unfounded paranoia” Celia 

used to call it. Even going to the Dentist sets my teeth on edge, no pun intended. It 

all started with my eye. I was stuck in hospital for nearly six months while they 

treated the tumour. It was years ago, when it was all less sophisticated. It 

affected my hearing on that side. It was the eye that put her off, Celia said. She 

told me couldn’t get used to it, poor thing. But I knew she had always fancied Roy, 

my partner in the Practice. His wife Henrietta blamed me, for some reason. Said I 

should have held onto Celia and Roy would have been faithful to her. Our two 

families had been great friends, holidays together and all that. Ewan’s married to 

their daughter, Katlin. All split asunder.  But that’s enough about me. Yes, please, if 

you would come with me, just in case.’  

      oo0oo 

The Waiting Area for the clinic was busy. Only a few of these men were alone. 

The atmosphere was subdued, except for one woman who talked continuously to 

someone call Dee, the recipient of every detail of a very ordinary life lived to the 

full, including a full word-for-word recounting of the previous evening’s episode of 

Emmerdale. 

Tom had been away for about half-an-hour when he approached from behind her, 

tapping her on the shoulder. ‘Time to make our escape, Susie,’ he whispered. 

When they got outside she spotted a bench. Taking his arm, which had taken to 

doing more and more over the last few weeks, she guided him to it. From the bushes 

nearby a bird twittered a long mournful ditty.  

‘So, how did it go, Tom?’ 

‘Good news, I suppose. God, Susie but it’s good to get out of there. It’s the smell 

that gets me. Do you hear the robin? Singing again? They both sing, males and 

females, all year round. Except in August during the moult, and then in January 

when the female stops singing before the get together and mate. Strange song isn’t 

it?’ 

‘Yes, very interesting. So, Tom, do you want to tell me, or not?’ 

‘OK. Let me see if I can remember how she put it. Well, yes, I do have a 

prostate problem but it is the least aggressive form and can be treated by 

medication. I don’t need an operation or radio- or chemo-therapy. I must have 
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check-ups every three months. I have to stay fit and active and enjoy what should 

be a long and healthy life. And yes, I can still travel.’ 

‘Good, let’s celebrate!’  

‘What shall we do?’ 

‘Go to M&S and see what we fancy. I’ll do the cooking and we can see if there is 

something worth watching on the box, maybe a film from Netflix. Or you could show 

me how to make some aromatherapy oil from my Sweet Sultan seeds. I used to 

enjoy those aromatherapy sessions.’ 

      oo0oo 

‘Right, Tom, up you get, your turn to make breakfast. It nearly seven and we’re 

on duty at the Botanics at ten, remember?’ 

The winter had passed so quickly. They had flown to Capetown and spent two 

months touring and photographing plants. The slide show and their notes were 

prepared. This was to be there big morning, giving a forty minute talk on the “Flora 

of South Africa”.  

The paperboy dinged the doorbell, signalling the arrival of their ‘Scotsman’. 

Tom placed it on the table in front of her.  

“Malcolm Ormonde, well-known Edinburgh entrepreneur meets with tragedy. 

Explosion on board luxury yacht kills Ormonde in Nice harbour. His young wife 

Tracey was in Paris shopping. Believed to be a gas leak - no foul play suspected, say 

Police.”     

‘So, Susie, will I phone and call off?’ 

‘No Tom, Malcolm is ancient history. You are my future, Tom, if you’ll have me?’ 

‘Coffee?’ 

‘No, Tom, your Sweet Sultan infusion please. I’m free, now, just like you!’ 

          

 


