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he Global Federation of Botanists’ annual 
symposium is a can’t-miss, mark it on your 

calendar two years in advance, max out your 
credit card on air fare and a room kind of affair 
for its members and their guests.  The venue 
changes from year to year, but it is always held 
in a lush tropical setting with varied and 
abundant vegetation, so when the attendees 
aren’t listening to one of their brethren giving 
a presentation on plant systematics, taxonomy 
or nomenclature, they can enjoy the indigenous 
flora on a trek through a nearby rainforest. 
 Libby attended the year before last as a 
guest of Walter Adams, a member and recently 
widowed—only a month before—older 
gentleman, who spent the entire week of the 
event trying to coax Libby out of her panties.  
She finally gave him a hand job just so he’d 
stop hound-dogging her around—but that’s 
another story altogether.  This year the 
symposium is taking place in Mahé, an island 
off the east coast of Africa, in the archipelago 
of Seychelles.  And not only will she be 
attending, Doctor Liberty Belle Corcoran will 
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be a featured guest speaker, which means all 
expenses paid, plus an appearance fee to boot.  
No way is she going to miss out on an 
opportunity like this, but it’s going to take a lot 
of shuffling around of her busy schedule and a 
fair amount of careful planning to pull it off. 
 Her ten-acre compound in the Miranda 
Canyon outside of Taos, New Mexico, is the 
site of one of the most sophisticated botanical 
research facilities in the world, consisting of a 
laboratory, an office building, several 
greenhouses and grow light enclosures, as well 
as her living quarters.  She employs a staff of 
ten to handle the day-to-day management of 
the operation and her client list includes major 
pharmaceutical companies, large-scale 
commercial farming operations and wholesale 
plant nurseries in twenty-seven countries. 
 Besides spending several hours a day in the 
lab examining specimens under the 
microscope or preparing a patent application 
for a new hybrid plant, she makes guest 
appearances on TV and radio garden shows at 
least once a week.  On top of that she endorses 
a number of herbal diet supplements and skin 
care products, which leaves her with very little 
spare time.  The closest thing to a vacation 
she’s had recently was last month when she 
slept through her alarm and didn’t get up until 
nine, all the more reason she is going to this 
symposium, no matter what. 



 With less than a week to go before the trip, 
all commitments to clients fulfilled, every 
possible contingency considered, a backup 
plan in place if anything goes wrong while she’s 
away, and a plan B, C and D to cover most 
everything else, her mind is already ten 
thousand miles away in Mahé, thinking about a 
sunny beach, ocean breezes, and a tall 
handsome Austrian telling her how good she 
looks in her tiny black bikini.  He called the day 
before while she was in the flower greenhouse 
enjoying the fragrance of hybrid azaleas and 
roses in bloom. 
 “Hello Libby, zis is Gunter Schneider, 
callink from Austria.  Do you remember me?” 
 Her heart skips a beat at the sound of his 
voice.  Do I ever, she almost says, but she 
doesn’t want to appear too eager.   Gunter is 
tall and charming with blonde hair, blue eyes, a 
strong jaw and a dimple on his chin.  She’d met 
him at the previous symposium and might have 
jumped his bones the second they’d met, had 
Walter Adams not been attached to her arm 
like a tick the entire time she was there. 
 “Gunter Schneider…?” she replies, as if 
trying to recall the name.  “Oh yes, we met a 
couple of years ago, in Bora Bora.  Isn’t that 
right?” 
 “Yes, zat is correct.  I see you vill be 
shpeakink at zee symposium in Mahé.  I vill 
also be zere and vood like to haf dinner viz you 
one efenink.  Zat is if you are trafelink alone.” 



 Her pulse quickens at the prospect of an 
evening alone with him.  She inhales the aroma 
of the greenhouse and lets the breath out 
slowly to calm herself before answering, 
“That’s nice of you to ask, Gunter, and as a 
matter of fact I will be attending the 
symposium by myself.  Where will you be 
staying?  Can I contact you there once I get in 
and know what my schedule will be?” 
 “Of course, Libby.  I am shtayink at zee 
Four Seasons.  You can leaf a message for me, 
if I’m not in zee room ven you call.” 
 After disconnecting, she fist pumps the air 
and exclaims excitedly, “Yes!”  It’s the cherry 
on top of an already sensational vacation and 
she can’t decide which she needs more—the 
time away from work or the promise of a little 
romance in her life. 
 “Who was that on the phone?” says 
someone nearby.  The voice is coming from 
Quentin, who’s been napping behind a cluster 
of bushes since before Libby got there.  “He, 
or she sure seemed to give your spirits a lift.  I 
hope this means you’ll be getting laid, soon.  
Lord knows you could use it.” 
 She follows the sound of his voice to find 
him stretched out on the ground.  A sky blue 
rose clipped from one of Libby’s treasured 
experimental bushes rests on his chest.  It has 
taken years to develop a plant which produces 
a bloom of such a rare color.  Her hazel eyes 
flash with anger at the sight of her precious 



flower slowly wilting on his chest.  His total 
disregard for the time spent nurturing the 
hybrid rose bush appalls her, but his lack of 
respect for her privacy bothers her more. 
 “Quentin!  What are you doing lurking 
around, eavesdropping on my conversation?  
Don’t you have work you should be doing?” 
 “I’m on a break.  Geez, doesn’t anybody 
around here ever think about anything but 
work?  I mean heck, I’m on the job twenty-four 
seven as it is.  Now I’m supposed to be 
working every minute I’m here.” 
 Libby starts to respond, but checks herself.  
What’s the point, anyway?  Talking to Quentin 
about something as archaic and mundane in his 
mind as work ethics will prove as productive as 
discussing quantum physics with a rhesus 
monkey.  She’s come to think of Quentin as 
sort of a company mascot, a kind of 
entertainment for her employees—albeit not as 
cute as one of those NBA team mascots who 
prance across the court between periods. 
 Four months earlier he’d wandered onto 
the property saying he’d work for food.  She let 
him do a few odd jobs, expecting he’d be gone 
before the end of the day.  Little did she know, 
that one charitable moment would stretch into 
four months. 
 Her mother had warned her about this very 
situation when as a six year old she brought 
home an abandoned kitten.  “If you feed it, it 
will never leave, and you’ll have to take care of 



it for the rest of its life.”  If only she’d taken 
her mother’s advice to heart, this current 
problem with Quentin might have been 
avoided. 
 “Quentin, I have a ton of things I need to 
attend to during the next few days.  The last 
thing I need is you underfoot.  If you’re not 
going to do something useful, then at least do 
your goofing off somewhere else.” 
 “Goofing off!  I can’t believe that’s what 
you think of me.  After all I do for you and 
what do I get in return?  Nada, zilch, no 
medical insurance or other benefits, and no 
paid vacation.” 
 “Don’t start with the vacation thing again.  
For the umpteenth time, you are not going with 
me.  No way, no how!”  Two weeks ago he 
overheard Libby telling someone about going 
to this symposium on the island of Mahé. 
 He says, “You’re kidding, Hawaii!  I would 
do anything to go to Hawaii.” 
 She says, “Mahé, not Maui.  It’s not 
anywhere near Hawaii.  It’s in Seychelles, east 
of Africa.  Trust me, it’s not your cup of tea.  
You’d be bored out of your skull after one 
day.”  He seemed to accept that for the 
moment, until he sneaked into Libby’s office to 
use her computer and Google Mahé, 
Seychelles.  Now, every chance he gets he tries 
again to convince her. 
 “Think about it, I could be your 
bodyguard.  Anyone tries to rip you off and I 



go bam, bam, bam.”  He stands up and throws 
a series of air punches to demonstrate. 
 “Look Quentin, I don’t need a bodyguard 
and I can’t afford to pay your way, if the GFB 
weren’t funding the trip I couldn’t go myself.  
Besides the expense and inconvenience of 
taking you along, there are several other 
considerations.  At the top of that list is the 
difficulty—no strike that—the impossibility of 
getting you on an airplane.” 
 “What’s that mean?  I’m not afraid of 
flying.” 
 “Maybe not, but most of the other 
passengers might have reservations about 
flying with you.  I doubt you can even get past 
airport security, given the number of body 
piercings you have.”  She doesn’t bother to 
mention the tattoos covering every visible inch 
of his body or the strange hairdo which 
consists of his head being shaved slick except 
for a two-inch circle on the top center of it, 
where a braided ponytail stands up like the 
wick of a candle. 
 “I’ve got piercings you haven’t seen,” 
Quentin boasts. 
 “Please, spare me the details,” Libby says.  
“That’s exactly my point, you have several 
pounds of metal hanging on you.  You’ll sound 
so many alarms at the airport they might decide 
shooting you is easier than a body search.” 
 He doesn’t argue further, which surprises 
her.  Quentin is a world-class mooch and 



finagler.  It’s unheard of for him to give up so 
easily, but with the day of departure drawing 
nearer, she doesn’t have time to worry about it, 
now.  She continues through the greenhouse to 
her office, where she finds an email from the 
Global Federation of Botanists confirming her 
airline and hotel reservations. 
 As she begins to read it, Quentin burst in 
without knocking.  She starts to rebuke him for 
the intrusion, but before she can he blurts out, 
“Percy needs you in the lab, right away.” 
 “Then, why doesn’t he call me?  It’s much 
quicker than sending you to get me.”   
 “Hey, how would I know?  Nobody around 
here tells me anything.  Someone said to get 
Libby, so I did.” 
 She eyes him suspiciously, not at all 
convinced he’s telling the truth.  She rises from 
her desk, shoos him out of the office ahead of 
her, and then locks the door before heading 
over to the lab.  The second she’s out of sight, 
Quentin uses a spare key he swiped earlier to 
enter her office. 
 Seeing the email from GFB on the screen, 
he has an idea and types out a reply which 
reads: 
 
There seems to be an oversight with regard to 
the airline and room reservations.  There is no 
mention of a ticket or hotel accommodation 
for my assistant, Quentin Maddox, who will be 



traveling with me.  Please correct this error 
ASAP.  Thanks, Doctor Libby Corcoran. 
 
 He hits send and leaves the office through 
the other door to avoid running into Libby. 
 Libby is simmering over Quentin’s 
practical joke, if that’s what it was, as she 
reenters her office.  With so much to do and so 
little time left, the last thing she needs is the 
sort of distraction only he can create.  This is 
the final straw.  As soon as she gets back from 
the symposium she is going to have it out with 
him, once and for all.  It’s over, no more free 
ride, no more feeling sorry for him, this is 
goodbye, adios, sayonara, get lost and don’t 
come back.  In fact, if he pulls another stunt 
like this before she leaves, she’ll have him 
thrown into the wood chipper, and then use his 
shredded body as fertilizer. 
 “Why have you let him stay around for this 
long?” Libby asks aloud. 
 It’s a mystery she puzzles over often, and 
can come up with only one explanation.  She’s 
intrigued by how his mind works.  He’s like a 
rare plant species she studies to determine how 
it responds to a particular type of manure or 
the absence of light.  And, if she’s totally 
honest with herself there’s a certain quality 
about him she envies—his complete 
indifference toward structure, his disregard for 
rules or guidance of any kind.  How nice it 
would be to forget about all her 



responsibilities, her business and clients, her 
schedule and commitments, even if only for a 
few hours. 
 Settling into her chair facing the computer 
screen once again, she rereads and prints the 
page of airline and hotel information, then 
quickly scans the other emails in her inbox.  
Seeing nothing that needs an immediate 
response she moves on to her daily planner 
looking for holes in it, fifteen minutes here or 
there to use preparing for the trip.  Her mental 
list of things to do beforehand is growing by 
the minute.  She has to pack—no first she has 
to make a packing list, otherwise there’s no way 
she’ll get there with everything she needs. 
 Not far away, Quentin is going over his 
own list, and the first item on it is to intercept 
the email reply from the botany people, the one 
confirming an airline ticket and room 
reservation for him.  You can do this, man, he 
tells himself.  The GFB is located in 
Amsterdam, according to the letterhead on the 
email, so their office is probably closed for the 
day.  The very earliest they can respond will be 
noon tomorrow their time, which is four a.m. 
here.  All he has to do is check Libby’s email 
before she gets to her office in the morning, 
copy the information and delete it before she 
gets wind of what he’s done.  



 


