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 Prologue

 


Dr. Wilson paced back and forth in front of
the dry erase board in his laboratory, examining the equations and
formulas that he had written there, staring at the noticeable blank
space into which he hoped to put the final piece of this
puzzle.

"I need something that facilitates
oxidization. I need something renewable. I need... I..."

Tiffany perked her head up. "Did you figure
it out?"

"I.. I think so!"

He ran back to his computer and typed in a
few words. The silence in the laboratory accentuated the sound of
him clicking on his mouse button a few times.

Tiffany cautiously stood up and approached
her mentor. Before she could get too close, he yelled out,
"Yes!"

"What?"

He walked back over to the dry erase board
and quickly scribbled some information into the blank space,
ignoring the physics major whom he advised.

"C'mon Dr. Wilson! Talk to me!"

He sighed deeply and smiled. "Could you
please pull down the map of the world over there?"

"Um, sure." She did as he requested "What
are we doing with the map?"

"Do you know where the Black Sea is,
Tiffany?"

"Yeah. That's over here to the south of
Russia, right?" She looked at the map and, after looking at both
the Black Sea and the Caspian Sea, found the correct body of water
on the map.

"Do you know why it's called the Black
Sea?"

"Um, I, er, well...." Tiffany decided that
this was one question she couldn't bluff her way out of. "No, I
don't think so."

"If you take a piece of silver and dip it
into the waters of this oversized lake, your silver will turn
black."

"Really?"

"Yes. It's nothing more than a combination
of sulfur and the oxidization of the metal, but the ancient
Russians obviously wouldn't have known that. It's perfectly safe,
and, in fact, the water is quite healthful."

"And you think the water from the Black Sea
is what you need to perfect your invention?"

"I do. Do you see that diamond-shaped spit
of land at the north end of the sea?"

"Yeah."

"That's the Crimean Peninsula. Very historic
place. Obviously, the Crimean War was fought there. But it was also
the base of operations for Genghis Khan from when he invaded
Russia. And, of course, the city of Yalta, near the southern tip of
the peninsula, is where Stalin, Roosevelt, and Churchill met in one
of their most important conferences to end World War II. It's
really a beautiful place. Also, both Aleksandr Pushkin and Anton
Chekhov found a fair amount of inspiration from the beauty of the
place, too. If you get a chance you should read the poem 'The
Fountain of Bakhchisarai' or the short story 'Lady with a
Lapdog.'"

"The Fountain of what?"

"Bakhchisarai. It's sometimes referred to as
the fountain of tears because of the way water drips through it.
Pushkin visited it and started the tradition of putting two roses
on the fountain in honor of the people for whom it was
designed."

Tiffany opened her mouth to speak, but she
couldn't quite put the words together to suggest that she was
interested in joining the professor if he was going halfway across
the world to a place of such supposed history and beauty.

"Would you like me to see if I can get
approval from the university to bring you with me?"

Tiffany responded immediately and
enthusiastically. "Yes!"

"I can't make any promises, of course. And
if you are allowed to come with me, you're going to need to make
sure you've got all of your vaccinations straight. Do you have a
passport?"

"Yes."

He smiled broadly. She obviously didn't
realize what his new invention was supposed to do. All he knew was
that he had been silently lusting after Tiffany ever since he was
named her advisor. This invention, if it works, would be a great
way to turn some of his fantasies with this girl -- or any other
girl for that matter -- into reality. "Let me talk to the
Dean."

"Thank you, Professor. Could you tell me the
name of that poem I should check out again?"

"I'll write it down for you."

"Thank you again."

"Keep your fingers crossed. I'll let you
know when I hear something."


 Chapter 1 --
Arrival






As their airplane landed in Simferopol, the
capital city of the Crimea, Tiffany looked over at her professor
and smiled. "It's good to finally be here."

"Yup. I don't know about you, but I'm
looking forward to getting into a nice comfortable bed and
sleeping."

"Me, too. We can do our research in the
morning."

"Agreed. Out of curiosity, did you have the
chance to read the poem I told you about?"

"You mean the one about the fountain of
tears? Yes! It was beautiful."

"Well, maybe if we have the time at the end
of the week, we'll go check it out."

"That would be cool."

The pilot of the plane went over the
loudspeaker in the plane and spoke in Ukrainian, Russian, German,
and English, to announce their arrival and to inform everyone that
the local time was 8:24 pm. Tiffany and Dr. Wilson both looked at
their watches and made the necessary adjustments to accommodate the
time difference.

She smiled at her advisor. "So we're seven
hours ahead of home, huh?"

"Looks like it."

They disembarked from the plane and found
their way through the somewhat small airport to the baggage pickup.
Dr. Wilson was carrying the vital parts of his experiment with him
because he didn't want it to get damaged by the handlers.

Once they retrieved their luggage, Tiffany
looked at the professor again. "What's the name of our hotel?"

"Palmira Palace. They should have a shuttle
to bring us there from here."

They followed the signs to an escalator,
which they took downstairs to a place where drivers awaited their
passengers. A man wearing sunglasses held a sign which bore the
name of their hotel. A woman stood next to him, smiling.

Dr. Wilson approached the woman and spoke
slowly. "My assistant and I have reservations at the Palmira."

"Yes, thank please. What is name?"

"My name is Gabriel Wilson, and my assistant
is Tiffany Marquez." He looked at the woman's clipboard and pointed
to both of their names as he said them.

"Yes. I trust you had safe flight?"

"It wasn't too bad, thank you."

"We await one other family. When they
arrive, we depart."

The professor and student stepped away from
the representatives of the hotel. He scowled at his student. "I saw
you snickering while I was confirming our ride to the hotel. What
was so funny?"

"I'm sorry, but she sounded almost exactly
like Natasha from the old Rocky and Bullwinkle cartoons. I started
wondering if he sounded like Boris. It was all I could do not to
ask her to say, 'Moose and squirrel'."

"And I'm sure they can hear something in our
voices to make fun of, too."

"Yeah, I guess you're right."

A man cautiously approached the driver and
his assistant to take them to the hotel. After a short while, he
indicated for two people to join him. Tiffany guessed that the
three of them were taking a family vacation. The daughter, she
surmised, was about her own age, maybe a little bit older.

The five tourists followed their guides to a
large van and got in. The man with the sunglasses took their
luggage and placed it in the back of the vehicle. Dr. Wilson held
onto his carry-on bag tightly.

Rather than make a scene, the driver and his
assistant let the professor keep his bag.

Once they started moving, Tiffany tried to
engage the other family in small talk. "You guys here on vacation?
Ever been here before?"

The daughter looked at her and said,
"Entshuldigung?"

"Oh, I'm sorry. I don't speak ... whatever
language it is you're speaking."

Dr. Wilson leaned over Tiffany and
whispered, "German."

"That was German?"

"Yes. She said, 'Excuse me.' Yalta is quite
popular among the Germans."

"I see." Tiffany looked at the daughter
again and asked, "Do you speak English?"

"A small bit."

"Where are you from?"

"Berlin. And you?"

"New York."

"Why have you to Yalta come?"

"Research," Dr. Wilson interrupted the
conversation. The daughter saw the look on his face and quickly
turned away.

For the remainder of the trip, the two
groups of tourists chatted amongst each other, pausing, as
necessary, to listen to the tour guide point out historical points
of interest. Tiffany perked up when the guide said something about
the town of Bakhchisarai, and the center of the "Khanstvo" where
Genghis Khan had maintained his base.

The ride from the airport to the hotel, in
the end, took a little bit less than two hours through a somewhat
mountainous terrain.

When they finally arrived at their hotel,
Dr. Wilson and Tiffany were treated regally and escorted up to
adjacent rooms. After her luggage arrived, Tiffany stepped out onto
the balcony, and admired the beautiful scenery of this resort
town.

She inhaled deeply as she took in the beauty
of a deep blue sky, with two or three clouds floating by. The sky
was reflected in the calm waters of the Black Sea. She looked off
to her left and saw a green mountain that dipped directly into the
water.

She took a picture of this scene with her
camera and walked back into her room. After she changed into her
nightgown, she lay down in the bed and quickly fell asleep.


Chapter 2 -- On the Beach

Chapter 2 -- On the Beach

The following morning, Tiffany woke up and
decided to look out over the sea from her balcony. She inhaled
deeply, still in awe of the fact that she was actually here, with
her advisor who also happened to be her favorite teacher.

She listened to the sounds of the birds
flying around the water and on the beach below. As their calls
echoed around her, she thought more about Dr. Wilson. Would she
have the chance to tell him that she'd always thought he was
somewhat attractive, in a geeky kind of way? To tell him that part
of the reason why she was so eager to come to this place with him
was to see if he had even an iota of interest in her? Even if she
had the chance to do so, should she? Or would that be crossing some
line?

After a few short moments, Dr. Wilson
stepped out onto his balcony. "Did you get a good sleep?"

"Wonderful! You?"

"Yes." After a short pause, he picked up
again. "Are you ready to go down to the water?"

"I just need to change into my bathing
suit."

"Then I'll come by your room in fifteen
minutes, if that's all right."

"That's perfect."

When he followed through on his promise by
knocking on her door, Tiffany smiled to greet him, buttoning the
last button on the white blouse she was using to cover the top half
of her bathing suit. She adjusted
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