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Chapter 1: The Misfit
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It was a late winter day in the spring semester when, as he did every year, Dr. Ernest Cheever, senior professor at The University of New Mexico Medical School, led a small group of top medical students on a diagnostic tour for UNM-Med's Rural Medical program. In room 216 of the Doña Ana County Regional Medical Center, four medical students were wrapping up their examination of an elderly Hispanic woman with diabetes. 

Cheever was scribbling notes on a clipboard as they talked. This particular case was not difficult, and the words the students were using, like polydipsia and ketoacidosis, were expected. The students were nodding at each others' comments, pleased with their diagnostic acumen.  Only one bothersome obligation remained before they could move on to the next case.

"Ms. Méndez," Cheever said, coming down a little harder on the Mizz than absolutely necessary, "would you like a turn?"

On the far edge of the group, a small woman, a seventeen-year old highschool senior wearing the same white lab coat as the real students, barely nodded.

"Yes, sir," she said softly.

The med students watched with stony faces as the diminutive brunette held out a hand to the patient and began speaking to her in Spanish, as she had done with another patient earlier in the morning.

"Buenos dias, Señora Flores. Me llamo Clio Méndez," she said quietly. "Vivo en Mesilla. ¿Puedo examinarle, por favor? Good day, Mrs. Flores. I am Clio Méndez. I live in Mesilla. May I examine you, please?"

"Si, claro, señorita, yes, of course, miss," the woman said, her voice encouraging, as if speaking to a granddaughter.

"Gracias," the girl replied. She clasped the hand between both of hers and held it for a minute. "A ver," she whispered, "con su permiso. Let’s see, with your permission."

It took four or five minutes. Cheever impatiently scribbled a few more notes while the girl, unlike the real medical students, moved her hands around the woman's body, pressing lightly here, palpating there, but also listening on her stethoscope, and occasionally asking the woman a question. At one point she lowered her head close enough to the woman's face to smell her breath, though it wasn't obvious that she actually did so. She could have been merely examining her eyes. Her hands returned several times to the woman's throat and neck, fingertips moving gently, fractions of an inch at a time. Behind her the medical students smirked at each other. Finally she stepped back.

"Gracias, Señora," she said with a smile. "Es todo. Thank you ma’am. That’s all. "

The woman held on to her hand a second.

"Gracias, mija," she said. 

"Well?" said Dr. Cheever.

She collected her thoughts, glancing quickly at the genuine medical students before speaking.

"I agree with the overall diagnosis. Macrovascular complications are clearly present," she said, "but I found no sign of serious hypoglycemia. If surgery is planned I think the cardiovascular situation must be reevaluated first." She paused and looked at Dr. Cheever. "There is a significant aneurism in the external carotid artery, about an inch above where it branches from the carotid artery. It is large and could be a serious problem when surgery is performed on a hypertensive patient. It should be checked and probably corrected before any other surgical procedure."

Cheever squinted perceptibly. He jotted a note. One male student rolled his eyes. 

"All right, then, let's head to room 224, if you please, folks."

The group filed past the main desk under the eyes of the floor nurse, RN Kimberly Martin, and Abel Lucero, the hospital human resources administrator, who had been going over personnel changes with her.

"Who's that girl, Abel?" she asked him. 

"Huh? What girl?"

"With those medical students from Albuquerque." 

She nodded in the direction of the group wandering down the hall. 

"With that bearded professor?" she added.

"Oh, right, Dr. Cheever, with the Rural Medicine program. They were down in the ER yesterday. Now they're looking at cases up here."

"I know," she said, "but you see the kid following after them? Who is she?"

"She's not exactly a kid. She's a high school senior, but I agree, she looks younger. She's a project of Dr. Peebles'."

"The legend at the medical school? That Dr. Peebles? I thought he retired. I met him once, did you know?"

"I think he's semi-retired, whatever that means. I hear stories every so often. He seems to dabble in whatever strikes his fancy. The school gives him room to run, I guess. He's made them a lot of money over the years."

"And this girl is one of his projects?"

"Apparently. Cheever told me she's studied informally with Peebles for a couple of years. She's from down here somewhere, near Mesilla, I think."

"Huh. That's odd. What's the deal with her?"

"He said she's worked with curanderas for years. Peebles was so impressed with her medical skills that he got her permission to tag along with Cheever's fourth year students to see how she did. Cheever's supposed to keep notes on her as well as his own students. He's a little ticked off about that."

"With curanderas? You mean folk healers? Old women who burn incense and cast spells?"

"Now, now, Kim. I know you're from Baltimore, but it's a lot more than that. Curanderas have been a Hispanic tradition for centuries. They fill a niche in the local public health structure. They're basically harmless. Some are even helpful. Ask any old time doctor around here. They refer patients back and forth all the time."

"What's her name? Do you know her?"

"The HR guy at UNM-Med sent me her paperwork last week. I met her a couple days ago for an orientation. Her name's Méndez. Her first name, uh, let's see—Carol or Carla...Clio. That's it. Clio Méndez. Why so interested?"

"I dunno. She sort of caught my eye. She's dressed like the others but she's obviously not part of their group. She looks young and out of place. She tags along in back and they ignore her."

"Well, medical students are highly competitive. They probably resent her getting special treatment. Cheever wasn't keen on her either."

"Poor thing," Martin replied, sliding the clipboard under a stack of others. "She looked uncomfortable."

"Did you know, when I was little my parents took me to a curandera once?"

"Really? Why?"

"Well, I was having bad stomach aches. Our family doctor was stumped, and...oops."

The phone under Nurse Martin's elbow was beeping. She listened briefly.

"Yes, sir. He's right here. I'll tell him. Thank you, sir." 

She looked at Lucero. "That was Dr. Mitchell. He'd like to see you in his office."

"Uh-oh. It's too late for lunch, too early for supper. Must be trouble. See you later, Kim."

"I want to hear the rest of that story. Don't forget, Abel!"

Fifteen minutes later she was almost through making the changes to the duty list when the phone beeped again. Dr. Mitchell's secretary wanted to talk to Ms. Méndez, the girl with Cheever's group. She walked to room 224, knocked softly, and stuck her head into the room.

"Excuse me, doctor. There's a phone call for Ms. Méndez at the desk."

"Aha," he said. "Perhaps your bus is here." A student snorted. He checked his list. "If not, we'll be in room 227."

Nurse Martin led the girl to the phone as the group filed down the hall. She held the phone to her ear briefly and then hung up but remained in place, looking down at the counter.

"Miss? Is everything all right?"

"Huh? Oh, uh, yes, ma'am. I'm supposed to see Dr. Mitchell on the first floor."

"Ah. That's room 106, second door to the left past the reception desk."

"OK. Thanks"

Nurse Martin almost added "Good luck." She watched the girl walk by the elevator and disappear down the stairwell. Dr. Mitchell was the chief hospital administrator. She hoped Abel's prediction of trouble was incorrect.
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Chapter 2: A Weird Kid
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The girl in question pushed open the door to a first floor restroom. She washed her hands and patted her face lightly with the wet paper towel, checking her reflection in the mirror.

She had to be in trouble. Nothing about being here felt right. Well, no, that wasn't accurate: being with the patients felt right. Even though she was no way close to being a doctor she felt she was helping at least a few of them. 

It wasn't the hospital building that made her uneasy, or the staff. It was all of it together, the culture of the place. Healing was what she was interested in, but healing seemed to come after the business of medicine or the status of those who practiced it, with both of those second to considerations of money, which governed all. She couldn't look forward to spending years in an environment like this. Was she missing something? 

She tried a smile in the mirror. It wouldn't fool anyone. Phooey. Tucking an escaped lock of hair into place, she pushed open the door to the passageway and headed to the main lobby.

In 106, Dr. Stanley Mitchell was conferring with Abel Lucero. Mitchell was wearing a white lab coat with the hospital ID card on a bead chain lying over his tie. Lucero, a file folder in his lap, was seated in front of Mitchell's chrome and steel desk. The only items on the desk were a computer monitor and keyboard and a telephone. On the left wall were a number of photos and plaques. Opposite stood a bookshelf with several dozen books and three garish trophies, one sporting a gold golf ball on a tee with the head of a garish gold 3 wood stuck to it. 

"I know Peebles," Mitchell was saying. "Don't misunderstand me, Abel. I like the man. We owe him a lot. He's probably one of the ten or fifteen most important figures in the establishment of modern medicine in this state. But he's been around a long time, a long time. He gets some odd ideas, and this thing with the Méndez woman is only the latest example. I wish I knew what he thinks he's doing with her."

Lucero shook his head and turned his eyes away from the glare through the plate glass behind Mitchell's desk. Mitchell could have closed the blinds had he wanted. Maybe it was his way of putting visitors off kilter.

"I wouldn't know about Peebles," he replied. "The politics of this is above my pay grade. But medically speaking, I guess you would say, he may be on to something with this young woman. Dr. Cheever's group has looked at a dozen or so patients so far, and she's had some surprising perceptions about four or five. Three that I know of have been checked out, and she was right in each case—detected things the others missed, that normally you'd need one of our scanners to find."

"Yeah, I read that in your file there. It does make you wonder."

"One gentleman swore she stopped his back spasms with a light massage."

"Oh, baloney. I've seen the placebo effect do that. Physical therapists can too. There can't be any way she can sense abnormalities by touch that careful palpation by an experienced doctor can't discover. The main problem as I see it is that she's upsetting Dr. Cheever's routine with his students. They need to concentrate, work together, and learn from each other, and she's distracting them. Cheever'll bitch to UNM-Med, and rightfully so, and it'll come back on me and I'll have to put out the fire, if I can." 

He grimaced. 

"I'm going to have to put a stop to it."

"Too bad," Lucero ventured, "Have you met her?"

"No," he said. "Have you?"

"I have. Gave her an orientation earlier in the week. Came on time, didn't have to be told anything twice, asked good questions. Seemed sharp."

The phone on the desk beeped discretely. Mitchell listened briefly, growling, "Send her in." He hung up while looking at Lucero.

Lucero thought she looked cool, self-possessed, and professional in her white lab coat, that is, if she were playing a doctor in a movie where high school students staffed a hospital. She barely smiled when Mitchell introduced himself. Oddly, when Mitchell shook her hand she held it a bit longer than seemed quite right. Cheever finally waved her to one of the other seats in front of his desk. She sat, back straight, hands clasped in her lap, holding her eyes on the edge of Mitchell's desk perhaps to avoid the glare...or maybe sensing what was to come.

Mitchell laid it out for her plainly. It didn't take long. She was creating a problem in his hospital. He was going to have to call an end to her presence on Dr. Cheever's team. He regretted it, but he hoped she would understand.

Still looking at the front of his desk, she waited a few seconds before raising her head. Her voice was lower and more deliberate than he expected.

"I understand, Dr. Mitchell. I know I was a distraction. Dr. Peebles wanted to provide me an opportunity to see if I might want to become a doctor. I do have some healing abilities, you see, but I don't understand them very well. Neither does he. He thought working with a professor and medical students might provide some insight. I apologize for disrupting the routine here. Please don't feel badly about letting me go. I was coming to the same conclusion myself."

"Healing abilities?" Dr. Mitchell prompted.

"Yes, sir." 

"What healing abilities? 

"Uh, well, for example, when we shook hands just now I detected you have a problem with your upper right arm or shoulder. I think it is causing you pain. Isn't that so?"

Lucero saw the surprise in Mitchell's eyes.

"It is," he said, softly.

"I thought so. That's the kind of thing I mean. I don't know how I knew, sir. It's a problem with the tendons in your shoulder, is it not?"

"No. There's a problem with the cartilage in the joint itself. I'm having surgery on it next week."

She shook her head.

"I don't think it's the cartilage, sir," she said. "I don't believe it requires surgery yet, though it could become more serious if not treated properly. It could become a rotator cuff issue."

"That's not what our orthopedist determined."

"No, sir," she said. Several seconds passed. 

"Dr. Mitchell, if you would allow me, I could examine it right now. If I'm right I may be able to stop the pain for some time, perhaps for good. If I'm wrong, then no harm will be done."

He looked hard at her for two beats, shot Lucero a glance, then back to the girl. 

"All right," he said, suddenly. "Abel, you can be a witness."

He stood, took off his lab coat, untied his tie, and began unbuttoning his shirt.

"Shall I leave my undershirt on?"

"Yes, sir."

Lucero couldn't believe what was happening. Whatever did Mitchell think he was doing? Lucero had read Cheever's notes but those gave only the vaguest idea of what the girl might do. Now they were going to get an actual demonstration. He watched in fascination.

Mitchell was a little soft through the middle, but was otherwise a fairly trim, middle-aged man. The girl took his right hand in both of hers and held it fifteen or twenty seconds. Then she began working her hands up the forearm, feeling the muscles, probing carefully around his elbow, moving on to the biceps and triceps of the upper arm.

In some places she squeezed or massaged the skin. In others her fingers were still or pressed down. She had him hold his arm away from his body so she could feel the underarm area. Her fingers slid under the t-shirt to the top of his shoulder, roaming over the bones and tendons. It looked gentle but several times she asked, "Does this hurt?" According to Mitchell's responses sometimes it did and sometimes it didn't. 

The minutes passed. Something had changed—she was no longer exploring. Her head was turned to one side and her eyes were closed. She was humming softly in time with her breathing, like a person barely snoring: "Mmm...mmm...mmm." 

Freaky! What the hell was she doing?

Oddly, Mitchell's eyes were also closed. His head wavered as if he were attempting to locate some faint sound. Both looked to be in weird, bizarre trances. 

Her fingers kneaded the flesh of the shoulder firmly, pinching, rubbing up and down, side to side. A half dozen times or more they moved to different spots while she pinched  an inch or two of skin and muscle between her fingers, long enough for her to make that peculiar hum several times. With her eyes closed, she had to be working by touch. It looked like her manipulations would be painful. Lucero prayed Mitchell's secretary would not poke her head in. This would be difficult to explain.

After some number of minutes, the girl stopped massaging, opened her eyes, and breathed deeply. 

"There," she said. "I think I got it. How does it feel now?"

Mitchell opened his eyes as well, blinking several times. He moved his arm tentatively.

"Better. It doesn't hurt."

Gently, she lifted his arm out horizontally. He raised it the rest of the way over his head. She nodded.

"Good. Use the arm carefully for three or four days, please. If it bothers you any more, you may call me. Mr. Lucero has my number. Again, Dr. Mitchell, I'm so sorry to have caused you trouble. It was an honor to work with you, sir."

And with a polite nod to Lucero, she was gone. Mitchell moved his arm through a complete range of motion. 

"I'm a son of a bitch, Abel. It feels normal. I'll be able to play golf again!"

"To quote the sage," Lucero cracked, "'Baloney. The placebo effect could account for that. Or a physical therapist.'"

Mitchell buttoned his shirt, raising his elbows several times. 

"Yeah, OK, but no lie, Abel. She really did something to me, only I'm damned if I can explain what. It was weird. It felt electric, but also cold, and not just on the skin. It was deep in my shoulder. I can still feel it, sort of shivery and soothing. Did you notice anything unusual?" 

"You mean besides a skinny little high school girl totally messing up the mind of a veteran hospital administrator? No, except for that everything seemed completely normal."

"Godammit, Abel. What the hell did she do? And how did she do it?" 

"No idea, chief. Maybe you should ask Dr. Peebles."

Mitchell froze, his tie half knotted.

"Won't happen. Never forget the basic rules of administration. Number one: 'Act in haste. Repent at leisure.' And number two: 'If it ain't broke, don't fix it.' Forget Peebles. I'm gonna postpone that surgery. You get the hell back to your office and make us a tee time for Saturday at 9:00 am. If this shoulder hangs together that long I'm going to whip your ass. If it doesn't, well, don't throw that kid's phone number away. I don't know what she did, but if it doesn't last, I want another dose. Can you remember all that?"
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Chapter 3: Family Planning
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None of Ana Darcy Méndez's neighbors would have  guessed, had they observed her stepping out her front door and sweeping invisible dust over the edge of the narrow front porch of her house, that this small, lively woman had been born on a planet twenty-five light years away, or that she was the world-renowned but reclusive celebrity who had been the first of her people to find their way back to Earth after some 3000 years of removal.

She had no close neighbors in any case, living as she did in one of the random assortment of homes scattered along the 50 mile length of old Highway 28 along the course of the Rio Grande River in southern New Mexico's fertile Mesilla Valley.

One neighbor did in fact observe her: a retired welder from the tiny nearby town of Santo Tomás, who was enjoying a leisurely after-lunch bicycle ride in the interest of his problematic heart. He knew her as the wife of a prominent farming and ranching family, friendly and active in community affairs. He waved. She waved back.

Leaning her broom against the house, she eased into one of the four plastic chairs on the porch as the man slowly pedaled off to the south. 

It was a warm winter afternoon. Abuelita Reyes' field on the other side of the highway, fallow for the moment, fell away to the barely flowing river, out of sight in the middle distance. On the horizon, under the deep blue dome of the sky, lay the low, wavy white border of the stark Chihuahuan desert. A faint quarter moon floated to the west, pale in the brilliant light.

She studied it, mentally filling in the disk suggested by the crescent to approximately locate Crater Albatagenius. The little Thoman base tucked into a debris field near one edge had been her home for many years. She and her faithful counselor, Hleo Ap Darshiell, had studied Earth until they decided it was the original home planet of the Thoman people. The base was still there, as was Hleo, or rather his electronically preserved self. He had lived long past the death of his body in the circuits of the moon base computers, and with a little luck should live digitally well after her own life was over.

Her mind carried her far beyond the moon, across the trillions of miles to the distant solar system and the planet where her people lived. Some of them would still hold her in memory, even though there would have been no word of her since she departed on her voyage of exploration so long ago. 

What had become of her family? After eighteen years in her second life on Earth, with a husband, two children, and a large extended Earthly family, her home life was just what she had dreamed of as a young girl, comfortable, loving, and rewarding. Her turbulent first life seemed inconceivably distant. But it wasn't, really. That would soon be obvious to everyone.

Two polite squeaks jolted her out of her reverie. Diana, one of the family's two Siamese cats, wished to join her outside. She opened the door, was paid with a chirp of acknowledgment, and resumed her seat. The sleek gray-tipped cat paused wide-eyed at the steps to take in the panorama on all sides, ears swiveling, first together, then separately.

There were weighty decisions to be made about her family in the days ahead. For the first time since the twins had been born some seventeen years ago, everyone in her immediate family would be gone from their home for an extended period at the same time. The arrangements that situation required were daunting, and a little worrisome. 

Her husband Matt and son Julio would be in Texas for nearly two weeks. That was no problem. They would be fine. Matt would see to that.

Daughter Clio's situation was less certain. Clio had always had a strong independent streak. Only two years ago she had sneaked off by herself into the mountainous back country of Mexico and gotten into very serious trouble with no one around to help. She was lucky not to have been killed. 

Now she wanted to accompany a public health team visiting underserved citizens in small towns and pueblos throughout New Mexico. She could drive and she had a car. But the idea of her attractive, petite, inexperienced daughter junketing around by herself, staying in who knew what kind of motels and dealing with the public was unacceptable. The fact that Clio had participated in many martial arts classes with her mother and thought she was capable of taking care of herself made no difference. This time some arrangement for her security would be absolutely necessary. That would be a problem. And Clio certainly wouldn't like it, which made two problems.

The cat had ventured off the porch to the lawn where she was delicately plucking and chewing grass with apparent relish, the tip of her tail curled into a graceful question mark which reversed itself periodically.

Her own travels would take her to New York City, where she had been many times. Then she and her uncle, one of three Thomans who followed her to Earth years ago, would fly to Switzerland, where she had never been. Traveling and appearing in public were always stressful but at least the Thoman delegation would have plenty of security and she should not be mobbed, one of her greatest fears. Given the likelihood of media interest in her uncle's news, there would almost certainly be additional problems, but there was nothing to be done about those now. 

Their home, although vacant, would not be neglected. The modest house shared the shady two-acre Méndez plot with the original main house where Matt's grandmother Abuelita Reyes and his parents Bert and Julia lived. Matt's father Bert would be the linchpin for the scattered family, acting as communication central and feeding the two dogs and three cats. Barring unforeseen emergencies, there should be few problems within the adobe walls of the Méndez family compound.

Diana suddenly hissed and streaked to the porch, tail puffed to three times the normal size. A scary diesel truck was blatting down the highway pulling a trailer full of heifers. Ana got up to let the alarmed kitty into the house, setting the broom inside. Son Julio, absorbed at the living room computer, didn't look up. She stepped off the porch to see how Matt was coming with his repair job.

The barn was at the opposite corner of the compound, with its big doors facing the back gate in the adobe wall. In the old days, a tractor could drive in through the gate and load with hay or feed, but no hay or vehicles were kept in it these days. The main room of the barn was a workshop.

Rajah and Rani, the two Rhodesian ridgebacks, lazed in a patch of sun by the back gate, following her with their eyes as she rounded the corner into the barn. Matt was tightening clamps on the corners of a window frame. He smiled when he saw her.

"Hola, wife," he said.

"What's that smell?" she asked. There was a spicy, foresty tang in the air.

"Cedar," was the reply. 

He checked the angle of each corner joint with a try square. 

"I just cut these half-lap joints. Now I'm gluing the sides together. Then I'll pop in a couple screws at each corner for reinforcement and mount the screens. Like this one. Check out the claw-proof screen."

"Very nice! Did you notice Raisin?"

Raisin was Clio's caracal, an African cat half the size of a mountain lion, with spectacularly tufted ears to make a bobcat jealous. Her name was a translation of a common pet name from Hindi, or so an Indian friend had told them. She was calmly looking down on them from her special hangout at the top of the stairs to the hayloft. The attention from below caused her to yawn impressively.

"Yup. She's my shop cat."

"I thought she hated the sound of your saw."

"She hates the table saw. The band saw I cut these joints with doesn't shriek like the table saw. She doesn't mind that. She loves carpentry."

Ana smiled at the notion of a cat appreciating woodwork. Matt carefully set the clamped screen on top of two others on the work bench. He wiped the blobs of glue off his hands and screwed the cap on the glue bottle.

"What have you got going on this afternoon?" he asked.

"I'm still working on our travel plans. Are you sure it will take you and Julio ten days just to go to a car race?"

"It's not really a car race."

"Well, what did you call it? The 'Texas Mile?' It sounded like a car race."

"It does sound like a car race. It’s an old airport runway where people can sign up their vehicles to see how fast they can go for a mile. Each vehicle goes one at a time. There's no racing. They have a website. I'll show you later."

"Julio said it was one weekend, or Friday plus a weekend."

"Right. Add two days to drive there and two days back and you've got a week already. Then we're going fishing on the Gulf of Mexico a day or two. We'll spend a few days at our Plan C Ranch, checking out the exotic game. Ten days, maybe twelve. It's a male bonding thing."

"I see," she said, looking dubious. 

"I'd like to visit that ranch sometime myself."

"Sure. We can do that. You're not missing a lot, though. It's a pretty plain Jane place."

The Méndez family had several refuges tucked away in case Ana's interplanetary identity was ever revealed and resulted in a tidal wave of media people outside their Mesilla home. Plan B was a ranch in Montana. Plan C was a ranch in an isolated area of south Texas. They already had a modified Plan A for their present home, involving security gates and a secret way to and from their property via the barn 200 yards to the south.

Matt glanced at the doorway to the twins' workshops.

"Where's Julio?" he asked.

"In the living room at the computer."

"Good." 

He spoke quietly. 

"I thought we ought to check out Plan C just in case, because of the news you and Rothan will announce."

"I agree, but it'll be another year or two before they arrive. Changes aren't likely until then. There'll be greetings, formal visits, clan ceremonies, a lot of socializing and politics. Julio and Clio will have to be a big part of it. They're the first children of two planets, after all. It'll be a huge deal to the Thomans, and it'll unavoidably change the twins' lives. Ours too, for sure.

"But for now," she continued, "there's Clio. You know she'll be traveling all over New Mexico by herself the next several weeks. She'll probably be fine but I'd feel better if she had someone with her."

"Yeah. I would too. Clio has the damnedest ability to get into scrapes. I imagine you and I have the same idea about what to do about that, don't we?"

"You mean Rob?"

Matt nodded. Ana had found Rob Coombs years earlier when she needed expert help getting her people out of an embarrassing situation. Coombs, a former Navy SEAL, had been a lifesaver, quite literally, then and on several more recent occasions. For the last two or three years, he had been running a branch of New York's World Security Services in Miami. Security services were just what they needed for Clio.

"We can't ask Rob," Ana pointed out. "Michelle's baby is due in four weeks and her doctor has her on bed rest. Rob should be with her."

"That's right! I'd forgotten it was that soon. How's she doing?"

"She and the baby are fine. She just has to be careful. I'll see them on my way to New York next week. For now, why don't I call Rob and see what he suggests?"

"Yeah, good idea. Rob's the best there is, though. Strange to think we might have to settle for second best."
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Chapter 4: Think Then Act
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Why was this blasted traffic moving so slowly? Clio's speedometer explained the problem: she was in a 35 miles per hour zone driving 50 miles per hour. 

She needed to calm down. She slowed and looked for a place to pull off and gather her wits. The opportunity soon presented itself in the form of a strip mall parking lot clinging precariously to one of the ridges of the Organ Mountains overlooking Las Cruces.

The Corolla's engine settled into a purr as she shifted into park and set the emergency brake. Had she not done so, the car might have rolled to the bottom of the parking lot, thumped over the curb, and tumbled at least 500 feet to the bottom of the arroyo. People in the apartments awkwardly strung along the crest of the opposite ridge could have looked down at the wreckage. Similar accidents made the TV news several times a year. 

She adjusted the air conditioner vents to blow directly on her face and stared in the general direction of the yuccas and greasewood bushes on the slope opposite. None of it registered on her brain. She sat back and breathed in the cool air. Even in the winter, a car under the sun in southern New Mexico could be uncomfortable.

She hoped Dr. Mitchell had not sensed how unhappy she had been to have him end her experiment among the medical students. They had all resented her presence but there was no point blaming him or the students. She could have endured even more than that if it had helped her better understand her upsetting ability to diagnose and heal. 

She hardly knew what to call it. She was like one of those silly cartoon characters with bizarre super powers, except the cartoon characters at least knew what their powers were. She not only did not know hers but they rather frightened her. What was it really? Could she control it? What were the possibilities? What were the limits? Where did it come from? What was wrong with her?

And what about the way she could sense the healing possibilities of plants? Was that the same thing or something different? Was she losing her mind? Was she a freak? Should she simply quit trying and give up on the whole business? The bottom line question: Who was she?

She couldn't give up. There had to be an explanation. She had improved Dr. Mitchell's shoulder. If that diabetic patient with the undiagnosed aneurism had been operated on it could have burst and easily killed her. She had found other overlooked conditions in several other patients. To not have acted might well have changed their lives for the worse or even ended them. She could not, she would not, give up on others, or herself either. Not yet. 

Still, her poor parents were no help, though they wanted to be, and her brother, normally so closely attuned to his twin sister, was clueless. She felt isolated, cut off, doomed to a state so weird, so inexplicable, that it seemed it would drive her crazy.

If only there were someone she could talk to. Actually, there was one person whose opinion she valued that she might talk to. Aside from him, she had no other ideas.

The shrill voices of excited children snapped her out of her pensiveness. A mother laden with purchases was unlocking her car and loading a little boy and girl into car seats. The boy sported the knee socks and shiny shorts and shoes of a soccer uniform. That triggered her memory: she had a volleyball game this afternoon, one of her last as a member of Juarez Academy's "Lady Rattlers." That was good. The physical activity should be a welcome diversion, however temporary, from her troubles. 

One of those troubles, minor as it was, was having missed lunch thanks to being kicked off Dr. Cheever's team. Food would help her play good volleyball later this afternoon and she could get that at home. She pressed down the brake pedal and released the parking brake. Shifting into drive, she headed back to the street.
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Chapter 5: Accommodation 
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Now that each member of Clio's family had a car, the parking space behind their house had to be made so large there was only room for one row of Ana's garden squeezed along the back wall. (There were two more gardens in other spots.) She pulled in between Julio's RAV-4 and her dad's old pickup. The dogs well knew the sound of her engine and were not alarmed. Curled together in a patch of sun by the open barn doors, they watched her walk to the house with only moderate interest. She entered through the patio gate, tossed her shoulder bag on her bed, and headed for the kitchen. Julio was at the computer.

"Bubba," she said, opening the refrigerator.

"Hey," he muttered, staring at the screen. She poured herself some orange juice and eased into a chair at the dining table. From thirty feet away, Julio seemed to be manipulating a column of figures. She had drunk half the glass before he looked up.

"Tister," he said, finally. His brow wrinkled. "Hey." He checked his watch. "You're early. What's wrong?" 

She knew it didn't show on her face. It was their twin meta-communication system, unremarkable to either of them.

"I got fired," she said.

"You what?"

Ninety minutes later she had explained her discouraging morning to Julio, eaten some leftovers from the refrigerator, explained it all again to her parents, and changed into her volleyball uniform. She was pulling her warm-up clothes off the hanger when Julio stuck his head in her room.

"You need a ride?" he asked.

"No," she said. "Friends are coming by. Thanks."

"So what did Mom and Dad say about your New Mexico trip?"

"They weren't gonna let me go at first. They had conditions."

"Conditions?"

"I had to agree to have a, an escort."

"An escort?"

"Someone to go with me. To make sure I stayed out of trouble."

"You're kidding! Like who?"

"Well, like Mr. Coombs."

"A SEAL? They'd get a SEAL to go with you? Are you serious?"

"It can't be Mr. Coombs. Michelle is expecting and he should be with her. Someone else."

"Like, who?"

"They didn't know. They haven't talked to Mr. Coombs yet."

"Oh, my God. And you agreed to that?"

"What else could I do, J-Man? They wouldn't let me go, otherwise."

"That sucks, Tister! So you're going to go help a public health team, but with a bodyguard, and he's a SEAL?"

She was sitting on her bed, her sweatpants wadded in her lap, looking stricken.

"She said you and Dad would be gone and she would be gone too. I would be on my own. She's gonna pay whatever it costs."

"Oh, jeez," he said, shaking his head. "You think it's because you ran away to Mexico that time?"

"J-Man! I did not!" 

She sniffled. She sniffled again. 

"Yeah. Probably."

He sat on the bed.

"Hmm." 

They sat in silence a moment. 

"Well, how about this? What if I went with you? Would that do?"

"You can't. You and Dad are going to that car thing in Texas."

"They do it every year. We could go another time."

"You'd do that? For me?"

"Well, yeah? You'd do it for me, right? If I'd sneaked off to Mexico and nearly got whacked?"

She jabbed him with an elbow. Then she hugged him.

"Oh, Bubba. That's so sweet. I don't want you to miss your car race. I can go with a bodyguard, I guess. It won't kill me."

Her brother shook his head.

"I sure hope not, Tister."
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Chapter 6: Don’t Make Her Mad
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Five minutes later she was sitting in one of the plastic chairs on the front porch waiting for her ride. The afternoon was taking on a chill. The warm-up suit felt good. She had told Julio "friends" were picking her up, but that was just to avoid snide questions from her brother. It was only one friend. She was having second thoughts too late about letting Shack pick her up—Shackley Tattersall. The third, no less.

He seemed to think more of her than she did of him, a minor source of annoyance, but it wasn't fair to hold it against him. He was OK, really. They were both graduating from Juarez Academy High School this spring. He had big plans he'd no doubt want to talk about. She had no big plans. The less said about them the better.

A flashy low-rider burbled down the highway with the windows down, banda music throbbing, the driver slapping the outside of the door to the beat of the tubas. What would Shack be driving? He had wrecked his Mustang in the fall, injuring himself badly enough to require the rest of the semester for convalescence and rehabilitation at his parents' vacation home in Aspen, or so she had heard.

The Tattersalls had moved to Las Cruces from Atlanta only three years ago. His father ran some sort of international trade company. They were country club types. She had only ever seen them at school functions.

There he came, in a spanking red, metal flake Mustang, scattering gravel as he braked to a stop with the passenger door even with the end of the walk. She got in, they hugged briefly and awkwardly over the center console, and the car took off in another spurt of gravel.

As expected he did most of the talking. He'd had fun recuperating in Aspen, easily kept up with his school work, and was looking forward to graduation, and most especially to heading off to Yale next fall, where he would study business. His father had gone to Yale, and why didn't she also go to Yale, which was a top-flight school? She just had to go to Yale. They were practically made for each other, would make a smashing couple, and would have a famously good time.

She managed briefly to admire his car, to say he looked good (in creased D&G jeans, silk polo shirt, and shiny loafers worn without socks), and that she hadn't yet decided where she would continue her education. 

He was insistent that she simply had to attend Yale with him. It was her destiny. It was their destiny! Sure, it was expensive, but his father could undoubtedly get her a generous scholarship and also help give her a head start in life with his network of important contacts.

She could only say she'd think about it. 

It was a relief when they arrived at the school.

Juarez Academy was in an old neighborhood of mostly one story adobe houses and small businesses with very limited space for parking. Shack had to park on the street three blocks from the school. It took him several minutes to lock the faceplate of the stereo system in the glove box and spread a sun shield over the dashboard to partially hide the interior. By the time he had set the car's alarm system, Clio had spotted several friends walking to the game.

One was an old friend and former schoolmate, Harry Saenz, now a community college graduate and trainer for Stallmann's Stables. Two young women were with him. One was a cousin of Harry's, a tall, solid girl Clio knew well: Carly Rivas, a classmate and fellow member of the volleyball team, wearing the team windbreaker that matched her own. Clio hugged Harry quickly as he introduced his date, Silvia Delgado, a dental hygiene student from Anthony, a small town halfway to El Paso. 

As they neared the gym, a school bus lumbered past and eased to a stop. Members of the visiting team began disembarking. The sidewalk was getting crowded.

"We need to go in here," Clio said. "Why don't we meet you guys out front after the game?"

Before anyone could answer, a tall brunette girl stepped off the bus, bumping into Carly. The two girls spoke at the same time.

"Excuse me!" Carly said.

"Whoa!" the girl said, adding, "Well, looks like we drew the heavyweight team tonight!"

"Hey!" snapped Clio, "Watch your mouth!"

The girl looked down at Clio, smiling sarcastically.

"Ooo, I'm so scared!" she smirked. "We'll take care of you too...you little no-tits shrimp."

Eyes flashing, Clio headed to the gym with Carly, leaving Shack and Harry and his date behind. Shack spied two girls he knew and told Harry he'd see him later. Harry and Silvia walked around the building toward the front entrance.

"That girl was nasty," she said to Harry.

"She was," he agreed. He was smiling.

"What? What's so funny?"

"She made two mistakes. She didn't recognize the two best setters on the team, for one, and for two, she made Clio mad. You don't ever want to do that."

"No? Why not?" They walked a few more steps. 

"When she loses her temper there's hell to pay."

"Clio? Are you serious?" 

"Oh, yeah." Harry was still smiling.

"Like, how do you mean?"

"A couple years ago, for example. It was a race day and I was showing Stallman's Stables to her and a cousin. Two guys turned up who hated the cousin for some reason and they cornered him and started to beat him up."

"No!"

"Yeah. You should have seen Clio light into them."

"What? Clio? Two men?"

"Yeah. Tough guys, real ugly customers. Clio stomped 'em in fifteen seconds."

"You can't mean it!"

"Es verídico, I swear." He chuckled. "They were down for the count before they knew what hit them. I saw it and I can't tell you how she did it. Whappity whap, and they were on the ground. So that's two guys who know not to make her mad. Three, if you count me. Like I said, that girl could become a fourth." 

The gym at Juarez Academy was a small, multi-use affair with a 300 seat collapsible grandstand on one side of the court. It was barely half full as Harry and Silvia chose their seats. Harry had watched a couple games at school and seen a few on television during the Olympics the previous summer, but he was hazy on the rules. Silvia had played in high school. She reviewed Harry: a game involved the best of five sets, each to 25 points, team members could only touch the ball three times in hitting it back to the other team, and so forth.

Clio's Rattlers lost the first set badly. The Panthers, from a private school in El Paso, were good. There was much shrieking from both teams and shouting from the crowd. 

The second set was closer and took longer. The Rattlers made fewer nervous mistakes. The bumpers did better at stopping the ball and hitting it to the setters who consequently did better placing it high at the net for the attackers to spike to the other team. The Rattlers narrowly won the second set.

The coaches called a time out. The players stepped off court to drink and towel off. 

"So what do you think?" Harry said.

"Carly's good," she said, "but I see what you mean about Clio. She's super quick. There was no way she should have saved some of those bumps. She's short, but she can spike, too, when she's up front. She needs to poach a little more. She could really light them up."

Harry wanted to ask for clarification but a whistle called the players back on the court for the third set. The Panthers clustered in a little circle, chanting and ending with a group hand slap. The Rattlers huddled briefly as well and moved into the receiving positions, with Clio on the front row left. The girl with the attitude was across from her in the center. Judging from the curl of her lip she must have said something snippy to Clio.

The serve, a high, looping ball, was bumped easily by Carly and set by the girl behind Clio. Clio leaped and faked toward the back of the opponent's court, but somehow hit the ball sharply at an oblique angle with her left hand, where it blasted off the side of Smart-mouth's face into the net. 

"My God!" said Silvia. 

The serve moved to the Rattlers who ran off four straight points. By the time they had won the third set, 25 to 14, Clio had made four impossible bumps (one only inches off the floor), one set, and three spikes, two of which had hit Smart-mouth, even though she was in the back row for the second. 

The Rattlers easily won the fourth set (their third, and thus the game) by the score of 25 to 8. Clio made a number of cat-quick bumps and two spikes, the first of which smashed Smart-mouth on the left cheek. For the second, with Smart-mouth directly opposite Clio, Carly set her a perfect floater, high above the net. Clio soared upward as Smart-mouth shrieked in fear and turned her head away. Clio barely tapped the ball, which dropped at the girl's feet. Several people in the crowd actually laughed. 

Silvia shot a telling glance at Harry.

"Now I see what you mean about Clio," she said to Harry. "That poor, silly girl. How embarrassing." 

At the end of the game the teams formed the traditional moving lines where they traded hand slaps. Smart-mouth didn't seem quite as cocky with both sides of her face  cherry red. Some of her hair had escaped from its scrunchie, giving her a dazed, disheveled look.

Clio slapped their opponents' hands along with her team. She wasn't proud of herself. 

But she did feel a little better about getting kicked out of the medical group.
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Chapter 7: The Arrangement
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Back at the Méndez house, Ana was on the phone.

"OK, Rob. That sounds good. Clio will meet him at the Albuquerque airport at 3:15 pm. It's a Southwest flight, and she'll be wearing, oh, I think a yellow hat. She'll have the number you gave me in case anything changes. Will that work?

"I can't tell you how much I appreciate your help, Rob. We were so fortunate to have you make this arrangement for us. I hope I get to meet him in the near future.

"Please give Michelle my best. My love to you both. I'll see you in two days!"
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Chapter 8: Doctor, Dear Doctor
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Dr. Thornton Peebles' office was tucked away on the third floor of a small building in the northeast corner of The University of New Mexico campus in Albuquerque. A stranger would have needed a map and a compass to find it, but Clio had been there many times over the previous two summers. She even knew where to park: far away. The walk was welcome after the three hour drive from home. She took the stairs instead of the elevator to further loosen her limbs.

It was an old building with a musty smell, full of mismatched offices mostly medical in nature but with a few science professors and the random sociologist or journalist. It contained several small labs but no classrooms. It was a comfortable, human-scaled building. She liked it.

Peebles' office was one of the larger ones, on a corner of the third floor. He welcomed her with a gentle hug and then held her at arms' length with a beaming smile, eyes twinkling. A tall, elderly man with thin, barely visible hair and a ruddy complexion, he had old world manners, something that Clio understood and appreciated, thanks to her Thoman mother and Earthly great-grandmother. He ushered her to one of the two chairs not piled with papers, folders, medical journals, and books. 

Clio asked about his family and enjoyed hearing the happy news of Dr. Peebles' fourth great grandchild. She admired the framed photo of the babe on his desk.

In return, he asked about her parents, whom he had never met, and her brother, whom he had.

"I wonder what in the world that brilliant young man is up to these days," were his words.

Clio told him of the upcoming test of Julio's batteries, or rather the batteries whose design he had improved and patented. The test involved sending a battery-powered Toyota Corolla over a timed one mile course to possibly set a world speed record for its class (admittedly a very small class).

Peebles feared for Julio's safety but Clio reassured him that Julio would not be driving. The car was sponsored by Rocky Mountain Technical Labs of Albuquerque, she explained, which had hired a racing garage to properly modify the vehicle for high speed. They would also provide a team to transport and drive the car.

"Splendid, splendid!" he said, sitting back in his chair. "Such an innovative brother and sister. Would you like something to drink, my dear?"

"Oh, no sir, thank you. I'm fine."

"Well then, to the matter I am sure has brought you here. I so regretted to hear that the hospital director in Las Cruces saw fit to terminate your experience with Ernie Cheever's medical team. I read his report. It appeared to me that you were having some gratifying successes—did it not appear so to you, my dear?"

"I'm not sure, sir." 

She looked down at her hands. 

"I know I've caused you a lot of trouble. I'm very sorry for that, Dr. Peebles."

"Oh, my dear young lady, not so! By no means! You are the very opposite of a problem for me. I assure you that is the truth!"

He paused and studied her dejection. He finally spoke again, more softly.

"You do not seem convinced. Well, then, perhaps it will help if I explain why I have such hopes for you. 

"You see, my dear, I began my career as a simple country pharmacist. It was a long time ago, and I worked on quite a primitive level by today's standards. I had no choice but to do the best I could with what I had. That is where I began my understanding of pharmacognosy, which has more recently been of interest to you as well.

"I felt I could do better, so I went to medical school and became a physician, after which I did in fact do better for decades. It was a satisfying career.

"Still, any doctor will tell you that he or she generally practices the art of the possible. We have many successes and help many people, but sadly, there inevitably remain those who are beyond our best efforts. I remember many of those cases to this day, and regret them deeply.

"Any physician will also have stories of inexplicable successes: spontaneous remissions, successful pleas to the almighty, of miraculous intercession by friends and relatives, or of incredible healings at the hands of this folk healer, or that shaman, or a quack 'medicine' or some even less likely agent of salvation. Few of these bear scientific examination. They are almost never replicable. Do you know that word? I mean they cannot be verified or repeated under study.

"But you, my child, you are different. Your diagnostic abilities, and your ability to heal, while not infallible, are recurrent. They have happened again and again, over time. The fact that neither you nor I can explain them is a problem, but that is not to say that they cannot be examined or that they can never be explained. Indeed, the possibility that there may be something of immense value to be learned from you is a marvelous incentive to pursue our examination however we can. Even if we learn nothing widely applicable to the practice of medicine, we may still learn something from you that was heretofore undocumented in human existence.

"I know you are discouraged, dear friend. I know it upsets you that you can affect healing in ways you do not understand and at other times you cannot heal when you would wish to. But I pray you will not give up. Instead, I would have you be joyful. You are actually able to create wellness in new and tantalizing ways! We will never have all the answers we wish—but we must seek those answers. I believe that quest is what makes us fully human. We owe the world no less."

Clio appeared to be studying the floor. When she raised her head he saw hope and doubt mixed in her eyes. Perhaps she was encouraged, a little.

"Come," he said. "Here's an idea. In all our work together over the last two years, I have heard about and documented dozens of your efforts to heal. Yet I have never asked you to examine me. What kind of scientist would I be if failed to learn firsthand what we are investigating?"

She looked even more doubtful.

"I would be honored if you would examine me," he continued. "I am 83 years old, my dear. I assure you there are many things about me that could stand a little healing." 

It was risky for him to become an object of study in his own experiment but he was tantalized by the notion that he might personally experience this extraordinary talent. 

He regarded her cloudy face, adding, "I will sign a release if you wish."

Despite her reluctance she felt a smile flicker over her face. Of all the people she knew, this sweet man was as dear to her as her own family. To refuse would be impolite. Even if she failed she had to try. She sighed, stood, and held out her hand.  

Her young girl's cool, smooth skin made his own seem coarse and dry. She laid her other hand on top, clasping his between hers for fifteen seconds or so, moving on to his wrist for a comparable length of time. She repeated the procedure with his other hand and wrist.

He waited for any sensation but felt nothing. She stood back.

"You have arthritis," she said. "Just a little. It pains you."

He nodded. That was true. That would have been a logical guess, in fact.

"May I examine your elbows and shoulders?"

He always wore a coat and tie. It took several minutes to remove those and his shirt. She held his elbows much as she had his hands and wrists. Then, begging his pardon, she slipped her hands under the neck of his undershirt and gently massaged his shoulders.

After several minutes she stepped back. Her voice was more confident.

"You have light to moderate arthritis in the joints I have examined. I think it is the same with your other major joints."

"How did you know I was feeling pain?" he asked.

"I don't know. I sensed it. I think the pain is worst in your feet and ankles."

Had she seen his cane behind his desk? 

"You did not examine those. Is that a guess?"

"No. Well, kind of," she added, as if the lack of certainty irritated her. "It's what I think, that's all. Am I right?"

"Yes, my dear. You are right."

"I didn't check your vascular system. I'm best with that. I'm not as good with the nervous system, and still worse with organs. I could examine those but it would take much longer, and we'd need a table. If you like, though, I might be able to lessen your joint pain. For a little while at least, maybe longer. As long as we're experimenting."

That was what he was hoping for. It wouldn't be possible to take notes but he'd observe carefully and write it up later.

"Certainly," he said. "Please do!"

She had him resume his seat and began gently feeling his right hand. At first he thought she was massaging but a careful look showed she was using almost no pressure. Yet he felt the sensation of pressure. She felt the length of each finger and then several fingers at once, wrapping them with her own.

Gradually, he noticed his hand begin to tingle as if in an electric field. No effort was apparent on her face. In fact, with her eyes closed she almost looked asleep. She had moved to the wrist. The tingling sensation was now present there too. He could even feel it beginning in his elbow, ahead of her fingers. 

Now she was at his shoulder, but using more pressure. That seemed logical. The faces of the joint were deeper there. Did that mean she was projecting some force that weakened over distance? Perhaps later they could test that.

She moved to his other hand and arm and repeated the procedure. The tingling sensation now encompassed both arms and shoulders. It was as though he had put on a jacket fresh from a freezer. His scalp contracted as if his ears were being pulled backward. He would have to...have to.... He was getting sleepy. Why should that be? He needed to remember this. 

Her eyes blinked open. She knelt by his chair and pulled his right foot onto her knee. She pulled off the shoe.

He was going to call a halt, but his powers of speech failed him. There was his foot, white as a filet of tilapia. Before he knew it the bones of his foot and ankle were tingling. She pushed up the pant leg and worked over the knee joint. He fought for wakefulness, biting down on his tongue to try to stay awake. Her eyes were closed. She was breathing deeply and regularly, but not as if from vigorous exertion. She made occasional soft vocalizations, like someone asleep.

Suddenly he realized she was pulling on his shoes and socks. He'd slept despite his best efforts. It was as if he was coming out of anesthesia. The room felt cold. His joints felt cold.

Clio returned to her chair and waited for him to regain full consciousness. He was aware of her watching him doing so. It was so odd. He tried to speak. After several minutes he pushed himself slowly to his feet with the aid of the arms of the chair. He put on his shirt and flexed his hands and arms and turned his head from side to side.

"Whatever did you do?" he was at last able to ask, his voice thick.

"I fixed your joints. Or tried to."

"How sure are you that you did so?"

"I know I improved them. I could feel that. I don't know how long it will last."

"You could feel that? Extraordinary. I could feel it too. Were you aware of turning something on, or of concentrating on doing something?"

"'Concentrating,' yes."

"Were you thinking of anything else, or just that?"

"Just that. Focusing."

Steadying himself against his desk he took a few tentative steps, breathed deeply, flexed his shoulders and neck, and felt the world returning. Two pigeons on the window ledge bobbed their heads in the sun. A shuttle bus rolled up the street toward his building.

He eased the tie over his head, turned up the collar, and snugged the knot under his chin. He put on his coat, wondering what had been the action here?  There were medicines that could possibly have done it, but he'd swallowed no medicine, had no shot, been slathered with no ointment. The placebo effect could not be ruled out, but he doubted it strongly. His skin still felt crawly. He walked to the door and back flexing his wrists and fingers. The joints worked smoothly and without pain. How long would that continue?

There was much to investigate here. She regarded him evenly.

"Your circulation is good," she said, "as if you exercise regularly. Your blood pressure is normal, or slightly higher than normal. You are taking a statin. I can usually detect those. I think I detected another strong drug but I can't identify it."

He sat. The tingling she seemed to have caused was only a part of it. Before that, how had she known he felt pain at all? 

"You actually sensed my joint pain?"

"Yes, sir."

"In the areas you touched, but were you guessing about my feet?"

"Sort of. That was a little confusing. I wasn't sure."

"I apologize for the fuzziness of this question, but I do not know how else to put it: what do you sense when you sense pain? What are the signals like?"

"I don't know! It's so confusing. It's like, like static, or tree leaves in the wind. Sometimes one voice is obvious, sometimes two. I can't sort them out if there are lots of them. I can usually find the ones for pain and the vascular system the easiest."

She felt him study her face. She wasn't embarrassed. Dr. Peebles would never embarrass her. She let him think. Still, after a while she looked down at her lap. 

After a full minute he asked, "Dear Clio, do you ever listen to classical music?"

"Sir? Uh, yes, I do."

"So you know what a symphony orchestra sounds like?"

"Yes, sir."

"You can hear the difference between the brasses and the strings and the woodwinds? Yes?"

"Yes."

"And you can hear the different instruments in each of those sections? The trumpets as distinguished from the baritones and tubas? The violins from the cellos? The oboe from the bassoon?"

"Uh, I guess so. Yes, sir."

"And maybe even the first violins from the second
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