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For Blair, my husband and true companion


One

My name is Dora Witherspoon but most folks know me as the Turtle Lady. A long time ago, I rescued a snapping turtle the size of a truck tire from the middle of Highway 41, a move deemed so foolish it became local legend. I can’t say I’m partial to it, but here in the South, nicknames stick like bottomland mud.

I’d like to tell you a story from my younger days. I’ve been a storyteller my whole life, but I wasn’t ready to tell this one until now. It happened fifty years ago—in 1962. Parts of it are hard for me to share, but the fact is that I’m old now—eighty years of age, if you must know—and probably running out of time. I want young’uns to know about my time and place, the people I knew, and a world that’s all but gone. I want them to know that one person can come along and change your life, and that being a misfit, as I was, doesn’t mean you won’t find friends and your place in the world.

HER NAME WAS JACKIE HART, and the first time I set eyes on her was across the counter at the post office. She’d moved to Collier County with her husband and kids from, of all places, Boston. Before we knew it, she turned things upside down faster than you can say “Yankee carpetbagger.”

From the get-go, Jackie was a troublemaker in the eyes of the town fathers, but to the few of us who gave her a chance, her arrival in town was a godsend. She started a little reading group, bringing together the most unlikely people in town, including me. We were all outcasts, but as a group we became strong.

None of us saw these changes coming, though. Jackie was like a late-afternoon storm on the Gulf, the kind that comes from nowhere and sends even the old-time fishermen hurrying to shore. She was a surprise, that’s for sure.

I’d been working at the post office for about a year, since my divorce, and there were days—like the one when I met Jackie—that were so slow, I swear I could’ve watched my fingernails grow if I’d had a mind to. By two o’clock there wasn’t a thing to do but watch the horseflies dodge the slats of the ceiling fan. I wasn’t supposed to, but I started reading magazines that hadn’t been sorted yet. First I studied Mr. Freeland’s copy of Time magazine. But then I couldn’t resist peeking at Vogue. No one got Vogue. Whoever the person was—a Mrs. J. Hart—was new in town. The rest of the Hart family didn’t get much mail, but I had already noticed that Mrs. J. Hart got all kinds of stuff that had probably never—until now—passed through the sorting station up at Fort Myers. The New Yorker. National Geographic (generally frowned upon since it might include pictures of naked African people). And, of course, Vogue.

I kept returning to Vogue. I’m not sure I’d ever seen a copy. I was studying the clothes and models and perfume ads, and breaking post office regulation number 3651 (reading a customer’s periodical), when I heard a polite little cough and looked up. And there was Jackie.

She was wearing an enormous straw hat and a pair of sunglasses that made her look like she’d just left a party hosted by Sophia Loren on the French Riviera. Her skin was very white, as if she’d never encountered a single ray of sun, and her hair, peeking out from under her hat, was what my mama would have called “the barn’s on fire” red. Add to it the way she carried herself and the result was something we rarely saw in Collier County—glamour.

No doubt about it, she was the most interesting person to show up at my postal counter since Mrs. Bailey White was finally let out of jail and moved back home the year before. While the peculiar Mrs. Bailey White was a curiosity, the stunning woman now standing before me was something else entirely. You could be sure she’d never been called mousy, a word I often thought of in connection with myself. I felt like a hick in my humble seersucker dress with the self-tie belt, and was glad she couldn’t see my penny loafers. She had what Mama called an hourglass figure, which made my flat little chest and rear end seem positively boyish in comparison.

“Oh, is that the new copy of Vogue?” she asked, with an innocence that might have been phony but I wasn’t sure. She spun the magazine around and examined the cover.

“Hm,” she said. “I do believe this is my copy.”

I would have died of shame except I wanted to see what she would do next. Yet all she did was stand absolutely still, waiting for me to answer.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and my voice came out kind of hushed. “I’m very sorry. I admit I was violating post office regulations. Please,” I added, “don’t tell my boss or I could lose my job.”

She took off her sunglasses and looked at me, eyeball to eyeball. Her eyes were large and round and skillfully made up. “I would never do that,” she said, adding, “but in the future, could I read my magazine first, please? And then you can borrow it when I’m done? Would that be all right?” Everything came out as a question.

I was pretty sure—but not 100 percent—that she wasn’t being sarcastic. I pulled together the rest of her mail and gave it to her. She walked to the door, then stopped. Looking back at me, she asked, “What else do you like to read?”

I couldn’t have been more surprised if she’d asked for directions to the nearest pool hall. “Well, um, sometimes I read Life magazine,” I said. “And Ladies’ Home Journal.”

“Do you like novels?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I haven’t read too many.”

“Well, once I am settled, I am thinking of asking the library to start a women’s reading group. I was thinking we could call it the Collier County Women’s Literary Society. Would you like to be part of it?”

“Well . . . okay.” I was not really sure I meant it, although a part of me was deeply flattered.

“What, may I ask, is your name?”

“Dora,” I said. “Dora Witherspoon.”

Less than a month later, I started seeing flyers around town announcing the first meeting. “A women’s literary society—what the hell is that?” my boss, Marty, muttered. Jackie had posted a flyer on the post office bulletin board, next to the Collier County mosquito spraying schedule and the pulled pork fund-raiser that the Masons made everyone suffer through every year.

“It’s just people who like to read books,” I said.

“You mean like the Bible?”

“I don’t know. Maybe cookbooks. Maybe a few novels.”

“Novels?” Marty raised an eyebrow.

“Well, how much trouble can we get in, reading books at the library?” I said, a little irritated. “As a matter of fact, I may go myself.” Marty could be condescending, and he was convinced everything was a plot hatched by Communists.

“Oh, I guess you’re right,” he said finally.

Now I felt like I had to go. Besides, maybe I would learn something new. I wasn’t what you’d call worldly. In fact, I’d never been out of Florida. But I’d had two years at the junior college in Saint Petersburg, and while it was just a hundred and twenty miles up the Gulf, the experience had been an eye-opener. One of my professors was from Nevada. Another, from New Orleans. My fellow lodgers at the rooming house where I lived were women who had either retired to Saint Petersburg or (in the case of one lady, whose story I never learned) seemed to be running away from something up north. From them I learned about places like Ohio and Pennsylvania. There was one lady, a Mrs. Jamesway, who had a subscription to a big-city newspaper called the Toledo Blade. Even though it arrived in the mail three or four days after it was published, it was still fun to read.

After I finished junior college, I married Darryl and moved to Ocala. That’s horse country, in north-central Florida. Like me, Darryl was from Collier County—I’d known him my whole life. But while I was at school, he started a small construction company and somehow got a job building a gorgeous new estate near Ocala for some rich folks from Kentucky. The barns Darryl built were nicer than any house I’d ever been in. The owners—a man and his wife in their fifties—talked about impossibly wonderful places they traveled to often, like London, New York, and San Francisco.

Any dreams I had for the future ended with my divorce. My parents were dead, I’m an only child, and I was inching up on my thirtieth birthday. I had nowhere else to go except the little cottage in Naples that had been in my father’s family for three generations and was spitting distance from the Gulf. I needed a job, but the only person who would hire me was my cousin Marty, who ran the post office. Everyone else treated me like I had mange.

I didn’t have high hopes when I went to the first meeting of the Collier County Women’s Literary Society. To my surprise, seven people showed up, which was five more than I expected. We sat on folding chairs in a little circle—Jackie, me, Miss Lansbury (the librarian), Mrs. Bailey White (the old lady who had returned from jail the previous year and was always called by her entire name as a sign of respect for her age), a young colored girl wearing a formal maid’s uniform, a woman in her fifties who wrote poetry and said her name was Plain Jane, and the town’s one and only Sears employee, Robbie-Lee Simpson, Collier County’s only obvious homosexual.

Miss Lansbury spoke first. “Welcome!” she said in her brisk, pleasant librarian voice. She wore a sleeveless sheath in pale green with a floral-patterned scarf that was perfectly matched. I tried to guess her age and concluded she was probably about thirty-five. She was still considered new in town—having lived here only ten years or so—and suspiciously single. However, seeing as she was a librarian, people let it go. After all, she was that rare bird—a career girl—and destined to be an old maid, a problem of her own making. She had beautiful black hair thanks to her Spanish ancestors. “Mrs. Jacqueline Hart”—she gestured politely toward Jackie—“who just moved to town from Boston, has spearheaded this new group. Mrs. Hart, would you like to tell us a little more about yourself?”

Jackie looked surprised but rose to the occasion. “Well, my family moved here exactly one month ago. My husband, Ted, is the new business manager for the Toomb family. We have three children—twin girls who are fourteen and a son who is twelve.”

She didn’t have to explain who the Toomb family was. They were one of the most powerful families in South Florida, though a rung or two down from the Colliers. Everyone had heard that old Mr. Toomb, who wanted a better grasp of how things worked in the North, had gone out and hired a business manager from Boston. The man he hired was Ted Hart, a World War Two Army veteran who had put himself through college on the GI Bill.

“Oh,” Jackie added, “and please call me Jackie.”

“You mean like the Jackie in the White House?” Mrs. Bailey White asked lightly.

“Well, not quite like her, no,” Jackie said and smiled. “I have a northern accent, that’s true. But I’m not skinny and I couldn’t hope to be as elegant as that Jackie.”

But the comparison, in one way, was striking. I couldn’t imagine Jackie Kennedy or Jackie Hart adapting very easily to life in our little town. People think of Naples as one of the richest, swankiest places on earth, but back in 1962 it was a sunbaked southern backwater no bigger than a cow pie. There were maybe eight hundred people living here, a number that grew to a whopping twelve hundred or so in the winter when the Yankees would come down to fish for sea bass and snook. Naples was a redneck town and proud of it.

I have to admit that moving here was a pretty raw deal. I say that even though I’m from Collier County and have at least a smidgen of pride. But relocating here must have been especially shocking to Jackie. She was, clearly, a “Boston girl” through and through. Cultured. Progressive. All that Yankee stuff we Southerners find so irritating.

No one knew what to say next, so Miss Lansbury jumped in again. “Well, I must say I am delighted. Thrilled. I think the rest of us know who each other are, right? Oh, one more thing: Robbie-Lee, this is supposed to be a women’s literary society, so you shouldn’t really be here. But if everyone is okay with it, I suppose it’s all right. Does anyone have any objections?”

No one did, so Robbie-Lee stayed.

I was actually more surprised that the Negro girl had come. You never saw colored folk at the town library. Her being there was bold, even reckless. Then again, what would we have done to her? Given her the evil eye until she left? Made a fuss and told her to leave? None of the rest of us sitting around our little circle seemed to be looking daggers in her direction. Maybe the Collier County Women’s Literary Society would be that rarest of organizations—an integrated one.

I suppose it’s still basically true, but in those days, white people tended to fall into three categories. There were those who went out of their way to harm or hold back Negroes in any way they could. Then there were those who never gave Negroes much thought and really didn’t care. And then there was a small group of white folks who felt badly about the cruel way Negroes were treated and wanted to see things improve.

I was raised to be in the last category. My father, who I don’t remember well, was said to be a regular old redneck. But Mama was a nurse, and during her training someone had drilled into her head that all people were human and should be treated accordingly. She worked for the only doctor in town, and sometimes, when she was needed at the four-bed hospital, she would treat colored folks who came to the back door. But she didn’t advertise that she did this and told me to keep quiet too. Strange to think you could get hurt because you’d been helping someone.

Mostly, though, I’d had little interaction with Negroes. We lived in different parts of town and belonged to different churches. The Supreme Court of the USA had famously decided, back in the fifties, that schools were supposed to be integrated, but here in Collier County they apparently hadn’t gotten the message. The white kids were still picked up by a shiny yellow school bus and taken to their well-kept schools—grammar, junior high, and a new high school north of town. The colored kids were picked up by a bus that predated World War Two and looked like it had survived (more or less) Hurricane Donna. The so-called colored bus went in the opposite direction, to a single school—first through twelfth grades. I had never been there—I don’t think any white person ever had—but I heard the place was a shambles.

Now, if my family had been rich, we would have had colored servants, but Mama, being a widowed nurse with little money to spare, did her own cooking, cleaning, and ironing. Same with everyone else in our part of town. We’d see Negroes now and then, but they didn’t talk to you and you didn’t talk to them. I thought they were the unfriendliest people on earth. Only when I was older did I realize they were avoiding us to stay alive.

As we sat around the little circle with Miss Lansbury as our leader, I tried not to stare at the colored girl. I wondered what she would do about the curfew (eight p.m. in the summer, six p.m. in the winter, when nightfall came earlier), which applied only to Negroes. But she herself brought up the topic. “My name is Priscilla Harmon and I would like to be part of this group.” She had taken off her maid’s cap and perched a pair of horn-rimmed glasses on her nose. She looked like an entirely different person. “I love to read,” she added. We all nodded and smiled. Encouraged, she said, “I would like to go to college, maybe Bethune-Cookman.”

“Oh, that’s marvelous!” Jackie said. “What would you like to study?”

“Well, I would . . . I would like to be a teacher. Maybe an English teacher.”

I tried to hide my astonishment. I wondered how realistic this was. I knew the answer—not very.

“My only problem,” Priscilla was saying, “is that if you all are kind enough to let me belong to the group, I will need a ride home—you know, on account of the curfew.” She ended with a sweet, hopeful smile that revealed the most beautiful teeth I ever saw. They were the same color as the starched white collar that framed her face.

“Well, of course we’ll take you home, dear,” Jackie said. “It’s not a—”

“You may have to take me home too,” Robbie-Lee interrupted. “I don’t stay out after dark either.” This was a stunning admission, and the closest Robbie-Lee had ever been (as far as I knew) to acknowledging his homosexuality.

“Well, someone may have to take me home too!” We all turned and looked at the petite Mrs. Bailey White. She had a loud, authoritative voice when she needed to.

“Oh, why is that, Mrs. Bailey White?” Miss Lansbury asked. “Are you not driving anymore?”

“I’m not allowed to have a driver’s license. That’s part of my parole deal.”

This was quite a conversation stopper, and the rest of us fidgeted in our hard metal chairs until Miss Lansbury—thank the Lord—took the lead again.

“Well, I am sure we can take care of these transportation issues,” she said, emphasizing the last two words. Miss Lansbury had a way of making every little thing sound important. Maybe that’s something they teach at librarian school.

“May I speak for a moment?” Jackie asked, raising her hand like a schoolgirl. “I want to explain that what I have in mind is a salon.”

“You mean like a beauty parlor?” Robbie-Lee asked.

“No, dear, not that kind of salon,” Jackie said. “There was a time when a salon meant a gathering of people who discussed the issues of the day. They would meet in the parlor of someone’s huge, oversized house and discuss literature, art, politics.”

“I have a huge, oversized house,” said Mrs. Bailey White. It wasn’t really an invitation but more like a statement of fact. Still, even the suggestion of meeting at her place gave me the creepy-crawlies, since she had gone to prison for murdering her husband in that very house. I wasn’t sure if Jackie knew of Mrs. Bailey White’s checkered past, but she must have picked up on the uneasiness that swept through the rest of us like a rogue wind off the Gulf.

“Well, that’s very nice,” Jackie said politely. “Perhaps someday you will be kind enough to have us over.”

“But does this mean we’re not going to read books?” asked Robbie-Lee, still a little confused.

“Yes, we will read books,” Jackie replied patiently. “We will be centered around books. But I am suggesting we choose books that make us think and expand our horizons. If we read a book about music, we might invite a musician to perform as part of our book discussion. The idea is to read books that stimulate our minds and challenge us to think about the issues of the day.”

We responded so enthusiastically that we sounded like an amen chorus.

“But if you’ll permit me to say so,” Jackie continued, “I am thinking we really must meet here, at the library, as a way of letting the community know that everyone is welcome. This is not a private club.”

These words were met with a second round of approval. I felt punch-drunk (not that I’ve ever actually been punch-drunk in my life, on account of a promise I made to Mama). Private clubs, official and otherwise, were pretty typical in our little town. I looked from face to face around the circle. None of us was Junior League material; none of us had big money; Mrs. Bailey White was an ex-con. If you were colored, homosexual, a divorced postal worker (me), or—God forbid—a sexy redhead with a Boston accent newly arrived in town, you were on your own. But Jackie was suggesting that we form our own group. And meeting at the library would give us cover.

A place to belong? Here in Naples? Just the possibility made me giddy as a jaybird. I began feeling something in my heart that I thought was long gone and buried. I’m not 100 percent sure, but it might have been hope.


Two

The worst day of the year, if you worked at the post office, was when the Sears catalogs arrived. Every family in Collier County, and throughout the universe for all I knew, got at least one copy of that darned catalog. Rumor had it you could kill a man if you heaved a Sears catalog at him, or derail a train by placing one strategically on the tracks. They were that big.

The quietest day of the year was the day after they were delivered. Kids would choose their clothes for the coming school year—socks, pants, underwear, bathing suits, churchgoing clothes, you name it. Then the moms would figure out what they needed, and when the fathers came home, they’d do the same. Even the women who sewed their own clothes needed something—a girdle, maybe—from the catalog. If you wanted something special—say, a pair of Levi jeans—you had to drive all the way to Maas Brothers in Fort Myers. Few people had the money to do that, and even among those who did, southern pride kicked in and they stayed home. Going to Maas Brothers to shop meant you were uppity. Real Southerners shopped from the Sears catalog, they did without air conditioning even if they could afford it, and they never, ever sunbathed or wore sunglasses.

Once you figured out what you wanted from the catalog, you could fill out a form and mail it to Sears. If you wanted faster service and cheaper shipping, which most of us did, you could go to the Sears Service Center. This was not actually a store but a place that resembled a hamburger stand. The one employee for the past five or so years was Robbie-Lee Simpson, the man who had joined our Women’s Literary Society, a move that was either brave or bizarre, depending on your point of view. Robbie-Lee’s job was to “expedite” (his word) your order, whatever that might be. He had, however, shown a special talent for home décor and had developed a loyal following of customers, all women. My own mama had gone to him for advice on ordering curtains. She’d had big plans to redecorate but died before she could finish the job.

Right smack in the middle of Sears catalog week—when the end was in sight but my boss, Marty, was tired and cranky—two things happened at the exact same moment that could have cost me my job. A boy about fourteen years old brought an injured snapping turtle—wrapped in a tarp—right into the post office and asked for my help. And with uncanny timing, my ex-husband, Darryl, showed up and made a scene about how I should be a good wife and move back to Ocala with him.

I was in back with the turtle, which was ripping a hole in the tarp, when I heard Darryl’s voice. “Dora, I need to talk to you,” he said in a tone that made me think he’d been drinking.

The turtle got loose and started moving around underneath the mail-sorting table. The boy had a deep scratch on his left arm already. “You go on home,” I said. “I’ll take it from here. And thanks for bringing him in.”

“Dora, you need to come to your senses and move back home with me,” Darryl was pleading.

“And you need to get the hell out of here!” This from Marty, who had just walked in on this pretty scene. Marty had never liked Darryl much in the first place. “This is my post office! Now get out!”

“This is not your post office,” Darryl yelled back. “It belongs to the United States Government!”

“Why don’t the two of you shut up and help me,” I said. Darryl walked out, but Marty, bless his scared little heart, crouched down and together we pressed our hands firmly on the turtle’s back to keep him steady.

“You see the problem?” I said to Marty. The turtle had a long crack in its shell. We were basically holding the shell together.

“Wow, he’s a goner,” Marty said.

“No,” I said. “Just hang onto him.” I left poor Marty there alone but returned as fast as I could with a roll of duct tape.

“Aw, come on, you dumb critter, I am saving your life,” I said to the turtle. I taped the crack while Marty watched, shaking his head. When I was done, we both jumped back, and I chased the turtle into the restroom and closed the door tightly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take him home later,” I said to Marty. “They calm down after a while.”

I already had three turtles convalescing at my little house—Norma Jean, Myrtle, and Castro. Sometimes they never left, just lived by the little pond in my yard. Norma Jean was the largest one and very territorial. I’d had Norma Jean for years. Norma Jean had even gone to Ocala with me when I got married. Darryl—and I give him credit for this—didn’t seem to mind. Sometimes Norma Jean made a noise that resembled a dog barking. Darryl said instead of a watchdog, I had a watchturtle.

“You know, with all this turtle stuff, maybe you were lucky to get Darryl in the first place,” Marty said, catching his breath. “If he’s willing to put up with that, maybe you ought to go back to him.”

I didn’t say a thing. I’d felt enough pressure already to go back to Darryl. Women didn’t leave their husbands. They just didn’t.

With Marty’s help (and part of a hamburger one of the guys had dumped in the trash) I coaxed my new turtle—I decided to call him Marty—into the rolling cart we used for unloading the mail truck. Once the turtle was in the cart, he settled down long enough for me to get him home. I kept him separate from the others, feeding him sardines (a treat) in a pen I built myself just for this purpose.

The days crawled by, there was no more sign of Darryl, and Marty (the turtle) was doing nicely. The next meeting of the literary society was coming up, and I realized I was looking forward to it with an eagerness that made me feel slightly pathetic. We had finished our first meeting without deciding what book we were going to read—not a great start, I’d say, for a literary society. But as Jackie had said, we were more than that. We were a salon.

We had agreed to meet weekly. (At least we agreed on that.) Jackie would drive. The only one who didn’t need a ride was Miss Lansbury, who owned a small Volvo. Plain Jane, we realized, lived catty-corner to Jackie, so she would be picked up first. I was next.

When the day arrived, I waited in front of the post office complex, as everyone called the butt-ugly building where I worked. To my way of thinking, the word complex was such an overstatement, it made the building seem even smaller. In truth, the complex was just one building with three tenants: the Rexall Pharmacy, the Book Nook (mostly magazines and paperbacks), and the post office, the last being the smallest of the three—so tiny, in fact, that if the name of our town had been any longer, it wouldn’t have fit on the sign.

Waiting there, and looking out at my humble little town, I thought of something Jackie said at the end of our first meeting. When they arrived here, Jackie had tried to get the kids excited about their new hometown, so she took them for a drive. She was trying to stay upbeat for all of their sakes, but then she spied Big Bert, Ernie Sanders’s hound dog, sleeping in the middle of the road. Big Bert was old and didn’t hear too well. We were used to driving around Big Bert, but Jackie, of course, was caught by surprise. She hit the brakes and her car stopped maybe twenty feet from that fool dog. Jackie said Big Bert lifted his head and sniffed. Then he rolled over, rubbed his back in the dirt, yawned, and continued his little siesta. Jackie admitted that she’d thrown the car in park and cried right then and there. This was just off Fifth Avenue, the main road through town. The way she told the story, she seemed to find it funny—after the fact, anyway. But I could surely see her point. She was a long way from Boston.

Standing in front of the so-called complex, I broke one of the time-honored rules for proper southern ladies: I leaned against the building. For some reason this act was associated with pure laziness or something truly wicked, maybe even prostitution. At the moment, I was so hot and tired, I didn’t much care.

While I’d been living up in Ocala, somebody got the brilliant idea to add an outdoor clock and temperature gauge at the bank, directly across from where I stood. The clock tended to be slow or would stop altogether, an annoyance to most people, but to me, it seemed like a message that time had passed me by. As for the temperature gauge, well, no one needed to be reminded that it was hot outside. In fact, some folks in town believed, as I did, that it was better not to know at all, and the exact temperature was a subject best avoided.

By now I was truly tired of waiting. I considered walking to the library, but it had been built north of the new high school and would be too far in the heat. Finally I went into the Rexall, sat at the counter, and ordered a root beer float and a grilled cheese sandwich. By the time Jackie pulled up and tapped the horn twice—assuming, correctly, that I’d emerge from the building—I almost had a handle on my grumpiness.

Jackie’s station wagon looked freshly washed, no small accomplishment when you drive mostly on unpaved roads. I climbed into the backseat and fought the urge to stretch out and go to sleep. But with the windows rolled down, I began to feel something close to human once the car moved forward.

We were on our way to pick up Priscilla at the house where she worked. When we pulled into the drive, I was surprised by the size of the house, which was completely hidden from the road. It was a stucco mansion, probably built in the 1920s, and the kind of place that reminded me that I was dirt poor.

These people were rich—maybe not stinking rich but pretty close. People in Collier County with money were few and far between, and their deep pockets usually had something to do with large-scale agriculture. They might own a place out in the sticks, like a plantation, and a separate house in Naples, which they considered “in town” because there was a doctor, a bank, and the post office. I had a vague recollection that the lady of this house was a distant member of the Toomb family. I’d seen the name in the social pages, back when I’d bothered to read them. The Toombs seemed to ooze money. Even the far-flung relatives had money to burn. I began to wish I’d just stayed home, but as it turned out, I was needed.

Jackie made an awful mistake, one that only a Yankee would make. She pulled up close to the front door, threw the car in park, and hopped out.

I called after her. Jackie should have stayed in the car and waited for Priscilla to come out, but she sashayed—plain as day—right up to the front door and knocked.
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