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Jade Street 

 
 
Robby says there’s something wrong with Jade Street. 
 He would know, too. He’s a senior guy so he knows almost everything. We hang 
sometimes in the old parking lot after school and even though my mama told me not to 
smoke he sure looks cool with a cig in his mouth. Greasers hop up here all the time to burn 
rubber in front of their girls, sometimes even fumble around in the back seat of their cars. 
Robby’s got a rod but he doesn’t burn, says it lays the tires bald and he isn’t made outta 
bread anyway. He says I’m not his girl either, says sophomores are too young, but he calls 
me baby and sometimes I even catch him looking at my legs. Robby’s cool as a cat. He’s 
gonna be my first kiss. 
 He sucks the cigarette between his teeth and runs smoke over his tongue. “I know 
your little friend Dahlia moved to Jade, but I’m not kidding,” he says. I don’t know anyone 
who holds a cigarette in their lips like Robby does. All soft and velvet with a touch of bite. 
He drags it slow and hot. “Don’t hang on Jade tonight, Lizzy. Just trust me, baby.” Robby’s 
guy Dennis rounds the corner, sees us, and whistles. 
 “Not even going to tell me why? You’re worried some Joe’s gonna pick me up, aren’t 
you.” I flutter my eyelashes like Mama does at the milkman when Daddy’s at work. She 
melts him into a puddle every Tuesday. “You jealous, Robby? Of little old me?” 
 Dennis catcalls too rough and Robby stares his down until he quiets, cowed. “I’m 
fuckin’ serious.” The cig glows red-hot. “Had a kid friend who lived there. It wasn’t right, 
after that. Shit happens there—bad shit.” He bites the smoke hard enough to leave tooth 
marks, little shadows in the whiteness. “He died, understand? He died. It’s off since then, 
Lizzy, just plain off.” Robby puffs one last time. “Makes you not right in the head. You dig 
me?” 
 Oh, Robby baby, do I ever. “Yeah. I dig you.” 
 Robby drops the cigarette and grinds it under his heel in one twist. He walks to 
Dennis, claps him on the shoulder. Dennis grins crooked at me. Right before they round the 
corner, Robby drawls, “Catch you around, Lizzy babe,” and flicks his two fingers in a half-
salute. It makes me melt. 
 I sling my knapsack and trot off. Robby’s gonna be my first smooch, all right, but I 
promised Dahlia I’d have supper at hers tonight and some ghost isn’t gonna scare me. We 
go to church every Sunday and drink Jesus Christ’s blood and eat a cracker and pray it all 
away and then we’re saved. I’ve eaten so many darn crackers the Lord’s gotta owe me 
something. 
 Dahlia moved to Jade real recent cause her pop had been hoofing the maid and her 
mama couldn’t keep it quiet. Dahlia’s got a little brother too. Daddy said it takes a special 
gal to keep the horse in the stable and Mama said a real wife is woman enough to keep her 
man from straying. Then Daddy said besides, having a divorced woman in the 
nieghbourhood brings property values down and Mama sniffed and said Elizabeth, I don’t 
want you with that Dahlia girl, you hear? 
 Dahlia’s my best friend so fat chance in fat city. Looks like Robby doesn’t want me 
to see her either but thing is I bought her a friendship bracelet once and she wears it every 
day. Robby’s always been chilly, maybe distant, but he calls me baby and Sixteen says fellas 
try to impress girls by turning into knockerheads. Flirting by the textbook. Except about 
this. A silly street with a silly ghost. As if. Just pavement and houses and a rickety old JADE 
sign that tips in the breeze. He was mad about this, like something was wrong. Bad wrong. 
Evil wrong. 
 But Robby’s just got a jumpy imagination is all, a bit cranked up, and honest, it’s a 
big tragic event his childhood pal died but I just don’t know what that’s got to do with me. I 
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bet he just said it so I’d feel bad for him and pucker up. The Lord says there isn’t such thing 
as ghosts, other than Jesus I gather, but the term everyone prefers is resurrected and Easter’s 
always gotten me chocolate. 
 Anyhow I’m already coming up to Jade and I’ve never been down it before even 
though I live just five blocks away, a left and two rights. The sign always creaked when I go 
by, the poor rusted thing. Dahlia told me she lives four houses down just around the turn so 
I gotta do it. Besides if I look straight ahead my eyes play a little trick like there’s something 
behind the sign, something black and waiting, but if I look clear at it there’s nothing. Just 
JADE.  
 I can’t help to pause. That silly Robby rattled me, just like he meant to, I bet. 
Thought it would be funny to prank a sophomore girl like me and maybe I’d cuddle up to 
him for his trouble. Thought it would be a real tickle. I’m not feeling so tickled. 
 Jade’s cement webs into cracks, splits off into driveways filled with dusty Fords and 
even one Aston Martin. The pavement ends real abrupt, not even in a cul-de-sac or a 
roundabout or anything. It just ends. There’s maybe about ten houses dimmed and faint 
through the dusk, like they’re not quite ready for nightfall yet, not ready for a sky without a 
moon. Most of the lawns are trim, edges sliced clean as a razor, and further into the dark I 
see a smear of bubblegum pressed into the road, bleached black by tires. Seems like a 
normal street but seems off. Seems like nothing’s wrong but something’s wrong. Feels like 
there’s something watching. 
 But I gotta do it so I do, I step onto Jade, pass the sign, walk in the middle of the 
street cause there’s no sidewalks and I don’t wanna be anywhere near those edges. Dahlia 
said her house was the one with huge paned windows. I see it, three houses down, lit 
brighter than the others. Her front door looks like eyes, carved closed and a mouth only just 
parted. I got jeebies climbing all the way up my back so I hurry toward the closed eyes and 
try not to think about how dark Jade is. 
 Across the street, a blackberry bush flutters. 
 Or is it salal? Does it have thorns? Jesus Christ like that matters cause I gotta trot, 
rush, run if I can—I’m running, I hate the dark, and oh I wish Robby were here—I’m 
running and out of the corner of my eye something comes outta the bush, something 
blacker than the dark, a dog maybe but it’s too human, a cat maybe but it’s too big. And it’s 
small like a child and it lifts an arm and I think it’s looking at me, watching, and Robby Robby 
Robby why aren’t you here? It moves and I can see fingers, stretched out, moving just the 
slightest bit toward me and I run up the driveway and pound on the door with eyes, “Dahlia! 
Dahlia!” and it swings open and there, standing in the light, is Dahlia’s little brother Jeffrey. 
 “Hiya Liz! Lizzy Liz Liz Lizard.” He beams at me.  
 Oh Lord, forgive me for using your voice in vain. I turn and look clear at the bush 
but there’s nothing there. 
 “Jeffrey—did you see!” My heart pumps so darn fast it’s hard to take a breath. 
 Jeffrey peers into the dark with as much authority a five-year-old can have. “It’s 
probably just Freddy,” he says, and waves toward the bush.  
 “Freddy?” 
 “He likes to hide.” Jeffrey shuts the door behind me. The house is warm with 
wooden floors and shag carpet. Elvis croons on the radio in the next room. Dahlia hops 
over, her skirt flouncing as she skips. 
 “Hi Liz,” she says, “nice, huh?” 
 “Real nice,” I say, “Dahlia, there was something in the bush—it—” 
 “Freddy was watching her,” Jeffrey interrupts. 
 Dahlia rolls her eyes. “Freddy watches a lot, doesn’t he?” She leans to me and says, 
“Imaginary friend. Go away, Jeff.” She pauses until he skips out. “Liz, I was thinking—
Robby’s friend Dennis, I was thinking maybe you could introduce me to him, maybe 
tomorrow night—” 
 I can’t listen. I feel silly but my heart’s pounding through my ribcage. Dahlia’s mama 
calls us into the kitchen and the four of us sit and eat a roast that’s bland and drink milk 



	

	 3	

that’s almost off. I try not to think of the bush or Jade Street, I try to listen to Dahlia’s 
mama telling me she works night shifts to keep the family clothed and telling me she thinks 
it’s good riddance to Dahlia’s pop, the cheater, and asking me oh, sorry Liz sweetie, would 
you like some peas? 
 I beg her to drive me home after dinner and she says oh yes, of course dear. The 
garage door opens mechanically and we back out of the driveway. The bushes are 
motionless. I’m starting to feel real silly now. 
 Later that night, when I’m in bed, I scrunch up the blanket under my chin, stare at 
the moon outside of my window and think about Jade Street. 

· 
The next morning in homeroom Dahlia pokes me in the back. “Liz. My mother had to take 
a graveyard shift tonight. She’s gonna be at the factory until dawn.” 
 The teacher’s got eyes like a hawk so I turn just a bit and hiss, “So?” 
 “So I know where the key to the liquor cabinet is. Mother’s useless at hiding it.” She 
pushes the chewed eraser into my shoulder. “Maybe you could bring Robby and Dennis 
over? You know. Officially introduce us.” 
 I’m not so sure. Last night was too much with Jeffrey’s friend. I know the Lord’s got 
me, thank you Jesus, but the whole thing gave me the jeebies and I don’t have any Christ 
crackers here. Besides, I’ve never had a drink anyway, not other than when Daddy gave me a 
sip of his scotch and I nearly choked it back up it tasted so bad. 
 But Robby. When I woke up this morning I thought hey, the whole thing was 
probably just in my imagination. Probably dreamt the whole thing up. Honest, Robby just 
rattled me. I feel like a stupid little girl and that’s the last thing I want to feel like. I bet a 
kiss from Robby would be just the thing. The way his lips hugged that smoke, the way he 
looks at me, the way he says baby. I bet he’s an expert kisser. I bet he could protect me from 
any silly old street. 
 I turn around real quick, tap on Dahlia’s desk and dip my head once in a yes. Dahlia 
beams. Now I just gotta convince Robby. 

· 
After class I head up to the senior’s hallway. The senior boys have got this way of looking at 
a girl that sophomore boys don’t have yet—a sort of hunger in the way they look at a girl’s 
chest, her tummy, her rump. When Mama first bought me a bra she told me, she said, 
Careful out there, Lizzy. Men’ll start looking at you in terms of intimacy now, like you owe 
‘em something. Careful. 
 Robby’s leaning against his locker, talking to Dennis, but once he sees me he 
straightens up, eyebrows arched. “Lizzy,” he says, “aren’t you a treat?” 
 “Dahlia wants you and Dennis to come over tonight cause her Mama’s gone and she 
has a key to the liquor.” My tongue’s all flustered. 
 “Well, Lizzy,” Robby drawls, “will you be there, or does Dahlia want both of us fellas 
to herself?” Dennis grins crooked. 
 “No, I’m—I’ll be there too.” Robby smirks and drapes an arm over my shoulders. 
“Robby.” I gotta whisper this part. “Thing is, it’s on Jade.” 
 It’s like I turned a switch. Robby’s smile slides off his face and he whips his arm off 
me so rough I stumble. “What the hell you thinking, Liz? Did I stutter? You just ignoring 
me now?” He leans in close and his breath smells of clove. “Stay the fuck away from that 
place, you hear? Stay away.” 
 “Robby!” Dennis looks surprised. “What the hell you doing, man? Lizzy’s got a nice 
friend who wants to meet me. Lizzy’s friend’s got a nice, empty house. And booze, for 
Chrissake.” He pulls Robby a couple lockers away from me and the two of them hiss at each 
other. I can’t hear a thing. 
 Finally Robby throws his palms in the air and Dennis grins his win, bent and wolfish. 
Robby moves closer and tells me, “I’ll pick you up at eight. Upper parking lot. Got it?” 
 “Got it!” My knees feel giddy. 
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 “And Lizzy?” Robby leans in close until I’m up against his locker, books clasped 
between us. “Keep your smarts about you tonight.” He straightens up and the air rushes to 
fill the gap between us. 

· 
Robby rumbles up in his car about a quarter after eight, when the sky is past dark and my 
breath puffs out in steam. “Hop in,” he says, and his words are so short and cold I’m afraid 
he’s mad at me. 
 We come up to Jade. Robby flicks his signal with his pinky and it’s almost violent. 
He turns the wheel and we roll up the street, the bushes just as still as they ever were. I 
don’t see anything anywhere. It’s silly but I feel a bit nervous. Not about having my first kiss 
but about the stupid street. 
 I point at Dahlia’s driveway. The eyes on the door look like they’re just about to 
open. Robby leaves the keys in the ignition and gets out, stands to stare at the sky. “We 
shouldn’t be here,” he says. 
 “Funny how your eyes play tricks on you,” Dennis says, staring at a bush. 
 I can never seen the moon when I’m on Jade, like it’s hiding behind a tree or a house 
somewhere. The car door squeaks shut and I walk up to Dahlia’s door as fast as I can 
without looking like a little girl cause tonight I gotta be far from little. Dahlia opens the 
door up. She’s wearing lipstick and eye shadow, probably something she stole from her 
mama, but the red looks good and she’s curled her hair nice. She makes eyes at me like she’s 
nervous. 
 Robby looks nervous, almost, scared if I didn’t know better. Dennis, though, looks 
cool as a cat. He struts into the house and puts his arm around Dahlia like they’ve known 
each other their entire life. “Heard you got a crush on me,” he says and Dahlia giggles.  
 Dennis swaggers around the kitchen like he owns the place, opens cupboards and 
drawers and looks at Dahlia with hungry eyes. “Let me make you ladies a drink,” he says. 
Robby leans against the counter, arms crossed. He won’t look at me so I pretend I won’t 
look at him either. The whole thing just feels plain wrong. 
 Dennis pulls out a big sloshing bottle of vodka and takes a gulp. He sets the bottle 
down too rough so the liquid drips and forms rings of vodka on the countertop. He snatches 
four glasses out of the cupboards and pours booze into each of them, takes a look, and spills 
a bit more. The clock above the kitchen table ticks loud and hard and Dahlia smiles a bit, 
nervous, uncomfortable, and through the window a tiny breeze stirs the edges of the lawn. 
Dennis tops the glasses with orange juice and pushes one cup toward me, one toward 
Dahlia. He tips his head back and chugs, gulp after gulp, until he’s swallowed the whole darn 
thing. He bows, the idiot. Dahlia starts drinking too, big gulps just like he did. 
 Robby puts his hand over mine and says softly, “Hold off.” He’s more serious than I 
ever saw, more cautious. Like he doesn’t even care about being cool anymore, like he’s too 
nervous. 
 And then for one single second the lights flicker and Dahlia screams and Dennis yells 
boo and the tension cuts and falls away. Even Robby chuckles a bit, relaxes his hold and 
smirks. He even reaches for his own drink. 
 And then the four of drink and the vodka doesn’t taste so bad as long as there’s 
orange juice in it. I dunno why Robby was ever so mad about this place cause the tips of my 
fingers are getting so warm and my cheeks buzz straight off my bones. No wonder people 
drink this alcohol stuff if it makes you feel like this, no wonder. Thank you Jesus, and I 
mean that honest cause I feel so darn good. It’s not just my knees that are giddy anymore but 
all of me, my head, face, neck arms tummy legs and everything, just everything. Even the 
silly kitchen feels giddy and I can’t feel a kitchen. Dahlia spins on the kitchen stool and 
nearly falls off and Dennis catches her, laughing, and she’s in his arms and Mama said 
careful, careful, but now he’s bent over her and it looks like he’s eating her face and the 
whole darn room is spinning. 
 And then something crashes upstairs, something loud. It’s coming down the stairs, 
hopping down each step to come at us, to come into the kitchen. Should I run, could I even 
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stand? Would it see me if I hid? “Robby,” I say and it comes out so breathy it might have 
even sounded sexy if I wasn’t so scared. Robby stands, balls his hands up in fists, and the 
weight of the thing gets louder and louder until it’s on the last step of the staircase, the 
room spinning, it’s on the shag carpet in the living room, the sky is so dark and it’s pattering 
over and I close my eyes cause I can’t look, can’t see it, and I hear it and there it is and 
Dahlia sighs and says, “You little freak!” 
 Jeffrey. Just little Jeffrey. Robby deflates. Dennis seems real oblivious that he’s got 
lipstick smeared all over his mouth. He crouches down, pats Jeffrey on the head and says, 
“Hey there, buddy! Didn’t know anyone else was in here!” 
 “I told you to stay in your room,” Dahlia hisses. 
 Jeffrey shrugs. “Freddy got bored so we came down.” 
 And then something explodes beside me and it’s Robby, it’s Robby, he’s up out of his 
chair and he spilled vodka all over his jacket and his face is white, so white. “Who—” he 
whispers but he can barely finish the sentence and Dennis stands, a ruddy red rubbed into 
his cheeks, and I reach out but I think I’m drunk, oh so drunk, and Robby sways and 
stomps over to Jeffrey and Dahlia yelps a little but all he does is crouch, grab Jeffrey by the 
shoulders and say, “Who?” 
 “Freddy,” Jeffrey says, a bit frightened. 
 “Get off my brother!” Dahlia shrieks. 
 Robby sways and stumbles out of the room and Dennis swears and I’m up too, I 
follow him to the front door and he opens it and stands on the porch, chest heaving, and 
there’s still no moon and he won’t look at me for a second, stares up at the black sky and out 
of the corner of my eye a bush rustles. The sky spins. 
 The door clicks shut behind us. It’s cold out here, chilly, and I tell Robby cause in 
the movies the guy always gives the girl his leather jacket, that’s how it works. But he still 
won’t look at me, he’s looking over my head and he’s sort of pale and he closes his eyes up 
tight, real tight. I feel so drunk. “Robby, you okay?” Maybe he had too much to drink too 
but didn’t seem like it, he’s drank before. He isn’t a silly little girl like me. 
 He looks down at me and says, “Freddy” and I say, “What?”  
 And he says, “Freddy died when we were six.”  
 I can’t say anything, I don’t know what to say, but the bush rustles again and I can’t 
help it, I shriek so loud that Robby jumps and swears and there’s something around the 
corner of the house, standing there in the driveway, I can hear it breathing at us, waiting for 
us, and I am so scared so scared so drunk— 
 Robby jumps off the corner and he moves around the porch and I shriek his name, 
don’t leave me, don’t leave me, and something hits the siding hard and there has never been 
any moon, has there, just dark and black on this street, just creatures you can’t look at and 
dead children. I turn around and try to open the door but my fingers fumble and there’s so 
much vodka in my blood, so much, Jesus, Jesus, please help me please—and I hear something 
right behind me and I turn and it’s Robby and he won’t look at me again, he’s off, he’s pale, 
but he’s not right. 
 I look at him and say “Robby” and he doesn’t answer so I pat his face and finally he 
looks down at me, looks down so sharp I can feel him on my lips and his eyes are wide open, 
pupils so tiny, almost slits, even though it’s dark out. 
 And he moves so fast, so darn fast I can’t even track his fingers, he runs his fingers 
through my hair and pulls my head back so hard that I yelp a bit cause it hurts and I say 
Robby, Robby! but he doesn’t stop, pushes me up against the door with closed eyes and all I 
see is the sky. The sky with no moon. And out of the corner of my eye the bushes are still 
and the edges are cut with razors. Robby runs his mouth down my neck but I don’t like it, I 
don’t like what’s happening, Mama told me to be careful and I say stop Robby stop stop stop 
but he doesn’t, he doesn’t, one hand knotted in my hair and the other on the wall beside me 
and I can hear Dahlia laughing and I think Robby might be smelling my neck, running his 
nose up into my scalp and down into my collarbone and I say stop stop stop. 
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 He lifts his face up and his eyes are white, so white in the dark, I can’t see any pupils 
anymore and he twitches his head to the side, puts his mouth to my ear and whispers, 
“Who’s Robby?” 
 The door slams open and Dennis stands in the doorway with Jeffrey at his side. 
“What the fuck are you doing, man? She said stop!” Robby jumps back like a scared cat but 
his fingers are still entwined in my hair so my head jerks with his arm and I can’t help it, I 
start to cry. Dennis swears and jumps forward, gets between Robby and me and rips his 
hand out of my hair. “What the fuck, man?” he says again and Robby’s panting, panicked, 
and his eyes are normal again and he opens his mouth and gasps like a fish. He bends over 
into the bush and throws up.  
 “How much did you drink,” Dennis says, disgusted. 
 I look at Jeffrey and Jeffrey looks at me and says, “I wasn’t Freddy’s only friend, you 
know.” 
 I beg Dennis to drive me home. He says he can’t, says he had too much to drink and 
that I’ll just have to wait and he’s sorry, he’s sorry for what fucking Robby did, never 
thought he was that kind of guy and he’ll spend the rest of the night with me if I need it. 
Dennis boosts Robby under the shoulder and the two of them stumble inside but before 
they pass the threshold Robby looks back at me and his pupils are big, black, human, and he 
croaks, “Liz.” He reaches his hand out to me and his finger is wrapped in a hair of mine, so 
tight the nail looks bruised and purple. 
 I wait until they’re inside before I stumble over to Robby’s car cause I know, I 
remember, he left the keys in here and I’ve never driven but it shouldn’t be that hard. So I 
get in behind the wheel, watch the sky spin and back out of the driveway, screech into the 
road, ignore Dennis yelling Liz, Liz, ignore Dahlia screaming, and I drive down Jade. 
 The ground won’t stop moving and I gas, faster, faster, burn Robby’s rubber all over 
Jade and the sign creaks violent and I can’t hit the brakes fast enough and the car slams into 
it so hard my head hits the wheel and the airbag pops out and smashes into my face, a red, 
red pain behind my eyes, a burning trickling down my arm, the pressure mounting in my 
head. God, dear God, help me. But there’s only silence, only silence and the slow, slow creak of 
Jade Street. 
 A pattering. Two small feet. I can’t look, the airbag has me pinned against the seat. 
Can’t turn, can only see the tiny sliver of blackened street. A tiny shadow, a tiny silhouette, 
maybe a dog but too human, maybe a cat but too big. There’s never been moonlight on Jade 
and God, God is gone. 
 A small, small voice. Whisper, soft and sweet. “Who’s Robby?” 


