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END-OF-THE-WORLD BEACH 

Here is how Jake dealt with those three killers who deserved to die.  

Raccoons, he suspected at first, were knocking the metal lids off his trash cans in the 

dark. Something nocturnal, and hungry. He couldn’t hear much over the sound of the sea waves 

unless it was a sharp sound. He couldn’t hear a car driving up slowly, for instance.  

Jake lived year-round at a small place out on Ebbett’s Beach with no electricity and no 

telephone line. He had water service and a propane tank. He had a woodpile. He figured those 

raccoons were in his trash. He looked out his kitchen window into the moonlight and shadows 

falling at hard angles across the cold sand.  

Clairin’s place next door had been closed up for the winter and he saw the three men 

breaking into it. He figured they were looking for a place to have a party. They’d broken the 

bathroom window, and he watched the short one climb through. They didn’t know they were 

being watched. The beach looked empty to them. These were summer places, three or four rooms 

apiece, nothing fancy or expensively-furnished or insulated against the cold winter rains. Jake 

kept no car here. He came and went by boat, which was quicker than driving around the bay.  

The other two men went back to their car and helped a young woman get out. Jake only 

saw their silhouettes in the moonlight but the men looked strong and dangerous and not to be 

crossed. He had no sense of the woman, but she kept her hands to herself and needed help 

walking. Half-drunk, all of them, Jake figured. High above, on the bluff, a night wind lifted cedar 

branches in lumbering waves. Like everything that night, Jake felt it more than he saw it.  

He couldn’t quite read the license plate on the car. It was a newer model. Stolen maybe. 

Three men out for a joyride. He thought of calling the sheriff but his cell phone had died again. 

Every day it’s something. You try to do a good deed, you only get caught in the middle, or hurt, 

or involved. He figured these weren’t local men, they were adult-muscled, well out of high 

school, they’d get after him if they knew he was there.  

He took a long kitchen knife back to bed with him and set his pots and pans on the floor 

to make a ruckus if they broke into the place. Pots and pans. You think he’d own a firearm by 

now, with all the break-ins along the beach the past couple of winters, but he hadn’t owned a 

rifle since his deer-hunting days. Something else marriage took away.  

His father had taught him how to shoot before abandoning the family for another woman. 

A lot of men aren’t meant for families. The problem of money; the nagging routines; it wears 

you down until you’re a grizzled old stone or gone haywire. You look at the news, it’s one man 

after another going haywire. No one raises boys right anymore. They ought to milk us for sperm 

and lock us all up, Jake figured. That’s what happens, in a way, these days, all the young men in 

prison now.   

As he tried to fall sleep again with his thoughts about men, he heard a sharp sound once 

or twice coming from Clairin’s place. Busting up something, no doubt. Getting into the last of 

the liquor, fighting over the woman, he’d heard it all before. It fell silent eventually, even the 

waves and the wind, as the tide pulled itself farther out. A minus tide left Jake’s boat high and 

dry on the mud flat in front of his place, and no way to go anywhere.  

. . 

He was sleeping uneasily when he heard them come knocking at his place later that night. 

Not a loud knock, more like someone testing a wall to locate the studs, four or five times the 
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knocking started up. They had run out of booze, he figured, and were looking for another stash. 

He took his knife in one hand and made his heart into a fist and crawled out of bed among his 

pots and pans and knelt there in the dark, expecting the men to come busting through one of his 

windows, maybe the bedroom window above his head, maybe drop right down onto the point of 

his long knife, eight inches into the gut, and then the other two men would be on him and there’d 

be no hope.  

But the knocking stopped and the windows held quiet and he figured they must have 

moved on to the next place. He couldn’t hear them walking on the sand. No one could. He stood 

up and looked out his bedroom window and heard them knocking next door and then he saw, it 

was only the woman, wearing no clothing. Under a porch light left on year-round he could see 

her pretty well, a scrawny young thing, knocking with both hands held together as if in prayer, 

naked as a baby, wet hair like she’d been out in the rain, but there was no rain. He figured they’d 

thrown her out, or she was taking a shower and climbed through the broken window, but she 

would have grabbed her clothing in that case.  

No answer, and on she went, shuffling up the beach and out of sight, tapping on doors. 

He could have told her all the cabins were empty. You’ll come to a road, though. You can take it 

up to the top of the bluff where the two-lane goes by. You can flag down a ride there. The three 

men woke up, though, and came running out of Clairin’s place like it had caught fire. They 

hustled around, low and dangerous. They snarled at each other like wolves and Jake sat tight 

under his bedroom window with his knife and his cookware as they grabbed their things, got in 

their car, and drove off slowly, looking for the girl. And that was the last of it. That was 

everything Jake saw.  

. . 

He didn’t want those men circling back after him, for turning them in, so he kept quiet 

about it and called no one and figured he’d tell the sheriff he had slept through it if he was asked. 

You can’t hear much over the waves and the wind, after all. But the police never came. No one 

came. He thought he’d call Clairins and tell them about it but he took a look inside their place in 

the morning and he couldn’t find much busted or stolen. People don’t leave much of value in 

these places over the winter. He could repair the window glass himself. He’d done it before.  

He cleaned up a few things inside. They’d used the beds and gotten into the refrigerator. 

He wiped up the counters. He picked up a few beer cans and took them back to his place to 

throw out. Clairins had electricity and a small washing machine and a dryer and he did a load of 

their bedding and towels. There was a lot of water on the bathroom floor and he mopped it up. 

He swept up the broken glass. He saw no sign of the woman’s clothing. He checked the freezer 

section of the refrigerator, and his frozen salmon and fish bait were still in there. Nothing you’d 

mess with during a break-in, but it was the most valuable thing in the place, as far as his needs.  

Outside, on the hard sand where they’d parked their car, he found a set of keys on a ring, 

with a tag. “Jordan,” it said. Serves them right to lose a set of their own keys, he thought. He 

tossed them as high as he could up the bluff into the blackberry vines and cedar trees. Then he 

locked up the cabin and returned to his own place. Maybe they’d come back one day for those 

keys, he thought.  

Jake was no hermit, but he found city life too busy and unimportant for him. Too full of 

other people’s troubles. He preferred the blue herons and bald eagles eyeing the water at low tide 

for a meal. He preferred the harbor seals diving for Dungeness crab. He dug his own clams and 

fished for salmon when they were running in the fall. He scraped mussels off the buoy lines and 



End-of-the-World Beach  by Scott Tucker 

shore rocks. He kept a vegetable garden across the road, up against the bluff in the sun, and grew 

enough root crops to get himself through the winter. Soups and fish stew. He was off the grid, he 

figured. Or nearly off the grid.  

When people asked him, How can you stand living alone all winter, out there on that cold 

beach, he told them—Part of growing food is letting the soil rest over winter, letting the sea have 

its day. 

Still, he was no hermit. He spent Christmas with his daughter and her family in Los 

Angeles. He read the Seattle Times, which was delivered to his place on the beach late each 

morning. He kept busy in the summer, talking with guests and residents up and down the shore, 

and dispensing wisdom on life in these parts. He knew the history of the bay. He knew the 

families who owned these cabins two generations back. He knew what needed knowing, on that 

singular spit of sand and sea.  

Then, on his annual Christmas trip to Los Angeles, like a winter gale blowing in against 

the beach and bluff, Jake’s own Second Coming arrived hard.  

. . 

“Show Grandpa.” 

“Here, Grandpa, watch this.”  

Katy showed him her new phone, how it worked as a camera, as a web browser, as a 

webcam, how it stored her books for eighth grade, how she still could use it for texting her 

friends.  

“We could webcam you at your cabin,” she said, “if you’d buy some electricity. You just 

need enough to charge your batteries.” 

“I’ll look into it,” he said.  

“You won’t,” she said. 

“Let me see it,” he said. 

She handed him the phone.  

“You can get your newspaper on it,” she said.  

“I start fires with my newspapers,” he said, “in the fireplace.” He brushed his hair from 

his eyes. It was longer than Katy’s. 

“I can give you a haircut if you want,” she said.  

“Sure,” he said.  

“Really?” 

“Sure. It ain’t hard,” he said. He handed her back the phone.  

“They have a version that’s solar-powered,” she said. “It’s only a phone, though.”   

“Let’s get dinner on the table,” her mother called from the kitchen.  

They were Jake’s family, all right, all of them straight-haired and tall, with a quietness 

about their eyes, stooped at the shoulders so as not to be noticed in a crowd.  

“It smells like fine food,” Jake said.  

“Your father will be late,” she told Katy. “We’ll start without him.”  

. . 

Watching the sunrise over Pasadena, Jake read the Los Angeles Times the next morning 

under palm trees outside a strip mall coffee shop near his daughter’s house. She didn’t subscribe 

to newspapers anymore. She used the Internet. He considered the headlines in the Times. World 
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leaders to meet next week. NFL playoffs. Three men in custody. One caught his attention. Three 

men in custody. One of them shorter in the picture than the others, walking into court.  

They’d caused a scene at their arraignment, their mothers and sisters throwing stones at 

the judge. Stones, like a chapter out of the Bible. The men were being charged with torturing and 

killing a young woman from Hong Kong. They’d drugged her in a bar and kidnapped her up in 

British Columbia. The victim’s family was distraught, and had flown all the way from Hong 

Kong to Los Angeles for the court hearing.  

One of the men had confessed, to get a better deal. The short one. As he told it, they had 

driven the victim down the coast from B.C. to Los Angeles, waterboarding her in hotel rooms 

and raping her along the way. They broke into places when they needed money or a place to 

spend the night for free. Her name was Jordan—or at least, that was how her Chinese name 

sounded to her friends in Vancouver, B.C.  

“Jordan,” he said to himself. “That’s a helluva thing.”  

His coffee turned cold in his stomach. 

They killed her in Los Angeles by hanging her by a noose off a freeway overpass. Traffic 

cameras had a good photo of the shorter man standing watch, but not the other two. They were 

off-camera, doing the hanging. The short man told the police they hated the Chinese. The 

Chinese had taken their jobs. The men were attacking the nation of China by attacking one of its 

women.  

Jake turned the page. He didn’t want Katy to read the article. He’d brought her with him 

to the strip mall and she was sitting across from him sipping a tall double-shot mocha, no whip, 

texting her friends while he read the paper. Her mother didn’t know she drank coffee. Jake didn’t 

mind, she was 14, she was old enough to drink a cup of coffee.  

“Show me how you follow news on that thing,” he asked her.  

The three men lived in Seattle, he learned from Katy’s phone. Their families had flown 

from Seattle to Los Angeles for the court appearance. Stones do not set off a metal detector. He 

watched footage of the women yelling at the judge and throwing their stones. Their brothers 

were innocent, they yelled. The police had no evidence, only what the short one said, they were 

rounding up Mexicans because it was California and they were all racists in California. The court 

bailiffs tasered these relatives, these mothers and sisters, and dragged them out into the hall like 

sacks of flour.  

In the back row of the courtroom, the family of the victim huddled together and wept. 

There was a picture of them, holding each other to keep from collapsing.  

The stones were smooth, like stones you’d find along a river. There was a picture of the 

court bailiff’s hand, holding them, collected like Easter eggs from the courtroom floor.  

“Show me how you text people,” Jake asked his granddaughter.  

. . 

He saw it all pretty clearly after that. He took up deer-hunting again, and bought himself 

a nice used rifle and a long-range scope advertised on the bulletin board at a bait shop. A good 

Remington 7600, a good open-country rifle. He kept to himself the rest of the winter and bought 

a phone like Katy’s. He kept the charger plugged in over at Clairin’s place, and followed the 

news. You can follow a story pretty closely online. You can follow up on tangents that interest 

you, like home addresses and places of employment, store hours, the chatter on the Internet. It 

passed the time nicely during the winter rains in the Pacific Northwest.  
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The three men went to trial in Los Angeles eventually and were all acquitted by a jury of 

Mexican Americans and a couple of fellows who failed to disclose they had also lost their jobs to 

the Chinese, like the defendants. A jury of one’s peers. Even the shorter defendant, who had 

confessed, was acquitted. You don’t convict the look-out man and let the hangmen go.  

Jake watched a video of the three men on the Internet embracing their stone-throwing 

relatives and boarding a flight home to Seattle, smiling and waving to the cameras. Anyone 

could’ve been angered over that, he figured. He set himself to enjoying his summer on Ebbett’s 

Beach with all the cabins full of residents and the Clairins to talk to and his vegetable garden to 

tend. There were more teenagers this year than last year, but they would grow up soon and it 

would be quiet again for a few years. It cycled through. A couple of families were renting their 

places out, week by week. The variety was nice for Jake, seeing new faces and boats, all the way 

through to September.   

Chinook and Coho had a good run in the fall and he smoked 20 or 30 pounds of salmon 

and froze the rest in Clairins freezer once they had pulled out again for Arizona. The rains 

arrived on time and he had the beach to himself by the first of October.  

. . 

“There you are,” he told himself. “Easy does it now. Mind the wind.”  

His eye to the scope, Jake squeezed the trigger quick and sure, and the woman dropped in 

the parking lot beside her car like a buck in a stand of aspen. She went to her knees just the same 

as a deer, and tumbled to the earth with her purse still on her shoulder. He half expected autumn 

leaves to kick up as she fell. He cleaned around himself carefully and walked out to his truck, 

half a mile through the trees, then a long drive north and across to Ebbett’s Beach by boat. This 

was his third doe of the season. They would see the connection now. One female relative apiece. 

He planned an extra one, so they’d never be sure it was over. He’d wait a full year for that shot. 

Who would they be stoning then?  

It was time to send the text message. He spent the day driving to Seattle and he lifted a 

cell phone from a woman’s purse in a small grocery store, one he knew had no security cameras 

inside or outside. He tapped out his message and sent it, sitting in his truck. The message went to 

the three men at their unlisted telephone numbers. It went to the news stations. It went to Hong 

Kong. Then he slipped the phone into the purse of another customer heading back into the store.  

The text message read, “Now you know what it means, to lose a woman from your own 

family, to a violent man and a coward. Now you know how it feels, what you’ve done in this 

world.”  

One more shot and then that rifle would be buried forever, along with his phone and his 

ammunition, under a section of bluff and blackberry vines down the beach past all the other 

homes. He figured the rains might bring that bluff down someday, and maybe that gun would be 

found, but he and his family would be long gone by then. His daughter and his granddaughter 

and on it went, the way it ought to go, if men would only stay out of it.   

 


