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“Who do ya like in the Open, Joel?”

It was five in the morning after Matt's abduction, and Joel Pringle was loading the last of his packages into a white van with a blue lightening bolt zigzagging through the words: BLUE STREAK DELIVERY. The Blue Streak dispatcher asked that question.

“I'm sticking with our Scot, Allan MacGregor. He's in fourth place, overdue to win a major, and at fifty to one going in. It’s a good bet.”

“How about the Japanese player and that Yank, Scott Beckman?” The dispatcher asked.

“No way. Our weather today is going to blow those two out of the tournament.”

Joel had wagered ten pounds on MacGregor at the Barkley Betting Shop in Glasgow. MacGregor's proven ability in bad weather bolstered his hope for a win to reap a payoff of 500 pounds.

The dispatcher handed Joel the load manifest. He skimmed over it, noting only a few parcels would be delivered enroute from Prestwick. Packages for the Turnberry Hotel made up the majority of his load. Included were golf products for the tented Expo area and expedited deliveries for hotel guests who'd forgotten medication, contact lenses, or the like. 

He left the loading dock and drove south toward his first delivery in Ayr. Clouds hung low to mask the attempt of a rising sun to lighten up the lead-gray sky, and once beyond Ayr, sprinkles of rain begun. Joel switched the windshield wipers on slow and continued driving toward darker skies. 

As he drove south, Joel thought about the golfers who would play Turnberry that day. They would be facing rain and strong winds after being spoiled by two days of calm, and it would be a true test of their skills. Most all of Scotland would be watching to see how the foreign golfers handle the elements so much a part of golf as it was played in their country. 

When the van entered the village of Maidens, Joel switched the wiper blades to high speed. Frequent bursts of rain slammed at the right side of his van as strong gusts blew in from the Firth of Clyde. The Ailsa Craig island was well hidden in the clouds. 

The Blue Streak van pulled up to the guard shack at Turnberry's entrance gate. It was an hour before the first tee time. The crowd was light, but six security guards were on duty there. Joel thought this strange until he was told there'd been a bomb threat, and Security would be inspecting each package in his delivery lot. Joel unloaded his van and received a signature receipt from Turnberry Security Chief, Randal Lyle, who assured him the parcels would be delivered after the inspection. 

The large drop of packages at Turnberry would allow Joel to finish his route an hours earlier, and get on the road to Glasgow. Soon, he would be cheering MacGregor on inside a warm, dry pub, watching the BBC television broadcast of the Open.


 Lyle directed the guards to begin their inspection of the Blue Streak deliveries. Not long after, he was called over to a bench where a small box had been opened by one of his men. The man's normal red flush had drained. His face was pale, and his bulging eyes were fixed on the box he'd just opened. Lyle looked down at its contents.


Resting on top of some red-stained cotton was a gold earring hooked into some flesh that resembled an earlobe. Both men stood there gazing down at the bloody contents of the package. That alone was alarming, but what really startled them were the words on a note inside the box.

The security head, Lyle, asked, “To whom is this package addressed?”


A gasp of air is expelled along with the guard's answer. “Scott Beckman, sir.”


“Go find Mr. Beckman and bring him to my office.”                                                       

