
Seven Minutes in Belfast

Harvey Stanbrough

a Blackwell Ops short story from StoneThread Publishing

To give the reader more of a sample, the front matter appears at the end.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Seven Minutes in Belfast (Blackwell Ops)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Seven Minutes in Belfast

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1

[image: image]


As he moved along the sidewalk, Henry Gordon clenched the collar of his coat tightly against the icy drizzle in the Belfast night. His right hand, shoved deep into his coat pocket, gripped a 9mm Beretta pistol. The front of his fedora was pulled down grimly, the ice pellets tapping a rapid rhythm against it. 

Only a few others were out this late at night, mostly men, all only shadows in the darkness between the rain-streaked cones of light at the streetlamps. All were moving in the opposite direction, their shoulders hunched against the freezing rain under hats or caps, mufflers around their necks, and their hands in the pockets of their coats. 

Henry pressed on through his visible breath, his head down. He focused on the sidewalk a few steps ahead. It wouldn’t do to be surprised by a patch of ice, maybe turn an ankle or wrench his back. Besides, he knew his destination. He’d walked the route three times in as many days, always at night. Each time the walk took seven minutes. Each time his target exited the hotel restaurant, always right on time. 

As Henry approached the first corner, a pedestrian, shoulders hunched and hurrying along his way, stepped up from the street into the cone of rain-streaked light and loomed in front of him. The man mumbled, “Hey, watch it,” and he shoulders of their coats brushed against each other as the man blithely sidestepped and continued on his way.

Henry barely heard him and didn’t respond, his gaze still locked a few feet ahead. Ice was always more likely in the street. 

Only a few minutes to go.
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The job surprised him. 

He was supposed to be on a weeks’ R&R. But on the sixth day his VaporStream device signaled an incoming message with that ominous tone. He had just stepped out of a relaxing shower in his friend’s rented flat—the friend had gone on holiday to Cassis in the south of France—so the job had taken him by surprise. 

He’d finished drying himself as he exited the bathroom, then draped the towel over the arm of the recliner and bent to pick up the device from the table alongside it. He pressed the On button and read the light green text that appeared on the dark background.


Antonio Carizzi, Fitzwilliam Hotel. 

Exits the café nightly at 10:15 with 

one other. Flying out on the 7th.

TWP. 



He read over the message again, committing it to memory: 

Line one—Antonio Carizzi would be easy enough to spot even at night. He was a hefty gentleman who dressed grandly, befitting his status as a major capo in the Belinni organization in Cecily. And the Fitzwilliam was only a few blocks up the street to the west.

Line two—exits the café at 10:15.

Every time? 

Today was only the 3rd, so Henry had time for due diligence. He would walk the route on three consecutive nights, albeit on the opposite side of the street. When the time came, it wouldn’t do to have Carizzi or the “one other” see him coming and recognize him from previous nights. 

Line three—Carizzi planned to fly out on the 7th. Only he wouldn’t. Not this time. 

And line four—terminate with prejudice. 

Well, that would be easy enough. Usually Henry preferred using a .22 or a .25 for things like this, but those were back in New York. But his friend owned a 9mm Beretta. He wouldn’t mind if Henry borrowed it. 

Henry pressed the Send button to accept the assignment and watched as the message disappeared. No trace of the message—no text and no metadata—would remain anywhere. 

Still standing naked next to the recliner, he checked the clock on the opposite wall. 

Almost 11 p.m. 

He would make the first surveillance walk tomorrow night.

He carried the VaporStream device into the bedroom, placed it on the nightstand, and went to bed.
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The following night and the next two nights, the “one other” mentioned in the message stepped out of the hotel restaurant right on time. Each time, he glanced both ways up the street. Each time, his gaze raked over Henry and dismissed him as part of the scenery.

But Carizzi didn’t give the bulldog of a body guard time to do his job. He didn’t have time to check for threats, much less identify and eliminate them. Each time, Carizzi stepped out immediately behind the body guard, before the door even had a chance to close. 

Then the two started down the street to the east where they turned north at the first corner.

That was the key. 

The body guard was only a barrier, and only for a second.

Still, the man was a threat. This would have to be a two-fer.
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Henry stepped up onto the next corner, noted another pedestrian in his right periphery. 

The man stood in an alcove with his back against the door of a shop, probably taking a moment’s relief from the driving ice and drizzle.

Odd. Better to continue on your way, get out of the weather.

Henry risked a glance.

The man nodded. The shined brim of his cap and something above it flashed a reflection of light from the street lamp.

PSNI. The police. He wasn’t in a hurry because he was on the street for the duration.

Henry nodded and continued on his way, head down, watching the sidewalk for ice pools. If it weren’t for the constant pattering on the brim of his hat and his shoulders, he might hear the cop move away.

Still, the hit would be a couple of blocks away. With any luck, the cop would have moved on by then.

“Hey.”

Henry took another step, another.

“Hey.” 

The voice was closer.

Just beyond the glow of the street lamp, Henry stopped, turned around. He hunched his shoulders against the cold, his hands in his pockets, and arched his eyebrows.

The cop had left the safety of the doorway. “Where you headed?”

Henry smiled, tight lipped, gestured to the west with his head. “Fitzsimmons.” He laughed lightly. “A hot meal and a warm room.”

“Ah. I wondered. Most are going the other way.” 

Henry nodded. “Lucky ones, going with the mess instead of into it.”

The cop shook his left hand free of his sleeve, glanced at his watch. “But you might be a bit late. The restaurant closed at ten.”

How had Henry not checked that? Sloppy. He shrugged, shivered for effect. “Well, bed then and breakfast in the morning.”

The cop looked at him, and finally said, “Well, I won’t keep you. It isn’t a fit night.”

“No.” Henry turned away.

Two steps later, from behind him came, “You know Carizzi’s in town, right? He stays at the Fitzsimmons too.”

Electricity raced down Henry’s back. Was the cop testing him? 

He stopped again, turned around. Through the same shivering, tight-lipped smile, he said, “Who?”

The cop studied his face for a moment, then nodded slightly. “Ah, never mind then. My problem, not yours. Have a good night, sir.”

“And you.” 

Henry turned away again, gripped the collar of his coat, and moved away. He stepped carefully around what looked like a patch of ice on the sidewalk.

But the cop knows Carizzi’s just up the street? Is that why he’s here? Protection, maybe? 

Henry hadn’t noticed any cops on the street on the previous three nights.

Something to take into account, but not a deal-breaker. 

If the crowds were heavier, he would make the hit—two quick shots—and continue up the street, turn north at the next corner and circle back to his flat.

But the crowds weren’t heavier. 

The Fitzsimmons was on the corner. Maybe he could drop the guy, then go north immediately.

Or maybe step over the bodies and duck into the Fitzsimmons, then exit through the back. 

Something. 

He’d do what was necessary when he got there. The one thing he couldn’t do was cancel. He’d accepted the job, and today was the 6th.

*
[image: image]


Henry had met TJ Blackwell only once, when he signed on almost ten years ago. But in that one meeting, everything was laid out clearly. Unspoken but most apparent was that you didn’t cross TJ. You could let a job pass by not answering the call—if you hit the On button again the message would disappear and continue on its way to another operative—but once you hit Send, all bets were off. You’d complete the job or hope your will was up to date. 

The job was on, cop or no cop.
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