"You have big problems, son."
Clay was tempted to deliver a sarcastic retort but held back. Better to play it straight until he could learn more of what Canning had in mind. "Rascal is on schedule."
The annoyance on the older man’s face was immediate. "I’m not going to play games with you, son. You smuggled a top-secret military device out of this building. That alone gets you Leavenworth."
For the second time in a very short morning, Clay decided he’d had enough. "First of all, unless you’re planning to adopt me, don’t call me ‘son.’ Second, I took nothing out of this building." It was, of course, a lie; Canning knew it too. But what Canning did not know, and desperately wanted to know, was whether the device had been used to pick up what was said in the blimp.
There was a momentary flicker in Canning’s eyes; it was clear he had not expected opposition. "You took Rascal out. Twice that I know of."
"Really? Who saw me do it? You? Your security people? The FBI?"
"You really want to play it that way?"
Clay was not sure how he wanted to play it. Were it left to him, he would not play it at all. He would transport himself back in time to that fateful decision of two Sundays ago and this time watch the damn game on TV!
