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ng a cnarcoai gray sour wim a moo ■ 
gnom symboLon the pocket. His hair Is Just^fl 
ugh o"* of olace to look tousled. 
Thee whins. 
Some ts him from 100 feet away. His 

jN nd Brown doesn’t wait for his sup- 
to-1 ts the man more than m 

vsy* 
Hey ” he say this guy.” Big, gen- 
smile. Hearty _™«*d laugh. 
he handshake comes in stride, as Brown dives 
ight hand finniy into that of his acquaintance, 

wn’s left hand rides up the other manh right ■ 
i, stops at the elbow and slides back down into I 
ro-hand lock. 
The man asks Brown something, inaudible. I 
"Well,” Brown says, loud enough to hoar, 

•». d confident. We think we’ve got that kind of 
team. We don’t plan on going backward.” 

Brown brings the man closer. 
_ is he sharing an intimate trade secret? Maybe. 

Is this moment, and other ones like it, the I 
■ secret of his success? By most accounts, definite- 

ly- 


