one
NOVEMBER 7, 1994—5:43 A.M. 
JACKSON HOLE, WYOMING

The peeking sunrise was magnificent. Perfect hues of orange just above the treetops with a thin swath of gray and the nighttime sky turning into a soft blue—the Grand Tetons snow-capped in the distance. Browning had almost forgotten how much he enjoyed the breaking of a new day. He had been so driven to create Logan Enterprises that he had neglected most of life’s simple, yet incredible pleasures. But here he was this morning, sitting in a warm, slightly elevated deer house blind in Jackson Hole, Wyoming, watching the beauty of creation unfold across a vast grassland abutting a tree line. 
What an amazing way to start the day. Here I am watching this breath-taking meadow of mama mule deer with their babies. Browning smiled. They’re just oblivious to me while the sun casts long and quiet shadows across their bodies.  His eyes moved back toward the edge of the wooded thicket. Oh, wow! Browning, do you see the size of that rack easing out? 
He raised his rifle to get a closer look at the massive buck through the scope of the gun. As he did, the huge animal threw his head up in alarm. Browning’s brow furrowed in disbelief. I can’t believe he heard me . . . No, he couldn’t have. Something closer must have startled him. In a moment, the massive buck seemed to settle back in. Browning was ever so still. What an impressive animal! The big stag dropped his head again and began to graze while mingling through and behind the other deer.
Browning worked his gun scope slowly across the group. Surely he’ll show himself again before full light. He glanced down at his watch. Only about 15 more minutes. He continued gradually scouring the group through the high-powered lens. Browning squinted to get a better look. What was that? A sudden glint of light caught his attention. Hmmm. Maybe a piece of broken glass on the ground? Odd. He studied the area for a moment longer as he blinked his eyes to get a better look. Nothing. Anxiously, he glanced back at where the buck stood—in the open now. He gently laid his index finger on the cold metal and placed the crosshairs just beyond the shoulder of the big buck. Increasing the pressure on the trigger, he heard the sound, then felt the impact. Browning tumbled backward on the floor of the shooting house. What just happened? . . . My rifle go off? . . . Did I even pull the trigger? . . . The force was so hard.  Sweat drops began popping out across his brow and he started to feel extremely light-headed. There was a searing pain where the gun had recoiled. He reached quickly to the pain in his left shoulder. Wet?. . . He pulled his hand away and looked at his fingertips . . . Blood? 
Fading, Browning was fighting to stay focused . . . Wait. Am I shot?

* * *
9:13 a.m. 
Browning’s eyes opened slowly.  Where am I? He blinked several times trying to get his bearings but couldn’t gain clarity. The pain in his shoulder and arm was excruciating. As hard as he tried to make sense of it all, he fell semi-conscious again. 

. . .  staring into the flickering flames of the stone-lined fireplace at home, Browning sipped on the warm glass of brandy. Finally headed to Wyoming for a long overdue hunt. Pretty darn exciting. A wistful smile crossed his face as he sat enjoying the glow of the red-hot embers. Things couldn’t be more perfect. He finally felt he could slip away from Logan Enterprises for a few days. He felt so confident with Les Jeffries overseeing the business in his absence. If only Barbara had agreed to go with me. Now that really would have made things perfect. Barbara Jean Jeffries. So old-fashioned . . . one of the many things I love about her, I guess. The soft smile returned to his face. Browning allowed himself a moment to consider all she meant to him. For a few relaxing moments, he was consumed with thoughts of the woman he had loved so deeply and then lost so long ago. Another chance. He thought he had forgotten about love.
The scent of the charred kindling seemed to stir thoughts of romance in Browning’s mind. If she would just give me a chance . . . A real chance . . . I know I could prove to her how sincere my feelings and motives are. We could have such a wonderful life together. 
And now to find out about Les. Les Jeffries is my eldest son. How did she keep it a secret all these years? Such an amazing woman – and such a fine young man. He began to recall once more how Les had closed the Cellutek deal, in spite of his younger son, Jackson.  Now the boys must know. Telling them at this stage is not going to be easy, but they both must know. Jackson won’t take it well . . .  someone entering HIS world. Browning tried to shake the regrets from his mind. Why couldn’t Jackson have turned out differently? I sure hope Les takes the news well . . .  At least Barbara thinks he will.  I’m glad we agreed to tell them at the same time.
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