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To Elliott Mae Snarr,

our newly born, first grandchild.
She’s a beautiful baby:
bright, inquisitive, lively.

And, she has long fingers.

[ think she might be a baller.
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foreword

any fans probably don't realize how much goes into making an

NBA Basketball Franchise successful. I worked in basketball op-
erations, and I had the good fortune to work for one of the finest sports
properties in the world. On the other side of the table, on the business
side of things, so many people dedicated their careers to helping our
team be successful off the court, too. I'm grateful to all of them for their
tremendous support. Mike Snarr was one of those dedicated people,
and over the years, we became friends. I appreciate him writing this
book and telling you about so many things that happened along the
way, during the time we both called the Jazz our home.

Jerry Sloan, September 2017
Head Coach
Utah Jazz, 1988-2011
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hen I first thought about writing this book, I wanted to chroni-
cle my experiences as a salesman in the sponsorship sales depart-

ment of the Utah Jazz, for my family. But then I thought it would be

fun to write a brief history of the Jazz from my view of the team during
the 1990s, when John Stockton, Karl Malone, Jeff Hornacek, and Jerry

Sloan made their historic run for an NBA Championship, which was

a time roughly parallel with my career in sales for the Jazz. (Yes, I rode

their coattails for a long, long time.) I ended up writing about both

stories in tandem, knowing just about any book editor would cringe

at the idea. But—I figured—why not? So, this is a sports book with a

business slant, or maybe it’s a business book with a sports slant. I just

hope that if you happen to come across it, you enjoy reading it for

whatever purpose you choose.
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worked for the Utah Jazz in sponsorship sales for 28 years, and in the

summer of 2015, I retired. The front office, led by Kevin O’Connor
and now Dennis Lindsey, deftly stockpiling draft picks and using them
wisely over the past several years, had put young players on the court
who came in charging—seemingly out of nowhere—to have the third-
best record in the NBA after the All-Star break of my last season. We
had seven potential all-star players, all in their early twenties. Lindsey,
the team general manager, jokingly said at one point that the starting
five were barely old enough to have a drink in a bar. Our core players,
Derrick Favors, Gordon Hayward, Rudy Gobert, Alec Burks, Rodney
Hood, Trey Burke, and Dante Exum (just 19 years old at the time),
were developing chemistry and getting an education about how to play
the game from their energetic, bright, and very focused rookie NBA
Head Coach Quin Snyder, who, as much as any player on the team,
was filled with resolve to succeed.

And, under the seven-foot-nine-inch wingspan of Mr. Gobert, the
team had gone from twenty-eighth in the league in defense to the third
best by the end of the 2015 season. By 2016, Utah would be the best
defensive team in the league. Things had not looked brighter since Karl
Malone, John Stockton, Mark Eaton, and Jeff Hornacek had teamed
up with Coach Jerry Sloan in the mid-1990s. I was there for the first
run at a championship, and I still had row eleven seats to watch the
new team start another run. For the first time in over a dozen years,
fans were hastening to buy season tickets, the press was optimistic,
and our owners, the Miller family, had to be thinking that there was a
chance to go deep into the playoffs, if not immediately, at least in the
next several years. That was my “take,” too.

All four of my children, who are avid Jazz fans themselves, told
me I was crazy to hang it up. My neighbors seemed surprised too.
One of my very closest friends took the time to write the follow-
ing bogus news story months before I announced I was leaving the
organization:
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introduction

was changing the way we addressed them. It was going to be a new day,
as if some upstart NBA executive had decided to move the three-point
line back another ten fect. Tt would be a slightly different game, and
[ wasnt very high-tech. But 28 years ago, in the fall of 1986, I was a
rookie with the Utah Jazz (and so was Dell Curry, by the way, in a dif-
ferent departmcnt). Frank Layden was the coach, Ricky Green was the
starting point guard, John Stockton was in his third season, and Karl
Malone was in his second. Dave Checketts was the team president. 1
didn’t realize | would soon have an opportunity to make a contribution
to the franchise by helping build an all-star lineup of bright, funny,
walented, savvy salespeople who, in mirror-like fashion to the players
on the court, came from different backgrounds but would evolve into
one of the finest sponsorship sales lineups in professional basketball.

When 1 was hired, I told my pregnant wife that I would do this
for six months and then find a real job. After all, a real job wouldn't be
with an NBA basketball team comprised of, as Frank Layden once said,
‘twelve young millionaires.’

I had no idea that the next 28 years would become what they did:
challenging, draining, adrenaline-filled, but ultimately, extremely re-
warding. For that reason, I'm grateful to the late Larry Miller, team
owner, his wife, Gail, and all the Miller family for giving a rookie sales-
man a spot on the front office bench and then letting him play out his
career with the Jazz. This is a business story, but it’s also a whole bunch
of other stories that, in total, make up the incredible saga of a small-
town team in a big city, professional basketball world. As is often said
around the office as well as around town: “Go Jazz.” The owners, the
front office, the players, and millions of supportive fans have embraced
this team and helped create one of the finest sports cultures in any
town in any sport. Very few of us really thought wed still be chanting

“Go Jazz” nearly 40 years later.

XV
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chapter one

beginnings

became interested in the game of basketball at an early age, probably

around six years old. I remember asking my father to help me learn
how to “dribble” a basketball. Since we didn’t have one at the time, he
was able to find a half-inflated, smaller-sized beach ball, and he began
to tutor me. With a little practice, [ became amazed that the round,
off-balanced, wobbly sphere could actually bounce up into the palm of
my hand every once in a while.

At about the age of eight, we moved to a new neighborhood and
built a “state-of-the-art,” sixties-style, brick rambler with a slanted
driveway. By then, I was completely hooked on basketball, and I was
able to convince my parents to permanently weld (yes, weld) a basket-
ball hoop to the flat roof over the garage. My (yes, my) driveway had a
slight rolling ledge just right of the hoop that separated the garage and
the carport. It didn’t matter that the chalked-in foul line (we eventually
had a professional painter finish what I had started) was about 10 and
2 half or maybe even 11 feet below the rim thanks to the inconsiderate
guy who had poured the sloping cement and the rolling ledge. Turning
an ankle was an easy thing to do. But none of that mattered. As soon
as it was around 50 degrees, or even 40, and the driveway could be
shoveled, T was clearing the snow so 1 could start shooting inflatable,
rock-solid, rubber basketballs (I had graduated from beach balls by
then) at that orange rim and silky white net. The net was really key to
Al of this. Of course, there’s nothing like listening to the ball “swish”
through the net. Without a net, the ball hit the garage door when it
went through the rim—or didn’t. Even though I missed hearing the
ball “tickle the twine,” I didn’t mind because it often came right back
to me. My mother said it sounded like I was kicking the garage door
(wouldn’t think of it), so she kept me well-stocked with nylon nets. I
was in business. Homework could wait until T couldn’t see my hand
in front of my face. My attendance was good that year and beyond. 1

1
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beginnings

Lakers. Legendary Pete Maravich, with the floppy hair and equally
floppy socks, averaged 17.1 points per game, but he only played in 17
games. Injuries were quickly taking a toll on the uncanny, brilliant all-
star and future hall of famer. Alan Bristow and Ben Poquette were the
only Jazzmen to play in all 82 games. Tom Nissalke became the head
coach. Former CBS TV color commentator for nationally televised
NBA games, Hot Rod Hundley, who probably moved to Salt Lake
City somewhat reluctantly, anchored the TV and radio simulcasts. He
quickly came to love the city and the fans who warmly embraced the

“voice” of the Utah Jazz.

I was married on September 5, 1979, toa beautiful young woman
just about eight days before the Jazz would acquire Dantley. I worked
in an advertising agency for a young man named Bob Fotheringham.
[ wanted to work for Bob the day I watched a TV spot for a local auto
dealership that featured a used car and a live chicken, for which Bob
served as an on-camera talent dressed as a mustached professor or may-
be a mad scientist. I was the marketing director for a local TV station,
but I pleaded with him for months before he let me join his fledgling
four-person advertising agency. | loved working for Bob, but he didn’t
love me, at least not right away. I was a slow learner, and Bob needed
immediate help getting that chicken off the ground. But sooner or
later, we began to build the agency with new clients under Bob’s lead-
ership. I remember the first new client I landed: Precision Bilt Homes
in Ogden, Utah. It was a very happy day.

The ad agency business is a capricious, crazy onc. The thing I liked
the least was that almost every client considered themselves an advertis-
ing and marketing expert. We often ended up using someone’s daugh-
ter, cousin, Or aunt in our campaigns. Sometimes, seemingly sound
or even great ideas were tossed aside for hard-sell tactics, and worst of
all, we all waited for the call from a prized client who might say some-
thing like “My brother-in-law is going into the ad agency business, and
I've decided to let him run my advertising program.” It didn’t matter
if sales were up, if we had won a nationally acclaimed “Clio Award”

3
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help, and with Bruce and Denny heading up the development of sound
and creative strategies, we brought new clients into the fold. One of my
strengths (at |east that's what I've been told) was making presentations,
but one of my weaknesses Was preparing presentations, especially when
they stretched late into the evening hours. More often than not, I was
dismissed by my colleagues around 10 p.m. while they put finishing
touches on things, which sometimes took them into the early hours of
the next day. I'm still indebted to them for that, but I think they knew
[ would be useless the next day if I stayed past my prime awake time.

It was Denny who taught me how to make presentations. Rather
than a formal, stiff, and serious kind of presentatiou, he advocated a
relaxed, casual, and engaging approach, which was more my style. S0,
[ racher enjoyed making the pitch to prospective clients. That learning
experience helped me immensely in the Jazz world, where we made
multi-million dollar/multi-year presentations to key clients for such
things as the arena naming rights, beverage pourage agreements, and
other key Jazz assets.

We had lots of fun making presentations at Fotheringham &
Associates, and we won our fair share. But there was always pressure
knowing that other top agencies would be pulling out all the creative
stops necessary to try to win a prized account. Sometimes, we were able
to develop the kind of relationship with a prospect that just naturally
spring-boarded into a deal. That made life casier—much easier. More
likely, we would be in a very competitive joust with other hungry agen-
cies. One of the clients we coveted was a major financial institution, and
they were actively shopping the marketplace for a good fit. It was one
of those presentations where my compatriots sent me home early to be
rested for the next day. Bruce and Denny had disappeared to 2 seclud-
ed hotel room for two days, barricading themselves while they worked
feverishly to come up with a positioning statement of which we could
hang all our attendant marketing strategies. The powerful, succinct
statement was “Client name: Your partners in money management.” 1
thought it was brilliant, and we were excited to present it to them.

Occasionally, there was a sort of “tipping point” in a presentation
when you could either gain ground and potentially win the account, or

contrarily, put yourself in a position to lose the business. One of those

5
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how to do that without begging them to question why such a critical
first meeting had placed second. After the laughter subsided, we dove
into the tasks at hand. The good thing was that we had prepared dili-

gently for the meeting, and we were able to show them we were serious

about their business.

Meanwhile, the Jazz would begin to establish a toe hold and a fan
base in SLC over the next several years. Attendance was sketchy at first,
around 6 to 7,000 fans per game. Frank Layden humorously claimed
that when someone called the office to see what time the game started,
he would counter by simply asking, “What time can you be here?”

Inside the Jazz organization, Layden and owner Sam Battistone
were trying to rebuild the team. In their inaugural year, the team gave
up its draft rights in the first three rounds, taking Greg Deane of the
University of Utah at the sixty-seventh pick in the fourth round. The
following year, they drafted Darrel Griffith with the second pick and
had their first sellout in the Salt Palace of 12,015 in March of 1980.
Dantley ended up winning the NBA scoring title, but the Jazz could
only win 28 games. The next three years were relatively uneventful.
Tragically, Terry Furlow, a guard for the Jazz, died in an automobile
accident during the off-season near his home in Cleveland. The follow-
ing season, promising forward Bill Robinzine passed away.

In February of 1982, Sam Battistone became the sole owner of the
team by buying out co-owner Larry Hatfield. That summer, the team
selected Dominique Wilkins with the third pick in the draft, but to
save money and stay afloat, sent him to Adlanta for John Drew, Free-
man Williams, and cash, reliably, about $1 million, which may have

saved the franchise.

I never worried about Bob’s advertising agency staying in business.
However, keeping the doors open can be a dangerous proposition, €s-
pecially for a new start-up agency- Agencies typically front media bills
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ries, my favorite times, and the experiences that have meant the most
to me in my career. Winning clients, snagging major sponsors, or put-
ting together a naming rights deal are exceptional experiences, but it’s
the fight, the strategy, the coming together in a relatively small group
to make something memorable happen, to feel like part of a team with
a singular mission—those are the moments I will always remember.
My favorite client experience at Fotheringham & Associates in-
volved winning the account of a new bank in town. This was early on
in the agency’s history, and we felt some pressure to win them over.
Creative Director Rick Stockton would sit quietly in his office for days
when we picked up a new account. We were depending on him and
Art Director Ricki Gardner to help us position the bank among its
competitors, mostly well-established financial institutions with many
years of experience. What could we say that would help them find a
niche in the industry? Rick came up with the perfect slogan: “At Client
Bank, we'll treat you like a million bucks.” We worked closely with
the board and the new bank president, a guy named Jim Hill. When
the grand opening was complete, and after we launched the media
and public relations campaign, | remember sitting in one of the bank
VP’s offices while I waited to see Jim. The young VP eased back in his
office chair and said something I still remember: “Well, you and I have
worked hard to get to this point, and I think we should sit back and
relax. We've paid our dues. We should enjoy this ride.” T didn’t think
much about it then, but later, as I reflected on his comments, | realized
they did not resonate with me. 1 didn’t subscribe to the philosophy
of paying one’s dues so you could kick back. Six months later, he was

gone from the bank. I wasn’t surprised.

Meanwhile, the Jazz wasn’t making great progress as a team, at
least not based on their win-loss record. They compiled only 30 wins
in 1983 and failed to qualify for the playoffs. But Dantley, Darrell
Griffith, Ricky Green, and John Drew gave us all some hope. Unfortu-
nately, Dantley missed the last 60 games of the season but managed to
score 57 points against Chicago on December 4, just prior to tearing
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along in mediocrity. But one year later, they captured the Midwestern
Division title by winning 45 games and drilling into the second round
of the playoffs. You could argue that not much had changed, but the
team had one more year together, and the experience helped them win
more games. As a team, the Jazz blocked a few more shots and got a
few more rebounds, but it was not a significant enough difference to
propel them to win 13 more games. The difference was offense. Instead
of being outscored by opponents by an average of three or more points
per game in 1983, the Jazz was averaging almost three more points per
game than their foes. Tt was a near five-point swing for the good. There
was one reason for the difference, and that reason, as you will soon

learn, was John Drew.

It was about this time when I started to think more about how one
really does make a difference in his or her own life, in the lives of others
and in business. I hoped that I had made a difference at Fotheringham
& Associates. Bob had invested in me, and over time, 1 grasped the im-
portance of being effective instead of just getting by. When I left Foth-
eringham & Associates, I felt the exhilaration that comes from being
fully engaged in the tasks in front of me. I relished the chance to woo
new clients, collectively create a winning campaign that actually helped
them succeed, and cement relationships that endured. I was having
fun. And we were winning, Winning makes a difference. Such a differ-
ence. So when the opportunity to jump to a new company did come
along, T was reticent to leave. I loved the crazy ad business despite all
the drawbacks. I loved the people around me, both inside and outside
the company. But the chance to earn more money and have a big say in
the marketing direction of this new and exciting venture spoke to me.

What John Drew could do for the Jazz was get buckets. He could
shoot the ball as well as anyone who ever let a leather game ball fly from
his fingertips. In his first full season with the Jazz in 1984, he averaged
nearly 18 points per game in just 20 minutes. He outscored the team’s
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result could very easily be the same. Despite the potential for burnout,
which maligns the ad business as much as anything, managing stress so
that it doesn’t eat you up is important in any endeavor. I was interest-
ed in having a long career in the ad world, and I loved my “associate”
friends at Fotheringham & Associates enough to think I would never
Jeave or never want to leave, or more importantly, never need to leave
because “the good life” got the best of me. I had no idea that my next
stop would be just as potentially derailing as anything I'd ever done.

It’s funny that I never burned out in basketball but worried about
overloading at work—funny how that works—even when the kid in
my neighborhood pulled me aside and told me to give up the sport
because I was no good after I played in a game on his backyard court
(it actually had lights, a full-sized, half-cement court, and a very nice
fiberglass-type backboard, which was the first I had ever seen in an
outdoor setting). He told me I was too short, too skinny, too slow,
and couldn’t shoot. T was about 10 years old, and yes, all of the above
was accurate. The truth hurt. I went home crying but vowed 1 would
prove him wrong. I never got the chance. He moved a couple of years
later, and I never saw him again, but I still sneaked into that backyard
with the glass hoop and shot around once in a while when no one was
looking. I can’t even remember his name, but he had inspired me. I
would love to have met him on a court about 10 years later. By then, I
was fully seasoned and already had two knee operations under my belt.
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7. Don't lose sight of your objectives. Maybe that’s easier to do if
you play professional basketball or become a rock star. If suc-
cess comes too easily, which wasn’t the case for me, please step
back a little and talk to someone who has been down that road
before. If you “play your cards right,” it will be a long road
with a nice payday at the end of it.

8. My all-time favorite “takeaway” from a sales seminar I attend-
ed was this: “Never forget to ask a prospective client what is
important to them.” That lictle phrase, when asked earnestly,

never failed me.




