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Author’s Note [image: ]


I’m thinking you may have a couple of questions for me: (1) Why write this book? and (2) Why now?

The answer to the second question is easy. I’ve always been a bit obsessed with numbers, and as Rainmaker makes its appearance, a few of my life numbers have clicked into perfect alignment: I’m seventy-five years old, it’s the fiftieth anniversary of my joining IMG, and the twenty-fifth anniversary of getting fired by both Tiger Woods and IMG. If ever there was a moment for me to reflect on and record a few things, this is it.

As to the bigger “why,” well there’s never been a book about what it’s like being a sports agent. The movies Jerry Maguire and Air have painted Hollywood versions—caricatures—but no book has captured the blocking and tackling behind the glitz and glamour of managing superstar athletes. More specifically, there has never been a history of the world’s largest and most famous (some would say infamous) management firm, Mark McCormack’s International Management Group.

In telling the story of my rise and fall, I’ve tried to do the same for IMG. I’ve also tried to chronicle the astonishing growth of professional golf, from the mom-and-pop operation it was when I began my career to the multibillion-dollar juggernaut it is now, an enterprise that has suddenly become imperiled.

This is not a vanity book—at least I hope you won’t find it that way. Nor is it an exercise in “woe is me” self-pity. I’ve tried to keep the narrative both real and balanced, have included things I’m proud to have accomplished but also things I’m not proud of—the good and the bad—with a perspective only possible after a quarter century of being away from it all.

Finally and fundamentally, however, I’ve written this for my daughters and grandchildren, a way of letting them know what Dad/Papia did way back when. They are my target audience—but I’m very glad to have you as a reader as well.

    Hughes Norton

    March 2024
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On August 28, 1996, two words changed golf forever.

That day, twenty-year-old Tiger Woods stepped to the podium at the Greater Milwaukee Open. As dozens of flashbulbs popped, he smiled widely, if sheepishly, and uttered his first words to the public since turning professional two days earlier: “Uh… I guess… Hello, world, huh?” Those assembled laughed, clearly charmed by what appeared to be a spontaneous statement.

It was anything but.

Two days later Nike launched an ad campaign with a three-page spread in the Wall Street Journal and a series of thirty- and sixty-second spots on CBS and ESPN, all carrying the same message:


I shot in the 70s when I was 8.

I shot in the 60s when I was 12.

I played in the Nissan Open when I was 16.

Hello world.

I won the U.S. Amateur when I was 18.

I played in the Masters when I was 19.

I am the only man to win three consecutive U.S. Amateur titles.

Hello world.

There are still courses in the U.S. I am not allowed to play.

Because of the color of my skin.

Hello world.

I’ve heard I’m not ready for you.

Are you ready for me?



It was a message that sparked controversy and even boycotts. But it also reached a generation of younger consumers as no golf ad ever had. At that moment, the game of golf became cool, and very big business.

The evening before, I’d knocked on the door of a hotel suite where Tiger and his father, Earl, were waiting for me. Moments later the three of us signed three groundbreaking contracts: (1) a five-year, $40 million agreement with Nike for Tiger to wear their shoes and apparel; (2) a $20 million agreement with Titleist to play their golf balls and clubs, also for five years; and (3) an agreement to be represented by my firm, International Management Group, for an unprecedented ten-year term.

It was a huge moment for Tiger Woods—but just one of many more to come. For me, on the other hand, it was a crowning achievement. No agent in the history of sports—or anything else—had ever delivered so mightily for a client on the first day of his professional career. I’d hit the pinnacle, climbed to the mountaintop, and I was loving the view.

Two years later, I’d be out of a job.
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Saturday, July 11, 1970

THE OLD COURSE

ST. ANDREWS, SCOTLAND

On the final hole of the 99th Open Championship, thirty-six-year-old Doug Sanders faced a putt to beat Jack Nicklaus, to become the Champion Golfer of the Year. The biggest putt of his life, it was less than three feet.

The thousands of spectators ringing the green, along with the millions watching on television, held their breath as the flamboyant Californian, clad in purple from head to toe, surveyed his task from both sides and then hunched over the ball.

The stroke he made was painful to witness—a convulsive stab that pushed the ball so far right it never touched the cup. The following day, in an eighteen-hole playoff with Nicklaus, Sanders lost by a stroke as Jack notched the eighth of his record eighteen major titles.

On that same weekend, precisely three thousand miles to the west, another competition took place—the men’s championship of the Portland Country Club—and, as at St. Andrews, it came down to a short putt and the jittery fellow standing over it: me.

My opponent was Ray Lebel, a forty-seven-year-old oral surgeon, World War II navy fighter pilot, and father of seven. To call him the “Jack Nicklaus of Maine Golf” would be demeaning Ray. A member of the Maine Sports Hall of Fame, he’d won the state amateur seven times. Inside the Portland clubhouse, on a plaque honoring past champions, “Dr. R. Lebel” had made twenty-five appearances, including twelve of the previous thirteen years. (I’m not sure what happened in 1961—maybe he had jury duty.) Ray would ultimately win thirty-two Portland Country Club titles, along with fifteen more at a handful of other clubs, for a total of forty-seven club championships. According to Golf Digest, that’s the all-time record.

I was half his age, a wiry five ten and 160 pounds with a 5 handicap and a self-taught swing. I lacked Lebel’s stature in every sense. On a really good day I could bump it around Portland’s 6,200 yards in something close to par, but I was no match for Ray. Two years earlier, I’d made it to the final against him and he’d beaten me 7 and 6. Suffice it to say, I wasn’t brimming with confidence as we shook hands on the first tee that Saturday in 1970.

But somehow, after seventeen holes we were all square. I don’t recall much about our match except that I double-bogeyed the par-4 fifteenth and got away with it, as Ray, in a rare lapse, also made a 6. The eighteenth was a reachable par-5, and a solidly struck 3-wood got me home in two, pin high and about thirty feet from the hole. Ray, after outdriving me, came up short on his second shot and then played a mediocre pitch (by his standards) that settled on the front of the green, a bit farther from the hole than I was. He was now putting for birdie, while I had a look at eagle.

A handful of club members were watching all this, including my mother, along with my aunt and uncle, who were visiting us. My regular golf buddies were absent; knowing I’d had my ass kicked by Ray the last time, they’d opted out rather than bear witness to a second brutal slaying.

Ray’s putt burned the edge before stopping a foot away. So my situation was clear: two putts for victory. Of course, the only thought in my mind was For God’s sake, don’t three-jack—if you have to go extra holes with this guy, you’re toast. Despite that less than buoyant inner monologue, I was able to hit a solid putt, but a bit too solid, as it stopped just beyond the hole.

I had about three feet, slightly downhill, with a bit of slide to the right—the same putt Doug Sanders had faced.

I took a deep breath and managed to shake it into the hole. (Do you really think I’d be telling this story if I’d missed it?)

I remember thinking, Has this really happened? Indeed, more than half a century later I still look back at that day as my most surreally blissful moment on a golf course. On that blessed afternoon, the game I so loved had decided to love me back.

Word got around the club. It wasn’t long before my pals came out of the woodwork to offer incredulous congratulations. We were having a beer in the locker room when one of them said, “Hey, we need to go out and celebrate!”

“I’d love to,” I said, “but I’m on the air in forty-five minutes.”



During my formative years I’d developed two strong and abiding passions—one for sports, the other for the communications media. Always in the back of my mind was the notion, or at least the hope, I would someday find a job related to one or the other of them.

Of course, a lot of red-blooded American boys had similar ambitions, still do. Sports and media: If those two industries don’t spur you to embellish your résumé and knock on a few doors, what does? But I did have a couple of advantages, and the first of them was my dad.

John Hughes Norton Jr. (and yes, I’m John Hughes Norton III) was an executive in the broadcast business and held a variety of positions at networks and stations in several different cities—New York, Chicago, Portland, and Buffalo—which made for a peripatetic childhood for me and my older sister, Gini, but also gave me an early and inside look at the magic of television and radio.

The Portland station he managed had a Saturday morning kids’ show, a poor man’s Captain Kangaroo. Back when I was in the third or fourth grade, the highlight of my week was to go to the office with Dad on those Saturdays and watch the show unfold live from the studio. It wasn’t the actors or the show itself that captured me; rather, it was the process, the mesmeric coming together of all that lights-camera-action.

That said, my father and I weren’t particularly close. Like many fathers of that era, I guess, he was absent a lot, either at work or traveling for his job, and the child-nurturing was left to my mother, Virginia. Dad and I didn’t go on fishing trips or wrestle around on the floor together, and he wasn’t one for heartfelt guy chats or chats of any kind. (Even the whole sex-talk thing was left, weirdly, to my mother.)

I’ve often regretted never sitting down and asking him about his past, asking about his hopes and dreams, his worries and concerns, asking how and why he got into broadcasting, a reticent man in the communications business. Although he worked hard, I don’t think he ever felt appreciated. I know he had trouble holding on to jobs. He and Mom also had their difficulties, though they remained married for thirty-nine years until Dad’s death in 1977 at the age of sixty-nine.

One of the few tidbits of worldly wisdom my father shared with me came out of nowhere one day when he said wistfully, “Hughes, never feel bad when you are alone, because you’re in good company.” So many times in my life, I’ve had reason to recall those words.

All this to say those Saturday mornings in the Portland studios of WMTW were about as close to bonding as Dad and I ever got. The connection my father did provide, however, to the world of broadcasting would only deepen and endure.

A few years later at WKBW in Buffalo, the Saturdays with Dad continued, but this time it was not television that fascinated me but radio. WKBW was a Top 40 station where the smooth-talking disc jockeys leaned into a vintage RCA microphone and spun vinyl on a sixteen-inch turntable. In the era of “cool” they were the coolest.

So was the music they played. This was the late fifties, the heyday of Elvis, Buddy Holly, Chuck Berry, Connie Francis, Ricky Nelson, among many others. The uncomplicated melodies and pounding beats of that era somehow spoke to me. Even now, my satellite radio is locked on ’50s Gold.

By 1962, my sister and I had attended schools in three different states, and my mother had become unhappy with the choppy education we’d gotten. A graduate of Agnes Scott, a private women’s liberal arts college in Decatur, Georgia, she was focused on getting Gini and me the best possible schooling. She’d also pushed us to work hard in school.

Her family had been in America for several generations, and her grandfather, a soldier in the Confederate army, was wounded at Pickett’s Charge, the Gettysburg conflict cited as the turning point in favor of the Union forces. I’ve often thought about that and marveled at the power of fate, the almost mystical way its unexpected consequences can change lives. After all, during that fierce 1863 battle, had Great-grandpa been killed rather than wounded, I wouldn’t be here!

Mom had decided I needed to complete grades ten through twelve at a boarding school. I wasn’t crazy about moving away from my family and friends for three years, nor was my father. Gini was on her way to Vassar and now he’d be looking at two hefty tuitions that would consume a major chunk of his salary. But Mom was on a mission: I would serve a three-year sentence at an institution that would propel me into an Ivy League school.

I didn’t want to let down my mother or myself, so I became a grinder; a highly organized, goal-oriented overachiever. When I joined the Boy Scouts, for instance, it wasn’t for the joy of fireside camping, it was to make Eagle Scout, and I systematically knocked off merit badge after merit badge until I had the requisite twenty-one of them at age fourteen, two or three years sooner than most.

And so, I left Buffalo and traveled five hundred miles east to Phillips Exeter Academy, a leafy bastion of the proud and privileged in Exeter, New Hampshire.

My first few weeks there were more intimidating than anything I’d ever experienced, both socially and academically. Being away from home for the first time was bad enough, but as the new kid, and entering as a sophomore, I felt estranged and out of step with my classmates, who had already gone through an initiation.

In public school, I’d grown used to big classes, heterogeneous groups of thirty or so kids sitting at assigned desks, with little oversight or pressure to excel. Suddenly I found myself in cozy seminars of ten or twelve, with some of the smartest kids I’d ever met and instructors whose mission was to challenge us. There was nowhere to hide. Over time, however, I came to see my mother’s point. I was getting a very good education and learning to understand the significance of it all.

Serendipitously, at the beginning of my senior year a few enterprising students started to set up a student radio station. It was a modest operation, housed in the basement of one of the dorms with a mighty signal strength of ten watts, barely reaching the perimeter of campus. The format was all music—a mix of rock, Motown, and blues. When I heard they were looking for deejays, I couldn’t resist. I’d absorbed enough from watching the guys in Buffalo that I figured I could at least fake it. Besides, how many superstar disc jockeys could there be within the Exeter student body?

When in the spring semester WPEA launched, I volunteered for the 7 to 8 a.m. slot. It was perfect, save for the fact that each day at Exeter began with Assembly, when everyone was required to gather in the imaginatively named Assembly Hall at 8 a.m. sharp. One lateness was permitted; after that, with each violation you were grounded for a weekend. So, I made sure to sign off my show by 7:55 and then sprinted a quarter mile across campus, sweating through my mandatory blazer and tie.

Meanwhile, I was able to find an outlet for my other childhood passion, sports. During three long, cold winters in Buffalo, I’d learned how to play ice hockey on the backyard rink my father had put together. Now at Exeter, I played sparingly on the hockey team. In the spring, I was a utility infielder on the jayvee baseball team (good field, no hit).

I wasn’t a sufficiently skilled golfer to make the Exeter team, but in the eight years since my family had left Portland, we’d kept a nonresident membership at the Portland Country Club, renting the same place we’d rented when we lived there. That’s where I’d spent my childhood summers, getting a little better at golf each year. When I returned to Exeter for my senior year, I saw a notice for the Exeter Academy fall golf championship, a match-play event held on the town’s nine-hole course. On a whim, I entered and won. The 1964 “Laurence M. Crosbie Fall Golf Championship” plaque still hangs on a wall in my home, but the cool part was that my win was announced during Assembly the next morning.

The following spring my mother’s grand plan came to fruition when, along with a number of my Exeter classmates, I got accepted to Yale.

My last Portland summer before heading to New Haven saw some excitement when the country club staged a high-profile charity golf event. A few thousand folks bought tickets to the clinic, and my best buddy, Chris Pierce, and I were among the first to sign up as marshals, thus guaranteeing ourselves ringside seats.

This was 1965, and the lineup that day included the reigning Masters champion Jack Nicklaus, the reigning U.S. Open champion Gary Player, and the soon-to-be-crowned PGA champion Dave Marr, along with England’s top player, Tony Jacklin.

I’d never been so close to pro athletes, especially guys I’d been watching and worshipping throughout my childhood, and it was cool to see them interact with each other, tease each other during the clinic, see them as real people rather than distant icons. The day began with a luncheon and questions from the audience. Then it was off to the range for the clinic. In between, Nicklaus had slipped out to the men’s room. As he emerged, I overheard one of the other marshals say to him, “Jack, how you feeling?” to which he replied, “About ten pounds lighter.” It was a revelation—these guys talked just like we did!

They had all been brought to us that day through the auspices of a fledgling sports management firm out of Cleveland. Little could I have imagined in the moment, that company was where I’d be spending my entire business career.

But first: I had some schooling ahead of me. Thanks to the rigorous academics at Exeter, Yale turned out to be less demanding than I’d anticipated. There was plenty of time for fun and games, the latter including four years as a marginal contributor to the hockey team and three years on the golf team.

As for the fun part, it began the moment I joined WYBC, the Yale radio station, where I worked as a deejay and did play-by-play of home football games and the occasional hockey game when I didn’t suit up.

Doing sports radio was exhilarating and at times I could really get into the flow of the action. Etched in my memory is a football game against the University of Connecticut. It was a warm September afternoon and the window in our radio booth was propped open. On a particularly exciting play I stood up to better describe the action, bumping into the support rod that held the window open. Down crashed the window, the frame hitting me smack in the head.

“Holy shit, what was that?” I blurted, adding a couple more expletives likely never heard in Connecticut broadcasting history. I’d completely forgotten I was live on the air. Blessedly there was no reaction from the FCC. I kept the recording of that game for years.

Despite that gaffe and others, I was able to splice together enough of my Yale airtime for a demo tape, which I sent to WGAN, a top radio station in Portland. To my surprise, the station program director said he’d like to hire me to do the all-night show, midnight to 6 a.m., the week between Christmas and New Year’s. I couldn’t say yes fast enough. That led to a summer job as the station’s “swingman.” When the regular deejay from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. took his vacation, I filled in. Then the 6-to-midnight guy would leave for two weeks, and I’d move into that slot, then the morning-drive guy, etc.

It was an absolute dream job. I was learning a lot while doing something I loved, I had plenty of time for golf, and I was making more money than my friends, who were lifeguarding or doing construction. I hung on to that WGAN gig for six glorious Maine summers. Life was good.

Then Vietnam happened.

Just before graduation in 1969, I got a letter from my draft board in Connecticut informing me that I would be drafted by the end of the year. I’d done two years of ROTC at Yale before dropping out, thank goodness, or I would have been on my way to the Mekong Delta as a second lieutenant with a life expectancy of about twenty minutes.

Desperate to avoid combat, I determined that my best chance was to enlist in some division of the Reserves, which would guarantee to keep me stateside. On August 15, I signed up for a six-year hitch in the Maine Army National Guard: six months of active-duty training, then one weekend per month and two weeks of summer camp each year through 1975.



The drive from the Portland Country Club to the WGAN studio was less than fifteen minutes, and when I slipped on my headphones for the 6 p.m. show, I was still on adrenaline from my match against Ray Lebel. For the next six hours I did my best to focus, but I’m sure I sounded goofy that night, floating on a self-congratulatory cloud nine.

The euphoria was short-lived, however, as I realized my summer was about to end with a couple of serious challenges. First was summer camp for the Reserves, two weeks in the company of kindred draft dodgers, playing soldier sixteen hours a day at a training center in the Maine woods. Then came a different sort of test: business school.

My commitment to the Reserves had forced me to put all future plans on a one-year hold, but I’d sent applications to a few business schools and was fortunate to get an acceptance from Harvard. I say fortunate because, although my college grades were good enough, my score on the business school exam was less than stellar, and I lacked what Harvard valued most—real work experience. The majority of those accepted by HBS had logged two or three years of meaningful employment, and others were accepted on the condition that they would put in those two years before enrolling. I guess a former part-time deejay was just what they were looking for.

It was a two-year program, and by the start of my second year I’d begun to think about how to put my MBA to use. When I asked myself in what field I wanted to forge a career, the answer came immediately: the one I’d grown to know and love, the broadcast business.

After a bit of research I targeted one company—a fast-growing conglomerate of radio and TV stations called Capital Cities. They owned WKBW in Buffalo, where my father had worked, and had recently acquired the New Haven station, WNHC, so I figured I had some karma going. On top of that, their two top guys, CEO Tom Murphy and President Daniel Burke, were both HBS alumni.

I wrote a letter to Murphy and it was Burke who replied. Over the next several weeks we corresponded, each of us getting a sense of what the other was after, and by the middle of my final semester at Harvard I had an offer to become Tom Murphy’s executive assistant, helping with a variety of Cap Cities projects.

I couldn’t believe my good fortune. Thanks to my hardworking father and iron-willed mother, so many good things had come my way. And now I had the opportunity to work beside a brilliant executive at the helm of his thriving company in the industry that had enthralled me for a decade. There was no way I could turn it down.

And then I met Mark McCormack.
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The hallmark of the Harvard Business School curriculum is the “case method,” an innovative teaching system based on discussion rather than lectures. Students are provided detailed studies of complex business situations—challenges faced by actual companies, both domestic and international—and are then asked to evaluate those cases, think nimbly and critically, and recommend a course of action. The cases are read the night before class, and the classroom becomes both a competition and a forum for the exchange of ideas. It’s a powerful way to learn.

During my time there, one of the most popular courses was a second-year elective I took called “Starting New Ventures,” where the cases involved entrepreneurs wrestling with their nascent businesses. One of the attractions was that several of the actual protagonists from these cases came to Boston and made presentations to the class. For many of them it was smart business, a low-cost way to hear some fresh ideas and do some head-hunting.

I had zero interest in most of these cases beyond the fleeting moments of attention I was required to give them. Then one night we were presented one on a company called International Management. Its founder, a fellow named Mark McCormack, had had some early success and the class assignment was to identify his best strategy for the future.

“Oh my god, what the hell is this?” I said to myself as I began to read it. McCormack was a sports agent. I didn’t know there even was such a thing. And this guy was the agent for Arnold Palmer, Gary Player, and Jack Nicklaus, the top three golfers on the planet!

The next day, at the podium of the amphitheater classroom, there he stood: forty years old, six foot five, with a Robert Redford–worthy mop of blond hair and a smile to match. The presentation he made was captivating in both content and delivery. Much of what he said was simple good-business advice, but he said it with a passion and conviction that was mesmerizing: “Believe in what you’re selling… Personal relationships are the key… Do what you say you’re going to do for clients, colleagues, and bosses… Hire people smarter than you, and give them the freedom to do their jobs.”

During the Q and A that followed I raised my hand and asked, “What do you look for in a client?” and he pointed to three things: (1) Someone young with the potential to become a superstar; (2) Someone who may never become a superstar but for whom we can earn a lot of money and who will be happy with our services at the end of the day; (3) Someone who, having signed with us, will be unable to develop a relationship with any of our competitors (playing defense as well as offense).

Typically, when the entrepreneurs spoke, one or two students would stay after class to learn a bit more. This time at least ten of us bounded down the steps to the front of the classroom, all, I suspect, with the same question I posed when my moment with McCormack arrived:

“Do you ever hire people from here?”

“Yes, I do,” he said. “Here’s my business card. Write me a letter.”

I wrote to him the next day and a couple of weeks later heard back: “We don’t have any openings at the moment, but I’ll be back to Harvard to give the same presentation to the spring semester class. Let’s plan to get together then.”

I was excited by those words, but I also had a dilemma. Just two days earlier I’d gotten the letter from Cap Cities offering me a job. It was as if I’d spent months courting the woman of my dreams, had become engaged, and now suddenly someone even more intoxicating had come along. With a very carefully worded letter to Dan Burke at Cap Cities, I all but accepted, stopping short of a formal commitment. I wasn’t proud of that, but I simply had to see where this thing with McCormack might lead.

A couple of weeks before he was scheduled to return to campus, I contacted his secretary to see where things stood.

“Oh yes,” she said, “you’re all set. Your interview with Mark will be on his way back to the airport.”

That, I would soon learn, was the way Mark McCormack operated. He was constantly in motion, every moment of every day meticulously scheduled. I’d been slotted in for the twenty-minute drive from Harvard to Logan Airport, and I’d also be providing the transportation. My first thought was, I wonder which one of my classmates is picking him up?

On the appointed day I sat in on McCormack’s re-presentation, surprised to hear how many new things he had to say. Once again, he was surrounded after class by job seekers. Finally, my time came.

“I have a tight schedule,” was the first thing he said as we power walked to the parking lot. He also had a tight squeeze, shoehorning his six-foot-five frame into the passenger seat of my rust bucket Chevy.

Once we were on the road and chatting, he pulled a stack of 3x5 cards from the breast pocket of his jacket and disconcertingly began making notes. I don’t recall much of our conversation, but it must have been engaging, since I managed to miss the ramp for the American Airlines terminal—which meant we had to circle back around, a delay of ten minutes that had McCormack repeatedly checking his watch, apparently in danger of missing his flight.

Just before we reached the terminal he asked me, “What sort of a starting salary are Harvard Business School graduates getting these days?” For a split second I considered bumping it up a couple thousand, then thought better of it, figuring he probably knew the answer.

“It’s fourteen thousand dollars, sir,” I said.

This prompted an entry on one of his cards, after which he said, “We’ll be heading south from there.” And with that he was out of the car.

A month later I received a letter offering me a job as Mark McCormack’s executive assistant at International Management Group in Cleveland, starting salary $13,500, starting date August 15.

Suddenly I faced the biggest decision of my life. I’d been presented with two spectacular opportunities, reporting directly to a pair of titans in the two arenas that had been my passions, broadcasting and sports. Which door to open?

I’m not sure what it was—maybe Mark McCormack’s charisma, maybe my father’s less-than-stable career in broadcasting—but something deep inside told me to go with IMG.

It was a decision I’ve never regretted, but at the same time I’ve never stopped wondering what might have been, especially after 1985 when Tom Murphy’s company acquired ABC and then was bought by the Walt Disney Company for $19 billion—at that time, the second largest acquisition in U.S. history.

There was also the personal side: I’d forgone the opportunity to work with a man who became one of America’s most admired chief executives. When Murphy died in 2022, Disney CEO Robert Iger said, “Tom Murphy was unrivaled in our industry, not just for his business achievements, but for his impeccable ethics, his unwavering kindness, and his boundless generosity.”

Mark McCormack would never be described quite that way.



In the city of Chicago in 1936, the mysterious forces of fate had again conspired to my advantage, this time smiling on the world of professional golf as well—when six-year-old Mark Hume McCormack, the only child of Ned and Grace McCormack, was struck by a car and suffered a fractured skull. His recuperation was lengthy, but his parents drew comfort from friends, among them Mark’s godfather, who dedicated a poem to him, “Young Mark Expects,” a not insignificant gesture since his godfather was poet Carl Sandburg.

Restricted from playing contact sports, young Mark turned to golf and became a fine player, winning a Chicago schoolboy championship, playing number one on the team at William & Mary, and qualifying for two U.S. Amateurs plus the 1958 U.S. Open at Southern Hills. It was while at William & Mary, during a 1951 match against Wake Forest, that he met the ace of the Demon Deacons team, Arnold Palmer.

Seven years would pass before they reconnected. In the meantime McCormack earned a law degree from Yale, served a hitch in the army teaching military justice in Augusta, Georgia (where he managed to get in a few rounds at Augusta National), met and married his first wife, Nancy, and landed a job with the Cleveland law firm of Arter, Hadden, Wykoff & Van Duzer at an annual salary of $5,400.

“I didn’t really find law all that thrilling,” he told Sports Illustrated years later. “There were all these 80-year-old guys shuffling around the halls, and when someone died everyone moved offices. It was like my whole life was programmed. All I was really interested in was golf.”

In an effort to merge his passion with his career, McCormack and a friend in 1958 formed National Sports Management, a company that lined up exhibition matches for some of the touring golf pros. (In those days of very modest tournament purses, such exhibitions provided the better players with a much needed second source of income.)

Within a short time, a few of those players were coming to McCormack, asking for advice with their endorsement contracts, and one of the first was Palmer, who had a deal with Wilson Sporting Goods. He’d signed a lifetime agreement to endorse their clubs and balls worldwide for an annual payment of just $5,000. The contract also was littered with restrictive clauses, as McCormack recalled in his book Arnie: The Evolution of a Legend. “One stipulated that all the golf equipment Palmer used belonged to Wilson and was supposed to be returned to them after the contract expired. Even golf balls? It also said that if Arnold endorsed any other product—be it soap suds, toothpaste, automobiles, hair tonic or breakfast cereal—Wilson Sporting Goods had to be mentioned. (‘I start off every morning with a hearty bowl of Crunchy Corn Crackles and my trusty Wilson wedge.’)”

Arnie had been perfectly happy with all that, but Mark was not. He negotiated a new deal, got rid of the lifetime shackle and limit on endorsing other products, and changed Wilson’s rights from worldwide to only areas where the company had outlets, thus freeing Palmer to do business all over the world. The result was the now famous Golden Handshake in 1960 that made Mark McCormack the exclusive business representative for Arnold Palmer. And that deal would last a lifetime.

It was a beautiful marriage, Arnie’s star power and Mark’s business savvy, and their timing was perfect. Mark had created an industry just as Arnie’s career and televised sports were taking off. In the first two years of their relationship Palmer’s off-course earnings soared from $6,000 a year to $500,000, the equivalent of $5.2 million in today’s dollars. (Arnie, in fifty-two years of playing the PGA and Champions Tours, would earn only $3.6 million in prize money, but thanks in equal parts to his own visceral appeal and McCormack’s magic, he would amass a fortune of nearly $1 billion.)

McCormack’s strategy was based on what he called the “brand-name principle.” In Arnie he explained: “I once wrote to a manufacturer who wanted to put out an Arnold Palmer golf shoe. We liked the company, but the suggested royalty to Arnold was too low, and in telling the gentleman that I said, ‘Regardless of what you pay for Arnold Palmer, it would be exceedingly less than what you would have to pay to build a brand name from the beginning. Arnold Palmer is a brand name.’ ”


A LESSON FROM ARNIE

Not long after Mark started to represent Palmer, the two of them were at a swanky hotel in Los Angeles. The guy working at the pool confused their drink orders and was slow bringing towels to their cabana. McCormack read him the riot act.

As the guy shuffled away humiliated, Arnold grabbed Mark by the arm and said: “If you ever treat anyone like that again, our relationship is over.”

Mark, to his credit, told that story on himself. From that point forward, he never forgot Palmer’s message: no matter how successful you become, treat people well. It epitomized what Arnold Palmer was all about.



When word spread of Palmer’s lucrative alliance with McCormack, a budding South African star named Gary Player came looking for help. He, too, had a lopsided contract in hand, one that required him to win tournaments before he could earn any appreciable income. Mark fixed that one simply by rewriting the relevant clause to read “attempt to win” and Gary came on board as National Sports Management’s second client.

Then, a bit more cautiously, came Jack Nicklaus. In his book The Greatest Game of All, Nicklaus recalled the start of his relationship with McCormack:


I wasn’t seriously thinking of turning professional at the time. I was thinking more along the lines of what I would have to do to double or triple the $6,000 I was making by selling insurance. However, I wanted to find out the facts about professional golf. When Mark, at my request, came to Columbus to see me after the Amateur, he went over, item by item, a breakdown he had prepared on the various contracts he believed would be available to me if I decided to turn pro. They came to about $100,000, exclusive of the tournament prize money I might win. I told Mark that my plans were to remain an amateur but that I would think the matter over more fully at my leisure, and we left it at that.



When Jack decided to make the leap, Mark was quick to deliver:


At a press conference in Columbus I announced that I was turning pro, that Mark McCormack would be managing my business affairs. That same night I received a call from a Mr. Joel Gordon of the Revere Knitting Mills, in Boston. He had heard the news on the radio, he explained, and wondered if I would be interested in endorsing a line of sport shirts and sweaters. I told him to get in touch with Mark and later that month we all met in New York and worked out a contract. I mention this affiliation with Revere, my first commercial plum, not only because it proved to be a long and happy one, but also because of its importance to me at the time. Now that I had taken the plunge, in order to compete on the Tour I would need to get an Approved Tournament Player card from the PGA, and one of the requirements was that the applicant be able to show that he had $12,000 in the bank or was backed by a sponsor who did. By taking to my banker the written commitments from the Revere people and from a deal that Mark had quickly arranged with a publishing house (actually for this book), I got the letter I needed.




THE JOY OF BEING THIRD

Mark told me how in the early days of representing Arnold, Jack, and Gary, a company or advertising agency would call, usually seeking Palmer’s endorsement or appearance.

Mark would quote a fee, which the caller usually ridiculed.

“That’s way too much. I’m going to call Nicklaus.”

Mark: “You don’t have to, sir. I also represent Jack.”

Caller (slightly flummoxed): “And what will he cost?”

Hearing Jack’s fee, the caller fumed a bit more.

“Look, you give me no choice—I’ll have to call Gary Player.”

Mark (pause): “I represent him, too.”

Gary was unique in many ways. Superstar golfers resent any perception that they are not top priority. Their egos won’t allow it. It’s basically why Nicklaus left IMG in 1971, feeling he would always play second fiddle to Palmer.

Player was the ultimate pragmatist. I asked him once if it was difficult being seen (especially in America) as number three behind Arnold and Jack.

“Laddie,” he said with a sly smile, “I made millions on deals those two turned down.”



That was 1961. Almost overnight McCormack’s three clients began to win everything in sight. During the seven-year span that began in 1960, nobody but Arnie, Jack, and Gary won the Masters. They would account for seventeen of the forty major championships played during the 1960s. Arnie in that decade alone won forty-three tournaments; Jack, thirty; and Gary, ten.

Mark’s company, now renamed International Management Group, took full advantage, crafting contracts for his three titans that demanded—and got—record cuts of the action, bonuses for each victory, and right of approval over all ads in which their names or images appeared. “Athletes were being ripped off for so long that I felt like Robin Hood,” McCormack said.

Wrote Sports Illustrated’s Ray Kennedy, “The Big Three became the biggest moneymakers this side of Kuwait. Palmer was president of more than a dozen companies grossing $25 million, and young Jack was the mogul of such grand-sounding enterprises as the Jack Nicklaus Western Hemisphere Trading Co. With seven different golf equipment contracts for as many areas of the world, Player was kept busy switching clubs and muttering things like, ‘If this is Spalding, it must be New Zealand.’ ”


THE PIONEER

It would be easy to declare Mark McCormack golf’s first impresario, but that title belongs to a rotund, affable Bostonian named Fred Corcoran.

Corcoran spent his entire life immersed in the game, starting as a caddie at the Belmont Country Club, where, in an early display of his managerial chops, he rose to caddiemaster at age twelve. Before long he was running events for the Massachusetts Golf Association, where, with a box of crayons, he created the first tournament scoreboards.

A scratch-handicap backslapper and storyteller, Corcoran wooed local sportswriters and got golf into the Boston area newspapers. He also caught the attention of Pinehurst owner Richard Tufts, who hired him to run the press room at the 1936 PGA Championship, where he so impressed PGA of America president George Jacobus that he was hired as the association’s tournament director, as close as there was in those days to being commissioner of the PGA Tour.

When Corcoran took over, the circuit was a loosely stitched patchwork of twenty-two events played during the winter in Florida, Texas, and on the West Coast. With a total purse of barely $100,000, it was little more than a traveling circus. Most of the players were nameless, faceless itinerants sleeping in their cars as they hustled from event to event hoping to break even. The real goal was to attract enough attention to land a legitimate job as head professional at a posh private club.

So desperate were those post-Depression days that the resourceful star Gene Sarazen suggested an early version of crowdfunding: charge every golf fan ten cents to be used for prize money. He reasoned that, with 4 million golfers in America, if each of them could be dunned for a dime, it would reap $400,000. The idea went nowhere.

It was Corcoran who turned things around, using his PR and marketing savvy to convince auto dealers, resort hotel owners, and city chambers of commerce that sponsoring a professional golf event was good business. When he left his job in 1947 the Tour schedule had more than doubled to forty-seven events, the total prize money was over $600,000, and salivating sponsors were being turned away. Big-time professional golf had arrived.

So packed was the calendar that, for a brief moment, consideration was given to forming a satellite tour for lesser players, until it was decided that the pool of playing talent simply wasn’t deep enough to pull it off. The idea would simmer for half a century before resurfacing as the Ben Hogan (now Korn Ferry) Tour.

Corcoran did not share materially in the success he brought the Tour pros. (His salary as tournament director was $5,000 a year plus $5-a-day expense money.) However, the PGA allowed him to supplement his income by handling the business affairs of one of the young players, Sam Snead, who became his lifelong client and friend.

Snead was a country boy from the backwoods of Hot Springs, Virginia, with enormous natural talent—he’d actually played much of his formative golf barefoot—and Corcoran did his Barnumesque best to milk that image. A story he loved to tell related to the time Sam learned that his picture had appeared in the New York Times and wondered how that could be, as he’d never been to New York. With Corcoran working on his behalf, Snead would become the first professional golfer to bank a million dollars.

Another Corcoran client was America’s first great woman athlete, Babe Didrikson Zaharias, who excelled not just at golf but baseball, basketball, and track and field as well, winning two gold medals in the 1932 Olympics before turning to golf and winning ten major titles. In 1945, Corcoran brought Babe worldwide attention when he landed her a spot in the Los Angeles Open, the first woman to compete in a PGA Tour event.

Among Corcoran’s closest friends was fellow Bostonian Ted Williams, who became his client and brought him valuable contacts in baseball, where he produced a series of three golf challenge matches between archrivals Babe Ruth and Ty Cobb (Cobb won, 2–1). He also staged exhibitions for Bing Crosby and Bob Hope, bringing sports-themed shows to U.S. troops abroad.

Corcoran was a cofounder of both the Ladies Professional Golf Association and the Golf Writers Association of America. He was the manager of three U.S. Ryder Cup teams and official scorer for thirty-four USGA Championships. When the World Golf Hall of Fame opened in 1975, he was among the charter inductees. The title of his biography says it all: Fred Corcoran: The Man Who Sold Golf to the World.



In the midst of all that 1960s success, however, came a major crisis when a civil war erupted within the PGA of America.

Since its founding in 1916 the PGA had focused on club professionals—the guys who ran pro shops and gave lessons. With the clubs in the northern tier closing for the winter, many pros would head south to pick up extra work and compete in tournaments. As the tournament circuit expanded and the prize money swelled, so did the flock of snowbird pros, and by the 1960s, several of them had decided to play for pay full-time. Suddenly the PGA comprised two factions—six thousand golf pros and two hundred pro golfers—with decidedly divergent agendas.

Television had played a major role. Thanks in large part to the appeal of Palmer, Nicklaus, and Player, the major TV networks were paying substantial fees for the right to broadcast events. The PGA was using that income to strengthen the greater organization and its programs, but the Tour players felt it was they who should be getting the lion’s share of the largesse. They also wanted more authority over tournament scheduling and operations, and the hiring of Tour-related personnel, all of which was then under the firm control of the PGA home office.

The conflict inflamed in 1966 when a proposal came in for a $200,000 tournament to be sponsored by Frank Sinatra and held at the Canyon Country Club in Palm Springs. The PGA’s tournament committee, consisting of four players and three PGA officials, voted 4–3 to hold the event. But the event would be played within a few weeks of the established Bob Hope Desert Classic in Palm Springs, and the PGA’s executive committee, feeling the area couldn’t properly embrace two events so close in time, met in special session and used its veto power (for the first and only time in fifty years) to kill the tournament. That set in motion a battle that lasted nearly three years.

Leading the PGA forces was the association’s president, Max Elbin, with the backing of the broader membership as well as three of the game’s most revered figures—Bobby Jones, Walter Hagen, and Sam Snead. The chief spokesman for the Tour players was Jack Nicklaus, and behind him stood virtually every significant player. At the 1967 U.S. Open at Baltusrol, 135 of them signed a petition listing seven demands (one of which was that the PGA relinquish its veto power) and insisted that if those demands were not met, all 135 of them would boycott that year’s PGA Championship.

Nicklaus, despite all the distraction, won that U.S. Open at Baltusrol with a record seventy-two-hole total. The runner-up, and the man caught smack in the middle of the schism, was Arnold Palmer.

More of a traditionalist than his younger colleagues, Arnie had always been a staunch supporter of the PGA, which had been a big part of his life since childhood, his father, Deacon, being the green superintendent and then head professional at Latrobe Country Club in Pennsylvania. There was also the fact that his Arnold Palmer line of golf clubs was then being sold exclusively through PGA pro shops rather than more widely through sporting goods and department stores (a decision Arnie had made out of loyalty to his club pro brethren). Alienating those club pros now by siding with the Tour players would be unwise for business. Foremost in Palmer’s mind, however, was a concern for the future health of both sides of professional golf.


LV YEARS BEFORE LIV

What was Mark McCormack’s view of all this wrangling between the PGA of America and the Tour players? In his biography of Arnold Palmer, written in 1967 during the height of the conflict, he left no doubt—while also offering an eerie foreshadowing of today’s situation with LIV Golf:

“I often wondered if the best thing that might happen for professional golf would be for Arnold Palmer to lead a group of players to a new pro tour. This almost occurred in 1964.

“A corporation, a very big corporation, guaranteed $4,000,000 to sponsor a golf tour of the top thirty players. The basic stipulation was that three of the players would be Arnold Palmer, Jack Nicklaus, and Gary Player. Twenty-seven others would be selected, but after Palmer, Nicklaus, and Player, we could pick any 27 we wanted.

“We would have had a tie-in with a television network and every tournament would have been on national television. The tour would have consisted of about 20 tournaments a year, which would have been spaced around the major championships—the Masters, U.S. Open and British Open. Presumably our players would no longer have been eligible for the PGA Championship.

“The prize money would have been better than then existed on the tour. In addition, each player would have received a salary of between $20,000 and $40,000 a year, depending on his stature. The players also would have received profit sharing, pension plans, and insurance benefits, none of which they get now. The financial backing for this plan was no dream. The money was on the table.

“The reason that new tour was not established is Arnold Palmer. He feared for the future of the PGA.”



Two weeks after the U.S. Open, the PGA of America agreed to six of the Tour players’ seven demands, enough of a concession that the players all showed up at the PGA Championship. But the one item on which the PGA did not budge was the veto that assured PGA executives final control over the Tour, and that was a sore that would fester.

A year later, after no progress had been made, the Tour pros pulled the trigger and formed their own association, American Professional Golfers, Inc. Cynics called it Arnold Palmer’s Golfers, and Arnie was not amused. Although he gave verbal support to the breakaway group, he did not join it. Instead, he met clandestinely with Max Elbin both in Latrobe and at the PGA headquarters in Dunedin, Florida, and the two of them came up with a compromise proposal, a one-year trial during which the Tour would be run by a fourteen-person board consisting of seven players, four unaffiliated businessmen, and three PGA officers.

The Palmer-Elbin proposal failed to gain favor on either side, but it did spur broader talks, and in December of 1968, just weeks before the start of the Tour’s first season, a solution finally was reached. The short-lived APG became the Tournament Players Division (TPD) of the PGA (later renamed the PGA Tour), to be run by a twelve-member board comprised of PGA executives, Tour players, and businessmen, and overseen by a commissioner. The PGA of America thus withdrew itself from the business of tournament golf, retaining oversight of only the PGA Championship and the Ryder Cup.

Joseph C. Dey, the highly respected executive director of the USGA, became the first commissioner, and under his steady hand the rift healed. Within a short time both the PGA of America and the PGA Tour were on paths to great prosperity.

No one would navigate this new world more deftly than Mark McCormack. Quite literally, he became the agent of change in modern golf.



I have no recollection what sage advice my business school class offered Mark on the conduct of his empire, but of one thing I’m certain: he didn’t need our help. He was always way ahead of us. That became clear the moment I went to work for him.

I was twenty-five, and had been enjoying one final carefree summer in Portland—playing some golf, doing the fill-in deejay gig, slogging through another fortnight with the Maine Army Reserves—when I got a surprise phone call from Mark. He was going to be in New York the following week and wondered if I could join him there for a day, to get a bit better acquainted and learn about a number of the projects he had going.

I met him at the General Motors Building, where IMG had a suite of offices overlooking Central Park. I’d had no idea the company had a physical presence beyond Cleveland. That was just the first of several eye-openers that day.

Mark began by introducing me to one of his lieutenants, Rick Isaacson, an MBA out of Dartmouth who’d joined the company four years earlier and was now managing Gary Player and Ray Floyd. Short, bespectacled, prematurely balding, and chain-smoking, he looked more like a press agent than a sports agent, but he would become a close friend and mentor during my first years at IMG. Rick had me copy him on most of my memos and letters and invariably returned them with corrections, comments, and clarifications, always full of exclamation points in his trademark red ink. He had strong opinions—often less than complimentary—on everything and everyone in the company, and wasn’t shy about expressing them, but I think I was spared the worst of his vitriol. Early on he started calling me “Hugs,” and I loved the guy despite moments when I (and others within IMG) wanted to kill him.

Rick was in New York that day to launch a new division of IMG called Merchandising Consultants International. Mark had correctly intuited that most major companies were ill-equipped to evaluate the myriad proposals they received from people like himself. That responsibility typically fell to in-house executives or lawyers with zero expertise in sports or talent management. Invariably mistakes were made—bad choices and bad deals. So Mark had created MCI on the hunch that such corporations would pay significant monthly retainers to subcontract that job to a knowledgeable specialist.

He was right. Within a year or two MCI would have lucrative agreements with the likes of Colgate-Palmolive, Hertz, Miller Brewing, Princess Hotels, Rolex, Seagram’s, and Wilkinson, among many others.

Most of the rest of my day in New York was spent riding around the city with Mark, listening in on an endless string of phone calls he fielded in the back of his limousine. That afternoon we stopped at a law firm for a short meeting. Going up in the elevator Mark explained that Lee Trevino’s agent, Bucky Woy, was suing IMG for infringing upon Trevino’s commercial rights without approval or compensation. IMG had made a documentary titled The 30 Days of Lee Trevino, about the magical period in 1971 when Supermex had won the U.S. Open, Canadian Open, and British Open, a golf triple crown never accomplished before or since. (I happened to know the third leg of that triple well. Best friend Chris Pierce and I had been at Royal Birkdale on that day in July when Trevino sank the winning putt, on our first-ever trip to Britain the summer between my two years at HBS. Little could I have imagined there would be 103 more major championships in my future!)

Listening to Mark and the lawyer he’d retained to defend IMG, I got a quick tutorial in sports litigation, an athlete’s right to compensation versus what is already in the public domain, etc. But mostly I remember marveling at Mark’s mind in action, an astute lawyer and imaginative problem solver.

Toward the end of the day he handed me a lengthy list of administrative tasks to tackle when I got to Cleveland, briefly explaining each one as I frantically took notes. “Sorry, sir—what’s TWI?” (Trans World International, IMG’s television division.) “David’s last name again?” (Rees, our South African CFO.) “MMI?” (Motor Marketing International, our auto racing division.)

On the flight back to Maine that evening, I tried to process it all. IMG was a lot more than Arnold Palmer’s agent; it was a sports-marketing powerhouse. Cleveland may have been its birthplace, but within its first decade the company had expanded to offices in New York, Los Angeles, London, Paris, Geneva, Tokyo, Cape Town, Sydney, and Christchurch. The original client base—a small stable of golfers—had exploded to include dozens of athletes, with entire divisions of the company now devoted to tennis, skiing, auto racing, and team sports. They’d started IMG Literary Management (first client Dennis the Menace creator Hank Ketcham), IMG Models (first client British supermodel Jean Shrimpton), and IMG Broadcasting (first client the voice of ABC Sports, Chris Schenkel). In addition to the MCI consulting arm, there was a division charged with creating and managing sporting events, another aimed at working with sports leagues and associations, and a huge and fast-growing division in L.A. producing television programming and films. And Mark McCormack was just getting started.

A month later I joined him.

As eager as I’d been to get started, I was less than excited about the prospect of moving to Cleveland, Ohio. A xenophobic northeasterner, I had no clue where Cleveland was on the map, figured it was somewhere west of Chicago. Imagine my surprise to find it just over the Pennsylvania border. I didn’t even have to change time zones!

Still, it was Cleveland. There was a guy in my section at HBS who’d grown up there, and when I asked him about his hometown, he said, “The main drag is Euclid Avenue, and if you’re downtown at seven p.m. and roll a bowling ball down Euclid Avenue, you won’t hit anything for forty blocks.” Expectations managed.

The IMG offices were in the Cuyahoga Savings Bank building, a fifteen-story steel-and-glass monument to charmlessness at 1360 East Ninth Street, a few blocks from Lake Erie. About a hundred employees were spread over three floors. My office was on the thirteenth, which was a bit unusual—because of the superstition about the number 13, most buildings of that era had elevators with buttons marked 1 through 12, then 14 upward. The joke around the office was that when Mark set up shop he chose the thirteenth floor and then leveraged the triskaidekaphobia thing to get a sweet deal on the rent.

On the northeast corner of the headquarters Mark ran things from a large office with a sitting room, a private bathroom, and a commanding view of the lake—except that he didn’t run things from there because he was constantly traveling, almost never in Cleveland. Two doors down, next to the kitchenette, was the notably less lavish workspace where yours truly would be spending sixty hours a week.

It would be more than a month before Mark made his first appearance, but that was fine, as it enabled me to get a sense—not so much an overview as an underview—of the operation. My first impression was that Mark must have lowballed a lot of guys the way he had me on the hiring salary, because a surprising number of the executives were not the best and the brightest I’d expected them all to be. Instead, a handful of extremely smart individuals stood out amid much mediocrity.

In addition to the aforementioned Rick Isaacson there was Ian Todd, an Englishman who handled the pro skiing clients. A former Olympic skier himself, he had a law degree and an exceptionally quick mind. Ian was around for only a year or so before Mark recognized just how sharp he was and sent him to Geneva and then London, where he oversaw IMG operations in Europe, Africa, and the Middle East.

IMG Tennis was a fledgling operation until Bob Kain arrived and built it into a one of the company’s most profitable divisions. Bob had shrewd business sense, worked his tail off, and knew how to get things done, but I think a big part of his success came from the warmth of his personality and the ease with which he related to everyone. For years Mark had tried to sign Billie Jean King, but she never liked his manner and approach. Then Bob came on board, Billie Jean made the leap, and many of the top male and female tennis pros followed. When Bob arrived at IMG the tennis division’s annual revenue was $650,000; when he left it was $110 million.

When I joined IMG in 1972, IMG’s fastest-growing division was the television production company Trans World International. (I’d taken a job in the broadcasting world after all!) At the helm was one of the true geniuses in that field, Barry Frank, who had been hired away from ABC, where he’d been vice president of programming under the legendary Roone Arledge. Barry would leave IMG in 1976 to become president of CBS Sports, but then return to run TWI and IMG Broadcasting, where he attracted an all-star cast of clients, including Bob Costas, Al Michaels, Jim Nantz, and Mike Tirico.

Another Barry Frank client was football commentator John Madden, who one year reaped a $7.5 million salary bump thanks to Barry’s creating a bidding war for his services among ABC, CBS, and Fox. Madden was an odd duck, however, who required more than the usual care and feeding. He insisted that all the income he’d earned through IMG agreements be paid directly to him, then he would send commission checks back to us—and he was notorious for being late with those checks. More than once at senior executive meetings Mark went ballistic over this, reaming Barry at length, but Barry knew how to handle both his client and his boss.
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