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Preface

 

What a difference a championship makes.

Eight years ago, when this book was first published, the Mavs were an intriguing story because they’d just started heading back down the road to respectability.

Now, their journey is complete.

The Dallas Mavericks are NBA champions.

It took 31 seasons and countless players, coaches and heartbreaks. The more you suffered as a fan, the more you appreciate it.

To those who climbed aboard the bandwagon during this thrilling postseason, this book is a great way to get caught upon what you missed in previous years.

To those of you who remember Abdul Jeelani and Bill Garnett, Moody Madness and Reunion Rowdies, or even if you became a “MFFL” around the time Mark Cuban coined that phrase, enjoy the journey through seasons past.

Regardless of how long you’ve been a fan, be sure to check the final pages for a top 10 list of Mavs moments. Submit your own list, or your comment on mine, to Top10MavsMoments@gmail.com.

 

Enjoy,

Jaime Aron

June 12, 2011


Foreword

 

 

My collection of Mavericks memories began long before I bought the team. It started soon after I arrived in Dallas in the 1980s.

Having grown up in Pittsburgh, I had no local team to root for, so I became more a fan of the league. One of the perks of moving here was getting to go to NBA games.

I went to a lot of games during those years, which is how my love of the team really grew. It wasn’t about wins and losses; I enjoyed the simple fun of being there. I appreciated the beauty of the game and the thrill of watching the best players in the world play my favorite game.

Of course, there are certain nights that stand out more than others.

The one I wish I could tell you all about was Moody Madness. But I wasn’t there. I couldn’t get a ticket.

I was there, though, when Roy Tarpley blew out his knee. I still remember wincing and feeling sick to my stomach.

Then came the miserable years. About the only good thing that came out of them was how easy it became to find a good seat, no matter what team the Mavs were playing.

I remember the Celtics coming to Reunion—I think it was during that awful 11-win season—and I got a floor seat for $10. The place was so empty that when Robert Parish went to the foul line, he could hear me heckling him about his weight. I suggested that “Chief ” change his nickname to “Chubby,” or something like that. He laughed so hard that he had to give the ball back to the ref before he shot.

Years later, I gave Charles Barkley an earful about how big he was getting. Every time he came down the floor, he spotted me and muttered some choice words.

I remember watching Popeye Jones going for 20 points and 20 rebounds in the same game and chanting “MVP! MVP!” Then there was the hope the Three Js brought, especially Jason Kidd. You’ve heard people say he makes players around him better. Well, he also made us fans better, because even when he was a rookie, just seeing the ball in his hands gave me the feeling that we were never out of a game.

Since moving from the front row to the front office, my perspective has changed. My enthusiasm hasn’t. The difference is that now the overweight centers and aging power forwards know my name—and the commissioner pays attention when I heckle players (or refs).

Speaking of David Stern, he unintentionally provided me with some great memories.

Early into my ownership, he sat with me at a preseason game and said that I needed to tone down my enthusiasm. He said I should be careful because I was building up everyone’s expectations—a bad idea, he said, because pro basketball is not an easy business. I remember looking at him and not saying anything, all the while thinking, “If that isn’t motivation, I don’t know what is!”

A few weeks later, I got to enjoy one of my first major thrills of ownership.

It happened in a November 2001 game against the Spurs at Reunion, two nights after Vancouver blew us out. Michael Finley hit a long jumper at the buzzer to win it 79-77, and we all burst onto the court to celebrate. Being an owner meant I could do that and not have to look over my shoulder for cops chasing me! I realized then how much more excitement I could have as an owner.

A second big thrill came later that season, when we played Utah in the playoffs.

Everyone remembers Calvin Booth’s  great shot that won Game 5. Well, it was an extra-sweet victory for me because of what happened earlier in the series.

In Game 2, John Stockton went to the foul line with 2.9 seconds left. After his second shot, the clock showed 2.2 left. I got very upset at the scorer, and when Jazz coach Jerry Sloan stood up, I blew him a kiss to let him know I wasn’t angry with him. The commissioner later said that we probably lost that game because I was a distraction to the team. Then we won the next three games and the series.

As you can tell, I have a keen appreciation for the team’s history because I lived through much of it, first as a Reunion Rowdy and now as an insider. But I’ll always consider myself a fan—a Mavs Fan for Life.

Are you an MFFL? Here are some of the warning signs:

• Do you lose sleep after a loss?

• Are you so excited after we win that you can’t tell enough people?

• If we’ve lost five in a row, are you 100 percent certain we’re going to win the next game and just as sure there will be millions around the world jumping as well, all cheering on the Mavs?

If you’re like me, you answered yes to all three. And if that’s the  case, you’re  going to love Tales  from the Dallas Mavericks Locker Room.

—Mark Cuban


Introduction

 

Want to know the best thing about the Dallas Mavericks?

No matter whether they’ve been great, awful or somewhere in between, they’ve always provided a stream of colorful personalities and quirky moments.

From a coach who brought a tiger into the locker room to contract negotiations held in a plane flying over Niagara Falls to a billionaire owner mixing up milkshakes, Mavericks history is far more interesting than you might expect out of a franchise whose greatest on-court achievement is coming within one game of reaching the NBA Finals.

The goal of this first-ever comprehensive  team history was to blend the spirit of the Reunion Rowdies with the excitement of the team’s three eras: the current glory days of Dirk Nowitzki, Michael Finley and Steve Nash; the original glory days of Mark Aguirre,  Rolando Blackman and Derek Harper; and that in-between period best described as the gory days.

For this book of tales, it ended up being harder to decide what to leave out than what to include. All are part of what made this franchise what it is today.

The great thing about the tales format is that you can absorb it in either one long sitting or a bunch of short ones. Feel free to flip through for the events you remember—or maybe just the ones you don’t.

Among the highlights:

• The full story of the serpentine path Donald Carter and Norm Sonju followed just to obtain an NBA team, including near-misses on relocating the Milwaukee Bucks, Buffalo Braves, and Kansas City Kings to Dallas.

• Memorable playoff wins such as the very first one, Moody Madness, the Game 5 victory over Utah to cap a coming-of-age comeback in 2001 and the two Game 7s in 2003.

• Regular-season  classics including win number one, the first victory over Boston, Jason Kidd’s performance in a double- overtime game against Houston that many believe helped him win Rookie of the Year, and the Unforgetta-Bull overtime win over two-time defending world champion Chicago in 1998.

• Disappointments such as Derek Harper dribbling out the clock in a playoff game against the Lakers, “The Wreck at the Hec” playoff series against Seattle in 1987, and the zero-field goal, two-point quarter in 1996.

• A fine-by-fine look at Mark Cuban’s battles with the NBA, plus his day behind the counter at Dairy Queen and his night refereeing a Harlem Globetrotters game.

• All the times Don Nelson’s name came up long before he was ever hired as GM.

• A breakdown of the first-round picks Dallas swindled from Cleveland in 1980 and how the Mavericks could’ve used those picks and their own to put together a roster featuring Karl Malone, Charles Barkley, Clyde Drexler and John Stockton.

• Other draft-related items, from the Jason Kidd vs. Grant Hill debate to the team’s long, luckless history with the lottery.

• How the Three Js came together and fell apart, including the requisite Toni Braxton story and other details of just how bad the Mav-wrecks were in the 1990s.

• The first-ever published account of how the NBA’s three-point contest started in Dallas.

• The rise of Brad Davis from journeyman to beloved icon and the sad sagas of Roy Tarpley and Leon Smith.

This franchise has gone through two arenas, three owners and seven head coaches. It’s a team that was so good so fast that an NBA executive called it a “model” franchise. Then things got so bad that they were spoofed in a nationally syndicated cartoon.

Now the team is soaring again. Riding on their momentum is this book, Tales from the Dallas Mavericks Locker Room.

Enjoy.

 

—Jaime Aron

   August 2003



SECTION I:



The Original Glory Days

(1978 to June 4, 1988)



1



Birth of a Franchise

THE HUNT IS ON

Donald Carter had never been to an NBA game when he started pursuing a franchise. So he wasn’t doing it to satisfy his love of basketball. And even though he was a multimillionaire businessman, he wasn’t trying to pad his fortune or raise his profile. For Carter, it was simply a gift—to his hoops-loving  wife, Linda, and to the city of Dallas, which he thought deserved to be considered “big-league” in every way.

The hunt began in 1978 when a group of California businessmen  asked Carter—a multimillionaire thanks to Home Interiors & Gifts, the corporation his mother began two decades earlier—to be a minority partner in their bid to bring the NBA to Dallas.

The plan was to buy the Milwaukee Bucks and move them south. Although the existing owners demanded that Carter’s group not talk about relocation until after the sale was approved, they were allowed to check with the league to make sure they’d be allowed to move the team. The response: No way.

“But they’d gotten my juices going,” Carter said.

So Carter established a basketball office in Dallas, and in January 1979, he sent the league a $100,000 check for the local expansion rights. The group’s goal was still to relocate an established team. But they got into the expansion process because “we didn’t want someone to end-run us,” Carter said.

Carter already had a point man in place, but wasn’t convinced he had the right person. Then the Rev. W.A. Criswell recommended Norm Sonju. A year before, Sonju was president and general manager of the Buffalo Braves and tried moving them to Dallas. The team ended up in San Diego, and he ended up out of work.

Carter hired Sonju as GM in February 1979. His first assignment: Get a team.

That summer, a storm ripped the roof off Kemper Arena, home of the Kansas City Kings. That gave the Kings a chance to break their lease.

“Quick! Let’s get them on the phone,” Carter said.

Getting the Kings would’ve been a coup. Kansas City had just won the Midwest Division, Cotton Fitzsimmons had been named Coach of the Year, and guard Phil Ford had been Rookie of the Year.

“We flew them down the next day and made a deal. We had the club bought,” Carter said. “Then we [went] back to the NBA and they again said no.”

It was all about money. When a team moves, the rest of the league gets nothing. But when the league expands, the franchise fee is split among the owners.

Resigned to taking that route, the Dallas group offered in June 1979 to pay $8 million in cash. It was $1.5 million more than they would’ve paid for the Kings and $1.85 million more than the last expansion team paid. The league wanted $12 million and promised the first pick in the draft.

As negotiations dragged on, Carter was ready to give up. But then the group came up with an ownership formula based on 24 “units.” Sonju and attorney Doug Adkins would automatically get one each, and they’d sell the other 22. Carter agreed to buy the first one. The league liked the plan enough that Sonju was told if he got the money, he’d get the team.

Having enough money behind the team was important, because in 1979 pro basketball was struggling. Most teams were in the red. There was no ESPN beaming highlights into homes every night, turning players into celebrities and cultural icons. In fact, the finals that season—and the next—were shown on tape delay, often after the results were given on the nightly news.

Sonju soon discovered that the richest people in Dallas weren’t hoops junkies. He met with about 150 businessmen who had made their money all sorts of ways, and their three favorite sports were usually football, football and football. But Sonju was determined. He poured most of his time, and more than $250,000 of his own money, into trying to sell the remaining units. He even hired an employee: Rick Sund, a young scout/ administrative assistant for the Milwaukee Bucks. Sund was named director of player personnel.

Then things got dicey. In January 1980, the expansion committee decided that if Dallas received a team, it would get the 11th pick of the draft, not the first. Then came word that some owners were skittish about expanding at all.

At a February meeting, commissioner Larry O’Brien took an informal vote. It revealed that seven teams were against Dallas’s bid for a franchise. That was more than enough to squash Dallas’s hopes. So O’Brien asked what it would take to make it work.

The other owners wanted to gain more money and to lose less talent; in the roster-stocking dispersal draft, they wanted to protect eight players instead of seven.

The shifting rules prompted many of Sonju’s moneymen to back out. When he headed to a breakfast meeting with Carter and Adkins at a Coco’s restaurant on the southwest corner of Midway and LBJ Freeway on April 15, 1980, the whole deal was shaky.

Carter, though, had come too far to let it fall apart.

“At this point, my wife and everyone were all excited,” he said.

[image: image]

The founding fathers: Donald Carter (in white)  signs the franchise charter
agreement on May 1, 1980, alongside Norm Sonju (far left) and Doug Adkins
(far right). NBA commissioner Larry O’Brien  is between Carter and Adkins.
(NBAE/Getty Images)

Carter admired Sonju’s hard work and passion so much that he offered to buy the unsold units.

“It was pure emotion, not a business decision,” Carter said soon after that milestone meeting.

Sonju wrote out the plans on a napkin and sent a formal proposal to the head of the expansion committee on Friday, April 25. They were willing to pay $2 million up front, $4 million in January, then $1.2 million for five years at 7 percent interest on the balance.

Sonju returned from lunch on Monday to find a message from a Phoenix Suns executive that read, “Congratulations. No need to return the call.” The vote was 20-2 in favor of making Dallas the NBA’s 23rd team. It was the first addition since 1974, and there wouldn’t be another until 1988.

That same day—April 28,1980—Reunion Arena opened with the start of a weeklong World Championship Tennis event starring Jimmy Connors and John McEnroe.

An official announcement came May 1. The franchise agreement was signed, and the team name, colors and logo were unveiled that day.

“This is the end of a long and torturous route,” O’Brien said, “and as I look here at Norm Sonju and [mayor] Bob Folsom, my God, it has been torturous.”

The vision had become a reality. Now it was time to get to work. The dispersal draft was held May 28, giving Dallas 22 players. The Mavericks made their first trade and signed their first free agent June 9. The first regular draft was the next day, yielding 10 more players.

Five weeks later, Dick Motta became the first coach and Bob Weiss his assistant. Motta—a former NBA Coach of the Year who two summers before was celebrating a championship with Washington—provided instant credibility. His reputation for building winners helped buy time from local fans and gave outsiders reason to believe pro hoops might eventually catch on in football-frenzied Dallas. At the time the Cowboys were riding high as “America’s Team,” and the lowly Texas Rangers were the area’s only other pro sports team.

Motta showed he was ready for the challenge with an enthusiastic introduction on July 17, 1980.

“When I heard of the expansion plans, my heart jumped 100 beats,” he said. “This is the only time in my career I’ve actively campaigned for a job.

“We’ll be a hustling, bustling team. I hope you’ll be proud.”

MR. C

It was only fitting that the Dallas Mavericks’ first logo prominently featured a white cowboy hat hanging off the top right corner of a slanted M. Consider it a tip of the hat to franchise patriarch Don Carter—or “Mr. C,” as he’s belovedly known.

Standing tall at the top of the team’s  original hierarchy, Carter was a humble good old boy, as honest and reliable as his Wrangler jeans and Stetson hat. Outsiders who pegged him as a real-life J.R. Ewing couldn’t have been more wrong. Carter was compassionate, not cutthroat. A real rags-to-riches success, he never forgot what it was like when he had nothing and how jealous he’d been of those with everything.

Carter was the son of a divorced mother who worked by day and went to school at night. At a young age, he went to work, too, delivering newspapers, pumping gas, selling french fries on the midway of the State Fair and hawking peanuts and programs at the Cotton Bowl and Moody Coliseum. That was about as close to sports as he got. If he had a sports hero, it was stunt driver Joey Chitwood. Young Donnie Joe’s passions were hot rods and motorcycles, and several times they nearly got him killed.

His mother, the late Mary Crowley, wrote in her autobiography that she often said this prayer: “Lord, I know Don is going to do something great—please make it legal.”

Carter dropped out of Crozier Tech High and joined the air force. Over the next four years, Mrs. C—as Carter called his mother––saw her prayers starting to be answered.

Carter finished his high school degree and became a devout Christian. Drinking and swearing were out. The straight and narrow were in. He worked at IBM, then joined his mother at Home Interiors & Gifts, the company she started in 1957 with a $6,000 bank loan. The company sold knick-knacks through direct sales. It caught on quickly, posting its first million-dollar year in 1962, and just kept growing.

In the early days of the business, Don met his future wife, Linda. She was only a year removed from playing basketball at Duncanville High, and several of their first dates were at a tournament there. For many years, the only picture in his wallet showed her in a basketball uniform.

Carter and his mother, who died of cancer in June 1986, were very involved in Christian  causes. They were loyal followers of Billy Graham and big donors to the Fellowship of Christian Athletes;  through that organization, the family became close with Tom Landry and his family. Carter looked to Landry and the Cowboys when he started the Mavericks. He said he’d like to have “a team of Roger Staubachs.” The clean-cut approach was symbolized by the first free agent signee: Ralph Drollinger, who came from the Christian-based Athletes in Action touring team.

Motta once said Carter was “too honest,” adding that it would make a fine epitaph. Carter couldn’t help it. He considered his favorite players almost like sons, sometimes crying when they were traded or released. When Oliver Mack was cut three days before Christmas 1981, Carter gave him a $3,000 going-away gift.

Carter went from rebelling against guaranteed contracts to being too generous with them. He was so loyal that sometimes his heart overtook his head, prompting him to overrule his basketball decision makers. He backed out of a fabulous deal with the Lakers because he didn’t want the owner of his team’s biggest rival to upset his general manager. Soon after, Carter took Mark Aguirre off the trading block because Aguirre’s mother had died and Carter felt Aguirre needed stability in his life.

Carter was so forgiving of Roy Tarpley’s problems with drugs and the law that he was criticized for sticking by Tarpley only because he was a great player. In response, team public relations director Kevin Sullivan asked Carter to let him tell the story of David Burns.

A Dallas native who starred at Saint Louis University, Burns played nine games for Denver in 1981-82, then tried making the Mavericks. He didn’t and years later wound up working for Home Interiors & Gifts. When Carter discovered that Burns couldn’t read, he personally made sure Burns got into an adult literacy program. Carter did it simply to help, not for attention, and only let Sullivan share the story to counter the bashing he was taking over Tarpley.

Another story Carter reluctantly let Sullivan tell involved four baseline seats he gave away to every home game. Carter paid for the tickets and wanted them given to people who would probably never get to sit so close to the action. So for several seasons in the 1990s, Carter had Sullivan or his top lieutenant, Tony Fay, roam the upper deck before each game in search of a lucky foursome. You can imagine the reactions they got. Sullivan and Fay still consider it a highlight of their Mavericks days.

“Some people say that a big heart doesn’t fit in this business, but I’ve never been willing to accept that,” Carter said in 1994.

Carter’s relationship with fans was sealed on the day of the first game, when he told them, “We’ll be contenders in three years.”

While the rest of the basketball world laughed, he ended up being right.

NORM SONJU, GM

Until 1976, the man so responsible for bringing the NBA to Dallas had no connection to the league or the city. Norm Sonju’s closest link was owning season tickets to the Chicago Bulls.

Then his friend Jerry Colangelo, who ran the Phoenix Suns, recommended him as a GM candidate to Buffalo Braves owner John Y. Brown. Sonju gave up a successful, lucrative business job to take it, then quickly discovered that Buffalo fans weren’t interested in the NBA. So Sonju began looking for somewhere to move the team. Dallas intrigued him partly because a new arena was being built and it lacked a pro sports tenant. He also liked California’s Orange County, but it had no arena.

While some saw Dallas as a bastion for football and nothing else, Sonju noticed that TV ratings for NBA games were higher in Dallas than any other city without a team—and higher than some cities that did have a team.

Everything seemed to fall into place. In fact, Sonju was so sure the Braves were moving to Dallas that he bought a house, leased office space and negotiated a 20-year arena lease. He even decided to rename the team the Dallas Express.

Then Brown stunned Sonju by swapping his franchise for the Boston Celtics. The Braves’ new owner moved the team to San Diego, where they became the Clippers.

After hooking up with Carter and getting a team in Dallas after all, Sonju was the first and only GM for 15 seasons. He later added titles such as chief operating officer and president. He also joined the league’s expansion committee, the same group he once battled to get the rights for the Mavericks.

While opinions about him and his leadership style vary, the results speak for themselves. Dallas was labeled a “model” franchise in its first decade and often hosted people looking to start or rebuild teams.

Anyone who enjoyed a Mavericks game during his tenure can thank Sonju for pretty much everything except whatever happened on the court. Game-day operations were his forte, and he was a stickler for details. He took pride in everything from entertaining halftime shows to toilets that flushed and the temperature of food and drinks. Anyone who called his weekly radio show and complained about a squeaky chair would find it fixed by their next visit.

Optimism was one of Sonju’s trademarks. A perfect illustration was his plan to cap season ticket sales at 14,000 to ensure that fans would always be able to buy single-game tickets. It seemed silly at  the time, because Dallas averaged 7,789 fans the first season and there were still doubts about whether the NBA would catch on locally. Nobody was laughing about the ticket limit by the fourth season, when the average attendance hit 14,223.

Sonju’s relationship with Colangelo and other NBA executives came through Camp of the Woods, a Christian camp in the Adirondack Mountains region of New York that Sonju became involved with as a teenager. Sonju and longtime NBA exec Pat Williams became so close through the camp that Williams was Sonju’s best man. Don Nelson also was part of Sonju’s wedding party.  When Dallas hosted the 1986 All-Star Game, Sonju bought the court and donated it to the camp.

Sonju was such a devout Christian that “God Bless America” was played at home games instead of the national anthem.

While stories about his religion and tales regarding his idiosyncrasies—such as a crusade against Scotch tape—are how outsiders may remember Sonju, front office employees have mostly fond memories. They recall him everything from his Monday staff meetings to the annual Christmas party he hosted. He was also known to help anyone going through a tough time.

The Mavericks developed a family atmosphere few pro teams can match. Ask anyone who was involved back then what it was like, and their face lights up. Those warm, fuzzy feelings are shared by the team’s first stars, too. Brad Davis and Rolando Blackman, the only two players whose jerseys have been retired, still work for the team. So does Derek Harper, another of the team’s greatest players. Motta returned for a second stint as head coach seven years after his bitter departure. Even Aguirre and Tarpley were welcomed back after leaving on bad terms.

Sonju’s  relationship with Motta was never buddy-buddy, which may have factored into the coach’s  abrupt resignation in 1987. And Sonju was blamed for many bad decisions, most notably losing Sam Perkins to the Lakers. He also took heat in 1993 for saying during the prolonged negotiations with draft pick Jim Jackson that “it might be better to consider this our Lenny Bias,” a reference to the Boston Celtics’ top pick in 1986 who died of a cocaine overdose the day after the draft.

When Carter sold the team to a group led by Ross Perot Jr., Sonju remained, saying he was “glad to be part of the new future.” But after two messy weeks, including the botched pursuit of Larry Brown to be the next coach, Sonju retired May 16, 1996.

“It’s hard to believe I came here in February 1979 …  It’s been extremely rewarding,” he said when he left. “It’s extremely, extremely disappointing that our team didn’t nearly perform to the level we expected the last few years. But the pieces are in place now, and … it’s going to be fun again.”

RICK SUND, BOY WONDER

Don Carter provided the money. Norm Sonju brought the front office savvy. But it was a young, unknown talent evaluator named Rick Sund who helped the Mavericks become so good, so fast.

Sund broke into the league in 1974 as an intern with the Milwaukee Bucks. There was plenty to do and few people to do it—a perfect opportunity for someone young and eager. Sund scouted  college players, compiled statistics and helped break down game  tapes with GM Wayne Embry and coach Don Nelson. He even got to lace ’em up occasionally and practice with the team. Sund could hold his own, too, having played basketball and football at Northwestern. After his senior year, the Bucks offered him a tryout, but he turned it down to attend graduate school.

When Sonju was getting the Dallas team ready, his pal Nelson recommended Sund. But Sonju wanted someone with more experience. Then Sund called Sonju and said he was going to be in the area and was hoping they could meet. It was a lie, but it worked. He got the interview and the job, becoming the league’s youngest personnel director.

Sund got to do for real what thousands of 28-year-olds do now in fantasy leagues: build an NBA team from scratch. He made his mark in 1980 by milking a relationship with the Cleveland Cavaliers. Three trades involving marginal players yielded four first-round picks. He then turned those picks into Derek Harper, Sam Perkins, Detlef Schrempf and Roy Tarpley.

Sticking with a plan to build with youth, the Mavericks made the playoffs in four years and reached the Western Conference finals in 1988. That team’s roster featured 10 Sund draft picks (nine first-rounders); the others were Brad Davis, whom Sund signed off the NBA’s scrap heap during the first season, and James Donaldson, who came over in a trade and blossomed from journeyman to All-Star.

Sure, Sund had his share of mistakes. The names Bill Garnett, Terence Stansbury, Uwe Blab and Jim Farmer still make some fans cringe. Don’t even mention Randy White, who was supposed to be the “next Mailman” after Dallas bypassed the original, Karl Malone.

For more than a decade, though, the good moves far out-weighed the bad. Then he abandoned his original blueprint and brought in aging veterans Fat Lever, Rodney McCray and Alex English. While it made sense at the time—even sparking talk of a championship—hindsight shows it was a huge mistake. The final error was hiring Quinn Buckner. It eventually got Sund fired on April 12, 1994.

“I consider myself extremely lucky,” he said that day. “I’ve been with one team for 14 seasons and 15 years. That’s virtually unheard of.”

Sund didn’t exactly leave the place a mess. Dallas had seven first-round picks in the next four years, and Jamal Mashburn and Jim Jackson already were on the roster.

COACH MOTTA

The people running the pro basketball team in Dallas were looking for a coach, so they flew in Dick Motta for an interview. It was the early 1970s, and Motta was coaching the Chicago Bulls. The team was the Dallas Chaparrals of the American Basketball Association.

Motta turned it down, but was intrigued by the city. When he  heard the Buffalo Braves were considering moving there, Motta said Dallas deserved better than someone else’s leftovers. He recommended that Dallas get an expansion team.
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