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This narrative about two boys from different backgrounds touches on family, forgiveness, sport,

and making peace with tragedy. Dan Snyder was not a sure thing in professional hockey, but

defied expectations—playing for both the minor league's Chicago Wolves and the NHL's

Atlanta Thrashers. Dany Heatley, on the other hand, had been tapped for success from the

start as a college star and high draft pick. The two made an unlikely pair, but became friends.

In September of 2003, the then 22-year-old Heatley lost control of his speeding Ferrari; Snyder

was thrown from the vehicle and died six days later. The loss of their teammate, friend, and son

sent those who knew Snyder looking for healing or revenge. As the legal story unfolds, so too

does a story of forgiveness, rooted in the Canadian Mennonite tradition from which Snyder

hailed. Snyder's family, taking an approach to their loss dictated by their faith, chose to make

peace with both Heatley and his parents. This story of forgiveness reveals a lesson in loss,

hope, and peace in the face of tragedy.
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To Joey and SamAUTHOR’S NOTEIn 15 days from the time of writing, the NHL Board of

Governors is scheduled to hold two votes that will likely end the 11-season history of the

Atlanta Thrashers and move the franchise to Winnipeg. In Canada, where most of the readers

of this book are likely to be, this is a cause for jubilation. The game that is so central to national

identity will receive a full-throated homecoming celebration in Winnipeg. For those in metro

Atlanta who care about hockey — an idea that is easy to mock but one that remains true

nonetheless, even if that population, relatively, might be small — it is a time of sadness. It’s

easy to forget that as recently as the 2006–07 season when they won the southeast division,

the average attendance at a Thrashers game filled 87.6 percent of Philips Arena’s capacity of

18,545.As a college student living in Massachusetts when the NHL moved into south Florida in

the early ’90s, I watched my favorite team lose my favorite player in the expansion draft. It

made me think that the notion of ice hockey in the Sun Belt was incongruous at best. I moved

to Atlanta in 1999 for a newspaper job, the same year the Thrashers came into the NHL, and I

began assisting in Thrashers coverage in their second season. I saw Sun Belt markets flourish

over time in places like Raleigh, North Carolina; Tampa, Florida; Anaheim, California; San

Jose, California; and now Nashville, Tennessee. Their success changed my thinking. Yet

economics hold some hard truths. It’s as former Atlanta Flame Tim Ecclestone, who was born

in Toronto but still lives in metro Atlanta, succinctly summed it up to me, “Professional hockey

— or professional sports — you win, you stay; you lose, you go.” That doesn’t soften the blow

that franchise relocations represent a zero-sum gain, a fact that Winnipeggers know all too

well.In the weeks leading up to and shortly after the announcement of the sale of the

Thrashers to True North Sports and Entertainment, a good deal of analysis went into

examining why the NHL failed for a second time in what is now the United States’ eighth-

largest television market, an area (depending on how you define it) with more than five million

people. Some of the best analysis I have read has pointed out that the Thrashers’ failure was

not due to its nontraditional market but management and ownership problems. The team never

posted back-to-back winning seasons, only made one playoff appearance and never won a

postseason game.In days between when it was reported that negotiations were under way to

move the team but before the sale was announced, I wondered if the NHL would leave a

market the size of Atlanta. It was a time of great uncertainty for those in Atlanta who cared

about hockey. If the NFL could leave Los Angeles — which produces countless pro football

players — and if the NBA could leave the sizable and wealthy city of Seattle — which won a

championship in the ’70s, competed for one as recently as the ’90s and also produces pro

basketball players — then certainly the NHL could leave Atlanta again. This theorizing was

proven true when NHL commissioner Gary Bettman, in announcing the sale on May 31, said it

was never a case of which market was better. It was a case of where someone wanted to own

a team. At the same time, he expressed his displeasure at the NHL having to leave Atlanta.In

the larger context, Atlanta Spirit Group (the ownership entity which sold the Thrashers,

members of which are quoted in this book) arrived at a place where, because of its financial

losses, it could no longer afford the team. Those losses came about because of the Thrashers’

failures on the ice. Team president Don Waddell, who was the general manager of the team for

the first 10 of its 11 seasons, grudgingly conceded this point on the same day as Bettman

announced the team’s sale. “Some franchises can’t be saved,” Waddell said.Decades from

now, when the Atlanta Thrashers have reached the same obscure status as the California

Golden Seals, what will hockey fans consider to be the Thrashers’ legacy? Unfortunately, it



might be the car accident that ultimately claimed the life of Dan Snyder and left untold mental

scars on Dany Heatley. A few weeks before the start of the 2010 Stanley Cup playoffs, I had

dinner with a member of the Thrashers’ front office. In a very reasoned fashion, he made the

case that that incident proved to be the franchise’s undoing. To have seen the second half of

Heatley’s 2002–03 campaign was to believe it. Over the final 40 games, he totaled a

remarkable 29 goals and 24 assists. While some players run out of energy down the stretch,

Heatley got stronger as the season’s end came closer. Over the final 18 games, he totaled 15

goals and 15 assists — a pace that would have resulted in an astonishing 68 goals over a full

season, if he could have possibly sustained such dominance. Everyone assumed he would

begin the 2003–04 season on the high note he had ended the 2002–03 one on. Then fate

intervened.Bob Hartley, who I spoke to the day the Thrashers sale announcement was made,

almost four years removed from coaching the team, said in an understated way, “The Dany

Heatley–Danny Snyder tragedy, we will never know how much that impacted that organization,”

adding that it was “very sad” that the city was about to lose its team.In the two seasons after

Heatley was traded to Ottawa, he became the first player in seven years to post back-to-back

50-goal seasons, culminating in the 2006–07 season when the Senators advanced to the

Stanley Cup final. Since then, however, his goal totals have steadily stagnated or declined —

41, 39, 39 and 26. He asked to be traded in 2009 and this time ended up in San Jose. At the

conclusion of the 2010–11 regular season, I was shocked to see CapGeek.com, which

computes NHL salary-related statistics, show what a buyout of Heatley’s contract would look

like, indicating that it might be a possibility. He is one of the NHL’s highest-paid players with

three years left on a contract that averages $7.5 million annually. Once hailed as the NHL’s next

great star, Heatley has been reduced to a player considered by some to be overpaid and,

potentially, unwanted.As the Thrashers’ relocation became a greater likelihood, I was assisting

the Snyders with their afterword for this edition. I had a few conversations and email exchanges

with them about the Thrashers leaving town. Graham and LuAnn each expressed their sorrow

about what that would mean. With each passing season, their connection to the team had

lessened. I had enjoyed seeing them, sometimes on surprise visits to Atlanta, but reliably at

each season’s home finale when the Thrashers gave out the Dan Snyder Award. John

Anderson was hired to coach the Thrashers in 2008, reestablishing a strong link, as he was

Dan’s minor-league coach in Chicago. But, he wasn’t retained past the 2009–10 season. The

final players on the team from that 2003–04 season when Dan died, Slava Kozlov and Ilya

Kovalchuk, both respectful and appreciative of the family, were gone after the 2009–10 season.

By the start of 2010–11, only a few people in the front office remained who had known Dan

Snyder. Many of them are likely to lose their jobs in the relocation.Only time will tell if the

franchise in Winnipeg will continue to honor Dan Snyder’s name and memory. Recently, I

thought of the conference room in the Thrashers’ suburban practice facility adorned with

photos, a framed newspaper article and a painting that commemorate Dan Snyder. All of those

will have to be packed up or given away. As the Snyders have preached, hockey at its best is

about building community. The Thrashers might not have built the biggest community, but the

team did create one. Now, that community is torn asunder.“Our contact with Atlanta will be

gone now,” LuAnn Snyder wrote to me in an email, “but our hearts will remain there with all the

people who have supported us so much.”— John Manasso, June 6, 2011
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my most trusted editor.CHAPTER 1The CrashAtlanta Thrashers general manager Don

Waddell had made up his mind and decided it was time to deliver the good news. The start of

the NHL season was three weeks away and even though Dan Snyder had not been able to

take part in training camp, because he had undergone surgery on an ankle ligament, Waddell

wanted the 25-year-old to know he had made the team. He approached Snyder and Dany

Heatley, Waddell’s budding star and the most valuable player at the previous season’s All-Star

Game. At Heatley’s invitation, Snyder, a gregarious floppy-haired, gap-toothed player to whom

teammates took a liking for his ever-present crooked smile, had been staying with Heatley for

about a month, as Snyder had bounced up and down from the minor leagues to Atlanta and

back during his previous three seasons.“Are you getting tired of the hotel yet?” Waddell asked

Snyder.“No,” Snyder responded, unsure of the line of questioning. “I’m staying with him,” he

added, motioning to Heatley.“You’ve got to be tired of him by now,” Waddell said to Snyder. “I

think it’s time to get your own place.”On that late September day, in oblique fashion, Waddell

signalled to Snyder that he had would be with the team for the entire season. It was the

crowning achievement of Snyder’s brief professional career. Snyder excitedly called his parents

and his brother Jake to inform them of the news and started his housing search. But the

celebratory mood would last only a few days.The week before Thrashers’ training camp was

set to begin, Waddell had persuaded Snyder to have the surgery, explaining bluntly that, with

Snyder’s skating ability, he needed to be at top form to compete in the NHL. That Snyder

needed the surgery, in Waddell’s mind, served as a microcosm of the player’s career — barely

fast enough, barely big enough. Nonetheless, Snyder embodied the ethic Thrashers coach Bob

Hartley prized: He was tough, fearless, and with a mouth that never stopped yapping, no one

wanted to play against him.Snyder had been through enough trials before, so the 2003 training

camp need not be one of them. Based on his performance at the tail end of the previous

season, Snyder had earned a spot as the team’s third-line centre for the 2003–04 campaign —

a season which held high expectations for the expansion franchise entering its fifth year. In

previous stints with the Thrashers, Snyder had lived out of a hotel room beside the highway

near the team’s practice facility in Duluth, Georgia, about 30 miles northeast of downtown

Atlanta. How-ever, since arriving in Atlanta in August from his hometown of Elmira, Ontario, to

prepare for the season, Snyder had stayed at Heatley’s home in the city’s upscale

neighborhood of Buckhead. Heatley, a right winger who had earned about $8 million in his first

two pro years, was coming off a season many observers believed would act as a springboard

to launch a spectacular career. He could become one of the best players in the world at his

position — perhaps Canada’s next great player.September 29, 2003, was a practice day for the

Thrashers. Over the weekend, the team had played exhibitions in Raleigh, North Carolina, and

Richmond, Virginia. After a day of rest on Sunday, it was back to work on Monday. Hartley and



Waddell had trimmed the roster down to 22 players, the number they planned to start the

season with. Only two pre-season games remained. The boot that Snyder wore as a protective

cast on his surgically repaired ankle had been removed the week before, and he was eager to

get back on the ice.“He kept trying to convince Bob he’d be ready for start of the season, which

was probably a little out of reach,” Snyder’s older brother Jake said. “I could see Dan playing

with that [injury].” That was his personality: no injury was going to stop Snyder from achieving

his goals. At a pre-season game against the Carolina Hurricanes the previous week, Snyder

wore a suit, a dress shoe and a sneaker where the recently removed cast had been —

although unplanned, the mismatched shoes were typical of the kind of goofy behavior

teammates came to appreciate in Snyder.After practice on the 29th, the players attended an

event at Philips Arena for season-ticket holders. The ownership group that had contracted to

buy the team the week before was present, and the players were there to schmooze fans and

sign autographs. Heatley and Snyder were among the last players to leave, around 9 p.m. They

got in Heatley’s black 2002 360 F1 “Spider” Ferrari and headed for The Tavern at Phipps, a

player’s hangout not far from Heatley’s home. At 9:47 p.m., Heatley and Snyder ordered 10-

ounce draughts of Bass Ale with dinner, according to a statement bartender Greg Greenbaum

later gave investigators. Snyder spoke to his former teammate Jarrod Skalde on his cell phone,

confirming plans to get together the next day and attend an Atlanta Braves playoff game. The

check came at 10:11; the players paid and left. Heatley turned left out of the parking lot onto

Peachtree Road, then turned right onto Lenox Road to head home.The details of what

happened next might never be fully known.The 2002 360 F1 Spider can go from zero to 62

miles per hour in 4.5 seconds. Its engine can deliver 400 brake horsepower — almost triple

that of a Honda Accord — and it has a top speed of 180.2 miles per hour. It is made of a light

aluminum alloy and weighs about 3,000 pounds, about 1,000 pounds lighter than a Ford

Explorer. More a collector’s item and an engine of speed than a utilitarian automobile, Ferraris

are scarce, and keen-eyed buyers gobble them up quickly, as only about 1,000 are sold new in

the United States each year. Unlike most cars that depreciate the instant their owners drive

them off the lot, Ferraris appreciate because of their scarcity. Just over three months before

that fateful September night, Heatley had paid $240,823 for the vehicle — in cash.
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because he had undergone surgery on an ankle ligament, Waddell wanted the 25-year-old to

know he had made the team. He approached Snyder and Dany Heatley, Waddell’s budding

star and the most valuable player at the previous season’s All-Star Game. At Heatley’s

invitation, Snyder, a gregarious floppy-haired, gap-toothed player to whom teammates took a

liking for his ever-present crooked smile, had been staying with Heatley for about a month, as

Snyder had bounced up and down from the minor leagues to Atlanta and back during his

previous three seasons.“Are you getting tired of the hotel yet?” Waddell asked Snyder.“No,”

Snyder responded, unsure of the line of questioning. “I’m staying with him,” he added,

motioning to Heatley.“You’ve got to be tired of him by now,” Waddell said to Snyder. “I think it’s

time to get your own place.”On that late September day, in oblique fashion, Waddell signalled to

Snyder that he had would be with the team for the entire season. It was the crowning

achievement of Snyder’s brief professional career. Snyder excitedly called his parents and his

brother Jake to inform them of the news and started his housing search. But the celebratory

mood would last only a few days.The week before Thrashers’ training camp was set to begin,



Waddell had persuaded Snyder to have the surgery, explaining bluntly that, with Snyder’s

skating ability, he needed to be at top form to compete in the NHL. That Snyder needed the

surgery, in Waddell’s mind, served as a microcosm of the player’s career — barely fast enough,

barely big enough. Nonetheless, Snyder embodied the ethic Thrashers coach Bob Hartley

prized: He was tough, fearless, and with a mouth that never stopped yapping, no one wanted

to play against him.Snyder had been through enough trials before, so the 2003 training camp

need not be one of them. Based on his performance at the tail end of the previous season,

Snyder had earned a spot as the team’s third-line centre for the 2003–04 campaign — a

season which held high expectations for the expansion franchise entering its fifth year. In

previous stints with the Thrashers, Snyder had lived out of a hotel room beside the highway

near the team’s practice facility in Duluth, Georgia, about 30 miles northeast of downtown

Atlanta. How-ever, since arriving in Atlanta in August from his hometown of Elmira, Ontario, to

prepare for the season, Snyder had stayed at Heatley’s home in the city’s upscale

neighborhood of Buckhead. Heatley, a right winger who had earned about $8 million in his first

two pro years, was coming off a season many observers believed would act as a springboard

to launch a spectacular career. He could become one of the best players in the world at his

position — perhaps Canada’s next great player.September 29, 2003, was a practice day for the

Thrashers. Over the weekend, the team had played exhibitions in Raleigh, North Carolina, and

Richmond, Virginia. After a day of rest on Sunday, it was back to work on Monday. Hartley and

Waddell had trimmed the roster down to 22 players, the number they planned to start the

season with. Only two pre-season games remained. The boot that Snyder wore as a protective

cast on his surgically repaired ankle had been removed the week before, and he was eager to

get back on the ice.“He kept trying to convince Bob he’d be ready for start of the season, which

was probably a little out of reach,” Snyder’s older brother Jake said. “I could see Dan playing

with that [injury].” That was his personality: no injury was going to stop Snyder from achieving

his goals. At a pre-season game against the Carolina Hurricanes the previous week, Snyder

wore a suit, a dress shoe and a sneaker where the recently removed cast had been —

although unplanned, the mismatched shoes were typical of the kind of goofy behavior

teammates came to appreciate in Snyder.After practice on the 29th, the players attended an

event at Philips Arena for season-ticket holders. The ownership group that had contracted to

buy the team the week before was present, and the players were there to schmooze fans and

sign autographs. Heatley and Snyder were among the last players to leave, around 9 p.m. They

got in Heatley’s black 2002 360 F1 “Spider” Ferrari and headed for The Tavern at Phipps, a

player’s hangout not far from Heatley’s home. At 9:47 p.m., Heatley and Snyder ordered 10-

ounce draughts of Bass Ale with dinner, according to a statement bartender Greg Greenbaum

later gave investigators. Snyder spoke to his former teammate Jarrod Skalde on his cell phone,

confirming plans to get together the next day and attend an Atlanta Braves playoff game. The

check came at 10:11; the players paid and left. Heatley turned left out of the parking lot onto

Peachtree Road, then turned right onto Lenox Road to head home.The details of what

happened next might never be fully known.The 2002 360 F1 Spider can go from zero to 62

miles per hour in 4.5 seconds. Its engine can deliver 400 brake horsepower — almost triple

that of a Honda Accord — and it has a top speed of 180.2 miles per hour. It is made of a light

aluminum alloy and weighs about 3,000 pounds, about 1,000 pounds lighter than a Ford

Explorer. More a collector’s item and an engine of speed than a utilitarian automobile, Ferraris

are scarce, and keen-eyed buyers gobble them up quickly, as only about 1,000 are sold new in

the United States each year. Unlike most cars that depreciate the instant their owners drive

them off the lot, Ferraris appreciate because of their scarcity. Just over three months before



that fateful September night, Heatley had paid $240,823 for the vehicle — in cash.The car’s

previous owner, Steve Pruitt — a former professional race car driver — was later questioned by

investigators about its speed. “Well, it . . . it . . . it’s fast,” he said. “I guess it just depends on your 

ability to be able to drive it the way, you know, the way it’s capable of being driven. Obviously,

you know, I . . . I . . . I drove competitively for four years, you know, so I . . . I kind of know how to 

handle a car like that.” The investigator asked if a buyer was required to take special classes

before operating the Ferrari. “No, no, no, no,” Pruitt responded.On the night of the 29th, when

Heatley turned down Lenox Road, a narrow, sloping, curving byway overburdened by its

present status as a commuter thoroughfare, he soared past the posted speed limit of 35 miles

per hour. Later, the fastest speed his lawyer would admit to was 58. Two other forensic experts

put the car’s speed at more than 80 miles per hour — numbers whose ultimate reliability might

not have stood up to scrutiny at trial. The Ferrari’s speed proved catastrophic. For some

reason, Heatley swerved abruptly to his left. Unable to control the car, he braked and lost

control. The car’s right rear tire skidded out in front of the right front tire as the car crossed the

double yellow line and careened off the road. It slammed into a wrought iron fence with brick

pillars. Air bags deployed. The impact obliterated one of the 4,400-pound pillars.

A Season of Apple, A Season Angelo Moriondo, A Season amazon stock

Mikey, “Hockey, tragedy, grief, forgiveness, - a powerful true account of the tragic death of a

professional sportsman. Tragedy occurred on the night of Monday 29th September 2003 to two

NHL hockey players. Canadian All-Star Dany Heatley was driving home his Atlanta Thrashers

team-mate fellow Canadian Dan Snyder when Heatley's Ferrari tore apart and landed both

occupants in hospital. Snyder, 25 died shortly after as a result of the accident. This excellent

book follows the early years of Snyder's battle to hit the NHL big-time and his short-lived

Atlanta career. An enormously popular guy suddenly taken away, his good friend Heatley

coming to terms with responsibilty for his actions.This remarkable story shows how the Snyder

family were quickly able to forgive Heatley and testify their wishes that a custodial sentence

was not what they would want for Heatley. They wanted him to pursue his NHL career and not

end up being deported from the US. The book gives a generous account of Snyder's early

hockey days, his huge popularity with practically everyone he met and the shock of the

accident. We also find out how the Snyders, the Thrashers and Heatley coped with the tragedy,

the goodwill messages and gestures from hockey fans all over North America, the indictment

and the final judge's decision the punishment Heatley must face.You may shed a tear or two

through this. Well worth a read. The Snyder family are a fantastic example for many to follow.”

Kelli, “A journey through tragedy, grief, and forgiveness that will restore your faith in humanity....

An amazing story of how a tragedy involving two friends brought out the best in a family who

suffered the ultimate loss. This in-depth book by John Manasso is not just for hockey

fans.What really is striking and heartwarming about this book is the openness of Dan Snyder's

family as they struggled through their grief. The closeness of this amazing family and their

beliefs allow them to try to pull whatever positive they can from their nightmare as well as

forgive, support, and befriend Dany Heatley. As a reader, you are left drawing strength and

inspiration from the Snyders.This is the second time that I have bought this book. First, when it

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/neBkQ/A-Season-of-Loss-a-Lifetime-of-Forgiveness-The-Dan-Snyder-and-Dany-Heatley-Story


was originally published, and now with the afterward by the Snyder family. And, I can't count

the number of times that I have read it, or at least portions of it....sometimes, you just need a

little reminder that humanity still exists.  Just have your tissues ready.”

Victor Ignatiev, “A really good book about the loss of a goo hockey player .... A really good

book about the loss of a goo hockey player to a tragic car accident. The book is about the

death of Dan Snyder in a car accident driven by his friend Danny Heatly. The book talks about

the struggles that Heatly faces from on the ice to the court room. Talks about forgiveness from

the family and friends.  A good book for the hockey fan in all of us!!!”

Luke, “Spot on. Awesome job, telling the Heatley, Snyder stories. Good dudes, bad

circumstances.”

Lindsey Kataskas, “Great experience. The book arrived in an extremely timely fashion and in

perfect condition. The overall speed was fantastic!!”

Karen F. Cox, “Compelling story!. For those who were exposed only to the negative news

stories of this event, and formed an opinion about the incident based on those stories, this

book is must-read! The book focuses on reporting the facts of the accident, the emotions of all

involved and describes the character of both of the players. I especially admired the Snyders

family and their refusal to do anything but forgive Dany Heatley. The judge that presided over

the legal proceedings gives one hope for our justice system. Based on personal experience, I

can attest that the judge's assertion that Heatley will never be able to forget this accident is

true, and is punishment enough.”

Sean Egan, “A well-written, great hockey story. John Manasso's meticulously researched book

tells the story of Dan Snyder's tragic death and its aftermath. There's enough background and

detail in this book to satisfy hockey aficionados but the real story is about how the Synders and

their extended family and community dealt with their son's passing. The book delves into the

forensic investigation of the crash that killed Dan Synder and the subsequent legal negotiations

that threatened to jail Danny Heatley, one of Canada's top players. It goes on to reveal much

about the family's approach to healing and forgiveness and the vignettes about what went on

with teammates in the locker rooms were touching. This was a great book and John's simple,

straightforward writing style makes it an enjoyable read.”

Max, “Humbling and Inspirational. Initially I bought this book as a fan of the game with the hope

to learn more about the real world of hockey and everyone involved. Having recently finished

reading it, I can say that it has given me so much more.To learn about Snyder's hard-work

ethic and determination to make his childhood dream come true was not only inspirational but

it really opened my eyes. His story is a story that needs to be heard as he seems to have been

the kind of person that this world needs to be filled with many times over. His attitude to the

sport and to the people he encountered along the way has influenced those teammates,

coaches, neighbours, friends and family members of his into continuing his legacy. They are all

trying to live their lives as they know Dan would have wanted them to despite having to live

with such a huge loss.I have already recommended this book to several people, some of whom

are not even hockey fans but the message of forgiveness on the part of his family and

motivation on the part of Dan himself is a lesson worth learning. It has certainly made me think

about how I can benefit others and pass on the message in the future as purely by reading it



you feel that you have learned one of lifes great lessons.I shall leave you with one quote which

has stuck with me: 'Luck is when preparation and opportunity come together' - Dan SnyderThat

sums up the kind of person you will read about in this tragically inspiring read.”

pete s., “Good read. Great condition.”

The book by Judy Lipson has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 18 people have provided feedback.
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