
                                  JERRY
                               (mock serious)
                        I'm not about love -- I'm about
                        "showing you the money."

              Tidwell nods deeply, respectfully.

                                  TIDWELL
                        Good.  I was just testing ya.
                               (beat)
                        But just you saying that? Makes me
                        love ya.

                                  JERRY
                        Get some sleep.  See you tomorrow.

                                  TIDWELL
                        Sure you don't want to go out and
                        find some karoake?  I'm a very
                        good singer, man --

                                  JERRY
                        Call me tomorrow.

                                  TIDWELL
                        I might call you later!

              Tidwell moves off, still feeling good about the walk.  A
              small pack of diehard Jets fans pass, looking for autographs.

              INT. CUSH'S SUITE -- NIGHT

              We glide into Frank Cushman's suite overlooking Times Square.
              It's filled with NFL swag -- free t-shirts, athletic bags,
              sweatpants, and more.  Half-finished room service food
              abounds.  Matt, Keith and Cush's stylish college girlfriend
              ANNE-LOUISE mill about the room, basking in the glow of the
              man of the moment.  Cush, who holds a guitar in his lap,
              wears the odd combination of a Nirvana t-shirt and a NFL
              jacket.  He signs for more room service and continues
              strumming the only song he knows on guitar, Cobain's
              "Something In The Way."  Jerry enters on a rush of adrenalin.

                                  CUSH
                               (to hotel waiter)
                        Hey, what size are you?

                                  WAITER
                        Eleven.

                                  CUSH
                               (grandly)
                        Why don't you grab a couple pairs
                        of them new Nikes by the door --



              Waiter spots a very tall stack of new Nikes by the door.

                                  WAITER
                        Dude, you're like a God.

                                  CUSH
                               (immediately)
                        God, you're like a dude.

              It's a great line, and the room breaks up.  This is charisma,
              the future of the NFL.  Waiter exits, as Cush continues
              strumming. And now Jerry speaks, importantly.

                                  JERRY
                        Cush, Matt -- we have a decision
                        to make.

                                  CUSH
                        "It's okay to eat fish, 'cause
                        they Don't have any feelings...

                                  JERRY
                        Okay. San Diego just came in with
                        a last-minute scenario.  It's big.

                                  CUSH
                        "Something in the way.  Yeah."

                                  MATT
                        Well, he's gotta go number one.

                                  CUSH
                        "Ooooooo."

                                  JERRY
                        He still goes number one, but San
                        Diego wants to trade up with New
                        England -- they want him bad.

              Cush turns to his curiously ambivalent father, who walks to
              the window and looks out at the big Jumbotron with Keith.

                                  MATT
                        What happened to Denver?

                                  JERRY
                        Denver got very silent about a day
                        ago.  San Diego's got a fever for
                        Cush.  This stuff tends to happen
                        the night before a draft.  People
                        get crazy.  And San Diego, you
                        should know, is crazy to the tune
                        of seven years for thirty. Signing
                        bonus of eight. (beat)  Million.



              Anne-Louise whistles loudly.  She is instantly embarrassed,
              and puts a hand up.  Sorry.  In the next room, the phone is
              ringing.

                                  MATT
                        I don't know, Jerry.

                                  KEITH
                        Should I unplug the phone?

                                  CUSH
                        Reporters, Jerry.  They been
                        callin' all night.

                                  JERRY
                        Just be friendly and say "no
                        comment."

                                  CUSH
                        Talking and saying nothing, man,
                        it's an art I have not mastered.

              Jerry holds up a finger -- watch me.  Jerry picks up the
              ringing phone. He offers a near-perfect imitation.

                                  JERRY
                        "This is Cush."

              Suddenly, everyone is, laughing.  The room lightens.

              INT. BOB SUGAR'S HOTEL ROOM -- DAY

              Bob Sugar talks on his hotel phone.

                                  SUGAR
                        It's Sugar.  He must be there,
                        right? Just sniff or something if
                        he's there.
                               (Jerry sniffs,
                                panicked)
                        Alright, buddydude.  Just
                        remember. You're swimming with the
                        big boys now. You let your dad do
                        all the talking.  I'm the one who
                        got you the deal you needed.  This
                        is business not friendship. Be
                        strong.  You're global now.

              Sugar hangs up.

                                  JERRY
                        "No comment.



              Jerry hangs up.  The room is still laughing.  His head is
              spinning.

                                  KEITH
                        Hey, it's Cush on the big t.v.
                        again!

                                  CUSH
                        Hell, I'm already sick of me. I
                        got "Cushlash."

              More laughs. Jerry sits across from Matt, reeling quietly. He
              speaks casually, directly.

                                  JERRY
                        Look, before I go back to Denver.
                        I think we should put something
                        down on paper.  Something that
                        says, "hey, I'm with Jerry
                        Maguire."

              He pulls out a yellow legal tablet.  He scribbles a few
              lines, as Matt looks increasingly nervous.

                                  MATT
                        Not right now, Jerry.

                                  JERRY
                        Do I know everything there is to
                        know here?
                               (silent beat)
                        You fellas aren't talking with Bob
                        Sugar, are you?

              More silence.
                                  MATT
                        Apparently, Denver wanted to deal
                        with him instead of you.

                                  JERRY
                               (quickly)
                        Said who?  Sugar?

                                  MATT
                        Hey, I'm learning as I go.

                                  JERRY
                        So you empowered Bob Sugar to deal
                        with Denver behind my back?

                                  MATT
                        I'm sorry, I --



                                  JERRY
                        I brought Denver to twenty
                        million. Denver deals with me all
                        the time. You listened to Sugar?
                        You let that snake in the door.

              Jerry touches the coffee table.  Calms himself.

                                  JERRY
                               (continuing)
                        It's okay.  You want Denver. I'll
                        fix this up.  You didn't sign
                        anything with Sugar, right?

              Another rough silence is broken by little brother Keith.

                                  KEITH
                               (blurts)
                        Mr. Maguire, someday I'm gonna be
                        a famous athlete and I'm gonna
                        sign with you'.

                                  JERRY
                        Shut up!
                               (beat)
                        I'm sorry... sorry.

                                  KEITH
                               (sympathy for Jerry)
                        S' cool.

              Shot moves in on Jerry.

                                  JERRY
                        Now.  Wait.  You didn't actually
                        sign with Sugar, did you? Tell me
                        you didn't sign.
                               (beat)
                        Because I'm still sort of moved by
                        your "my word is stronger'n oak"
                        thing --

                                  MATT
                        We signed an hour ago.  You were
                        in the lobby with the black fella.

              Jerry moans. Silently, he rises and begins to gather his
              things. Cush hangs on to his guitar.

                                  CUSH
                        I'm sorry, Jerry.



                                  MATT
                        They say it's show "business,"
                        Jerry, not show friends.

              Jerry takes a breath before he exits. He surveys the room,
              settling on Cush.  Visible behind Maguire is Times Square, in
              all it's neon logo glory.

                                  JERRY
                        Well. Okay. Of course. You're
                        twenty years old, and I'm just
                        another guy in a suit.  It's all
                        business. It didn't work out.  You
                        didn't buy my product, which is,
                        unfortunately, mm. Let me see,
                        there's a speech that I'm supposed
                        to make -- right! -- "I'll be out
                        there cheering for you." "The door
                        is always open!"  See? I'm a class
                        act.
                               (breath, directly)
                        But maybe this would have all
                        worked, us being real human
                        beings, coming through for each
                        other, really, and now I'll never
                        know. You'll never know. Weren't
                        you curious?
                               (they aren't)
                        No.  Okay, well, I'll be fine.
                        And you'll be fine.  And Keith I
                        bope you do call me.

              Flushed and embarrassed, he exits.  We hang a beat on the
              silent Cushman hotel livingroom, as Cush now continues on
              guitar.

              INT. LOBBY -- NIGHT

              Jerry exits elevator dazed, at full trot.  The Marriott lobby
              is packed.  He is looking for Avery.  Beat reporter Patricia
              Logan reappears.  She relishes asking brutal questions,
              innocently.

                                  PATRICIA LOGAN
                        Jerry, is it true that Tidwell's
                        had three concussions?

                                  JERRY
                        I'm sorry... excuse me...

              INT. BALLROOM -- NIGHT

              Jerry enters the grand ballroom, looking for Avery.
              Endorsement placards in evidence everywhere.  NFL reps and


